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Late at night.

A knock echoed through the quiet study.

“Master, it’s Wilson.”

“Come in.”

The young man sitting at the desk kept his gaze fixed on the thick book in front of him.

Soon, the door opened, and Wilson, dressed in a butler’s uniform, appeared.

“I apologize for disturbing your studies.”

“What is it?”

“A guest has arrived.”

“A guest?”

The word sounded foreign to Ian Oracle, who led an almost reclusive life.

‘Who would come to visit?’

Despite his genius mind, no names came to Ian’s thoughts.

It had been ten years since his parents had gone missing.

Since then, the number of visitors had steadily dwindled.

The name of the Oracle Family, once famous for theoretical magic, had slowly faded from people’s memories.

It had been a long time indeed.

When the suspension of his parents’ disappearance had been fully concluded and he was forcibly made to inherit the family, no one came by anymore.

‘And now a guest?’

Ian closed his book and stood up from his seat.


Wilson, who had served him for a long time, answered the question that Ian was curious about.

“It was someone I’ve never seen before. Judging by their appearance, they seemed to be a mage.”

“A mage?”

“Yes, they even carried a staff.”

“Could it be someone who used to visit father?”

That had happened a few times before.

People who had been traveling far across the continent and hadn’t heard about his parents’ disappearance.

Ian thought this might be another such case.

“That’s not it. The guest specifically asked for you by name.”

“Where are they?”

“I’ve escorted them to the drawing room.”

Ian left his study and headed towards the drawing room. The Oracle Family’s house was a modestly-sized mansion. Thus, it didn’t take long to reach the drawing room.

The door was half-open, and inside, a man in shabby robes was drinking tea.

‘I don’t know this person.’

Ian opened the door fully and stepped inside.

“I heard you were looking for me.”

“Oh, baron Ian.”

He neither looked young nor old. The staff in his hand was rugged, and his shoes were worn out and tattered.

To anyone’s eyes, he seemed like an insignificant mage.

But Ian greeted his guest in a friendly tone without showing any signs of displeasure.


“Have we met before?”

“No, this is our first meeting.”

“I’m curious about the reason for your visit. Visitors are quite rare here.”

“I heard a skilled mage was living in seclusion here.”

“It seems you were looking for my father after all.”

“Are you referring to Baron Lefevre? No, that’s not it. I, too, have heard about Baron Lefevre’s disappearance. I hope you find them soon.”

“Thank you for not expressing it as condolences.”

“Stay strong.”

If they knew about his father’s disappearance, they must have come to see him specifically.

“Could you introduce yourself?”

“My name is Mist.”

That was it.

Ian sensed that Mist didn’t particularly want to elaborate on his identity.

In that case, the only choice was to observe and find clues directly.

Ian shifted his gaze.

—

In an instant, numerous bits of information caught Ian’s sight.

“Did you come from the forest?”

“Wow, you’ve got sharp eyes. That’s right. I’m staying in the forest for a while. How did you know?”

“I see dried mud. There are traces left by scratches from grass, and your robe seems to be used for camping. I also see a feather. There, on that side.”


Mist looked at the spot Ian was pointing at. A crow’s feather was stuck on one side of the robe.

“When did this get stuck here?”

“Elwynn Forest? It’s famous for having many crows.”

“Haha, you’re spot on! What a splendid insight.”

Finally, mist began to open up.

“I’m a wandering mage. Before coming here, I was camping in Elwynn Forest. Hmm, I’m not particularly skilled, so there’s nothing else to introduce.”

“I see.”

At that moment, Mist took out an old book from his pocket and placed it on the table. He then offered the book to Ian.

“If it’s not too much trouble, could you take a look at this book?”

It was a small but thick book with some decorations.

However, it looked very old. The book must have been once flashy when it was newly made.

The gold leaf and various ornaments had faded.

It didn’t look ordinary at first glance.

“What kind of book is this?”

“It’s not a cursed book, so you don’t have to worry. I recently found it while exploring a dungeon, and I wanted to know its publication date. I’ve tried several times but couldn’t figure it out…”

“If you want to know the publication date, it might be better to check elsewhere.”

“No. This one is a bit special, it’s a grimoire.”

“A grimoire?”

Then the story changed.

It was likely filled with content beyond the reach of bibliographers.

“I thought only someone with excellent knowledge of magic would know. It’s a bit embarrassing to say, but I’m not very good with theory.”

“Then please excuse me for a moment.”

Ian placed his hand on the book and released his mana.

‘There’s no negative aura.’

Mist was an unidentified guest. It was somewhat burdensome to suddenly be handed a grimoire and asked to look at it.

After carefully examining it and confirming there was no issue with the book, Ian opened it.

‘No bibliographic information, no pages, no table of contents.’

This implied it was not formally published.

This would make estimating the date much more difficult. Clues would have to be gathered solely from the content.

Ian flipped through the pages quickly, skimming the contents.

‘Is this a general theory book on magic? It seems quite old.’

Expressions that were no longer used in the present day appeared often.

However, this was an easy problem for Ian. His eyes, shining brightly as if containing all the knowledge in the world, moved swiftly in search of clues.

It didn’t take long to reach a conclusion.

The tea Mist was drinking still had a faint steam rising from it.

“Around 500 years ago, this book was written during the St. Helena period!”

Ian concluded.

“500 years? Is it that old?”

Mist’s face brightened.

Ian nodded.

“There are traces of preservation magic. If it hadn’t passed through many hands, this level of preservation is quite possible.”

“Wow. It’s more extraordinary than I thought!”

“Of course, it’s not precise. We can only roughly estimate the period.”

“That’s fine. That’s more than enough! Could you then give me some more explanation?”

It seemed the mage wanted to sell the book. An explanation would increase its price.

“There are certain characteristics of this period. It was when the distinctions in circle magic became complex. The Fire Wall spell, now classified as five-circle magic, was considered six-circle magic during that time. According to recent studies, in the late St. Helena period, the Fire Wall spell was even upgraded to seven circles. So, if we had to guess, the book would be from the early period. And here.”

This time, Ian pointed to another section.

“The technique of spirit magic is slightly different from today. It’s handled within the category of circle magic. This is also a feature of magic theory from the St. Helena period. Additionally, many of the terms used to express magic are from that era.”

“Oh! I see!”

There was a sparkle in Mist’s eyes.

Ian was convinced that the mage in front of him wasn’t from the academy or a magic tower. Although deducing it was a bit difficult, someone who had undergone formal training would know these details.

‘That doesn’t mean his skills are bad.’

There were various kinds of mages in the world. The man before him probably had his own aspirations.

Ian returned the book to its owner.

“You finished reading this thick book in such a short time. As the rumors say, you are indeed exceptional!”

“You flatter me.”

“However, I am curious. With such remarkable insight, why don’t you enroll in the Academy?”

Ian found himself unable to respond quickly to the unexpected remark.

Mist awkwardly laughed and spread his hands.

“Oh, I don’t have any other intentions. It just suddenly came to my mind.”

“What did you hear from outside?”

Mist, looking uneasy, cautiously added an explanation.

“I happened to hear that if you don’t enroll this time, your eligibility will be revoked. Isn’t the Royal Academy a place everyone aspires to?”

“Well, I have some personal reasons.”

“So, you’re giving up on enrollment? It’s a shame, considering your amazing talent.”

Ian shook his head with a smile.

“I have never thought I was talented.”

“What? What do you mean? That’s ridiculous! This book too. Didn’t you just glance at it and determine its publication date?”

“That was…”

He stopped short of saying it was an easy task. He didn’t want to boast to someone he’d just met.

Ian had never received formal education from any institution.

He had learned from his parents when he was young and the rest through self-study by reading books.

In short, Ian was a genius. He could understand ten things after reading one and never forgot what he had memorized.

However, he had a limitation in the manipulation of magical energy. Academic circles defined it as “Mana Concentration Disorder”.

“A mage who excels only in theory isn’t a true mage.”

Such thoughts had kept him from enrolling in the Royal Academy until now.

The Royal Academy was the kingdom’s premier higher education institution with fierce competition.

Surviving there with only a small amount of mana was impossible. At worst, he would bring disgrace upon his family.

“It’s really unfortunate. Truly. I wanted to go to the Academy but couldn’t due to my status. I learned magic by chance, but that was it.”

“Mist, it’s alright. I have to handle my own affairs.”

“Handling it yourself. That’s the correct answer.”

Leaving that cryptic remark, Mist stood up. Ian, taken aback, also stood up.

“I apologize for the late visit. I shall take my leave now.”

“It’s late. Shall I prepare a room for you?”

“No, that’s alright. For a wanderer, the outside is home.”

“I won’t see you far. Take care.”

After the guest left, Ian leaned back on the sofa and sighed.

The lingering feeling was uncomfortable.

“Who would have thought the Academy would come up?”

Every noble in the Kingdom of Sonokin was given the right to enroll in the Royal Academy.

As a baron who inherited his family, Ian held this privilege.

However, Ian thought he could continue his magical studies without attending the academy, so he hadn’t considered it seriously.

But an unexpected guest had come, throwing a stone into his calm lake.

“Huh?”

Ian suddenly stood up.

A worn-out book was left on the side of the sofa where Mist had sat.

“That’s the book from earlier?”

It seemed Mist had forgotten it in his haste.

Ian quickly rushed outside, book in hand, but Mist was nowhere to be seen.

“Wilson! Wilson!”

Wilson hurried out from inside the estate.

“Yes, Master. Did you call me?”

“Where did the guest go?”

“Guest, Sir? I haven’t seen him come out… Weren’t you inside with him, Master?”

Ian felt as if he was possessed by a ghost.

“Where on earth did he go?”

Just then, with the sound of a crow cawing, something slowly descended from the sky.

Ian’s eyes followed it.

Reaching out, a finely sculpted black feather landed in his hand.
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 2

				
“The Mysterious Mage.”

Ian had been sitting in his study for days, deep in thought.

On the desk lay a book left by a man named Mist, open and waiting.

After the sudden disappearance of the unexpected visitor, Ian had tasked Wilson with finding the mage named Mist.

However, there had been no success.

Despite spending money from their limited budget to post announcements in the Adventurers’ Guild, no news had come in yet.

Ian’s gaze fixed on the book once again.

“This book is just an ordinary one.”

He had just finished his third thorough reading of it. Ian had carefully examined it without damaging it.

“There was nothing special. While it does have value as an ancient text, it doesn’t describe any particular magic. You could find plenty of such books in a library.”

All Ian could do was to reinforce the faint preservation magic already placed on it.

“Why on earth did Mr. Mist come to see me?”

Ian no longer thought the visit was merely to have an ancient text appraised.

Most of all, the last thing Mist had said haunted his mind.

“That statement was the answer?”

It had been a response to Ian’s declaration that he would handle his matters on his own. Ian twirled a black crow feather he had accidentally found outside the mansion.

“It was almost like he was urging me to join the Academy. Or maybe he was just envious because he’s a wandering mage?”

His thoughts began to drag on.

Just as he contemplated a fourth thorough read, he heard someone outside the door.

Knock, knock!


“Young Master! I’m coming in!”

With a cheerful voice, the door to the study swung open wide.

A cute girl wearing an apron entered, carrying a tray with various items. She was Dorothy, the adoptive daughter of the butler Wilson and a maid of the Oracle Family.

She always exuded energy and beamed confidently.

“Were you studying?”

“Just sitting around. But what do you have there?”

“I’ve prepared some tea for you, Young Master. And I baked some cookies for the first time in a while!”

“Cookies?”

“They’re the best for lifting your spirits!”

As Dorothy confidently entered, she accidentally nudged a book on the floor.

“Huh?”

Unfortunately, the book was connected to another one, and the impact caused a stack of books standing upright to shake violently.

“Oh no, oh no!”

Crash!

In an instant, the stack of books collapsed.

“Ahhh!”

Out of habit, Dorothy hugged the tray tightly.

She was a devoted maid who prioritized her Master’s snacks over her safety.

Of course, the books didn’t end up falling on Dorothy.

Ian had extended his hand, subtly using his magic.


It wasn’t full-blown magic but a simple application of magical energy.

“Dorothy, are you okay?”

With a wave of his hand, the books, guided by his magic, scattered to the side. Dorothy, who had almost started crying, suddenly frowned.

“Please, put the books back in their places!”

Ian flinched.

He recalled Dorothy’s nagging from a few days earlier.

“How many times do I have to tell you?! If you’re going to stack them, at least do it properly! Stacking them upright in a line is dangerous! Are you playing a Jenga game with books? Geez, do all mages do this?”

“Sorry. I forgot I was going to organize them.”

“Young Master, you’re really high-maintenance!”

Ian bowed his head too easily.

“Sorry for being high-maintenance.”

“It doesn’t mean you should apologize so quickly… Ugh! I can’t deal with this!”

Fuming, Dorothy placed the tray on the desk. She irritably set down the teacup and poured the tea.

It would have shocked anyone who saw this.

Ian was a noble while Dorothy was an ordinary maid.

However, Ian considered Dorothy family. Having lost his parents at a young age, he had grown up with Dorothy. It was the same for Dorothy as well.

“You’re not hurt anywhere, right?”

“Maybe my feelings are a bit hurt, but it can’t be helped. It’s already in the past. How about trying some time-reversing magic? If you can, that is.”

“Hmm.”

Even for someone as usually logical as Ian, dealing with the now-grown Dorothy wasn’t easy.


Perhaps this is what it would feel like to have a younger sister.

“Quickly, try the cookies.”

“I will. Thank you.”

Ian picked up a cookie and put it in his mouth.

The sweet and savory taste pleasantly stimulated his mouth.

“It’s delicious.”

“…….”

“Why?”

“Is that all?”

“It’s very tasty. Really. It’s the best cookie I’ve ever had.”

“Whew, being a maid isn’t easy.”

Ian wanted to ask if it wasn’t the opposite.

“So, why the change of mood?”

“It seemed like you’ve been worried about something lately. I begged Father for some ingredients and decided to make these.”

“You didn’t need to go that far.”

The Oracle Family was a barony without a fief and consequently had almost no income. Even a cup of tea was a significant luxury.

“You’ve seemed really worried these past few days, unlike the carefree Young Master you usually are.”

“Isn’t there too much truth in your words?”

“Oh dear! Did I say something wrong?”

Dorothy smiled brightly. She was someone impossible to hate.

‘Well, it’s true, after all.’

Since Mist’s visit, Ian’s days were no longer as peaceful as they used to be. The thought of it being his last chance spurred Ian on.

“Actually, I’ve been troubled by something.”

“Is it related to that book?”

“Book?”

Dorothy pointed to a book lying on the desk. It was the book left behind by Mist.

“Not exactly… or maybe it’s not entirely unrelated.”

“That’s interesting.”

“What is?”

“It’s the first time I’ve seen you ponder over the same book for days. Usually, you read multiple books a day, but you don’t dwell on one. Because you’re so smart.”

Dorothy knew well that her Master was a genius.

Ian smiled.

“It’s just an old, ordinary book. But there’s something else that’s been on my mind.”

“Tell me about it. I may not be able to solve it for you, but I can listen.”

“The Academy.”

“Oh.”

Dorothy let out a soft exclamation. She thought it was something worth worrying about.

“A guest who visited recently mentioned how regretful it was not to enroll in the Academy, saying they wished they could but never got the chance.”

“The Royal Academy is a place everyone dreams of. It’s understandable they would say that.”

“You too, Dorothy?”

“Of course!”

Dorothy nodded vigorously. Although she was more interested in people than in studying.

“But it might be simpler than you think.”

“Simpler?”

“Think of the past. Father often said that you wanted to enter the Academy since you were young.”

“Did Wilson say that?”

“Oh, was that a secret?”

“No, not really.”

Memories he had momentarily forgotten resurfaced.

Those innocent days when he dreamed of enrolling in the Academy, listening to his parents’ school days stories. His parents had studied at the Royal Academy as well.

“Moreover, if your parents had returned safely, you wouldn’t have these worries, would you?”

“Is that so?”

“I don’t know why you’re hesitant about the Academy, but I believe you would do well anywhere.”

Ian smiled but thought it wasn’t going to be easy. His magical power wasn’t enough to endure Academy life.

And he didn’t want to choose the “Natural Sciences” department, which studied general academics.

That would be akin to ending the Oracle Family’s history, renowned for theoretical magic.

“The real reason is different.”

Dorothy began earnestly. Ian also wiped his smile and seriously listened to her.

“If your parents return safely… wouldn’t they be thrilled to see you in the Academy uniform? I believe they’ll come back someday.”

Ian felt his heart warm.

Some had told him to give up. Others had wished him to pray for peace.

But Ian had never given up on his parents, not even once.

Dorothy hadn’t either.

“Thank you, Dorothy.”

“I didn’t overstep, did I?”

“Not at all.”

It felt like the fog was lifting.

He found answers in the most unexpected places. The phrase ‘knowledge does not equate to wisdom’ felt real.

At that moment, Dorothy seemed much wiser than him.

Ian felt ashamed of himself.

“I’ve been too scared without even trying.”

Ian closed the ancient book. He then carefully slid it back onto the shelf.

“And this is a bit of a different topic, but you are the kingdom’s most handsome Young Master, aren’t you? Good-looking people tend to have everything work out well!”

It was clear she was trying to lighten the serious atmosphere.

“That sounds more like teasing than a compliment.”

“That’s because, Young Master, you don’t know how handsome you actually are. You don’t have any friends! Not a single one!”

“You don’t need to emphasize it that much.”

Ian had rarely ventured outside.

He had always been cooped up in the mansion, reading books. Though he had a few opportunities, he chose not to go out.

His clear skin and sharp features were inherited from his mother.

Therefore, from a young age, Ian had garnered much attention, not only for his intelligence but for his appearance as well.

Although it was now a thing of the past.

“Why don’t you go out to the salon and dance a bit? You might find new concerns. I can teach you how to dance.”

“I detest noisy places.”

“You’ve come of age this year. You shouldn’t act like this. The Oracle Family lineage cannot end with you. Ah! Could it be… a grand plan to woo the Princess at the academy?”

“Hahaha.”

Ian took out a pen and paper and, as he sat down, spoke to Dorothy.

“Call Wilson right now.”

“Ah, your father? You’re not going to scold me, are you?”

“I’ve made up my mind.”

“Really?”

With a bright smile, Dorothy swiftly ran outside.

It was the moment the long winter of the Oracle Family ended and spring arrived.

* * *

It was dawn, the early light slowly seeping into the curtains.

Ian, having risen from his bed, summoned his mana.

Buzz!

His hand traced an elegant curve in the air, and a bright light appeared at his fingertips as the magic unfolded.

『Light.』

However, the spell was unremarkable.

Despite studying and practicing diligently, his magical power had remained the same from birth until now.

‘It seems I’ll have to solve it gradually.’

He had learned that one didn’t need powerful magic to become a great mage. Yet there were moments when he craved more mana.

At that moment, he sensed a presence outside.

“Young Master. Excuse me.”

The door opened.

Dorothy, opening the door with her lively expression, was startled to see Ian awake.

“Ah! Young Master, you’re already up? Today you woke up really early. I thought you’d still be sleeping.”

“I haven’t slept at all. Not a wink.”

“Not a wink? You’re not feeling unwell, are you?”

Ian shook his head with a smile.

“Don’t tell Wilson. He’ll only worry.”

“Still, today is an important day!”

“It is indeed an important day.”

Recently, Ian had decided to enroll in the Royal Academy.

And today was the day.

As Ian removed his bedding and got up, Dorothy quickly set a basin of water on one side.

“The more important the day, the more you should act as you usually do to ensure nothing goes wrong.”

“It feels a bit lonely.”

“You’re not a bit relieved? You won’t be stacking books for a while.”

“As if!”

Chuckling, Ian dipped his hands into the basin.

The water was suitably warm.

He knew how to manipulate mana.

Yet, he had never changed the temperature of water. That showed Dorothy’s keen sense.

Thanks to her, Ian washed up pleasantly.

“Here you go, Young Master.”

Receiving the towel, Ian dried his soaking hair and face. Then, he stood before the mirror.

A handsome young man appeared in the reflection.

Dorothy, serving by his side, had a face that brightened up.

“Young Master, you look splendid! At the academy, you’re really going to be a big hit! Ah! Just imagining it is exciting!”

“Why do your thoughts always go in that direction?”

“Going to the academy isn’t only for studying, is it? Everyone has their own reasons, after all.”

At the Royal Academy, many brilliant talents gathered.

‘They’re not just brilliant. There will be royalty, and many children from prominent families.’

Thus, it too was a place of politics.

Children learned by observing their parents.

As Dorothy mentioned, children with various goals and ideals would gather at the academy.

‘It won’t be easy, but I’ll do it. For the honor of my family.’
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“Do not call me ‘Master’. Mind your words. Ahem!”

“Oh!”

Dorothy covered her mouth in surprise.

Wilson emerged. He looked at Dorothy rather sternly and then greeted Ian formally.

“Good morning, Master. Did you sleep well last night?”

“I’ve told you, enough with the ‘Master’.”

“That’s out of the question now. Today is the first day you take on your official duties as the head of the Oracle Family, Master.”

Ian didn’t like being called ‘Master’.

He felt that being addressed that way made it seem like his parents would never come back.

Because of this, Dorothy, who was a bit more informal, used the term ‘Young Master’.

“You see, Master, there is a reason for every protocol. Now, you are the Oracle Family itself.”

Wilson was a somewhat strict butler. Principles and rules were very important to him.

So, Ian often took a step back whenever such issues arose. Wilson, after all, had served his parents with loyalty.

“Still, let’s cut me some slack today. Stepping outside after so long isn’t an easy task.”

“You are a brilliant person, Master. Experience doesn’t matter in your case. The people of the kingdom will soon be amazed by your wisdom, Master.”

“It feels like you two are plotting to make fun of me together.”

Ian, having finished getting dressed, turned around.

“How’s this? Does it look alright?”

“Please excuse me for a moment.”

Wilson adjusted his glasses and closely inspected Ian’s attire.


The effort put into making the clothes from the finest fabric was worth it.

The Oracle Family suffered from chronic deficits. Without any territories, their financial situation was quite poor.

Actually, it was very bad, to be honest.

However, butler Wilson had been saving up, waiting for the day Ian would enter the academy. Ian was now wearing the fruits of that effort.

“Damian’s skills are commendable, but it’s really you, Master. You carry it off perfectly. I’ll prepare some additional outfits soon.”

“Don’t overdo it. I’m well aware of our family’s situation.”

He said that, but Ian knew Wilson wouldn’t heed his words. Wilson would save as much as possible to invest in him.

“By the way, Master. There is a place I need to take you before you go to school.”

“Where?”

“Previously… your father had left some instructions for me. I think it is time to share them with you.”

This took Ian completely by surprise.

Ian, who rarely showed any anger to those around him, couldn’t help but frown.

“From my father? Why are you telling me this just now?”

“Forgive me, Master. Your father instructed me to tell you on the day you entered the academy. Hence, I bring it up now.”

“……”

Ian couldn’t push further.

He had postponed joining the academy until the very last moment. Given the circumstances, Wilson must have kept silent to honor his promise to Ian’s father.

He may have wanted to tell Ian a hundred or even a thousand times.

Urging him to enter the academy.

It occurred to Ian that it might have been harder on Wilson than himself.


“Let’s go quickly!”

“I will lead the way.”

Wilson bowed his head and took the lead. Ian followed him without a word.

‘What on earth did Father want to tell me?’

Ian was curious. And he couldn’t understand why it had to be postponed until right before entering the academy.

But his stray thoughts vanished quickly.

His father, once a foremost theoretical mage, wouldn’t have set such plans for no reason.

‘Father always had a reason behind everything he did.’

Wilson soon opened a door and went inside. To Ian’s surprise, it was his father’s old study.

Wilson stood by a bookshelf filled with books and pulled out a few volumes. A special device was then revealed.

“Please channel your mana into this. It is a device that resonates with the mana of the Oracle Family.”

Ian let his mana flow without a word.

Clang!

A rough metallic sound echoed from within, followed by the sound of something opening.

Moving as if in a trance, Ian manipulated the lever.

A small box’s opening then revealed itself.

“What is this?”

Ian stared blankly at the box’s entrance.

Inside was an old pair of glasses.

“This item is a treasure of the Oracle Family. The Master once requested that I pass this item to you, and today is the day.”


“I’ve never heard of a treasure being passed down in our family.”

“My apologies, Master.”

Ian wasn’t even a bit angry. Instead, he reconfirmed Wilson’s loyalty.

“If it’s a treasure, it must be an artifact. What’s special about these glasses?”

“That, I do not know.”

“Did Father ever use them?”

“That too, I am not certain of… However, he did say that this item will be helpful to you.”

Helpful.

What an abstract term.

But Ian had an inkling of what it might mean.

‘Could it possibly solve my mana issue?’

Ian, although born to excellent mage parents, had a critical weakness.

His efficiency in manifesting mana through spells was too low.

Because of this, he had to postpone his admission to the academy until he came of age, as he would only be made a laughingstock.

However, being admitted to the academy was his last remaining privilege as a noble.

Ian, now of age, had no choice but to decide to join.

And in the midst of this, he had come into possession of this heirloom.

“Why don’t you try using it?”

“Alright.”

Ian cautiously put on the glasses.

They were ordinary, without any prescription. Nothing new appeared in his field of vision.

‘If so, mana amplification?’

Ian immediately generated mana, forming a hand sign to cast a spell.

『Light.』

Flash!

A handful of light illuminated the dim room.

But Ian’s expression did not show the slightest hint of positivity.

The Light spell he had cast was no different from what he had achieved on his bed earlier.

“There’s no change in mana. What exactly is this item?”

Ian took off the glasses and stared intently at the old pair, which looked as though they could fall apart at any moment.

“You will surely find the answer, Master. How about researching it slowly once you reach the academy?”

Wilson offered the glasses case.

That was a valid point.

His father had seldom given him direct answers. He always waited patiently until Ian deduced the answer using his own strength.

‘Perhaps this too is Father’s teaching?’

With that thought, Ian’s heart raced. He was eager to go to the academy as soon as possible.

“Thank you, Wilson.”

“I am merely doing my duty, Master. It’s about time to depart. I have the carriage ready.”

Nodding, Ian tucked the glasses into his inner pocket.

* * *

A luxurious carriage stopped at the mansion’s front gate.

Decked out in lavish decorations, it bore the same emblem on the carriage door as one bearing the insignia of one of the kingdom’s top trading companies, the “Hamel Trading Company.”

“So, it’s this household today.”

The man who drew the curtain of the carriage smirked.

He was Felix, the chief overseer of the Hamel Trading Company. In the trade world, he was known by the moniker “Grim Reaper,” earning a fearsome reputation.

Such a nickname wouldn’t have emerged based merely on being frightening.

Felix was also unscrupulous. There were even rumors of his connections to the underworld.

—

There was one more man inside the carriage.

His expression resembled Felix’s quite closely. He appeared calm, but the corners of his mouth were raised toward his ears.

“It seems we will finally see the result of our long preparations. You mentioned that you were here a few days ago?”

“Yes. Just needed to pre-season a bit before cooking. If you season and let it mature, it becomes very tasty.”

“Indeed.”

“You’ve prepared thoroughly, haven’t you?”

“As always, there’s no problem at all.”

“Then let’s go.”

The carriage passed through the main gate and swiftly reached the mansion’s entrance.

Coincidentally, Ian and Wilson, who were heading outside, witnessed the scene.

“Hamel Trading Company!”

Recognizing the emblem of the trading company, Wilson was startled. Ian, glancing at him, sensed that something was amiss.

They hadn’t been notified of any guests visiting.

‘If it were someone welcome, his expression wouldn’t be like that.’

Soon, the carriage door opened, and Felix and his subordinate descended.

Felix spread his arms wide and smiled brightly.

“Well, who do we have here! I never dreamed such a magnificent person would be in the Oracle Family!”

“Did you come from the Hamel Trading Company?”

“That’s correct.”

It was probably related to family business.

Most of the family’s affairs were handled by Wilson. It wasn’t an overreach but rather a consideration so Ian could focus on his magical studies and training.

It seemed that something had gone wrong in that process.

Judging this, Ian decided to show his dignity as the head of the Oracle Family.

“I wasn’t informed of any visitors. Could you please introduce yourself?”

“Oh, my apologies. It’s our first time meeting. I’m Felix, working as a chief overseer at Hamel Trading Company. And this is my deputy.”

A chief overseer held a fairly high position. Though several were appointed, it was the next highest after the head of the trading company.

“A distinguished guest indeed. Hamel Trading Company is known throughout the kingdom. But what brings you here?”

As if he was waiting for those words, Felix’s eyes gleamed like a predator eyeing its prey.

“I have an urgent matter to discuss with the Master. I apologize for the sudden visit.”

“Now is not a good time. I have to head to the academy soon.”

“Oh, I heard you were entering the Royal Academy. Congratulations are in order. It must have been a difficult decision?”

His intonation was oddly grating, but Ian kept his composure.

“Thank you for the congratulations, but if it isn’t urgent, we can discuss this later. I will send someone.”

“Unfortunately, it’s an urgent matter. Could you perhaps delay your departure?”

“Felix, let’s not do this here….”

“Why don’t you step aside, mr. Wilson? You incompetent butler.”

Ian’s eyes sharpened instantly.

It was incredibly rude.

But for him to be so insolent implied that something indeed was troubling the family.

However, ignoring such impudence would tarnish the Oracle Family’s name.

Ian stepped forward.

“Mr. Felix. That’s quite disrespectful. Wilson is our family’s butler. Are you insulting the Oracle Family?”

“Oh, no! How could I dare!”

Felix repeatedly bowed his head.

But Ian did not feel that he was truly seeking forgiveness. Instead, it seemed like he was mocking them.

“I apologize for my rudeness. Please show mercy, Ian.”

“Enough. What is it you wish to discuss?”

“Wouldn’t it be better to talk in a quieter place? It’s more serious than you might think.”

Felix then reached out his hand to his deputy. The deputy politely took out documents from an envelope and handed them over. Felix smiled slyly while waving the document.

“It concerns the former head of the family.”

“Former head of the family?”

“Baron Lefevre.”

At the mention of his father’s name, Ian furrowed his brow.
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‘Something seems off, doesn’t it?’

He had settled everything related to his father years ago. There was no other concern except his safe return.

Yet, people from the trading company showed up with properly formal documents.

‘Looks like I have to delay going to school.’

He brought Felix and his deputy into the study.

A cold tension filled the study. Wilson, who had been at Ian’s side, didn’t know what to do.

“Wilson, please leave.”

“But…”

“Don’t worry. I’ll handle it.”

Ian somehow managed to send Wilson outside, despite his persistence to stay, and faced the people from the trading company alone.

Wilson’s memories were stuck in Ian’s childhood.

So, it was inevitable for him to worry.

Just as parents see their adult children as still kids.

But Ian had endured years of hardship.

After his parents disappeared, he matured quickly. He read every book in the mansion, absorbing all the knowledge into his mind. Sometimes, he found wisdom by delving into ancient texts.

He might lack experience, but he was a well-sharpened weapon.

He just hadn’t had the chance to shine yet.

“It seems the butler is quite worried.”

“He has every reason to be. Uninvited guests usually require quite a bit of attention, don’t they?”

“Haha. That’s true.”


Felix, sitting with his legs crossed, exuded confidence.

Anyone who saw this scene would say that Felix, and not Ian, was the head of the Oracle Family.

As he gazed quietly at Ian, he tilted his head slightly.

“But… you are braver than I’ve heard. I was told that the new head of the Oracle Family never appears at external events.”

That was putting it mildly.

Rumors often labeled him as an incompetent coward. There were even talks that the Oracle Family would vanish into history with Ian as its last head.

However, Ian never paid any heed to such rumors.

Showing his true abilities out of sudden anger was not a good choice.

“Interesting. Where did you hear such stories?”

“Rumors are like travelers; they never settle anywhere but always wander around.”

“Let’s keep this simple. We’re both busy.”

“Agreed.”

Felix placed the documents he had briefly shown before onto the table.

“How much do you know about our trading company?”

“If it’s the Hamel Trading Company, isn’t it one of the top two in Sonokin?”

“You know well. Correct. But more precisely, we are not just one of the top two in the Kingdom of Sonokin, but the greatest trading company in the kingdom.”

Felix grinned as he spoke.

He seemed to take great pride in his association with the trading company.

Of course, such bravado didn’t stimulate Ian in the slightest bit now.

The important thing was the document on the desk.


The document was certainly related to his father.

“Our trading company doesn’t only buy and sell goods. Do you know what the virtue of a merchant is?”

“Investing in what’s valuable, I suppose.”

“Oh. You are indeed knowledgeable! Excellent. But why has someone as remarkable as you not shown yourself to the world until now?”

Those words were sincere.

At the same time, it was no different from mocking Ian. For he still hadn’t shown the documents he held.

“As you said, our trading company also invests in valuable things. These may be visible or invisible.”

“Your words seems to be going in circles.”

“Ha ha ha, understood. Let’s get to the point.”

Felix cleared his throat a few times and lowered his voice to a more serious tone.

“We are investing a large sum of money in the magical research sector, an amount that you, Master Ian, cannot even imagine.”

“I believe other trading companies do the same.”

“Who exactly they invest in makes a difference! Now, would you care to look at this document?”

Finally, the document was unfolded.

The title read “Research Investment Contract”.

It was often the case that mages, in need of money, borrowed funds from trading companies or banks for their research. This contract was prepared for that very purpose.

‘Are they here to lend me money?’

Ian felt skeptical, thinking he had wasted his time on this kind of business pitch. He also felt a sense of contempt for them having used his father’s name.

Yet something felt off.

‘What is this?’


The contract was not new. It bore the marks of time, and someone’s handwriting filled the blanks.

‘This isn’t a new contract. Someone has already completed it.’

Ian checked the amount.

‘Three billion shillings? That’s enough to sustain our family for a lifetime.’

It was such a large sum that he couldn’t quite grasp it.

At the same time, Ian’s eyes landed on the side with the signature.

In that instant, his body slightly trembled.

Because there was the name “Lefevre” and the signature his father usually used.

‘Is this a contract my father signed?’

Seeing Ian’s shocked expression, Felix smiled with satisfaction.

“Now do you understand? Why I called Mr. Wilson an incompetent butler at the entrance. The head of the family must not be aware of this, correct?”

“Is this really… my father’s signature?”

“Just look at the handwriting. It is obviously Baron Lefevre’s signature.”

Ian checked the date. The contract was written before his father’s disappearance, about a year prior to the incident.

But something still seemed off.

‘Even if that’s the case, why bring out this contract only now?’

One possibility dawned upon him.

‘Forgery?’

It was entirely possible. In fact, many trading companies exploited powerless noble families.

However, it seemed unlikely that such a big trading company would come out of nowhere and cause a scene.

‘There might be something I don’t know.’

Faced with a situation where he couldn’t act impulsively, Ian’s thoughts deepened.

“Mr. Felix, may I ask you a few questions?”

“As much as you want.”

“When did Wilson become aware of this matter? I mean the debt.”

“About a month ago, I believe. It’s understandable that he couldn’t bring it up to the head of the family; he must have been quite flustered.”

“You understand why it’s shocking, right? This contract was written more than ten years ago. Isn’t it rather odd to suddenly come and discuss the debt now?”

Felix’s expression changed dramatically. The smile disappeared from his face as he glared at Ian with an arrogant look.

That’s when his deputy stepped in.

“Mr. Ian, I fully understand your confusion. However, the contract was clearly executed, and the Oracle Family should still have this contract.”

“I have never seen a contract like this.”

“That’s strange. It must have been drawn up.”

Ian had no words to say.

Wilson had been in charge of organizing his father’s research lab. It was not impossible that it had been overlooked.

“Ha ha ha. Misplaced contracts are more common than you think. Don’t worry. As long as this contract’s terms are honored, everything will be fine.”

The deputy continued to explain in a kind voice.

Ian touched the contract again, contemplating.

This time, it was not an ordinary touch. A faint mana gathered at Ian’s fingertips.

“I don’t feel anything.”

“Pardon me? What do you mean?”

The deputy asked, and Ian raised his head to stare intently at Felix. Ian’s finger traced his father’s signature.

“My father infused mana when signing important documents. There should be a trace of mana left, but there is none. To be honest, I doubt this contract was really signed by my father.”

“Young Master, no, Master. You must be a bit disoriented… Infusing mana into signatures is not a common practice. It is usually done when all parties involved in the contract are mages. This is a contract with the trading company. Our company does not infuse mana except in special circumstances.”

The deputy answered in Felix’s stead, yet Ian continued to question Felix while staring at him.

“If that’s the case, why has there been no notice for ten years, and suddenly there’s a demand for the debt?”

“There were some circumstances.”

Felix replied this time.

He looked rather despondent. It was astonishing how diverse his expressions were, one might think he was an actor.

“Baron Lefevre was an excellent theoretical mage. His wife as well. Therefore, our company invested in their research to allow the Baron to explore more creative avenues. But what happened in the end? Didn’t they perish in foreign lands?”

“Mr. Felix. My parents are not deceased.”

“Oh, my apologies.”

Felix laughed awkwardly and leaned forward.

“And that is why our company postponed the repayment out of moral consideration. As a gesture of condolence. However, now that the Oracle Family has a new head and you have come of age, don’t you think it is time to settle the debt?”

It felt perfectly orchestrated. Like a well-written script.

Yet it was not something Ian could outright deny.

“If you still have doubts, I can give you more time. You may review the contract or proceed with legal measures. We believe we have fulfilled our moral obligations.”

Felix and the Hamel Trading Company were making a legitimate request on paper.

Their offer to proceed with legal steps indicated that this matter was far from being a scam.

“If you insist to that extent, I understand. I will inherit this contract.”

At that moment, Ian’s hand moved swiftly.

Blue mana emitted from his fingers toward the signature section of the contract.

“What are you doing!”

“Do not misunderstand. I am not burning the contract. I am injecting my mana.”

Ian intended to prevent any further tampering or concealment of the document.

While he would inherit the contract, he was also determined to uncover the full truth behind the matter.

“Is there a problem? After all, I am the one who has to repay it.”

“No, there is no problem at all. Hahaha. Well done.”

Felix beamed broadly and nodded.

To Ian, it felt like an uncomfortable smile.

“Considering the contract for the signee has been lost, wouldn’t it be prudent to have this document notarized and stored in a secure place?”

“Yes, that sounds good. Let’s do that.”

“I will decide where to store it.”

Ian reached a conclusion.

‘I need to investigate this contract further.’

His father was not one to ask for help from anyone. Even in the face of poverty, he was a person who overcame difficulties with passion and effort.

But that kind of person borrowing three billion?

It was unbelievable.

Thus, he infused his mana in the signature field. When it was proven that the document was forged, Felix and the Hamel Trading Company couldn’t back out.

“Then I will take it that there are no objections, and we will send the repayment schedule through a messenger.”

“Send it to the academy. I will handle the repayment personally.”

“You yourself, the head of the family?”

Ian nodded calmly.

Interest glimmered in Felix’s eyes. However, he thought Ian wouldn’t last long.

Just as many weak families had vanished quietly until now.

“Very well! Let’s do that. Today’s meeting was enjoyable. Let’s meet again soon.”

Felix stood up. Ian watched his retreating figure and thought.

‘If this contract is fake… I will return it tenfold, no, a hundredfold. Will you still find today’s meeting enjoyable then, mr. Felix?’

Ian called for Wilson.
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“Master.”

Wilson could not raise his head. However, Ian smiled nonchalantly.

“Why are you bowing your head when you didn’t do anything wrong?”

“But still…”

“I’m not going to ask why you didn’t report to me. I understand why.”

Ian had not called him to reprimand him. There was something that needed to be confirmed.

“First, have a seat. Don’t just stand there.”

“Excuse me.”

Wilson awkwardly sat down on the sofa. Seeing him like that made Ian uncomfortable, but he got to the point.

“You handled the organization of Father’s research lab back then, right?”

“Yes, I organized it.”

“Did any kind of contract come out at that time?”

“No, there wasn’t.”

The answer came out instantly. Wilson was confident in his work.

“Let me rephrase the question. After Father left for the archaeological site and until the moment he disappeared, were you the only one who handled the documents in the research lab?”

“That is… not the case.”

Ian’s eyes sparkled.

“Then someone else must have been there too.”

“There was someone who could enter the research lab until Master disappeared.”

“Who is it?”


“It’s someone you have seen a few times too—Fredrick. He worked as your father’s assistant.”

“Ah, Fredrick? I remember him.”

As he tried to recall, some scenes came to mind. Fredrick had seemed like a diligent person.

Despite that, he had not visited the mansion even once since the parents went missing.

“What is Fredrick doing now?”

“It is known that he is running a general store in the royal capital. It’s quite a large place.”

“If a contract was lost from the research lab, how likely is it that he might have tampered with it?”

“He was an honest person. I don’t think he would have tampered with it, but since he worked as Father’s assistant, he might know a lot about the contract.”

Wilson reserved his judgment. He, like Ian, tended to believe in the goodness of people.

But they couldn’t just go and accuse someone bluntly.

That wouldn’t be the exemplary conduct expected of the kingdom’s nobility. Moreover, Fredrick was someone with many good memories attached.

Ian decided to think calmly.

There were different issues that needed resolving right now.

‘Since there’s a succession contract, debts must be repaid. The principal is one thing, and the interest won’t be insignificant either.’

Repaying the principal and interest wasn’t an issue. If proving the contract as a forgery, they could claim damages far exceeding both principal and interest.

The minimum legal compensation amount was thirty times the principal.

‘But time is needed. It will take time to uncover the full details of this contract. Immediate cash is needed.’

Various methods came to mind.

However, none of them were suitable for the current situation, which required a large sum of money. But Ian didn’t give up and continued to rack his brains.

‘Since frequent outings from the academy are not possible, something certain is needed… Academy? Ah, right. That method.’


A plausible hypothesis had formed.

Now it was time to test this hypothesis. Ian jumped up from his seat and headed out.

“Master, where are you going?”

“Where else would I go? To the academy, of course.”

Ian walked towards the entrance. Wilson, following behind, bowed his head and spoke.

“Master.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll handle this matter myself.”

Ian raised his hand to stop further words.

Detailing that something smelled fishy, or that there seemed to be a conspiracy, was unnecessary.

This was a matter that he had decided to resolve entirely on his own.

It was not just about the family’s honor but also his father’s honor.

“How much money has been reimbursed to the Hamel Trading Company?”

“None so far. As you know, it’s not a small amount of money.”

“Well done. From now on, I’ll handle everything regarding this issue. If Felix comes to the mansion, contact me immediately. Report any suspicious activities too.”

Wilson, bowing humbly, couldn’t erase the worried expression from his face.

“Don’t worry. I’m not as naive as you think I am.”

Ian boarded the carriage. As he gave the order to depart, the coachman snapped the whip.

The unadorned, modest carriage began to move energetically.

Only after distancing himself from the mansion did Ian finally get some quiet time to organize his thoughts.

‘First, I should register at the academy. After that, I’ll make concrete plans once the repayment note arrives from the trading company.’


Suddenly, he felt a sense of discomfort near his chest.

It was his glasses case.

Ian took out the glasses from the case, and another question began to form.

‘An unknown item, indeed.’

Ian looked down at the glasses that lay quietly in the case.

He then reached for the glasses. Throughout the carriage ride to the academy, he wore the glasses and observed his surroundings.

However, nothing new came into view.

The capital’s scenery remained peaceful.

The tranquility was not an illusion created by the glasses.

People had started wearing simpler spring attire, and children were running around the square with bright expressions.

Eventually, Ian had no choice but to put the glasses back in their case.

Still, there was some value gained.

‘They seem sturdier than I thought. There’s no discomfort at all.’

He thought it might be a good idea to wear them from time to time.

Ian had inherited his father’s academic tradition, which emphasized experimentation and observation.

While the family treasure felt a bit burdensome, he also became curious about uncovering its true nature.

‘Once I adjust to academy life, I’ll calmly analyze the magic. If it’s a magical artifact, there must be some responsive elements.’

There were many kinds of artifacts.

The most common ones were those imbued with magic. The magic granted various conveniences.

Sometimes, they protected the wearer’s life, and other times, they could take another’s life.

This was the era of swords and magic.

While the kingdom might be peaceful, the entire continent was not. Therefore, weapons, armor, or accessories typically held protective or offensive magic.

‘Considering our family’s origin, it should be a staff or a book imbued with magic.’

Mages primarily used staffs to efficiently concentrate their mana.

His parents often used staffs.

Ian had briefly used a staff when he was younger but had given up because it didn’t concentrate his mana effectively.

Thus, Ian’s thoughts converged on one point.

‘Why glasses, of all things?’

Ian’s eyesight wasn’t bad enough to need glasses. His father and mother never put their books down either, but they didn’t wear glasses.

Artifacts followed the basic function of the object.

Just as a sword needed to be wielded, glasses needed to be worn on the face.

Thus, as Ian mulled over his thoughts, he felt somewhat relieved about the burden of wearing the glasses.

Rumble!

At that moment, the carriage began to slow down.

Ian turned his gaze back to the window.

‘Wow, this is impressive.’

A long procession of carriages followed.

Even from a distance, some carriages were so ornate that they stood out, while others belonged to families so powerful they could bring down a flying bird.

But all carriages became ordinary the moment they crossed the academy’s main gate.

All students at the academy are equal.

This principle was established by Lux the Sun King, who founded the Royal Academy.

Thus, regardless of their family names, all students were treated equally once they entered the academy.

Soon, the carriage came to a complete stop. The coachman respectfully opened the door.

“Master. We have arrived at the academy.”

As Ian stepped out of the carriage, the scorching sunlight beamed down.

He shielded his eyes and looked around.

A tall and majestic building came into view.

This was the academy’s main headquarters.

Students enrolling had to visit the administration office here to register.

Although he had never seen it in person before, he knew what it was. Both his father and mother were alumni of this place.

Ian preferred the stories about the academy that his parents told him over fairy tales.

“Once I enroll, I cannot always leave as I please. I will inform you separately about when I can go out.”

“Understood, Master. Please take care.”

The coachman stepped back.

Ian straightened his clothes before approaching the academy headquarters.

Just then, a small commotion arose from behind.

Clang!

“Ahh!”

“No way!”

There was the sound of something falling, accompanied by screams.

When Ian turned his head, he saw a large handcart toppled over.

‘It seems that the wheel came off.’

The issue wasn’t just that the wheel had come off, but that the experimental apparatus loaded on the cart had fallen out and got broken.

The expressions of the workers handling the cart turned pale.

“Breaking this precious equipment! How will you lot be responsible for this? This apparatus is extremely important for Professor Frost’s experiments!”

A person, who appeared to be an academy staff member, yelled at them.

The workers couldn’t lift their heads.

‘It’s not their fault that the cart broke.’

Ian sighed lightly and approached the scene.

At the same time, a person wearing a black robe approached from the opposite direction.

It was a woman. She was small in stature, with lemon-colored hair peeking out slightly from her hood.

As Ian approached first, the woman paused her steps. She observed Ian’s actions.

“What happened here?”

Ian asked the staff member.

“Oh, it’s nothing. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

The staff mistook Ian for a guest visiting the academy, probably because he wasn’t wearing a uniform yet.

“It seems like a problematic situation. Would you like some help?”

“Help, you say?”

“Yes.”

The staff member blinked in surprise. Ian studied the broken apparatus.

‘It’s not as badly damaged as I thought.’

Some pieces were broken, but fortunately, they were items that could be easily replaced. Adjusting the frame and replacing the broken parts would suffice.

“If you could get me some tools, I’ll try to reassemble it. It won’t take long.”

“Oh, would you really? Ah, if that’s the case, thank you so much…”

The staff finally gathered his wits.

“Excuse me, but may I know who you are…”

“Ian Oracle from the Oracle Family. I came to register at the academy and had a little time to spare. I have considerable interest in theoretical magic and have handled many experimental apparatuses. So, you don’t need to worry.”

“Oh! Is that so? Hey, you lot! Quickly bring out the tools! Bring everything the Master needs! Hurry up!”

“Yes!”

“Didn’t you hear me say hurry?!”

“Yes, Sir!”

While the tools were being prepared, Ian knelt on one knee and examined the scattered parts.

“But can such a complex apparatus be reassembled?”

“No matter how complex it is, if I know what kind of apparatus it is, it won’t be a problem.”

“I haven’t heard what kind of apparatus it is from the professor…”

At that moment, Ian’s eyes sparkled.

“It’s a device for measuring magical energy transmission efficiency.”

“Magical energy transmission…what?”

“Magical energy inevitably experiences loss when released. This device measures the amount of loss when magical energy is transferred from one side to another.”

“Ah.”

Ian pointed to a large unbroken glass box.

“That’s a tank. And the broken piece over here is a container for injecting gas, and this one is for holding solids.”

“Oh, I see!”

“You can get similar items to replace the broken ones. They’re common, so they should be in the storage.”

“Storage room! Hey! Go to the storage room and grab all the similar experimental containers you can find!”

The staff busily issued orders, and one of the workers dashed off somewhere.

People began to gather around one by one.

The woman in the black robe also stayed and watched Ian.

In her hand was a staff symbolizing a second-year student in the Magic Department.
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“But does it matter if the shape is a little different? Well, you see, I’ve heard that experimental devices are quite sensitive…”

“You know very well.”

The employee smiled sheepishly at the unexpected compliment.

“The key to this device is the purity of the medium. Since it’s an experimental device to see how mana is transmitted depending on the medium, it should be fine if the shape of the container is slightly different.”

“Researchers are really amazing people. Hearing this explanation puts my mind at ease.”

“But if the tank had broken, the situation would have been different. That one is specially made, there’s nothing we could have done.”

“Phew.”

The employee sighed in relief.

It was a dizzying moment just to imagine.

It was a miracle that the tank caught the edge when the handcart tipped over.

“By the way, how in the world did you know all this? Just from a brief glance?”

If it hadn’t been explained that he was a freshman, one would have thought he worked in Professor Frost’s laboratory.

“It’s simple. You gave me a hint.”

“Me?”

“I heard you say that it was a very important experimental device for Professor Frost.”

“What… that was a hint?”

Ian nodded.

“More than enough. I already knew about Professor Frost’s recent research trends. I’ve read all of his papers. So I thought this experimental device was to verify those.”

“Oh! That’s really impressive!”

Admirations echoed from the surroundings.


But Ian paid no attention to the gazes around him. He was focused solely on the experimental device in front of him.

“Here are the tools!”

“Over here.”

The workers put mana into the glue they brought. They applied it to the broken parts and drove small nails where its needed.

They repaired it step by step in that manner.

There was no hesitation in his gestures.

Ian proceeded to assemble the device as if he were the one who had designed it.

The completely scattered pieces gradually formed shape under Ian’s hands.

“Here’s the experimental container!”

“Let me see.”

Ian glanced through the basket. Fortunately, the containers gathered by the workers were usable.

“I’ll use these two to replace the broken container. You can take the rest.”

Finally, Ian placed the glass containers into the wooden frame. The experimental device was completed to resemble its original shape.

After double-checking that nothing was left out, Ian dusted off his hands and stood up.

“This should do. Please inform Professor Frost honestly about the damage. Depending on the experimental method, further adjustments might be needed.”

“Thank you very much! Ah, I haven’t introduced myself yet. I’m Mareng from the Academic Support Bureau. How can I ever repay this favor… You said you were Ian from the Oracle Family, right?”

He shouldn’t have revealed his name.

But there was no other choice.

If he hadn’t revealed his identity, he wouldn’t have been allowed to touch the experimental device at all.

“It’s no big deal, but if you insist on repaying me, please keep today’s incident a secret.”


“But wouldn’t it be better to inform the professor?”

“No need for false hopes.”

Ian left first. Mareng, who had been watching Ian’s back, sincerely bowed his head in gratitude.

“… No need for false hopes?”

The woman in the black robe, who had been observing Ian, mumbled to herself.

In her mind, the name Ian Oracle was etched clearly.

* * *

Ian entered the main building of the academy. He climbed a flight of stairs and opened the door to the administration office.

“Right on time, thanks to that.”

Inside, there were students lined up for their enrollment procedures. All eyes turned to Ian simultaneously.

* * *

Some people tilted their heads in confusion while others displayed signs of wariness.

Their attire varied greatly.

One person wore a splendid sword on their waist, another held a staff, and some just sat comfortably without any weapon.

That was to be expected.

The Royal Academy wasn’t a place solely for those interested in magic like Ian.

The Academy’s majors were broadly divided into three main categories.

The ‘Department of Magic’ for those who wished to delve into magic.

The ‘Department of Martial Arts’ for those wishing to Master combat skills.

And the ‘Department of Natural Sciences’ for studying the principles of the world.


Among these, Ian had chosen the ‘Department of Magic.’

He had no particular interest in swordsmanship, and had a clear goal of continuing his family line, making the study of natural sciences less appealing.

Others would probably think Ian was an applicant for the Department of Natural Sciences.

After all, it was basic for a mage to carry at least a staff.

A staff helped amplify magical power.

However, it wasn’t very effective in overcoming ‘Mana Concentration Disorder,’ so Ian didn’t use one.

“……”

But there was one man who was distinctly staring at him intensely.

He held a staff that looked more like a blunt weapon.

He seemed like an applicant for the Department of Magic, but his short, aggressive hair and robust muscles suggested otherwise.

‘Does he know me?’

His gaze was burdensome.

Ian briefly made eye contact before turning his head away to avoid any further attention.

“Next student.”

It was finally his turn.

Ian quietly sat in front of the staff member.

The middle-aged female staff member, holding a pen, gazed thoughtfully at Ian.

“Your glasses suit you very well. They make you look scholarly. Nice!”

“Thank you.”

The staff member shrugged her shoulders and smiled.

Upon closer inspection, Ian’s fine genetics, which the glasses couldn’t hide, became apparent. Yet, Ian simply responded calmly in gratitude.

Not a bad start.

“Name?”

“Ian Oracle.”

Upon hearing Ian’s name, the woman’s hands moved quickly to find a thick document. She opened it and began filling it out.

“You’re the head of the Oracle Family. Age 19. Just made it in time, huh?”

“I understand that I can’t enroll after this year.”

“That’s right. Quite a few people come crying later because they’ve missed their chance. Wise decision.”

The staff member spoke casually.

This was the Academy.

According to the rules set by the Sun King, students had to obey all staff members, including professors.

“I will be asking you a few questions. Even if some may seem sensitive, I hope you understand. Just so you know, causing a disturbance won’t end well for anyone.”

She gestured towards heavily armed knights who were standing guard.

“Please, go ahead.”

“First, your reason for applying—why are you enrolling in the Academy?”

“Every noble has a duty. To be loyal to the country, to honor the King, and to love the people. I have inherited my family’s title and reached adulthood. Now, I intend to contribute more actively to the kingdom.”

“Impressive. The Oracle Family is certainly known for that. I’ve read a book by the former head of your family.”

“Is that so.”

The traces left by Ian’s father lingered even here. It was heartwarming yet somewhat bittersweet.

Sensing Ian’s feelings, the staff member skillfully avoided further mention of his parents.

“Have you chosen your major?”

“I decided on the Department of Magic.”

“It seems right. If it’s the Oracle Family, it must be the Department of Magic. As you may already know, you will choose your major in the second year. You might have to take some tests.”

“I am aware.”

It’s not just about the major tests.

The newly enrolled students regularly took pure mana measurements. It was a way to rank them by the power of their mana.

“Then let’s move quickly. I will confirm your registration for the Department of Magic. Please place your hand on the crystal ball and release a small amount of mana.”

Ian placed his hand on the crystal ball and registered his mana, following the staff’s instructions.

‘I also need to think about the specific major. To make a name for myself, I guess I should choose the Major in Applied Magic, right?’

The Major in Applied Magic was literally a place where one honed magic for real-world use.

Consequently, only those with exceptional talent could enter.

With mediocre skills, one couldn’t even mention its name.

Of course, Ian had the brain and theoretical knowledge that wouldn’t fall behind anyone.

‘But it’s still not an easy path.’

It was because of his issue with mana manipulation.

To choose the Major in Applied Magic, one had to undergo a mandatory mana test.

He wasn’t confident he could pass that test at the moment.

That left the ‘Major in Theoretical Magic,’ the ‘Major in Spirit Magic,’ and the ‘Major in Healing Magic’ as his options.

‘Is the Major in Theoretical Magic the only one I can choose at the moment?’

The Major in Theoretical Magic focused on the origins and mechanisms of magic and studied the history of magic. It was also solely responsible for research into ancient magic.

It was more appropriate to call them magic researchers rather than mages, hence it wasn’t a mainstream choice. He recalled that it never reached its full capacity.

However, his parents always said,

Theoretical mages were the flower of the magic world.

‘I am confident about the Major in Theoretical Magic. But there’s no need to finalize my major already. It’s best to keep my options open.’

This place was the Royal Academy where all knowledge was compiled.

If Ian encountered a fortuitous opportunity, he could resolve his mana issues and gain the chance to enter the Major in Applied Magic.

Ian was more than prepared to put in the effort.

“Hmm, I’d still like to ask about your specific major for reference. We need to assign you an advisor. It’s unrelated to the choice you’ll make in your second year, so please answer freely.”

“I am considering the Major in Theoretical Magic.”

“The Major in Theoretical Magic. Excellent. Then Professor Frost would be a fitting advisor for you. Have you heard of him?”

“I’ve read many of his books.”

Professor Frost was a newly rising theoretical mage. True to a theoretical mage, he wrote excellent books that made understanding magic easier.

Unexpectedly, Ian had helped with his experiment on the way up here, and now they were about to build a relationship in this manner.

“That’s good news. Professor Frost will be your advisor during your first year in the Department of Magic. If your major changes later, you will be reassigned to a new advisor.”

“I understand.”

“We have finished the process. Congratulations on enrolling in the Royal Academy. The Entrance Ceremony will be held tonight in the main auditorium. Please be sure to attend.”

Finally, the staff handed Ian a small key.

“This is your dorm key. Building A, room 307. There will be a welcome gift waiting for you. You know you need permission to leave the premises, right? If you go out recklessly, you might encounter situations where you can’t return. Please be cautious. Good luck.”

“Thank you.”

Ian took the key and left the administration office. He planned to head straight to the dormitory to unpack and then go to greet Professor Frost.

As he stepped outside, he noticed even more students bustling about than earlier.

Some students, particularly female ones, showed interest in Ian, but he pretended not to notice and moved on.

‘Is this the place?’

A building with a vintage feel soon unfolded before his eyes.

As he was about to step inside, he made eye contact with someone approaching from the side.

“……”

It was the muscular student who had been eyeing him closely in the administration office earlier.

The two halted momentarily, exchanging glances.

But there wasn’t much to say.

While Ian resumed his way inside, the muscular student followed him. He tailed Ian all the way to the third floor and even stood outside room 307.

Unable to endure any longer, Ian finally asked,

“Do you have some business with me?”
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Ian couldn’t help but be concerned.

If he hadn’t met Felix when he left the mansion, he would have dismissed it as nothing.

“Business?”

The muscular student who was questioned frowned furiously.

He was large and had bulging muscles, so his frown made him look threatening. Of course, Ian didn’t shrink back at all.

“What nonsense are you talking about? I’m here to unpack in the dormitory. Why are you lingering in front of someone else’s dorm?”

“This is your dorm?”

Ian confirmed the room number on the door. It was indeed Room 307.

At that moment, he remembered a fact. Usually, three people shared a dorm room.

There was only one conclusion.

This muscular brute was his roommate.

“What a coincidence.”

Ian showed the key he was holding.

As a result, both of them showed each other their keys. The number A-307 was clearly written on both keys.

“I’m Ian Oracle. It looks like we’ll be sharing the same room, so let’s get along.”

“Oh? Hahaha! I’ve been rude to my roommate. Nice to meet you. Don’t misunderstand, I’m not angry. I just have a naturally loud voice.”

The two men shook hands lightly.

The misunderstanding was resolved, but Ian had to ask one thing. The incident started at the administrative office.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”


“Why were you staring so intently at the administrative office earlier?”

Ian asked, and the muscular student surprisingly answered easily.

“It’s nothing special. I just wanted to befriend a handsome guy. You stood out in the administrative office. Handsome guys are popular, so it’s good to get introduced to cool girls. Heh heh heh.”

“……”

Ian already felt a headache coming on.

Indeed, the staff in his hand was definitely for striking. If he was here to study in the Department of Magic, he should think a bit.

It seemed he was more used to using his muscles than his brain.

“So, you approached me to get introduced to girls?”

“It’s just a saying. Haven’t you heard of a metaphor? And why do you have to nitpick everything? Don’t be so petty. What’s good is good.”

The muscular student laughed heartily.

Seeing such an opposite personality in his roommate, Ian sighed.

Could he properly study in this dormitory?

He felt like he would be invited to go drinking all the time.

It would be a relief if he didn’t bring girls into the room.

“Did you come to the academy to play?”

“Is there a law against playing?”

At least he’s honest.

“I’ve never been to a social gathering. If you want to find a nice place, you better look for someone else.”

“What does it matter? There are so many pretentious people in the world relying on their family name. Instead, the Oracle Family is trustworthy. They’re honest, aren’t they?”

“Do you know about our family?”


“I’m not ignorant.”

It didn’t seem like an empty compliment.

Most of all, the answer that he wasn’t ignorant of the family was impressive.

So, the evaluation of his roommate, which had hit rock bottom, rose a little.

“Don’t be so serious! Since we’re roommates, we’ll have to get along for at least a year, right?”

He wasn’t wrong.

Most of all, he couldn’t say this muscular student’s way of thinking was wrong.

It was evident from what he saw when he came out of the administrative office earlier.

In front of the academy headquarters, freshmen were gathered in groups, chattering.

Most noble children already knew each other. They had ties between families, attended social gatherings, or for other reasons.

So, many people saw the academy as an extension of their social stage.

They had accumulated enough wealth and power to play for the rest of their lives. No problem came from playing a little.

People like Ian, who entered the academy with a clear objective, were rather rare.

“What’s your name?”

“Huh? You don’t know me? Come on, this is too much.” 

“As you know, I have no interest in social affairs at all.”

This time, Ian had the upper hand. The muscular student sighed deeply and shook his head.

“Ha, really. The rumor that the head of the Oracle Family is a recluse was true. My name is Milo. I’m from the Vinettia Family.”

“The Vinettia Family?”

Ian was slightly surprised.


Vinettia was a family known for producing exceptional knights. Their Vinettia Swordsmanship was one of the most renowned martial techniques on the continent.

Yet, someone from such a family had applied to the Department of Magic?

‘Is that even possible?’

Ian could guess the cause of the dissonance between the staff in his hand and his sturdy figure.

His family was the clue.

Although trained through incredibly rigorous exercises to become a knight, he had eventually applied to the Department of Magic, not the Department of Martial Arts.

“You seem like you’re about to ask a question I’ve heard countless times before. If you’re going to ask why someone from the Vinettia Family didn’t apply to the Department of Martial Arts, save it.”

“It’s essential information for a roommate to know.”

“Ugh!”

Milo sighed and leaned against the wall. The two were still talking in the dormitory hallway.

“As you know, our family is famous for swordsmanship. My brothers are already active in the Royal Knights. Everyone is exceptionally skilled in swordsmanship… except me. I have no talent at all.”

The outline became clearer.

Vinettia Family members were swordsmanship prodigies.

But instead, he was the magical prodigy of a prestigious family known for its swordsmanship.

A mage was a rare existence.

Feeling mana was considered a blessing so much so that it was referred to as ‘God’s Grace’.

While it was unclear how talented Milo was, if the prestigious Vinettia Family allowed him to enroll in the Department of Magic, he must possess considerable talent.

“You look incredibly strong. Wouldn’t it be better to go to the Department of Martial Arts instead?”

“You have no idea. Strength isn’t everything. Agility and stamina are more crucial for swordsmanship. Especially our family’s techniques, which emphasize skill.”

“The thing in your hand is a staff for mana concentration, right?”

“Yes, why?”

“Knowing your background, it looks more like a hammer.”

“Hahaha! Well, I use it to bash things occasionally but don’t worry. I won’t harm you.”

The conversation seemed to have dragged on a bit.

Nevertheless, Ian managed to gather some information about his roommate Milo.

He couldn’t fully understand what kind of person he was yet, but he didn’t seem malevolent.

Above all, there was nothing to lose by getting along with him.

The Oracle Family was a traditional theoretical mage family.

On the other hand, Milo came from a family renowned for martial arts and had close connection with knights.

If Ian ever needed any crucial information or knowledge, Milo could be of significant help.

“We’ve been talking outside for too long. Let’s go in.”

Ian unlocked the door and went inside, with Milo following behind.

The interior was neatly arranged.

White curtains covered a large window, and beds were lined up on either side.

There were exactly three beds, implying that besides Milo, there was another roommate.

To one side, there were experimental tools.

The setup wasn’t grand, but they had facilities for enchanting, herbal studies, and potion making.

“Wow! The Royal Academy is indeed different. I didn’t expect these facilities inside the dorm.”

“I thought you had brothers?”

“Yeah, but they’re all sweaty knights. They don’t understand this kind of stuff.”

Milo seemed satisfied, touching the enchanting tools. He appeared to be interested in that aspect.

This place was not just for living and eating.

Academics, research, and training. It was an all-inclusive facility.

It wasn’t luxurious, but it was furnished with all necessary equipment.

“Do you have an interest in enchanting?”

Milo asked. Ian, standing in front of a desk with his name on it, responded.

“There’s no field in magic that doesn’t interest me. I’m interested in all things related to magic.”

“Wow. That’s some serious confidence.”

“I still plan to focus on potion making for a while.”

“Why? That’s a tough job.”

“There’s a reason for it.”

Potion making requires a lot of effort. To create potions for specific uses, one had to secure the right ingredients and mix them in precise ratios for the best effect. Hence, it wasn’t a highly efficient task. 

But for Ian Oracle, it wasn’t an issue at all.

His mind contained extensive knowledge about handling herbs, mixing techniques, and potion making.

Since childhood, Ian had been able to accumulate knowledge about alchemy, thanks to his good parents. 

“Are you thinking of selling potions? If you need potions, you might as well leave it to a workshop. Do you want me to introduce you to a good place?”

“No. It’s just a minor thing, so don’t worry about it.”

Ian opened the gift package that was on the desk.

Inside, he found a long staff, a cloak, and a pin to fasten the cloak.

This was the gift set for the new students of the academy. Ian grabbed the staff, channeling his mana into it.

‘It’s more useful than I thought.’

The staff was entirely made of wood, allowing the mana to flow smoothly without interruption.

While it didn’t have a strong cohesion effect, it was perfect for beginners.

At the Royal Academy of Magic, the staff was used to distinguish between grades.

As one advanced, cubic gemstones were embedded in the staff, and for those representing their class, special jewels were added.

Sometimes, it even became a symbol of family honor. Naturally, the higher the grade, the better the performance of the staff provided.

Unless under special circumstances, students in the Department of Magic had to use the staff assigned to them.

Tap, tap.

He heard a sharp sound from the side.

When he turned his head, Milo was hitting his palm with the staff, testing its strength. His expression was not satisfied.

“Damn it. It gives no satisfaction when I hit with this thing.”

“It’s not too late. Why don’t you transfer to the Martial Arts Department?”

“You wouldn’t understand. I’m sick of swordsmanship by now. Ugh, my luck.”

Leaving behind Milo, who fretted over nothing, Ian draped the cloak over himself.

The black cloak with a hood was made of luxurious fabric; its inside was soft, while the outside was rough, making it highly practical.

Finally, Ian fastened the cloak with the pin.

Click.

On the golden pin head, the emblem of the Royal Academy was engraved. Now, he felt like an actual student of the academy.

“Ian!”

His eardrums almost ruptured. Frowning, Ian turned his head. Milo was staring blankly at him.

This didn’t feel right.

“What the heck? Huh? You look so good in the academy set? That’s unfair! I’ve never seen anyone this incredible in my life! If you’d shown up at even one party, girls would have been lining up!”

Ian instinctively pulled the hood up to slightly cover his face.

He thought he might have to keep it covered from now on.

Just as he was wondering how to respond, the door opened slightly.

It was fortunate for Ian, who was trying to change the subject.

Both of them turned their gaze to the door.

“Um… hello?”

A person they hadn’t seen before greeted them with a bow.

She had short brown hair and a delicate appearance.

She was small and slim, and she looked like she would suit the academy’s student cloak well.

“Who are you?”

“Ah! I’m… Edel. I’ve been assigned to this dorm. Are you the ones sharing the room with me?”

“Yes, we are.”

Ian, who had been staring intently at Edel, tilted his head.

“I thought dorms were assigned by gender. Did you come to the wrong place?”

“Oh! I’m a guy!”

“A guy?”

For the first time, Ian and Milo asked in unison.
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Ian and Milo both wore surprised expressions.

His appearance and voice were somewhat ambiguous.

It was as if he had a voice that hadn’t fully transitioned through puberty yet.

Moreover, the fact that their new roommate’s name was “Edel” also bothered them.

Usually, “Edel” was more common as a girl’s name.

Occasionally, it was given to boys, but it wasn’t common.

As these small details piled up, suspicions naturally arose.

“Well, it’s a long story… but… it’s because of my parents…”

Edel lowered his head, fiddling with his fingers.

“If it’s long, just skip it. My name is Ian. This here is Milo. I come from the Oracle Family, and Milo is from the Vinettia Family.”

Edel’s eyes widened in surprise. Even setting aside the Oracle Family, the Vinettia Family was quite renowned.

“Wow! You both are amazing! It’s truly an honor to share a room with you.”

“There’s no need to call it an honor. Which family do you come from?”

“Me? I’m a commoner. I was admitted through the special program. Please feel free around me.”

Edel bowed hurriedly.

To think they’d see a student admitted through that precious special program for commoners.

Milo looked uncomfortable, but Ian extended his hand casually toward Edel.

“Everyone at the academy is equal. If anything, you’re the ones who should feel comfortable around us, not the other way around. Edel.”

“Ian…”

Edel’s eyes welled up with emotion as he looked up at Ian. 


Ian smirked.

“Seems like you didn’t really hear what I said? I said you need to change.”

“Ah.”

A startled Edel bowed his head again.

It would be difficult for him.

A commoner speaking informally to a noble was unimaginable.

For the time being, honorifics would probably still be stuck on his tongue.

Fortunately, Milo, who was standing next to them, intervened.

“The rules say using honorifics with fellow students is a violation, and you’ll get demerits. So, get your head straight. If you want to graduate peacefully, it’s best to follow Ian’s advice. Don’t get us in trouble, too.”

“Eek!”

“What?”

“No, it’s just… Milo… you’re too intimidating…”

“What?!”

“S-sorry!”

Edel covered his face with his hands.

Certainly, Milo’s build and expression were rather fierce. 

Even his voice was loud, making it seem like he was angry just by speaking normally.

It was lucky that he was wearing the academy’s mage cloak right now; if he had been in armor, Edel might have foamed at the mouth and fainted.

“No way. Seriously, what’s with the apology?”

“P-please spare me!”


“Who are you asking to spare you from!”

Ian couldn’t help but laugh.

One side was red-faced in apology, while the other was red-faced in anger.

It was quite an amusing combination.

These two might make this dull academy a bit more enjoyable, Ian thought.

“So, do you have a major in mind? Milo, you’re going to Major in Applied Magic, right?”

“Y-yes. I plan to Major in Healing Magic.”

“Major in Healing Magic, huh.”

Majoring in Healing Magic was as niche as Majoring in Theoretical Magic.

It trained specialists who healed wounds and treated curses and poisons.

Graduates often spread across the continent as healers or joined the military as medics.

Some even rose to high ranks by achieving great deeds.

However, it wasn’t a position that garnered much attention due to its inherent limitations.

Only those prepared to devote themselves to others could endure the rigorous discipline.

Everyday, they would face death.

“Ian, you’re obviously going to Major in Theoretical Magic, right?”

“For now.”

“For now? Are you considering to Major in Applied Magic?”

It was a question one could ask only if they knew something about the Oracle Family. Ian simply smiled, offering no definitive answer.

“Let’s wrap up the introductions here. Everyone’s attending the evening induction ceremony, right?”


“Of course.”

“I’ll be there!”

When Ian gave him a hint, Edel hurriedly covered his mouth. Then, he let out a mosquito-like sound.

“Can, can I go?”

“Yeah. That’s exactly the vibe.”

“Thank you!”

A sigh escaped from Ian’s lips.

He wished Edel could speak freely before the semester started.

“I have some errands to run, so I need to head out first. See you at the induction ceremony later. Milo, don’t bully Edel too much.”

“What are you talking about? Do I look like someone who would break the academy’s rules? I have my family’s honor to uphold; I wouldn’t bully anyone.”

“It’s not that.”

“Then what?”

“It’s just that your very appearance feels like bullying. You should wear a hood too. You wouldn’t want to scare people unintentionally, right?”

“Gahhh! You punk!”

Leaving behind a red-faced Milo, Ian walked out of the dormitory.

Since he had finished unpacking, it was time to meet Professor Frost.

‘I hope he’s a rational person.’

Ian had only encountered Professor Frost through books.

He had a rough idea of his teaching style and interests, but he didn’t really know what kind of person he was.

‘A cold and sensible intellectual. That was the impression.’

But that couldn’t be the final conclusion.

Professors’ personalities varied greatly.

Some even became quite eccentric due to their obsession with magic.

That’s why Ian needed to meet him in person.

If Felix hadn’t visited today, he would have gone to greet him with a lighter heart.

But now, that wasn’t possible.

He needed to earn as much time and money as possible, for his father and family’s honor.

“Ian!”

At that moment, a loud voice called from behind. Ian knew only one person whose voice was this loud.

As he turned around, he saw Milo running toward him. Edel was following behind him.

“Huff! Whew… Just caught you. Why are you walking so fast?”

“What’s the matter?”

“I almost forgot to tell you. Ian, you don’t know what the atmosphere is like at the academy’s induction ceremony, do you?”

Is there even an atmosphere at the induction ceremony? Ian tilted his head in confusion.

“Isn’t it a solemn and quiet occasion where we listen to speeches from His Majesty the King and other notable figures?”

“Ha. You really don’t know, do you? That’s why you should have attended social gatherings and danced a bit.”

Milo, who had come closer, lowered his voice.

He glanced around discreetly before he spoke.

“You know there are three departments at the academy, right?”

“I know.”

“Among them, our department and the Department of Martial Arts have a terrible relationship. They always pick fights, and the entry of first-year students are the prime time for it. It’s the perfect time to show off their strength.”

“So, they engage in faction fights right in front of the freshmen?”

“The seniors don’t get involved. It’s the freshmen who go head-to-head. I heard it from my seniors, so it’s confirmed. They said it’s a tradition of the academy.”

Such things were quite common.

If parents were politicking in the royal palace, their children would do the same at the academy.

But considering Milo’s story, it seemed rougher than he had expected.

“But aren’t fights prohibited within the academy?”

“Dueling is an exception. So, you have to avoid things escalating into a duel.”

“Are you telling me to run away?”

“You’re the head of the Oracle Family, so you can handle them to some extent with magic. But it’s best to avoid trouble. There’s an incredible freshman this time. In the Department of Martial Arts.”

“Who is it?”

“Prince Helios.”

“Hmm.”

It was a name he had heard before.

A prince known for his outstanding mischief. As fiery in temperament as his name suggested.

His only drawback was that he was the second son.

If the crown prince hadn’t been decided yet, things might be different, but now that the heir was set, his chances of inheriting the throne were slim.

The fact that a grown-up prince was enrolling at the academy was unusual in itself.

In a nutshell, it meant to quietly study in a place where one wouldn’t stand out. The crown prince, who was his competitor, must have taken the lead in pushing forward that agenda.

‘The academy is about to get noisy.’

Ian felt a throbbing headache.

Helios would surely vent his anger in the academy.

He heard dangerous rumors that although his skills were good, his personality was not.

‘But it seems Milo doesn’t realize that I can’t properly manifest my magic power.’

Since the Oracle Family had some fame in magic, Milo spoke as if Ian should just endure.

However, the reality was much different and it would soon be exposed.

First-year students in the Department of Magic had to undergo a magic power test.

Even when deciding their major in the second year, it was confirmed.

If enrolled in the Department of Magic, they had to undergo periodic evaluations.

Those who performed well were noticed by the academy and received bonus points when advancing to official positions like the Royal Magic Corps later on.

‘Well, that’s a story for the distant future. I don’t even know if I’ll succeed.’

Ian shook his head and lightly laughed.

“Prince Helios applied for the Department of Martial Arts, so if you stay quiet, there shouldn’t be any issues. The buildings are a bit apart anyway.”

“But it seems you walk around the campus without a care. Don’t you know Prince Helios’s peculiar taste?”

“Peculiar taste?”

“He absolutely hates handsome men. Nearing disgust.”

“Why?”

“People tend to feel intense jealousy towards what they can’t have, right? Possessive people are even more so.”

Ian pointed at Milo with half-open eyes.

“Maybe you too?”

“… Me? No? Not at all? I have no reason to feel jealous! I look perfectly fine, don’t you think, Edel?”

“Uh… yeah?”

“Why can’t you say yes! Why!”

“Please, spare me!”

It seemed like he wasn’t completely wrong.

He couldn’t always walk around with his hood up, and rumors about his appearance were bound to spread naturally.

It meant that at some point, he would have to confront it.

“That’s something to think about later. Anyway, thanks for the info. I’ll treat you to lunch tomorrow.”

“No matter what, avoid the Prince! Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Then stop wandering around!”

With his roommates’ worried gazes behind him, Ian entered the building where the professors’ research offices were situated.

* * *

Spotting Professor Frost’s name on the doorplate, Ian stopped. After taking a deep breath, he knocked on the door.

“Come in.”

A dry-sounding voice came from inside.

Ian turned the knob and opened the door.

The office was cozier than he expected.

Wooden bookshelves lined the sides, and a sofa and desk that could seat four people were placed in the center.

Professor Frost was sitting right at that desk.

‘Is this the person?’

Seeing his appearance for the first time, Ian was somewhat surprised.

Frost looked much younger than he had expected.

He had authored dozens of magic theory books, but he appeared to be in his early thirties at most.

This indicated that his skills were exceptionally good.

“Why? Am I different from what you thought?”

“Apologies for my rudeness. It is a pleasure to meet you, Professor Frost.”

“I haven’t seen you before.”

Professor Frost, wearing glasses, narrowed his eyes. He was calm yet overwhelmingly charismatic.

“I am Ian, newly entering the Department of Magic. I come from the Oracle Family.”

“Hmm. The Oracle Family…”

Professor Frost’s expression grew increasingly complicated.

He then nodded, showing a look that said he understood everything.

“I see. That child has grown so much already.”

“Have you seen me before?”

“No. I once interacted with Sir Lefevre, who praised his son a lot.”

“Can I ask what kind of relationship you had with my father?”

“We studied together in the theoretical faction. We exchanged letters a few times since then. It’s nothing special, nothing to be overly curious about.”

Still, Ian felt glad. It was like finding a lost memory of his father.

“But what brings a first-year student here? Isn’t it almost time for the induction ceremony?”
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“It’s an honor to be under your guidance. Though I may be lacking, I look forward to learning from you.”

“You can take your time with the pleasantries. The real mentor-mentee relationship begins only after you have chosen your specific major.”

“That may be true, but there is something I would like to ask of you.”

A look of interest spread across Professor Frost’s face. 

It had been a while since a student sought him out just to introduce themselves right after being admitted, and now they had a request as well.

“Ian Oracle.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“You are not yet an academy student. The induction ceremony has not started, and you have not received the King’s blessing. You must be aware that since the Sun King founded the academy, receiving the King’s blessing has become a tradition. I am a professor of the academy. Wouldn’t it be more appropriate for you to come tomorrow about the matters related to the academy?”

“You are right.”

Ian sensed a strong adherence to principles in Professor Frost. 

However, this was only one aspect of the professor.

With a composed expression, Ian continued.

“Then how about this: I would like to make my request not to Professor Frost, but to Mage Frost.”

“What an interesting young man.”

Professor Frost stood up and motioned for Ian to take a seat with a gesture.

“I do owe Lefevre a favor from the past. Take a seat.”

“Thank you.”

The two of them sat down.

This was the real beginning.

Ian steeled himself. Failing to persuade would leave him cornered.


He had a promise to keep with Felix.

“Before I tell you my request, may I first explain what I wish to do?”

“I don’t see how that would change anything, but suit yourself.”

“I have always been interested in potion-making. Thanks to my parents, who were both theoretical mages, I had early exposure to herbalism, alchemy, and potion-making techniques.”

“Indeed. Your parents were both outstanding in those fields.”

Professor Frost nodded once.

Ian suddenly thought this conversation might have been difficult if Professor Frost had not known about his parents.

“As a result, I saw many shortcomings. As you know from using potions, the quality varies greatly depending on the place of production. Many can’t even be trusted unless they come from renowned workshops.”

“Hmm, that’s true.”

“There are issues with the raw materials and with the methods of preparation. Among these, I am particularly interested in the lack of standardization in potion production.”

“Hmm.”

Professor Frost smiled subtly.

It was unclear whether it was a positive or negative reaction, but Ian had no choice but to continue.

“Potions are essential in everyday life, and also very important consumables in wartime. Hence, a certain amount is stockpiled every year. However, the inconsistency of the quality often leads to problems. Depending on the storage location and environment, the efficacy of potions can rapidly deteriorate or be lost entirely. This is a particularly sensitive issue within the knights’ order.”

Professor Frost was momentarily reminded of his student days.

It felt like attending a lecture.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a student so passionate about potions. I understand the issues you are pointing out. So, what is your main point?”

“I would like to start a potion business at the academy.”

“At the academy?”

That was wholly unexpected.


As Milo had mentioned, making potions is a complex task.

This is because it’s closer to the work of a craftsman than that of a mage.

Except for the final step of infusing magic to mature it, gathering ingredients or mixing them is something anyone with skill can do.

“A potion business at the academy…”

Ian was not the first to express interest in potions. Other students had done so as well.

But they ended at research or writing papers.

Ian was the first to talk about starting a business. At least, since Professor Frost had been at the academy.

“Is it to standardize production that you wish to do it at the academy? Using the Royal Family’s name, no less?”

“Indeed, you are truly a professor. You assessed it correctly.”

Ian interjected appropriately to keep the conversation flowing.

“Standardizing processes across the entire continent would be difficult. But what if we limit it to the Kingdom of Sonokin? I don’t think it’s impossible.”

“Whether it can be done or not, there will be significant resistance.”

“Isn’t it natural for people to seek methods that are easy and convenient? If a gap in skill develops, everyone will try to learn the new techniques.”

“You mean you won’t force it? Well…”

“I plan to start with a pilot project within the campus and deliver a small quantity to the knights’ order. By evaluating the feasibility this way, we can gradually scale up. I believe this will also provide a great platform for students to participate in practice and research. What is your opinion, Professor?”

Only then did Professor Frost realize that Ian hadn’t just come for idle chit-chat.

He straightened up on the sofa, sitting seriously.

“Ian Oracle.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“Let’s clarify one thing. For your proposal to be viable, a premise is necessary. You must have an innovative manufacturing formula in your head that will change the history of sluggish potion-making.”


“I do have an idea.”

To hear such a confident reply was unexpected.

Professor Frost smiled and extended his hand.

“Let’s hear it then.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t divulge it here. If it comes to that, I’d rather drop out of the academy and pursue business elsewhere.”

It was true that Ian had an idea concerning potions. After his parents disappeared, he delved into all the books and research notes from their library.

During this process, countless ideas flowed into his mind.

Of course, it wasn’t merely riding on his parents’ legacy.

His parents’ research provided a starting point, but it wasn’t complete. Their research laid down the theoretical groundwork.

Ian then added his own intuition and insights, leading to the birth of brilliant ideas.

The idea for the potion also came recently, inspired by his parents’ research but developed independently by Ian.

‘Though I haven’t experimented yet, I’m confident it will work.’

Ian was certain.

“For the head of the Oracle Family to speak of dropping out.”

“I apologize. I will be more careful with my words and actions in the future.”

“Did something happen to the family?”

The question was soft, making it feel even more sincere.

Ian sensed that Professor Frost’s heart had opened a bit more.

“The difficulties of my family are well-known even to children passing by. Now I am alone. I cannot continue living luxuriously at the academy.”

“We are meeting here for the first time today. I understand that you may be wary. You probably can’t trust me yet. That’s not an issue of character but of time.”

Their eyes met.

“You sought me out to ask for my help. While the process was interesting, you never told me the reason. If you truly think that you need my help, tell me why you came. Trust always begins with one side showing courage.”

“It’s an embarrassing matter…”

“More embarrassing than leaving this lab empty-handed?”

“No. To be honest, my family has debts. I’m trying to start a business to repay them.”

“Just as I thought.”

Professor Frost nodded, an understanding expression on his face.

He also found it quite admirable.

Usually, when faced with debts, one would create more debt elsewhere to resolve it. But the young mage before him proposed a rational solution.

Professor Frost nodded once more.

“Having debts is not a shameful thing, Ian Oracle. Being ashamed of it is what’s shameful. You came to me with a rational solution. I don’t see what’s embarrassing about that.”

“Thank you for saying that, Professor.”

“I understand what you want to do, and my guess is you want me to be your supervising professor, correct?”

“That’s correct.”

In order to proceed with a research project at the academy, supervision from a professor was required.

Right now, the only person Ian could rely on for guidance was Professor Frost, his advisor.

“Creating potions requires a lot of work. More than you might think. It would be difficult to do it alone; do you have any companions willing to help?”

“I was fortunate with my dorm assignment. I plan to ask my roommates for assistance.”

“I see.”

Milo was very interested in enchantment.

Ian could ask him to handle the tool-making and request herbs from Edel, who aspired to join the Major in Healing Magic.

‘Edel, in particular, would be a big help. Although I haven’t heard his side of the story yet, being admitted through a special selection process means he must have some special skills.’

It was certain that these skills were related to healing.

Tonight, after the induction ceremony, once they return to the dormitory, something might come up if he conducted an investigation.

Healing skills and potion-making were closely related.

After all, healers were the ones who most frequently dealt with potions, often making them themselves.

“Good. If you’ve planned that far, there shouldn’t be any major issues. But so far, everything you’ve said is merely hypothetical. You still need to prove it.”

Professor Frost stood up and grabbed a pen.

He began to write busily on a piece of paper.

Once he finished his notes, he handed the paper to Ian.

“By next week, produce a stamina recovery potion. You must use only the ingredients listed on this paper. These are the ingredients used in low-grade recovery potions supplied to the knights. The potion’s effectiveness should be at least double.”

“If you don’t mind, I have a suggestion, professor.”

“Go ahead.”

“I would like to invite you to the dormitory to observe the manufacturing process directly. Just bringing the finished product wouldn’t be sufficient proof.”

Nodding with satisfaction, Professor Frost spoke.

“Indeed. You are worthy of the Oracle Family name. I look forward to next week, Ian Oracle.”

“Thank you very much for accommodating my request.”

“I should be the first to express gratitude. I’ve heard the story. Thanks to you, the experiment went smoothly.”

Professor Frost gestured to one side of the room.

There, the experimental tool that Ian had reassembled earlier was neatly displayed.

* * *

‘I should thank Mareng later.’

Although Mareng had modestly declined the credit, Ian believed that because Mareng had relayed his story, Professor Frost had shown interest.

No matter how he looked at it, the potion project seemed somewhat far-fetched.

‘But I am confident I can make it work. That method will definitely work.’

As Ian stepped outside the building, he heard a commotion nearby.

His attention naturally shifted in that direction.

‘Has it already begun?’

In the short time he had been conversing, a crowd of freshmen in academy uniforms had gathered.

However, the atmosphere was not very pleasant.

There was a clear divide between those wearing cloaks and those clad in armor. Numerous freshmen from the Department of Martial Arts were surrounding a smaller number from the Magic Department.

“Pathetic wimps. This is supposed to be the kingdom’s future? Ha! Even a passing dog would laugh.”

“Don’t just glare; why don’t you come at us, huh?”

“Be careful, or you’ll get caught fighting.”

“Fight? They wouldn’t dare, they’re too scared to even try!”

“Hahaha!”

The provocation from the Martial Arts freshmen had begun. They were aggressive enough that the future of the kingdom seemed secure, at least from their perspective.

‘Is this the power struggle Milo was talking about?’

Ian thought it was unproductive.

But since it was said to be a traditional occurrence with historical significance, there was no choice but to observe.

‘Wait. Who is that?’

There was one student who particularly stood out.

A noble-looking young man with fiery red hair.

His physique suited the armor, and his eyes, like molten gold, signified his noble lineage.

‘Could it be Helios?’
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There was an inexplicable sense of foreboding.

Ian quickly turned on his heels. However, just a few steps away, he heard a chilling voice from behind.

“Hey! You there! I think you might be the one I’m looking for. Can I see your face just once?”

Ian ignored the voice and continued walking towards his lodging.

‘I have a bad feeling about this.’

Unfortunately, his intuition was spot on.

The person showing interest in Ian at that moment was none other than Prince Helios of the Kingdom of Sonokin.

“You’re quite gutsy. Very different from what I’ve heard. Well, does it matter?”

Helios smirked.

But his expression and thoughts were different.

Though his mouth smiled, his eyes were filled with a murderous glare.

People could guess from that single statement just how much of a rogue Prince Helios was.

Indeed, he was a notorious troublemaker.

As he gradually drifted away from the line of succession, he started behaving like a wild, unrestrained colt. 

Ultimately, he was practically exiled to the academy.

Everyone knew this, but regardless, he was still the second in line to the throne.

Perhaps that was why, despite registering as a student, he didn’t wear the academy set.

Instead, he donned luxurious armor adorned with gold and a red cape. His waist holstered a jeweled ornate sword.

How many could keep their heads up against such an imposing figure?

“Your Highness!”


At that moment, one of his followers stepped forward. Helios waved his hand dismissively.

“Cut that out. This is the academy. Do you want to be disciplined?”

“What are you saying? If calling Your Highness a prince means getting disciplined, then it would be an honor for our family!”

“Haha! You sure know how to talk entertainingly. I like it!”

The follower, having pleased Helios, beamed with satisfaction.

It wasn’t hard to understand.

Opportunities to form a close relationship with royalty were seldom.

“Isn’t he quite daring? No wonder people say the Department of Magic is full of brats. Let me catch him and teach him a lesson!”

“Leave him be. It’s amusing to see how far an unknown little rat will crawl when cornered, isn’t it??”

“You truly are merciful, Your Highness.”

The title “prince” used by Helios’ followers reached Ian’s ears as well.

‘This is getting complicated.’

Ian pulled his hood tighter over his head.

Helios was like a natural disaster.

Royalty was like that. They reigned above the law, making theory and logic irrelevant.

In other words, he had no choice but to avoid them.

He barely managed to get Professor Frost’s cooperation.

All he needed to do was return, confirm the payment Felix sent, and prepare for next week’s demonstration…

If a fight were to break out here, things would spiral out of control.

‘If that happens, I won’t escape punishment. Professors close to the royal family might raise issues. That would be bad.’


Ian silently pushed through the crowd, moving forward.

“Boo!”

Helios’ followers blocked Ian’s path.

“Where do you think you’re sneaking off to, hiding your face so ominously?”

“Hey, the prince is looking for you.”

“If you come quietly, no one needs to get hurt!”

Tensions ran high.

At that moment, heavy footsteps approached. Soon, a strong hand gripped Ian’s shoulder tightly.

“Isn’t it common courtesy to look back when someone calls you? Running away like that would tarnish the reputation of the Department of Magic, wouldn’t it? Especially with so many people gathered here.”

From the very first day, fate was cruel.

Ian turned around and removed his hood.

“Ho!”

Helios let out a short, yet intense exclamation.

He stared intently at Ian’s face. It didn’t take long for the royal’s noble lips to twist.

“As the rumors said! There were stories about an incredible freshman appearing at the academy. I wondered if it could be true, and it is. I thought I’d have to wait until the induction ceremony, but here you are. This isn’t a bad coincidence, Ian Oracle.”

Only then did Ian get a proper look at Helios’s face.

A hideous scar was etched on the royal’s noble cheek.

Just like a magnificent statue marred by an injury, the scar stood out prominently against his sophisticated appearance.

‘I think I know why you don’t like handsome people.’

If Milo’s words were true, the prince definitely had a complex about his appearance.


The reason for the scar was unknown. Nor did Ian want to know.

If the scar couldn’t be healed by magic, it must have been a very deep wound, or he himself had refused treatment—one of the two.

“Why aren’t you saying anything? For the Oracle Family I know, just facing royalty itself should be a great ho—.”

“Who says you’re royalty?”

Ian snapped, causing Helios to flinch and fall silent.

Once again, Helios’s lips twisted.

Unable to stand it any longer, Helios’s followers intervened.

They placed their hands on their crude iron swords symbolizing freshmen and threatened Ian.

“You bastard! How dare you be rude to the prince!”

“You lowly baron!”

“Yes, I admit we are of lowly status. Our family is poor without any territory. But that doesn’t mean I shouldn’t speak my mind. Don’t you know the rule that once you set foot in the academy, everyone is equal? Those kinds of people will surely follow the military rules.”

Ian’s cool retort left the followers at a loss for words.

They had underestimated Ian.

He had seldom shown himself to the world. His nickname “recluse” wasn’t for nothing.

Yet, he stood his ground so confidently.

It was a blend of noble elegance and the dignity of a mage that no one could easily imitate.

‘The beginning is always important.’

If you mess up the first button, no matter how great the clothing, it would end up disheveled.

Similarly, if the freshmen from the Department of Magic were humiliated by the students from the Department of Martial Arts on the first day, their academy life wouldn’t be enjoyable.

Ian didn’t want himself to be that cornerstone.

Thwack!

Ian easily swatted away a follower’s hand that reached for his collar.

“If grabbing random passersby and quarreling is the tradition of the Department of Martial Arts, the academy is done for. How about going back to your families and doing housekeeping instead?”

“Shut up!”

A follower, unable to stand it any longer, tried to rush at Ian, but Helios raised his hand to stop him.

“Interesting, Ian Oracle.”

He nodded several times, smiling leisurely.

“Your spirit is remarkable. I haven’t heard of such a talent in the Oracle Family… Could my information be wrong?”

Ian sensed something unusual.

‘Could he really glare at someone with such hatred just because of a complex?’

More than that, the word “information” lingered in his ears. In that context, “rumor” would have been more fitting.

‘Could it be that the royal family investigated me?’

However, without knowing Helios’s habits and vocabulary in detail, he couldn’t be certain.

“Well, let’s leave that aside. Do you plan to study only at the academy your entire life? After graduating, you’d eventually have to work for the royal family. Will you still assert yourself so boldly then? Will you still talk about equality? Let’s hear your answer. I hope you won’t disappoint me.”

Ian could only chuckle at the typical tyranny of the powerful.

There’s a saying that those with nothing to lose are the most frightening. The Oracle Family had no territory, and nothing connected them to the royal family.

“Will anything change if I don’t disappoint you?”

“What did you say?”

“Hey, Helios.”

With just that one word, everyone was abuzz.

How many people dared to say his name?

“It seems you still don’t understand, so let me advise you again. This is the Academy. Your hair and eyes may resemble the Sun King, but it seems that’s only on the surface.”

Helios could not hold back his laughter. It was almost manic.

“Hahaha! Wonderful. What courage you have, Ian Oracle. Your parents died long ago at some ruins, didn’t they? Seeing you today, I understand why. You too are hurrying towards your death. How dare you mention the Sun King. Are you insulting the royal family?”

“In the Academy, everyone is equal. That exact rule was set by the Sun King you just mentioned. So who’s really insulting the royal family here?”

“You insolent!”

Suddenly, Helios’ face turned beet red, as if it were about to burst.

At that moment, two figures emerged, parting the crowd. They were Milo and Edel.

“That guy… I told him to be careful, but he just had to go and do it!”

“What do we do?”

“What do you think! We need to watch for now.”

“Shouldn’t we help?”

Milo gripped his staff tighter.

He was ready to jump in if necessary. This wasn’t merely about helping a roommate.

The mood was the same among the other students of the Department of Magic who gathered there.

Ian discussed a valid point.

However, if he fell to the bully prince, it wouldn’t just be his defeat but a disgrace to the entire Department of Magic.

“Fine, Ian Oracle. Your speech was excellent! It might go down in history. So, I’ll personally give you a reward. It will be a reward you’ll like very much. I’ll send you to be with your parents today. Meet them wandering the nine heavens and ascend to a better place!”

Ian could tolerate many things, but he could not tolerate insults to his parents.

“A duel it is, Ian Oracle.”

Swoosh!

A handkerchief thrown by Helios flew through the air and landed in front of Ian.

In the Kingdom of Sonokin, this was one of the formal procedures to challenge someone to a duel.

If the duel was accepted, a witness would be appointed, and they would fight to the death.

This was not a practice duel.

Since this was an formally sanctioned duel, there would be no consequences even if one died.

A duel could be refused.

However, refusing would brand one a coward for life.

‘I’ve never had a real combat duel before.’

Very few people knew Ian had problems with his magical power. If his parents hadn’t told anyone, theoretically, no one would know.

The Oracle Family was famous for being theoretical mages.

Theoretical mages could handle creative magic without having strong magical power.

Thus, as the duel was about to be formalized, the new students of the Department of Magic watched Ian with a sense of anticipation.

‘Even if I lose my life, I cannot lose the pride of a mage. I can’t tarnish the name of our family!’

Ian bent down to pick up the handkerchief.

However, at that moment, an unexpected event occurred.

Someone picked up the handkerchief one step ahead of him.

“And who might you be?”

Helios asked, but the person who picked up the handkerchief remained silent.

The figure had their hood pulled up, making their face hard to see.

However, the staff they held was a bit different from those of the other new students.

The clear cubic gem set in the head of the staff glowed brightly.
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The wand with a transparent cubic gem was an item distributed to second-year students in the Department of Magic.

In other words, the person who picked up the handkerchief instead of Ian was a second-year student in the Department of Magic.

It was an unspoken rule that seniors should not get involved in conflicts between departments that occurred around the time of the induction ceremony.

Nevertheless, the person standing before him had fearlessly picked up the handkerchief.

“I asked what it was. Are you intending to disrupt a sacred duel of Sonokin? Even if you’re a senior, I won’t forgive you!”

“A sacred duel?”

Finally, the mysterious person’s voice was revealed.

Ian was startled.

The voice, spoken in a clear, precise manner, belonged to a woman. Only then did the small stature hidden by the cloak catch his eye.

“You tell interesting stories. To attach the adjective ‘sacred’ in such a way.”

She soon took off her hood.

Golden hair, nearly like lemon color, fluttered in the air. From behind, Ian couldn’t see her face properly, but the reaction of those around was overwhelming.

As the dull hood came off, it felt almost as if the world had brightened.

“Who is she?”

“An incredible beauty!”

“Was there such a person in Sonokin?”

Only then did Ian guess her identity.

If his guess was correct, this person was reputed to be a genius in the Department of Magic.

A maverick who chose to major in Theoretical Magic despite immense talent.

And the continent’s most beautiful woman.


But a tragically fated noble with the inherent limitation of being from a count family of a subsidiary state.

“Isera Hebraim.”

Someone uttered her name, and at that moment, Helios’s attitude changed.

“Oh, aren’t you Lady Isera of the Hebraim Family! You are indeed as beautiful as the rumors say. I wished to meet you and perhaps dance, but I didn’t expect to greet you so soon.”

Helios approached with a sly smile and tucked the handkerchief into his chest. Just like that, the duel was nullified.

“May I have the honor of kissing your noble hand?”

He bent one arm and courteously showed his respect. However, Isera did not extend her hand.

Eventually, Helios had to rise with an awkward expression.

“Well, this is embarrassing. I heard you could be cold, but I didn’t think it was to this extent.”

“Do you understand what it means to know your place?”

“Hahaha. Of course! I am the Prince of Sonokin. Isn’t that sufficient?”

His clever words suggested considering the situation of a subsidiary state.

But there wasn’t the slightest shift in Isera’s cold expression.

The Hebraim Family did not belong to the Kingdom of Sonokin.

It was a count family of a neighboring small nation, now reduced to a subsidiary state with an uncertain future.

Amid all this, Isera was struggling after enrolling in the Royal Academy.

“Soon, his Majesty the King will arrive. His dear son’s violation of academy rules and actions tarnishing the reputation of the Sun King will surely disappoint him.”

“Are you threatening me now?”

“I am following the rules.”

Isera did not yield an inch. A mysterious blue light started swirling from the wand in her hand.


The magic energy was immense.

She was so strong and steadfast that it was puzzling why she had chosen to major in Theoretical Magic.

“If you don’t leave immediately, I’ll report your misdeeds. Surely, you don’t want the disciplinary committee to be convened before the induction ceremony?”

“Do you think I came here because I wanted to?”

“Why would that matter? I have no interest in your life.”

Helios’s face twisted.

But it did not take long for a greedy desire to settle in.

With a smile, Helios again offered a polite gesture.

“I’ll greet you again soon. Next time, I’ll invite you to a more private setting, lady Isera.”

Isera let the filthy remark pass in one ear and out the other.

When Helios turned away, his followers began to trail behind him one by one.

The battle ended in a draw.

Then Isera turned her head.

For the first time, Ian felt her cold gaze.

“Thank you, senior.”

Ian lowered his head once more, even though he hadn’t heard an answer.

In an instant, the blue light that had enveloped Isera’s staff vanished as if it were a lie.

Pulling her hood down, she began to walk somewhere. The students followed her with their gazes.

However, today’s main character was Ian.

Students from the Department of Magic started gathering around.


Among them were Milo and Edel.

“You scared the hell out of me, you damn brat!”

“I’m really relieved!”

Though they were roommates he met for the first time today, Ian felt as if they were old friends.

Ian chuckled.

“Were you watching?”

“Man, I can’t believe you tried to grab that handkerchief. Is your head just for decoration? Do you just shove people’s words straight through your ass?”

Milo’s language turned rough, but Ian didn’t mind.

“I was trying to dodge it as best as I could, but it didn’t go as planned. Let’s just head back to the dormitory.”

As soon as Milo entered the dormitory, he gulped down water.

Only after sitting down did he let out a sigh of relief.

“Huah… But Ian, did you already know Lady Isera?”

“Who would I know? People say I’m a recluse.”

“Were you secretly holding a grudge? But that’s an old story, right? I think the rumors might change after today. Did you see the expressions of our classmates earlier?”

He certainly did.

It wasn’t because of his remarkable looks. More significantly, he had upheld the dignity of the Department of Magic and demonstrated that an individual could stand against the enormous power of royalty.

That was a story a bit apart from the desecration of royal authority.

Anyway, as long as they were within the confines of the academy, nothing Ian said was incorrect.

“But you were really cool. Especially what you said mentioning the Sun King!”

Edel’s cheeks reddened. Milo, sitting next to him, nodded in agreement.

“Even as a guy, I’d be impressed. If you have that kind of guts, you’ll become someone great one day. Let’s be friends!”

“I-I’d like to be friends too…”

It was overwhelming.

One side felt repulsive because he was a guy, and the other seemed strangely unsettling because, despite being a guy, he didn’t feel like one.

‘But it’ll be brief.’

Ian had no great expectations.

Once the induction ceremony concluded and the mana measurements began, his classmates’ interest would wane.

It would be fortunate if he didn’t end up at the bottom of the class, given his weak mana.

Despite everything, he remained undaunted.

The academy would surely provide him with answers. It would show him the correct path to becoming a great mage.

“It’s a bit sudden, but I have a favor to ask of you.”

“What is it?”

“After the induction ceremony, I plan to make a potion. Could you help?”

At the mention of potions, the two’s eyes widened.

“Suddenly making a potion? You can just buy it from the store if you need one.”

“I’m preparing a project. With Professor Frost.”

“Professor Frost…?”

“Isn’t he incredibly famous these days?”

Unable to help but notice, Ian and Milo shot a look at Edel, who, startled, covered his mouth in surprise.

“S-Sorry… No. My apologies.”

“Let’s keep it reasonable, friend.”

“Ugh, okay!”

Ian continued.

“I’ve been researching potion-making lately. Since I’m at the academy now, and there are facilities here, I wanted to run some experiments, so I consulted with the professor.”

“You’ve already met the professor? You’re incredibly diligent. That’s some impressive networking!”

“I just went to introduce myself.”

“Why potion-making? There’s a very attractive field like enchantment.”

“There are some personal reasons.”

He couldn’t tell his roommates about it yet.

Later, when the business stabilized and things with the Hamel Trading Company were sorted, it wouldn’t be too late to share.

“I’m in! I’ll do it!”

“Aren’t you deciding too easily? It could be more cumbersome than you think.”

“I mentioned it earlier, right? A friend with such guts will make it big later. I consider it an investment.”

“I’ll do it too! Actually, my parents are healers. I’ve been dealing with herbs and potions since I was young, so I’ll be helpful.”

It was as expected. Edel had a reason for choosing to major in Healing Magic.

Ian asked about something he was curious about.

“But how did you get admitted through the special selection? You don’t have to answer if it’s a difficult question.”

“Oh, I was going to ask that too.”

“Well… my father served as an army doctor and achieved merits in the war. That’s how I got the admission privilege.”

“The Sorol War?”

“That’s right!”

The ‘Sorol War’ referred to the conflict with the neighboring small kingdom of Roland.

Despite the Kingdom of Roland’s desperate resistance, they ultimately could not withstand the army of the Kingdom of Sonokin.

Isera Hebraim, who had appeared earlier, was also a noble from the Kingdom of Roland.

“Alright. Then I’ll explain the future plans, assuming everyone will help.”

Ian explained what he had agreed upon with Professor Frost.

Everyone tensed up at the prospect of Professor Frost, no less, coming to the dormitory to personally observe the manufacturing process.

“It will still be a good opportunity. Since in the first year, you’ll have to attend all the professors’ classes in the general curriculum.”

“We’d better make a good impression then.”

“But doubling the efficacy won’t be easy. The materials Professor Frost listed are ingredients used for low-grade healing potions.”

“I know at least that much.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“You’ve thought up some method, haven’t you?”

Ian nodded. He pointed his chin towards the alchemy equipment scattered behind him.

“I’ll need to fix that equipment. I’ll tell you after the induction ceremony, so get ready.”

“I’m looking forward to it! I wonder what kind of item will come out.”

“We should set some rules first, I think.”

With that, Ian looked directly at Edel. Edel flinched, caught off guard.

“From now on, we will charge you a fine of 10,000 Shillings every time you speak formally to us. You need to break that habit before Professor Frost arrives.”

“That’s too much. 10,000 Shillings is… my weekly allowance.”

“Credit is also available.”

“That’s harsh.”

Milo chuckled in amusement while Edel hung his head low. But there was no choice. Ian wasn’t wrong after all.

Just then, an announcement flowed from the mana speaker connected to a corner of the dormitory.

― The academy induction ceremony will soon commence. Freshmen are requested to gather in the main auditorium. Once again, please be informed that the academy induction ceremony will soon commence…

* * *

Ian entered the auditorium with his roommates.

As a building representing the academy, it was extremely large and splendid. It was the only indoor space that could accommodate all the students.

Here, the tendencies of the roommates became clear.

Milo, the outgoing type, was busy searching for attractive people.

Meanwhile, the commoner Edel was repeatedly exclaiming in awe as he looked around the building.

“Wow! It’s so amazing!”

“10,000 Shillings.”

“No… I was just talking to myself.”

“20,000 Shillings.”

“…”

If a tax collector had seen this scene, they would have taken an interest in Ian.

Milo laughed heartily, claiming he would soon be rich.

Ian observed the overall atmosphere.

‘It’s definitely very strict since His Majesty the King is attending.’

Knights in splendid armor and mages from the royal magic division fiercely guarded the surroundings.

Of course, the academy had its own security force, so the likelihood of any incidents occurring was very low.

In other words, the strictness in front of them was focused on representing the royal authority.

Nevertheless, the students gazed at them with eyes full of admiration.

Joining the royal knights or the royal mage division was one of the honors for any family.

“That guy…”

“Isn’t he the one who confronted the prince earlier?”

“Yes, Ian Oracle.”

A group of students from the Department of Martial Arts lined up on one side, glaring at him.

But Ian lightly ignored them and headed towards where the Department of Magic freshmen were gathered. 
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“Everyone’s eager to tear you apart, aren’t they?”

Milo grumbled.

Ian wasn’t particularly bothered, but his two roommates kept glancing towards the group of martial arts students.

Seeing this, Ian gave Milo and Edel a light pat on the shoulders.

“Don’t worry about it anymore. Let’s focus on ourselves. They’re aspiring knights too. Surely, people who follow chivalry wouldn’t hold grudges.”

“And since when does a group of bullies signify chivalry?”

“It’s half sarcasm.”

“Hahaha. That’s so you, Ian. Don’t pity them too much. You might end up getting backstabbed.”

Milo had enough reasons to dislike knights. His family forced him into knightly training despite his desire to study magic.

However, Ian bore no prejudice against knights.

On the contrary, mages are often considered sinister by the public.

This perception becomes increasingly evident as one’s rank rises.

Knights devoted themselves to rigorous training for both a healthy body and mind.

In contrast, many mages are single-minded.

This makes them hard to understand and trust, leading to frequent skepticism.

Yet, knights known for both excellent martial skills and character were often more respected.

After all, the very concept of ‘chivalry’ was crafted by martial artists.

For now, they could only hope for an internal regulation within the Department of Martial Arts.

Despite the enrollment of the troublemakers, surely the seniors wouldn’t remain passive.

This time, they were lucky to get Isera’s help, but there’s no guarantee in the future.


“Without justification, there’s no advantage to gain. If they pick a fight, just respond then. As long as we don’t stray, public opinion will favor us.”

“It’d be nice if it were that simple…”

Edel mumbled.

Ian understood his feelings. As a commoner, Edel’s awe likely added to his worries.

“Don’t think too hard, Edel. For now, it’d be better to worry about paying back the 20,000 shillings.”

“That’s harsh.”

Ian stood at the back of the line for the Department of Magic. 

There were noticeably fewer new students.

This was an indication of how few could sense and manipulate mana.

“In contrast, the Department of Martial Arts’s freshmen look to be almost double.”

In magic, innate talent holds great importance.

However, martial arts is not solely reliant on that. Many have achieved mastery through acquired skills.

It’s a matter of manipulating the laws of nature versus enhancing human capabilities.

Moreover, there were many new students in the natural sciences department, which catered to common people.

The natural sciences department offers the quickest path to becoming a kingdom overseer.

They might not go to the front lines like knights or mages, but many have made names for themselves as administrators.

“Ian Oracle, right?”

“Everyone’s talking about you. Heard you gave the reckless newbie a proper blow?”

Students from behind addressed him amicably.

“But still, calling him a reckless newbie, it seems the prince doesn’t have a good reputation.”


The rumor spread faster than expected.

The academy was a closed environment, so events within would inevitably circulate rapidly.

“I didn’t do anything. Lady Isera did it all.”

“Even so, that’s impressive! To face royals so boldly. Honestly, if I were in your place, I’d have been terrified.”

“As expected of the Oracle Family’s head. I’ve read Baron Lefevre’s writings. It was really impressive.”

There was a glint of anticipation in Ian’s peers’ eyes. Ian remained indifferent, but Milo and Edel looked at him with pride.

A fellow student whose name he didn’t know asked,

“So, are you aiming to be a theoretical scholar, Ian?”

“For now.”

“The Oracle Family is known for theoretical mages, so you’re pursuing that path. But still, your magic ability must be substantial, right?”

The predictable question finally arose.

Ian replied nonchalantly.

“It was nothing special.”

“I’m looking forward to the mana measurement day. If Ian has the confidence to put Helios in his place, the result must be something significant.”

“That’s right. It’s going to be exciting!”

“Besides, no one really knows Ian’s abilities, right? He’s been quiet up until now.”

“Could it be that he’ll break the all-time record?”

Their peers whispered amongst themselves with amusement.

Ian just smiled it off.

Even with a simple assessment, he knew his mana couldn’t even reach half of Milo’s. Then again, it wouldn’t do to dampen their expectations.


“Having a high mana doesn’t necessarily make someone a great mage.”

His parents had always told him so.

They believed that a true mage is not one who wields mighty mana but one who understands and applies the principles of nature.

Having been raised by such parents, Ian didn’t feel too discouraged by his low mana. Instead, he pondered how best to understand and apply his abilities.

However, society’s standards were different.

“If I were to measure it now, it would probably be at the lowest level.”

Even without checking, Ian could gauge his own mana levels.

“For now, the matter with the Hamel Trading Company is more pressing. I’ll research ways to enhance my mana slowly.”

Ian took out his glasses and wore them.

Milo, who was nearby, showed interest.

“Where did you get those glasses? They look quite old.”

“They’re an heirloom.”

“An heirloom? Those shabby glasses are a treasure of the Oracle Family?”

Ian nodded. There was some movement on the podium. It seemed the king would enter soon.

“Is there any need to look at it that way? Our family is a bit unique, so our concept of treasure is different.”

“Well, I didn’t quite mean it like that… What can they do?”

“Vision.”

“What! Can they see through women’s clothes or something?”

“Of course that’s nonsense. Get a grip.”

“Damn it!”

Ian chuckled softly.

For now, there was nothing new to see. However, since he had them in hand, he decided to use them patiently.

‘If my father made me wear these glasses at a specific time, there must be a reason. Perhaps they’ll become the tool that could break my limits?’

Just then, the sound of trumpets resounded.

Bwooooo!

As the grand performance of the military band began, the high-ranking academy officials seated on the podium rose simultaneously.

The students tensed up.

Soon, a king dressed in a magnificent robe made his appearance from one side.

King Isaac the Conqueror.

The great king who secured victory in the long-standing war with the neighboring Kingdom of Roland.

But now, he is over sixty years old.

The majestic figure who once returned triumphantly to the cheers of his subjects was gone, leaving an old man behind.

The sun was setting on his reign.

“Pay your respects to His Majesty the King!”

The solemn announcement through the mana amplifier brought every student to their knees.

The students kneeled as if paying homage to a monarch, right knee down and left arm bent.

This was due to the unique status of being an academy student.

Enrollment in the Royal Academy meant pledging allegiance to the kingdom, essentially becoming a subject.

“Loyalty to His Majesty the King!”

The students’ voices echoed loudly.

Academy students fundamentally served as aides to their superiors.

Department of Magic students were called by the Royal Magic Corps to conduct investigations or research, gaining experience in the process.

Sometimes, they even took part in battles.

Department of Martial Arts students, somewhat like cadets, were obligated to join any army operations. However, due to the recent peace on the continent, their real army experience was mostly limited to monster subjugation.

Department of Natural Science students worked in government offices based on the knowledge they acquired.

In all courses, if they stood out, they might skip grades or graduate early.

The elderly king stood in front of the podium.

He spoke.

“Rise, everyone.”

Simultaneously at his command, the students stood proudly.

At that moment, the king coughed a few times.

Watching this, Ian tilted his head slightly with curiosity.

‘Is His Majesty really so weakened? That’s strange.’

Though he was over sixty, the sharpness that was characteristic of him had completely vanished.

He had been a king exceptional in martial arts.

Frequently leading campaigns, Ian had seen him a few times from afar while holding his parents’ hand as a child.

However, the sharp eyes he had seen passing through the triumphal arch were no longer there.

‘It’s understandable that Prince Helios would be feeling anxious.’

In this state, he would not endure for long.

However, at this moment, the crown prince had been appointed.

If everything were to be reset, the king must endure.

From Helios’s perspective, he would wish for the king to remain strong.

‘But there’s hardly any precedent for a crown prince to be deposed… eventually, the throne will be naturally inherited.’

While Ian pondered such thoughts, the king’s speech began.

“Seeing the loyal figures of you all, the future of the kingdom looks brilliant. As academy students, and as my faithful subjects, you must be ready to lay down your lives for the kingdom and the people.”

Once the king had finished his arduous speech, another cough erupted from him.

Ian simultaneously observed the guards and officials.

Their expressions were not good. It suggested that the king’s illness was quite severe.

The cough, once started, did not easily subside.

“… May the glory of light be upon your future.”

After the king stepped back, attendants and knights aided him.

The speech concluded.

At that moment, Milo nudged Ian in the side.

“Doesn’t it seem like the kingdom will soon be in turmoil?”

“Quiet. Someone will hear.”

“I didn’t say it’s because of anyone.”

Ian didn’t think much of it.

Even if the throne’s occupant changed, its impact would only be on high-ranking officials or nobles.

The Oracle Family wouldn’t draw anyone’s attention.

In some ways, being from a minor family was advantageous in times like this.

Without any territory, there was even less to worry about.

“Next, there will be a speech from the student representative. Department of Martial Arts representative, Helios, please come forward.”

As the academy principal’s stern voice rang out, Helios confidently ascended the podium.

How the freshman representative was chosen was unclear.

Even though he was known as a troublemaker, Helios had a clear reason to stand as a representative. After all, his father was the owner of this academy.

“After causing all that commotion, how brazen!!”

Milo marveled. Ian silently watched Helios.

“I vow. We, first-year students of the Department of Martial Arts, along with all the freshmen, enter the academy by the command of His Majesty the King, pledging with sincere hearts to serve the kingdom and the royal family.”

After the vow, Helios moved on to free remarks.

He looked down at the students with an arrogant expression.

Since it was not particularly substantial, Ian didn’t pay much attention.

“As the representative of the freshmen, I have one last thing to say. Listen carefully.”

At that moment, Helios’s gaze moved. Among the many students, he pinpointed where Ian was immediately.

Ian and Helios’s eyes met in mid-air.

‘Indeed, he seems to be an individual far removed from the chivalric code.’

Helios’s lips twisted slightly. It was the same expression as when he had picked a fight with Ian earlier.

From that stance, Helios spoke.

“The weak shall be weeded out. Personally, I like this saying. Why? Because the weak are of no use. The same applies to this academy. Only the strong survive. I sincerely hope none of you are weeded out and that you all survive safely.”

It sounded almost like a warning directed at Ian.

However, Ian’s expression remained calm. Their interests had been different from the start.

This, in turn, irked Helios.

As a result, the troublemaking prince didn’t take his eyes off Ian until he stepped down from the podium.

It seemed as if sparks flew between the two.
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The night after the induction ceremony, Milo returned to the dormitory with some intriguing news after a brief outing.

“The atmosphere isn’t quite ordinary.”

Ian, who was in the midst of designing a new experimental device he would ask Milo to create, had to pause his sketching.

When he turned around, he noticed Milo’s expression was unusually serious.

“Is something the matter?”

“Well, for starters, our dear Edel’s debt has increased to 30,000 shillings.”

“People are too harsh….”

Edel’s debt had quietly been growing, much like clothes getting soaked by a fine drizzle.

Frankly, 30,000 shillings wasn’t an outrageous amount.

Given that one could have lunch at the market for about 3,000 shillings, it equated to roughly ten meals’ worth of money.

However, Edel was from a commoner background. He was in a position where he needed to be frugal with even small amounts of money.

“Stop teasing Edel and come have a seat. Let’s hear you out.”

Soon, the three of them gathered around the table.

They had only known each other for a day, but they were united under the name ‘roommates’.

The Academy was not an easy place.

“I met a friend I know indirectly. He also enrolled in the Department of Martial Arts this time.”

Upon hearing about the Department of Martial Arts, Ian knew what was going on.

“That troublemaker seems determined to duel with you, Ian. He seemed pretty furious. I heard he went berserk after the induction ceremony ended. Did something happen in the meantime?”

“I was with you guys the whole time at the ceremony. If something had happened, you would have known about it too.”

“Well, then maybe he’s just holding a grudge for no reason?”


“Probably.”

“Oh dear, it’s as if he got bitten by a mad dog passing by!”

Milo didn’t hold back his harsh words.

Normally, such words could be problematic, but he had a safety net.

This is the academy, after all.

Here, Helios wasn’t a prince. He was just a new student in the Department of Martial Arts.

So calling him a ‘troublemaker’ and using words like ‘scoundrel’ were all permitted.

“If that’s the case, does that mean a duel is inevitable?”

Edel narrowly prevented his debt from increasing to 40,000 shillings.

Milo nodded with a somewhat regretful expression.

“It’ll probably happen soon. This time we got by because of a senior, but next time we won’t be able to avoid it.”

At the words ‘won’t be able to avoid it,’ Edel’s expression turned serious.

“Then what do we do?”

“What can we do? We either fight back or run away. Ian, have you ever sparred with a warrior?”

“You know well enough what kind of family I come from.”

“Tsk.”

It meant he hadn’t sparred before.

Theoretical mages are literally people who research the theories of magic. They could harness magic, but using it to take someone’s life was rare.

At best, it was often used at a level sufficient to protect oneself.

It was the same for Ian and everyone who had continued the Oracle Family’s legacy until now.


‘Father seemed to be a bit different, though.’

In Ian’s memory, there were memorable scenes.

Such as the Fireball Casting Spell with his father’s vast magical power.

— Every power comes with a price.

That saying was a teaching from his father, who had cast a Fireball. The Fireball had dropped in the middle of a wide forest, causing a tremendous explosion.

It was indelibly etched in his memory because it was entirely different from the Fireball Ian usually knew.

It was an incredibly powerful spell.

It seemed believable to call it ‘Meteor Fall’ instead.

Back then, he merely thought his father was amazing, but now it felt a bit different.

‘If Father had returned from the ruins, could I have wielded such powerful magic as well?’

If that had been the case, Helios’ threat would have seemed somewhat more entertaining.

However, as his thoughts reached that point, Ian chuckled.

‘It’s meaningless.’

No matter how many times he entertained such thoughts unless he could turn back time, it was an unattainable scenario. It was a waste of time.

“Why are you suddenly laughing like that? It’s unnerving. Did you think of something good?”

“No, just lost in thought.”

“In these times, are you sitting around daydreaming?”

Milo looked at Ian with an unconvinced expression. Ian merely shrugged his shoulders.

“You already gave the answer.”

“When did I do that?”


“You said it was either fight back or run away.”

“That’s not an answer; it’s a choice. What are you going to do?”

“I should fight back.”

If he alone had been insulted, he might have laughed it off as the rant of a madman. 

But they insulted his family and parents.

And all his academy classmates had heard the insulting remarks.

This had now become a matter beyond just Ian and Prince Helios. 

It was a family issue.

Hence, backing down was unthinkable.

However, Ian remained calm.

He was not so emotional as to accept a duel recklessly.

‘If I confront them now, I don’t stand much chance. I need to buy some time.’

Milo and Edel looked at Ian with worried expressions.

“I understand that the insult you suffered is unbearable, but wouldn’t it be better to endure it for now? There’s nothing to gain by facing a mad dog.”

“That’s for me to decide. Anyway, Helios won’t be able to do anything immediately.”

“On what grounds?”

“Since there was such a big commotion earlier, he’ll at least get a warning. He’s not bold enough to act recklessly despite that. He’ll wait for the right time.”

“Are you saying you’ll buy some time?”

“For now.”

There was something else that needed attention at the moment.

Ian stood up and carried the unfinished blueprint back to the table.

He spread it out in front of Milo.

“What’s this?”

“An alchemy device you need to prepare starting today.”

“Hmm.”

Milo meticulously examined the blueprint. It was a relatively simple experimental tool compared to other magical devices.

It consisted of a lamp for heating, a flask for boiling water, a glass container for passing and cooling vaporized gasses, and a collecting apparatus for the condensed steam.

Milo was familiar with various alchemical tools, but he had never seen such a device.

“What is this?”

“What do you think is the most commonly used ingredient in potion-making?”

“Water!”

Edel answered instead. As expected, he was the son of a military doctor who had served the country.

“It’s a device to enhance the effect of water. In simple terms, it makes purer water.”

“Is there such a thing?”

“I got the idea from my father’s research notes. His conclusion is that the secret lies in the water.”

Ian thought about explaining in detail but decided against it, as it would take too long. He could explain again during the experiment anyway.

“You’re aware that the effectiveness of potions varies by region, right?”

“I am.”

“There are many reasons for that, like the maker’s skill and the freshness of the materials, but I focus on the influence of water among them. If the region is different, that means the water is different.”

While Milo appeared puzzled, Edel found the idea very refreshing.

He was an aspiring healer, and for a healer, potions were akin to weapons.

“So if we can get purer water, it might have a synergistic effect when mixed with the materials. This would naturally improve the performance of the potion.”

“You had something up your sleeve! Of course, if you’re planning to make a deal with Professor Frost, you need to have that level of leverage. I was worried for nothing!”

“I haven’t proved it yet. This is the first time.”

“…… Are you in your right mind?”

Proving a hypothesis is crucial.

As with many theories, no matter how plausible, experimental results often deviate from expectations.

But Ian replied calmly.

“We can test it while reporting it this time.”

“What if you fail? How do you plan to handle that?”

“Failure doesn’t matter. The fact that Professor Frost is coming to our dormitory is already a plus for us.”

With such convincing words, both roommates couldn’t help but nod.

Milo looked down at the blueprint again.

“When does this need to be ready?”

“By tomorrow.”

“Hey! Do you think I’m some kind of workshop owner? This material is all glass. Even if I order it, it’ll take a week.”

“It doesn’t have to be identical. Shops sell things like flasks and glass tubes for experiments.”

“Oh, so you’re saying you need my money?”

“I’ll pay you back tenfold later, so just invest a bit.”

Milo sighed, feeling as if he had just bargained with a smooth-talking trader.

“Then I… ”

At that moment, Milo glanced at Edel as if he were a predator who had found his prey.

Just before Milo added 10,000 shillings, Edel hurriedly interjected.

“The initial stage! Milo handles the preparation… what should I do?”

“Is it just me, or did it seem like you slipped out of something?”

“……”

Milo decided to let it go this once.

Ian answered.

“Select some decent herbs for me. You’re more observant than I am, after all.”

In truth, Ian’s skill in herbology was of a high level. Still, he knew how to engage others in their tasks joyfully.

“Then I’ll apply for home leave tomorrow. It’s herb-harvesting season, so there should be some good ones.”

“For this reason, mark it as assisting Professor Frost with research. That should avoid any issues.”

“Got it.”

The division of tasks was complete.

Then, sensing something amiss, Milo asked with a suspicious expression.

“But if we prepare everything, what will you do?”

“The final stage. Magic infusion.”

It was the process of imbuing a potion with magic energy, a crucial step in maximizing the efficacy of the blended herbs.

It was also Ian’s second hidden card.

After all, it was virtually impossible to double a potion’s effectiveness with just plain water.

“I need to go home too. I left my research notes there.”

“Great. It’s not exactly the academy life I envisioned, but this is fun.”

Ding-dong!

At that moment, the mana speaker installed on one side of the dorm room broadcasted an announcement.

― Attention, please. Ian Oracle from the Department of Magic’s first year, please come to the student counseling office immediately. Once more, Ian Oracle from the Department of Magic’s first year, please come to the student counseling office immediately.

All three people’s gazes fixed on the speaker.

The announcement ended there.

“If it’s about the student counseling office, could it be that the earlier incident with that bully got reported to the higher-ups?”

Ian stood up without a word.

Whatever it was, he would find out soon enough.

“I’ll be back.”

“Please return alive. We should at least try the experiment, shouldn’t we?”

Ian chuckled lightly and left.

* * *

The student counseling office was located within the main academy building.

Ian entered the place he had visited earlier in the afternoon.

He climbed the stairs and reached the student counseling office. He turned the doorknob.

“Welcome, Ian Oracle.”

Inside, two people were waiting for him.

One was a familiar face—Professor Frost, Ian’s academic advisor.

The other was someone Ian didn’t recognize.

He was a middle-aged man, and his overall impression was sharp and intimidating.

Ian sat in the empty seat across from them.

The unfamiliar man placed his clasped hands on the table and spoke.

“Calling a student at such a late hour is quite unusual, but it seems to be a serious matter which is why you were summoned.”

“It’s alright. If it wouldn’t be impolite, may I ask your name?”

“My name?”

The man frowned but then laughed as if he found it absurd.

“It’s surprising for a noble of the kingdom not to know my name. Somewhat shocking, really.”

Ian understood immediately that this meeting would not be easy.
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“My apologies. As you know, my family is humble and, due to certain circumstances, rarely participates in external activities. While your name is well-known, I have not become familiar with your face. Please forgive me.”

Ian Oracle bowed as low as possible.

He did not know who the man before him was. However, for a noble to fail to recognize a high-ranking aristocrat of the same kingdom was a significant breach of etiquette.

“Well, there’s no need to apologize. I’m not unaware of your family’s situation. It’s just rare for me to meet someone who doesn’t recognize me, so I couldn’t resist mentioning it. Hmm.”

Ian maintained a dignified expression while carefully observing the man.

The answer he needed had not yet been revealed.

Just then, Professor Frost intervened.

“This is Count Cage of the Hilderant Family, who also serves as an advisor to the academy.”

“My respects to you, Count Cage.”

Ian bowed his head once more.

In that fleeting moment, his mind raced.

“Why is such a significant figure sitting in the student counseling room?”

Something seemed amiss.

He had expected a lead professor to appear to listen to him and issue warnings—but this was unexpected.

Ian was well aware of the renowned Hilderant Family, known for its vast land holdings and its kinship with the Royal Family.

Typically, a noble with such a background is adept in either swordsmanship or magic.

However, Count Cage was a classic administrative official.

He lacked talent in swordsmanship and magic but excelled in analyzing and interpreting situations.

His contributions during the “Sorol War” earned him his current standing.

Yet, his true strength lay elsewhere. He had close connections with influential figures, making him a person of substance.


“Should I try to guess what you’re thinking right now? You’re probably wondering why someone like me is here for something seemingly trivial, right?”

“To be honest, yes.”

“We need to reassess the situation. Ian Oracle, you are not a criminal. I’ve come here because there are a few questions I wanted to ask directly, so no need for any misunderstanding.”

Count Cage softened the atmosphere. However, Ian’s expression remained unchanged.

He feared that if he relaxed, the situation might spiral out of control.

“Well, there’s no harm in being cautious.”

Count Cage got straight to the point.

“I heard there was quite a commotion today. Though it was reported directly, it was postponed because His Majesty was attending an event. That’s why I’ve summoned you here now.”

“I am just sorry to have caused you to attend to this matter during the late hour.”

“No need. It’s part of my duty.”

The atmosphere became peculiar.

Ian had not only humbled himself but had emphasized the “late hour”!

If it was a matter that could be delayed, it would make more sense to discuss it during working hours the next day. Why address it late at night?

Interpreted, it implied, “Though this isn’t more important than His Majesty’s presence, it’s not a trivial matter that can be postponed until tomorrow.”

But why?

For now, Ian could foresee nothing.

Cage served as the head of the Hilderant Family. And as far as Ian knew, the Hilderant Family supported the newly crowned Prince Medivh.

“In such a scenario, it is unlikely they would try to bolster Helios. Unless they’ve lost their minds.”

The advice Ian had given Prince Helios earlier was sound, something anyone would regard as correct.

Those who nitpicked such sound advice would likely be officials siding with Prince Helios.


Yet the person interrogating him in this small room was the last person Ian expected.

What on earth could this mean? 

“Ian Oracle, from now on, you must answer my questions truthfully. This is not only an academic regulation but also a command from His Majesty, the King.”

“I shall comply.”

“Why does young Helios from the Department of Martial Arts hold a grudge against you?”

Count Cage referred to the wayward prince in a neutral tone.

Ian raised his tension at that.

“I am not entirely sure of the reason myself. I’ve heard from some classmates, but it’s such an unbelievable matter.”

“What was said?”

“I heard that he despises handsome people. But I just listened and brushed it off. I thought it might be slander.”

Fortunately, the two people opposite him did not laugh or take it as a joke.

Count Cage seemed to be organizing his thoughts for a moment.

“Everyone knows that Helios has a complex about his appearance. However, he has never picked fights with handsome people at royal or official events.”

“Is that so.”

“Is there anything else you can guess?”

There truly wasn’t.

Anyone could testify to this part because Ian had never attended an official noble event.

Not since his parents went missing.

He only faintly remembered being led by his father and mother to a few parties in his childhood.

“There’s nothing. As you know, I am not known in the social circles. I hardly went out, to the point of earning the nickname ‘recluse’. I spent my time reading books, conducting research, or honing magic in the family estate. I think Helios is also seeing me for the first time today.”


“That’s strange.”

Count Cage stroked his beard, his eyes becoming increasingly deep.

‘Is there an underlying story that I don’t know about?’

Come to think of it, Helios’s rampage today was indeed unexpected.

Despising someone because they’re handsome and challenging them to a duel? It didn’t make sense.

‘There’s a missing link in the story. What could it be?’

Silence enveloped the counseling room.

Then Ian subtly suggested.

“Can’t we get the details from Helios himself? If Your Excellency speaks to him, I believe he will give an honest answer.”

“I do not intend to interview young Helios.”

He almost asked why.

The stars of today’s commotion were both Ian and Helios.

According to the academy’s regulations, both should be investigated.

Yet, Count Cage uttered words that surprised Ian.

The situation shifted.

‘So, it wasn’t the incident with Helios that prompted him to summon me!’

Ian came to this conclusion and tightened his focus further.

After contemplating briefly, Count Cage narrowed his eyes.

“What is your relationship with Isera from the second-year Department of Magic?”

“……”

“Why isn’t your answer immediate? Be honest about what you’re contemplating.”

Ian’s tightening of focus had paid off.

He hadn’t anticipated that Isera Hebraim’s name would be mentioned here.

Had he not been prepared, he might have faltered in his words.

Managing not to reply instantly was already a small victory.

“It was an unexpected question, so I was momentarily confused. I apologize. I have no acquaintance with Isera Hebraim. I met her for the first time today. If I must define our relationship, she would be my senior in the Department of Magic.”

“Are you certain it was your first meeting?”

“I swear on my family’s name. It is certain.”

“As you know, it has become a tradition that freshmen from both the Departments of Magic and Martial Arts create a commotion around the induction ceremony. We overlook it because we believe that such battles of pride ultimately serve national interests. It gives pride and responsibility for the path one has chosen. That’s why seniors do not interfere in conflicts between freshmen. It is an unwritten rule.”

Emphasis was placed on the term ‘unwritten rule’.

Count Cage paused for a moment before leaning forward.

From a slightly closer distance, he stared intently at Ian.

“But Lady Isera broke that unwritten rule and intervened. Lady Isera is a prodigy from the Department of Magic. She couldn’t be unaware of the academy’s rules. Do you understand what this means, Ian Oracle?”

It was then that Ian realized why a big figure like Count Cage was personally gathering information on this matter.

‘This isn’t because of Helios. It’s due to senior Isera’s political position.’

Isera’s homeland had been reduced to a tributary state of Sonokin.

In such a context, causing a conflict with the Royal Family could be perceived very sensitively in political terms.

Realizing this, Ian felt both grateful and sorry towards Isera.

With a brain like hers, she surely understood what waves her actions would cause.

After thoroughly considering his response, Ian spoke.

“Your Excellency’s perspectives are entirely correct. Anyone would have found it strange to see Lady Isera intervene and resolve the situation. It is no different from breaking the unwritten rule. However, I cautiously believe this is an exception.”

“If it’s an exception, how so?”

“This issue is not between Helios and me. It’s between Lady Isera and Helios.”

Count Cage furrowed his brow, indicating he did not understand the situation at all.

Ian continued his explanation regardless.

“I’m saying that there is a difference between Lady Isera entering the situation when Helios and I were merely engaging in a battle of wills and intervening just before a duel between Helios and me was established.”

“Hmm… So you’re saying Lady Isera merely picked up the handkerchief Helios threw?”

“Precisely. Since the handkerchief was thrown, it should be viewed as an individual matter, not an academy issue. As far as I know, it’s hard to see Lady Isera as breaking the unwritten rule in this incident.”

“Isn’t it a bit presumptive?”

“It’s just my opinion. The decision is yours, Your Excellency.”

Count Cage once again stroked his beard.

After a long silence passed, he stood up as if to indicate the conversation had concluded.

“Thank you for your earnest cooperation, Ian Oracle.”

“I’m sorry I wasn’t of more help.”

“Not at all. It’s late at night, so go and rest.”

With that, Count Cage left the room first.

Finally, Ian could face his mentor alone.

“I’m sorry for causing a disturbance, Professor.”

“It’s just a yearly ruckus; the only thing that changes are its protagonists.”

“I will be more cautious from now on.”

“How is the potion preparation coming along? You mentioned asking your roommates for help.”

“They have both decided to participate. I’ll introduce them to you when you visit next week.”

“That’s good news, Ian Oracle. Do you have any plans afterward?”

“I plan to return to the dormitory to rest. I need to prepare for potion-making starting tomorrow.”

“Then, if you don’t mind, let’s talk for a moment. Follow me.”

What seemed to be over felt like it was just beginning again.

Setting his curiosity aside, Ian followed Professor Frost out of the consultation room.

* * *

Professor Frost halted in front of a secluded laboratory. Located in the corner of a building and being nighttime, the hallways were deserted.

He unlocked an old lock, opened the door, and stepped inside.

Inside, various experimental apparatuses and research papers lay scattered. It was messy enough to suggest that a clean-up was overdue.

‘That is…’

Even in the clutter, one object caught Ian’s eye.

A device with a small orb protruding from a square frame; a Mana Meter, used by institutions like the Royal Academy for measurement purposes.

The principle was simple: place a hand on the transparent orb and measured magic is displayed shortly after. But being rare, it required a lot of time and money to manufacture.

“As I thought, you were interested in that!”

Professor Frost said with a curious smile.

Ian felt as though his thoughts had been laid bare.

“I’ve heard about your incident with Helios. This raised a question—how capable are you, Ian Oracle, to accept a duel against a skilled swordsman?”

Revealing a provocative thought, Professor Frost reached towards the Mana Meter. 

“I want to verify my conclusion. Would you mind measuring it just once?”
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“What conclusion did he come to?”

Ian stood hesitantly in front of the Mana Meter.

Unexpected events continued to unfold.

He had heard about this during a previous meeting with Professor Frost.

Although he had studied with his father, they were not particularly close.

“But somehow, it feels like the professor knows about the issues with my mana.”

Otherwise, he wouldn’t have been standing in front of the Mana Meter in such an isolated laboratory.

Ian recalled his memories once more.

However, the name Frost was not something he had heard from his father’s lips but was instead a name he first encountered while reading papers on the bookshelf.

“Still, do I have any reason to avoid this?”

Professor Frost had viewed the conflict with Prince Helios from a different angle.

If Count Cage approached it from a political perspective, he was solely focused on himself.

The reason remained unknown.

That said, refusing the measurement here would come across oddly. Above all, this was a situation where Ian couldn’t risk being disfavored by Professor Frost.

“Do I just place my hand on it?”

“Yes. Once you place your hand and channel your mana on it, the meter should respond. Clear your mind as if you’re meditating.”

Ian placed his hand on the meter and closed his eyes.

All mana gathered in the heart.

It was because the body’s energy flow concentrated toward the heart.

According to magical literature, the location for gathering mana had often changed.


In ancient times, there were instances where mana was concentrated in the lower abdomen.

Sometimes, mages didn’t accumulate mana within the body but directly drew on the mana present in the atmosphere.

Currently, all mages concentrate mana in their hearts.

Some called it a trend, others claimed it was efficient.

But there was no absolute answer in magic.

There was a possibility that the way mana was used could change in several hundred or even several thousand years.

Of course, it could happen in the near future.

Woooo!

The orb began to resonate, emitting an uncanny sound.

A brilliant blue light started to fill the orb.

Professor Frost, with his arms crossed, quietly observed the mysterious scene.

At that moment, the orb flickered once.

The change happened right then.

Shiiiiing……

The surge of blue light that had begun to fill the orb suddenly diminished.

For a moment, an unusual light flickered in Professor Frost’s eyes.

“Hmm, just as I thought.”

The blue light that had been shrinking soon vanished entirely within the orb.

Ian opened his eyes at that very moment.

“Is it over?”


“Yes. Check the message below.”

“……”

Ian read the brief text displayed on the indicator.

― Below Average

A sigh escaped Ian’s lips.

It was something he had long expected.

And he had promised himself not to be disappointed, even if he saw it with his own eyes.

But seeing it written down filled him with a sense of emptiness.

Reality was ruthless.

Meanwhile, a smile was on Professor Frost’s lips.

Ian wanted to ask him.

Is this the enjoyment you desired?

“Indeed. My guess was right. Were you really planning to confront Prince Helios in such a state?”

“How did you know?”

“Don’t misunderstand me. I merely wanted to check on your condition. But this conversation might take a while, so I suggest we change locations. What do you think?”

“That’s fine with me.”

Professor Frost reset the Mana Meter and exited the room.

Ian moved with Professor Frost to his office.

For the first time, Professor Frost offered Ian a warm cup of tea.

The steam rising from the tea transformed the atmosphere of the bleak laboratory. It felt cozier than when he first came to see Professor Frost.


“Thank you.”

“What do you think?”

Ian sipped the tea with a smile.

“More than impressions, I’m curious about how you anticipated my condition.”

“You’re impatient.”

“It feels like there’s something I don’t know.”

“It happened a long time ago. More than ten years back.”

“It’s related to my father, isn’t it?”

Professor Frost nodded gently.

“As I said earlier, your father would often boast about your intelligence. However, even more rarely, he would ask strange questions.”

“What kind of questions?”

“Questions about Mana Concentration Disorder. He asked about solutions, though he never mentioned that you were the subject. But I couldn’t help but suspect. Though there was no logical basis, call it intuition. Then, when I heard about the commotion with Prince Helios, I thought it was time to check. If my assumption was correct, your life might be at risk.”

“You’re right. As you’ve seen today, I have issues with mana manifestation.”

“Which circle are you?”

“The first circle.”

The circle refers to the number of condensed mana crystallizations in the heart.

The more circles one possesses, the higher the purity of mana and the greater the power of magic.

High-level magic requires more and purer mana, so without many circles, one cannot perform high-level magic.

Conversely, even when performing low-level magic, those with more circles can wield it with significantly increased power.

In short, a circle is a measure of a mage’s capabilities.

“How many circles did your father have?”

“He was in the fourth circle. He wasn’t interested in increasing his circles. He was more focused on the combination and application of magic.”

“You don’t have to defend him. I’m a theoretical mage myself. I know well that the number of circles is insignificant in our world.”

“I apologize.”

“I understand if it’s a family matter to you. Even so, the first circle is insufficient, no matter how extraordinary you may be.”

“I haven’t just sat idly wasting time, either.”

“What have you been doing to improve?”

“Since my parents disappeared, I’ve been striving to accumulate circles. But I couldn’t surpass the first circle.”

“I see.”

Professor Frost fell into contemplation. After a moment, he spoke softly.

“Soon, there will be a mana measurement for the students in the Department of Magic. Are you aware?”

“I am.”

“You’ve managed to capture the attention of the Department of Magic students by opposing Prince Helios. Many students are already talking about you. A rematch might be inevitable. Though Count Cage is investigating, things will be quiet for a while…”

Ian had already heard this from Milo.

Professor Frost took a moment to caress his tea cup. Ian, risking being impolite, stared intently at the professor’s face.

“Great mages possess magnificent mana. However, having magnificent mana is not a fundamental requirement to become a great mage. History has already proven this to be true. That’s the irony of magic.”

Professor Frost began his discourse.

He wouldn’t waste time in the late night hours offering needless lectures.

Ian maximized his concentration.

“And because that contradiction cannot be resolved, magic constantly evokes mystery and reverence in people. Lacking mana is nothing to be ashamed of. Yet sometimes it can be a source of embarrassment, for example, in academy life.”

“I will willingly participate in the mana measurement. I’m prepared to endure some criticism and ridicule. I will also conclude the matter with Helios. I will not back down.”

Professor Frost narrowed his eyes as he stared intently at Ian’s eyes.

“Do you like philosophy?”

“I do, although my insight is limited.”

“Let me ask you a simple question. Do you think the future is predetermined, or do you think it’s not?”

It was a question Ian had pondered over multiple times.

His thoughts on it varied each time. However, now that he had entered the academy, he felt he had finally found a clear answer.

“I believe the future is something to be forged.”

“Indeed. In that case, you don’t necessarily have to adhere to the Department of Theoretical Magic. The preliminary desire for the Department of Theoretical Magic is a conclusion based on your current situation.”

“To be honest, yes.”

“Are you eager to become stronger?”

“It’s more of an inner thirst, rather than greed. It’s a sense of thirst.”

Professor Frost listened with a grateful patience, allowing Ian to reveal more of his true feelings.

“My father always emphasized that one didn’t need immense mana to become a great mage. However, if there is a thirst within me, I believe it should be quenched. Recently, this thirst pertained to mana. I wish to move in a direction where I can grow my mana.”

“Mana Concentration Disorder is a very rare case, but it’s not an unprecedented symptom. It has been recorded occasionally over the years. Of course, if you are the head of the Oracle Family, I suppose you have perused most of the literature. However, the academy’s great library holds even more books. You can even access preserved ancient texts if necessary. This means your future can change according to your efforts. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“I will take on the challenge.”

“Your courage is commendable, Ian Oracle. In that case, let me offer you a piece of advice.”

Advice?

Could it solve the problem of Mana Concentration Disorder? Ian’s eyes sparkled with hope.

“You assume that if you measure your mana, your peers will mock you, right?”

“Yes.”

“That is your prejudice and preconceived notion. If we delve further, it’s also a form of inferiority complex.”

His mind felt hazy.

Prejudice and preconceived notion?

Even an inferiority complex?

“It is a very statistically significant concern commonly found among the heirs of prestigious families. The Oracle Family is renowned for theoretical magic. However, you worried that you might not meet those expectations due to congenital problems, and as time passed, your thoughts solidified. Hence, you arrived at the conclusion of ridicule. It’s not your problem but a mirage created by your circumstances.”

“… In the Department of Magic, possessing weak mana equates to being ignored. It’s similar to having lackluster swordsmanship in the Department of Martial Arts. Are you saying that’s not the case?”

“No.”

Professor Frost concluded so simply that Ian was left speechless.

“Did you not feel anything during the magic measurement earlier?”

“Well, no.”

“Empty your mind as if you were meditating. Conversely, if you don’t empty your mind as if in meditation, an accurate measurement won’t emerge.”

Ian’s eyes widened.

“Are you saying one can manipulate the test results at will?”

“Of course.”

“But that’s…”

“There’s no need to worry about violating school rules. The measurement of mana is merely a ceremonial event to gauge the students’ abilities. Even if one hides their strength, there will be no punishment.”

This was something Ian had never considered.

To think he could overcome the Mana Concentration Disorder in such a way.

The issues he had pondered over for years suddenly seemed insignificant.

‘Is that why the professor suggested measuring my mana, to provide me with certainty?’

Ian’s mind raced.

Stand confidently in front of the Mana Meter and proceed with the measurement. Then, when the results are announced, turn away calmly without showing surprise.

People will murmur.

The result might be ‘Below Average’—a rarity in the magical faculty.

‘Facial control is important. I mustn’t cower.’

Return to the seat with a confident expression. If someone asks about his magic, simply brush it off with a smile.

Then, students will believe he is hiding his strength.

‘It seems worth trying.’

He reached a conclusion.

There was no loss anyway. The façade of hiding strength could one day become advantageous. After all, ‘bluffing’ is the best strategy to pressure an opponent holding a strong hand.

“I will engrain the professor’s advice in my heart.”
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Early in the morning, the sound of a carriage echoed through the quiet areas surrounding the Oracle Family mansion in the royal capital.

Dorothy, who had been tending to the flowers in the garden, quickly lifted her head.

“Oh? Could we have a guest?”

“Perhaps.”

“What if it’s that nasty man who came before?”

Even though she hadn’t met him personally, Dorothy was among those who had witnessed the viciousness of Felix.

Wilson shook his head with a smile.

“It might be good news.”

“I envy your optimism, father. Though it’s not like anyone would do the laundry for us because of it.”

“Laundry is a sacred task, you know. Is it that you don’t want to do the maid’s work?”

“It’s not that. Just saying.”

Dorothy wasn’t Wilson’s biological daughter, but she had grown accustomed to calling him “Father” now.

She was a war orphan.

Wilson, who had embarked on a distant expedition with the late head of the family, Lefevre, unexpectedly encountered Dorothy while camping.

At that time, large and small wars were rampant across the continent.

Encountering refugees wandering forests or wastelands was not an uncommon occurrence.

Wilson couldn’t bring himself to leave behind the little girl he found, her body covered in dirt and clutching a wilted flower while she cried.

He brought her to the campsite and expressed his desire to adopt her as his own child. Ian’s father, Lefevre, readily agreed to his request.

Since then, Dorothy had joined the Oracle Family, growing up alongside Ian, and eventually took on household chores when she came of age.

The reason Wilson and Dorothy remained at the mansion even as the Oracle Family began to decline was exactly this bond.


To Ian, these two were more like family than mere servants.

“Thinking positively helps everything turn out well, my child.”

“And if something bad happens despite positive thinking?”

“Then we just hope for something better.”

“Ah, you’re incorrigible! It looks like the carriage is about to come in. I’ll go open the gate.”

“I’ll do it.”

Wilson dusted his hands, donned white gloves, and opened the main gate. The carriage crossed the narrow garden and entered.

Soon, the door opened, and Ian appeared.

Wilson and Dorothy were taken aback.

“Master!”

“Wilson. You were out here?”

Ian alighted from the carriage.

He was wearing a cloak and holding a staff provided by the academy. Seeing him, Wilson’s expression was filled with awe.

“You look… you look truly magnificent, Master. It suits you so well!”

“Really?”

“Of course. I’m sure the head of the family would have been overjoyed to see this moment.”

“Tearing up?”

Wiping his eyes with a hand, Wilson smiled brightly.

“It’s embarrassing, but seeing you safely enter the academy was my greatest wish.”

“Such a simple wish.”


Even as he said this, Ian felt a warmth in his heart. Dorothy interjected at this moment.

“Young Master! What brings you here? You only just entered the academy yesterday.”

“Should I leave again?”

“N-no! I’m just surprised and glad to see you.”

Ian chuckled. Dorothy puffed her cheeks, feeling teased.

“It’s nothing much. I needed to pick up some books.”

“Master, if you need books, you should have instructed me.”

“There were some other matters I had to take care of as well. I’ll be leaving shortly.”

“Next time, please notify us in advance.”

“I’ll handle it my way.”

The only servants residing at the Oracle Family mansion were Wilson and Dorothy.

During the time Lefèvre led the family, there were quite a few servants. But now, only these two remained.

Therefore, he preferred not to assign errands to them if possible, as managing the mansion alone was already overwhelming.

Ian entered the mansion.

He went directly to the family library and picked up his research notes.

Despite being a space filled with various books, Ian remembered exactly where each one was located.

‘Milo and Edel should have left the academy by now, right?’

Both Milo and Edel applied for leave to go outside together to prepare for the task Ian had asked them.

Normally, it took about a month after admission to receive permission for such leave, but Professor Frost had already pulled some strings with the relevant department.

The staff in charge showed curiosity, mentioning that such occurrences were quite rare.


‘I’d like to stay a bit longer while I’m here.’

Ian put the research notes into his bag and immediately stood up.

He then encountered Wilson, who was about to enter the library.

“Master. I will prepare the meal shortly. Please wait a moment.”

“I told you I have to leave right away.”

“Then how about a cup of tea?”

He seemed eager to hear about the academy. Ian smiled and patted Wilson on the shoulder.

“I’ll make time to visit later. Please relay my regards to Dorothy.”

“Understood, Master.”

“Nothing major happened at the mansion while I was away, right?”

“Nothing at all.”

Nodding, Ian immediately got into the carriage and moved to his next destination.

* * *

The place Ian entered was a general store located in the city center.

Various tools were lined up, and there were many people browsing as well. It was quite a large place.

Although Ian had tightly pulled his hood down, people knew he was a student from the academy and made way for him.

Some looked at him with curious eyes.

Most academy students were nobles.

Unless someone like Edel, who had a special case, enrolled, it was usually the offspring of noble families who attended. Hence, they were subjects of reverence.

“Which family’s Young Master might he be?”

“He seems to be a mage.”

“He looks great! Should I try talking to him?”

Ian shut his ears to the whispers and walked towards the counter.

“What brings you here today?”

The clerk asked, and Ian, still covering his face, replied.

“I’m here to meet Mr. Frederick. Is he present?”

“Where have you come from?”

“From the Oracle Family.”

“Please wait for a moment.”

The clerk went inside and then returned with a middle-aged man.

The man had thinning white hair but a well-built physique that suggested he might have been quite strong in his youth.

As the man stared intently at Ian, he flinched in surprise before smiling warmly.

“Could it be… Young Master Ian?”

“I see you recognize me. It’s been a while, Mr. Frederick.”

“Oh, my goodness!”

At that, Ian removed his hood.

Though his appearance had changed slightly, his intelligent eyes remained the same.

Frederick could recall the image of Ian from long ago.

“You are just the same, Young Master. Oh dear, excuse me! Surely, do come inside. Though modest, may I offer you some tea?”

“Sorry for dropping by so suddenly. You must be busy.”

“Not at all, not at all. You’ve come at a perfect time! Haha.”

Frederick guided Ian to an inner room. It was a makeshift office but was neatly organized.

Frederick hastily prepared some refreshments.

“Anticipating such a day, I’ve prepared good tea. Please, have some.”

“Anything would have sufficed.”

“Please, don’t refuse.”

Ian took a sip of the tea. It had a refreshing aroma and was quite pleasing.

Suddenly, a question popped into his mind.

‘How long has it been since I last met Mr. Fredrick?’

It seemed it had been so long that he could no longer count on one hand.

He had only met him a few times in his father’s laboratory during his childhood.

‘But is this how he welcomes me?’

Fredrick used to supply equipment to Baron Lefevre’s laboratory.

Although he came from a common background, he had quite a knack for it.

Eventually, he became an assistant and helped with the research.

He mainly worked on improving the efficiency of devices used in experiments.

‘And after my father disappeared, there was no news from him.’

Like most connections with the Oracle Family, their relationship naturally faded away.

Afterward, rumors circulated that Fredrick stumbled upon a large sum of money and opened this shop.

Though he was said to have traveled to various places doing business, the specifics were unknown to anyone.

His Father and Fredrick had maintained a good relationship.

Their images had been vividly imprinted in his mind as they worked passionately together in the lab.

‘Wouldn’t it have been natural for him to visit at least once or twice? But Mr. Fredrick didn’t even send a letter.’

If the people from the Hamel Trading Company hadn’t suddenly come by a few days ago to demand debt relief, there would have been no reason to remember him or to come all the way here.

‘The debt was for research funding. So, there’s a possibility that Mr. Fredrick might know about it.’

The problem was that he didn’t know how deeply Fredrick had been involved in his father’s research.

Fredrick was a technician, not an accountant.

‘But I must knock on the door and find out.’

Putting aside the doubts for a moment, Ian kept a calm expression.

“How have you been all this time?”

“I’ve been quietly residing at the mansion. And now I am enrolled to the Royal Academy.”

“Congratulations! You’re finally stepping out into the world.”

“I couldn’t delay any longer.”

“People may have forgotten the Oracle Family, but I never doubted that you would revive it. This is just the beginning.”

Ian nodded with a smile and gestured around with his hand.

“By the way, you own a wonderful store. I’ve heard a bit about it.”

“Oh, I was lucky. Over the years, I wandered around the capital, gathering funds. Owning a shop was my dream.”

Fredrick spoke humbly. Ian sipped his tea and listened attentively.

“So, I didn’t have time to keep up with anything else. I should have kept in touch with you from time to time… I’m sorry for that.”

Fredrick bowed deeply.

Ian waved his hands, urging him to stand straight.

“Please, don’t do that. Otherwise, I’ll feel guilty. I am very pleased to see you doing well.”

“My Lord… Oh, now I should address you as Baron, right? What brings you here? You must be quite busy after enrolling at the academy. Is there anything you need?”

Fredrick asked cautiously. Ian set down his teacup and chuckled sheepishly.

“I need potion containers. I was just going to look around, but I thought of you and decided to ask if you were in.”

“Well, then you’ve come to the right place. Would you like to see a few?”

“Sounds good.”

While Fredrick stepped away momentarily, Ian glanced around slowly.

At one side, he saw the emblems of trade companies that supplied goods to the shop.

“It seems Hamel Trading Company also supplies goods here.”

The emblem of Hamel Trading Company was placed in the most prominent spot, suggesting it was the main supplier for this shop.

Ian’s intuition began to lean in a certain direction.

‘I hope my assumptions are wrong.’

At that moment, Fredrick returned, holding a wooden tray. Five containers were placed upside down on the tray.

“These are the potion containers we handle at our store.”

“They all look similar. Do you have any recommendations?”

“Well, recently, those designed to be lightweight for portability are popular, like this one.”

Fredrick picked up a container and handed it to Ian. It was a small container that fit in one hand, surprisingly light yet sturdy.

Ian examined the container carefully, turning it over several times.

“It has good storage and excellent durability. It’s known for not breaking easily.”

“It seems nice. How much for one?”

“5,000 shillings.”

“That’s the retail price, right? How much is the wholesale rate?”

“Well… before that, may I ask how many you need?”

“For now, around a thousand?”
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“A thousand pieces?”

Frederick was taken aback. A thousand were enough to supply a fairly large potion workshop.

Moreover, Ian was currently an academy student.

No matter how he thought about it, there seemed to be no place requiring a thousand potion containers.

Above all, Frederick was well-informed about the rumors in the capital.

He had never heard of Ian setting up a potion workshop.

“Why are you so surprised? It doesn’t seem like that many.”

“A thousand is indeed a significant quantity. There are hardly any workshops in the capital dealing in such numbers.”

“I see.”

“Are you preparing for some kind of business?”

Frederick asked seriously. However, Ian shook his head.

“These are just for personal use. If things go well, I might order even more than a thousand. Perhaps I’ll need other items by that time.”

“From my perspective, I can only hope that your endeavors go well.”

Ian merely smiled.

However, Frederick couldn’t make a decision easily. He mentally weighed his options for a moment.

Getting involved with the Oracle Family wasn’t desirable.

There were already rumors that the family had accumulated a massive debt.

Ian had the same thought.

‘If I were in Frederick’s position, making a transaction wouldn’t be a good choice. The Hamel Trading Company is awaiting repayment, after all. People would surely notice.’

However, Ian’s ultimate goal wasn’t merely to purchase potion containers at a cheap price. He wanted to see what choice Frederick would make.


‘If he manage to strike a deal even in this situation, it must mean there’s something behind it. That will serve as a clue. A clue that could unravel the secret hidden behind my father’s debts.’

Though it would still be difficult to prove whether his father’s signature was forged or the documents manipulated.

Still, having even a slight direction was vastly different from having none at all.

Just like how a compass is useful when lost.

Ian sought a clue that could serve as his compass.

Meanwhile, Frederick’s mind was in turmoil.

It was such an unexpected meeting, and Ian’s demeanor was far different from what he had anticipated, he failed to notice there might be an ulterior motive.

“Very well! If it’s a thousand, I can give you a discount of about 30%. I’ll price each at 3,500 shillings. How does that sound?”

“3,500 shillings, hmm…”

Ian’s act was impeccable.

At that moment, he appeared like a young noble concerned about unit costs.

Exactly the kind of individual an experienced merchant might prey upon.

“There are many general stores in the capital. I assume I won’t have to run around comparing prices?”

He implied whether he could trust him. Frederick revealed a broad grin, flashing his teeth.

“Of course. You are no ordinary gentleman after all, but the head of the Oracle Family. Meeting your needs should not be an issue.”

“Good. I’ll start with just ten. If they’re satisfactory, I’ll place a large order.”

“Understood. Let me prepare that right away. Please hold on for a moment.”

After a short while, Frederick prepared ten well-packaged potion containers. When Ian reached for his money, Frederick waved it off.

“No! Please just take them. Consider it a gift for the Young Master after such a long time.”

“No, please, accept it.”


“When I used to work under Baron Lefevre, I received a lot of assistance. I’m only able to repay it now, but alas, the Baron is no longer with us.”

So, he simply wished for Ian to take them.

Despite the sincere gesture, Ian did not stop. Soon, 50,000 shillings rested on the table.

In this atmosphere, he should have pocketed his money pouch back inside.

Yet, Ian quietly took out the money and placed it on the table.

For a moment, Frederick’s expression changed subtly. Ian did not overlook this change.

“Mr. Frederick.”

“Yes?”

“In truth, I don’t know much about you. I heard about you through my father. He said you are diligent, sincere, and exceptionally talented. It seems he was right, judging by your warm reception after such a long time.”

“Ha ha ha… It was a sudden meeting, but I’m delighted to see a familiar face.”

Ian gathered the potion containers and stood up. However, his words were not yet over.

“You’ve heard about our family, haven’t you?”

“What story are you referring to?”

Frederick, who stood up alongside him, responded like he knew nothing. Ian suspected this might just be the merchant’s poker face.

“I mean the story that my father borrowed money from the Hamel Trading Company under the pretense of research funds.”

“What? That’s… This is the first I’ve heard of it.”

“Is that so?”

“I also trade frequently with the Hamel Trading Company, but this is the first time I’ve heard such a story.”

There was no need to hide information concerning the debt. On the contrary, it was advantageous for Ian to make it public.

“Strange. If such a matter were true, rumors should have spread long ago…”


“A few days ago, someone from the company came by. They claimed there was a debt to be repaid.”

“Oh dear, that must have been shocking for you.”

“Well, more than being shocked, I was angry. It felt like someone was playing tricks on us.”

For a moment, a blue light flickered in Ian’s eyes, sending a chill down Frederick’s spine.

It seemed like a storm might erupt from Ian’s gaze at any moment.

But it was brief.

Ian smiled faintly.

“As you know, my father was not someone who borrowed from others. He diligently continued his research even under difficult circumstances.”

“Yes, that’s how I remember him. Even when the operational costs of the lab were high, he always ensured he paid wages on time.”

Ian had been waiting for this comment.

“Frederick, do you also think my father borrowed money from the Hamel Trading Company?”

The need for potion containers was merely a superficial reason.

Ian wanted to inquire about Frederick, one of the people connected to his father’s past.

“Well, I’m not in charge of accounting, so I’m not sure. Lord Ian, have you seen any promissory notes or contracts?”

“I have seen them.”

“Then it must be true that the money was borrowed. Especially considering it’s not a small company but the Hamel Trading Company, the documents should be precise. It’s just a cautious assumption, but perhaps Baron Lefevre had some unspeakable circumstances at the time?”

“That might be the case.”

“Even if it’s a massive debt, if you repay it steadily, it will be resolved soon. You have the capability, my lord. If you ever need help, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Did I ever mention that the family’s debt was massive?”

The moment the baited hook trembled ever so slightly.

Frederick, who had been momentarily shaken, waved his hands.

“No, that’s not what I meant. It was just a metaphor… assuming the debt must be significant…”

“Even in tens of thousands, or hundreds of thousands, it’s a considerable debt to me.”

“Oh, my apologies.”

From that response, Ian reached a conclusion.

‘He knows.’

The primary objective was achieved.

Ian walked past Frederick and headed towards the entrance of the office where they had been alone.

Before leaving, Ian turned back.

“I’ll contact you if things go well. I would appreciate your support then, too.”

“Ah, yes. Take care, my lord.”

Frederick bowed, and Ian stepped out.

“……”

Left alone, Frederick couldn’t take his eyes off the entrance for some time.

When he regained his composure, he opened a drawer and pulled out a cigarette. Lighting it, he took a puff.

“Damn it.”

Frederick frowned. Crushing the cigarette to extinguish it, he abruptly stood up and grabbed his coat.

“I’ll be late today. Close the shop and leave first.”

“Yes, Master.”

Frederick began walking in the opposite direction of where Ian disappeared.

* * *

Returning to the academy, Ian promptly headed back to the dormitory.

Along the way, he ran into a few freshmen from the Department of Magic.

After the induction ceremony, students were given a few days to orient themselves.

They wandered around campus, familiarizing themselves with the geography and culture while preparing for tests.

“Is the mana measurement preparation going well?”

“We’re looking forward to it, Ian Oracle!”

“Show us what you’ve got!”

His peers expressed nothing but anticipation.

Of course, Ian simply smiled without responding. Bluffing had already begun.

Once the orientation period ended, students in the Department of Magic would undergo a mana measurement test.

The results of the tests would be made public to everyone.

It was a way to incite competitiveness.

The person who measured the highest was treated as a hero and, at the same time, became the target of everyone’s scrutiny.

Until graduation, there would be constant competition to reclaim that spot.

Ian, pulling his hood deeper over his head, entered the dormitory.

“You’re here earlier than I thought.”

Milo was already there.

He was assembling the experimental equipment according to the plans Ian had left him.

Judging by the sweat on his brow, it seemed he had been engrossed in his work.

“You’re the one who surprised me. I thought you’d stagger back drunk.”

“If I got disciplined for that, I’d be kicked out of the family. I fought hard to get into the Department of Magic. I need to keep myself in check for a while.”

Ian went to one side and lined up potion containers.

Then, standing next to Milo, he checked the equipment.

“How’s the setup?”

“I’ve gathered all the parts as you asked, but I have no idea what this thing is for. Maybe I should have studied a bit more alchemy?”

“Just work hard on this. It’ll be good learning.”

“Confident, aren’t you?”

“I brought my father’s research notes from home. I’ll show them to you later.”

Milo showed interest.

“Wait, your father’s research notes? Is it okay to just show them around?”

“Knowledge has value only when it’s shared.”

“Wow, you should be the professor!”

At that moment, the door opened, and Edel entered.

He was carrying a bag made of straw, looking every bit like a herbalist.

“I’m back.”

“Oh~ do I hear forty thousand shillings jingling?”

“That’s right.”

Ian and Milo made a good team.

A shadow crossed Edel’s expression. An extra ten thousand shillings had been added when he wasn’t paying attention.

“That’s not fair. I worked hard to gather those herbs…”

“What hard work? You got there comfortably by cart.”

“My parents thought I’d been expelled and were really worried.”

That was understandable. Nobles worried about their children’s rankings, while commoners worried about graduating safely.

“It’s because you have the wrong roommate. What a hassle already before the semester starts. Others are busy taking elixirs and preparing for the magic power measurement.”

Despite his words, Milo seemed to be enjoying it. Edel didn’t appear too displeased either.

“Can I have a look at the herbs?”

“Yeah, just a moment.”

Edel first spread a clean cloth on the lab bench. Then, he carefully started transferring the herbs, one by one.

The ingredients for a low-grade healing potion were common.

They could easily be found in the hills or fields. They weren’t particularly difficult to cultivate.

Yet Ian could tell from Edel’s careful demeanor that his family came from a proper lineage of healers.

‘Skilled healers never handle ingredients without care.’

Edel seemed to have internalized his father’s teachings.

Soon, all the herbs were laid out.

Since they weren’t making a large quantity, the ingredients were abundant. In total, five types of ingredients were gathered.

Ian bowed his head, examining them closely.

Edel, who had been watching breathlessly, asked carefully.

“How is it?”

“It’s fine. These would be considered premium. You brought excellent herbs.”

“There are times when he’s too strict. He prioritizes the medicine patients take most highly.”

Nodding, Ian took out a money pouch.

“How much should I give you?”

“Oh, it’s okay! My father just gave them to me, telling me to bring them along.”

“We should still settle accounts properly. I feel bad enough for asking.”

“If you really feel bad, could you… reduce my debt?”

Ian coolly nodded, and Milo didn’t seem to mind.

Thanks to being in debt, Edel felt much more comfortable than when they first met. That was already a significant accomplishment.

“Ta-da! Ladies and gentlemen! Oh right, there’s no lady. Anyway, it’s finally done!”

Milo wiped his sweat-drenched forehead.

The experimental device stood impressively on the lab bench. Ian and Edel moved over to it.

“So, what are you planning to do with this device?”

“Boil water.”

“Boil water?”
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It was an unexpected answer.

Milo, who had assembled the device, thought it was meant for brewing potion solutions or cooking herbs. After all, there was a lamp for heating.

No matter how much Milo appeared to be on the physical side, that was only on the surface.

He was also a mage who enjoyed pondering.

“Hmm. No matter how much I think about it, I can’t figure it out. Boiling water instead of a potion solution? Just plain water?”

“Yes, just water.”

“What’s it for? Wouldn’t that negatively affect the ingredients?”

“Boiling water is new to me too. I’ve often heard of adding herbs and decocting.”

Edel’s words gave Milo some assurance. After all, he was the son of a healer.

However, Ian only smiled leisurely.

As the two stared at him, prodding for an answer, Ian finally opened his mouth.

“Have you heard of the Distillation Theory?”

“Distillation Theory? What’s that?”

When Milo looked at Edel, he shook his head, indicating he didn’t know.

“It’s one of those lesser-known hypotheses. It’s a viewpoint of a minority group of scholars in the southern region, but it hasn’t been concretely proven yet. Let’s talk about salt for a moment, shall we?”

“Salt, out of the blue?”

“Yes, salt. Where does salt come from?”

“Where else would it come from? It comes from salt pans.”

This time, Ian asked Edel.

“Do you know how salt is obtained from salt pans?”


“I think I’ve heard that if you dry seawater, you get salt…”

“In reality, the process is a bit more complex, but essentially, when seawater evaporates, salt remains. So where does the seawater that held the salt go?”

“It must have dried up and disappeared somewhere, right?”

“Isn’t it strange? Seawater looks clear and transparent, with no visible salt. Yet, when you dry or boil it, salt is left behind.”

Milo mumbled, questioning what he had taken for granted.

“That’s because salt is dissolved in seawater. If you evaporate the water away, the salt remains. Isn’t that obvious?”

“Salt isn’t the only thing that can dissolve in water. Various substances dissolve well in water. The reason water is used in many magical experiments is because it’s easy to obtain and has excellent dissolving power.”

“Dissolving power… Huh?”

Edel hadn’t quite grasped the concept yet, but Milo seemed to have gotten a hint of something.

“Are you saying that the water we usually drink also has something dissolved in it?”

Ian snapped his fingers, pointing at Milo.

“That’s the essence of the Distillation Theory. All water contains trace amounts of impurities. The actual hypothesis is more complex, but it’s enough to understand that.”

“So that’s why you mentioned seawater! But it’s still strange, isn’t it? When we dry or boil the water we drink, nothing’s left behind. According to you, something should remain like salt.”

“What if the amounts are so small they’re not easily visible?”

Ian picked up a flask and filled it with some well water he had prepared in advance. Then, he gave it a little shake in front of his two roommates.

“And what if those trace impurities affect potion-making?”

“Hmm.”

The two fell into deep thought.

Ian felt pleased.

They hadn’t dismissed it as nonsense, which meant these two were willing to experiment together.


“Let’s summarize again. You’re saying that all water has impurities mixed in, and by evaporating it, we can obtain pure water, right?”

“Exactly. The device you built is for that experiment. The basic principle is to boil the water, cool the steam to condense it back into liquid. It’s simple once you know the principle; complex if you don’t.”

“Wow, I’ve built something extraordinary…”

Milo seemed to grasp the basic principle.

In truth, the distillation device had been further refined by Ian, making it even more precise than what was noted in research diaries.

Ian prepared for the next step.

“Want me to show you something interesting?”

“What is it?”

Ian brought over a large tank placed on one side.

He poured the remaining well water into it entirely.

Splash!

Ian moved the tank, positioning one end towards Milo and the other end towards himself.

“Put your hand in the tank.”

“Something doesn’t feel right.”

“Don’t worry. Haven’t you been deceived before?”

Milo, with a skeptical look, discreetly reached in. Ian Oracle immediately formed a magical rune with one hand.

Buzz!

The mana at his fingertips transformed into a blue current.

Milo flinched, his eyes widening, but Ian thrust his hand, charged with electrical magic, into the water tank.

Naturally, the result was as clear as day.


Zap!

“Argh!”

Thud!

Milo ended up on his backside, having lost his balance trying to pull his hand out quickly.

“Are you crazy? Why would you use electrical magic in water?”

“Stop the theatrics!”

Ian responded, extending a hand. Milo continued grumbling, but took Ian’s hand and got up.

“Isn’t it common knowledge that electrical magic works in water?”

“It’s basic in magical war. There’s a famous story about forcing enemies into water and frying them with electrical magic.”

“Wow. Really?”

Edel, surprised, perked up at this. Milo rubbed his aching hand while explaining.

“It’s a well-known tale from ancient war history. Since then, infantry have worn robes that defend against electrical magic before entering water, or they just don’t go in at all.”

“The Vinettia Family lives up to its name. But you’ve missed something.”

“What did I miss?”

“Edel’s debt has increased. ‘Really?’ What was that, Edel? You’ve just added 10,000 shillings.”

Edel’s mistake was due to his surprise over the electrical magic. His shoulders slumped. Only then did Milo start to laugh.

“Ian, you cruel rascal! I like you. But what’s funny here? Surely it’s not me falling backward.”

“It’s an application of distillation theory. Water obtained through a distillation apparatus is less conductive to electrical magic.”

“What?”

“They call it distilled water, according to a minority of scholars.”

Everyone directed their attention to the distillation apparatus.

Ian packed up his research notes and bag as he continued.

“I’m going to the library for a bit. If you’re curious, make some distilled water in the meantime and experiment. According to the hypothesis, the purer the distilled water, the less effective electrical magic is.”

“Oh, should we try it?”

Edel nodded, his curiosity aroused.

Milo, also intrigued, filled the distillation apparatus with water and lit the flame.

Ian put on his glasses and left the dormitory.

* * *

The Great Library of the Royal Academy was truly a monumental sight. Ian took in the view of the building before ascending the stairs.

The marble steps and columns, along with the massive roof overhead, instilled a sense of reverence akin to that of an ancient temple. At the same time, it felt as if he were gazing up at the ceiling of the world.

‘It’s too big to take in with a single glance. If I’m not careful, I might get lost.’

He found it difficult to hide his amazement.

This moment was a confirmation of the grandeur he’d only heard of in tales.

This place housed all the knowledge and experience of the Kingdom of Sonokin. There’s a saying that if something isn’t known here, it’s not real knowledge.

‘I’ll find the clues I need here.’

Ian decided to become stronger. He had promised Professor Frost as well.

It was true that the professor’s advice had helped alleviate some mental burden.

The prospect of measuring his mana no longer worried him as much.

However, his advice was temporary.

To solve the core issue, Ian needed to put in his own effort.

‘To hide my strength, I need to be strong. It’s nonsense to hide power if you’re not strong.’

During his time at the academy, Ian was certain that the time would come when he’d face situations requiring him to reveal his strength.

Academy students are basically apprentices to the kingdom’s officials. When an incident occurs, they are summoned as assistants.

Just as students of the Department of Martial Arts are dispatched to battles as apprentice knights, students of the Department of Magic are often sent to various fact-finding and explorations.

Naturally, these students could face dangers equal to those in wartime scenarios.

‘In those situations, the only thing protecting me will be my own strength.’

For this reason, Ian planned to visit the Great Library daily to search for information. For the short term, it was to stand up against Prince Helios, and for the long term, it was to forge his own future.

‘I will accomplish this!’

Ian, having composed himself, ascended the stairs and entered inside.

A special device traversing the broad gate was visible.

Also, the knights standing guard were in sight.

They stared straight ahead, but they monitored Ian’s every move vigilantly.

Ian, standing at the gate, placed his hand on the orb beside him.

Beep!

Successfully proving his identity as a student, Ian stepped in without trouble.

Momentarily, the knights cast sharp glances at Ian. Although he could have flinched, Ian walked on nonchalantly.

Soon, a vast lobby unfolded before him.

Ian stopped in front of the directory and read the letters.

‘Magic-related books are this way, huh.’

With his direction set, Ian began to walk down the wide, long corridor. Small spaces lined up as if branches were sprouting from a tree.

‘They’ve sectioned it according to themes.’

Ian showed interest in the ancient magic section. Confirming its location again on the directory, Ian proceeded.

Along the way, he encountered a few students.

All were seniors.

None of them carried a wand like Ian’s.

‘By now, everyone is probably busy preparing for mana measurement by consuming elixirs, so no one would come to the library.’

Acquiring elixirs from the Oracle Family was quite burdensome.

In reality, they hadn’t been particularly effective.

He had consumed them a few times when he was young, but there was no change in his mana.

Consequently, the seniors looked at Ian with suspicion in their eyes.

Ian pushed past those biased gazes and continued walking.

After quite a walk, the ancient magic section came into view.

There’s someone sitting alone, reading a book. The person remained motionless, fixed on the book.

‘Wearing a hood in the library? Quite peculiar.’

Usually, people take off their hoods to read, as it obstructs their view.

As Ian approached, he noticed a few golden strands of hair peeking out from the hood.

Suddenly, a memory from a few days ago flashed through his mind.

‘Could it be Senior Isera?’

The build and the aura she exuded were unmistakably hers.

‘Come to think of it, I haven’t properly greeted her.’

Joining the seniors required time. Ian approached to speak with her.

“Senior.”

No response came. Her fair, delicate hand merely flipped the page indifferently.

“Thank you for helping me the other day. Thanks to you, I avoided causing a scene.”

Isera continued reading, unfazed.

It was Ian who felt more awkward.

Was she suggesting he had no business there?

Ian bowed slightly and walked towards the bookshelves filled with books.

“Ian Oracle.”

A voice he hadn’t expected rang out.

He paused and turned. Isera still didn’t lift her eyes from the book.

“You came to the academy to hone your magic, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did.”

“There are very few who enroll to actually learn something. So, try not to stand out too much.”

“I understand. Thank you for the advice.”

He realized why Isera chose to obscure herself with a hood and why she opted for a theoretical path despite her notable abilities.

He recalled the image of Lord Cage from not too long ago.

Isera was undoubtedly under the kingdom’s watch.

Sensing something, Isera glanced back.

Ian was standing exactly where he was. A glint appeared briefly in Isera’s eyes before it vanished.

“You’re hiding your strength, aren’t you, senior?”

“Why do you think so?”

“It’s not a logical deduction. Just a feeling. I’ve seen enough since I was young.”

“If you couldn’t sense even that, it might be tough surviving at the academy.”

Isera turned away again. The conversation ended there.

“I’ll greet you again next time.”

Bowing respectfully, Ian turned and proceeded into the library filled with books.
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This place holds documents and materials related to ancient magic.

To be precise, it stored books that documented magic and various magical phenomena handled by ancient people.

‘There were supposedly many types of magic in ancient times. Even Professor Frost recommended ancient script.’

According to mythology, ancient mages were said to possess truly diverse abilities.

The places they stored mana circles differed, and classes weren’t strictly divided as they are now, the books recorded.

Additionally, magical machinery, communication devices, and modes of transport reached incredible advancements.

Some myths even recounted expeditions from the earth to the sky, exploring the worlds of light and darkness.

It was literally the golden age of magic.

‘While not all myths are believable, they could at least offer some hints.’

Ian Oracle adjusted his glasses and began looking for books.

The shelves were filled with books that seemed quite old.

Some lacked titles, but Ian tried to think of an efficient way to review the books.

‘It’s impossible to read them all. I need to set a standard.’

Fortunately, all the collections in the great library were categorized into a consistent order.

‘Mana Concentration Disorder ultimately boils down to the vessel that holds magic. The vessel is the circle.’

Ian narrowed down his search to books related to circles and the process of mana manifesting through blood vessels from circles.

In doing so, he spotted a suitable shelf.

Despite being suitable, the books were not easy. Since they dealt with theories and phenomena, they were difficult to understand and quite substantial in volume.

‘There must be at least 200 volumes.’

Ian hesitated for a moment but concluded it was impossible to narrow it down any further.


‘Better to start now than waste time hesitating.’

Ian reached out and picked up a book.

Time flowed by in this manner.

Ian continued his tasks at the shelf, while Isera was seated at a reading room desk working on her own assignments.

The sound of pages flipping could be heard. Ian never took his eyes off the book for a moment.

‘This book doesn’t seem to have any special clues either.’

He closed the book he had been reading and placed it on a designated return tray.

Three more books still remained stacked.

Despite requiring at least a full day to thoroughly read one book, Ian managed to grasp its contents in just a few hours.

‘I guess it’s time to look at a theoretical book instead of the commentary.’

Magical texts are broadly divided into theory books and commentary books.

A theory book describes the beginning and end of a magic concept, containing the principles and philosophy of that magic in their entirety.

In contrast, a commentary book is a guide for acquiring magic, translating theory books into simpler language to help understanding.

To correlate, the theory book can be said to be a work, and the commentary can be said to be a textbook explaining the work.

Naturally, in terms of value, theory books are more highly regarded. Generally speaking, what the academic world refers to as “magical texts” are typically theory books.

“It will take more time, but it’ll be more precise.”

As Ian picked another book and flipped through its pages, he suddenly stopped.

‘Something seems off.’

It was an ordinary book. However, the more he looked at it, the more he felt an inexplicable and bizarre unease.

‘This feeling… surely it’s not a hidden curse within the book.’


If it had been, the library staff would have already discovered it. Ian even flowed mana through it but felt no negative energy from the book.

‘What on earth is it?’

Despite thinking deeply, Ian couldn’t find an answer. He simply returned the old book to the shelf and resumed selecting another book.

At that moment, he noticed a familiar book.

It was titled “The Manifestation and Center of Mana”.

‘A welcome sight.’

It was a magical theory book that had left a lasting impression on him.

It was also a book his mother had recommended when he first began studying magic.

Ian took it off the shelf.

The reason he chose to read a book he’d already seen wasn’t merely for nostalgia.

‘You can learn different things from a book depending on how much you’ve grown.’

The book titled “The Manifestation and Center of Mana” was one Ian Oracle had read when he was younger.

As an adult now, revisiting it could potentially offer a new insight. And that insight might just be the key to overcoming his Mana Concentration Disorder.

‘Reminds me of old times.’

Feeling the texture of the book, Ian was reminded of the time when he first began learning magic from his father. He had been an excellent teacher.

Rather than simply teaching methods to amplify mana, he focused on the principles and applications of magic.

Though criticized for relying too much on finesse, his father never wavered from his chosen path.

“Being here, I feel like I understand why he never became a professor at the academy.”

For someone like his father, who valued free thinking and application, a professorship at the Royal Academy might not have seemed attractive.

As Ian continued to turn the pages, he encountered a passage that was vividly imprinted in his memory.


‘I think it was about Lightning Spell… Hmm?’

Ian, who was about to turn the page without much thought, suddenly held it tight. The half-turned page returned to its original position. As Ian took in the aphorism with his eyes, doubt engulfed him once more.

‘This feels different from what I know.’

He re-read the aphorism, “Mana that originates from the source of power should move like a waterfall over the cliff of the meridian.”

Despite pondering over it several times, the mystery persisted.

The “aphorism” is essentially a concise expression of the principles of magic operation.

Magic is essentially comprised of the manipulation of mana and the formulation.

The manipulation involves handling mana freely, and creating a structured law involves formulation.

The aphorism serves as a critical clue to understanding formulation.

Moreover, all aphorisms are written in ancient languages.

Nowadays, mages, especially theoretical mages, translate ancient languages to create accurate formulations.

Simply put, depending on how the ancient language is translated, the form and power of the magic can vary.

‘However, lightning Spell is fundamental. There shouldn’t be room for different interpretations of the aphorisms unless it were some advanced magic. But this isn’t the aphorism I remember… Could this print be faulty?’

Ian shook his head.

Ancient language sections, particularly in theoretical books, are thoroughly proofed.

If a mistake were found, they would have been entirely discarded. There would be no reason for such a version to exist here.

He verified the publication information.

The book was published over 20 years ago, the same version he had read. Doubts resurfaced.

‘By this time, books were printed, not copied by hand. If it’s the same version, then there must be another problem…’

Eventually, Ian realized he had been fundamentally mistaken all along.

The issue lay with the aphorism itself.

‘The aphorism isn’t written in ancient language?’

This was a grave error.

Aphorisms in magical books must always be in ancient language.

It’s an unspoken rule.

For a commentary book, it might be different, but this was not a commentary.

Then, Ian arrived at another realization.

‘Could it be?’

He quickly lifted his head and began feverishly searching the nearby books.

He flipped through every theoretical book within reach.

None of these theory books on the shelf contained a single word of ancient language.

Everything was written in the continental common language.

“Unbelievable!”

Such a scenario was unimaginable, even in dreams.

Was he caught in a trap? If this were an illusion created by mages, it might be possible.

Letting out a hollow laugh, Ian unconsciously removed his glasses.

‘Maybe I’m just tired?!’

He placed his glasses in his pocket and massaged his eyes with his fingers. After taking a deep breath, he turned his attention back to the book.

‘!’

Once again, the unimaginable happened.

The inscription that had been written in the continental common language suddenly transformed into the ancient language.

Ian stood there blankly for quite a while.

Then, suddenly, he felt a small weight in his right hand that he wouldn’t have noticed under normal circumstances.

‘Glasses.’

Ian calmed his mind and thought rationally.

‘Yes, it’s the glasses. The only variable in this situation.’

He stared intently at the problematic inscription and put the glasses back on.

To his amazement, the inscription was translated into the common language.

The script was exactly the same as the other letters in the book, to the point that he couldn’t realize it had been translated.

‘So, this is the real identity of the heirloom.’

Ian occasionally channeled mana through the glasses and investigated them in various ways.

But he couldn’t uncover the true nature of this puzzling object passed down from his father.

Because it didn’t respond to magic at all, he began to think it might just be an ordinary pair of glasses.

Surprisingly, however, he discovered an unexpected ability in such a place.

‘But how can it work without any trace of magic? If it were an artifact, there should at least be some movement of magic.’

The answer didn’t come easily.

Ian repeatedly put the glasses on and took them off, observing the transformation of the ancient script.

‘I can’t deny the function of the glasses. If not, then there must be something wrong with my mind.’

It was a problem he couldn’t solve immediately. Hence, Ian decided to focus on the changes appearing in his view.

‘The problem is the translated content.’

Ian concentrated again on the fact that the Lightning Spell inscription was translated differently from what he remembered.

The structure of the sentence was the same.

However, a few words had been changed to similar ones.

‘If it’s an ancient translation artifact but can’t translate properly, it’s just a decoration.’

At that point, there was no reason to use it.

Ian was knowledgeable about the ancient language.

Moreover, for someone who didn’t usually wear glasses, wearing them was quite cumbersome.

‘A few words are different. “Cliff” and “Waterfall”… Why is it interpreted this way?’

Contemplating over just one sentence of the inscription, Ian didn’t notice Isera approaching him.

“Ian Oracle.”

Ian lifted his gaze from the book.

For some reason, Isera was giving him a stern look.

“It’s basic etiquette not to read books near the shelves. Don’t you think it’s better to pick a book and sit in the reading room? If you can be considerate of others.”

“I’m sorry. I was so focused that I lost track of time.”

“With that book?”

Isera glanced at the book’s cover.

The title “The Manifestation and Center of Mana” was visible.

It was a book Ian had read as a child, but Isera had mastered it at an even younger age.

If it had been an ordinary book, the conversation would have ended there.

However, because it was such an exceedingly simple book, it piqued her interest.

“It doesn’t seem like a book that would require the head of the Oracle Family to concentrate on, does it?”

“I had a bit of an epiphany while reading it after so long, something like that.”

“I trust you haven’t failed to learn even basic magic.”

“It’s just a trivial matter of interpreting an inscription. Inscriptions are always fascinating, after all.”

Without further response, Isera turned away and began selecting books from the nearby shelves.

Ian organized his surroundings.

He neatly arranged the books placed on the tray and stood up the ones he had scattered around.

‘Assuming the structure of the sentence doesn’t change, the only way is to verify the interpretation that the glasses provide.’

Even thinking that, he remained skeptical.

The basic magic inscriptions were already considered complete.

Bringing forth a new interpretation seemed impossible.

However, given the mysterious item that broke the basic principles of an artifact, a different answer might emerge.

At that moment, a brilliant idea struck him.

‘The eccentric of the theoretical faction.’

Ian looked around.

Isera had already left the shelves and was sitting in the reading room, absorbed in a book.
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Ian walked towards the reading room with a book in hand.

Even as he approached closely, she continued reading her book without any hint of distraction. It felt as though an isolation spell had been cast around her.

“Senior!”

Ian called out.

Isera lifted her head. She seemed quite upset.

“I’ve finished sorting everything out. I was a bit rattled by something, so I wasn’t myself. I’m sorry about that.”

“You don’t need to apologize to me. It’s the librarians here who are working hard. If you really want to apologize, maybe direct it to them.”

“Understood. But, senior, there’s something I want to ask you. Do you have a moment?”

Isera hesitated briefly, staring intently at Ian.

In situations like this, it was obvious what guys wanted to ask. Something along the lines of if you’re free, or what you’re doing on the weekend.

He didn’t deviate much from the expectation.

However, Isera couldn’t help but glance repeatedly at the book Ian was holding.

“Just so there’s no misunderstanding—it’s not personal. There’s something in the book that caught me.”

“Is that so?”

“I’d feel a bit awkward approaching the professor about it.”

Isera slightly tilted her head to the right, her soft hair cascading over one shoulder.

“What is it?”

“I wanted to ask you about the interpretation of an ancient script aphorism.”

Ian was fortunate.

Isera had a keen interest in everything related to the ancient past.


“Sit down.”

She allowed him to sit across from her.

Ian opened the book, pointing with his finger at a passage concerning a Lightning Spell aphorism.

“This is… a Lightning Spell?”

“Yes. Is there any room to interpret this aphorism differently?”

“Don’t beat around the bush, just get to the point.”

On receiving her blunt remark, Ian did just that.

“What I was taught and what’s in the book is interpreted as: ‘The mana that starts at the source of power must move like a wave at the end of the conduit.'”

“And?”

“But could we change ‘end of the conduit’ to ‘cliff’ and ‘wave’ to ‘waterfall’?”

For a moment, Isera’s eyes sparkled.

Isera rested her chin on her hand, not taking her eyes off the book for a long time.

“How did you think it could be changed like that?”

“Just by reading, it felt more natural that way. I would need to verify it, but I wanted to get your opinion first.”

“The meanings of the words are similar, but considering the directionality of the aphorism itself…”

“I understand. End and wave imply force moving horizontally. But cliff and waterfall imply force moving vertically. The direction of force application is clearly different.”

“In that case, the formulation would change slightly.”

“Is it possible?”

“Are you asking me to create the formulation?”

Ian shook his head vehemently in denial.


“Not that, but rather, I want to try making it together since I’m a freshman and don’t know much. It’s like saying… I need your supervision.”

When modifying a spell’s formulation, it’s essential to have a supervisor. A sudden surge in magic could endanger many if things go awry.

Of course, transforming the formulation of basic spells like lightning doesn’t require a supervisor.

However, Ian emphasized the senior-junior relationship to seek her help.

With a sigh, Isera rose from her seat.

“Follow me.”

Isera walked down the long hallway without saying a word. She just moved along calmly.

After walking for a few minutes along a stretch of red carpet, they arrived at a spacious area.

It was a completely empty place, without a single decoration.

“Do you know where this is?”

“No, I don’t.”

“It’s the magic training room. It’s a vital spot for the students of the Department of Magic. When you gain new insights from reading, you can test them here before they fade away.”

Ian nodded and examined the surroundings.

The floor was made of a smooth, mirror-like material. The walls, too. Although they didn’t exactly reflect objects like a mirror, they looked immensely solid.

‘With a setup like this, it should withstand most magic.’

Casting a spell can be dangerous in many ways.

This was a great library.

Most of the stored books and materials were made of paper. Though protective magic was cast on them, using magic in such a place posed risks.

Therefore, the magic training room was constructed from the highest-grade anti-magic materials.

A wand for concentrating mana was placed on one side, along with a crystal orb for better focus.


Other magical tools captured Ian’s attention.

Vroom!

Ian turned his gaze back toward Isera.

She was raising her hand, manipulating mana.

“Mana that originates from the source of power should move like a waterfall over the cliff of the meridian.”

The aphorism Ian had briefly explained earlier flowed out in Isera’s beautiful tone.

“There is no right answer in magic. However, low-level or widely used spells can become habitual over long years and are then treated like formulas. Just like the Lightning Spell you mentioned.”

Isera’s hand swept through the air. The runic magic had begun.

Ian was utterly astonished.

‘This person… completed the spell without any prior structuring?’

It was a moment when the reputation of being the genius of the Department of Magic could be felt in every fiber of one’s being.

The pure mana embedded in Isera’s circle flowed along the meridian.

And as taught by the aphorism, she handled the flow like a waterfall rather than a wave. A force ceaselessly falling downward, carving into the ground.

‘In that case, no one would doubt it because it’s a spell of such a low level that doesn’t warrant questioning. However, there are no eternal laws. And moments when the correct answer turns into prejudice often stem from very trivial and coincidental causes.’

Crackle!

Electric currents formed at the tip of Isera’s finger.

Blue sparks began to scatter in all directions.

Clenching her hand tightly, she embraced the current.

Soon, Isera’s body, imbued with magnificent power, glowed entirely in blue. Her long hair swayed as she closed her eyes.

‘Like this.’

Even though Ian was not electrocuted, he felt his hair stand on end, with goosebumps trailing across his skin.

『Lightning.』

Zap!

Boom!

With a tremendous roar, blue currents burst forth.

Strong currents, like roots of an ancient tree, spread in all directions, relentlessly striking the floor and the walls.

Crash!

Boom!

The overwhelming power left Ian speechless.

It wasn’t just that the power had increased.

Ordinary lightning spells would extend horizontally and electrocute the target. However, this spell produced shockwaves that seemed to pierce downwards from the sky.

It was a tremendous spell that shattered existing laws.

“Hoo.”

Isera opened her eyes. Then she opened her hand, which had just expelled the current, and gazed intently at it.

“As hard as it is to admit, it does seem like your interpretation was more accurate, don’t you think?”

“Indeed.”

Thus, the power of the glasses was proven.

“Is that all you have to say?”

“Thank you. Thanks to you, senior, I was able to find the structure easily.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Pardon?”

“You discovered a new way to redefine the Lightning Spell. You understand what this means, right?”

In other words, why wasn’t he overjoyed and ecstatic?

“I’ll think about that slowly. After all, I still have four years until graduation.”

Ian feigned innocence like a clueless freshman and smiled brightly.

* * *

Late at night when everyone was asleep.

The door of dormitory room 307 in Building A opened.

Ian expected the lights to be out, but the inside was brightly lit. Milo was adjusting some equipment, and Edel was tending to herbs.

“Ian! This is incredible. Just like you said, using the method, the power of the direct Lightning Spell really weakened!”

“So it didn’t fully work, huh?”

“It worked a little, just a little bit.”

Ian nodded, having anticipated this result.

“That’s because the distillation wasn’t perfect. There’s a limit when just boiling.”

“Then what should we do? Will it affect potion-making?”

“Not to that extent. We can work on improving the setup slowly, so don’t exhaust yourself. We have a long way to go.”

With just those words, Ian seemed grand to his two roommates. How could a recluse of ten years be such a big-hearted person?

“It doesn’t seem like the purpose is merely to enhance potion efficacy.”

“Let’s take it slow.”

Leaving behind a lingering trace, Ian placed his bag down and comfortably lay on his bed.

“Catch.”

As Ian turned his head, Milo discreetly pushed something towards him.

It was a blue-tinged herb, about the size of a palm.

“Blue Mushroom?”

It’s an elixir. Though weak, consuming it could permanently increase one’s magic power. Despite its low effects, it could not be easily obtained.

“Why are you giving away something so precious?”

“We’re having a magic power assessment soon. Isn’t it better to inflate your results a bit? Everyone seems to have high expectations for your measurement.”

“It’s fine.”

Ian reached out his hand to decline. Milo looked at him with a puzzled expression.

“Wow, seriously. I’ve never seen a mage refuse an elixir before. I’m not giving it out of pity, so just take it.”

“If it’s not out of pity, then what is it?”

“A bribe? You did show me something good, remember.”

Milo pointed with his chin towards the distillation apparatus.

Ian chuckled.

Certainly, that was valuable enough. Recognizing that value was impressive of Milo.

Yet, Ian still didn’t accept it.

“Give it to Edel if you’re going to give it away. I’m honestly not interested.”

“Are you that confident?”

Though Milo seemed to misunderstand something, Ian just smiled.

Even if he took the elixir in his current situation, his magic power wouldn’t increase.

‘It’s better to invest in someone close.’

A bit of mana is useful when refining herbs. If the quantity and quality of mana increase due to the elixir, better potions could be made.

Ian was confident that the day would come when today’s investment would shine.

“Ahem. Then shall we bestow it upon our dear Edel?”

“M-me? Can I really accept this……?”

Edel’s voice trembled.

As the herb was worth millions of shillings in market value, Edel, being the son of a healer, surely understood.

“Of course! Of course! You can absolutely take it. Ian transferred it to you, after all. Though the penalty did jump to 20,000 shillings just now.”

“That’s cruel……”

“Just eat it, you fool! Elixirs like this don’t come around every day!”

The Blue Mushroom was placed in Edel’s hand.

Elixirs are different from ordinary herbs. Simply consuming them does not fully unlock their efficacy.

After eating it, mana must be circulated throughout the body to aid in maximum absorption.

Edel had such a minimal amount of mana that it was difficult to say he even had a 1st circle. Therefore, Milo assisted with mana circulation beside Edel.

“Is it really alright to trust me with your mana circle so easily?”

Milo asked with his hand placed gently on Edel’s slender back. Edel beamed brightly.

“A person nice enough to give an elixir wouldn’t break a circle, would they?”

“You’re an optimist, aren’t you?”

“Hehehe.”

Ian, observing them, chuckled softly. It seemed the experiment had brought them closer.

Ian pulled out a pair of glasses from his pocket.

‘Elixirs are good, but now, I hold something far more incredible.’

After discovering a new spell for Lightning Magic, Ian shall return to the Ancient Magic section of the library to verify the functionality of the glasses.

He judged that if he deciphered ancient script with these glasses, he could maximize efficiency even with limited magic power.

In reality, the new spell proved enormously helpful to Ian. It allowed him to perform magic with minimal mana.

‘Yet, it cannot be called perfect, not just yet.’

Not every ancient script appeared in the common language.

Books placed on other shelves weren’t translated by the glasses.

While counting roughly, he realized there were far more untranslated works than translated ones.

‘Is this the limit of the glasses? Or is it an artifact with room for growth?’

Such questions arose naturally.

Ian’s eyes gleamed as he gazed at the glasses.

‘I don’t know yet. But’

One day, he’d find out. Just like today in the great library.

“Aaah!”

Edel let out a scream beside him.

“What’s with this scream? Like a girl’s.”

“It-it hurts so much!”

“Endure it. If you can’t, your circle will break, and the elixir will be wasted. If that’s the end, count yourself lucky. You could lose your life too.”

“Aaaaagh!”

That night, screams echoed throughout the dormitory.
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The next day, Ian woke up early in the morning.

Unlike Milo, who was snoring away, Edel was already awake.

“You’re up early!”

Ian remarked.

“Oh, yeah! I feel like my body has gotten lighter…”

“It must be the effect of the elixir.”

“Is that so?”

It seemed like Edel’s mana had increased thanks to Milo’s help from the previous day.

The elixir didn’t just increase mana; it also cleared the meridians.

Feeling lighter was a natural result.

“Before the semester starts, it would be good to circulate your mana and make it completely yours. That will allow you to use it stably. It’ll be helpful in many ways.”

“Thanks. Oh, here you go.”

Edel handed Ian a flask from the shelf.

Inside was a mysterious green liquid.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a potion base made with distilled water. Can you take a look?”

“What’s your evaluation?”

“It was fine. I don’t know if I should say this, but… it was far superior to what my father made. It’s a bit frustrating, but it’s a new method.”

The effectiveness was evident.

Ian spilled a bit of the liquid onto his palm and tasted it. The bitter yet rich flavor tingled his tongue.


“Hmm. It’s good.”

“If we make it with this, it will definitely have an effect. Maybe not double, but we might be able to increase its efficacy by at least half.”

“That would be nice.”

“But Ian, can I tell others about this method?”

Edel asked very cautiously.

His family business was in healing, so it was understandable to be tempted by an innovative potion formula.

Ian returned the flask to Edel and said, “There’s no need to. I’ll be filing for a patent with the patent office soon anyway. It’s only a matter of time before people find out.”

“You’re filing for a patent?”

“Yes. Anyone wanting to use this method will have to pay royalties. To us.”

Edel was slightly taken aback by Ian’s confident statement.

He realized Ian had been planning further ahead.

“So it wasn’t just an experiment?”

“At first, it was. But there’s more to it. We’ll talk about it in detail later.”

“Uh-huh.”

Ian turned around, and Edel, who had been hesitantly clasping his hands to his chest, spoke carefully once again.

“It feels very cautious to ask this…”

“Isn’t it better not to ask cautious questions?”

“No! I didn’t mean it like that…”

Ian looked at Edel as if he would levy a fine, and Edel gulped, not wanting his debt to increase. He continued speaking.

“Yesterday’s elixir, the Blue Mushroom. Why did you give it to me? You could have sold it for a good price.”


“That’s a cautious question?”

Ian chuckled.

Edel blinked rapidly, not expecting this response.

“I told you before, didn’t I? Making potions isn’t easy.”

“Y-yeah, but it was only a matter of time, right? Since you know the distillation hypothesis.”

“I haven’t met many people, but you were the first who accepted my request so readily. Excluding my own family.”

“Oh!”

Edel blushed.

It wasn’t about the money.

He felt sorry for dredging up Ian’s past unnecessarily with his question.

“I’m sorry.”

“If you’re sorry, just work harder. Don’t worry too much about the elixir. Milo also got a distillation device, so that’s enough compensation.”

“Okay.”

Seeing Edel’s smile, Ian stepped outside.

At that moment, something caught his eye.

‘A letter?’

There was something tucked in the mailbox right next to the door. The recipient’s name read ‘Ian Oracle’.

It wasn’t a letter from anyone he was particularly glad to hear from. He tore open the envelope and took out the contents.

— I hope you are well. I will visit the academy at noon today. Let’s meet at the salon by the gate.

It was a letter from Felix of the Hamel Trading Company.


‘He didn’t send the debt invoice directly.’

When Felix first came to visit, Ian Oracle had told him to send the debt invoice to the academy. However, instead of a debt invoice, there were only two lines written in the letter.

‘What is he scheming?’

Not sending a debt invoice but coming in person indicated there was some other business to attend to.

‘Frederick.’

Frederick from the general store, whom he had visited a few days ago, came to mind.

‘But there’s no decisive evidence yet. I have no choice but to wait until noon.’

Whoosh!

Flames erupted from Ian’s hand, turning the crumpled paper into ashes.

* * *

Ian headed to the great library.

He passed through the gate with ease and entered inside.

The knights’ gazes remained fierce as ever.

‘Knowing the hidden ability of the glasses, I can’t afford to waste time. I will devour everything that can be translated!’

This was a battle against time. He planned to peruse as many tomes as possible while time permitted.

Once the personal maintenance period ended, the semester would begin in earnest.

When that happened, a lot of time would be consumed by assignments and practices. There wouldn’t be much leisurely time to sift through old documents.

‘Graduating from the academy is important, but getting good grades is just as crucial.’

Thus, he needed to make good use of the remaining time.

So, Ian naturally headed to the ancient magic section.

There were two days left until the magic measurement and the start of classes.

He needed to make the best use of that leftover time.

After walking through the hallway for a while, he entered the ancient magic section.

Despite the early morning, someone was already sitting there.

It was someone Ian knew.

‘Still here?’

Isera Hebraim was sitting there just like yesterday. Her straight posture showed no sloppiness, exuding an air of nobility.

The attire inside her cloak was the same as yesterday, indicating she had indeed stayed the night.

Even when Ian confirmed the ability of the glasses and returned to the dormitory last night, Isera was here.

The only difference from yesterday was that she was holding a quill instead of a book.

She was diligently writing something.

“Hello, senior. Did you spend the night here?”

“I had a bit of work to do.”

“I see.”

She showed no signs of fatigue. Indeed, she too was no ordinary bookworm.

At that moment, her pen stopped.

Isera looked up and gazed at Ian.

“What brings you here so early in the morning? It’s not common to see a freshman in the library at such an early hour. You’re not planning to use me again, are you?”

“Use you? That’s a misunderstanding. How could I possibly exploit a senior like you?”

“You only asked for supervision to modify the Lightning Spell formula.”

‘In that case, why didn’t you refuse?’

Ian wanted to say, but now was the time to bow his head.

“I’ll be careful next time.”

“It’s strange when I think about it.”

Isera began questioning Ian, her eyes glittering.

“I can’t exactly put it into words, but I feel like you’re hiding something from me.”

“Perhaps it’s because you stayed up all night?”

“I’m perfectly fine.”

“That’s what many say before collapsing from overwork.”

Ian laughed slyly.

Isera sighed.

He couldn’t talk about the ability of the glasses. If that fact were revealed, it could lure danger.

Of course, there was no guarantee anyone else could use the artifact. Sometimes, devices respond only to specific family bloodlines or mana.

‘Still, it doesn’t hurt to be careful.’

Ian decided to remain cautious about the glasses from now on.

“Actually, I was going to call you. Ian Oracle.”

“Me?”

Ian was startled.

Isera continued speaking as if it were nothing.

“Last night’s event is an important discovery that should be communicated to the Magic Society. It’s too significant to just pass by with only us knowing. You presented a new possibility for interpreting the aphorism.”

“I want to graduate quietly from the academy.”

“And yet, someone like that is starting a potion business?”

Isera smiled wryly, leaving it unclear whether it was a sneer.

Ian realized that he knew very little about this person.

“How did you know I was starting a potion business?”

“Because my advising professor is Professor Frost. He mentioned you.”

“I see.”

“He said there’s a way to double the effects of a potion? And you proposed a new interpretation of Lightning Spell. Could these two pieces of information be coincidental? I think the probability is almost negligible.”

It was a cold and precise analysis. As he listened, Ian unavoidably nodded his head.

“I understand your point well. However, I am currently overwhelmed with many tasks and haven’t fully adapted to the academy.”

“So what?”

“I was wondering if it might be better to delay notifying the society for a little while. After all, it needs to be submitted in a format akin to a thesis, doesn’t it?”

“If that’s the issue, it’s fine.”

Ian expressed a look of doubt at the abrupt remark, but that doubt was soon dispelled with ease.

Isera handed the paper, which she had been diligently writing, over to Ian.

“The thesis is already completed. All it needs is your signature.”

“This is……”

It was something unbelievable.

Of course, depending on the field, some magical theses were just a few pages long.

Nevertheless, finishing a thesis overnight is a miraculous feat.

“You wrote all of this, senior?”

“Who else would have?”

“But still… wouldn’t it take a considerable amount of time just to review research methodology or the academic history?”

“A student of theoretical studies should handle such things with ease.”

Faced with her decisive words, Ian closed his mouth.

‘She was more of a monster than I expected.’

Any ordinary mage uninterested in magical theory, particularly in ancient language, would take days just to conceptualize.

Ian once again looked over the thesis.

In contemporary Magic Society, there were three major criteria for classifying magic.

Runes, word, and mind.

Runes are the belief that every image possesses inherent power.

Just as one can understand an image by looking at it, runes draw magic by depicting symbols or images with mana.

Word supports the view that every word possesses strength.

An elf’s words carry sacred energy, while a dragon’s words contain absolute laws.

Word involves manifesting magic through speech.

Lastly, mind is the ultimate realm.

Mages who reach this stage can skip Runes and Words, casting magic instantly.

Currently, it is only passed down as a legend.

‘A thesis on the ancient script in runic magic. Though short, it’s quite impressive.’

Ian, who grew up surrounded by books, swiftly perused the 8-page thesis.

Above all, the person who discovered the new formula was none other than himself. There was no difficulty in understanding it.

“Still, it would be best to publish it solely under your name, senior. You are the one who wrote this thesis in its entirety.”

“There are cases where those who contribute ideas and assistance in empirical verification also get their names listed.”

“Well, still, that’s a bit…”

The matter was becoming too big.

Judging by the thesis’s format, it was co-authored. How many students have written a research paper as soon as entering the academy?

Actually, are there any?

“If that’s the case, it would be better to scrap the thesis. It falls under research ethics violations. The new Lightning Spell formula will be reintroduced to the world in the distant future. Anyways, since it’s known only to the two of us, it shouldn’t matter, right?”

Realizing for the first time that one could be threatened in such a way, Ian raised both hands.

“I yield. Where should I put my name?”

“Here.”

Ian’s name was inscribed on the very last page. Just like Isera had done, Ian imbued his name with mana.

Now, the authorship of this thesis has been clarified.

“Is this sufficient?”

“It’s enough.”

“I feel like I’m mooching off you somehow.”

“You’re surprisingly naive. Ever consider it might be the other way around?”

Isera stood up from her seat and quietly exited the library. Ian couldn’t take his eyes off her departing figure.

‘A monster in the guise of a beauty… This academy is quite interesting.’

Ian found himself smiling unwittingly.
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The salon of the Royal Academy.

In the kingdom of Sonokin, as in most countries, salons were known as small-scale social gatherings.

People gathered here comfortably to enjoy desserts, tea, and wine.

Naturally, all the furniture, including tables and sofas, was of the highest quality. After all, there was no noble in the world who wanted to sit on a lower-class sofa.

Occasionally, there were days when works by famous artists were displayed.

On those occasions, many reputable nobles gathered.

Art was one of the few high-class hobbies that could display both wealth and refinement.

Therefore, nobles tried to associate closely with well-known artists and sometimes even sponsored them.

However, not all nobles were interested in art.

Is there not a saying that life is a real battle?

Of course, there were those interested in artworks, but it was also a great opportunity to establish acquaintances with high-ranking nobles.

Occasionally, music concerts were held in the salons.

Cultural gatherings like poetry readings or book discussions also often took place.

In short, a salon was a space where one could sit comfortably to foster camaraderie, while also being a cultural space to enhance knowledge and cultivate oneself.

Thus, the Royal Academy had several salons on campus to provide a comfortable space for the students.

*Ding!*

As the door opened, the waiter bowed his head.

“Welcome.”

Ian Oracle had just stepped into one of the salons of the Royal Academy.

Located closest to the main entrance, it was a place often used not only by students at the academy but also by regular nobles.


Commoners were, in principle, prohibited from entering.

However, those who regularly sponsored the Royal Academy or donated above a certain amount were granted access.

Ian looked around. Felix was waiting at a good spot by the window.

“It feels like we’re meeting after quite some time, baron.”

Recognizing Ian, Felix folded his arms inwardly and bowed courteously.

The Hamel Trading Company was also one of the sponsors of the Royal Academy. Felix, holding a significant position there, could freely enter and exit this place.

“How have you been?”

Ian greeted him comfortably as he took his seat.

A momentary silence.

Felix began to keenly observe Ian’s face.

“Is there something on my face?”

“Hahaha, no. It just seems like the atmosphere feels a bit different from when we first met.”

“The weight of the cloak and staff is quite heavy.”

This was a metaphor for the history and tradition of the Academy not being so easy to bear.

Felix nodded in understanding.

“But isn’t it an honorable task?”

“Whether it will be an honor or a disgrace remains to be seen.”

“You’re still as cautious as ever.”

Felix sat down.

He immediately took out some documents from his possession.


One was a contract personally signed by Baron Lefevre, Ian’s father, and the other was a repayment statement.

Ian placed his hand over the signature part of the contract.

He felt his own mana.

“Where do you intend to keep the contract? I’ll follow your opinion, baron.”

“I plan to store it at Goldmine Bank.”

“Hmm, goldmine? That’s not a bad choice.”

Goldmine Bank was the continent’s most trustworthy bank where anyone could safely deposit their money.

Naturally, they handled notarizations and valuable safekeeping services as well.

Ian’s choice was straightforward.

‘I can’t trust banks smaller in scale than the Hamel Trading Company, nor can I trust places heavily invested by them.’

Thus, after thorough calculation, Ian realized there was only one optimal bank he could choose.

“Then, I will notarize and store these documents later. Would you like to accompany me?”

“There’s no need for that. I can stop by later to verify the documents. The rules for leaving are rather strict, you see.”

“Understood.”

Infusing mana into a signature was convenient for this reason — it easily prevented the forgery of the original.

Ian then checked the repayment document.

‘It’s worse than I anticipated.’

The loan amount stated in the contract was 300 million shillings.

However, the principal and interest Ian had to repay had ballooned to a total of 1 billion 50 million shillings.

He had suspected as much, but seeing the actual schedule of monthly payments made his head spin.


1 billion shillings was an amount unimaginable for lower nobility with no fief, like his family.

‘Well, it’s not surprising since it’s been in default for over ten years.’

Ian clicked his tongue.

Simultaneously, Felix grinned broadly.

“You’ll need to pay a total of 1 billion 50 million shillings over 36 months. That rounds off to about 29 million shillings a month.”

29 million shillings.

It was no small amount. Especially not as a monthly repayment.

So, Felix watched Ian with an intrigued expression.

What expression would a cornered Ian show?

Despair, frustration, or perhaps humiliation.

He expected at least one of these.

He had dealt with numerous noble debtors before.

Every one of them had thrown away their noble dignity, clinging to his pant leg and pleading.

To give them just a bit more time.

Or, begging to spare their lives.

Eventually, Felix realized something. That money was more important than noble dignity. That there was nothing money couldn’t do in this world.

“But.”

Contrary to his expectation, Ian gave a relaxed smile.

“Is there a separate penalty for early repayment?”

“Early… repayment?”

“I’m asking what happens if I pay the 1 billion 50 million shillings all at once instead of in monthly payments of 29 million shillings. I’ve heard there are sometimes penalties for this.”

“……”

Felix’s face twisted slightly in disbelief.

It was such a preposterous notion.

Early repayment meant repaying the debt all at once without waiting for the term to end.

In other words, it implied Ian could amass 1 billion 50 million shillings in merely a month, which was outright absurd.

Felix had thoroughly investigated the Oracle Family.

And he concluded there were no connections capable of lending such a huge sum.

Convinced it was a futile struggle, Felix shrugged.

“Imposing a penalty would be too harsh, wouldn’t it? We would be grateful if you paid off the debt all at once.”

Ian nodded nonchalantly.

‘It’s just something that sounds good.’

For lenders, having someone repay a debt quickly wasn’t beneficial.

It was better for the debtor to be slightly overdue, accruing more interest, a fact Ian knew well.

But sometimes, pretending to be naive was the best way to avoid suspicion.

Thus, Ian asked no further questions.

“Then, I’ll repay slowly for now and seize the opportunity when it arises. I’ll contact you when the funds are ready.”

“Sounds good.”

“Please open a repayment account at Goldmine Bank. I’ll deposit the money there every month.”

“Ah, that is…”

Felix wore a perplexed expression. Ian tilted his head with curiosity.

“Is there a problem?”

“The repayment account is a bit tricky. You see, we’ve done the Oracle Family some favors. It would be best if you repaid in person.”

“That’s somewhat inconvenient.”

“I’ll send a carriage and courier to make it easier for you. Depending on the situation, we might even reduce the interest a little. On the whole, it wouldn’t be a bad arrangement.”

A foul odor filled the air.

Adjusting interest meant Felix could intercept the payment midway or use it for other purposes.

Ian suspected there might be more to it than met the eye.

‘So, he doesn’t want to leave evidence, is that it? That way, when they’ve devoured our family, they could even claim what’s already been repaid.’

However, Ian had plans of his own. Thus, he nodded willingly.

“Understood. Since you’ve provided such convenience, I should reciprocate.”

“Hahaha. You’re truly generous. Thank you.”

“Then, if that wraps up our discussion, I’ll take my leave.”

Ian, his business concluded, stood up without hesitation. However, Felix stopped him.

“Is there more?”

“It’ll only take a moment.”

Ian, feigning reluctance, sat back down.

“I heard an interesting rumor. You’re planning to purchase a thousand potion containers.”

Ian frowned.

Revealing emotions in negotiations was for novices, which Ian fully understood. He decided to turn it to his advantage.

“Has Frederick come tattling already?”

As Ian went on the offensive, Felix faltered.

“Oh no! That’s a misunderstanding. Tattling, you say? Not at all. Calm down for a moment… I only heard that you’re interested in containers we’ve made.”

Felix was referring to the potion containers obtained from Frederick’s general store, which seemed to be produced by the Hamel Trading Company.

“Go on.”

“I’m not sure how Frederick priced it for you, but if you deal directly with us, we’ll offer an additional 10% discount. How does that sound?”

“Hmm.”

Ian pretended to mull it over.

“If the intention was purely to make me repay the debt, they would have told me to pay the interest with the money meant to buy the potion container.”

There had to be different motives. That was the conclusion Ian reached.

‘I’ll have to think more about this matter.’

Anyone could lay a trap. The entire situation could be a trap, he surmised.

“I haven’t had the chance to try out the ones I acquired. They came highly recommended, but I still need to determine if they suit my purposes.”

“I see.”

“This isn’t urgent. Can I decide later?”

“Of course! We are always open to any offer. Please feel free to inform us.”

“Very well.”

Ian left the salon.

Feeling the eyes of others on him, he pulled his hood deeper to conceal his face.

‘They’re more sinister than I thought.’

He seemed the type who would do anything for money.

Ian deduced that it wasn’t only his family they targeted. They would be eager to prey on any powerless family.

‘If my hypothesis is correct, the Hamel Trading Company must have amassed considerable assets from other families. Their methods would be similar. The clues lie there.’

If it turned out they were indeed swindling, Ian intended to claim every bit of interest owed.

The groundwork had already been laid.

This included infusing mana into the contract and the matter of repaying the money. Reaching out to Frederick was part of the same effort.

Uncovering the truth wouldn’t be easy, but Ian wouldn’t give up. It was tied to the honor of his family and his father.

‘I may not know what the truth is yet, but if it’s discovered… I’ll claim a hundredfold. No, a thousandfold of what you attempted to extract.’

Ian’s eyes carried a cold intensity.

He turned and headed for the post office.
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That evening, the news Ian had been waiting for finally arrived.

A postal worker delivered a letter to the dormitory.

During working hours, letters were preferably delivered directly. The reason Felix’s letter had been left in the mailbox was due to the early hour.

“It seems letters are coming in frequently for you, Ian. Is it from a girlfriend?”

“No, it’s probably a letter from my family.”

“For urgent matters, using the communication sphere is better than letters. Academy students can use it at a discounted rate, so come to the post office.”

“Thank you.”

Even if Ian wanted to use the communication sphere, he couldn’t. The Oracle Family did not have one installed.

Communication spheres were extremely expensive, and the financial situation of the Oracle Family made it difficult to afford one.

Once the worker departed, Ian closed the door and sat on the bed.

The letter in his hand was from the Oracle Family. More precisely, it was sent by Wilson.

‘He sent it faster than I thought.’

Ian had expected it to take a few days, but Wilson seemed to have acted immediately after receiving the message.

After meeting with Felix, Ian sent an important directive to Wilson.

Ian opened the letter.

“A letter from a girlfriend? You said you didn’t have one. Or did you already woo someone at the academy?”

Milo grumbled while tinkering with the distillation apparatus. Ian waved his hand, signaling him to continue his work.

Fortunately, Edel diverted Milo’s attention by asking him something, allowing Ian to escape the scrutiny.

Ian unfolded the letter.

— Master. As per your instructions, I visited Mr. Frederick’s general store. According to the clerk, mr. Frederick left the capital a few days ago. They say he went on a business trip to a far location. No further helpful information was obtained. Should you need anything, please command me at any time.


‘Just as expected.’

Ian had gleaned an important clue. Frederick was unlikely to return to the capital anytime soon.

‘Leaving without notifying me when there’s a potion delivery deal on the line is unthinkable, especially for a merchant.’

This firmly established the connection between Frederick and Felix in Ian’s mind.

It was indeed true that Frederick met Felix. Ian had heard it straight from Felix at the salon. Felix did not bother denying it when probed about Frederick.

‘If Frederick was involved in forging contracts and fled the capital when things got heated…’

The pieces of the puzzle were starting to fit together.

Ian conjured a flame in his palm and incinerated the letter into ashes.

‘Now, I just need to make some money, get out of debt, and hire a source to investigate.’

Hiring a skilled informant required a significant amount of money.

However, if the potion’s quality was recognized and the patent was registered, the situation would change.

At the very least, potions were such a universally used product that everyone needed one.

If one could double the effectiveness using the same ingredients, making a fortune was only a matter of time.

‘The whereabouts of Frederick and the asset status of Hamel Trading Company.’

Once Ian acquired these two pieces of information, the next steps would become clear.

Having organized his thoughts, Ian stood up.

Milo and Edel were seated in front of the distillation device, discussing their opinions. Both were already deeply engrossed in the potion project.

“How’s it coming along?”

“Well, we enhanced the steam cooling mechanism and changed the materials to prevent contamination of the distilled water. Doesn’t it seem like we could even call the professor now?”

“See if there are more aspects to improve. We still have enough time.”


“I just want to get it over with.”

“Before that, we should prepare for the mana measurement first. While Edel has figured it out, you’ve been concerned about it too.”

“Yikes!”

Milo, startled, quickly turned his head towards the clock. It was already past 9 PM.

“Darn it! It’s this late already… I need to head to the training grounds. Edel, can I leave the rest to you?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

“Let’s go together.”

“You too, Ian?”

Ian nodded.

“I have something I want to experiment with.”

“Really? Then let’s go. By this hour, everyone is probably at the training grounds, fueling up on mana tonics and recklessly casting spells. I wonder if there’ll be any spots left.”

Simply consuming mana tonics didn’t increase one’s mana capacity.

The purity of one’s mana circle was crucial as well.

To increase purity, one needed to exercise mana regularly. However, due to time constraints, many resorted to using magic as a workaround.

Mana measurement was more significant than the regular exams.

Being ranked within the top three could widely spread one’s family’s reputation in social circles.

‘I’m not interested in the mana measurement itself. I need to experiment and see if I’ve understood the aphorism I read correctly.’

Not long ago, he recalled seeing Isera brilliantly succeed in casting a Lightning Spell in the training room of the Great Library.

“Let’s go before it’s too late.”

“Hehehe. Is it finally time to show my skills?”


“You don’t really need to be a mage, do you?”

Ian pointed at Milo’s staff. He held it as if it were a hammer.

“Just hitting things doesn’t give a good feeling. You need to coat it with mana smoothly to get that satisfying sound when you crack a skull.”

“Tsk, as always.”

Ian headed to the magic training ground with Milo.

The training ground wasn’t exclusive to the Great Library. There was a special magic-only training ground set aside for the use of the Department of Magic’s students.

Of course, all spells that academy students could use were covered here.

Since magic duels occasionally took place in this location, it was almost plastered with all sorts of anti-magic materials. Therefore, magic could be flung around without things breaking.

“Everyone’s going wild as always?”

Crackle!

Whoosh!

Blazing flames and lightning flew in from all sides.

There was also the ice-cold spell of an Ice Bolt.

Over ten freshmen positioned themselves and were recklessly casting magic.

One student, having exhausted all their mana, sat down and chugged a mana recovery potion.

Unlike health recovery potions, mana recovery potions were traded at a fairly high price. This was due to the rarity of the ingredients.

“Is this the only spot here?”

“Looks like it.”

A safe distance was crucial in magic training.

Getting hit by magic without any defense could result in serious injuries.

To prevent accidents, a suitable distance was marked on the floor.

“Shall we take turns?”

“No. You go first. I’ll have a go when a spot opens.”

“Then, if you’ll excuse me!”

Milo closed his eyes and formed a spell sign with his left hand.

Then, the head of the staff held in his right hand started to concentrate with magic power.

『Fire Bolt.』

Fire Bolt was the lowest-tier offensive spell of the first circle.

A fireball the size of a head formed on the staff. As Milo pointed the staff at the wall, the fireball shot out fiercely.

Boom!

Ian, watching, whistled.

‘He didn’t join the Department of Magic for nothing.’

For a first-circle spell, it had considerable power.

With skills like this, he could compete for the top spot in magic power measurement.

“How was it? My skills.”

“Pretty good, surprisingly.”

“Hahaha! Of course. I’ve been through all sorts of insults in the academy. I need this level to hold my head high.”

Milo, showing confidence, formed another spell rune.

Graceful curves were embroidered in mid-air.

『Ice Bolt.』

This time, cold air gathered like a sphere at the end of the staff. As he moved the staff once more, the cold rushed towards the wall.

Crash! Shatter!

With the sound of shattering glass, ice fragments scattered everywhere. Naturally, the wall remained intact.

“What do you think? My skills!”

“Enough with the boasting.”

“Meh.”

Ian understood Milo’s desire for recognition.

He was a mage from a renowned martial family. He probably got scolded every time he used magic.

Ian chuckled, watching him practice his magic.

“Ian.”

A fellow student from the adjacent spot spoke up.

“I’m done with my training. Want to use the spot?”

“Sure.”

As Ian stepped into the area, the atmosphere in the training ground changed.

The place, which had been filled with non-stop spells flying around, suddenly had no one forming spell signs.

Everyone’s eyes were fixed on Ian.

Their gaze was intense.

Some students even started whispering. One could almost tell what they were saying without hearing them.

‘Damn Helios making things difficult for everyone. I should’ve snuck out early in the morning.’

However, there was no time to waste. Having mastered the theory meant he needed to demonstrate it.

’No, it’s actually better to show it here. That will make bluffing the magic measurement results easier.’

Ian Oracle began forming the hand signs. His hand, imbued with a blue light, started to move.

“Hmm?”

“What is that?”

“Have we seen hand signs like this before?”

“It’s a Lightning Spell, but it looks a bit different.”

“That’s a casting failure. If the hand signs are that disrupted…”

A first-circle Lightning Spell was not particularly remarkable. At least, not to the peers gathered there.

But Ian didn’t need to bother himself with their remarks.

These hand signs were the very same ones Isera had experimented with recently at the Great Library.

『Lightning.』

Zap!

Boom! Crackle, crackle!

“Whoa!”

“What is happening!”

Gasps and screams erupted from all around.

It was no surprise. The current that erupted from Ian’s staff was not the ‘lightning’ they had expected.

Those present felt, even if only briefly, as if they had been dropped into the midst of a storm, instilling a deep sense of fear.

Some peers even reached out to touch the wall struck by lightning, worried that it might have been damaged.

“This is…”

“Is this supposed to be a Lightning Spell?”

“Impossible!”

His peers were murmuring incredulously.

However, the experiment was not yet finished.

‘The Lightning Spell was demonstrated by senior Isera. It’s a method already proven and even documented. Now I need to confirm if I’ve truly understood it, with a different spell.’

Ian once again began forming hand signs.

“What’s next?”

“Looks like a firebolt, although slightly different.”

“Where in the world did that guy learn magic?”

“Was the Oracle Family this great?”

With everyone unknowingly setting the stage for him, Ian felt a strong urge to laugh openly.

‘Yes. Go ahead and misunderstand all you like!’

Having completed the hand signs, he extended his staff.

『Firebolt.』

This was Ian’s first magic to objectively test his power.

The image of the firebolt Milo had just cast was still fresh in his mind.

In comparison, he could gauge how powerful it was.

Fwoosh!

Boom!

“A shockwave!”

“That’s not a firebolt; it’s a fireball!”

“No! The trajectory is different! It’s not a fireball!”

“Then what on earth is it?”

Ian lowered his staff.

Smoke and dust fell from the wall it had struck. Of course, the wall wasn’t broken, but Milo’s firebolt hadn’t delivered this level of power.

And it had even produced a shockwave.

A shockwave was a unique feature of the higher-tier fire spell, ‘fireball’. Creating a shockwave with just a firebolt was an extraordinary feat.

“If my circle level had been one or two steps higher.”

The situation would have been even more remarkable.

But greed was dangerous.

Recalling his father’s lesson that every power comes with a price, Ian lowered his hand.

“In any case, it’s a success.”

For the first time, he tasted the thrill of accomplishment.

Now, he could compete on equal footing with others. And with the glasses he possessed, he would only continue to grow stronger.

Suddenly sensing eyes upon him, Ian turned his head.

He saw his peers staring at him with dumbfounded expressions.
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The entire way back to the dormitory, Ian was plagued by Milo’s barrage of questions.

It had been easy to shake off the other fellow students, but not Milo. He was strong, and more importantly, they were roommates sharing the same room.

“What on earth did you do? Where did you learn that technique?”

“Is it a secret of the Oracle Family?”

“It wasn’t a Firebolt, right? It was a Fireball, wasn’t it?”

“Why aren’t you answering me? It’s so frustrating!”

“Iaaan!”

In the end, Milo shouted loudly.

Knights on patrol glanced in their direction.

Sighing, Ian placed a hand on his shoulder.

“There are many hidden experts in the world. It’s wise to stay humble to live a long life.”

“Hah, so you’re saying you’re such a hidden expert?”

“Milo. Let me turn the question around. Did you think my mana was weak? Why? Just because I’m the heir of the Oracle Family?”

Ian asked shamelessly.

If Professor Frost had witnessed this scene, he wouldn’t have been able to contain his laughter. He might have even recommended Ian to the Royal Theater as an actor.

Naturally, Milo kept his mouth shut.

Ian’s question implied he was wondering if Milo, coming from a practical magic perspective, was looking down on him because the Oracle Family was known for their theoretical magic.

From Ian’s point of view, it was quite a rude assumption.

In reality, there were many such prejudices.

After all, theoretical mages, buried in books and papers all their lives, were bound to be distant from strong mana.


“No, well, that’s not it, but…”

“Be honest. You’re not that kind of person. Just speak openly.”

“Fine! Yes! It’s true I underestimated you. I was pretty confident in my own magic.”

Milo sighed deeply as if the ground was about to collapse.

Ian chuckled.

How many noble children were as emotional and straightforward as Milo?

Despite his stature, Milo was endearingly cute.

“If I offended you, I apologize. I acted rudely.”

“I wasn’t offended. I didn’t even think it was rude. I just wanted to advise that prejudices are not good. If we had met in enemy territory instead of the training ground, that excuse wouldn’t fly, right?”

“Right.”

Ian patted his friend on the shoulder and began to walk.

Milo refrained from asking any more about the secrets of Ian’s magic.

Seeing Milo twist his body while holding back his curiosity, Ian couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

Upon entering the dorm, they found Edel handling herbs.

“You’re back? You returned early.”

“Don’t even ask. It was exhausting.”

“Hmm? Did a fight break out? Aren’t the martial arts students prohibited from entering the training ground?”

“Not that. It’s about him.”

Milo gestured toward Ian.

For Edel, who was tilting his head in confusion, Milo recounted what had happened in the training ground.


The only issue was that he exaggerated the story a bit too much.

“Wow… You say the wall in the training ground cracked? That’s incredible.”

“Don’t exaggerate. A crack? It was just dust.”

Having responded that way suddenly gave Ian a foreboding feeling.

It’s a natural human tendency to exaggerate when recounting stories about others.

Somehow, Ian felt that this could lead to troublesome events.

‘But if that story reaches Helios’ ears, it wouldn’t be so bad.’

Ian thought it was clear that Helios was underestimating him.

Martial artists generally hesitated to fight mages. Due to the varied strategies depending on attributes and circles, and their limited numbers, they had little experience dealing with mages.

Even though there was a power called ‘Aura’ to counter mana, it was still risky.

Despite that, Helios had submitted a duel request, implying he had something to rely on.

‘I don’t know what information he has, but there’s no harm in buying time.’

Though Ian wanted to put Helios in his place all at once, he concluded that taking care of the matter related to the Hamel Trading Company and focusing on his academy life should come first.

“He excelled in studies as well as magic; Ian might graduate as the top student.”

Edel, with a slight blush, gazed intently at Ian.

For some reason, meeting his eyes felt a bit awkward.

In the strange atmosphere, Ian subtly averted his gaze.

“If being top was decided by such things, the academy wouldn’t be anything special. If I were that remarkable, would I have asked for help making potions?”

“Isn’t it Ian who’s helping us instead?”

“What? Me?”


“I suddenly had that thought. I learned a new potion formula and got an elixir. Milo made a distillation apparatus. It seems we’re the ones benefiting, right?”

“That’s true. It’s also a chance to make a good impression on Professor Frost.”

Milo agreed.

It seemed this was the first time Edel spoke so assertively.

“If that’s how you see it, I’m grateful.”

“If you’re grateful, share some secrets!”

“Still can’t give up, can you?”

“Give up? If I were just someone from the Department of Martial Arts, I’d let it slide. But casting magic by changing the formula? That’s something I’ve never seen before!”

“I just did what felt right. It seemed better that way.”

“Ha, really? Hey! Does that make any sense to you?”

Of course, he knew it didn’t make sense. But there was no other way. He couldn’t just boast by showing his glasses either.

However, if Isera’s paper, which she submitted, was soon approved by the Magic Society, the narrative would change.

Some understanding of how magic’s efficiency was increased would be revealed.

“Lightning magic and firebolt magic have definitive signs! It means the formulas are already complete, just like how 1 plus 1 equals 2. If you draw the signs even slightly wrong, it’s an immediate failed spell. It’s hard to discover by accident!”

“That’s true.”

“…… And that’s it for ‘that’s true’?”

Milo looked incredulous. Ian crossed his arms and laughed.

“1 plus 1 equals 2 indeed. When it becomes a law, no one questions it. They just memorize that 1 plus 1 is 2 because it’s easier and no one will challenge it. Magic is the same.”

He felt a bit parched.

Ian poured himself a glass of water from a cup set aside and drank it down. He filled another glass to the brim and placed it in front of Milo.

“But theoretical mages are different. They explore if there are exceptions to the laws deemed complete or if there are other laws. Some might call that a waste of time or foolish, but, who knows?”

Ian extended his hand, offering water, implying Milo should calm down.

Milo drank the water.

“I have a fondness for ancient languages. So, I’ve been revisiting basic magic. I achieved something in the process. Is that so strange?”

“So… you’re saying it was possible because you’re a theoretical mage?”

“Not exactly. It’s something anyone who’s curious about minor things could discover. I got a hint from an ancient script.”

“Ancient script?”

“Precisely, the interpretation of aphorisms.”

Milo’s eyes sparkled with interest.

“Did you really find a different interpretation?”

“Not vastly different. Considering how many ancient languages are dense and symbolic, there’s always room for varied interpretations. I just discovered a slightly improved method.”

“If this becomes known in society…”

Ian shared something the two hadn’t imagined.

“It’ll be known soon enough. I already submitted a research paper on a new formula for Lightning Spell.”

“What?”

Both Milo and Edel were startled.

Discovering a new formula was one thing; submitting a paper to the Magic Society was another matter altogether.

The Magic Society is a transnational organization joined by all mages and scholars of magic. They have branches in each country, and the headquarters operates like a separate state.

The branches and headquarters are commonly called the ‘Tower of Magic.’

Naturally, there’s a Tower of Magic in the Kingdom of Sonokin. It stands in a quiet forest a bit away from the capital.

This meant that Ian’s paper had been submitted to the Magic Society in the Kingdom of Sonokin’s Tower of Magic.

If the paper was exceptional, it could spread not only to the headquarters but also to other branches.

“An extraordinary fellow indeed is right beside me. How long has it been since you entered the academy, and you’ve already written a paper?”

“Of course, I didn’t write it alone.”

“Then who?”

“Senior Isera helped me. I’ll be co-authoring it with her.”

“It’s unbelievable…”

The succession of shocks was unending.

The Oracle Family, which had barely been surviving on their past glory, had suddenly risen to prominence in such a remarkable way.

“Wait a moment. You said you didn’t know this person before?”

“Thanks to the noble prince, we got acquainted. I sometimes meet her at the library. Always sitting in the same spot.”

“Where?”

“Why, are you interested?”

As Ian smirked, Milo frowned and waved his hand dismissively.

“I don’t like people like that! Feels like they’d eat me alive.”

“Yeah, she is a bit scary. Even a brief glance is chilling.”

Contrary to their perspectives, Ian saw Isera differently. Outside, she seemed cold, but inside he thought she might not be.

‘If she were truly cold and calculative, she would have taken all the credit for the paper alone.’

Despite the academy’s emphasis on research ethics, it was not uncommon to have ideas stolen.

In this scenario, Isera graciously allowed Ian’s name to be included on the paper.

Even though Ian hadn’t written a single word.

An ordinary person couldn’t do such a thing, especially not someone competing at the academy.

“So, are all your questions settled now, Milo?”

“Can I ask just one more?”

“Go ahead.”

“What circle are you?”

Asking someone’s circle was considered rude since it indicated their level of skill.

Nevertheless, Milo couldn’t help but ask.

Milo’s mind was vividly filled with the magic Ian had displayed in the training ground.

“1st Circle.”

“1st Circle? What nonsense is that? How can a 1st Circle perform such magic?”

“It’s true. If you don’t believe me, you’ll see at the mana measurement.”

“Mmm.”

With that, Ian left an air of mystery as he got up and lay down comfortably on his bed.

Milo believed that Ian was hiding his true power.

Of course, that was precisely what Ian intended.

* * *

The next day, the Department of Magic’s freshman mana measurement ceremony was held in the auditorium.

“Thanks to someone, the best I can hope for is second place.”

Milo clicked his tongue. Ian ignored him and entered the auditorium with a smile.

Many freshmen from the Department of Magic had gathered. Their faces were clearly tense.

‘It’s a completely different atmosphere from the induction ceremony.’

Once they had united their minds against the Department of Martial Arts freshmen, but not anymore. Now, they regarded each other as competitors.

And this was exactly what the Department of Magic professors and the academy president desired.

Competition was the fastest and most accurate way to improve skills.

On the podium stood professors from the Department of Magic.

Milo pointed with his finger to the far left.

“Is that Professor Frost?”

“Yes.”

The only familiar face to him was Professor Frost. Besides him, several professors began preparing for the measurement.

There was only one mana measuring device.

It wasn’t because of its cost that there was only one.

It was set up to heighten the tension and competitive spirit to its peak.

“Preparation complete, Dean.”

“Good.”

The high-level mage reported with her voice imbued with mana.

She was the Dean of the Department of Magic, Jessica.

― Attention, everyone.

The chattering students immediately fell silent.
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‘Jessica Hyard.’

A mage known in the world by the title ‘The High One’.

At the age of 20, she astonished everyone by reaching the level of a five-circle mage, and now in her 30s, she was recognized as an archmage who had reached the realm of the seven-circle.

She was also a renowned practitioner of combat magic.

She had gained fame through numerous battles and became widely known during the war against the Kingdom of Roland.

Despite her beautiful appearance, she preferred to use rather aggressive magic.

The number of her defeated enemies alone exceeded the thousands.

And due to her contributions, she became a royal mage at a young age and she is currently serving as the Dean of the Department of Magic at the Royal Academy.

In terms of skill, she was one of the top five in the kingdom.

“Welcome to the Royal Academy. You must have enjoyed your time to reorganize yourselves sufficiently, right? With pleasure comes pain. From now on, we will conduct mana measurement. As you all know, mana measurement is the yardstick of strength. Whatever the number turns out to be, it will demonstrate the power that lies within you.”

Dean Jessica subtly incited a competitive spirit.

‘That’s the typical characteristic of battle mages.’

If only those aspiring to join the battle school were gathered here, they would all have rushed towards the Mana Meter, eyes ablaze.

“However, before you place your hand on the Mana Meter, relax as if you were meditating, so that you can achieve a state of emptiness. Only then will your true abilities emerge.”

That remark strangely made Ian feel sorry towards Dean Jessica. He had planned to hide his true capabilities.

“Those who are confident may step forward and begin the measurement.”

The method was intriguing.

Who would have the courage to step forward and measure first? All the students looked around.

Ian crossed his arms, choosing to observe the situation.

‘There must be experts in the Department of Magic I don’t know about. There’s no need to be the first. Let’s watch the situation unfold.’


The peers Ian had met at the training ground mostly showcased average skills.

However, Ian concluded that anyone with truly exceptional skills would not have wasted mana at such a place.

‘Instead, they will reveal their mana on an official stage.’

It would be wise to remember that individual’s name.

The day might come when one would have to exchange deadly magic.

“First-year magic student, Saruang Jade. Please conduct the test!”

“Oh, a brave student.”

Finally, the first volunteer emerged.

Once the first step is taken, others will likely rush to get measured. The student, named Saruang Jade, standing before the measuring device, did not appear particularly strong.

‘Is that where the numbers will appear?’

Ian focused on the screen placed above the platform.

That screen was no ordinary fabric.

It was linked to the Mana Meter, functioning on a principle that projected the measured score onto the screen. The Academy had intended to make everyone’s scores public from the beginning.

“Now, close your eyes and place your hand here.”

“Yes!”

The first volunteer closed his eyes with a determined expression.

Soon, a blue light shimmered, and the orb of the Mana Meter began to vibrate.

Mysterious mana filled the orb.

Ian, having experienced this once before, showed no change in expression, but there were quite a few gasps among the audience.

Soon, the measurement was completed.


The displayed score on the screen was 481. Simultaneously, a murmur filled the auditorium.

“Is that high?”

Milo asked, raising a question Ian also wanted to ask.

“I don’t know either. We’ll need to see a few more to get a sense.”

“Hmm.”

Milo seemed fairly tense.

Being confident in magic and measuring mana scores were two different matters altogether.

Then Dean Jessica’s voice resonated through the hall.

“You’re curious about how high this score is, right? Let me explain since you’re all wondering. Last year’s freshmen had an average measurement of 755. You all understand what the number 481 implies now, right?”

The courageous first student did not even manage to get the average. Although no one would outright laugh, ridicule and sneers were undoubtedly present.

“Who’s next?”

With a voice tinged with provocation, dean Jessica watched someone step forward.

Ian was taken aback.

The volunteer was none other than Milo.

‘As I expected. He’s exceptional.’

A normal student would have felt intimidated. After all, they had attracted the attention of Dean Jessica as well.

However, stepping forward despite that pressure meant he was confident in his abilities.

If it’s Milo, it’s possible.

He had undergone extensive training at a prestigious swordsmanship family. A field entirely unrelated to magic.

In such tense situations, he knew how to reveal his true worth.


“Name?”

“Milo Vinettia. Please proceed with the mana measurement.”

“Alright. Place your hand here.”

Following the professor’s instruction, Milo placed his hand on the orb. The measurement commenced.

Pop!

“Ooh!”

“This feels different from that previous guy, doesn’t it?”

“The light itself is different!”

The surrounding observers accurately grasped the situation. The Mana Meter was shining more brightly, and the amount of mana filling the orb was substantial. Everyone held their breath, waiting for the measurement to conclude.

Then the score appeared.

“982!”

‘Was the outcast of the Vinettia Family really at this level?’

“Wow!”

A score of 982 displayed. Surpassing the average for last year’s freshmen. This meant he was stronger than most new students. Of course, a mana score alone could not evaluate comprehensive abilities.

‘Milo is likely much stronger in reality. After all, he has mastered both swordsmanship and physical techniques.’

Being able to read an opponent’s movements in battle is a significant talent, especially in a fight with a knight.

He had confidence since he grew up being challenged by his older brothers.

However, Milo did not seem satisfied.

“Tsk! I wanted to reach four digits. Shouldn’t have given that potion to Edel.”

“Ah, aaah…….”

“Just kidding, you fool. I’m not someone who holds grudges!”

Yet, Edel awkwardly smiled, his shoulders slightly trembling. He still found Milo intimidating.

‘He seems like someone who holds grudges a lot.’

Ian muttered inwardly and shifted his gaze to the ongoing mana measurements.

With Milo’s measurement done, students now lined up, waiting for their turn.

Still, even when more than half were measured, Milo’s record remained unbeaten. Most scores were close to average or below the standard.

‘Their mana isn’t as strong as expected.’

It wasn’t something Ian, who was below the standard, could say, but circumstances were different for the moment.

“Would Milo end up being first among them?”

“Getting first will be tough.”

“Surprising, given that people called you a genius mage.”

Milo gestured with his chin toward someone. A noticeable young man had yet to join the line.

He possessed a tall stature with distinct features, but his pale face and bluish lips gave off a chilling impression. The young man stood somewhat apart from his peers.

“Who is he?”

“Zickhardt Telomian.”

Ian recognized the name.

He was the second son of Count Telomian, a prestigious family of mages, and was renowned for his innate talent, even being called the kingdom’s future.

At that moment, Zickhardt turned his head in their direction, unexpectedly meeting their gaze.

Displaying a previously expressionless face, he suddenly lifted the corners of his mouth into an unsettling smile.

“Not a pleasant impression.”

“Stay away. There’s a lot of bad rumors.”

“Such as?”

Milo whispered.

“I heard he has mental issues. A few of his subordinates have supposedly died. But it’s just hearsay.”

It isn’t uncommon for mages to develop mental issues. Immersing oneself deeply in research and magic can lead to madness.

“So, you think that guy is stronger than you?”

“For now. Rumor has it he surpassed the 3rd Circle, but who knows.”

“How about you?”

“Near the end of 2nd Circle.”

At the moment Ian Oracle nodded, Zickhardt suddenly stepped forward with a brisk stride.

“Move!”

“Hey!”

He pushed aside the waiting participant, taking the spot for himself.

The professor, with a look of amusement, encouraged the measurement.

“Zickhardt Telomian. I will measure now.”

“Place your hand.”

Woooong!

Even from a short distance away, Ian could feel the mana power in his skin.

‘Strong!’

Mana, even more brilliant than that of Milo Vinettia, began to fill the crystal sphere.

The professors observing the measurement couldn’t hide their astonishment.

‘If he’s reached the 3rd Circle, then somewhere in the mid-1000s?’

Ian thought there must be a certain logic to the numbers displayed on the screen.

The device assigning scores to mana power was created by mages, after all. There would likely be Circle standards corresponding to certain ranges.

‘In any case, that’s some incredible mana power. He’s almost filled up the measurement orb.’

There were some empty gaps, but no one measured before had reached this level. More importantly, the color was different—it signified purity.

The measurement concluded soon enough.

“Unbelievable!”

“Is that even humanly possible?”

Students were in shock as they confirmed the number on the screen.

1482.

It was the highest record of the day.

Compared to the average of last year’s new students, it was nearly double. It was about 500 points higher than Milo Vinettia.

“A monster beyond expectation.”

“Indeed. This won’t be easy.”

Milo sighed and glanced slyly at Ian.

“Do you have confidence? You seem much higher than me. Go knock that guy down a peg!”

“I told you before, I’m 1st Circle.”

“Who’s going to believe that? No one here would.”

“You’ll see.”

“When are you going to do it?”

“The very last one.”

As Zickhardt withdrew from the Mana Meter, his gaze locked with Ian’s again. Zickhardt, with a sly smile, left the auditorium.

‘Is he saying there’s nothing more to see? Arrogant.’

Ian calmly waited for his turn to arrive.

Milo’s record was quietly surpassed.

As they reached the latter part, descendants from prestigious families kept emerging. Aside from Zickhardt, there were even two more people who surpassed a thousand points, and quite a few who surpassed nine hundred.

“It seems we were just frogs in a well.”

Milo looked visibly disappointed, yet he tightened his grip on his staff, steeling his resolve.

“Will you get scolded by the count when you return home?”

“I’ve been scolded so much that I don’t even feel it anymore. As long as my family does not disown me, I’m fine. I’d be in trouble if they cut off my allowance. Damn!”

“Hang in there. Today isn’t the only day.”

Then, it was Edel’s turn. Edel nervously reached out for the measurement, resulting in a surprising outcome.

“221? That’s higher than I thought.”

“It’s the effects of the magic potion. Thanks to my help with your mana training.”

“We should celebrate with a feast at some fancy place. Heh heh!”

“Evil nobles exploiting commoners, huh.”

“That’s what nobles exist for, to exploit commoners.”

Unaware of this, Edel walked over gracefully and bowed his head in gratitude to his two roommates.

“So, seems like one person is left. Who’s still hiding?”

With the voice of Dean Jessica, Ian stepped forward.

Aside from Zickhardt, everyone else remained in the auditorium.

Rumors had already spread widely within the academy about Ian demonstrating a unique form of magic in the training grounds.

They all wanted to see it with their own eyes.

The extent of the power of Ian Oracle, the head of the illustrious Oracle Family of theoretical mages.

“Ian Oracle. Mana measurement will commence.”

Ian placed his hand on the orb.
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“Did you hear he used modified magic at the training ground?”

“At least a thousand, maybe he could surpass Zickhardt if it comes out intensely.”

“Crazy! Do you think surpassing a thousand is that easy?”

“But I heard it was powerful enough to break the walls of the training ground. Doesn’t that suggest he’s reached at least the 3rd Circle?”

“If a firebolt could cause a shockwave…”

Even at the moment when Ian Oracle placed his hand on the orb, the freshmen of the Department of Magic were making guesses about Ian’s abilities.

Not all opinions were favorable, though.

There were quite a few people who looked at Ian with skepticism in their eyes.

“When you step on a worm, it squirms. Isn’t that just the right phrase for this situation?”

A female student with an arrogant expression made a remark. She didn’t like that Ian was receiving too much attention.

She was a student who harbored the dangerous belief that all attention should belong to her.

The name of this thoughtless student was Ophelia, the young lady of Marquis Drias Family.

“Oh, my lady, calling him a worm is too much, don’t you think?”

A princelike male student standing nearby smiled lazily. His gaze towards Ian wasn’t very friendly either.

“Let’s watch calmly. Frowning will give you wrinkles on that pretty forehead of yours.”

“It’s none of your concern.”

“It makes me sad to hear that. My mother likes you a lot, you know. And so do I, of course.”

“Ew! Disgusting! Get away.”

Ophelia coldly brushed off the hand that had sneakily been placed on her shoulder.

His name was Sebastian, the eldest son of the renowned Marquis Kent Family, alongside the Drias Family in the kingdom.


He was also the one who recorded the second-highest score after Zickhardt, who had the highest.

Ophelia maintained the third position.

People say birds of a feather flock together.

Zickhardt, Sebastian, and Ophelia were secretly competing with each other, and they had met once more at the academy.

However, not long ago, rumors spread that the heir of a baronial family, whom they hadn’t paid much attention to, had cast an extraordinary spell.

They wanted to dismiss it as just a rumor, but there were too many witnesses.

“There’s no way that little upstart is going to surpass my score, is there?”

Ophelia bit her nails nervously. Sebastian smirked.

“For a mage from a theoretical family, isn’t it more fitting to just study in the library? Do we really need to worry about something that hasn’t even happened?”

“It would have been better if Helios had crushed him back then.”

“Calm down.”

Although Sebastian tried to soothe her, Ophelia’s eyes were filled with obvious hostility.

“It gives me chills to be studying alongside someone from such a lowly family. Isn’t he an introverted recluse? Isn’t there something mentally wrong with him? If he can’t get along with people, he should quietly stay under house arrest. Why did he enroll just to muddle things up?”

“Haha. He must be quite something to make the great Lady Ophelia this jealous.”

“Who said anything about jealousy!”

“Shh. It’s starting.”

At that moment, Ian closed his eyes and released his magic.

Wooong!

A blue light began to flicker inside the orb. Soon, the orb started filling with blue mana.

‘This is a good opportunity to find out the exact measurement. Let’s do this properly.’


The machine he had measured with Professor Frost before didn’t provide an exact number. This device was said to be precise enough to measure even single-digit mana, so he would be able to verify to some extent immediately.

Ian emptied his mind. He focused so that the circle in his heart could vigorously expel mana by opening all the blood vessels.

But the results came sooner than expected.

Ian’s mana, which had begun to fill the orb, started dispersing quickly.

The students had already figured out the basic principle of the Mana Meter.

One could roughly estimate the mana by observing the mana filling the orb. Yet now, Ian’s mana was not filling the orb but escaping from it.

There was only one meaning behind that.

“What is it?”

“Could it be that it’s already over?”

The murmurs only lasted a moment before the Mana Meter indicated that the measurement was complete. Everyone’s attention turned to the screen.

And everyone was astonished.

“No way!”

“Isn’t the machine broken?”

“Until now, there hasn’t been a single person below 100, right?”

Ian’s mana score was recorded as 77.

In other words, Ian’s recorded mana score was the lowest among the new students at the Department of Magic.

“Ha! 77? That’s not even child’s play. How did such an inferior student get into the academy? So lowly. Just so lowly! They should tell him to transfer to the Department of Natural Sciences!”

Ophelia laughed with ridicule. Sebastian also looked somewhat relieved.

“In any case, isn’t it good that you maintained third place? The Marquis will be very pleased.”

“What nonsense are you spouting? He should only be pleased if I defeat my brother. Would it kill you to yield a little? This was a rare chance to earn some points with father.”


“There will be countless opportunities to earn points in the future, so don’t worry, my lady.”

Ophelia was visibly annoyed by the overly sweet smile.

“Let’s get out of here! I feel like I’m becoming lowly just standing here.”

Unlike the confused freshmen, Ian maintained a calm demeanor. He politely greeted the professor in charge of the measurements.

“Thank you for your efforts.”

“Oh, yes. Ian Oracle. Don’t worry too much about your low score. If you train diligently, you’ll achieve good results.”

“Thank you for your words.”

Ian’s expression and stride were more confident than anyone’s.

To someone unaware of the situation, it might have seemed like he had scored the highest.

Ian approached the two roommates who awaited him.

“Do you believe me now? That I’m a 1-circle mage.”

“Sigh…”

Milo hesitated to reply.

It was hard to dismiss it as nonsense, given that there were no issues with the measurement, but the magic he had witnessed from Ian was too powerful to just comfort him over the results.

“What on earth was the magic I saw?”

“If you’re curious, why don’t you take a hit next time? It might just be flashy on the outside. You’ll get your answer by how much it hurts.”

“Talk some sense!”

Ian chuckled and turned his head.

Just then, he saw Sebastian and Ophelia leaving the auditorium.

He also turned to observe the reactions of his fellow students.

They all had puzzled expressions.

However, the looks that once disregarded those with low scores were missing. There was a cautious atmosphere among them.

‘Is this a success, then?’

He felt grateful towards Professor Frost. If it hadn’t been for his advice, he might have left the auditorium feeling dispirited.

“Let’s go too. We need to eat and prepare for class.”

“Where should we eat?”

“A quick bite at the salon? We can have a cup of tea since it’s been a while.”

“Oh~ sounds good! You’re treating us, Ian?”

“The hyung should treat us.”

“Hyung?”

Edel asked, puzzled. Ian put his arm around Milo’s shoulder.

“The one with the highest mana score is hyung. Treat us to commemorate.”

“What do you mean the highest? There are four or five people ahead of me.”

“In room 307 of the dormitory, you are.”

“I’d rather be the tail of a dragon… forget it! Let’s go, let’s go! This is disgraceful!”

Milo felt like he had been helping others for days, but he brushed it off as just a feeling.

The three individuals exited the auditorium.

There was a noble presence that had been observing this scene all along.

“I am quite disappointed. I was anxiously waiting, worrying he might forgo admission, but this is the outcome.”

It was not only the academy students who were anticipating Ian’s mana measurement results. The professors on the podium were also interested in Ian’s mana.

Among those most intrigued was Dean Jessica.

She was particularly one of the few mages eagerly awaiting Ian’s admission.

“What is going on here? Professor Frost. I demand an explanation.”

The reprimand was cast in an unexpected direction.

Professor Frost pulled out a soft cloth from his pocket and wiped his glasses.

“Just because someone’s mana is strong doesn’t mean they are a great mage. There can be achievements as long as one doesn’t neglect study and practice.”

“I heard Ian, along with young Isera, discovered a new formula for Lightning Spell. They’re even submitting a paper. Yet the magic level was just 77? This isn’t just any magic, changing the basic formula means something significant, doesn’t it?”

In a word, it was a revolution against the existing system of knowledge.

If Ian and Isera’s paper passed, it would create a significant stir.

“The paper has only been submitted, not yet approved. You talk as though it has already been passed. Have you read it?”

“You know Isera isn’t one to exaggerate.”

“If you think the results are strange, why not measure again?”

“The device has no issues. If there were any, it would have been flagged first.”

Professor Frost smiled charmingly as he put his glasses back on.

Dean Jessica had long disliked that overly relaxed expression.

“By finding an efficient formula, you can execute powerful magic with less power. It’s not an odd concept. It’s surprising to hear such a remark from you, who knows this well.”

“This efficiency nonsense. Efficiency! I am really sick of it! Are all theoretical mages as inflexible as you?”

“That’s a prejudice.”

Professor Frost replied lightly as he descended from the platform.

Fellow professors flinched and checked Dean Jessica’s reaction.

Though the two were similar in age, Frost was considerably lower in rank. Yet, he could be so confident.

“We should avoid presenting any requests for approval to the Dean for a while.”

“Professor Frost certainly has some tenacity. To handle the fiery Dean like that.”

“It must be due to their old ties.”

The other professors, wary, shared their thoughts cautiously.

In reality, the two had graduated together from the Royal Academy’s Department of Magic.

While Jessica made a name for herself in the world, Frost focused on studying at the Great Library. Their paths were completely different.

By the time they met again at the academy after many years, their statuses had changed significantly.

Frost had just become a professor from an instructor, whereas Jessica was a dean-level professor. The titles reflected as much; Frost was a baronet with no benefice, and Jessica was a countess with one.

The presence or absence of benefice made a significant difference.

It determined whether wealth could be accumulated across generations.

Despite this, Frost was always leisurely and uncompromising in his opinions, making him a very challenging professor from Dean Jessica’s perspective.

“Where are you going?”

“The event is over, so I need to leave. I must also prepare for my afternoon lecture.”

Professor Frost made a dismissive comment and began to walk away again. Dean Jessica frowned as she trailed behind Frost.

“Won’t those who were waiting for Ian’s admission be disappointed now? Including us.”

“Please don’t include me in that. I’m more than satisfied as it is.”

“What on earth is satisfying?”

“He quietly asserts his presence when needed, doesn’t he? It reminds me of the young Lord Lefevre.”

“So, could you explain where this presence shows up? Isn’t understanding and explaining things the specialty of theoretical mages?”

“Oh dear. Has it gotten this late already? Shall we have a meal? It’ll soon be lunchtime.”

“Ah… yes, right. Nothing in life is free. Let’s go. Great Professor Frost, I shall buy lunch.”

“That’s the most pleasant thing I’ve heard recently.”

The two of them also left the auditorium.
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The first lecture was a fundamental course for freshmen only.

“The History of Magic Theory, huh. Haha! The title sounds good! There should be many pretty girls in the class, right?”

Milo was excited, quite unbecoming of his large build. He spun his chair around, cheering.

Ian clicked his tongue.

“Is your mind filled with nothing but thoughts of women?”

“Of course, a man thinks about women. What, should I think about men instead?”

“…”

Faced with Milo’s unexpected logic, Ian couldn’t find words to reply. Beside him, Edel quietly chuckled, covering his mouth as he gathered his books.

Ian spoke up.

“Still, you must have had your eye on someone.”

“Not a single one, really. I barely got to see any of our peers. Everyone’s been holed up in the dorms slurping potions.”

“And what about the ladies you worked so hard on in social circles?”

“That’s there, and this is here. The tender love exchanged within the academy walls! Isn’t it romantic? You can attend social gatherings anytime, but you only get one chance at academy life.”

“You’ve got peculiar tastes.”

“As a virgin, it’s not something you can understand. Hehehe.”

Ian almost unconsciously formed a spell rune.

Just then, Edel’s eyes widened as he asked, “Wow, really? You’ve never been in a relationship?”

“Well, I just didn’t hit it off with anyone!”

Ian replied, regretting canceling his spell rune. He should have used magic to blow Milo away.

“Don’t be fooled, Edel! He’s just saying he’s given his heart to none to cover up his playboy nature.”


“I knew it!”

“There must be secret passages in the Oracle Family mansion that we don’t know about. Ladies must have snuck in and out every night. Maybe that’s why no social gatherings have ever been held at the Oracle mansion.”

It seemed like they were about to switch careers to detectives.

Edel nodded fervently in agreement with Milo’s guess.

Ian wanted to blast them both away.

This was what double-casting spells were for, but he hadn’t mastered it yet.

“You’re handsome, Ian. I bet you’re quite popular, unlike someone.”

“Damn it! Ugh! God is unfair!”

“Actually, it seems pretty fair.”

Ian retorted. Naturally, Milo couldn’t accept it.

“How so?”

“Generally speaking, one could deduce that mana is inversely proportional to appearance. You scored 982 points, Edel 221 points. I scored 77 points.”

“Hmm…”

Milo’s expression turned ambiguous. It suggested that he was less attractive due to his high mana score.

Thinking his colleagues were contemplating too deeply on his casual comment, Ian advised, “Let’s get ready for class. We need to leave soon. We’re out of time.”

“Ah!”

Startled, Milo stood in front of the mirror, starting to fix his hair, even humming a tune.

Anyone seeing this might think he was heading to a social event.

But it was inevitable. So far, they haven’t had the chance to mingle with classmates, let alone seniors. They needed to either attend classes together or participate in department or study group events to build connections.

Thus, one could say that real life at the academy begins after the term commences.


Having completed his hairdo, Milo turned swiftly to Ian.

“How is it?”

“I don’t see any difference.”

“Don’t just glance; take a good look.”

“I once heard from our butler that the completion of a hairstyle is the face.”

“Damn it! Curse it! To hell with it!”

Frustrated, Milo scratched his head vigorously. His once neatly styled hair became tousled in an instant.

“I haven’t even caught a glimpse of any lady’s lace, and yet someone has already locked eyes with a senior for a library date. The young ones today, it’s truly the end times!”

“You don’t mean me, do you?”

“I have this one acquaintance with a pathetic mana score of 77. I’m talking about him.”

“Hahaha.”

Ian laughed heartily.

Milo often felt envious of the connection he had formed with Isera.

“Be honest. You didn’t just write the paper, did you? You created a new, secret history together in a secluded place, right? Isn’t that what happened?”

“What nonsense is this? What would you do if our senior heard that?”

“I’m not worried about that. Do you really think Lucky Seven, our loyal friend, would betray us just because he’s blinded by love?”

“If it were sympathy instead of friendship, maybe he would.”

“Hey!”

Milo had given Ian the nickname Lucky Seven.

He was inspired by Ian’s mana level of 77.


Ian liked that nickname. After all, the number 7 was one of his favorite numbers.

“Milo, don’t forget that I’m listening too.”

At that moment, Edel cut in. Milo’s carefree expression became serious.

“Each favor should be returned. Hmm? Thanks to whom did you get the elixir, and now you plan to betray me?”

“What are you talking about? I’ve never received an elixir from you.”

“What?”

“I got it from Ian. Didn’t I?”

Ian nodded with a smile.

After his mana assessment, Edel gained confidence and was able to interact more comfortably with both of them, allowing for such jokes.

Edel grinned.

“When I meet our senior, I’ll be sure to tell her there’s a roommate with mischievous thoughts.”

“Oh no! What an oversight on my part, Sir Edel. If you need anything, just say the word. I’ll get it for you.”

“Hmm… I don’t ask for much. Perhaps you can forgive my fines.”

Milo sighed and glanced at Ian, who willingly nodded. Thus, Edel’s debt returned to zero.

“But are you really saying nothing happened with Senior Isera?”

“Not every interaction needs to lead to something.”

“Treat her well. After all, she’s the lady who saved your life.”

Ian chuckled softly.

Even if she was a noble of a vassal state, the difference in their family status was vast.

Most importantly, Ian was not interested in youth romances.

He realized that introducing himself through conventional methods would have been nearly impossible.

‘In that sense, I’ve indeed been fortunate.’

It had been a series of coincidences. He received help in a crisis, uncovered a new formula together, and co-authored a paper. Quite impressive for having met only twice.

Hence, he found himself curious about Isera.

There was a lack of information.

‘To get closer, it should be through club activities. I wonder what club is Senior a part of? Somehow, it feels like she’s not involved in anything.’

At the Royal Academy, students often engaged in student-led activities. Among them, club activities were the most prominent.

Upon choosing a department and school of thought, one inevitably focuses solely on that. Club activities were encouraged to enrich the academy life with hobbies.

Participation was optional, and joining multiple clubs was fine.

‘I should ask her later since there’s a need to get closer.’

Not because of her beauty, but because she’s someone with the insight to see through his speculations. She might even possess skills at a professor’s level.

Ding dong! Ding dong!

The sound from the mana speaker announced the call to prepare for class.

“Let’s go.”

The three left the dormitory, carrying both tension and excitement and headed to the lecture hall.

* * *

Engrossed in conversation, the three entered the lecture building but paused in their tracks.

Isera was standing in front of the lecture hall.

Milo asked, “Isn’t this the basic core course?”

“It is.”

“No way you’re retaking it, right? What’s up?”

At that moment, Isera’s gaze fell on Ian. She straightened from leaning against the wall.

‘Has she business with me?’

Ian felt a slight tension.

He bowed slightly to Isera, who was looking directly at him.

“Hello, senior. We meet again here.”

“I heard about your mana measurement results. They were awful, weren’t they?”

“That’s satisfactory for me.”

Ian Oracle gave a cool response, causing a new light to flicker in Isera Hebraim’s eyes.

“Hmm! Hello there. It’s a pleasure to meet you for the first time. I’m Milo Vinettia. Please take care of me!”

“Hello! I’m Edel Heinz. Please take care of me as well! But, senior, I…”

Noticing that Edel was plotting something mischievous, Milo grabbed him by the neck and hurriedly fled toward the lecture hall.

As a result, only Ian and Isera were left in the hallway.

“Forgive them. My roommates are a bit unusual.”

“Have you grown that close already?”

“There’s no reason not to befriend them, is there?”

“You seem a bit different from the rumors.”

“Well, they say I’m a recluse. I suppose that’s my fault for staying cooped up in the mansion.”

Isera, who had been watching Ian intently, casually handed him something. Ian’s gaze followed her action.

In her hand was a thin book.

“What is this?”

“Take it.”

Ian accepted the book without thinking.

Written on the cover was the title: “New Techniques and Applications of Basic Magic – Focusing on Lightning Magic.”

Ian recognized the title well. It was a paper that he had recently completed and submitted along with Isera.

“Has it been reviewed already?”

“Not yet. It’s one of the copies we prepared for submission. I thought you should have a copy, regardless of the outcome.”

“Thank you.”

Publishing a book with one’s name on it, especially a book related to magic, was quite exciting. It had been Ian’s goal.

‘I didn’t expect my goal to be accomplished so soon.’

He felt as though he was walking on air.

Ian planned to return to the mansion soon and place the paper before the portraits of his father and mother.

“You came all the way here just to give me this. Next time, just call me, and I’ll come to you.”

“That’s not the only reason.”

“What else then?”

“It’s about the next paper topic. What magic do you have in mind?”

It was such an assertive question that Ian momentarily wondered if Isera had entrusted him with the paper’s topic.

“I haven’t planned any follow-up research yet…”

“I heard you’ve improved the Fire Bolt spell. You must know improvement techniques for other spells as well. Even if you don’t know now, you will eventually.”

“Did you peek into my mind?”

“Just answer.”

For the first time, Ian realized that the woman who always seemed so cold and aloof was now showing signs of impatience.

Isera was revealing her desire.

It wasn’t a romantic desire towards a handsome junior. It was a challenge and conquest desire towards the vast systematic study of magic.

‘In that aspect, it’s quite similar to the senior. No, not just similar, almost identical.’

When a warm sense of camaraderie arose, Ian laughed.

Isera’s eyes, upon witnessing that laugh, sharpened like icy daggers. They almost pierced him.

“Yes, it’s true that I’ve improved the Fire Bolt spell process. I’m experimenting with other spells as well. But it’s difficult right now. As you know, I need to focus on the potion business for the time being.”

“If you want to write the paper alone or are thinking of someone else, you can just tell me honestly.”

“No, I really don’t have any intentions like that. You’re the only person I know, senior.”

“Then just share the process, and I’ll handle the rest.”

“I can’t do that.”

Ian spoke decisively, and Isera looked at him as if surprised.

“I understand about the paper on Lightning Magic, but for the next one, I can’t agree. Even if we’re co-authors, I want to take on a part of the writing myself.”

“Why? There’s an easy path to gaining fame.”

“I don’t want to hear that I succeeded just because I met the right senior.”

Ian spoke indirectly, but Isera understood the meaning right away.

“Alright. Then I’ll be waiting to hear from you.”

“Yes.”

Isera turned away without any hesitation.
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The major lecture hall was designed in a semicircular shape, allowing students to focus on the podium.

On one side, various tools for magical experiments were prepared, and three blackboards were lined up consecutively.

About 40 students filled the classroom.

When Ian entered, the students’ attention slowly started to shift towards him until all their eyes were fixed on him.

‘They seem curious.’

It was only natural.

Logically, a mana score of 77 shouldn’t allow one to cast a basic spell that powerfully.

Students who witnessed or heard rumors about Ian casting a spell in the training area thought he hadn’t been measured correctly.

Hence, they grew curious about his true intentions.

There is no reason to hide one’s mana unless there is something special.

That is why there are many eyes on Ian, some friendly, others wary.

‘Still, I feel relieved now that it’s over. I should thank Professor Frost personally.’

Ian sat in the seat saved by Milo and Edel. It was in the front row; Edel was on the far left, Milo was in the middle, and Ian was on the right.

Milo lowered his voice and asked, “So, what happened? A love letter? Or did you set a wedding date?”

“Don’t talk nonsense!”

Ian replied.

“Why are you being so dull? The senior came all the way here for a reason, right? Looked like she had some business with you.”

“It’s nothing, so don’t worry about it.”

Ian took out his textbook. However, he felt a prickling sensation on the back of his head. On reflex, he turned around and met someone’s gaze.

It was two people, Ophelia and Sebastian.

Ophelia frowned and turned her head away, while Sebastian wore an arrogant and smug expression.


‘That person’s name was Ophelia, wasn’t it? The Drias Family is a renowned family even in magic. The same goes for Sebastian.’

Then a name came to mind.

Ian gazed at the very back seat, where Zickhardt, eyes glazed, was staring at the ceiling with an unreadable expression.

‘Zickhardt, Sebastian, Ophelia. These three are the top among the freshmen. And they harbor ill feelings toward me.’

Ian didn’t let it bother him much.

‘You all can continue playing with numbers. I have lots to do at the academy.’

Shifting his focus away, Ian prepared for the class. Though he had already memorized all the content of the textbook, he reviewed it once again.

At that moment, someone tapped him on the shoulder.

“Ian Oracle.”

Turning around, Ian saw Sebastian looking down at him with a hand draped over his shoulder.

“I’m curious about something. Not much, but… what exactly did you do during the mana measurement?”

“What do you mean, what did I do?”

“The number seemed too low. I heard you cast pretty powerful spelsl. But the result was like that. If it were me, I would’ve requested to redo the measurement, but you just let it slide. Isn’t that strange? People might not say it aloud, but they’re curious, aren’t they?”

The last question was directed toward the surrounding students, not Ian.

Sebastian was quite sociable. The students around him quickly agreed with what he said.

‘He knows how to manipulate people.’

If he were just a brat relying on his family’s power and his own strength, he wouldn’t bother with such troublesome methods.

‘He must have threatened me to be honest when I was talking nicely.’

Manipulating public opinion requires considerable skill.

Sebastian possessed that skill.


“Is there any reason to mess with the measurement? At the academy, mana is weighed more heavily than grades. The higher, the better, right?”

“There might be something we don’t know about. That’s the conclusion I reached.”

How arbitrary.

Yet, compared to Helios, he seemed more composed. At least he wasn’t using derogatory language.

“Don’t you think you should reconsider your conclusion? In a situation where a higher level favors me, what gain is there in manipulating the score? Wouldn’t an overwhelming figure from a mere baron’s family making a name for themselves be a better story? Don’t you agree?”

This time, Ian sought agreement from those around. Quite a few students nodded.

“And even if there really is something, it will eventually come to light, won’t it? We’re not here at the academy for just a day or two, right? What’s the rush? It’s not like I’m running away.”

Ian brushed off Sebastian’s arm from his shoulder with a flick.

Flustered by his failure, Sebastian glanced at Ophelia with a troubled expression.

Naturally, Ophelia’s expression had turned hostile.

Sebastian, who had been hesitating, suddenly leaned in. Then, he whispered secretly into Ian’s ear.

“Kid, you should know it’s not fun getting close to Ms. Isera, right?”

“What?”

“Don’t even think about reaching for something that’s out of your league.”

Sebastian warned quietly, smiling all the while.

It was truly unexpected.

On the surface, it seemed like he was pursuing Ophelia, but his true intentions were different. He saw Ian as a rival for Isera.

‘That’s a huge misunderstanding. Me, interested in the senior?’

But if he thought about it, it made some sense.

There was the incident before the induction ceremony, their meeting in the library, and now she came to look for Ian in the lecture hall.


Following Helios, even Sebastian had misconceptions. Suddenly, Ian realized how remarkable this person named Isera was.

Probably, there were many more people who had their eyes on her.

“Alright, let’s say you understood. Next time, let’s grab a drink. I’ll invite you to our family, so don’t refuse.”

Sebastian returned to his seat, bragging to Ophelia about how appropriately he had given his advice.

‘It looks like he’s showing respect for her, but in reality, it’s far from the truth.’

In truth, it was Sebastian who was playing the higher stakes, not Ophelia.

‘He’s more dangerous than I thought. Better be careful.’

Not only did he have a dual nature, but he also concealed it perfectly.

In card games, it’s scarier when you don’t know what cards your opponent holds, rather than when they have a strong hand.

The Drias Family and the Kent Family were both of Marquis standing in the kingdom of Sonokin.

They were invisibly competing.

Ian suddenly wondered if Sebastian was pretending to be interested in Ophelia to gain information about the Drias Family.

“Ugh, so annoying.”

“Ugh… so greasy. Makes me feel unwell.”

His roommates made comments as though waiting for the moment, ensuring their voices wouldn’t carry.

“Leave it be. Maybe there was some misunderstanding.”

“My, you sure have a good heart. A real saint.”

“Wasn’t he a recluse before?”

“Must be nice having so many nicknames.”

Ian chuckled and took out glasses from his pocket, putting them on just as the professor walked in.

* * *

When the long lecture finally ended, a low murmur of astonishment echoed in the lecture hall.

The students realized that life at the academy would not be easy.

Milo felt the same way.

“Damn. This turned out to be so boring.”

“Weren’t you saying the lecture title was promising?”

“Exactly what they say about an empty vessel making the most noise. Guess I’m more suited to practicing magic at the training grounds.”

Milo yawned widely.

Meanwhile, Edel was diligently reviewing his notes.

“It seems ancient language is essential for theoretical subjects, after all…”

“Of course! Removing ancient language from magic theory is like a social gathering without wine and ladies.”

Edel seemed disheartened.

For a commoner, accessing ancient language was nearly impossible.

Learning it was even harder. Being from a healer’s family, he might have seen bits but likely hadn’t learned it systematically.

Ian said, “Want me to teach you ancient language?”

“Oh! Really… can you?”

“Since you’re helping me with experiments, I can certainly do that much.”

“Can I ask for your help?”

“Let’s start after we finish the potion-making. You’re smart, so you’ll pick up the basics quickly.”

Edel’s face brightened. Milo cast a grudging glance at Ian.

“And what’s your problem?”

“You’re nice to Edel but discriminate against others? If you’re going to discriminate, at least do it behind people’s backs!”

“You know ancient language well, don’t you?”

“It’s not as much as you.”

Ian sighed.

It was pointless when a muscular guy acted like a little child.

“Are you acting like this because you don’t have anyone you like? Why don’t you look into some club activities?”

“I was planning to check that out today anyway. Ian, do you have any place in mind?”

“I don’t even know what clubs are available.”

Then, he suddenly recalled Isera’s image.

‘I forgot to ask.’

He decided to ask later since he would see her soon anyway.

Ian got up from his seat.

“I’m leaving first.”

“Where are you going? Didn’t you say we should prepare for potion-making?”

“To Professor Frost’s lab.”

“Alright. Then we’ll head to the dormitory first to get ready.”

Ian felt that he needed to ask earnestly as he noticed something strange.

“Edel, keep a close watch on Milo. Make sure he doesn’t get distracted.”

“Okay!”

“I really must be someone untrustworthy…”

Milo sighed.

After parting ways with the two, Ian knocked on Professor Frost’s lab.

“Come in.”

Professor Frost was leisurely reading a paper while sipping tea.

“Hello, Professor.”

“How was your first lecture?”

“It was informative.”

“I doubt it was of any real help to you.”

Professor Frost spoke as if he knew Ian well. Ian assumed he was just trying to encourage him.

“No, I learned a lot of new things.”

“Have a seat.”

The two sat facing each other. Ian greeted him before bringing up the main issue.

“Thank you for your brilliant idea. Thanks to you, things were resolved well.”

“I’m not worthy of thanks. Even if I hadn’t thought of misleading the results, people would have been fooled regardless.”

“Pardon?”

“I heard you’ve been modifying the formulas of basic spells. I confirmed your submitted paper, too. I also heard that your techniques are slightly different, which would have led students astray without any intention to deceive them.”

“No, my gratitude is for something else.”

Professor Frost tilted his head in curiosity. Ian spoke candidly.

“Thanks to you pointing out my biases and preconceived notions, I was able to completely set aside my worries. It allowed me to focus on other matters.”

“You knew that already, didn’t you?”

“There’s a difference in weight between knowing something on your own and having someone else advise you.”

“I see.”

Finally, Ian brought up the reason for his visit.

“And the preparations for potion-making are complete. As promised, I’ll show you an effective potion.”

“You finished sooner than I expected.”

“The help from my colleagues was significant.”

Professor Frost showed an intrigued expression.

It was rare to see a student who didn’t exaggerate their own achievements, especially among nobility.

“Let’s reconfirm our agreement. We were aiming for a potion with twice the effectiveness of the low-tier healing potions used by the knights’ order, correct?”

“That’s right.”

“I’ll invite two knights tomorrow. They’ll drink it and tell us how effective it is.”

“Is there a standard for measuring double effectiveness?”

“There isn’t. But knights, who frequently drink potions, should be able to judge that much. For potions and similar remedies, word-of-mouth is more trustworthy than objective figures. Any objections?”

“No, none at all.”

Just having the opportunity was a blessing. Professor Frost stood up.

“Tomorrow at 6 PM. It’s when the knights’ afternoon training ends. I’ll visit the dormitory with two knights after their training, so be prepared.”

“Understood. I look forward to it.”

Ian bowed respectfully and left the lab.

Then the next day, as promised, Professor Frost arrived at the dormitory with two knights.
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The knights had dirt and dust all over their bodies, as if they had just returned from rigorous training.

Ian first greeted Professor Frost.

“Welcome, Professor.”

“It’s been a long time since I’ve been in the dormitory.”

“How long has it been?”

“To the point where I can hardly remember.”

Professor Frost smiled as he reminisced about old times.

He looked around the dormitory room, while the knights glanced around as if they were looking for something to drink.

“Whew, Professor. Can’t we at least start with something to drink? I’m dying of thirst here.”

But Professor Frost waved his finger dismissively.

“How can a knight speak so lightly of dying? Bear with it for a bit. I need to observe the potion’s effects.”

“Oh, come on. Give us some slack! We had our weekly march today!”

“I’ll buy you a drink once the test is successfully completed.”

The knights did not insist any further.

Normally, knights do not get along well with mages, but they heeded Professor Frost’s words well. He seemed to be well-respected both inside and outside.

“Hello! I’m Milo Vinettia, a freshman in the Department of Magic.”

“I’m Edel Heinz. Pleased to meet you, Professor.”

The two greeted him politely. Professor Frost looked at them with a satisfied expression.

“Are you both Ian’s diligent assistants?”

“Excuse me, Professor, but could you leave out the ‘diligent’ part?”


“Hahaha. Certainly.”

“Thank you.”

Milo was quite sociable.

It was impressive that he could converse so easily with an academy professor even at their first meeting.

Professor Frost then introduced each of the knights participating in today’s experiment.

“This is Sergeant Jim of the Academy Guard. He’s a newly commissioned officer this year.”

“Pleasure to meet you. I’m Jim Howard.”

“And this is Sergeant Charles, also of the Academy Guard.”

“You’d better watch out if you make a bad potion!”

The atmosphere was tense. Ian and his friends shook hands with the knights.

The Academy Guard was a direct organization under the Royal Knights, where talents from the Royal Knights were dispatched, making them more skilled than regular guards.

“Sergeants Jim and Charles. I have a feeling we’ll meet often.”

It wouldn’t be bad to forge a relationship during this opportunity, as a day might come when they would need assistance from the Academy Guard.

As the introductions concluded, Professor Frost clapped his hands.

“Gentlemen, shall we begin the test?”

“We’ll prepare immediately.”

Ian, Milo, and Edel stood in their respective positions, as they had practiced beforehand.

Swoosh!

Strong Milo filled a bucket with water from the well and then poured it into a flask.

Thump! Whoosh!


Ian used the Flint Spell to ignite a lamp.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Meanwhile, Edel began to finely crush the herbs he had prepared on the side.

Unlike the boldly confident Milo, Edel appeared quite nervous. Overcoming the limits of social status was never easy.

Pretending to assist him, Ian quietly spoke beside Edel.

“It doesn’t matter if you fail, just do as you practiced. If things go well, I’ll erase all your debt.”

“!”

It was indeed an enticing offer.

Edel took a deep breath and increased his pace. Ian’s words gave him immense strength.

“What is this device?”

Professor Frost pointed to the distillation apparatus. Ian explained.

“It’s a device to obtain pure water. It was inspired by the distillation hypothesis of the Minority School. I modified the device to enhance the purity of the water.”

“Oh. If it’s the Minority School…”

“Have you heard of it?”

“I have heard of it. I haven’t encountered their theories directly before, but seeing it applied in a device is intriguing.”

Professor Frost seemed to have grasped the principle of the device even without a detailed explanation.

“It runs by heating the water to produce steam, which is then cooled to obtain water again, correct?”

“You observed accurately.”

“So, you seem to support the hypothesis that something invisible is dissolved in the water. What are your thoughts on this?”

“The important thing, I believe, is enhancing the efficacy of the potion. What is dissolved isn’t crucial at this moment. Perhaps, if given the opportunity, I would like to explore it later.”


“Hmm, indeed.”

Meanwhile, the knights observing the scene had their eyes turning red, feeling dizzy.

The only thought they entertained was wishing for the potion to be completed quickly.

The potion was not solely effective in treating wounds and diseases.

Knights who heavily relied on their muscles also favored potions.

This is because they had the ability to rapidly recover muscle fatigue and injuries.

Therefore, they would usually drink a bottle after training, but today they had arrived without having any due to Professor Frost’s request.

Professor Frost, while observing the dripping distilled water, mumbled.

“Isn’t the cooling rate a bit slow? At this rate, commercialization seems difficult.”

“We can make the apparatus larger. Alternatively, utilizing elemental magic like water or wind is another approach.”

“Making the apparatus larger could pose a financial issue, and applying elemental magic would require a meteorological approach. Is that feasible?”

“It is feasible.”

Ian handed a prewritten manuscript to Professor Frost. As Professor Frost flipped through a few pages, he gave a helpless smile.

“It seemed I asked a needless question.”

This time, Professor Frost observed the herbal combination process.

Edel, true to being a son of a national merit recipient, began mixing the herbs with careful measurement.

“The quality of the herbs appears quite good. If it remains this way, there is certainly something to look forward to.”

Seeing the unexpectedly good performance of Ian and his colleagues, Professor Frost did not spare his praises.

Thus, Ian and his colleagues were encouraged to exert more effort.

After about an hour had passed, and the base for the potion was ready, Milo carefully transferred the distilled water into two flasks.

Edel then dissolved the potion powder, which he had prepared, into the distilled water.

It was a wordless demonstration of perfect teamwork.

Swoosh!

The potion powder, spreading like Mist in the water, completely dissolved, turning the liquid bright red.

Jim, a knight observing the process, muttered.

“The color is incredibly intense. It looks just like a mid-level healing potion.”

“For us, it’s just that we only drink the potions stored in the warehouse.”

“If you’re feeling wronged, you have to succeed!”

“Yes, indeed.”

Yet, the process was not over. The final magical treatment remained.

Ian extended his hand to infuse magic into the flasks on both sides.

Infusing a potion after mixing serves two main purposes.

A potion is not a medication to be immediately consumed.

There might be instances where it needs to be stored for years, as it is also used as a war supply.

Therefore, the most crucial aspect is its preservation ability. The better the preservation, the greater the value of the potion.

The final reason is to facilitate the blending of ingredients.

Herbs contain the force of nature. Similarly, the natural force of mana acts on the herbs, causing a synergistic effect.

‘Right now, there’s no need for long-term storage. Let’s focus on facilitating the blend with the formula I calculated….’

Buzzzz!

Ian’s mana flowed into the potion.

The bright red liquid flickered once before being refined into a more vivid red color.

“Professor, it’s now complete.”

“The post-processing ended quicker than I thought.”

“I also considered commercialization. I found a way to mature it quickly.”

Ian transferred the completed potion into a container and sealed it. He carefully offered it to Professor Frost as if presenting an offering.

“I ask for your evaluation.”

“Very well. Now, you’ve all been waiting for a long time. Let’s give it a taste.”

Professor Frost handed the potion to the two knights, but they hesitated to open it.

“Um… it won’t go wrong, will it?”

“If perchance something does go wrong, I’ll have a word with the captain. Since it could be considered a noble sacrifice, a promotion by one rank might be possible.”

“What good is a rank increase after you’re dead?”

“Don’t be shy, just try it.”

Jim and Charles opened the lids and drank it in one go.

Since potions are made from herbs, they were quite bitter. As the potion increases in grade, the consumption becomes more respectable.

Yet, the knights before them had expressions akin to those savoring fine wine.

“Oh!”

“It’s very good!”

The effect manifested immediately.

The knights who had been showing signs of exhaustion with sweat and dust covering them, began to look progressively better.

That wasn’t all.

“Hey, Ian! Can I have some more?”

“Me too!”

The knights wanted more of the potion.

“I’m sorry. I only made two bottles.”

“Oh, that’s unfortunate.”

“I’ll make sure to serve you again next time.”

From the expressions of the two, it was hard to conclude that the experiment was a success.

It could have been a temporary effect, given the dire thirst they were suffering from.

To be precise, it was necessary to listen to what they had to say.

“It seems the experiment is finished. Jim, Charles. Give us your honest evaluation, comparing it to the standard military-grade low-tier potion you usually take.”

“Hmm.”

The two fell into thought, exchanged glances, and nodded at each other.

“Wow. The difference is so stark, it’s almost embarrassing to compare.”

“I feel the same way.”

At least their opinions were consistent.

But one must hear everything a person has to say. Professor Frost gestured for them to continue.

Jim fiddled with the empty bottle as he spoke.

“The potion these guys made was much better. It had a slight sweetness at the end, making it easy to drink. Its effect was potent too. It relieved my fatigue instantly.”

“I agree with Sergeant Jim. It’s an excellent potion, comparable to a mid-tier recovery potion. It would be wonderful if such potions were supplied.”

“Do you estimate the effect is more than twice as effective?”

“Certainly.”

“It seems we’ve reached a conclusion.”

They did it!

Ian clenched his fist tightly.

How many exhilarating moments like this are there in life? Milo and Edel shared the excitement.

Professor Frost encouraged the two knights who participated in the experiment.

“Go spread the word. The potion crafted by the Department of Magic is fantastic.”

“Yes, Professor!”

“Good job.”

The knights saluted and left. Now, only four remained in the dormitory.

“Ian Oracle.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“Congratulations. It seems you’ve achieved your goal.”

“Thank you. I owe it all to you, Professor.”

“You should say that when it’s just the two of us. It wouldn’t be fair to others who worked hard alongside us.”

Ian laughed. Milo nodded in agreement as if to say that was only natural.

“What are your plans moving forward?”

“I intend to register the new potion manufacturing method with the patent office. Then, I plan to start a business using the Academy’s name for branding.”

“There are many things to consider for that. Not just anyone can run a business.”

“I’ve already thought about that as well.”

Professor Frost couldn’t help but be impressed repeatedly. Just how far ahead was this young student planning?

“Once the patent process is complete, I plan to commission production to a specific trading company and grant them exclusive sales rights.”

“Oh, you intend to play favorites?”

“Exactly.”

“You should’ve enrolled in the Department of Natural Sciences rather than the Department of Magic. You have a talent for business as well.”

When the new potion formula became patented and well-known, merchants would line up with money bags. Ian decided to choose one among them.

‘It’s bound to become a battle between two forces, anyway.’

There were two prominent trading companies in the kingdom of Sonokin: Bahamut and Hamel.

No one could win against these two when it came to monetary power.

Companies from other kingdoms might also come with bags of money, but Ian intended to contract with a company based in the kingdom of Sonokin if possible.

‘Since it’s produced at the Academy, it’s better to choose one cooperating with the Royal Family.’

His aim was to secure both practicality and justification.

Of course, there was another real reason.

‘I wonder how those guys will react to this news.’

Ian recalled the arrogant face of Felix.
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 30

				
The memories of that day were still vivid.

Someone had insulted the butler whom he cherished.

They openly called him a ‘incompetent butler’. That alone was unforgivable.

Even ignoring dubious parts, this in itself was an act that defamed the family.

‘They’ll probably regret it deeply. It’s the perfect situation for the saying, “to lose big by seeking something small”.’

If the new potion formula received a patent under the King’s name and went into exclusive production, the royalties alone could bring in tens of billions of shillings.

No, it could hold even greater value. If word spread to other kingdoms, dreaming of hundreds of billions wasn’t out of the question.

In that case, the debt could be paid off in an instant.

The Hamel Trading Company would regret its pressure on the debt. They never expected Ian to become this wealthy overnight.

‘This is probably their first time having to bow to a debtor. Most importantly, if everything goes well, their true motives would become even clearer.’

That was Ian’s true plan.

Trading Companies were always driven by greater profits. The choice between a 300 million shilling debt and hundreds of billions in profits was too obvious.

‘I’ll seize the opportunity to reveal the truth.’

He would earn money and restore his Father’s honor. Ian sensed that the end was near.

“But you’ve overlooked something. The rights to file the patent, and indeed the negotiation rights, don’t belong to you. They belong to me as the project head professor.”

“… What?”

That unexpected remark hit them like a splash of cold water.

The same went for Milo and Edel.

Focused on the success of the experiment, they had failed to consider other aspects. Both of them were freshmen and lacked information.

“What do you mean by negotiation rights?”


“Just what it sounds like. All rights regarding the project results belong to the head professor. Could it be that you weren’t aware of the rights and duties of the head professor?”

“I apologize, but I only knew it as one of the conditions for carrying out the project.”

“Well, that’s unfortunate.”

Professor Frost gave a sly smile.

Ian felt as if he had been struck on the back of his head.

Could Professor Frost, whom he had trusted for a brief moment, be betraying him?

‘No, it’s not betrayal. It’s entirely my fault.’

Realizing the situation, Ian quickly calmed his mind.

All of this was his responsibility.

If he hadn’t chosen a head professor, the experiment wouldn’t have proceeded.

As he had once told Professor Frost, he might have considered starting a business after dropping out.

That process certainly wouldn’t have been smooth.

Outside the academy was like a jungle. Getting scammed was not uncommon.

‘In the first place, without the professor, the experiment itself wouldn’t have been possible.’

Ian bowed his head.

“Professor, I was short-sighted. I was so focused on the experiment that I failed to notice my surroundings. Please forgive my ignorance.”

“A researcher must be humble. They should verify truths even when revealed and be cautious in disseminating them.”

“I will keep that in mind.”

The plan to register the patent and receive royalties from the trading companies itself was presumptuous.

Even if it were possible, he should have first consulted Professor Frost, the head professor.


“Everyone starts clumsily. I believe this was a valuable experience for you. Hmm, Ian Oracle, would you step outside with me for a moment?”

“Yes, Professor.”

Ian asked his comrades to handle the cleanup, then left the dormitory.

Professor Frost took a seat at the open space next to the dormitory, a place where a long bench allowed students to rest.

Several students passing by glanced at Ian and Professor Frost.

“Does it bother you?”

Professor Frost crossed his legs and sat comfortably.

“No, it doesn’t. I just feel sorry.”

“Don’t worry too much. While I don’t know the details, I do understand you need to clear your debt.”

“If that’s the case…”

“Are you familiar with the method of patent application?”

Ian was startled. There was only one reason Professor Frost, would ask such question.

“I know the procedures. I’ve studied them separately.”

“As expected. Apart from supervising professor-related tasks, you’ve prepared so perfectly that it’s almost eerie. Same goes for that research notebook from earlier. It feels a bit different from your father, doesn’t it?”

“Professor.”

Ian’s expression turned serious at the mention of his father.

“I’ve heard you studied with my father in the past. If it’s not too forward… may I ask what your relationship was like?”

“What kind of relationship? We were students of the same major, major in Theoretical Magic.”

But as Ian continued to gaze at him without a change in his eyes, Professor Frost let out a brief sigh.

“It seems you’re not satisfied with that answer.”


“To be honest, yes.”

“Why are you suddenly curious?”

“I feel you know me quite well. Even though I mentioned the debt, your pointing out the Mana Concentration Disorder didn’t seem like a coincidence.”

After a moment of pondering, Professor Frost nodded.

“Well, we weren’t on bad terms. Baron Lefevre was a respected man by everyone. He embodied Theoretical Magic itself.”

It sounded like they were quite close, not just on cordial terms.

Yet at the same time, a question arose.

“Then why have you never visited our estate? I don’t recall ever meeting you. Of course, my memory may not be complete, but still.”

“I’ve only been in the capital for a short while. After graduating from the academy, I went elsewhere. By the time you were growing up, baron Lefevre and I communicated only through letters. If you don’t believe me, go through your father’s letters. You’ll find quite a few from me.”

“I see.”

“You’re not accusing me of pretending not to know despite being friends with your father, are you? I believe I’ve provided enough convenience for you.”

“No, not at all.”

At last, Ian felt a bit of his curiosity had been resolved.

Had he thought his parents passed away and sorted their belongings, he might have discovered letters from Professor Frost.

However, he had not touched any of their possessions so far.

He merely instructed Wilson and Dorothy to keep everything clean, insisting that his parents would one day return hale and hearty.

‘Does the professor miss them too?’

Ian couldn’t bring himself to continue questioning.

Professor Frost seemed lost in old memories.

His gaze touched the endless streched sky beyond the blue greenery.

After some time, Professor Frost spoke.

“Time is truly unforgiving. People began to erase the Oracle Barony from their minds. But on the contrary, there are those who have been waiting for your admission. So don’t think of yourself as alone and keep working hard.”

Suddenly, Ian thought of a mage named Mist.

A man who suddenly appeared and urged him to enter the academy.

Was he also someone who had been waiting for Ian’s admission?

“Thank you for saying so.”

“Are your not going to ask who waited for you?”

“I am curious. But I think it might be fun to find out on my own.”

“Indeed. That is correct. Above all, I’m glad to have gained a good companion with whom to share my vision. Ian Oracle.”

Reflecting on it, it had been a peculiar meeting.

Ian Oracle never imagined that this encounter would continue in such a manner and exert such a positive force.

A smile appeared on Professor Frost’s face as he patted Ian’s shoulder.

“I shall delegate the patent registration and negotiation rights to you. However, if I delegate everything, the Academy may not view it favorably.”

“What should I do?”

“The responsibility for the patent holder falls on the supervising professor. While my name will be on the patent, all the profits will go to you.”

Ian was taken aback.

‘I did think I could earn a lot of money.’

However, the option of not sharing the profits with Professor Frost had never crossed his mind.

“Professor, just a moment. That’s problematic. Your share needs to be larger. That way, others won’t raise any issues.”

“You know one thing but not the other. Do you think I’m not gaining anything?”

“Pardon?”

“Just having my name as the patent holder is a significant benefit. It has a value that can’t be converted into monetary terms. Therefore, this condition is fair. I’m content with having my name recorded on a page in the Academy’s history.”

In other words, since Ian’s name could not be included as a patent holder, they intended to compensate him with money.

“And this plan was set up by you from the beginning. If someone like me butts in, it will ruin the picture. So it’s only right that you take responsibility until the end.”

“What do you mean by that? ‘Butt in’? No one would think that way.”

“If you don’t recognize how inadequate you are, can you really call yourself a true scholar? If I were you, I wouldn’t even think of lining up the administrators.”

Ian found no words to rebut Professor Frost’s sharp observation.

“Thirty percent of the royalty goes to the Academy, and you take the remaining seventy percent. That way, no one will complain. I hope it helps you clear your debts. If it bothers you, gift me a new spellbook.”

With those words, Professor Frost stood up and left.

Ian attempted to follow, intending to persuade him, but Professor Frost merely waved his hand, steadfast in his decision.

He had no choice but to stare blankly at the professor’s retreating figure.

‘Is this something I should just let go?’

Snapping back to his senses, Ian quickly followed after Professor Frost.

“Is there still something else you need?”

Eventually, Ian entered Professor Frost’s office. Humbly, he clasped his hands and stood respectfully.

“I have more to say.”

“Hahaha. You’re persistent. If it’s to persuade me, give it up. You may have heard rumors, but even Dean Jessica finds it difficult to sway me.”

“I’m not here to persuade you. I’d like to discuss the debt.”

“Debt?”

It seemed this topic was unexpected. Professor Frost, intrigued, sat on the couch. Ian faced him.

“Actually, my father borrowed research funds from the Hamel Trading Company. No, to be precise, it was ‘made to look like’ he borrowed money.”

“‘Made to look like’… that’s an unusual expression. Do continue.”

Ian recounted how Felix had visited him a while ago, detailing all the suspicious circumstances.

Listening for a while, Professor Frost finally spoke softly.

“Is this true?”

Ian was not the only one feeling something was amiss.

Even on Professor Frost’s face, doubt was clearly visible.

“Yes, it is. I’ve put my mana into the contract to prevent tampering. It’s currently kept at the Goldmine Bank.”

“I can’t believe something like this happened.”

Ian had two main reasons for telling Professor Frost the truth.

First, Frost had extended his trust to Ian. It was Ian’s turn to reciprocate. Accepting a large amount of money freely was not an option.

Second, Frost was familiar with his father. Ian hoped by sharing the situation, he might glean some useful information.

“I’m not sure how my father managed the research laboratory, but I don’t think he would have gone to such lengths to incur debt. What’s your opinion, Professor?”

“I agree with you. Baron Lefevre was never one to appeal for favors.”

Having reached the same conclusion, Professor Frost’s eyes gleamed sharply.

“You mentioned Felix of the Hamel Trading Company? It sounds like something that needs investigating.”
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Chapter 31

* * *

“If we’re talking about investigation…”

“To be precise, it’s about understanding the current status of the Hamel Trading Company. There’s no other way to determine if your family has fallen into a trap.”

This conclusion was consistent with what Ian had already deduced.

“It’s becoming common for large trading companies to seize the assets of powerless noble families. Although this used to be rare, now, as the number of nobility grows, such occurrences have become quite frequent. I suspect this might be one of those cases.”

This was rare during wartime when loyalty and honor were the most important.

However, now that the war was over, it was a time of peace.

In times of peace, unseen wars are fought.

The era where one could become a noble through achievements had ended. Now, anyone with wealth could become a noble.

As a result, incidents of corruption, fraud, and other activities that undermine the state from within have increased.

“I had guessed as much. Hence, I planned to trace the estates or properties of the Hamel Trading Company.”

“You concluded that you need informants.”

“Yes. I planned to use part of the profits from the potion project for that purpose.”

Ian was more convinced than ever.

‘Professor Frost and my father don’t have an ordinary relationship. For him to predict my father’s actions so accurately.’

While Ian did not know how this incident would end, he felt it was a wise decision to confide the details to Professor Frost.

Not only did it ease his mind, but it also gave him strength.

‘I thought I was alone, but I’m not.’

He still didn’t know who the people Professor Frost mentioned were—the ones waiting for Ian’s admission.


But the thought that someone might be watching over him somewhere boosted his confidence.

After a brief pause with his chin resting on his hand, Professor Frost spoke.

“First, you should wrap up the potion business. I’ll gather the informants in my own way.”

“Wouldn’t it be dangerous if you step in, Professor? If something goes wrong, it could cause problems later.”

“Either way, if I don’t do it, won’t you end up doing it?”

“Well, that’s true, but…”

“Tracking wealth changes isn’t much of an issue. It’s not as if a noble declaring bankruptcy is a state secret.”

“Understood. Then I’ll take action on my end.”

“Good luck with that.”

Ian bowed his head, sincerely conveying respect and gratitude.

* * *

Back at the dormitory, Milo and Edel had finished organizing the experiment equipment and were resting at the table.

“How did it go?”

Milo sprang to his feet, while Edel looked worried. The project had ended successfully, but it was natural to be concerned after being criticized.

“It ended somewhat strangely.”

“You don’t have to be too greedy, right? Submitting this experiment’s results as a thesis would be a great help. Cheer up!”

“That’s right, Ian. Don’t stress too much.”

Both of them tried to encourage him.

They suspected that Ian might have undertaken this project due to financial needs.

At the very least, Milo was well aware of the Oracle Family’s financial situation.


“Milo, does that mean you’re okay with not receiving a share of the profits?”

“Well, not particularly. There’s plenty of money at home.”

“What about you, Edel?”

“Having money is nice, but I’ve managed well enough without it so far. I’m just thrilled to have learned something new. I’m glad I came to the academy.”

The son of a baronet was far from modest, and the son of a commoner was perhaps too humble.

Ian couldn’t help but smile.

“Then I’ll take all the profits. No objections, right?”

“What?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Professor Frost said he’d give me all the royalties. His name will be on the patent, but all other rights have been transferred to me.”

“Gosh!”

Milo was left with his mouth agape.

Edel, although not fully grasping the situation, sensed from Milo’s reaction that it was significant.

“He’ll give all the profits to you?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re going to keep it all to yourself?”

“What’s the problem?”

“Did you always lack a conscience like this? The Ian Oracle I know isn’t that kind of person.”

Milo was so agitated that a vein popped out on his forehead. In contrast, Ian was full of composure.

“Can’t a recluse possibly like money?”


“Ha, this bastard really holds grudges!”

“Weren’t you the one who claimed that your house was overflowing with money?”

“Hey! I was just joking. Can’t we even joke between us?”

“You should know when and where to brag.”

Milo slumped his shoulders. He knew he couldn’t win this verbal sparring.

“I don’t mind. Ian can take it all for all I care.”

“Edel, you’re also a problem. If you keep being so kind and naive, you’ll only end up being used and discarded.”

“Oh… is that so?”

Edel didn’t seem to mind even if that was the case.

Ian took out some documents he had stored in his desk drawer. It was a contract he had prepared in advance.

The content was simple.

The revenue from the potion project would be divided according to specific percentages. Ian would take 50%, and the others would receive 25% each.

Ian gestured to his roommates.

Then he handed out the documents one by one.

“What is this?”

“A slave contract.”

Ian flashed a wicked smile. The two got goosebumps.

“Let me sign first.”

Ian signed at the bottom of the contract and imbued it with magic.

Then, he handed the pen to Milo.

Blinking his eyes, Milo asked Ian suspiciously.

“You’re giving us 25% each? What’s your real intention?”

“Leave it if you don’t like it.”

“I’m not getting sold off somewhere, am I?”

Even Milo thought 25% was too substantial.

If they earned 1 billion shillings, that meant he would get 250 million as his share.

“I don’t have the guts to sell off the likes of a noble’s son. If there are no more questions, just sign it.”

Milo also signed and infused it with mana.

Lastly, it was Edel’s turn.

Not realizing how substantial 25% was, he signed quietly without any questions, completing it with mana.

Thus, the contract among the three was fully executed.

“We’re not just going to sit and make money, right? So what exactly are we going to do?”

There was a rather vague clause in the contract:

— Actively cooperate in future projects conducted by Ian Oracle.

“For now, there’s nothing specific. Soon, a large distillation apparatus will be installed at the academy. Just come and help out then.”

“I wonder if it’s a position where a first-year student like me should step in.”

Even as he said that, Milo straightened up, knowing he played a critical role in assembling the distillation apparatus.

Of course, Ian couldn’t just let that pass unnoticed.

“What can a mere first-year do? I mean you can carry materials for the distillation apparatus. Don’t let your muscles go to waste.”

“Ha, I knew this was coming.”

Grinning, Ian handed out the contracts to his friends.

“Edel, figure out how to secure a large supply of herbs soon. You can ask your father for help.”

“Got it. But, um….”

Edel hesitated, and Ian tilted his head.

“You’ll keep what you said earlier, right?”

“What did I say?”

“That you’d clear all my debts.”

“Oh, right.”

Seeing such an innocent friend, Ian couldn’t help but laugh.

Once the patent rights are established and royalties start coming in, Edel will realize how meaningless this conversation was.

“Of course. A promise is a promise.”

“Thank you!”

“If you’re thankful, buy us dinner later.”

“Instead of that, let’s open a bottle of wine at the salon. We need to celebrate the project’s success, don’t we?”

For once, Milo made a reasonable suggestion, and the other two nodded in agreement.

Ding dong!

At that moment, an alarm sounded from the direction of the door. All three of them turned to look that way.

“What is that sound?”

“Did something arrive?”

Milo opened the door and stepped outside.

At the top of the mail slot, a glass orb was flashing blue.

“I think it’s a message.”

Milo tapped the glass orb lightly.

A mechanical sound was heard, and then a sheet of paper, the size of a palm, slowly printed out.

Surprisingly, the blank paper displayed letters.

Ian followed outside.

“What is it?”

“It seems like a notice from the Academy’s Internal Network.”

Inside the Academy, a large communication crystal was installed, with its network connected to each dormitory, lecture hall, research lab, and other buildings.

The paper that was just printed in room 307 was a memo created by the newly developed mana printer.

The mailboxes installed in each dorm room contained blank paper, and the method involves converting mana into heat to scorch the paper and engrave letters.

While the print quality wasn’t great and it couldn’t hold much content or enable long-distance transmission, it was convenient for conveying simple messages, so it was used within the Academy.

“I didn’t know something like this existed.”

Ian took out the paper and read it. Since it was short, he quickly grasped the contents.

“It’s a notice from the student council.”

Milo and Edel tensed up.

Ian, after checking the memo, read aloud the rest of the contents.

“They say they’re going to elect a first-year student representative soon. If you’re interested, you should apply.”

“Heh. The time has finally come!”

Milo’s eyes sparkled. His excitement was like encountering a beautiful woman in the salon.

“Are you going to run?”

“Of course! I didn’t make it into the top three in the mana assessment, so becoming the student representative is the least I can do, right?”

“It’ll be tough.”

When Ian remarked, Milo erupted in frustration.

“Instead of encouragement, you curse at me like this? All my older brothers have been class representatives. I’m already an outsider in the Department of Magic; I have to do something!”

“I understand your situation, but it seems the game is already over.”

“Surely you… aren’t thinking of running too?”

Ian shook his head. He absolutely had no such intention.

Even thinking calmly, there was no chance of winning.

Despite what happened at the magic training ground and during the mana assessment, he was merely an heir of a minor barony.

The student council president election was influenced by title and social status.

Of course, if the paper he co-authored with Isera were cited in the Magic Society and the potion project got back on track, things might change, but such developments would take time.

“In my opinion, Sebastian or Ophelia will take everything. Zickhardt seemed uninterested, so it’ll likely be a stage for just the two of them.”

“Well, indeed. Those two are strong candidates.”

Realizing the reality, Milo quickly felt downcast.

“You saw during the lecture, right? Everyone was scrambling to impress those two.”

Their background was impressive, and their skills were outstanding. From the perspective of an average student, it would be desirable to be on good terms with them.

‘Especially Sebastian, given his sociable nature, would undoubtedly win if he ran.’

Ian’s conclusion was that Sebastian might become the student council president, with Ophelia as the vice president, or vice versa.

“So rather than going through an embarrassing experience, just stay quiet. If you’re bored, try improving the distillation device.”

“I’m still doing it! Giving up without trying is not my style!”

“Do as you please.”

Ian, after putting the contract back into the drawer and locking it, picked up his Academy staff and prepared to go out.

“Where are you going?”

“To the patent office. I’ll be back before dinner, so decide on the menu.”

“Don’t you think you’re being overly diligent?”

“I need to row while the tide is high.”

Ian tucked the prewritten patent-related documents into his pocket and left the dormitory.
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The carriage provided to the Academy students, though simple, was comfortable.

Ian sat comfortably on the seat.

The Academy students, except for Edel, were all offspring of noble families. Therefore, any issues with the carriage could cause problems.

Children of wealthy noble families used their families’ private carriages, but there were quite a few students who opted for the Academy-provided ones.

This was because they had the advantage of riding immediately without waiting.

Therefore, the administrative office paid a lot of attention to this matter.

‘Is there no way to contact Mr. Fredrick separately?’

Ian sat with arms crossed, lost in deep thought.

Fredrick was someone connected with Ian; to be precise, with Ian’s father, Lefevre.

He once worked as an assistant to Baron Lefevre, and now operated a fairly large general store in the capital city.

He was the only person who knew in advance about the Oracle Family’s debt.

‘And the only one who is suspicious.’

Ian had dropped hints about possibly having to place a large order for potion containers.

Once the patent filing was completed, construction would begin immediately, and preparations for production would commence.

He might need not just a thousand, but ten thousand potion containers.

Regardless of the situation, there was a need to meet Fredrick again.

‘But he’s not in the capital now.’

Ian wondered if Fredrick was deliberately avoiding him to not meet.

‘Still, I should make an attempt. At the same time, an investigation into Fredrick starts.’

Investigating a noble was entirely different from investigating a commoner. There was not much burden in investigating Fredrick.


‘When results come, I can decide whether to hold onto it or let it go.’

Though they had a past connection, if Fredrick was involved in the misconduct of the Hamel Trading Company, Ian had no intention of forgiving him.

On the other hand, Ian was worried about his safety.

Ian planned to instigate competition between the two trading companies over the exclusive sales rights of the new potion.

A fierce battle between the Bahamut Trading Company and the Hamel Trading Company was to unfold.

‘In that situation, if it seems disadvantageous for the Hamel Trading Company, they might attempt a scapegoat approach. If Fredrick got involved, his very existence might be toxic, thus threatening his life.’

Explaining such a scenario might elicit Fredrick’s cooperation and unexpectedly lead to smooth resolutions.

‘I will definitely meet him.’

Ian closed his eyes to rest.

After a short while, the carriage arrived at the government office. The coachman opened the carriage door.

“It will be done shortly. Please wait a moment.”

“Understood. Take your time.”

The coachman was courteous.

Leaving the carriage in standby, Ian entered the government office.

This place, in charge of the capital’s administrative affairs, was a towering three-story building.

Despite many people coming and going, the interior was remarkably quiet.

Due to the handling of important tasks, security was tight.

Ordinary people tended to shrink back just at the sight of swords and armors.

Of course, Ian wasn’t intimidated in the slightest.

“Compared to Helios, this is nothing.”


Even though it had been a mere moment, the experience of having a dispute with royal Helios had made Ian grow considerably.

“A mage!”

“An Academy student.”

“Impressive, isn’t it?”

Instead, folks started to take notice of Ian, seeing the cloak and staff that symbolized the Academy.

Thinking of the ladies on campus who had attempted personal conversations with him several times recently, Ian pulled his hood deeper to ensure his face wasn’t revealed.

His destination was the patent office on the third floor.

“Welcome. How may I assist you?”

Despite hearing many tales about civil servants being lazy, those seemed to be incorrect rumors.

The staff member received Ian warmly with great politeness.

Initially, Ian removed his hood.

It was etiquette to remove one’s hood in an official setting.

“Oh my.”

The employee admired. It didn’t take long for a personal sentiment to mix into her kind gaze.

Ian quickly got to the point.

“Hello. I’ve come to handle a patent matter.”

“It’s quite rare for an academy student to visit. Please come this way!”

Ian followed the desk clerk into a room located midway down the corridor.

Inside, a middle-aged man, half-buried in paperwork, was seated.

“Manager, a visitor is here.”


“Hmm?”

The manager was slightly surprised. It was quite rare for a staff member to personally escort a guest.

The manager didn’t even consider the possibility that the staff member was being so courteous because she was smitten with Ian. He simply assumed he was from an esteemed family.

Of course, Ian thought the same.

“Please come in. Have a seat here!”

The manager offered a seat. Almost simultaneously, the female staff member asked kindly.

“Mage, would you like me to prepare some tea?”

“No, thank you. I’m fine.”

“Then please, have a comfortable discussion.”

The staff member left the room with a peculiar smile. At the same time, Ian started to think about whether there might be another exit.

Meanwhile, the manager keenly observed Ian, or more accurately, the staff he was holding and the cloak he was wearing.

“It seems like you are from the Academy. Nice to meet you. I’m Manager Hoikin, and I’m in charge of patent affairs here.”

There was a sense of trust in the way he mentioned being in charge.

Being a manager indicated a quite high position in the government office.

Ian belatedly realized that such generous treatment was due to the Academy attire he was wearing.

“Please take care of me well. I’m Ian Oracle from the Department of Magic Studies.”

The manager was inwardly puzzled. The Oracle Family wasn’t renowned enough to warrant such direct escort by a staff member.

However, he didn’t let it show on his face.

There must be some unknown reason.

“Please take care of us well, Ian. Is it a magical item you want to patent?”

“It’s actually a potion formula.”

“I see. Did you bring the documents with you, or do you need any explanations on how to prepare them? The procedures can be quite complicated.”

Ian pulled out the documents from his jacket. Seeing their considerable thickness, the man asked for a moment and reviewed them.

“Oh! As expected, academy students are different. You’ve prepared the documents perfectly. Most people tend to miss one or two items. Hahaha. Really impressive.”

“I know you must be quite busy, so I wanted to avoid bothering you.”

“Thank you for saying that. By the way, a new potion formula, isn’t this something significant?”

Hoikin looked at the documents with a curious gaze.

The title included, “Patent on a New Potion Formula Combining Distillation Theory and Synergistic Magical Formulas.”

For a non-expert like Hoikin, the terminology seemed likely hard to grasp.

“I’m not sure what method this involves. Judging from the content… Wow. It’s fascinating how the potion’s efficacy can increase like this.”

Ian had neatly organized the experimental results in a table. It was something he prepared with his roommates the day before inviting Professor Frost.

“Initially, everything appears fascinating. Over time, as it becomes standard, it will be accepted as a norm.”

“Hmm! You’re absolutely right. However, these days, too many bizarre items get submitted. It’s been a long time since we received a patent application with such a conventional form.”

“You must be working hard.”

“It’s my job, after all. Hmm, let’s see… The patent holder is Professor Frost Nordmün, right?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“The agent is Ian Oracle from the Academy’s Department of Magic Studies. Please sign here.”

Ian took the pen and signed promptly.

Hoikin then added his seal. The documents were moved to a registration file afterward.

“The registration is now complete.”

“That was simpler than I thought.”

“It usually isn’t. Most people visit three or four times just to have all the documents ready. Thanks to you, Ian, everything was perfectly handled from the start.”

No other individuals in the world were as familiar with books and documents as theoretical mages.

Ian bowed gracefully.

“Thank you.”

“Once the review is complete, we will notify the Academy. The contact will be made to the agent.”

“Excuse me, how long does the review process take?”

“Well, um. It’s a bit hard to pinpoint. It usually takes about a month, but in some cases, it can take more than six months. However, since this case involves a patent from an academy project, it should be processed quickly.”

“Understood. I kindly ask for your assistance.”

“Take care!”

Hoikin bowed politely. Ian pulled his hood down low and sneaked out through another exit.

* * *

When Ian returned to the dormitory, he found Milo doing push-ups. Milo ensured that he do exercise for at least an hour every day.

“Isn’t it hard for you?”

“Even if it’s hard, I have to do it. If my muscles fade, so will my popularity. Hup! Two! Hup! Two!”

Ian wanted to give a piece of advice but held back, fearing Milo might take it to heart.

“Where did Edel go?”

“He went out, discussing herb supplies with his father. Whew! Hoo!”

“He can take it slow.”

“The push-ups need to be done swiftly!”

“Not you. I meant Edel.”

In any event, since Professor Frost had already given prior permission, there was no issue with going out. It wouldn’t be a bad opportunity to come and go.

“Do you think it’s that easy? Huff, huff! The professor acknowledged it, you know.”

“Hey, Milo.”

“Whew… what?”

Having finished a set, Milo assumed a resting position.

His determination to prevent any muscle loss was evident. He might as well have enrolled in the Department of Martial Arts with that attitude.

“Could you introduce me to a good informant? The Vinettia Family must have some capable people.”

“An informant? Why? Planning to haunt someone?”

“Do you think I’m like you?”

Ian sighed. But Milo strongly denied it.

“You clearly don’t know me. I take care of things myself. I don’t rely on others. Anyway, what’s it about?”

“I need to look into something, discreetly.”

“If it’s a simple investigation, it’s fine, but if it smells fishy, it’s a different story. Well, I don’t think you’d be into anything shady.”

“It’s just a simple inquiry. I just need the whereabouts.”

“If that’s all, it’s easy. Oof!”

Milo eased out of his resting position, shaking his arms to relax them.

“When do you need it?”

“As soon as possible.”

“Then I’ll contact our family to get someone on it. Who should they find?”

Ian tore off a piece of paper and wrote down Frederick’s name and the name of his shop, handing it to Milo.

“Why are you looking for a general store owner? Did he run away with your money?”

“Something like that. I’ll explain once it’s resolved.”

“Alright, then.”

Ian sat on the bed to rest.

He needed to conserve energy to read ancient literature at the Great Library later.

Milo glared at Ian with a dissatisfied expression.

Ian, feeling the gaze, looked back at him slowly.

“What?”

“You need to provide a down payment for the informant. Are you planning to have them work for free? Did you leave your conscience at the patent office too?”

“For a moment, I wondered. Didn’t we have an agreement?”

“What agreement?”

“Did you forget the clause about actively collaborating on my projects?”

“… Is this a project?”

“It’s a huge project. It’s confidential for now, though.”

Milo was at a loss for words.

There was no avoiding it. The 25% royalty share was an exceptionally alluring offer.

“It really was a slave contract.”

Despite his words, Milo got to work on Ian’s request promptly.

And that evening, Ian also sent a letter to Frederick’s general store.
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As expected, it couldn’t be interpreted.’

Ian Oracle set down the ancient magic tome he held in his hands.

Ever since confirming the special ability of his glasses, he would occasionally visit the Ancient Magic section of the Great Library to read books written in the ancient language.

There were far more texts that couldn’t be translated compared to those that could.

However, it wasn’t as if there were no results at all.

‘There is a certain pattern to what can be seen.’

In fact, he had the intuition that there was a pattern when he had discovered new spells for Lightning Spell and Firebolt Spell.

Now, through an inductive method, he had identified the patterns visible.

‘In Basic Spells, only the ancient script of early-stage spells, first or second-level can be translated.’

Anything beyond that would not translate into modern language, even when using the glasses.

It wasn’t just that.

Ian also checked ancient scripts unrelated to spells just in case. However, it couldn’t even translate simple sentences and words.

‘In other words, this artifact selectively reacts only to ancient languages related to spell and only to short and easy incantations.’

It was a truly mysterious principle.

Essentially, the incantations for ancient spells grow significantly longer and more complex as the spell becomes more advanced.

In the case of the well-known “Hellfire Spell”, an 8-circle magic, it’s said that the incantation fills an entire book.

Naturally, as incantations grow longer, accurate translation becomes more difficult since the ancient language resembles hieroglyphs.

Thus, even upon reaching the level of 8-circle magic, fully mastering Hellfire requires not only understanding the incantation but also achieving enlightenment and applying it to the spell.

Teaching oneself advanced magic is nearly impossible. One must inherit the magic from a Master.

It’s transferred in the form of a Master sharing the understanding of the incantation with their disciple.


‘There’s no need to be discouraged. This in itself is a major achievement.’

If one can distinguish between what is and isn’t visible, they can drastically reduce wasted time.

By focusing on learning new incantations of basic magic and creating new spells based on them, the efficiency of magic can be greatly improved.

For Ian, who could only use lower-level magic due to mana concentration disorder, this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Moreover, if he were to publish related papers, he could make a name for himself in society.

With the patent for potion manufacturing, making a living was no longer an issue. Now it was time to raise his family’s name and reap practical benefits.

Ian removed the glasses.

Before putting them away, he stared at them and thought.

‘A day will surely come when I can interpret higher-level incantations. I don’t know the method yet… but someday, I will.’

This thought wasn’t based on any particular evidence.

But his intuition told him that these glasses would grow alongside him as he developed.

‘To do that, reaching the 2nd circle is the first step.’

Only then did Ian place the glasses into his pocket.

Slowly, his mind began to form plans for the first semester.

‘Interpret all the basic magic incantations, and then focus on adding circles. Once the first-circle level is mastered to an ancient level, clues to the next step will appear.’

Ian returned the book to its shelf and continued walking.

He hadn’t taken many steps before he stopped.

Although the area was empty when he arrived, at some point, Isera Hebraim was seated at her usual spot, reading a book.

“You’re here.”

He suddenly recalled the counseling session they had not long ago.


He wondered how heavy the weight of destiny must be on those small, fragile shoulders.

Ian sat facing her.

“Actually, I had an interview with Lord Cage recently. It was related to the Helios incident.”

“So?”

“He asked about the nature of our relationship.”

He had expected Isera to show a hint of agitation.

However, she continued to leisurely turn the pages, reading the next section with ease.

“Did I say something unnecessary?”

“You seem well aware. There’s no need to report every single detail.”

“I just thought it’d be good to keep you informed.”

“That’s not my job. It’s yours. I haven’t undergone any investigation.”

Isera firmly drew the line.

Looking at her, the word ‘solitude’ came to mind. And that was a feeling Ian couldn’t shake for over ten years.

Thus, he understood what kind of heart Isera had when she was pushing away.

“I’m fine. After all, my family is so insignificant they don’t even notice us. Unless we had some estate, perhaps. We have to do things like this to get an audience with the Count.”

“You’re quite optimistic.”

“I hear that often these days.”

The conversation paused.

Ian thought about getting up but suddenly remembered something and asked Isera, “By the way, senior, what club activities are you involved in?”

“I don’t understand the intention of your question.”


“I’m just curious.”

“It’ll only make things more bothersome if you find out.”

Her comment had a mysterious tone.

It reminded Ian of the threats Sebastian made in class a while ago.

‘Well, considering Sebastian too, there must be quite a few guys who ask her all sorts of questions.’

However, Ian wasn’t approaching her with any romantic interest.

If he had to join a club, he wanted to do it with her. It seemed beneficial in many ways.

“Still, I would like to become closer to you, senior.”

“You already said there’s nothing good about getting close. If you don’t want another interview with the Count, you better be cautious.”

“We’re conducting a joint research, aren’t we?”

When Ian played his trump card, Isera fell silent.

“It’s because I have a lot to learn from you. Please just think of it as academic curiosity. Before, you corrected me when I misinterpreted the Lightning Spell incantation, remember?”

“It was a coincidence, nothing more.”

“When coincidences repeat, they become inevitable.”

Isera let out a small sigh.

“Honestly, I was worried even while writing the paper. Having my name alongside yours isn’t exactly great in many ways.”

“If the Royal Family were to arrest me for such unreasonable reasons, the Magic Society wouldn’t remain silent. It’s a paper that holds that much value, don’t you think? We will continue to do so.”

Isera finally lifted her head and stared intently at Ian.

To the average person, her gaze was beautiful enough to make them shyly look away.

But Ian did not evade her gaze.

“The Ancient Literature Reading Club.”

When she gave the desired answer, Ian smiled.

“Is it a group for reading ancient literature?”

“It’s a club that studies various languages including ancient ones and researches ancient scripts from different regions—in theory.”

“It sounds more like a scholarly society than a club.”

“No, it isn’t.”

What could she mean? Ian was about to ask for clarification, but Isera explained first.

“Because the only member is me.”

“Alone…?”

“There aren’t many students willing to study even after school.”

Ian nodded in understanding. Even Milo was busy exploring social gatherings at the moment.

“What are the admission requirements?”

“We don’t accept new members.”

“Then it’s not club activity.”

“The president decides those matters.”

It seemed that getting close was not going to be easy. Having achieved what he wanted for now, Ian took a step back.

“Understood, senior. I’ll be off then.”

Isera did not respond further. Ian left the Great Library.

Interestingly, once Ian’s presence was completely gone, Isera raised her head.

She stared intently at the place where he had disappeared.

* * *

“Finally, it’s Professor Frost’s class. The first practical training, isn’t it?”

“I’ve been looking forward to it a lot, too!”

Milo and Edel were very excited.

The success of the potion project seemed to have raised their fondness for Professor Frost.

Also, the fact that it was a practical class added to the excitement.

Theoretical classes only involved reading books.

But practical classes allowed actual use of magic.

Of course, as Milo would put it, there could only be a difference in the level of fun, or the “feel” as he liked to describe it.

“By the way, it’s awfully noisy today. Did you all become friends already?”

Behind them, preparations for the student council election were in full swing.

As Ian had predicted, Sebastian and Ophelia were running for student council president and vice president, respectively.

“Once this election is over, I’m planning to throw a splendid party at my family’s mansion.”

“Oh, really? Then will we have the honor of meeting the Marquis himself?”

“Hehe, naturally. You are my friends helping me out; father would surely do at least that.”

As expected, Sebastian cleverly used the powerful background of the Kent Marquisate. It was a situation where the outcome was clear even without voting.

Ian nudged Milo.

“Aren’t you running?”

“Ahem! Ahem! Do I have a cold? My throat feels scratchy.”

Milo feigned ignorance. Ian, guessing the reason, chuckled.

“I understand. Weren’t you bragging big once?”

“My father always said, knowing you’ll lose but charging in isn’t admirable, it’s foolish. True warriors save their strength and return twice the power.”

“Ah, is that so? Wise teachings indeed.”

“If only those two weren’t there, I could’ve given it a shot!”

Milo was unfortunate.

If Neither Sebastian nor Ophelia ran, he might have managed to compete. But now, it was a situation where the Kent Marquisate and the Drias Marquisate had joined forces. Charging in recklessly out of pride could spread conflict beyond the academy.

“Ian Oracle.”

Sebastian stood before Ian, accompanied by Ophelia.

“You’ve heard, right? About this student council election.”

“I’m aware.”

“Are you running too?”

Sebastian asked with a slick voice, making the question quite amusing.

“Not really interested.”

“That’s surprising. I thought you were someone driven by ambition.”

His tone had a hint of mockery. However, the dignity he acquired growing up in the marquis family skillfully masked that mockery.

“Don’t worry. I also think you’re fit to be president.”

“That’s even more surprising. Anyway, great. Let’s have a grand party after the election. You’ll come if invited, right?”

“I’ll think about it.”

With those words, both Sebastian and Ophelia’s faces slightly darkened.

Considering Ian was invited by the eldest of the marquis family, pondering over attendance seemed absurd.

Ophelia almost said if he was out of his mind, but Sebastian swiftly intervened.

“Hahaha! The heir of the Oracle Family is indeed unique. Still afraid of making a debut in society?”

“What nonsense are you talking about?”

Ian’s retort quieted the surroundings as more eyes began to focus on them.

“I’ve never accepted anyone’s invitation till now. If, as you say, this is a debut stage, shouldn’t I choose carefully where to attend?”

“Are you saying… our family’s party doesn’t meet your standards?”

“It’s not just about the scale, is it? Isn’t it about who will be there that matters more?”

A shadow crossed Sebastian’s face, but it passed in an instant. Sebastian patted Ian’s shoulder with his slick demeanor once again.

“You’re right. It’s most enjoyable to be with people you get along with. Like a party without drinks and music is dull. Anyway, I’ll send an invitation, so think about it. If you come, it would be delightful.”

Sebastian and Ophelia retreated without further protest.

At that moment, Milo whispered quietly into Ian’s ear.

“I’ve always wondered, are you really an introverted recluse? How are you so good at speaking? Honestly, I thought you were a stutterer.”

“That’s why experts are caught off guard, unaware of how many hidden masters there are.”

“I shouldn’t have asked.”

Just then, the front door opened, and Professor Frost entered. As he did, he began manipulating a device attached to the wall.

Thunk! Vroom!

As he pulled the lever, machinery noises filled the room, and the platform along with various objects descended to the floor.

The much-anticipated first practical lesson was about to begin.
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The place was a special lecture room designed to conduct both theoretical lectures and practical exercises simultaneously.

In the Department of Magic, practice inevitably required the casting of magic.

While weapons could easily limit their attack range, magic was different.

If the calculation of the spell matrix was incorrect or unexpected situations occurred, the magic could fly off in an unintended direction.

In such cases, major accidents could happen.

“Nice to meet you all. I am Frost, the one assigned to this lecture. Some may know me, and some may not. I hope this time together will be fruitful for us all!”

Professor Frost introduced himself simply, scanning the students with his eyes.

The students were nervous.

No matter how theoretical a mage might be, becoming a professor at the Royal Academy wasn’t an easy feat. It spoke volumes about his skills.

Of course, Ian Oracle and his two roommates, who had already become acquainted with him, could attend the class with somewhat relaxed minds.

“I hope you’re not too tense. As you all know, this lecture focuses more on practice than theory. Since we will be using magic, let’s not be tense and proceed as comfortably as you’re used to.”

“Yes!”

“Then, are there any volunteers for a few questions?”

Professor Frost’s teaching method was unique. Instead of arbitrarily picking students like most professors, he would invite volunteers.

The children from noble families naturally wanted to show off.

However, they chose their time and place wisely.

The atmosphere at the academy at the start of the semester was intense.

There were few who would risk embarrassment by stepping forward unnecessarily.

While no one courageously stepped up, Milo Vinettia raised his hand high.

“I’ll do it.”


“That’s the spirit. Milo, what do you think is the purpose of this lecture?”

“I understood it as being about the efficient use of magic.”

“What does using it efficiently mean?”

“It means not wasting it.”

His answer was straightforward.

Smiling, Professor Frost nodded approvingly, validating Milo’s response.

“A talent from the Vinettia Family, I see. I thought they excelled only in swordsmanship, but it seems they have a deep understanding of magic as well.”

“Thank you. I will definitely convey this to my family.”

When Professor Frost praised Milo, the surrounding students snapped to attention. They realized how crucial showing courage in evaluations was.

“Is that really such an important question?”

A sharp voice resounded.

The owner of the voice was Ophelia.

With arms crossed, Professor Frost focused on her.

“What is the point of your question?”

“Is asking what efficient magic is and answering that it’s about not wasting it such a great matter? Oh, I don’t mean to criticize you, Professor. I’m just curious.”

Indeed, it was Ophelia. It seemed she regarded Milo as an adversary too.

‘What a troublesome way to live. She seems to be setting everyone who’s noticed as her enemy.’

Ian Oracle couldn’t understand Ophelia.

She didn’t seem pleasant.

Her tone was rude. She should have been more polite.


However, Professor Frost took her question seriously.

“It’s a good question. It can be seen that way. I have been teaching students at the academy for years. And every time, the first question I ask in class is this: what is efficient magic? Very few answered directly, and even if they did, their answers were often off the mark. But Milo’s answer was outstanding enough to make me forget all of their previous answers.”

Presenting his experience, Professor Frost left Ophelia without room to argue further.

‘Truly a remarkable person.’

Ian Oracle felt a surge of admiration.

The academy had quite a few peculiar professors.

In a good way, they were called eccentrics, but many had problematic personalities.

Some even considered student questions to be impudent, but Frost was different.

“Professor, I have a question.”

This time, Ian Oracle raised his hand. Professor Frost, as expected, nodded to allow the question.

“If you’ve asked about efficient magic at the beginning of your courses so far, it must mean it’s quite important for you or the students. However, there are times when strong magic is necessary. Do you believe that efficient magic is better than strong magic?”

“Hmm. That’s equally a good question. However, Ian, your question is getting ahead of itself. That question will be naturally resolved by the end of the class.”

“My apologies.”

Subsequent rounds of questions and answers transpired, and finally, the class officially commenced.

“Shuaaah!”

Professor Frost moved his hands, beginning to form runes.

The students, who were observing the scene, couldn’t help but marvel unconsciously.

“It seems as if it’s alive and moving!”

It wasn’t as if Professor Frost was moving his hands; rather, it appeared as though his hands had become an independent, lively entity.

“I’ve never seen such beautiful runes before!”


“It looks like a stream of flowing water.”

“Is this what sets an academy professor apart?”

As the murmurs continued, the spellcasting came to an end.

Suddenly, a small orb hovered above Professor Frost’s hand. It was a condensed sphere of water—one of the basic first-level spells, “Water Bolt.”

Currently, it was just a sphere because it lacked velocity, but if it gained speed, it would shoot out thinly like an arrow.

“As you all know, this spell is Water Bolt. By slightly altering the incantation, you can adapt it to Ice Bolt. I assume there aren’t many among you who can’t perform this spell. I will accept volunteers once again.”

“Professor!”

This time, Sebastian was quicker. When he was called upon after raising his hand, he stood up with a sly grin.

“Sebastian. Can you handle the Fire Bolt spell?”

“I can do it with my eyes closed.”

“I’m not asking if you can cast it. I’m asking if you can handle it properly.”

Sebastian finally grasped the subtle nuance in the words. Biting his lip, he humbly responded.

“I am confident I can handle it well.”

“Good. Cast it.”

He felt the focus of everyone’s attention on him, which was the ultimate thrill for Sebastian, who loved being in the spotlight.

“Saaah!”

“Weeng!”

The hand imbued with blue mana began to slice through the air.

Though clumsy compared to Professor Frost, the scene was still impressive to the students’ eyes.

“It’s not just about having a high magic level, is it?”

Ian Oracle also focused intently on that scene. It seemed that Sebastian had undergone substantial training.

“Flare!”

Soon, a Fire Bolt, about the size of two fists, formed.

Sebastian held the Fire Bolt above his palm, awaiting Professor Frost’s command.

“Before we delve into the lesson, we had this discussion: What is efficient magic? It’s about not wasting anything… This proposition implies several things. It includes not only conserving mana but also devising countermeasures according to attributes.”

Professor Frost paused, then drew his Water Bolt towards his chest.

“When my Water Bolt collides with Sebastian’s Fire Bolt, which will prevail?”

“Obviously the Water Bolt.”

A student confidently answered with a raised hand.

“And why is that?”

“Because the caster of the Water Bolt is you, Professor. Which fearless student would dare to overcome the Professor’s magic?”

“Hahaha!”

Both Professor Frost and the students laughed heartily. It was a witty answer.

At that moment, Professor Frost tossed the Water Bolt toward the ceiling as if throwing a ball overhead.

The quivering water orb settled calmly in mid-air.

“Sebastian, can you hit that water orb?”

“I can.”

Sebastian channeled magic into the hand holding the Fire Bolt, and soon, with a lively sound, the Fire Bolt shot out.

“Whoosh!”

The Fire Bolt flew straight and struck the water orb accurately.

“Thud!”

“Sizzle!”

The white steam rose as the water orb completely evaporated, the remaining fireball crashing against the rear wall and disappearing.

“Excellent control. Well done.”

“Thank you.”

However, it seemed that was not the end as Professor Frost began forming hand signs once more.

Whirr!

Again, the Water Bolt spell unfolded.

But that was not all. The Water Bolt in his hand suddenly began to tremble slightly.

Splosh! Splosh!

It made a loud noise and started to grow in size, akin to a slime.

Soon, the Water Bolt spell enlarged to the point where it completely covered Professor Frost’s face.

“Sebastian. Fire a Fire Bolt right over here now.”

“What? But…”

“I appreciate your concern, but I’m not as weak as you think.”

Sebastian, who subconsciously acknowledged him as a theoretical mage, conjured a much stronger Fire Bolt than before and launched it.

Whoosh!

The Fire Bolt flew fiercely.

Several students, unable to contain their nervousness, stood up abruptly.

Sssssss…

However, the feared outcome did not transpire.

The Fire Bolt Sebastian launched did not pierce through the Water Bolt.

Likewise, the Water Bolt could not withstand the Fire Bolt. The two elemental spells evaporated simultaneously.

‘Truly, perfect calculation!’

Ian could not help but admire.

If even a trace of Professor Frost’s Water Bolt spell had remained, he would not have been so impressed.

Many students were unable to grasp the situation, but Ian understood just how precisely Professor Frost managed his mana.

Not only was the absolute amount of mana the same, but he also took into account the classroom’s internal environment, including temperature and pressure, to make the two spells cancel each other out.

‘Is this the answer to the question I asked before?’

Finally, Ian understood the premise of “not wasting” on a deeper level.

On one hand, he was able to completely erase the slight arrogance he felt after restoring ancient basic magic.

“Water and fire are quintessential opposing elements. Sometimes fire overcomes water, but once a certain level of power is established, the opposition reverses. The same goes for earth and wind. Finding that optimal point is the basis of efficient magic usage.”

“But it’s too dangerous.”

This remark came from Sebastian, who had just cast the Fire Bolt. He sought a bit more attention.

“If you even slightly miscalculated the array and failed to supply enough mana, my Fire Bolt magic could have pierced through the Water Bolt and harmed you, Professor.”

“If I couldn’t manage such calculations, could I even call myself a mage?”

Such composure was only possible due to genius.

Sebastian pursed his lips but couldn’t keep his face from turning red with embarrassment.

“Let’s assume there’s an enemy in front of you. A Level 2—no, perhaps a Level 3 mage should suffice. Sebastian, how would you handle it?”

“Since they’re on a level similar to mine or slightly higher, I would time my decisive magic attack to hit them. The battle must end with a single strike.”

“Good. That magic was a success. The enemy is fallen, peace returns. But suddenly, you hear a rustling from the nearby bushes. Oh no! In focusing on the enemy, you failed to detect another foe.”

“I would have to fight again. I would give it my all once more…”

“You cannot fight. You’re already out of mana.”

Sebastian’s expression was disgruntled.

“With all due respect, Professor, this example is overly extreme.”

“Indeed, it’s an extreme example. Nevertheless, there are mages who have lost their lives in such situations. Out of one hundred glasses of wine, one contains lethal poison. Can you easily and comfortably reach for a glass?”

Though humiliated, he could not answer that question. Claiming he could would only make him feel more miserable.

“Strong magic seems to solve problems quickly, but it depletes mana rapidly and makes dynamic responses to crises impossible. Of course, not everyone supports this view. But at least in this lecture, do not forget this mindset.”

“Yes!”

The students, having gained a small realization, responded in unison.

It was right at that moment.

A foreboding smile appeared on Professor Frost’s face.

“In that spirit, I’ll be assigning you a task. It’s going to be a fascinating one.”
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Just how fascinating must this project be for him to have such an expression?

Perhaps the exciting assignment belonged not to the students but to Professor Frost, Ian thought.

‘Considering how he treats Sebastian like a child, it’s not surprising. Maybe he’s the hardest professor to deal with in the academy. Professor Frost.’

Through this class, Ian was convinced.

He might be a more impressive person than previously thought. To think that such a person had his back.

‘Not that it will make the assignment any easier.’

It was undoubtedly going to be a challenging task and this thought was not Ian’s alone.

Theoretical classes required nothing more than reading books or papers and expressing one’s views.

However, practical class assignments were a bit different.

‘It could be about achieving a certain skill level, or there might be a magic duel.’

The situation allowed for various speculations.

Tension among the students gradually built up again after the recent lull following the mana measurement.

Professor Frost, observing their reactions, smiled broadly.

“Everyone, there’s no need to be so tense. While it’ll be an interesting assignment, it’s not the one where you have to compete against each other.”

“Then, what is the assignment?”

“This time, it’s a group project. Three people will form a group, so choose whomever you get along with.”

The announcement of a group assignment caused a stir among the students.

Some were pleased, while others disliked the idea. Zikhardt, who sat haughtily, was one of the latter.

He barely participated in classes, if at all, ever since the term began.

Nonetheless, no one advised him otherwise. Holding the title of first place in the mana measurement was significant enough.


‘He must think the class doesn’t match his level.’

Neither Professor Frost nor the other professors remarked on Zikhardt’s behavior.

However, that didn’t mean he had the right to refuse the assignment.

After all, entering the academy signified a goal to graduate.

Focusing on classes was his choice, but he still had to participate in the assignment.

“The theme of the assignment is gaining real-world experience.”

“Real-world experience?”

“Are we supposed to hunt monsters?”

“Or head to the borders?”

As questions poured in, Professor Frost raised both hands to calm the students.

“Would I ask you to do such dangerous tasks? Well, while not hunting them, you may indeed face monsters. Dungeon exploration is this assignment.”

The room again stirred. The students’ faces were visibly filled with dismay.

Professor Frost spoke of “dungeons” all too casually.

Dungeons were structures formed by the influence of dark energy seeping from the demon realm.

Some took the form of artificial mazes, while others were natural caves. Their shapes were indeed varied.

Dungeons influenced by dark energy teemed with monsters.

There were those that roamed as well as those that inhabited, with no definitive constraints.

These places attacked any entering wildlife, humans, or other races, plunging them into fear and despair before absorbing their energy. This energy then became dark energy.

While much about dungeons remained unclear, scholars assumed that their purpose lay in sending the absorbed dark energy back to the demon realm.

Thus, dungeon exploration was no easy feat.


Unlike natural caves, one could never predict when or where monsters might appear.

Moreover, dark energy from the demon realm sometimes mutated monsters.

This meant that among lower-tier monsters, extraordinarily powerful ones could emerge.

Compared to general training methods, it was a place with great uncertainty.

‘A dungeon, indeed.’

Ian Oracle had never entered a dungeon before.

It was the same for the other students. Unless they came from a family that was remarkable enough to participate in dungeon raids, they would hardly have the opportunity to visit one.

‘Those three with high mana must have been there, and I wonder if Milo has experience?’

He probably did.

The Vinettia Family was famous for their martial prowess. Knights loved dungeons because that was where monsters were.

At that moment, one of the three people Ian had been watching, Sebastian, raised his hand to request to speak.

“Professor, with all due respect, don’t you think dungeons are a bit dangerous? You’ve instructed us to form groups of three, yet attacking a dungeon with just three mages is practically impossible.”

“I’m aware. If I were an ordinary person, I wouldn’t be teaching you all here.”

“So, you have a plan.”

Sebastian acted as if he were already the student council president.

Seeing this, Milo snorted.

“Arrogant!”

In his eyes, Sebastian was naturally an eyesore after having lost the student council position to him.

“The dungeon you all will be exploring is a training dungeon specially created for this occasion.”

“A training dungeon?”


That was something Ian had never heard of before.

Sebastian and Ophelia were no different.

Above all, even Zickhardt showed interest for the first time, which meant it had never been revealed to the public.

“A long time ago, the Royal Academy, the Royal Knights, and the Royal Mage Division collaborated to develop an educational dungeon. This is the result of their efforts. The concept is to create a structure similar to a dungeon, release monsters within, and gain practical experience inside it.”

In other words, it was a clean dungeon without the presence of dark energy from the demon realm.

Without the dark energy from the demon realm, there are no mutations.

The released monsters were all there was.

While some might inhabit the place and evolve, the probability of a mutation was very low and it would take a long time.

Thus, it could indeed be conquered with a combination of just three mages.

“It feels like we’re playing the guinea pig role?!”

Ophelia openly expressed her dissatisfaction.

When Sebastian nudged her arm, she tried to wipe the defiant look off her face.

“I won’t deny that, Ophelia. However, I hope you all remember that as long as you are in this classroom, your duty is to serve the kingdom.”

“How could we forget His Majesty’s grace? I don’t mind, as I’ve been to a real dungeon. But I can’t help worrying about our friends with lower magic.”

“I’ve considered your capabilities, so nothing too dangerous should occur.”

“Well, that’s a relief.”

Ophelia was likely going to be reprimanded soon.

It was because she was tolerated by the generous and rational Professor Frost. If it were a stricter professor, she’d be in trouble.

It was fortunate that Sebastian had intervened to stop it, or there would have been a disciplinary committee.

Such occurrences were not uncommon.

Growing up as a prized child of the Marquis Drias, looking down on others might be as natural as breathing.

“Is there a dungeon core in this educational dungeon too?”

This time, it was Ian who asked a question.

The dungeon core was the essence of dark energy. Every dungeon had a core. If it wasn’t destroyed, magic would continue to flow in, resulting in an endless stream of monsters.

Though Ian had never gone to a real dungeon, he had learned the basic principles and structure of dungeons through various books.

“There is something similar to a core. However, it is entirely different in nature from a dungeon core.”

“Then, is the main task to destroy the core?”

“There’s no need to destroy the core. It’s quite an expensive item. Anyone dissatisfied with the Royal Family or the Royal Academy might want to do so, but try to refrain.”

The students chuckled at the unexpected humor.

‘Won’t Ophelia smash it to pieces?’

It wasn’t only Ian who entertained such thoughts. Milo and Edel also had the same notion.

“The goal of this exploration is for you to gain practical experience. The term ‘practical experience’ encompasses many meanings—not just combat, but also herb gathering, plant observation, terrain survey, and camping. Basically, all activities within the dungeon.”

In short, it seemed like they were being told to do everything possible in a dungeon.

“After completing the exploration, each group must submit a practical report. Grades will be assigned based on the originality and completeness of the report.”

Only then did the expressions of the students relax. Professor Frost’s elaboration on the concept of practical experience piqued their interest.

It was much better than just standing in an arena tossing spells at each other. And it was fair. Even those with weaker magical ability could earn good grades with effort.

“The dungeon you will enter is a low-level dungeon. As mentioned before, three people will form a group for this task. You might wonder about the criteria for forming groups—there are none. Simply group up with people you feel comfortable with. I’ll give you five minutes. Once your group is ready, come to me. Not forming a group within the time limit will result in a failure.”

The mere word “failure” caused the students to hustle. It was still early in the semester, and they hadn’t yet formed close groups.

Of course, Ian and his two roommates naturally banded together.

Milo glanced suspiciously at Ian.

“You’re not considering this as part of your project, are you?”

“Why bother? It’s just an assignment.”

“What about your project then?”

Edel asked, Milo smacked his lips and held back from speaking.

He realized he couldn’t tell Edel that Ian had someone investigate in secret and knew he’d have to be more careful from now on.

“I just don’t want to be roped in by this guy. So, are we set with our group?”

“Let’s go.”

Ian and his friends approached Professor Frost. They were the first to form a group.

Professor Frost smiled as if he had expected it.

“Indeed, you are the fastest.”

“What should we do now?”

Professor Frost presented a small box. It was a drawing box, with many folded pieces of paper inside.

Ian drew one paper as the representative.

The paper read “Abyss.”

“Abyss. That will be the artificial dungeon you will explore.”

The name had a haunting feel to it.

It was as if they might be sucked into an endless abyss.

“Does the name have any specific meaning?”

“Not much. The structure and environment are slightly different, but the monsters are the same. Of course, because of the different environments, the weapons or abilities the monsters wield might vary slightly. There are occasional monsters that harmonize with nature, after all.”

Goblins were typically an example.

Goblins were intelligent humanoid monsters. Crude as they were, they knew how to craft and use weapons and poisons.

Especially their attacks with poison darts in dark places were extremely dangerous. Thus, antidotes were essential for dungeon exploration.

“And this.”

Professor Frost handed them a map drawn on thin leather. It was a map to the Abyss, not far from the capital.

“Closer than I thought.”

“That makes management easier.”

“When should we set off?”

“That’s up to you. But if you want a leisurely exploration, the weekend would be best.”

The academy had classes five days a week.

There are no classes on Earth Day and Sun Day.

In other words, since the last class of the week was on Steel Day, they could spend about two nights and three days from the evening of Iron Day to Sun Day.

“I wish you luck. Oh, and be sure to stop by the assistants’ office before you leave. They’ll provide you with supplies.”

“Yes, Professor. See you next time.”

Bowing politely, the three left the classroom.
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 36

				
On their way back to the dormitory, Ian, Milo, and Edel engaged in various conversations.

“Edel, you’ve never been to a dungeon, have you?”

“I’ve been near one.”

“Oh, really? I thought you’d be a complete bumpkin.”

Edel seemed to take that as a compliment, judging by his shy smile.

“Well, it’s nothing impressive… I went a few times with my father to tend to the injured.”

“If you’re a healer, that’s understandable. So you’ve never actually explored one?”

“My father talked about it, but I don’t know much.”

“Dungeons are really terrifying places. If you make a wrong move, spikes might spring out from everywhere and turn your body into a pincushion! Sometimes ghosts appear too!”

Even though those weren’t completely false statements, it was a childish joke. Edel forced a smile.

‘Is he finally overcoming his phobia of Milo?’

Thinking this, they soon arrived at the dormitory.

There was a letter in the mailbox. Ian picked it up and commented.

“Shouldn’t we divide roles before the expedition?”

“Well, we’re all mages anyway, so there’s not much to divide, is there?”

“There is some division to be done, like cooking duties or keeping watch. We’ll need to sleep in the dungeon for two nights.”

Both of them brought up valid points. However, Ian was hinting at something else.

“Typically, a dungeon is tackled by a four-member party: two knights, one healer, and one mage.”

Ian checked the sender of the letter and opened the envelope. It was a reply from Frederick’s General Store.

“Milo, you’re good with a sword, right?”


“Not at all. I’ve heard I’m exceptionally untalented at least three times a day. My family calls me ‘Swotra’.”

“What’s ‘Swotra’?”

“Sword trash.”

Although Ian wasn’t supposed to laugh, he couldn’t help it.

“Well, outside your family’s standards, how about generally?”

“If it’s just general standards, it might be a different story.”

Milo seemed confident, even though Ian had never witnessed his skills firsthand.

“Then Milo, you can take on the warrior role. You’ll block, crush enemies, and clear the path at the front. Get a sword before we leave, just in case.”

“I feel like I’ve been tricked… Well, fine. Why not!”

“Edel, you’ll be the healer. You know how to use healing magic, right?”

“Yes!”

The division of roles went smoothly.

Thus, Ian naturally took on the role of the mage. The roles were swiftly assigned without any fuss.

Milo gave Ian a light nudge on the arm.

“Who are you staring so intently at?”

“It’s my letter, so I opened it.”

“I mean, who is it from? Tell us a bit about it instead of enjoying it alone. You’re trying to keep all the good stuff to yourself.”

“It’s not from a woman.”

“You always say that. You’ve got to be lying at some point. The rumor is all over that you, pretending to be a recluse, hold secret parties late at night with women. Don’t try to deny it.”

“The old me must have had a blast. Enjoying secret parties I don’t even remember, huh?”


“One day, I will unmask you.”

The three of them entered the dormitory.

Milo passed the time sharing dungeon tales with Edel, while Ian pondered over the letter.

Though it was short, he read it repeatedly to understand any hidden meaning.

‘So, meeting him is out of the question, I guess?’

The letter came from an employee at Frederick’s General Store.

In summary, it conveyed that ‘the owner is away for an indefinite period, so a meeting is difficult.’

Ian prepared some paper and a pen.

― I received the letter. I wish to discuss the delivery of potion containers we previously talked about. Even if a face-to-face meeting with Mr. Frederick is challenging, please provide an address where a letter can reach him. The deal is likely to be larger than what we discussed before. I prefer to handle the transaction with Mr. Frederick. It would greatly benefit the store.

He concluded the letter, thinking it to be the last one he would write.

Sending even this much, if a meeting was difficult, meant that the situation was serious enough to hinder any further business.

‘Time will solve the rest.’

Ian Oracle sealed the letter in an envelope and placed it in the mailbox. If he left the letter there, a postal worker would come by at a set time to collect it.

His next destination was the assistant office to gather some supplies.

* * *

A few days passed.

Ian spent busy days. He had to prepare for dungeon exploration, attend classes, and complete assignments.

The academy’s curriculum was more rigorous than he had anticipated.

It did not allow him any time to read books or sink into thought.

Ultimately, Ian decided to cut down on his sleep.


‘Phew, I’m exhausted.’

Around midnight, after finishing his daily routine, he would go to the Great Library.

This habit led him to read books until 3 AM before heading back. As such, he often only managed to sleep for three or four hours, leaving him consistently tired.

‘At least there have been some achievements.’

Ian had come across new spell techniques for a few basic magic.

Though they were not attack spells, he found useful utility magics.

The newly discovered spells were “Light” and “Decrease Weight”.

The Light Spell became much brighter while drastically reducing its magic consumption, allowing for prolonged use in dark places without strain.

Similarly, the Decrease Weight Spell improved significantly.

This spell, an application of weight reduction, was previously a bit challenging at the initial stage of level 2 magic, but with the new techniques applied, it became effortless to use, and the reduction effect improved.

More exciting than discovering these new spell techniques was the realization that there were many more spells yet to be discovered.

‘Why not combine several spells into a single book instead of writing individual papers for each?’

That thought occurred to him.

Writing a separate paper for each spell would certainly help him accumulate achievements, but creating a comprehensive textbook also seemed like an enjoyable endeavor.

‘I should discuss this with Isera Hebraim later.’

He began to harbor a somewhat lofty dream of perhaps creating a new textbook on basic magic.

‘By the way, there’s no news from Frederick.’

There was no reply to the letter he had sent earlier.

Given a choice between receiving news and not receiving it, the former was always better. A lack of response signified no further engagement.

‘He didn’t leave the capital for business matters. He’s hiding.’

Ian was convinced of this.

‘Now, should I just wait for Milo Vinettia’s news? Ah, there was also something Professor Frost was investigating.’

He thought once he returned from the dungeon, more clarity would emerge.

“Ian, are you ready?”

Edel’s voice called out.

Today was finally the day they would head to the Abyss Dungeon.

After finishing their afternoon classes on Steel Day and having dinner, the group began their preparations.

“We can leave right away. How about the supplies?”

“All checked! We’re well-stocked. We should hold out for about a week. We could even sell it for a big profit.”

“If we get caught selling it, we’ll be expelled.”

“Did you take that seriously?”

Milo Vinettia, with his extensive camping experience, checked the supplies himself.

The setup was better than they expected.

They had high-quality jerky and magic water bottles with purification spells cast on them.

There were even magical tools for emergencies among the items. Though it couldn’t transmit voices, there was a device that could send a distress signal.

“Allow me, Milo Vinettia, to give you a gift. Attach one of these to your waist.”

Milo handed them a sleek dagger, seemingly acquired for self-defense.

Seeing the sharp blade, Edel’s face turned pale.

But this was reality. Ian, without a word, attached the dagger to his waist, prompting Edel to reluctantly do the same.

It was common to see mages wielding weapons.

Even though swords were heavy and difficult to handle, various auxiliary spells could be used to adjust them to a reasonable weight.

Of course, this decreased their power, but it was still better than having none at all.

In other words, weapons were used when one’s mana was completely depleted, or for other reasons where magic could not be used.

Most mages preferred daggers or slightly longer swords, but occasionally, there were mages who wield longswords.

Just like Milo standing right in front of them.

“Looks good on you, Milo. You should have joined the Department of Martial Arts.”

“I’m sick of metal weapons. I’ll Master the Mana Blade soon enough!”

The Mana Blade.

It was one of the main spells used by combat mages. As one of the advanced spells of the sixth level, it was an immensely powerful magic that condensed strong mana into the shape of a sword to wield.

The Mana Blade was almost a versatile weapon, capable of both close-range physical and long-range magical attacks.

If Milo, who had mastered the swordsmanship of the Vinettia Family, could also handle the Mana Blade, he would be immensely powerful.

“Looks like we’re all set. Let’s get going.”

The three of them headed towards the main gate of the academy.

The capital was quite vast, so there was no need to walk all the way to the dungeon.

This expedition was both an assignment and a test of a national project, so the academy paid a great deal of attention. As a result, a number of carriages were already waiting for them.

Several peers could be seen forming their groups and choosing carriages.

“Looks like everyone’s heading out today.”

“It’d be beneficial to explore even one more day.”

“Slaves to grades, aren’t we!?”

Among them were Sebastian and Ophelia. Milo muttered.

“Unexpected? I thought they’d team up with Zickhardt. But they’ve joined up with an odd fellow.”

“Indeed.”

“Anyway, it makes me sick.”

Those two had teamed up with the peer who had recorded low points in the recent mana measurement. Ian seemed to understand their intentions.

‘Do they need a gofer?’

It was a formation with the intent of making someone else do the dirty work, in exchange for managing the dungeon cleanly. People likely lined up to join them.

“Oh! Are you guys heading out now too?”

Sebastian spoke with an oily tone.

Milo quickly boarded the carriage with Edel in tow.

Thus, Ian had to deal with him.

“No harm in being early.”

“That’s true. Which dungeon are you going to?”

“Abyss.”

Sebastian brushed his chin with a grin.

“Nice name, abyss. Hope you’re not swallowed by the depths. That way, you can come to my party.”

“I haven’t said I’d attend yet.”

Ian threw a curt remark and followed his friends onto the carriage.

Ophelia approached Sebastian, who was left staring blankly.

“Why bother and get humiliated? Didn’t I tell you not to associate with those vulgar people?”

“It bothers me.”

“Oh, was blue your taste? And to think you once confessed to me.”

“Sigh, how pathetic.”

Sebastian still believed Ian did not put forth his best effort during the mana measurement.

That was why he was displeased. It irked him that a student with the lowest mana score was receiving so much attention in the academy.

Moreover, he had heard unbelievable news today.

‘The first-year student who submitted a thesis to the Magic Society couldn’t possibly be that guy, right?’

The name had not been revealed yet. Students who heard the rumors naturally thought that first-year student was Zickhardt.

Yet, Sebastian couldn’t take his eyes off the carriage Ian boarded.

An inexplicable sense of anxiety and impatience gripped him.

“Ugh, seriously, what are you doing!”

“Let’s go, come on!”

Finally, Sebastian boarded the carriage.
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Upon reaching a secluded area after traversing the forest, a grand and mysterious tower revealed itself.

Standing tall near the capital of the kingdom of Sonokin, it was a place all mages revered for its height.

This was the Sonokin Branch of the Magic Society.

It was also called the “Tower of Magic”.

The Tower of Magic was a sacred space where mages gathered to study and hone their magic.

Even the highest nobles could not enter this place without permission.

Thus, unlike the bustling outside world, this place was always quiet.

It was a sanctuary where the troubles of the world could not easily intrude.

The mages were engrossed in their research and training, isolated from the rest of the world.

However, today was a little different.

The sound of hurried footsteps climbing the stairs stopped outside the room of the tower’s Master.

The eyes of Karahan, the tower Master, twitched as he read an old parchment.

“What’s with the ruckus?”

As Karahan reached out his hand, the door flung open. Standing there was a young mage, looking startled.

“Brussel. What’s the matter? Your footsteps sounded like thunder.”

“My apologies, Tower Master.”

The young mage, Brussel, bowed his head.

Clicking his tongue, Karahan pushed the parchment aside. His sharp gaze was fixed upon Brussel.

In Brussel’s hand were several books.

Something seemed to have happened. With a slightly softened demeanor, Karahan inquired.


“And what’s in your hand?”

“These are papers submitted to the Magic Society this time.”

“Paper submissions are nothing new. Why did you come running with them? That’s not like you. Don’t tell me you want this old man to review them?”

Karahan was a meticulous mage. The air in the room changed according to his emotional state.

Brussel swallowed nervously.

“It’s… Dean Jessica sent a paper.”

“Jessica?”

That was unexpected.

She had withdrawn from research after assuming the position of Dean at the Academy’s Department of Magic. Sending a paper now was unusual.

‘Strange.’

For Karahan, who had taught Jessica magic since she was young, this was peculiar.

She was not one to labor tirelessly but was instead a lazy genius.

She had believed that magic is passed on through the heart, not through writing.

To the tower Master, it was disappointing.

Writings preserve experiences and knowledge for posterity, after all.

“Did someone solicit her? She’s not one to send papers out of the blue.”

“It’s not precisely her paper. A student from the academy authored it, and she sent it on their behalf. It came with a note asking for a favor.”

“An odd request from her indeed. A paper by an academy student, huh? Have you read it?”

“Yes, I have, but…”

“Why are you hesitating? That’s not like you. What sort of paper is it?”


“A first-year student’s paper was submitted as the primary author. I thought you should take a look, so I brought it.”

Brussel decided that showing the paper was better than explaining a hundred times.

As a member of the editorial board in the Magic Society’s journal, he had reviewed the paper, yet could not comprehend how its remarkable insights had come to be.

It felt as though the inspiration of a genius had been directly transcribed into words.

Karahan took the paper and flipped through the cover.

“It’s Isera, as expected. Yes, a student with brilliant talent. I remember she submitted a paper recently; she’s sent another?”

“It’s been just a month.”

“Excellent pace. Early graduation should be no problem.”

Isera was already known not only to the Sonokin’s Tower of Magic but also to mages from other branches and the headquarters. She was one of the students Karahan paid special attention to.

“Hmm?”

Next to Isera’s name, a new, unfamiliar name appeared.

Seeing the name was good, but that was not the end of the surprise for Karahan.

Not long ago, he heard news that the second son of Count Telomian had enrolled in the academy.

However, the name on the thesis was not Zickhardt.

“If a first-year student is listed as the primary author, it would most likely be Zickhardt. But… Ian? It’s a name I haven’t seen before. Is this the first-year student you mentioned?”

“Yes, that is correct. He is the head of the Oracle Family.”

“Oracle… Oracle?”

A low groan escaped from Karahan’s lips.

For a brief moment, a complex expression flickered across the archmage’s face.

“Hehehe. Indeed. No wonder you’re so worked up. Time has passed so quickly. He must be Lefevre’s son.”


“Apparently, he recently inherited the head position and enrolled in the academy.”

“Have you met him?”

“Not yet.”

“How long has it been since the academy semester started?”

“It hasn’t been a full month yet.”

Archmages like Karahan had little sense of time. Still, anything under a month felt too soon even for him.

“What a peculiar combination. As far as I know, there’s no connection between the Oracle barony and the Hebraim county.”

With no choice, Karahan turned to the next page of the thesis.

The title he saw made him tilt his head in puzzlement.

“What has been done with the basic magic formula for Lightning? Such efforts seem pointless. Does he intend to wreck an already complete magic? Youngsters these days are indeed arrogant, thinking the world revolves around them.”

Yet, as Karahan turned the page, he realized his assumption was profoundly off.

It contained formulas he had neither heard of nor considered.

Furthermore, the mathematical notations used in the thesis slightly differed from those currently employed.

“What is this!”

His right hand, holding the page, slightly trembled.

As an archmage, that slight tremor was all the more pronounced.

“Ha-ha!”

Karahan felt genuinely astonished for the first time in ages.

Being an 8th circle Master, he had lived more days than he had left. He was a senior figure in the magic community and a teacher to notable archmages, including Jessica.

To think that someone praised as ‘one who understood the laws of nature’ could be this surprised.

If the mages of the tower had witnessed this scene, they would have thought they were dreaming.

“The formula follows such a sequence? Is it because it’s been a while since I last used Lightning Spell that it feels so unfamiliar? No, what sort of magic is this? Am I just senile?”

“I couldn’t believe it myself, so I demonstrated it.”

Karahan, who was about to form a rune, paused. He stared intently at Brussels and demanded an answer.

“The magic’s power increased significantly, just as described in the thesis. Mana consumption decreased as well. The thesis is accurate.”

“So, you’re saying this isn’t nonsense?”

“That is correct.”

While others might have been skeptical, the person in front of him, Brussels, was his protégé. There was no reason for him to speak untruthfully.

“It’s not that I doubt you, but I’ll confirm it myself.”

Finally, Karahan formed the seal.

Crackle!

A lightning bolt, seemingly encapsulating the harmony of the heavens, rested in his palm.

Karahan laughed heartily.

“Hahahahaha!”

It was a laughter he hadn’t known for how long.

The mana-fueled laugh echoed throughout the entire tower.

Soon, commotion arose from the stairs. All the mages of the tower rushed to the tower Master’s chamber.

“Tower Master!”

“What happened?”

Ignoring the concerned gazes of the mages, Karahan dispelled the Lightning Spell and tossed the thesis to Brussels.

“A first-year in the Department of Magic made such a discovery?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

Isera, one of the co-authors, stated in the thesis that Ian interpreted the ancient scripts, while she was responsible for verification and writing.

Thus, to the archmage and his disciple who read the thesis, the name Ian stood out overwhelmingly more than Isera.

“How did you handle this paper?”

“I made the decision to publish it. I’m reporting it to you separately before it is officially announced.”

“Who else knows about this?”

“Aside from Dean Jessica and me, no one else should know.”

With a stern expression, Karahan solemnly commanded, “Convene the council immediately.”

“The council… you mean?”

The council was the central body of the Mage Tower, where elder-level mages would gather to handle matters. Such a meeting was very rare since most issues could be resolved by other mages of the Mage Tower.

Karahan became furious when Brussels hesitated.

“You fool! You seem to know one thing but not another. You’re like a smart-aleck!”

“I-I apologize, Tower Master. Please, bestow your mercy and guidance upon me.”

“This isn’t just about publishing something in a journal. It means that the content of the magic texts we’ve studied up until now completely changes. What we considered absolute laws have been shattered. If that rock of yours hasn’t turned completely dull, you should understand what this means, right?”

Brussels didn’t dare to argue back. Other mages who rushed to the Tower Master’s room without knowing the reason merely gauged the atmosphere.

“Above all, it’s an audacious discovery that nearly made me look like a senile old fool! Convene the council immediately!”

Startled, Brussels ran outside as though fleeing, with other mages following closely behind. Thus, the council was urgently convened at Sonokin’s Mage Tower.

At that very moment, Ian, the man behind the convening of the council, had just arrived at the Abyss Dungeon with his companions.

* * *

Ian and his companions disembarked from the carriage and surveyed their surroundings.

“Wow. It really looks authentic, doesn’t it? Doesn’t it seem like a cave in the forest?”

“It’s a dungeon created by the kingdom’s top elite group. It wouldn’t be poorly made.”

“True. Looking at it like this, it feels like we’re doing something remarkable.”

The entrance to the cave looked so natural that it didn’t seem artificially created. Two knights were guarding that place.

‘Royal Knights?’

They wore impressive red cloaks and donned silver plate mail engraved with a golden lion emblem on their left chest.

They carried long swords and also equipped themselves with short daggers as auxiliary weapons.

Anyone could tell they were well-trained knights. Their aura was entirely different from the two sergeants Ian had met during a potion experiment.

‘The elite of the elite.’

Their faces were obscured by helmets, but Ian could feel the intense presence directed toward him. Milo, next to him, felt the same.

For someone usually confident in his skills like him to feel intimidated, the two knights in front of them were of no ordinary caliber.

Ian approached the two knights and greeted them.

“Hello. I’m Ian Oracle, a first-year student from the Department of Magic. This is Milo, and this is Edel. We will be accompanying you on this expedition. Pleased to meet you.”

When Ian greeted them politely, one of the knights lifted the visor of his helmet with a metallic clink, revealing two determined eyes.

He was not young and appeared to carry the experience of many battles.

He was undoubtedly a strong man.

“It feels like you’re on an outing.”

The knight muttered while looking at the bags Ian and his companions carried, but not in a mocking way.

‘More pathetic than mocking, actually,’ Ian thought, understanding why the middle-aged knight seemed indifferent.

“I apologize for causing you concern. The objective of this expedition is to gain practical experience. We are students who have just entered the academy, and we lack in many areas. We will humbly accept any advice you offer.”

The knight, who had been staring at Ian bowed, completely removed his helmet.

His splendid golden hair shimmered. The rough scars on his cheek attested to his expertise.

“Well, indeed. What you say is true. The beginning is inevitably full of lacking moments, especially for apprentice mages. Nice to meet you. I’m Lancelot from the Royal Knights.”

He extended his hand for a handshake.

Ian, recollecting as he accepted the handshake, thought, ‘Lancelot… I’ve definitely heard that name somewhere.’
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Soon, the memory resurfaced.

Lancelot was one of the knights who made a name for himself in the ‘Sorol War.’ His achievements were recognized, and he was promoted to chief knight of the Royal Knights.

Though his accomplishments were not as grand compared to other heroes, the story of how he rescued a platoon of about fifty soldiers from an enemy encirclement remained a well-known tale.

It was said that the scar on his cheek was because of that event.

Of course, the feats of knights were often embellished or exaggerated, yet it was true he risked his life in a dangerous situation without hesitation.

At the same time, Ian had this thought:

‘To have such a veteran guarding the dungeon… What on earth is happening?’

Since Ian was a mage, he was not privy to all the details concerning knights. However, he understood the prestige of being a chief knight.

“Does this mean the educational dungeon is that important? Or is there another reason?”

Various possibilities flitted through his mind.

Perhaps there was a secret even the authorities were unaware of, as state secrets tend to be. The kingdom of Sonokin also had its secret information agencies.

“Anyway, I should be on my guard.”

Ian wasn’t the only one whose senses were heightened.

Coming from a traditional martial family, Milo’s eyes also glimmered with interest.

However, there was another emotion mixed in the way he looked at Lancelot.

Ian spoke up.

“Sir Lancelot. I am well aware of your heroic deeds. I am just humbled to greet you in such a place.”

“No need for humility. You are students of His Majesty the King, after all.”

At that moment, Milo stepped forward.

“It’s been a long time, Sir Lancelot.”

Milo’s voice was unusually stiff.


Saying it had been a long time implied they were acquainted.

But Lancelot, gazing at Milo, shifted his serious expression to one of blatant displeasure.

“I did not expect your defection, Milo.”

“Why do you consider it defection? My entrance to the academy was sanctioned by my father. I have proven my abilities.”

“Proven?”

Lancelot chuckled and continued.

“I never thought you would disgrace your father’s name for something like this. This is worse than I had imagined.”

Several exchanges of contextless dialogue passed between them.

In the end, Milo bowed his head, biting his lips in frustration.

Ian guessed that there was a past history between the two that he was unaware of.

However, now was not the time to delve into it.

“Sir Lancelot. If it wouldn’t be too intrusive, may I ask a question?”

Ian sought to change the atmosphere. Lancelot’s previously fierce gaze softened slightly as it turned to Ian.

“Speak.”

“I heard the Abyss Dungeon is an artificial one. Has anyone explored it since it was created?”

“You are the first.”

It was an unexpected answer.

If the Royal Knights were guarding this place, it would have been expected that knights had already explored it.

Being the first implied that even students from the department of martial arts had not been here.

“Moreover, I don’t see any mages from the Royal Magic Corps. Why are only knights present?”


At that moment, Lancelot, who had been observing Ian, brightened his eyes.

“It seems you have more questions, Ian Oracle.”

Ian was startled, feeling as though his thoughts had been read.

“No need to look so surprised. Having spent a long time in the battlefield, just by observing a person’s eyes or expressions, it’s obvious what they’re thinking. Whether they’re planning to escape tomorrow, afraid of dying, or crazed with bloodlust… People often question how expressions can reveal so much, but I think there’s nothing as telling as a face.”

“I understand why many praise your name.”

“I just said, there’s nothing as revealing as one’s expressions.”

“Do you think I was being insincere?”

“Were you?”

“No, I wasn’t.”

“Hmm. That explains it.”

Lancelot muttered something vague.

He had heard about Ian Oracle from two sergeants working at the academy.

As they conversed, the feeling that this was no ordinary situation grew.

For a rookie mage to confidently say, “No, I wasn’t,” was quite something.

It had been a while since such a delightful moment.

“I was dispatched here today. Once your exploration is complete, I will return to the Knights Order. Meanwhile, the royal mages are barred from coming here for some reason. Hence, my presence.”

“My curiosity is completely satisfied. Thank you.”

“What is the expected duration of the exploration?”

“Three days.”

“Arrogance and recklessness are a shortcut to death. I hope you don’t make foolish decisions. Allow me to share some advice I’ve given my subordinates at the battlefield: Train as if it’s the real thing.”


“It was an honor to speak with you, Sir Lancelot.”

Ian and his companions entered the dungeon.

Inside the cave, an ominous energy flowed. It was different in essence from dark magic.

“Mind your step, the path isn’t good.”

“Okay!”

Descending the stairs that led underground, they found an isolated space.

Occasionally, they heard the sound of water dripping from stalactites.

‘It’s so quiet.’

They could hear strange, wind-like noises at times, but there was no way to determine what they were. Every time a sound occurred, Edel was startled.

Had they not been informed of it being an artificial dungeon, they would have assumed it was a natural cave.

“Edel, don’t be nervous. If things go south, Milo will sacrifice himself instead.”

“S-sacrifice?”

“It’s the role of the one leading. If monsters swarm, he’ll signal and you retreat to the back.”

The three of them paused at the starting point to talk for a moment.

Ian couldn’t help but be concerned about Milo. Ever since they met Lancelot, his focus had been wavering.

“T-then isn’t Milo going to die alone?”

“That’s why sacrifice is noble. It’s a perfect chance to become a hero.”

Fortunately, Milo quickly regained his composure.

“I’m not going to die! Stop worrying. Edel, you can’t escape. Even if you do, you need to map the dungeon. Understood?”

“Y-Yes!”

Seeing him coax Edel so skillfully, it seemed he was back in shape.

“Hey, mage! What’s with the dawdling? Do what you’re supposed to, promptly!”

Ian formed a sign with his hands. The blue light dancing in the darkness was truly enchanting.

“‘Light.'”

Whoosh!

A radiant light source soared, nearly reaching the cave ceiling.

It began to cast a mysterious light all around, as if a moon had risen in the sky.

Milo, startled, sharply turned his head and glared at Ian.

“What did you do to the Light Spell?”

“I made some adjustments.”

The orb of light Ian had conjured was extremely vivid, almost blinding.

It wasn’t the kind of magic a novice mage with power level 77 could cast.

Only a 2nd circle mage at the mid-level, carefully maximizing their efficiency, could possibly achieve such a feat.

The Light Spell’s reach extended further, allowing them to see hidden objects far more clearly in the shadows.

“Is modifying spells as easy as slicing meat? This is absurd. How many have you done?”

“The fourth.”

“The fourth? Wait, wasn’t it the third?”

Milo continued, counting on his fingers.

“Lightning, firebolt, and Light… that makes three, right? Three modifications.”

“There’s one more.”

Ian formed the sign once again.

Milo knew it too; it was an elementary spell of the 2nd circle that reduces weight. The familiar process of casting was erratically altered.

“‘Decrease Weight.'”

As the spell materialized, Edel’s eyes widened.

The weight of the backpack he was carrying drastically lightened.

Milo, who belatedly grasped the situation, picked up Edel’s bag.

“You’ve even modified the ‘Decrease Weight’. What a monstrous fellow!”

He was now beyond surprise; he was astounded.

Up until now, Ian had only tinkered with 1-circle basic magic.

However, ‘Decrease Weight’ broke the circle’s limitations.

To Milo, who was unaware of the secret behind Ian’s glasses, Ian could only appear monstrous.

“If it comes to this, can’t you tweak high-level magic too?”

“It’s challenging. The formulas become more complex, and forming runes changes.”

“Finding mistakes in spellbooks so deftly, yet so humble!”

“It’s not that they were wrong. The interpretation was just a little different.”

“You’re actually an elf, right? These ears resembling human ones are fake, aren’t they? Or are you a dragon? Polymorphed?”

Milo reached out to pull Ian’s ear, but Ian lightly avoided his hand.

“My judgment was wrong. I apologize for suggesting earlier that you should go to the Institute of Martial Arts. You should have gone to the Faculty of Natural Sciences and majored in Literature instead. I didn’t realize you had a talent for writing novels.”

“Stop the sarcasm! It’s making me feel miserable…”

Ian patted Milo’s slumped shoulders reassuringly. Suddenly, a thought crossed his mind.

‘Unless it’s absolutely necessary, I must not reveal that I’ve discovered a new formula.’

People are creatures of jealousy.

No matter how much they trust each other, it had only been about a month since they got acquainted.

By revealing too exceptional a side of himself too quickly, he risked damaging their relationship.

‘Milo doesn’t seem like that kind of person, but I mustn’t distress my friends.’

The word “friend” still didn’t roll off his tongue easily.

Apart from Wilson and Dorothy at the mansion, he hadn’t really gotten close to anyone.

In short, Ian had no friends.

That connection was a chance encounter at the academy.

He didn’t quite understand what a good feeling was, but he sensed something like that with Milo and Edel.

Thus, he didn’t want to lose this relationship.

“Let’s get going. Edel, focus on map-making from now on. There won’t be a need to use healing magic immediately, so we’ll rely on potions for now.”

Ian explained the rough plan, and the three of them set off from the starting point to begin their exploration.

Edel diligently worked on drawing the map with a pen. It was, after all, a means of securing good grades.

The trio tried a shift in perspective.

The Abyss Dungeon was an artificial dungeon.

Because it was man-made, there ought to be a blueprint. Their strategy was to reproduce it as accurately as possible to earn extra points.

Fortunately, Edel had a knack for drawing, so he took on the role of drafting the map.

Swish, swish.

His small, white hands completed the entrance of the dungeon and started drawing the passages.

“Can I ask you something?”

Milo, walking ahead, asked. Ian, observing the surroundings, responded to his back.

“If you let me ask you one question in return, I’ll answer. But you can’t avoid answering.”

“You tedious fellow. Fine. Why did you ask earlier if someone had explored before us?”

“Logically, it seemed right to explore together with the Department of Martial Arts.”

“Well, that’s true.”

A team composed solely of mages was rare. Mixed parties were essential for maximizing combat efficiency.

Moreover, the Institute of Martial Arts needed to gain practical experience as well.

Even so, it was hard to understand why only freshmen from the Department of Magic were deployed.

“You think it’s because of that Helios guy, Ian?”

“For now.”

“No matter how traditional, the recent clash was too serious. Realistically, co-exploration was out of the question.”

Milo had also suspected the same. He assumed the deans of each faculty had likely intervened.

“Helios, that bastard. He’s been too quiet lately; it’s suspicious.”

“Maybe he’s getting scolded by His Majesty the King.”

“If that were the case, he’d probably go even more berserk. Have you ever seen a deviant reflect on their actions? If they did, they wouldn’t be a deviant.”

Ian chuckled slightly. That was a good interpretation.

“Is it my turn to ask a question now?”

“He was my swordsmanship instructor. Sir Lancelot.”

Before Ian could even ask a question, Milo had already provided the answer.
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It was something that might have been expected.

The Vinettia Family was renowned for their masterful swordsmanship.

And Sir Lancelot was a seasoned knight of the royal guard. Therefore, the common ground of “swordsmanship” naturally formed between them.

‘There could only be a mentorship relationship between an elder knight and a young heir from a family of swordsmanship excellence.’

It was rare for the secrets of familial martial arts to be taught directly. Often, the foundational knowledge in martial arts was built by bringing in external masters.

Encountering various martial arts from different teachers broadened one’s perspective.

Moreover, when one hit a stalemate, external experts were often called upon to resolve such blocks, whether in swordsmanship or magic, as familiarity often became a significant hindrance.

Perhaps, in such circumstances, Lancelot and he formed a bond.

“Unlucky meeting him here of all places!”

Milo remarked.

“Eventually, you were bound to meet. It was only a matter of time. But you don’t seem that surprised?”

“I had a rough idea!”

Milo replied.

“You always had an impressive intuition!”

Ian commented.

“The term ‘defection’ applies to a very limited set of scenarios. Anyone aware of your admission background could have speculated!”

Milo nodded, then resumed his forward gaze.

Ian glanced back.

Edel was engrossed in map-making, paying no heed to their conversation.

“So, any regrets?!”


Ian asked.

“Not at all. Choosing the path of magic, I have no regrets, and I won’t have any in the future. It’s just the prejudice from others… they can be taxing at times.”

“Time will solve that issue!”

Ian assured.

“How so?!”

Milo inquired.

“If you become an archmage, your family’s perspective will change. Joining forces with your brothers could turn your family into something extraordinary.”

A family producing an archmage would be recognized as a distinguished house of magic.

In other words, the Vinettia County could become a distinguished house of both swordsmanship and magic, potentially aspiring to an earldom.

Milo shrugged and laughed.

“Do you really think I could become an archmage?”

Usually, an archmage referred to a mage of the seventh circle.

Milo, being at the latter stage of the second circle, would need to advance five more circles to achieve that.

As one climbed higher, the effort and time required to form a circle increased exponentially, demanding innate talent and physical condition as essentials.

Milo’s expression didn’t exude much confidence.

“There’s a 50 percent chance!”

Ian said.

“That high?”

“It’s simple — you either become or you don’t. Two options.”

“Sounds like wordplay, but hearing it that way eases my mind!”


Milo admitted.

“Life depends on how you perceive it!”

Ian remarked.

His tone, though not particularly tender or kind, lent strength to Milo with each word.

“It’s a bit embarrassing to say this!”

Milo confessed.

“Don’t say it if it’s embarrassing.”

“We’ve only known each other for about a month.”

“I said don’t say it.”

“But it feels like you’re the only one who understands me. The people I’m blood-related to despise me. Isn’t it strange?”

The two, even as they guarded their surroundings, seemed connected by an unseen thread, sensing each other’s emotions.

Milo seemed to have a special place in Ian’s heart.

‘I feel the same way, Milo.’

There was no need to voice it out. Milo would likely understand without it being said.

Ian had led a solitary life, devoid of meaningful friendships.

In many ways, his life had paralleled Milo’s.

There stood unseen walls between people.

It took a significant amount of time and sometimes social conditions to break them down. Yet, fated empathy was an exception.

At times, it could dramatically tear down these barriers, just as it had between Ian and Milo.

‘Just wait a bit longer. Someday, I’ll share my story with you too.’


Then, a rustling sound came from ahead.

It wasn’t the usual sound of nature. It was the heavy sound of something trampling the grass.

“Is it them finally showing up?”

Another indication of unwelcome guests was Milo grasping his staff tightly with both hands.

Ian turned his head.

Edel was still drawing the map.

“Edel!”

Ian called.

“Yes?!”

Edel responded.

“Prepare for battle.”

“Eek!!”

Edel squeaked in surprise, hurriedly stowing away his pen and map while clutching his staff tightly.

Simultaneously, a strange voice reverberated around them.

The shadows appeared first.

The figures were quite small, about half the size of an adult. Yet, in the hands of the green monster that soon emerged, there was an ugly weapon, smeared with blood.

It had long, pointed ears and coarse, thick fur covering its body.

With drool dripping down, it wore tattered leather around its lower parts.

“A goblin as the first opponent, huh. Not a bad draw!”

Milo murmured as he swung his staff back and forth.

Whoosh! Whoooosh!

The sound of something slicing through the air echoed, and Ian Oracle clicked his tongue as he watched.

“If that’s what you’re going to do, wouldn’t it be better to just fight with a sword?”

“The sword is just for decoration. Isn’t the feel of impact what counts in a man’s fight?”

“Bring a hammer next time.”

“That’s a bit troublesome.”

There were six goblins in total. They held crude weapons like hand axes, small swords, and something resembling chains.

At that moment, two goblins put something in their mouths.

Ian, who had been observing them closely, quickly reacted using his mana-enhanced vision.

“Shield.”

Swoosh!

Ian deployed a protective spell to shield both Edel and himself.

Milo turned around with an expression of surprise.

“Still the same shield?”

“Do you think changing spells is that easy?”

“Hmph. Just a matter of time, huh.”

Swoosh, swoosh!

Sharp sounds accompanied the flight of venomous darts.

Milo dodged, while the needle, coated in a purple poison, struck Ian’s shield.

“Be careful. It hurts a lot if you get hit.”

“You be cautious. The shield doesn’t reach that far.”

“If I overextend the mana radiation, will it affect them too?”

“Seems possible.”

Ian reached out his hand and asked again.

“How should I do it?”

“Just pull one of them over here. Next to me.”

“What are you planning?”

“Just do it. I’ll show you something interesting.”

Though not sure of Milo’s intentions, Ian unleashed his magic.

A streak of blue light shot out swiftly, binding the body of the goblin standing at the front.

“Squeak?”

Ian jerked his right hand.

Simultaneously, as if tethered, the goblin’s body soared through the air in an arc toward Milo.

“Screeeech?”

The goblin struggled with a look of panic, yet it couldn’t escape Ian’s magical bind.

In a real dungeon, dealing with a goblin would have been different. However, these goblins appeared weak, lacking any dark energy.

“Shriek!”

As the goblin’s scream echoed, Milo’s eyes gleamed. He swung his staff, held with both hands, with great force.

Thwack!

With a crisp impact, the goblin was sent flying across the cave, eventually crashing into the ground, trembling until it drew its last breath.

“Squeak?”

“Growl!”

“Squawk!”

The goblins were flustered. However, Milo seemed as hungry for a challenge as ever.

“It feels good! One more!”

“Your preferences are peculiar…”

Ian summoned his mana again and pulled another goblin towards Milo.

Thwack!

And then another followed.

Thwack!

With each repetition, the distance grew longer.

When one hit the ceiling of the cave on the other side and fell, Milo beamed with happiness.

“When I was a kid, it was a ball. It’s even more fun with monsters like this. Hyutcha!”

Thwack!

Precisely four goblins met their end by Milo’s hand.

Edel had been frozen stiff. It seemed that dealing with monsters using magic was more brutal than he had anticipated.

Now, only two creatures that had shot poison darts remained.

“Kieek!”

“Ki-eekk!”

The two creatures exchanged some form of communication and abruptly turned their bodies. Ian immediately formed a hand sign.

『Firebolt.』

Whoosh!

Boom!

The suddenly launched firebolts exploded towards the remaining goblins. One of them was instantly engulfed in flames, while the other was pushed back by the shockwave, crashing into the wall.

“Kuuek!”

The goblin that hit the wall vomited green blood.

‘It’s more powerful than I thought.’

This was the first time Ian had used magic on monsters.

The goblin that had crashed into the wall tried to get up, groaning. However, by then, Milo had approached and swung his staff.

“Farewell, my friend!”

Thud!

The battle concluded.

‘I can’t kill monsters with shockwaves, but I can disrupt them. Until I master Fireball, this seems quite useful.’

With just one battle, Ian came up with several options.

‘This is why real combat experience is valuable.’

Casting magic on people was very different from casting it on monsters; Ian found himself reflecting on this difference.

Meanwhile, Milo prodded the charred goblin with his staff.

When the staff touched it, the area turned to ash like charcoal.

“Wow. Not holding back at all, huh? To unleash such power with just a Firebolt.”

“If you underestimated it as just a Firebolt and got hit, you’d regret it, wouldn’t you?”

Milo suddenly felt fortunate to share a room with Ian, realizing that Ian exploited his opponent’s carelessness.

“What about the loot?”

“We need to start looking.”

Ian and Milo searched the goblins’ corpses.

They hoped to find something useful, but all they found were rusty metal and some shiny stones.

Milo dusted off his hands and stood up.

“They’re all broke. I guess since it’s not a real dungeon, there’s nothing much to gain.”

“We didn’t come here to make money, did we?”

Ian continued to inspect the goblin.

Using a dagger, he made a cut on the corpse, then took out a glass vial from his bag and began collecting the blood little by little.

At that moment, Edel took the glass vial from him and assisted Ian. Milo simply watched from the sidelines.

“What are you going to do with the blood?”

“Goblin blood contains traces of poison. It isn’t lethal to humans, but it’s one of those things you should be cautious about.”

“So?”

“Think carefully about why we entered here in the first place.”

Milo rested his chin on his hand, pondering, but it was Edel who figured it out first.

“Are you trying to investigate how much poison is in the blood? Since this is an artificial dungeon and there’s no magic, the toxicity in the blood might have been reduced.”

“As expected of a healer’s son, different from the rest. Learn from Edel, Milo.”

“Tsk!”

“Whoever created this dungeon likely designed several experiments. Studying the ecology of monsters must be one of them.”

“Wow! I hadn’t even thought of that… Ian is truly amazing!”

Milo grumbled, “Wow, amazing? You’re embarrassing yourself as a guy!”

Though he didn’t voice it, Milo genuinely thought Ian remarkable for thinking of such things.

Ian finished collecting the blood and sealed the glass vial.

“That should do it. Let’s take this to the academy’s lab and compare it to real goblin blood.”

“I’ll note it in the journal then.”

Once they finished organizing their surroundings, Ian sat on a nearby rock.

“Shall we share our thoughts on our first battle?”

“This wasn’t a fight; it was just a warm-up.”

“It might be for you alone. Don’t you think we should hear Edel’s thoughts too? His rear was exposed because you engaged in a peculiar game.”

“You deployed a shield anyway, didn’t you?”

“If a monster that could break the shield appeared, Edel would have been endangered.”

The mention of possible death turned Edel’s face pale.

The group discussed what they did well and what could be improved in the recent battle.

Sometimes, heated arguments occurred between Ian and Milo, but eventually, they reached a conclusion.

As a result, Milo was no longer allowed to play games with monsters.

In the next battle, they planned to form a strategic formation and fight according to each role.

“Let’s get moving again.”

“When are we going to camp? I’m hungry.”

“When we find an appropriate spot.”

Milo took out a piece of jerky, chewed it, and led the way into the dimly lit area.
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The battle plan established by Ian, Milo, and Edel was simple.

While Milo took the lead to distract the monsters and prevent them from penetrating their formation, Ian supported from a distance, contributing firepower to repel the monsters.

Edel assisted in the battle by sprinkling potions or using healing magic.

In short, they returned to the principles they had set before entering the dungeon.

This was also why Ian and Milo had engaged in a debate.

“No mage should stand at the forefront of battle. They should either support from the sidelines or concentrate firepower from a distance.”

Milo pointed this out, suggesting that it was safer, even if slightly risky, to eliminate monsters from afar.

However, Ian’s perspective diverged.

“We need to break away from the stereotype surrounding the mage class. The best approach involves tailoring strategies to our unique abilities.”

He had accounted for the fact that Milo was from the Vinettia Family and had learned their house swordsmanship.

Naturally, Milo insisted that such thinking was inappropriate.

It wasn’t because Milo was inflexible.

Had it been a simple exploration without assessments, Milo would have freely engaged in battle following Ian’s approach.

“Still, considering it’s a practical session for the Department of Magic, wouldn’t it be better to handle things conventionally?”

“Conventions are bound to break eventually. Finding our own way will be more beneficial.”

“That seems a bit extreme.”

Their opinions didn’t easily converge, but eventually, the debate concluded with Edel taking Ian’s side.

“This unfair world. What is this about majority rule?”

“Monster incoming. Tank, do your job!”

Ian’s strategy yielded quite excellent results.


A crisp sound of something slicing through flesh echoed.

Milo’s sword cleanly severed the arm of a beastly, hairy monster.

“Graaah!”

The monster, having lost its arm, rampaged madly.

The monster, about the height of a human, was called a ‘Gnoll.’ It was a more formidable creature than the goblins they had encountered earlier.

The enraged gnoll swung its spiked club viciously.

“You persistent brat!”

Milo effortlessly rolled along the ground, evading the attack.

Boom!

The gnoll’s club created cracks in the cave floor. Had he been even slightly slower, he’d have been flattened.

“Even after losing an arm, are you unfazed? Are you a troll?”

Whoosh!

As Milo invoked his mana, flames enveloped the sword he wielded.

It was a low-level enchantment. Yet, having it was better than not.

“Let’s see you enjoy this fiery play!”

The flame-wreathed sword chopped off the gnoll’s remaining arm.

“Groooaaar!”

The armless gnoll howled in despair.

It was truly a clean and flawless display of swordsmanship.

One couldn’t help but wonder how strong Milo would become if he fully mastered the Vinettia-style swordsmanship.


“Hiyah!”

Milo shouted as he closed in on the gnoll.

The startled gnoll attempted to swing its club, but all its limbs lay on the ground.

Milo swung his sword towards the exposed neck of the defenseless gnoll.

Ssssss!

With the sound of burning flesh, the gnoll’s head fell to the ground.

Boom! Boom!

Simultaneously, Ian’s fireball scorched the remaining gnolls to ashes.

The strategy exploited the fundamental weakness that hairy monsters have towards fire.

There were three gnolls that attacked them.

Ian took care of two, while Milo blocked the one trying to close in.

Though their numbers were half that of the previously appeared goblins, the difficulty was more than twice.

Gnolls were tall, strong, and difficult monsters to deal with.

“Ugh!”

“Milo!”

Suddenly, Milo collapsed. Edel rushed over in a panic.

“Milo! Are you alright?”

“Ugh!”

Milo grimaced as he held onto his ankle with his hand.

“Did you get attacked? Was it a trap? Or…”


“Ah, damn! I twisted it stepping on a stone.”

Edel paused.

They had taken down all the monsters, but getting injured in such an unexpected way was a first.

“First, let go and sit down comfortably.”

Edel sat Milo down, removed his shoe, and examined his foot.

His ankle was swollen. When Edel’s fingers touched it, Milo cried out in pain.

“Aaah! Gently! You quack!”

“I’m not a quack! Not yet… because I haven’t become a healer.”

Watching Edel talk back so clearly, Ian chuckled.

“If you leave it like this, it’ll swell more and hurt. I’ll treat it.”

“Please, take it easy.”

Edel opened a potion bottle and poured it onto the injured area. Then, he reached out and cast a healing spell.

Whoooosh!

A pure white light poured onto Milo’s injured area.

Simultaneously, the pain diminished, and Milo’s previously scrunched-up expression began to ease.

“Crybaby.”

Ian approached and nagged him.

Milo’s expression twisted again.

“What? Is that what someone who told a great mage to swing a sword has to say?”

“A great mage doesn’t twist their ankle stepping on a stone.”

“……”

“The enchantment was quite decent. I liked the idea of activating a level 3 spell as a level 2. The enemies were intimidated by the blazing fire. Doesn’t seem like it’s your first time doing it.”

“Tch. Were you observing from behind?”

Enchantment spell involves imbuing weapons with mana.

Typically, it’s cast on someone else’s weapon, but there are also instances where a mage enchants their own weapon.

In the distant past, when the concept of combat mages was blooming, mages bearing swords, spears, and other various weapons actively utilized enchantment spells.

However, now it’s just an old method recorded in history.

As times changed, the combat style of mages changed as well.

“So, you aimed for that and made me wield a sword. You sly devil!”

“Isn’t it better for you to wield the sword than me? Besides, our other teammate seem unable to make use of enchantment spell.”

“I didn’t realize I was so close to being a slave for grades.”

Ian planned to record the close-combat use of enchantment spell in his report.

‘What Professor Frost wants from us is a variety of experiences.’

Even though it was an old and forgotten method, they believed that by approaching it with the intent of retracing past footsteps, they could receive good evaluations.

At that moment, Edel finished wrapping and tying the bandage.

“The treatment is done. It’d be best to rest for a while. You shouldn’t strain it until the potion is fully absorbed.”

“What do you think?”

Milo asked. Ian was looking around the area.

“The terrain here isn’t suitable for camping. It’s too exposed on all sides. We need to find a place where we can conceal ourselves.”

“What kind of space could be in this cave?”

“If it’s an educational dungeon, they would’ve factored such spaces in. Finding it would also be part of the test.”

“You’re relentless, relentless!”

In the end, the group resumed their steps.

They adjusted their pace to match Milo’s.

Even so, the injury didn’t seem too severe, as he soon regained his energy.

Perhaps Edel’s healing magic had worked wonders.

Milo continued to lead the way, scouting the surroundings.

This dungeon, shaped like a cave, felt increasingly eerie as they moved towards the center.

“The enemies are getting stronger. It feels like we haven’t even reached halfway yet.”

“Or we might be weaker than we thought.”

“That’s nonsense! If it’s like this, Professor Frost totally tricked us.”

Milo was full of complaints. It was also evidence that he was tense.

Then they came across a fork in the path.

As Ian moved his hand, an orb of light that had been hovering at the ceiling quickly moved to the right.

That side was a dead end, with large stalactites rising where they could hide.

The space was quite spacious, and it seemed they could fight efficiently if a battle occurred.

‘Is this the place?’

Ian judged it as a resting space designated by the dungeon’s creators.

“Wouldn’t it be good to set up camp there?”

“Oh! Finally, we can rest. Let’s go!”

Ian set up a trap in a nearby passage.

It was a device that would make noise if monsters approached.

Milo, who had easily built a campfire, lay stretched out and rested, while Edel wandered around the campsite, observing if there were any herbs worth collecting.

“Ian!”

“What?”

“Look at this.”

Edel pointed to the ground with his finger, as if he had found something.

There were red mushrooms growing, with purple spots embedded on them.

“Is this a poisonous mushroom?”

“Who knows.”

It was a species Ian had not seen before. Edel took out paper and began sketching the mushroom.

Sketching the plant’s shape and recording its characteristics was a method primarily used by those studying natural science.

Edel was doing his best to contribute, making sure to fulfill his part.

“Why don’t you try eating it? If you get a stomachache, it’s a poisonous mushroom. If it tastes good, it’s just a mushroom.”

“What if I die?”

“It’d be recorded as an extremely poisonous mushroom.”

“Ian, you need to rest a bit too…”

Edel genuinely worried, and only then did Ian relax by the campfire.

As the three of them let their guard down and rested, an enormous event was taking place at the Tower of Magic of Sonokin.

* * *

The elder mages, summoned by the tower’s Master, were steadily arriving at the Tower of Magic.

All of them had reached a level that could be called great mages.

The council was composed entirely of battle mages. Therefore, they were all strong.

Sonokin’s council consisted of a total of five members.

Around the round table, four grand mages had taken their seats.

Brussels, who stood by the door, was not a member of the council. He was only there to serve.

Except for Karahan, the other mages had reached the level of the 7th Circle.

Hence, the head of the council was concurrently held by Karahan.

“Hmm, Tower Master, for what reason have you summoned us? It’s been quite a while since we’ve all gathered like this.”

“Wasn’t it since the Sorol War?”

“That’s right. Is there perhaps another war about to break out?”

An elderly mage, Stormbringer, asked worriedly, and Tower Master Karahan shook his head firmly.

“There is no war. Even if there were, it wouldn’t be our concern.”

“That’s a relief.”

“There’s something I need you to do.”

“Me?”

Stormbringer showed a reluctant expression.

Among those gathered, he was relatively ordinary.

The only notable thing was that he had mastered Lightning Spell.

“By the way, is Dean Jessica not here yet?”

Karahan asked sharply, and Brussels, who stood beside him, lowered his head.

“I sent the message with top priority, so she should arrive soon.”

“That arrogant brat! She’s always had trouble arriving on time, hasn’t she?”

“It’s rather unfair to call someone arrogant and complain about punctuality after suddenly summoning them, isn’t it?”

With a spirited voice, Jessica made her appearance.

As if to flaunt her position as the head of the Academy’s Dapartment of Magic, she too was clad in a black robe.

“It’s been a while, gentlemen. Are you keeping well?”

“Haven’t you been lying low for too long these days?”

“Well, no news is good news, as they say.”

“How about returning to the Tower of Magic, then? You could still nurture the next generation here. Surely, a Master-level mage could be sent to the academy?”

“I wouldn’t want to, I find it distasteful.”

It was an enormous act of insolence.

It wouldn’t have been surprising to see her burned at the stake immediately for her words, but the members of the council quietly kept their mouths shut.

Jessica, who could be considered their granddaughter, was always treated with affection, and she knew how to take advantage of it.

“So why did you summon me? I’m on edge as we are currently doing an educational dungeon testing.”

“Amusing, really. A 7th Circle grand mage worried about little children’s playground?”

Karahan scolded, but Jessica widened her eyes and seriously responded.

“Children’s playground? It’s irresponsible of you to say that. Educational dungeons are the kingdom’s future. You disdainful elders don’t concern yourselves with worldly matters. How hard is it when war breaks out, and you don’t even assist?”

“Enough, explain how this happened.”

Thud.

A book was thrown in front of Jessica.

To be precise, it was the thesis submitted by Ian and Isera.
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“Oh my, it’s our cute students’ thesis!”

Jessica inspected the thesis with a newfound interest.

Karahan, who had observed her for a long time, snorted.

No matter how much she pretended not to know or acted innocent, Jessica always had a plan.

She had gathered the council not because she had thoughtlessly submitted the paper to the Magic Society, but because she had determined it was a strategic move.

“But why is this thesis an issue?”

“Are you asking because you don’t know?”

“I’m asking because I don’t know. Surely it’s not a matter of plagiarism. The thesis contains highly original and comprehensive content.”

“……”

Karahan silently watched his former student.

Meanwhile, the other members of the council grew even more curious about what the thesis was about and why they had been summoned.

Had some forbidden magic been disclosed?

Or had they discovered a portent foreshadowing an invasion by demon clans?

As numerous speculations circulated, Jessica casually tossed the thesis into the center of the round table.

“This thesis contains a new formula for Lightning Spell. It’s a paper presented collaboratively by two cute and clever undergraduates from our academy.”

“Lightning?”

“Are we talking about that Lightning Spell we know?”

“Yes, indeed. The first-circle basic magic.”

“But a new formula, what on earth does that mean?”

“It means exactly what it sounds like. Should we say they found a more precise formula? The interpretation of the ancient script has changed slightly. That’s what this thesis contains.”


The room fell silent.

The thesis’s potential was significantly greater than its physical size, causing the atmosphere to shift.

“The academy students found a new formula? That’s preposterous!”

“If it were so preposterous, would you all have gathered here like this?”

The council mages stood up abruptly.

Among them, it was the grand mage Stormbringer who seized the thesis first.

Whoosh!

The paper flew through the air, directed by mana, and settled into his hand.

Stormbringer immediately opened the thesis.

An unfamiliar ancient script appeared.

“Mana that originates from the source of power should move like a waterfall over the cliff of the meridian.”

He was not a grand mage for nothing.

In that fleeting moment, he made the ancient script his own, and based on it, understood the new formula.

Eventually, the new magic that Ian had discovered was manifested from his rugged, wrinkled hands.

“Lightning.”

Crackle!

An immense bolt of lightning roared forth.

The Lightning Spell cast by the grand mage was like a colossal storm making landfall.

“Hah!”

The feeling was unlike the magic conjured by Ian and Isera.


The magic cast by the two lacked the element of wind.

Yet, stormbringer’s Lightning Spell was infused with a sense of air pressure—a secondary attribute had been added.

“How can this be!?”

Only then did Stormbringer understand the true meaning of what the tower Master Karahan had alluded to earlier.

This was not merely an improved formula for efficiency.

“Does this mean the formula we’ve been using was wrong from the start?”

A conclusion hard to believe, yet undeniable.

As a Master in the field of electricity-based magic, having recognized the true value of the thesis, no further verification from other magicians was necessary.

Stormbringer clenched his fist tightly.

The lightning that threatened to consume everything within the room vanished instantly.

Yet, the thesis Ian submitted remained, radiating its presence.

Jessica smirked.

“What do you think? Stormbringer.”

“I don’t really know how to explain this.”

“You don’t still think the academy is a playground for children, do you? Lightning Spell is a first-circle magic. Very basic. But as you’ve just seen, when a new technique is applied, its power can increase significantly. It becomes a completely different kind of magic.”

The Council of Elder Mages, led by Karahan, remained cautious in their words.

Jessica continued her passionate speech.

“The thesis contains Ian’s reinterpretation, and it doesn’t merely present new possibilities for lightning. It rings an alarm in our rigid and stagnant magical community. It demands we wake up. You all know how much courage it takes to challenge propositions we’ve believed true for hundreds of years, right?”

“That’s quite a statement.”

“But not incorrect, is it?”


If things continued this way, they would get caught up in Jessica’s logic. Though a bit early, Karahan decided to get to the point.

“Can I meet Ian Oracle?”

“Why?”

“I want to ask about the motivation behind the thesis and how he discovered the new technique.”

“It seems you have doubts. As you know, Ian is the head of the Oracle Family. He has an excellent mentor and parent in Lord Lefevre. There’s no need to doubt his abilities, is there?”

“I don’t want to doubt him either, but this is a different case. Once this thesis is published in the academic world, it will cause a huge stir. You know that, don’t you?”

“I believe our student won’t face any disadvantage. Rather, he will be remembered as the academy’s genius mage, won’t he?”

Jessica’s intentions were blatantly clear.

She had been disillusioned with the closed-mindedness of the Tower of Magic for a long time and thought that such isolation was toxic to mages.

For this reason, she had left the tower to accept the position of dean at the academy’s Department of Magic, helping more mages pursue their dreams.

When Isera enrolled in the Department of Magic last year, Jessica was genuinely happy because Isera possessed extraordinary talents and skills.

However, this year, a student with even greater potential had knocked on the academy’s doors, and without anyone prompting, Ian had completed a thesis together with Isera.

As the dean of the Department of Magic, she was delighted, but as a tower Master, she couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

The paradigm of magical studies could potentially shift from the tower to the academy at this rate.

“It’s not that I want to deny their achievements. There are just some things I need to verify.”

“You can’t meet him. If rumors spread that a new student from the Department of Magic met the Tower’s Master, it would be troublesome for both parties. You wouldn’t hear good things either. Once rumors start about favoritism or impropriety, they become uncontrollable.”

“There’s no need to worry about that! Who among the elders here has loose lips?”

“Why wouldn’t there be? I’m right here.”

Jessica pointed at herself with mock sincerity.

Silence started again.

In the end, Karahan sighed, unable to gain any ground.

“Handle this thesis according to the proper protocols. Regardless, I was planning to meet Ian soon, so if you have any questions, I’ll ask him on your behalf. How does that sound?”

This time, her tone was softer than before.

It was the student’s ultimate technique that was even scarier than the 8-circle Hellfire magic.

Karahan raised the white flag.

“Fine! Just bring him to the tower sometime. Give him a tour if you must.”

“If you’re not going to have a separate meeting, we’ll do that.”

“Promise me.”

“Alright. I’ll bring them soon, along with Isera.”

Jessica stood up. Karahan stopped her from leaving.

“Are you planning to leave already? It’s been a while since you visited; have another cup of tea and share some news.”

“I told you before, the students of the Department of Magic are currently in the dungeon. They’re conducting a rather dangerous experiment, and everyone is concerned. Stay healthy, everyone. I’ll greet you again next time.”

Jessica left with a mysterious smile and peeked her head back through the door.

“Oh, I forgot to mention something. There’s actually one more. Another thesis by Ian Oracle.”

“What?”

“You’ll see soon enough, so look forward to it. I just forewarned you so you won’t be shocked suddenly. I’m kind, right?”

The cheeky student vanished as if she had fled, leaving Karahan standing stiffly from his seat. Another thesis? It was truly unbelievable.

* * *

Ian, Milo, and Edel had continued a successful exploration.

After Milo injured his ankle, there had been almost no monsters for about a day.

Thanks to this, Milo’s ankle healed completely.

They were fortunate, and Edel’s skills were outstanding.

In the meantime, the group discovered many plants that could be used as herbs.

The three were more eager to collect plant samples and document their appearances in notebooks than to unleash magic.

“What on earth were they thinking when they created this dungeon?”

As the visibility of the monsters decreased, Milo’s complaints naturally increased.

“It’s good if we don’t have to use magic. Isn’t this better than being trapped in the academy?”

“That’s true.”

“Let’s move on.”

Having finished gathering and recording the herbs, the group started moving again.

Not long afterward, something happened that delighted Milo. A group of goblins appeared once more.

However, these goblins were quite different from the ones they had encountered before.

Their attire was more splendid, and they wielded far superior weapons.

Moreover, they frequently communicated with the goblins around them.

There were ten in number—definitely not an insignificant count.

“Could they be the more intelligent ones?”

Not all goblins were the same. They, too, had different races, and their lifestyle varied according to their environment and culture.

It seemed the person who designed this dungeon considered such details.

Milo prepared for battle. Ian was scanning the ceiling where the goblin group was located.

“Edel.”

“Yes?”

“In combat, it’s not just about fighting head-on. Sometimes, you need to utilize the terrain.”

Ian formed a hand sign. It was a concise and rapid spell.

“Mana Bolt”

Mana Bolt was a basic magic that condensed mana to strike a target. It was useful as it could deliver non-elemental damage.

Swoooosh!

As the Mana Bolt, emitting a dazzling blue light, suddenly changed its trajectory and soared toward the ceiling. It had completely missed its target.

“Kekeke!”

“Kyeke! Kyeke!”

The goblins, who had momentarily been tense, laughed mockingly. The magic had spectacularly shot into the sky.

Thud!

Soon after, an ominous sound echoed, and a massive shadow engulfed the goblins.

Boom!

“Wow….”

Edel was awestruck.

The Mana Bolt, which seemed to have missed, had instead shattered and brought down a large stalactite.

The attack instantly killed four goblins with the resulting debris.

The remaining goblins frantically tried to escape.

Naturally, they did not make it back to the warm homes where their families waited.

Thwack!

Crack!

Milo’s staff showed no mercy.

“Since we’re mapping, noting that we dealt with the monsters using the terrain might be good.”

“Ian, you’re really smart! And as if being handsome wasn’t enough….”

“What are you suddenly blabbering about?”

Ian laughed as he collected the spoils.

The goblins this time carried more useful items than those they had encountered previously.

After placing all the blood samples and loot in their bag, the group resumed their journey.

However, something unexpected soon occurred.

“What on earth is this?”

Milo stalled his steps.

Ian and Edel positioned themselves beside him.

A vast open space appeared before them.

It was an artificial area. The floor was smoothly polished, and no monsters were in sight.

On the opposite wall, a large stone door stood firmly closed.

What caught their attention was the seal engraved in relief on the stone door.

“Isn’t that the academy’s crest?”

The group moved closer to examine the door.
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“Why is the academy insignia here?”

“Treasure vault?”

“Do you think the professors might be inside if we enter? They might say, ‘Well done.'”

However, no one could satisfy Ian’s curiosity.

“Well, we’ll find out once we open it. Milo, open it.”

“Why am I always the one doing the heavy lifting?”

Milo grumbled as he pulled at the door.

“Ugh!”

But it didn’t budge. This time, he tried pulling it apart sideways. Still, it didn’t move.

No matter how hard he tried, not even a speck of dust fell from the door.

“Geez, it’s not opening! Could there be another way?”

“Hold on.”

Ian discovered something.

Next to the academy insignia, in a spot not easily visible, something was protruding.

It was a button that could be pressed. Ian reached out and pressed the button firmly.

“Couldn’t you have found that a bit earlier?”

Click!

Like a lid being lifted, the insignia detached with a mechanical sound.

Inside, there was a smooth, round slab of marble attached to the door.

That wasn’t the end of it. In the center of the marble slab, a letter with a bizarre shape was engraved.


“It’s in ancient script. Is it a code?”

“To give life to figures crafted from clay….”

Ian murmured the translated content.

Then, the ancient script engraved on the marble slab glowed white.

Boom!

Rumble!

The hefty door shook once and began to open sideways. Feeling an ominous sensation, the three of them slowly backed away.

“It’s opening!”

Eventually, the door fully opened, and as the white dust settled slowly, the space beyond the door became visible.

Someone was standing there.

“What is that?”

“Is it really a professor?”

It didn’t take long to realize it was an illusion.

No human could be that large.

And no human’s arms and legs could be that thick.

The dust completely settled, and the view became clear. Enormously large in the vast darkness, something stood tall.

Rumble… Rumble…

The ground shook.

Ian, Milo, and Edel barely maintained their balance.

Simultaneously, two beams of light shot out from the mysterious being in the room.


“Roar!”

It was eyes.

A shape like a human, yet not human.

A rough silhouette, like a mass of rocks, possessing power strong enough to cause an earthquake.

‘No way.’

Ian launched a sphere of light hovering above his head forward.

The darkness receded, finally revealing the mysterious being that was in the room.

“A golem!?”

The three of them widened their eyes in surprise.

Golems had been used as magical weapons since ancient times.

As a quintessence of magitech, they were crafted using rocks and earth and infused with magical energy.

They were commonly classified as magical machines, though some scholars would argue and classify them as magical creatures depending on the case.

Though once used for siege weaponry, nowadays they were employed for construction work or carrying heavy loads. As such, they were gigantic and powerful.

“But doesn’t it look a bit different from the golems we know?”

“Certainly.”

The golem that appeared before them was not like the ordinary-purpose golems occasionally seen at the academy.

Its arms and legs were thicker, and it was covered with metal plates in places.

The reason for the metal plates was simple: to increase its destructive power.

“It seems like this is the final exploration site.”

“Hehehe. Those academy old-timers prepared quite a thing, didn’t they? This should be fun.”


Milo boldly stepped forward. Ian and Edel also entered the golem’s chamber.

Yet, the golem did not seem to be wary of them.

Although emitting murderous intent through its glowing eyes, it remained unmoving at its spot.

“Does it not intend to fight?”

“Hold on.”

Ian stretched out his arm. Milo and Edel halted their steps.

“If this is also a test, once we enter a certain range, that thing will start moving.”

“Then we just fight it, right?”

Milo was unexpectedly confident.

He was already channeling magical energy into his staff, seemingly ready to beat it up.

Milo normally held a simple belief.

“Nobody gets hit without feeling pain.”

“We should strategize. It’s fine if you’re acting alone, but we need to protect Edel.”

“Edel. Would you like to wait outside? I’ll finish up here quickly and come back.”

“That won’t do. There’s significance in all three of us having our roles.”

“You’re such a slave to grades!”

Milo shouted in frustration, but eventually decided to follow Ian’s suggestion. After all, he, too, needed to graduate with good grades.

The three of them put their heads together to identify key strategies.

“What’s the golem’s weakness?”

“Well, it’s sluggish. It moves slowly but has devastating power. If you get hit even once, you might not be able to pick up your bones.”

Milo explained, directing Ian and Edel’s attention towards the golem.

Indeed, it looked like a blow from it could be fatal.

“Edel, don’t move away from me. If the golem suddenly attacks, it’ll be over.”

“Uh, okay!”

“Milo, what about you?”

“I know its attack pattern somewhat. I’ve trained with small golems before. Though they weren’t as monstrous as this one. But the principles should be similar, right?”

Clearly, his confidence had valid reasons.

Due to the unnatural joints of the golem, its attack methods were limited.

Once you knew its patterns, dodging wasn’t too tough.

Moreover, Milo had mastered the martial arts of the Vinettia Family.

“Then while you’re stirring things up in the front, Edel and I will support from the back. That’s the best way.”

“What magic are you planning to use?”

“Since it’s earth element, wind element spell should work well.”

“Then, Wind Blast?”

He pondered for a long time.

Among the new spells he learned, there were only two attack spells: Lightning and Firebolt.

The Wind Blast Spell Milo mentioned was a basic level 1 wind-element spell.

‘With my level, I doubt I can deal elemental damage.’

He hadn’t found a new technique for Wind Blast yet. Only the wind element damage corresponding to the magic level 77 could be dealt.

It was doubtful if such a feeble damage could affect the enormous golem before him.

Then a sudden question arose.

“Isn’t something off?”

“What now?”

Two people focused on Ian. He continued, staring intently at the towering golem.

“If Milo wasn’t in our team, how would we deal with that thing?”

“Hmm.”

“It’s really strange. We’re all mages, right? I’m aspiring for the school of healing and don’t have many spells to handle it…”

“Then, there must be another way to wreck it besides a frontal assault?”

Then a feeling as if the view had cleared up.

The three began scanning the surroundings.

『Light.』

Milo cast Light Spell to illuminate the dark surroundings.

Unlike the smooth floor, sharp crystals protruded.

The crystals glimmered with a purple hue, appearing solid as though they extended from a deep vein.

At a glance, they seemed like naturally occurring crystals within the cave.

However, Ian hadn’t taken his eyes off them.

What Ian was focusing on was the largest crystal in the golem’s chamber.

It jutted out sharply like a long spear.

‘That’s it.’

Ian’s eyes gleamed, and in the blink of an eye, a confident smile spread across his face.

“We’ll use that crystal to destroy the golem. Do you see the big one?”

“How?”

“The golem is immensely heavy. If it gains momentum, it won’t be able to stop itself. We have to lure it to the crystal and make it impale itself.”

“Ha, sounds easy. You’re saying we have to be the bait.”

“Precisely, it’s not ‘we,’ but ‘you.'”

Milo sighed and gripped his staff.

“Just make sure to cover me properly.”

“Don’t worry. Let’s go.”

“Wait! Hold on a second! There’s something else weird!”

“No use stalling for time. Let’s go.”

“No, really, it’s strange! Professor Frost said there wouldn’t be anything serious. But isn’t this golem too dangerous?”

“We’ll find out once we fight.”

“Oh no! I won’t live to see another day. Alright, here I go!”

Milo shouted, launching himself forward.

Simply striking with his staff would break it instead.

At least to deliver damage to the golem’s body, it needed to be magically reinforced.

‘As expected, the Vinettia Family is different.’

The speed was immense. As the distance closed in an instant, the golem’s eyes turned red.

“Gah!”

Boom!

An unexpected attack unfolded. The golem brought both arms crashing down to the ground.

Rumble, rumble, rumble!

Shockwaves erupted simultaneously, shaking the very earth.

Milo staggered momentarily but regained balance quickly, proving his rigorous training.

“What?”

Ian, who was about to provide cover, paused his incantation. Something peculiar had caught his eye.

“Ian! What’s going on?”

“Wait a second.”

Ian stared intently at the golem’s arm.

The golem, running amok with a deafening roar, spun its arm around. Then it struck down towards the spot where Milo stood approaching.

Crash!

“Gah!”

Milo was pushed back, barely evading the attack, but the shockwave engulfed him.

“This thing isn’t just any golem. It can feel magic!”

Sweat dripped down his face.

Milo, who was tense, found it hard to close the distance with ease.

The golem spun its arm again, intending to smash it down on the ground.

Meanwhile, Ian smiled.

“Is this why he said everything would be fine?”

Ian clearly saw it.

There was something odd about the golem’s arm hitting the ground.

Even the ground itself responded unnaturally each time.

At that moment, another attack from the golem ensued.

It was a moment of certainty.

“The golem’s arm isn’t really made of rock. It’s artificially generating shock using magical devices, like an illusion spell.”

And what cleverly masked this trick was the golem’s overwhelming presence.

Milo, busy dodging, hadn’t perceived it.

Ian gazed around. Somewhere within that wall, magical devices were hidden.

“It’s impressively well-crafted. As expected, the royal mages are different. So are the professors.”

Probably even getting hit wouldn’t cause significant injury.

But without knowing its secret, one would feel a fear of death. It’s perfect for educational purposes.

Just then, Milo shouted out.

“What are you standing around for! Do something!”

Ian considered telling him that getting hit once would be okay but decided against it.

“I can’t risk ruining our friendship.”

Instead, he formed a rune.

“Wind Blast.”

A fierce wind exploded from Ian’s hand.

Boom!

The golem staggered a step back from the hit. Still, it didn’t look significantly effective.

However, it was sufficient to create an opening for Milo to charge in.

Bang!

Crash!

Thud!

All three consecutive attacks hit the golem effectively.

“Raaargh!”

But it only managed to stir its rage. The golem began raging even more.

Milo retreated and glanced towards the crystal.

Thud, thud, thud, thud!

The golem started charging forward.

“It’s too much to handle any longer! Move away!”

As Milo signaled, Ian and Edel withdrew.

Milo sprinted back, luring the golem towards the crystal.

Ian resolved to be more decisive.

“Milo! Count to three and jump!”

“What?”

Before Milo could even ask why Ian was forming another rune.

While Milo suspected Ian might be siding with the golem, he began counting in his head.

One.

Two.

Three!

He leaped. At the same time, Ian completed his rune.

“Earth Crack.”

Rumble, rumble, rumble!

Crack! Snap!

The very ground beneath Milo’s jump started to crack open.

The fissure wasn’t large. But it was enough to trip up the charging golem’s foot.

Thunk!

A heavy collision sounded, and the stumbling golem began toppling forward.

“Ughhh!”

The hulking mass fell like a collapsing building.

Crrrack!

With no chance to protest, the crystal pierced through the golem’s chest.

Powerless, the golem slumped lifelessly.
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“Is it over? What’s going on?”

Milo was still in a combat stance.

He was on high alert, ready to protect Ian and Edel in case the golem rose to retaliate.

However, Ian, knowing the secret of the room, walked forward calmly.

“Hey! It’s dangerous!”

“It’s fine.”

The light in the golem’s eyes had already extinguished.

The golem, a type of machine powered by mana, had clearly lost its energy source.

‘It’s helpful that I’ve seen the golem’s schematics before.’

Ian understood the mechanism by which the golem operated.

Upon inspecting the penetration area, he confirmed that the golem was beyond repair.

“It’s all over. Well done.”

“What? It ends just like this?”

“The energy is cut off. It won’t move anymore.”

Milo felt a sense of emptiness and became dazed. Edel felt the same way.

The battle had ended too quickly.

Had they not thought of utilizing the terrain, it would have led to a tedious battle—or possibly one-sided defeat.

The golem’s attack was that overwhelming.

Milo, who was seasoned in swordsmanship training, felt that this was enough to gauge the threat level.

‘Some might not even open the door, and even if they did, there wouldn’t be many who could defeat the golem.”


Most would attempt a few attacks and then flee.

‘Though, things might be different for those three.’

Zickhardt, Sebastian, and Ophelia probably managed to defeat the golem.

Their mana was too strong to be considered mere first-year students in the Department of Magic.

However, Ian wasn’t particularly concerned.

‘Defeating it is important, but during the test, understanding the examiner’s intention is crucial.’

The professors would give more points for utilizing given conditions well rather than overwhelming magic force.

In that regard, this battle had been perfect.

Above all, Ian was greatly satisfied by having successfully triggered Earth Crack using meager spell to topple the golem.

“Yay! We did it!”

Edel jumped and cheered.

For him, more of an ordinary person than a mage, this combat experience would be invaluable.

As Milo sat, catching his breath, he yelled at Ian as he approached.

“Who suddenly tells someone to run in the middle of combat? If you were going to do that, you should have said so from the start. What was with that strategy meeting earlier?”

“If I told you beforehand, it wouldn’t have been natural.”

“You’re worse than Helios!”

“That’s a bit harsh.”

Ian chuckled as he explained his reasoning.

“There’s a secret hidden in that golem. That’s why I wasn’t actively engage in supporting you. I wanted you to switch to a diversion tactic quickly.”

“Then you could’ve just said so.”


“If there’s too much talking, there’s too much thinking, and that’s not good in various ways.”

His words were logical, so Milo couldn’t quite refute them.

“But what’s the secret?”

“It’s quicker if you see for yourself.”

Ian approached the fallen golem. He tapped the arm with his staff.

Sure enough, it felt soft.

Though the surface seemed rough due to magical treatment, it was made of cushioned fabric.

“This is fake.”

“… What?”

Startled, Milo rushed over to feel the golem’s arm.

It felt more like fabric than stone.

“No way!”

With this material, one might get knocked over but wouldn’t sustain lethal damage. The legs were the same.

“But I definitely felt tremors when it struck the ground! I even felt the pressure of the wind!”

“Probably some magic device hidden somewhere in the wall. That’s energy created by the magic device, not the golem.”

Ian calmly explained the background of this discovery.

As his plausible explanation continued, Milo’s face crumpled.

“These damn crafty old coots!”

“Watch your words. They might be watching from somewhere.”

“Gah!”


Milo quickly covered his mouth and looked around nervously.

However, there was no one in the room.

Milo sighed with relief but took out his frustration by kicking the golem.

“What? Guys!”

“Quiet! Can’t you see that Hyung is pissed right now?”

“Hey, there’s something like a door over there?”

Edel pointed his finger, and there was a stone door.

It seemed that when they first entered this room, they had not noticed the door because the golem was blocking it.

“Could that be the end?”

“I hope it’s not the end. It’s better to take out frustration on something that’s alive.”

“Milo is scary…”

“Wait.”

Ian called out. Milo and Edel, who were heading for the door, turned back around.

“We should gather the loot.”

“Loot from a golem? That was made by academy professors…”

Ian had already climbed onto the golem’s body and extracted a glowing stone from its core.

It was a magic stone.

A stone that concentrated mana to provide energy.

It could be traded for quite a high price.

The classification was determined by size and purity, and prices varied greatly.

The colorless and transparent stone was glowing blue under the influence of mana.

Thanks to the crystal being embedded into the circuit, the magic stone inside was easy to retrieve as it protruded out.

The magic stone was quite tough, so it had no noticeable damage.

“Are you seriously taking that with you?”

“Why not? It’s a monster since it’s in the dungeon. The one who defeats it can claim ownership, right?”

“You’re something else, really…”

Milo sighed deeply but helped with the disassembly of the golem.

Besides the magic stones, there were also lots of important components useful for magical enchantments.

The more they disassembled it, the wider Milo’s previously scrunched-up face became open with joy.

“Top-tier mana circuits and even a converter… Amazing! This alone will fetch a fortune if resold!”

“You should use things academically, like a student, and ponder over them sensibly. A guy with a rich family, always talking about money.”

“The world of adults is profound. You need to set aside funds for leisure.”

Once their backpack was full, the group moved towards the stone door.

Thud!

The stone door opened automatically.

Again, a vast room appeared.

“This place is quiet.”

Nothing was moving. Nor was there anything standing like the golems before.

But in the center of the room was a giant disk exuding a magnificent light.

The disk emitted light and was slowly turning in a clockwise direction.

It looked like a key winding a huge device into motion.

“Is that the core?”

“Shall we check it out?”

“Ian, you’re not planning to take that as loot too, are you?”

“Just having a look.”

He had no intention of taking the core.

Technically, it wasn’t a monster.

The core emitted a very powerful magical energy.

Ian traced a thread of magic emanating from the core.

That magic passed through a complicated circuit hidden underground and extended outward.

“This supplies the energy here. That’s why the dungeon can be maintained. It seems the basic principle is similar to a normal dungeon.”

“Fascinating. How did they manage to create something like this?”

“It’s something for us to do eventually. Watch and learn.”

However, Milo seemed to have a slightly different thought.

He stood with his legs apart for balance and gripped his staff tightly with both hands.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m still pissed, so I’m going to smash it.”

“Suddenly?”

“It fooled us with a fake golem. Aren’t you annoyed?”

“It’s better not to think of it as a fake. Rumors might spread that a member of the Vinettia Family got scared and broke into a sweat at a fake.”

Ian’s sharp words made Milo flinch.

Edel laughed, finding it amusing.

Then he gently scolded Milo.

“Milo, if you destroy the core, you might get dragged away for royal treason. So, just hold it in.”

However, Milo waved a finger at Edel, indicating he had a plan.

“You know one thing but not the other. You need a change of perspective. Professor Frost told us not to break the core. But we are academy students, tasked with the noble mission of exploring the world’s truths.”

“So?”

“Couldn’t we say we’re conducting an in-depth analysis of the educational dungeon core’s structure and function? We might even get extra credit for showing such courage and daring.”

It was indeed a thought typical of Milo.

He possessed a remarkable talent for self-justification.

“Then try it.”

“Seriously?”

Ian had only suggested it, expecting him to object, but when Ian gave his permission, Milo was caught off guard.

However, Ian was not someone who had much to lose either.

“As you said, we have a justification. Since everything becomes an experience, breaking the core wouldn’t be a bad idea.”

“Hmm…”

“What? Are you suddenly scared when I tell you to go ahead?”

Provoked by those words, Milo raised his staff.

Woooong!

He injected mana into its tip. The intense mana concentrated, making the tip solidify.

“Here I goooo!”

“Stop.”

The voice was booming.

It was neither Ian’s nor Edel’s voice.

Someone had arrived.

Milo withdrew his staff and watched cautiously in the direction from which the voice came.

A figure clad in a crimson robe was slowly walking into the room.

‘A mage. Seems to be of quite a high level.’

They were impressive enough that their mana could be felt from afar.

Generally, mages manage their mana well so that others cannot sense it.

However, the mage in the crimson robe was openly showcasing their prowess.

‘Wait a minute. That emblem?’

It wasn’t just Ian who noticed the familiar emblem.

Milo and Edel also recognized it and adopted a formal stance.

Once thought to be the hidden real boss, he was, in fact, a mage from the Royal Magic Division. The robe bore the emblem symbolizing the Royal Magic Division.

The emblem, a circle encasing seven stars, was something all mages aspired to.

“Interesting. I didn’t expect the golem’s weakness to be exposed so quickly.”

“It was so intricate that it was hard to notice. We were lucky.”

“Luck is a skill in itself.”

The mage who had approached closer removed his hood.

He was a middle-aged man who looked somewhat thin

He introduced himself as ‘Horizon’.

“Congratulations. You have safely completed the dungeon exploration. And you achieved remarkable results. I never imagined you would dismantle the magic stone.”

“Can we take it? It’s our loot.”

“Do as you please.”

“Thank you. By the way, whose idea was the fake golem?”

“Hahaha, you certainly seem quite vexed.”

Horizon did not take offense at Milo’s question.

“Inserting a real golem would be a foolish choice. No matter how talented you are, humans can always make mistakes. It was an idea everyone agreed upon.”

“Seems like we won’t be using golems next year.”

“Though your wit was dazzling, it won’t particularly aid the next freshmen. The monster guarding the boss room will change for the next test.”

Milo’s plan to impress the new juniors with the know-how for capturing golems was shattered.

Leaving the despairing Milo behind, Ian asked.

“Were you watching from the start?”

“In this room, everything can be observed. It’s one of the hidden abilities of the dungeon core.”

As Horizon formed a hand sign, a bluish screen appeared in the air.

The scenes from various parts of the dungeon started to appear. It was where Ian and his group had passed through.

Though not very clear, it was fascinating.

It was Ian’s and Milo’s first time seeing such magic.

“It’s truly splendid. Judging by its position, it seems like a crystal orb was hidden. Are you perceiving the space through the crystal orb?”

“That’s correct.”

Ian’s gaze deepened.

Simply using a crystal orb would not allow one to see such scenes. Having grasped a clue, Ian began to explore the core and its surroundings.

In the meantime, Milo asked.

“How can you see so far with just a crystal orb? Usually, you sit in front of a crystal orb to communicate, right?”

Horizon nodded. It was a question that any academy student might have been curious about, and he had been inwardly waiting for that question.

Just as Horizon was preparing to flaunt his knowledge, Ian beat him to the punch.

“Seeing afar isn’t an issue. Using lenses can increase magnification. The basic principle might be converting the light entering through the crystal orb into mana, transmitting that here, then converting the mana back to light for display. The screen’s not being clear seems to be more due to mana interference rather than distance.”

“… Huh…”

Horizon was left speechless, stunned.

Meanwhile, Ian smiled.

“It seems I’m correct.”

“Your name, please?”

“Ian Oracle.”

Lately, it seemed more people had taken an interest in asking for his name.
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“Oracle? Ah, I heard the head of the Oracle Family had enrolled in the Department of Magic this time. Seems like it’s true.”

The dungeon monitoring system was one of the miracles brought about by magical engineering.

It was a convergence of magical engineering and various other academic fields, utilizing communication technology.

‘To comprehend such a complex technology at once!’

It was an impossible feat.

However, after hearing the name, horizon found it somewhat understandable.

Ian was a name currently creating waves among high-level mages.

Moreover, that very name was the reason Horizon had appeared here.

Originally, there was no plan to interact with students.

“Your insight is extraordinary! To grasp something not only in magical engineering but also in optics, which one can’t understand without a keen interest… and this monitoring system is a device that incorporates the latest magic technology. Unbelievable.”

Muttering this, horizon sighed.

He was a royal mage.

To become a royal mage, one had to graduate from the Academy with outstanding grades.

Even during his student days, he was a person of interest.

But Ian was only 19 this year.

Could he have understood the workings of this magical device at that age, just by seeing it once?

Horizon shook his head.

“I felt the core’s mana extending throughout the dungeon. Yet, interestingly, some of it returned. I thought that perhaps the returning mana could be utilized again, and then the mystery unraveled by itself.”

At Ian’s explanation, horizon burst out laughing.

“You mentioned lenses too. Have you studied optics?”


“Yes. I’m quite interested in optics as well. I’ve done some studies in natural sciences. The more I research the properties of light, the more interesting they become.”

Horizon genuinely wanted to praise Ian.

But he refrained.

Looking into Ian’s eyes, he realized Ian wasn’t seeking praise.

He was like a junior asking a senior, a student asking a professor for guidance.

Pure curiosity.

Thanks to that, horizon felt good. As if he was returning to his school days.

“A natural scholar, I see.”

“But nothing is better than magic. I studied natural sciences because their properties are similar to magic. I approached it as something that aids magic.”

“I’ve heard about you. Didn’t you submit a thesis to the Magic Society recently?”

“With the help of senior Isera. My contribution wasn’t significant.”

Horizon wasn’t fully aware of the thesis’s contents. It was still only known to the Council of the Sonokin’s Tower of Magic and Brussels.

“To possess such keen insight with humility. I look forward to your future endeavors, Ian Oracle.”

“I will do my best.”

Ian nodded politely.

Two friends who listened to this conversation realized anew how impressive Ian was.

How many students could discuss magic and academics openly with the royal mage?

Moreover, Milo, despite his interest in magic, couldn’t fully grasp the core’s functionalities.

He found the dungeon monitoring system intriguing but didn’t think about uncovering its principles.

Though he didn’t want to admit it, he constantly had to.


Nevertheless, Milo maintained a positive outlook.

He now had a reason to become closer.

“Ahem, as you’ve seen, there are many areas that needs improvement. Perhaps, during your studies at the Academy, this might be an issue you tackle as part of your assignments.”

Having said this much, horizon turned to look at Ian with a warm expression.

“Ian Oracle. I feel that you, sooner or later, will find a way to overcome this device’s shortcomings.”

“You flatter me. My studies are still lacking.”

“Study well, and knowledge will fill by itself over time. If I need your help in the future, I will contact you.”

“It is merely an honor to be regarded kindly.”

Unexpectedly, Ian formed a connection with a royal mage.

Though it might be mere formalities, it wasn’t a loss for Ian.

“Actually, I wasn’t supposed to meet with you. After your dungeon exploration, you would exit through the passageway over there, and I was to remain unseen.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Ian Oracle. You must come with me for a while.”

A momentary silence fell. That’s because Horizon had spoken to him rather sternly.

“The other two students are to return to the academy immediately. This is an order.”

The atmosphere was tense. Milo, standing nearby, cautiously asked.

“Is it because of the attempt to break the core? I was the one trying to break the core. Ian actually…”

“It’s not because of that. Breaking the core doesn’t matter. In fact, you probably made a good impression on Professor Frost. He’s an odd one, after all.”

“Oops.”

It was the moment when the bonus points vanished.


However, as long as Horizon is present, they couldn’t destroy the core. Orders to retreat had already been given.

“I’ll follow the orders. Milo, Edel, return first. Please organize the exploration data.”

“Come back alive!”

Milo left a meaningful remark and exited the dungeon with Edel.

There was a hidden exit in the room where the core was located.

Yet, horizon did not use that exit.

“We’re going this way.”

It seemed there was another secret passage near the core.

When Horizon pushed the wall, it spun around, taking both of them inside.

A blue magic array was drawn on the dark floor.

Ian was momentarily captivated by it.

“Have you seen it before? It’s a teleportation magic array. It connects to other arrays nearby. Your friends will have to walk a bit, though.”

Teleportation magic was still an imperfectly conquered field.

Manipulating time and space freely remained one of the difficult challenges.

At best, using magic arrays to teleport short distances was the limit.

If one exerted themselves casting spells, parts of their body could vanish, or they might end up in another dimension and never return.

A short-range teleport like a blink was acceptable, but for long-distance teleportation, one would have to risk their life.

However, using a magic array like in this case significantly increased stability.

There was no instance of failure when teleporting with a magic array.

It required very rare materials to enhance its stability.

This magic array was created with such materials.

“If you’re scared, you can walk. I’ll see you at the dungeon entrance.”

“No, it’s just fascinating as it’s my first time seeing it. I’ll follow.”

“Then, step on.”

Ian followed Horizon’s instructions with a tense expression.

Woo woo woo!

Horizon formed a rune and cast the spell.

The sound of wind could be heard and a mysterious light, like petals, flowed from the magic array.

Soon, the rune was completed.

『Teleport.』

Ping!

A bright surge of light exploded. Then both of them vanished without a trace.

* * *

“Earl, Ian Oracle requests an audience.”

“Let him in.”

The door opened, and Ian entered. The Earl, with his back turned, looked out the window.

Ian’s gaze naturally scanned the surroundings.

It was far from an ordinary dwelling.

‘It feels like a library, doesn’t it?’

Just as Milo often got distracted by beautiful women, Ian was frequently captivated by thick, old books.

This was one of those moments.

The Earl’s quarters were decorated with bookshelves all around.

There were no common ornaments or art pieces.

It gave the feeling of standing in the main hall of a Great Library.

More than anything, what mesmerized Ian was the scent of mana.

A warm and sweet scent, or as Milo would describe it, the fragrance of a mature woman, filled the air.

“Ian Oracle.”

“Ah, my apologies.”

Ian quickly bowed his head in embarrassment.

Even as a noble, meeting an Earl of the kingdom required a high level of etiquette and tension.

Yet, he had let his guard down inadvertently.

‘This voice… where have I heard it before?’

On the way to the manor, horizon hadn’t mentioned who had summoned me.

It might sound absurd to others, but their conversation was solely about magical theories.

‘I definitely heard a woman’s voice, but they called this person an Earl?’

In the kingdom of Sonokin, women could hold titles. However, it was typically to the level of a baron, at best.

To hold an Earldom was unheard of.

‘No, it’s not impossible. If it’s someone beyond the norm… could it be?’

There was one name that came to mind.

“Skip the formalities and take a seat here. This isn’t the academy.”

“Please forgive my discourtesy.”

“Didn’t I say to skip the formalities?”

Only then did Ian lift his head and look at the count.

Jessica Hyard, the head of the academy’s Department of Magic, known as the ‘High One,’ and a member of the council of the Sonokin’s Tower of Magic, crossed her legs as she gazed over at him.

Ian immediately knelt on one knee.

“I greet Your Excellency, the Earl.”

“Ah, seriously. Why is it that every time I tell kids to skip the formalities, they all end up kneeling? Can’t you take a hint from what I say?”

“That is because it is the law of the kingdom, Your Excellency.”

“Do you really think so?”

“The subjects of the kingdom must follow the laws set by His Majesty. There are no exceptions.”

Jessica smiled contentedly and moved to the sofa in the middle.

“Alright then, stand up now, Ian Oracle.”

“Thank you for your grace, Your Excellency.”

Finally, Ian sat down.

He still kept his head bowed, avoiding eye contact. It was a matter of etiquette.

“You came straight from the dungeon, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You got out sooner than I thought. I expected you around tomorrow.”

Ian struggled to adapt.

He had first met Jessica in an academy auditorium.

More precisely, he had seen her at a mana measurement ceremony.

‘Back then, she seemed so strict.’

Now, she felt more like a laid-back older female friend from the viscount’s family next door.

Despite the age difference, Jessica appeared quite youthful.

That was because of mana.

The higher the purity and amount of mana, the more slowly aging occurs. Jessica had reached the level of a 5th-circle mage by the age of 20.

“How was it?”

“There were many difficult aspects, but with the help of my teammates, we successfully conquered it.”

“Did you see the core?”

“Yes.”

With a proud look, Jessica continued to question Ian.

“How were the golems?”

“We dealt with them using the surrounding terrain. Also, we collected mana circuits, converters, and mana stones.”

Jessica was surprised at his words.

“You collected a mana stone? Do you know how valuable that is?”

“But isn’t it the principle to divide loot among the subjugators?”

“Well, that’s true…”

Jessica sighed with a bitter taste.

Mana stones were incredibly valuable. Since they were the academy’s property, it was a complete loss.

“How do you plan to use them?”

“Regardless of the loot, I won’t sell them recklessly. I plan to use them for research purposes.”

“In that case, there’s nothing I can do.”

It wasn’t right for a dean to take back something meant for study.

Reluctantly, Jessica had to let Ian keep the mana stones.

“But, Your Excellency—”

“Don’t call me Your Excellency. It’s creepy. Just call me Dean. I’m not being an earl by choice.”

“Then, dean.”

“That’s right!”

Jessica nodded with a satisfied expression. Ian asked,

“It’s just that you seem very different from how you appeared in the auditorium. Is there something I’m not aware of…?”

“Oh, am I being too informal?”

“To be honest, yes.”

“I thought I was being considerate, but I guess it seemed sloppy. You’re feeling stressed out at this level?”

Jessica grinned.

“This is the real me.”

“……”

“Don’t you believe me?”

“How could I dare question my belief in you?”

“The position dean of the Department of Magic is like that. There are many times when I have to put on unnecessary airs. I don’t really like it, but one can’t only do what they want in life.”

“I see.”

Ian still had his doubts. Why had he been summoned here?

Likewise, Ian had no inkling that Jessica and Professor Frost were the ones who had been awaiting his admission to the academy.
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“Could it be that I’ve made such a big mistake that I need to see the Dean personally?”

Ian Oracle had no connection with Dean Jessica.

And yet, it was odd to be summoned this late at night.

The Dean was not someone easy to meet.

‘Could it possibly be because of Isera Hebraim?’

He recalled the meeting with Lord Cage. At that time, it seemed that Lord Cage was keeping an eye on Isera.

‘No, the atmosphere’s too calm for that. Or is it because of that nuisance, Prince Helios?’

A matter that could cause conflict between departments might have called for the Dean’s intervention.

There was no clear conclusion.

It was because of the atmosphere.

Even though it was his first time meeting Dean Jessica, it felt like they’d known each other for a long time.

She wasn’t oppressive; rather, she was more approachable than he had expected from what he saw at the academy.

“Don’t worry. I didn’t call you here to reprimand you. I have a few things to convey and I’m also curious about your thoughts.”

At that moment, Ian suddenly remembered something he’d forgotten.

‘It’s because of the thesis!’

If it wasn’t something bad, that was the only other reason.

He had thought it was about time for a reaction, and it seemed it was finally happening.

‘Well, in that case, it’s a matter worth having the Dean summon me to her home. I thought there would be a call from the Tower of Magic, but perhaps not?’

Despite the turbulent emotions within him, Ian calmly waited for Jessica’s words.

“Indeed, it’s true that there haven’t been many students who’ve come all the way to my residence to meet me. It’s understandable to be surprised. But rest assured, nothing will harm you.”


“I don’t know how to thank you for your consideration.”

“Let’s skip the formalities, shall we?”

Jessica lifted the wine glass from the table.

She continued the conversation while sipping the rich wine.

“I heard from Sir Horizon who brought you here. I didn’t have much time to listen in detail, but he mentioned you figured out the principles of the dungeon monitoring device. He praised you as an extraordinary student. Honestly, I was skeptical about whether any team could clear the dungeon as intended.”

“I didn’t figure it out completely. I just guessed the principles, and it was sheer luck that I was correct.”

“Well, that’s still quite something. A little freshman in the academy managed to penetrate conclusions that royal mages and academy professors have been researching for years… It’s as if I’m seeing my school days in you. Haha.”

Jessica wore a self-satisfied smile.

It was hard to tell if it was praise for Ian or a boast about herself.

As Ian appeared serious, Jessica awkwardly put down her glass and continued.

“You said you overcame the golem by using the surrounding terrain?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Then, do you know why we chose a golem as the final monster?”

“I don’t know.”

In fact, he hadn’t thought much about it.

Magical machines like golems were common in the community of mages. They weren’t particularly remarkable in and of themselves.

“There are other reasons we used a golem as the final trial, but later on, you’ll have to create golems yourselves. I thought it would be a good opportunity to observe their movements more naturally if you’ve experienced them firsthand.”

“We have to create golems?”

“You didn’t hear? The academy holds a Golem Competition every year. Teams create golems and compete with them. There are mainly two categories. Combat golems or construction golems. The purpose determines the approach.”

It seemed like a reasonable competition in many ways.


Golems were used for combat when wars were frequent across the continent, but nowadays, they were mostly employed for construction.

“You can choose one of the two categories, or enter both. That’s up to you.”

“I’m looking forward to it, wondering what kind of competition it will be.”

“There are many other competitions too, so why not join with your teammates? From what I’ve heard, it sounds like you have good roommates.”

Ian felt that Dean Jessica was very interested in his academy life.

Professor Frost always radiated a similar aura.

‘Could the Dean also have been one of the people waiting for my enrollment?’

Ian wondered, wanting to find out the truth. He listened calmly to her words, waiting for a chance to interject.

The opportunity came sooner than expected.

“Shall we get to the main point? I called you here today because of the paper you submitted.”

“Are you referring to the thesis on Lightning Spell formulas?”

“Yes. Your report on potions hasn’t been presented to the academia yet, so it must be the correct one.”

His heart began to race.

Ian savored the excitement while reminding himself to stay composed. He knew this was no place for mistakes.

“Your paper gave a fresh shock to several mages as well as the Tower of Magic. It proposed a new possibility for first-circle magic that had been largely overlooked.”

“You flatter me.”

“There’s no need for unnecessary modesty. Surely, you are aware of your paper’s significance. The critical point is not merely discovering new formulas for Lightning Spell, correct?”

Indeed, the Archmage had remarkable insight.

The discovery of new spells was merely a surface-level achievement.

The true importance lay elsewhere.


“Although it wasn’t a paper I wrote out of personal desire, I believe it demonstrated the potential for varied interpretations of ancient language aphorisms.”

“Exactly. Thanks to you, a philosophical foundation has been set to re-evaluate all magic from its origins. That’s what makes your paper significant.”

Ian hadn’t expected such accolades, particularly not from the Dean of the Department of Magic.

“Ian Oracle, do you understand the value of your paper?”

“It’s not that extraordinary. Perhaps it’s just black letters scattered on paper.”

Jessica’s eyes widened in surprise.

She hadn’t anticipated hearing that exact phrase in this setting.

It had been ages since she last heard it—a phrase often used by someone who had once smiled warmly at her.

Whether Ian understood the depth of those words was unclear.

Yet it didn’t matter.

Experiencing emotions from decades past held innate value.

“Why are you so surprised?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

Jessica awkwardly smiled. Ian tilted his head in curiosity but continued speaking.

“It was something my father used to say frequently. He cautioned that obsession with accomplishments hinders more profound research. Remaining humble and striving for greater humility, he taught, are essential for meaningful research.”

“That is indeed the mindset of a true scholar. Yet, it’s not an easy path, especially for a mage.”

“Honestly, I’m thrilled and hopeful about presenting a good paper, but I strive to honor my father’s teachings. After all, the paper has already left my hands.”

“Yes, of course. Lefevre…”

Realizing her slip, Jessica quickly corrected herself.

“Baron Lefevre was a humble man. You learned well, Ian.”

Ian didn’t miss her mistake.

“So, you were also close to my father, dean? Close enough to call him in a familiar way. Were you one of those waiting for my admission?”

“What do you mean?”

Jessica feigned ignorance, but Ian’s gaze was unwavering.

A seventh-circle Archmage was taken aback by the resolve of a first-circle mage.

“Professor Frost mentioned there were people awaiting my enrollment. Somehow, I felt you might be one of them, so I asked.”

“That damn Frost!”

Jessica mumbled precisely, reluctantly admitting with a troubled expression.

“Aah, I had agreed to keep it a secret with Professor Frost, but I guess he told you first. That changes things since it’s no longer secret.”

She looked at Ian with a bitter smile.

“Ian. Isn’t it strange when people suddenly start caring for you?”

“Ever since my parents ended up like that, no one has visited our estate. Even our relatives have completely cut off contact.”

It was a typical process of a noble family’s decline.

However, Ian did not give up and endured well. Wilson did the same, and so did Dorothy.

Jessica felt endlessly proud of Ian.

“There were circumstances like that. Professor Frost would have claimed he was elsewhere at the time…”

When Ian stared intently, Jessica cleared her throat and corrected herself.

“Contrary to appearances, Professor Frost has a tendency to be loose-lipped.”

“I didn’t see it that way. Isn’t there a reason for it?”

In a way, he envied Professor Frost. To gain trust after just a month of admission was impressive.

“There is a reason. Now that you’ve become an adult and taken on the Oracle Family’s legacy.”

“There seems to be something I didn’t know.”

Jessica nodded.

“Whenever Lord Lefevre needed to go far away, he instructed not to meddle in the household matters regardless of what happened to him. And that was his wish. He couldn’t return from the ruins. So, we had no choice but to follow. If it weren’t for that instruction, we would have become your guardians.”

It seemed like the mystery was finally being resolved.

It wouldn’t have been something told only to these two.

People who Ian had seen a few times in his childhood might have heard similar things.

It was a harsh truth.

But Ian only focused on the result.

‘It’s not harsh. It’s because of Father that I could stand here today.’

A weed growing on a rugged field is stronger than a flower grown in a greenhouse. Ian respected his father’s decision.

“But now that you’ve inherited the family and become an adult, helping you wouldn’t go against the Lord’s will. Of course, we can’t openly support you, but there are ways to help in various ways.”

“Thank you for your words. All my curiosities have been resolved now. Still, if it’s just because of your connection with my father, you don’t have to take care of me.”

Jessica was surprised by the unexpected statement.

“Why?”

“As you said, I am the head of the Oracle Family and an adult. I will take care of my affairs.”

Ian’s voice was filled with confidence.

At that moment, Jessica was so moved that she almost shed tears.

Could he grow up so well? Once, she had resented the heavens, but now it seemed there was no need for that.

“… You’re bold.”

“Thank you. I didn’t know the dean, of all people, was concerned like this. I’ll consider it as encouragement to work harder.”

She thought he resembled Lefevre in that aspect as well.

Jessica recalled the affection she once felt. It was that aspect of Lefevre that had made her fall for him.

It was now a distant memory, but reminiscing about it occasionally brought great joy.

“But, dean, may I cautiously ask for a favor?”

“You said you’d handle your matters yourself?”

“It’s not that kind of request.”

“What is it?”

“I would appreciate it if you didn’t refer to my father’s words as his will. My father and mother will definitely return.”

“If that’s your request, I’ll oblige anytime.”

Jessica offered a drink. Ian raised his wine glass and toasted with her.

After emptying his glass, Ian stood up.

“It’s late at night. I should get going now. Thank you for the invitation.”

“The matter isn’t finished yet, Ian.”

Jessica crossed her legs and looked up at Ian with subtle eyes.
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“In fact, the Tower Master asked to see you.”

“Did he?”

“You don’t seem surprised? I thought you’d be overjoyed.”

If rumors spread about meeting the Tower Master, it would change one’s standing within the academy. Even more so if fortunate enough to become his apprentice.

However, Ian was not particularly interested.

Above all, the Tower of Magic was an unsettling place.

They offered no help when his parents were struggling with their research.

Thus, unlike other mages, Ian managed to grow without relying on the Tower of Magic.

‘Unless they come and ask me a favor first.’

Ian did not have any intentions to bow down and seek them out.

If they came to his estate, he might consider meeting them once.

Of course, Jessica had no idea Ian harbored such extraordinary thoughts.

“You can meet the Dean of the Department of Magic so easily; meeting the Tower Master should be easy too.”

“Hahaha!”

Jessica laughed heartily. It was an astute response to a foolish question.

“So, what do you say? Want to visit the Tower of Magic?”

“No, I’m really fine. I don’t know about Senior Isera, though.”

“Why?”

“I want to focus on my studies right now. I have assignments to do, and it wouldn’t look good to move around restlessly.”

Jessica had intended to advise Ian to focus on his studies, but there was no need anymore.


She nodded in agreement.

“Alright. But if you change your mind, let me know anytime. Although I don’t particularly favor meeting the Tower Master myself, I think a tour of the tower would be fine.”

“Thank you for your consideration. I’ll take my leave now.”

As Ian stood up again, Jessica reached out to have him sit back down.

“Why are you in such a hurry? I’m not finished talking yet.”

“I find it surprising that there’s more for me to be amazed about.”

“Well, that’s true. It’s not about anything else, but about the patent on potion manufacturing.”

Ian had been awaiting this topic.

Since applying for the patent, there had been no contact from the patent office.

He had been waiting patiently as it might take a long time.

“A person I know at the office mentioned that a decision on your patent will likely be made soon.”

“Do you think it’ll go well?”

“Of course. The lead professor may have some issues with personality, but who would dare dispute the research results guaranteed by the academy?”

Upon closer listening, it appeared that Dean Jessica and Professor Frost might not get along. However, they didn’t seem to be on bad terms; in fact, they actually appeared to get along quite well.

“That’s a relief. I’ll have to reach out to the patent office soon.”

“Handle that as you wish and come to the Dean’s office tomorrow.”

“The Dean’s office?”

“It’s a bit unfair to just let it slide after bringing great wealth and honor to the academy, don’t you think?”

Jessica flashed a smile and rubbed her thumb against her index finger.

It was a worldly gesture symbolizing money, confirming she had seen the world.


“There is a research incentive given to academy students. The amount is 30 million shillings. Although there’s no precedent of giving it to a freshman at the start of the term, aren’t precedents meant to be created?”

“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that. Thank you.”

“It’s not a small amount, 30 million shillings.”

“I’m aware.”

Ian thought about the principal and interest he needed to handle that month. In total, it was 29 million shillings.

Processing the patent for potion manufacturing and waiting for the compensation from transferring exclusive sales rights to the company would take at least a month. Thus, he needed to pay that month’s principal and interest.

‘In that case, I won’t have to sell the horse and furniture.’

He had planned to sell a few items from the estate for a quick fix, but with the scholarship awarded, that wasn’t necessary anymore.

It was like rain in a drought.

“Anyhow, don’t forget to come to the Dean’s office tomorrow. It’s modest, but I’ll invite the professors.”

“I understand. Thank you very much, dean.”

Only then did Ian manage to leave Jessica Dean’s estate.

By then, the moonlight was fully shining outside.

* * *

The next day, Ian received the certificate and research incentive at the Dean’s office.

It was Jessica’s modest award ceremony.

Several professors from the Department of Magic gathered in the Dean’s office to witness Ian receive his certificate and prize.

“Congratulations, Ian Oracle.”

“You’ve really accomplished something amazing, haven’t you? A new potion formula! Very exciting!”

“Continue to work hard in the future.”


“Thank you.”

Ian was more than satisfied, even though the ceremony was small.

He could put out the immediate fire and gain extra points for his student evaluation. There couldn’t have been a better outcome.

Moreover, the professors became aware of what Ian had achieved.

‘It’s only a matter of time before word spreads.’

Just as Ian was close to Professor Frost, the heirs of influential family had their own close relationships with certain professors.

These connections were established even before their enrollment.

These heirs received magic tutoring from childhood.

Wealthy families often invited academy professors to their homes.

Although it was illegal for academy professors to teach privately, magic knowledge could be transferred without formal classes. There were many ways to bypass the rules.

Soon, the noble families would hear about the remarkable things Ian had accomplished.

‘It might become a bit bothersome, but it’s nothing I can’t handle.’

After exchanging pleasentries with several professors, Ian realized one thing.

‘Strange. They haven’t mentioned anything about my paper on the Lightning Formula?’

None of the professors talked about the new formula.

It was arguably a more intriguing theme than the potion formula.

Since no one mentioned it, Ian could only conclude they were unaware of it.

And the reason was soon revealed to him by Jessica herself.

“Very few people know about your paper’s existence yet. The impact it will have on the academic world is not insignificant. The Tower of Magic will make a statement soon, so it’s best if you keep it under wraps until then.”

“Understood. Thank you for your consideration, dean.”

“You better prepare yourself. There will be significant repercussions.”

“In terms of repercussions, what should I expect?”

“You’ll face intense scrutiny from your peers. Surely, some friends come to mind?”

Sebastian, and also Ophelia.

And then there was Zickhardt. Rumor had it he set the fastest record for clearing the recent dungeon practice.

But Ian wasn’t worried prematurely.

He believed if there was no way to avoid it, he might as well enjoy it.

‘I’m particularly curious to see how Ophelia’s going to react.’

Politely bowing to Jessica, Ian stepped out of the Dean’s office and contacted the Hamel Trading Company to repay the principal and interest.

“Ah, baron! You’ve worked hard this month as well. We’ve received 29 million shillings in full.”

Felix had sent a representative to the academy.

The representative, with his characteristic business smile, encouraged Ian.

“Hang in there next month too! 29 million shillings isn’t a small amount, right? If you need help, feel free to contact us anytime. Haha. Until next time.”

The representative got into the carriage, his belly jiggling as he did.

‘Let’s see how long you can keep smiling like that. Next time, Felix, you might have to come personally.’

With the receipt tucked into his coat, Ian headed straight to the salon.

He had learned belatedly that each department had a salon they used as a hideout. The one nearest the Department of Magic’s lecture halls was that place.

He wouldn’t have gone if he could help it.

He was already short on study time and didn’t want to get entangled with Sebastian’s group.

However, Milo and Edel had started becoming attached to that place, making it difficult for him to decline.

‘It’s important to build connections, as I’ve been advised. I guess I have no choice.’

Recalling Jessica’s advice, Ian flung open the salon door.

It was bustling with students from the Department of Magic.

Not just freshmen, but seniors were also sitting around, chatting and laughing.

He looked around, wondering if Isera was there, but she wasn’t in sight.

“Why are you so late?”

“The conversation took longer.”

Milo and Edel were already waiting with tea ordered. Ian requested an additional drink.

“Congratulations on the award. Ian, you’re really something!”

Edel seemed as delighted as if it were her own achievement.

The two had been the first to know Ian would be receiving a scholarship.

“It’s really not a big deal.”

“Exactly. Is it really that big of a deal?”

A sharp-tongued comment was thrown in.

Ian and his friends turned their heads simultaneously in that direction.

Ophelia stood with her hands on her hips, glaring with a fierce look. Her partner in crime, Sebastian, was with her.

“Potion making is such a lowly task. I can’t believe an award was given for brewing such a drink. Didn’t you just add some juice at best? Hmph. It seems like the academy has reached its end.”

Edel clenched his fists tightly.

To him, aspiring to be a future healer, the remark that potion-making was lowly was offensive.

At that moment, a warm hand overlapped with his.

It was Ian’s hand.

“How can you speak so rudely?”

Ian had stepped in. His simple but penetrating words silenced the surroundings.

“Pft, rudely? Did you just say rudely?”

“The convenience of someone is made of another’s hardship. I suppose you don’t drink mana recovery potions? You must have excellent recovery skills. I doubt you’d taint your noble mouth with something so lowly.”

“…… Argh!”

“It’s not profit but loss, isn’t it?”

“Ha ha ha!”

Milo clutched his stomach, laughing.

Other students who had been eavesdropping also burst into laughter.

Thanks to that, Ophelia’s face turned red.

It was the first time in her life she faced such humiliation.

‘Huh?’

Then Ian’s glasses caught sight of something.

A blue haze, like the sea, began emanating from Ophelia’s body.

‘What is that?’

It was strong mana.

However, it felt quite different from typical mana.

That haze had some specific pattern.

It resembled letters elongated and fluttering, implying some hidden meaning.

Most importantly, Ian’s family glasses weren’t supposed to observe the flow of mana.

‘It feels like mana, but it’s an energy different from mana?’

Such a spectacle was unprecedented in his life.

“Stop it, Ophelia. If you can’t congratulate him, at least don’t slander him.”

When Sebastian soothed Ophelia, the haze disappeared as if it were a lie.

Ian blinked and tried to focus again, but it was nowhere to be seen.

The powerful magic that had dominated the salon vanished in an instant.

“Congratulations, Ian Oracle. I got caught off guard and was outdone this time. I was eyeing that scholarship too, but you beat me to it.”

With a slick smile, Sebastian extended his hand for a handshake. What did he mean by this? Ian took his hand for now.

“I was just lucky. You can get it next time.”

“Haha. Of course, I should. By the way, there were rumors about your prowess in the recent dungeon expedition?”

“Rumors are just rumors.”

“They say you took down a golem and secured the magic stone? I heard Zickhardt did the same. They speak of amazing folks like you two, thinking at least you’re on the same level, right?”

“Magic stone?”

“You took down a golem and secured the magic stone?”

“Why did magic stone suddenly come up?”

The mention of a magic stone stirred the surroundings. The other students hadn’t considered it.

‘As expected of Zickhardt. He’s not someone to be underestimated so easily.’

Ian didn’t have any personal connection to him, no grievance nor acquaintance.

But he had a hunch they would be entangled deeply in the future.

He couldn’t forget the sly smile Zickhardt had directed at him during the mana assessment session.

“Milo is quite interested in magic enchantment. The magic stone is quite handy, so we secured it.”

“Is that so? Still, we did our best too. How about a little wager on the results of this practice?”

“That’s childish.”

“You’re not chickening out, are you?”

Such great confidence he had.

And Ian really disliked that oily smile.

“Who’s chickening out?”

Ian placed 1 million shillings on the table, the amount left from what he had paid earlier.

“1 million shillings on our side.”

“Deal!”

Sebastian’s check also landed on the table.
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 47

				
“A million shillings is quite a sum. Are you really okay with betting it all on that wager?”

After finishing their tea, Ian, Milo, and Edel stepped out of the salon.

It was Milo who posed the question the moment they exited.

“Isn’t that something you should have asked before the bet was made? What’s the use of it now?”

“I just couldn’t stop you because it seemed like the first time you actively pushed for something. Especially since you’ve always been particularly passive when it comes to getting involved with others.”

Milo had been observing Ian closely. Ian smiled but chose to remain silent.

“Are you confident about winning?”

“Even if I lose, it’s not like it’s your money that’s getting lost.”

“But still!”

“They knew we took some key golem components as spoils. Yet they still made a wager, which means they must have their own reasons to feel confident.”

“Ugh, I suppose you’re right.”

Sebastian alone was an impressive freshman, and Ophelia was part of the same team. The combination of their strengths was formidable.

Yet, it seemed unlikely they would find success.

‘They seem like a good match on the outside, but they have a feeling of opposition. It won’t be easy.’

Especially with Ophelia, there was a looming sense she might cause a significant stir soon.

Ian refocused on the conversation.

“We mentioned the dungeon surveillance device in our report, so we’re bound to get high marks. Besides, we provided the natural sciences department with research samples. It’s worth a shot.”

“Is it about deciding who gets first or second place?”

“Not quite sure yet.”

He couldn’t be entirely certain about that.


He hadn’t yet heard in detail about what Zickhardt did during their exploration. All he knew was that they managed to secure a magic stone.

‘It’s on my mind, but we’ll only know if we uncover it.’

The three of them entered the dormitory. Milo stretched energetically before asking.

“So Ian, if we win this bet and earn a million shillings, what will you do with it?”

“Maybe we’ll have a modest company dinner.”

“Really?”

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“It’s just the first time I’ve heard you suggest drinking.”

“I said dinner, not drinking.”

“In my dictionary, it’s the same thing.”

Milo replied seriously, causing Ian and Edel to chuckle softly.

“Once this week is over, we’ll be officially allowed to go out. Let’s have a wild night out with all the guys! Let’s goooo!”

Milo seemed unable to let go of his yearning for nightlife.

He’d mentioned before how men become close quickly when they drink until they’re drunk.

However, neither Ian nor Edel was particularly adept at drinking, so they had been postponing it.

Until now, they only received temporary permission to go out for project-related purposes. Soon they would have more freedom to leave the academy.

Refusing this invitation would be challenging now.

‘If this can help us grow closer, then perhaps…’

The recent dungeon exploration had taught him a lot. He saw a magnificent golem and studied fascinating magical devices.

But the most profound experience was moving with his peers towards a shared objective outside the academy.


For Ian, who had always been alone, it was a refreshing experience above all else.

“Edel, what about you?”

“Me? Hmm… Sure. I’m not a good drinker, but I’m great at having fun!”

“Our dear Edel isn’t bailing for once? So, it’s a promise, right?”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. We won’t know the results until tomorrow.”

The three of them entered their dorm room amidst their lively chatter.

“Milo.”

“Yeah?”

“About Ophelia. She’s aiming for practical magic, right?”

“Not sure, but if she’s flaunting her magical energy like that at the salon, it’s likely, don’t you think?”

The azure haze, as vast as the sea.

Even after a brief glance, it lingered vividly in Ian’s mind.

It felt like something he had never encountered before.

While it was magic, it also bore the force of nature.

In another sense, it felt as if every wisp of vapor contained a specific meaning.

That was why Ian asked Milo.

Surely, a family like Milo’s would know about Ophelia.

“Most people aspire to practice combat magic. It’s the path to success.”

“Is that also the tradition of the Marquis of Drias?”

“Hmm, that’s usually the case. It’s a prestigious family, and there are so many cadet branches, so not everyone follows that path, but it is quite a trend.”


“Combat magic, huh.”

Ian felt that wasn’t quite right.

That mysterious light was somewhat alien for conventional magic.

Nature’s energy remained, but without the artificial mix of spells and formulas.

Moreover, it was deeply influenced by the caster’s emotional state.

It manifested when Ophelia was angry and vanished as if a lie when Sebastian calmed her down.

This explained a strong spiritual connection with the caster.

‘No way.’

Ian realized there was an option he hadn’t considered.

‘A spirit user?’

If it was the power of spirits, it could be explained.

The bond with the caster and the natural, non-artificial power made sense.

However, spirit users were exceedingly rare.

Feeling mana was a talent bestowed by the heavens, but even among those blessed, only a few could sense the power of spirits.

Hence, spirit users were highly respected wherever they went.

Unlike mages, they had an air of wisdom.

They sometimes served as high-ranking officials, dispatched as diplomatic representatives with other races.

Particularly, elves liked spirit users immensely.

‘But why would she hide being able to command spirits?’

Given Ophelia’s personality, she would proudly boast about it.

Yet, neither Ian nor Milo, nor even Edel had ever seen Ophelia command spirits.

‘If we assume Ophelia is a spirit user, then what about those letter-like wisps I saw?’

He couldn’t examine it closely at the time.

With enough time, he could conduct various experiments, but unfortunately, circumstances were not favorable.

Ian reflected upon the situation once more.

‘Perhaps it’s a new ability of the glasses.’

Ian often wore his glasses, trying to discern any hidden abilities. It was then he witnessed the vapor.

But to prove that it was a hidden ability of the glasses, an empirical process was required.

This incident was not just about proving the mysterious phenomenon around Ophelia.

‘This is a chance to uncover the glasses’ hidden abilities.’

Unfortunately, magical analysis hadn’t yielded any significant results.

For the time being, he had no choice but to wear and experience the glasses himself. This incident had presented Ian with a new subject to ponder.

“Khuh-huh-huh! Phuh-foo…”

Loud snoring could be heard from beside him.

Ian turned his head.

His two roommates were busy with their tasks. Milo was taking a nap in his bed, and Edel was sitting at a desk, reading a book.

Ian focused on the book Edel was reading.

‘He borrowed it already. He’s diligent, as expected.’

It was an introduction to ancient languages. It was a book Ian had recommended not long ago.

Unlike Ian and Milo, who had been educated from a young age, Edel was a commoner and did not know ancient languages.

Lectures at the Department of Magic were largely divided into theory and practice.

The theory lectures were centered around reading ancient scripts.

The basic principles of magic and the proverbs guiding spells were all in ancient language.

Not knowing ancient language was almost like understanding only half of the lectures in the Department of Magic.

No matter how much Edel aspired to major in Healing, low grades in theoretical classes could prevent him from graduating.

And the Royal Academy would not accommodate the circumstances of a commoner.

‘The special admission itself was an incredible privilege.’

Naturally, Edel felt embarrassed, and Ian offered to tutor him in the ancient language.

‘You should return what you receive with added kindness.’

Having received help with the potion-making task, Ian decided to assist Edel until he could Master the ancient language.

“Is it interesting?”

“Hmm?”

“That book.”

Edel blushed, appearing embarrassed.

“It’s challenging, but there are many parts I can understand! I plan to keep studying it whenever I get a chance.”

“That’s impressive. Being able to understand any part of it at all.”

“Hahaha… Am I being too arrogant?”

“No, it’s a misunderstanding. I’m not belittling you. I read that book too, and when I first read it, I could hardly understand any of it. That’s why I find it impressive.”

“You’re joking, right?”

“I’m serious.”

Edel looked at Ian with surprise.

To Edel and many other students, Ian was already considered a prodigy.

Especially Edel, who thought of Ian as being almost at a professor’s level.

Whenever Edel had a question, Ian always provided the correct answer immediately.

“It’s really surprising that even you, Ian, couldn’t understand it.”

Of course, Ian didn’t mention that he first read that book when he was just four years old.

If he did, Edel might end up crying.

“You’re not just smart but also hardworking, so you’ll surely see results soon. Take your time and don’t rush. If there’s anything you don’t know, just ask.”

“Thank you so much.”

“That’s what friends are for.”

“Ian.”

Ian turned his attention back at the gentle voice. Edel hesitated slightly.

“Do you already have a question?”

“Not exactly… it’s just…”

“It’s fine, go ahead. Milo’s asleep anyway.”

Encouraged by Ian’s words, Edel gathered his courage.

“Thank you for earlier.”

“Earlier?”

Ian tilted his head, puzzled. There didn’t seem to be any reason for Edel to thank him.

“When you stood up to Ophelia. I was really upset when I heard about the potion comment.”

“Many people might have thought the same.”

“My father works tirelessly to provide the best medicine for the patients who come every day… Hearing things like that didn’t sit well with me. But I wasn’t in a position to speak out loudly. It would have caused trouble.”

Ian didn’t feel the need to comfort him.

That was the nature of relations between nobles and commoners.

Providing shallow comfort could end up doing more harm than good.

Just listening to Edel was enough for the moment.

“The phrase that someone’s convenience comes from someone else’s hardship… It perfectly described my father. I was really thankful. It felt good knowing someone recognized my father’s efforts.”

“You don’t have to be so thankful for something so minor, it’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Um, Ian. If it’s alright with you, I’d like to invite you to my house sometime. How do you feel about that?”

“Invite?”

The word “invite” was still a bit awkward for him.

However, Ian felt grateful to Professor Frost in his heart.

If he hadn’t experienced the dungeon practice, such an invitation might have felt a bit burdensome.

That was why he had politely declined Sebastian’s party invitation a while ago.

But Edel was different.

‘If Sebastian finds out about this, he’ll flip.’

Stifling a smile, Ian nodded.

“Sure. I was curious about it too. I’d like to hear more about your father.”

“I mentioned you, my friends to my father before…”

“And?”

“He said, ‘You’ve got good friends.'”

Edel smiled brightly.

Hearing that and seeing that smile, Ian felt he should become an even better friend.
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After rumors spread that Ian had received the research grant, his name gradually became more famous.

If it had been said that a third-year, or even a second-year student at the academy received a research grant, it would have ended with just, “A rather excellent student.”

However, the rumor that a first-year, especially at the start of the semester, had received the research grant came as quite a significant shock.

Of course, not all the rumors were favorable.

There were whispers that the results were exaggerated due to someone’s malevolent influence.

Though it was clear who was spreading these stories, Ian did not concern himself with it much.

‘Once the patent certificate is issued, I can finally catch a breath.’

If that happened, Ian’s financial issues, the matter with the Hamel Trading Company, and his standing within the academy would all be resolved.

‘There’s a possibility it won’t go as planned, but at least it should be better than now, right?’

After finishing all his classes for the day, Ian resisted the temptations of his roommates and headed straight to the Great Library.

Poor Edel was dragged to the salon by the hand of Milo, who was whining about hunger.

Ian’s destination today was, once again, the ancient magic section.

No matter how much leeway he felt he had gained, Ian still faced the lifelong challenge ahead of him.

‘While it’s important to interpret the aphorisms anew, I must quickly find a clue to solve the Mana Concentration Disorder.’

Interpreting the aphorisms and finding a solution for the Mana Concentration Disorder were both tasks with uncertain outcomes.

Therefore, Ian chose to divide his time and study accordingly, rather than focusing solely on one area.

After all, a new perspective could reveal things previously unseen.

“Hey. You. You’re Ian Oracle, right?”

A student from the Department of Magic stopped him in the hallway.

Based on the staff he carried, Ian could tell he was a third-year senior.


His shabby clothes were barely covered by a cloak, and his face was worn with fatigue.

Dark circles were conspicuously set beneath his eyes.

Ian immediately recognized that this student was not ordinary.

So, he politely bowed his head.

“Hello, senior.”

“I heard you pulled off something big recently, didn’t you? The rumors are all over the place.”

“With much help from Professor Frost, I was able to achieve some results.”

“Huh? What are you talking about? I’m talking about the story of you sneaking out the magic stone.”

The student chuckled softly.

Not knowing if he referred to the potion patent or the paper on the lightning formula, Ian hesitated before replying, only to realize he’d misunderstood.

‘Right, this is the Department of Magic.’

Department of Martial Arts students didn’t regard magic stones as anything more than money. But for those researching magic, magic stones held a far more significant value.

Since magic stones weren’t always readily available, their value skyrocketed if one failed to acquire them at the right time.

Thus, stockpiling magic stones was a noble hobby among mages who walked the path of magic.

“Regardless of anything else, treating royal and academy-owned magic stones so casually as spoils of war takes some nerve. Weren’t the professors upset?”

“Not particularly. I told them it was for research purposes, and they told me to go ahead.”

“Wow! I’m jealous! This year’s freshmen are lucky in many ways. I mean, with those practicals in some educational dungeon or whatever. It feels like the country’s pushing them pretty hard.”

The muttering student nodded his head. Curious about his name, Ian cautiously asked.

“May I ask your name?”

“Why do you want to know? Going to report me to the higher-ups?”


“Nothing like that. It’s just that it feels like a connection since we’ve met, and I’d like to greet you more often.”

“Do I need a name for a greeting? Just bow your head when you see a senior student! Hehehe. Take care!”

The student passed Ian without looking back.

Ian made a mental note of his face.

‘He seems unusual. Who is he?’

As if hearing Ian’s thoughts, the student abruptly turned his head back.

“Curious about my name?”

“Ah, yes.”

“I’ll tell you if you hand over the magic stones. My future is to be a great person, you know! Think of it as an investment, how about it?”

Ian, smiling politely, bowed his head.

“I’ll greet you again next time. Take care on your way.”

“What a cheeky lad! Hahaha! You’ll regret it!”

Not much else mattered, but he could not give up the magic stone. It was not something he could decide alone.

Although the comment about regretting it weighed on his mind, Ian Oracle proceeded to the ancient magic section of the library.

Today, Isera Hebraim was sitting in what was almost considered her reserved spot, reading a book.

How many books did she read in a day?

“It feels somewhat empty here without you now.”

“You mentioned something good happened?”

“Did you hear too, senior? We obtained quite a large magic stone from the dungeon.”

“What are you talking about? Magic stone?”


When Isera looked at him with curiosity, Ian realized once again that he had misunderstood. This time, he was actually talking about a potion, it seemed.

“Well, I met someone strange on the way here.”

“And what was strange about them?”

“A senior in the third year who looked extremely exhausted, and was talking about magic stones. I thought they were talking about a potion project.”

Ian briefly explained what had happened in the educational dungeon.

They had defeated a golem and obtained a magic stone, which was mentioned by the senior in the third year.

“Gaus.”

“Pardon?”

“That’s the senior’s name. He’s the weirdest of weirdos. Perhaps it might have been better if you had handed over the magic stone.”

“Is he that remarkable?”

“Isn’t investment like that? Taking risks to gain something. In that sense, it’s not a bad investment.”

What Isera said piqued Ian’s curiosity. He thought he should find out more about Gaus later.

“Anyway, we’ve received a research grant this time. It seems things are going smoothly, thanks to you, senior.”

“What have I done to deserve such credit?”

“In that case, could I offer you a cup of tea?”

“No.”

Without a moment of hesitation, Isera declined.

He felt he should at least treat her to a meal to set his mind at ease, but it was a bit disappointing.

The sharpness that seemed to cut through was still intimidating. Yet, he felt it was still worth trying.

“You mentioned reading ancient manuscripts before.”

“I also mentioned that we weren’t accepting any new members.”

“Can’t you make room for just two spots?”

Not one spot but two?

It was only then Isera lifted her gaze from the book to Ian.

Under normal circumstances, she might have pretended not to notice, but this time Ian felt he should ask.

“Who is the other spot for?”

“My roommate, who is a commoner, just started studying ancient languages. I thought that participating in club activities might accelerate the learning process. There didn’t seem to be any suitable activities.”

“If they have to rely on club activities, wouldn’t it be better to leave the academy? The academy isn’t a playground. Wearing an ill-fitted garment is disrespectful not only to oneself but also to the garment.”

“That’s not it.”

Isera’s eyes narrowed slightly.

It was intimidating, but Ian continued to speak nonchalantly.

“Deciding to engage in club activities is not easy for someone from a commoner background. The mere decision to study ancient languages itself is quite challenging. Would one have had the courage to do so if they thought of it as a playground? I doubt it.”

“Hmm…”

It seemed the conversation was having an effect.

“Though that person won’t choose the scholarly route like you, senior, they’re dedicated to the country and that’s why they joined the academy. Isn’t it natural to want to help?”

“Is that so.”

Isera, with her chin resting on her hand, relaxed her expression. It seemed she had come to a conclusion.

“May I ask you just one thing?”

“Feel free to ask two questions. Three, four of them are also fine.”

“Are you helping your friend because of the nobles’ duty, that is, as a member of the kingdom, to guide the people onto the right path?”

“No.”

Ian replied confidently.

Isera waited, with an imperious expression, for him to continue.

“If my family were at least at the level of a Count family like yours, I might have been able to answer yes. But as you know, our family is too humble for the term ‘nobles’ duty’ to fit.”

“So?”

“It’s because we’re friends. I received some help while working on the potion this time. Of course, I compensated more than enough in return… but I felt that I should reward the willingness to help without expecting anything in return.”

“You seem to live at a loss.”

“I don’t really know about that. The only ones I can call friends are my roommates.”

Isera nodded slightly.

“The Ancient Literature Reading Club has an entrance exam.”

“… There’s a club with an entrance exam?”

“It was just instituted.”

This time, Isera continued speaking calmly, almost as if she was enacting some sort of revenge.

“I understand your intentions, but I can’t just accept subpar members. If you’re hoping to join, you’ll have to take the test I set. I believe I’ve been quite lenient with this proposal.”

“That doesn’t seem fair. If the test is created by you, the difficulty will likely be high, won’t it?”

“And why do you think so?”

“Well…”

Ian almost responded, ‘Because it seems like you wouldn’t bleed a drop even if stabbed.’

“Senior, aren’t you better at ancient languages than I am? Hence, the questions you create will naturally be of a different level.”

“I heard your friend hoping to join is a commoner, so I’ll adjust the difficulty accordingly. If they refuse, there’s nothing I can do about it.”

“Understood. We’ll take it.”

“Shouldn’t you ask him?”

“I think I already know the answer. That friend will definitely want to go for it.”

Isera could not understand.

A mere month’s acquaintance as roommates, yet such a confident response. It was fascinating.

So, she too became interested in confirming it.

“Then, I’ll prepare the questions. Let’s have the test here at this spot two weeks from now.”

“Yes, let’s do that. But do I have to take the test too?”

“…….”

Isera, who had been staring intently at Ian, averted her gaze slightly.

Ian stifled a laugh.

“… If you want to, then take it.”

“I will take it too. I don’t want people saying I joined thanks to my connection with a senior.”

“Anyway, I’m the only member in the club.”

“Still.”

Ian adjusted his glasses.

Moreover, it was a good opportunity.

Most noteworthy was that it was a perfect chance to test the potential of his glasses.

* * *

The anticipated day arrived.

Today was the day of Professor Frost’s lecture.

It was also the day when the reports they had submitted were to be evaluated.

“Whew, I was so nervous I couldn’t sleep!”

Milo mumbled.

Edel, seemingly feeling the same, nodded in agreement.

“What’s there to be nervous about when it’s my money on the line?”

“I hate the thought of Ophelia flaunting around smugly. And that greasy Sebastian is intolerable, too. Ugh, life isn’t easy.”

“That’s why I told you to go to the Faculty of Natural Sciences. The Martial Arts Faculty isn’t bad either.”

“You always say that, don’t you?”

Ian and his friends entered the lecture room and took their seats as the class began.

Professor Frost had locked himself in his research lab for two days to evaluate the reports with great enthusiasm.

As previously announced, today was the day the results were to be revealed.

As evidence, the evaluated reports were piled high in front of Professor Frost.

“I thoroughly enjoyed reading the reports you all submitted with such diligence. There were many intriguing ideas and also some exquisite work that was quite a pleasure to view. It gave me an opportunity to feel the impressiveness of this year’s freshmen.”

Professor Frost shared his thoughts with a smile.

Meanwhile, the students were tense.

It wasn’t just about the scores.

The Royal Knights and the Royal Magic Division had organized the recent dungeon expedition.

If done well, they could make a good impression on those in higher positions.

“Well then, let’s begin.”

Professor Frost picked up the report sitting at the very top of the pile.
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All the students held their breath as they looked at Professor Frost.

Who would be the first student he called upon?

Ian and his comrades, along with Sebastian and Ophelia, who had wagered a total of 2 million shillings, hoped to be that chosen one.

The situation escalated to bets exceeding 2 million shillings.

Finally, Professor Frost spoke.

“Chatman, Hynix, Flora!”

Ian was taken aback.

He wasn’t the only one surprised. Sebastian and Ophelia also failed to hide their astonishment.

However, the three who were called merely blinked, displaying expressions of confusion.

The students began to murmur.

‘It might not be me. But Sebastian, and Zickhardt’s team, not being at the top?’

No matter how they thought about it, the result was incomprehensible.

Chatman, Hynix, and Flora were ordinary students. Their families weren’t particularly wealthy, nor did they have renowned mages.

Yet, they received the highest scores.

It wasn’t entirely impossible, but realistically, it was hard to accept.

‘But there could be things I don’t know. Who would have thought I’d discover a new formula in basic magic?’

Ian regained his composure.

He decided to cast aside doubts and accept the situation.

Without accepting the results, one cannot progress.

He looked at Professor Frost with keen eyes and awaited the evaluation.


“Chatman! What exactly did you do?”

“You surpassed the trio of the Department of Magic? Did you create a new dungeon or something?”

The trio of the Magic School referred to the three noteworthy new students. They were Zickhardt, Sebastian, and Ian.

“I can’t believe it!”

“I thought Zickhardt would undoubtedly be number one.”

“I cast my vote for Ian.”

“But didn’t Chatman fail to clear the dungeon?”

The voices of the students grew louder until the lecture hall turned into a salon.

Sebastian laughed, finding it amusing, while Ophelia did not spare her disdainful gaze.

Amid this, the person who looked the most relaxed was Zickhardt.

He seemed indifferent to the result, still displaying an inscrutable expression and feigning ignorance.

The string of questions grew uncontrollably numerous. Then, Professor Frost tapped the podium.

“Quiet.”

The lecture hall fell silent in an instant. After a cough, Professor Frost continued.

“Judging by your reactions, it seems some of you have misunderstood. The group I called first didn’t perform the best. I graded as I went and piled them up, so the order has no significance.”

“Huh…”

“Is that really true?”

“What would I gain by lying to you? Well, don’t make such faces. I understand that it shows how much interest you have in the results of this evaluation.”

Whether it was a sigh of relief or disappointment was uncertain, but gasps and groans were heard throughout.

“Chatman, Hynix, Flora. You didn’t clear the dungeon. You couldn’t confirm the presence of the core and fled from the boss room.”


His steady and calm voice made them even more embarrassed.

Professor Frost reprimanded them more sternly than usual.

“It is not commendable to give up easily without even trying to fight until the end. Even when defeat seems certain, you do not retreat. This is the virtue that the nobles of the kingdom of Sonokin must uphold. Not being able to clear the dungeon is not an issue. Failure is the nourishment for success. However, the actions you displayed during that process must be reflected upon. You must not forget that you are the vassals of His Majesty the King.”

“I’m sorry, Professor.”

“We are reflecting on it.”

Each team member apologized. Professor Frost held no grudges.

He smiled lightly and moved on to the next group.

“There are fewer groups that cleared the dungeon than I thought.”

In the evaluations of the next five teams, he pointed out that they also failed to clear the dungeon.

“Indeed, if everyone set out with the excitement of a field trip and then suddenly faced a gigantic golem, it would surely be startling.”

Additionally, the fact that it was their first test likely added to their tension.

They might think it was due to some accident or inexperience that the monsters became uncontrollable.

Knowing a lot is beneficial, but knowing moderately can sometimes be detrimental. Such is the status of an academy student.

“However, the Pilsner team is worthy of praise. Although they did not manage to defeat the golem, the attempt to find a unique strategy was commendable. Also, the hypothesis that goblins have their own culture, considering their attempt at communication in the goblin habitat, was very interesting. I would like further research to be done on this theme. In that sense, I will give all three members of the group a B grade.”

“Thank you!”

“We will work harder!”

Pilsner and his team members raised their hands in joy.

“To be content with a B grade… Just how hard is it to get an A grade?”

The Royal Academy of Sonokin graded from A to F. There were also precise distinctions with + grades available for further differentiation within the same grade.

Chatman’s group received a D, and the others were also given D’s or C’s. Only Pilsner’s group received a B.


“Next, Sebastian, Ophelia, and Bjorkran.”

Sebastian, one of the trio of the Department of Magic and an aspiring student council president, was called.

The three of them looked nervously at Professor Frost.

“Before we begin the evaluation, let me say one thing. Only three teams successfully defeated the golem and inspected the dungeon core in this practice. The rest could not defeat the golem. Of course, there is no need to be discouraged by failing to defeat the golem. Although there were a few tricks, it was undeniably difficult.”

Ian had closely examined the joints and components while disassembling the golem at that time.

Except for the arms and legs, all other parts were made of reinforced stone.

Even knowing the arms and legs were fake, it would have been difficult to destroy the power source.

Furthermore, magical devices hidden in the walls were creating confusion, so without a good amount of experience and bravery, it was not easy to bring down the golem.

One could either overwhelm it using overpowering magic or handle it by making use of the terrain, like Ian did.

Sebastian’s group was one of those who managed.

“Sebastian, our team, and one other team. The remaining team must be Zickhardt’s, then.”

That possibility seemed high.

With mana close to the fourth circle, they could destroy the golem without necessarily using the crystal.

“Sebastian and his team used the terrain to defeat the golem. Although some may know, using the crystal within the boss room was the standard strategy. Furthermore, they explored the dungeon’s terrain and investigated the resident monsters and herbs in detail. Considering their effort and creativity, I will give them a B+ grade.”

An A grade had been expected, but they ended up with a B+ grade.

“Thank you for the positive evaluation, Professor. We will work even harder.”

Though Sebastian expressed his gratitude, Ophelia had a sour expression.

It was clear that the letter B was disagreeable to her.

“Professor, I have a question.”

Ophelia finally raised her hand.

Professor Frost, who was about to read the next report, looked at her.

“What was the highest grade for this assignment? To be honest, I think our team did the best. While I understand it’s a relative evaluation, wouldn’t it have been okay to give us at least an A grade?”

She was evidently very upset.

“That is not the appropriate posture for making a request.”

In truth, asking about grades is considered quite discourteous.

Therefore, most students would typically inquire privately in a more secluded setting, like a research lab.

However, the audacious Ophelia, a representative of the shameless, brazenly posed the question.

“An impressive question, Ophelia. I appreciate the confidence, but I want to remind you that lacking humility may one day lead to harm.”

“Are you admitting that you gave scores sparingly overall?”

“Not at all. The team that received the highest score in this assignment received an A+. And the next rank is an A grade.”

“Wha… what did you say?”

Ophelia tried to rise from her seat. Sebastian barely managed to hold her back.

“I can’t believe it… are we third? Not first?”

“Wouldn’t it be best to listen until the end to know if you’re third or fourth? Ms. Ophelia. By the way, there are still five teams whose results haven’t been announced yet.”

Professor Frost hammered in the final word.

Without being domineering or authoritarian, Professor Frost completely unsettled Ophelia.

Sometimes, what is gentle could indeed defeat what is strong.

‘As expected of the professor. He really knows how to handle people.’

Ian and Milo, both wearing satisfied expressions, waited eagerly for their turn.

And soon, their turn came.

“Ian, Milo, Edel.”

The buzzing chatter in the lecture hall quieted as if a Silence spell had been cast.

Ian boldly faced the results.

“Ian’s team demonstrated an exemplary exploration indeed. Their integration of various studies such as Magic, Healing, Geography, and even Natural Sciences into the exploration, treating the dungeon as a living ecosystem, was impressive. The report you submitted holds enough value to be considered a research paper. Additionally, the team’s act of defeating the golem, retrieving parts including mana stones for research purposes, and forming hypotheses on the functional characteristics of the dungeon core were truly fascinating.”

Such was the overwhelming praise given.

Not a single flaw was mentioned. Most of the students were left gaping in astonishment.

“Ian’s team received an A grade. Continue to strive further.”

“Thank you.”

“Yahoo!”

Milo couldn’t hold back his cheer.

However, the evaluation was so generous that no one could object to his outburst.

“We won the bet, right? Since we got a higher grade!”

“Exactly.”

“Ha! It’s been a while. I can finally enjoy a good drink at a posh place. Plus, we’ve put those guys from the marquis family in their place, so I’ll sleep soundly tonight. … Hmm? Why that face?”

Ian was resting his chin on his hand, deep in thought. It was not a face of joy.

“Think about it. We received an A grade, right?”

“That’s right. But why?”

“Then what on earth did the team that received an A+ do? We all did our best, didn’t we?”

“So what? Winning the bet is what counts. You just need to do better next time. Tests like these will keep coming.”

However, Ian did not take this matter lightly.

Even looking at the evaluation, it was a perfect exploration.

Professor Frost, known for his strictness, did not even point out any shortcomings and used words like exemplary in his praise.

Yet, receiving an A grade meant that a superior team existed.

‘Zikhardt.’

Ian turned his head to gaze at him.

Did he feel Ian’s gaze?

Zikhardt also looked his way and gave a sly smile.

It was the same smirk Ian had seen during the mana assessment.

‘What on earth did you do in the dungeon?’

Ian’s eyes threw the question at him.

But the answer began from somewhere entirely unexpected.

“I can’t accept this. That report is A grade?”
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“Ophelia, are you saying you cannot accept this?”

Professor Frost asked calmly. Ophelia, unable to contain her anger, raised her voice.

“Yes! How could someone from such a lowly family produce such an impressive report? And there’s even a filthy commoner involved, someone you wouldn’t want to breathe the same air as. But an A grade? How many people would accept this?”

It was the typical perspective of a noble.

Her words gave a glimpse into just how authoritative the Drias Marquis family was.

Of course, her words were not entirely wrong.

The lesser the family, and the lower the status, the more often abilities are adjusted to fit that status.

In reality, Edel had never formally learned ancient languages.

There were countless other commoners who couldn’t even read the continental common language, let alone ancient languages.

It’s a case where one’s background often reflects one’s abilities.

Many people believed in this tendency. Ninety-nine out of a hundred times—no, 99.9 times—it proved accurate.

‘But you made a mistake. You should have at least read our report before making such claims.’

Unfortunately, Ian and Edel were exceptions to these prejudices.

‘If they had no talent or passion for magic, why would they be suffering through the Department of Magic instead of going to the Department of Natural Sciences?’

Ian and Edel trusted their own abilities.

However, Ophelia was too arrogant and jealous to assess the situation objectively.

“It’s unfortunate, Ophelia. At the Academy, grades aren’t assigned based on status. They are given based on achievements, potential, and possibilities. I know the exams aren’t entirely objective. But they are not unreasonable either.”

“Isn’t it obvious they’re inferior students? Otherwise, why would they have taken so long to enroll?”

She mocked Ian for his belated enrollment. She didn’t hesitate to speak ill of Edel as well.

“And another one got in through special admission, gaining entry thanks to their parents’ influence, not their own ability. Can you really say they have competence?”


“Your words have some truth. There’s room for misunderstanding. But this case is different. I assessed the grades based on the reports you submitted. I did not consider family or background.”

“Then, why can’t we get at least a B+ and not them?”

As her logic began to waver, Ophelia crossed a line.

With those words, Professor Frost’s expression completely changed.

His face lost all traces of a smile.

“Are you suggesting that my evaluation was incorrect, Ophelia?”

“Claiming it’s unacceptable is tantamount to saying it’s wrong, isn’t it?”

It felt like cold water had been splashed on them.

This expression reminded Ian of something he had read in a book once.

He had thought it cliché, but at that moment, it seemed different. Ian realized how vivid an expression it truly was.

‘She should have held back that last remark. What a reckless act.’

His peers were already in shock.

At the Royal Academy, the authority of professors was sacred.

As a student charged with loyalty and service to the country, her actions were unacceptable.

Anyone who challenged a professor’s authority faced severe punishment.

A disciplinary committee would convene to discuss the student’s fate.

Even as the child of a high-ranking official, receiving leniency would be difficult in this case.

“Ophelia! What are you doing? I apologize, Professor. Ophelia has been emotionally unstable lately. She hasn’t been sleeping well. I sincerely apologize on her behalf.”

Sebastian attempted to mediate belatedly, but Ophelia was already out of control.

‘Is she in a panic?’


Compared to warriors, mages often suffer from mental disorders such as neurosis, compulsion, and panic attacks due to the immense mental strength they must expend.

It’s not rare for mages to lose their sanity while researching high-level magic.

While Ophelia’s hysteria wasn’t at that level, it was still dangerous.

‘If this continues, she might go berserk.’

If she did, it wouldn’t just end with breaking a circle.

She might lose the ability to use magic forever, or worse, she could lose her life.

“Ophelia. Sit down now!”

“Let go! I said let goooo!”

Ophelia shook off Sebastian’s hand.

At that moment.

Whoooosh!

Magical energy began to surge.

Simultaneously, Ian’s eyes started to perceive something.

‘That strange shimmer from before?’

A shimmer, reminiscent of the blue depths of the sea, began to radiate from her shoulder.

Eventually, the mirage became clearer, observable across the entire body.

‘I’m sorry to Ophelia, but this is my chance!’

Ian swiftly took off his glasses.

Surprisingly, the mirage that had been visible disappeared completely.

He put the glasses back on again.


Then, he could see the strange flickering blue light once more.

“It was indeed the new ability of these glasses!”

A thrill surged through him.

However, the thrill didn’t last long.

If he could decipher what the power shown through the glasses meant, he would be able to enjoy an even more exhilarating feeling.

“It seems to change drastically according to Ophelia’s emotional state… what on earth could it be?”

The mirage moved in fragmented waves, as if conveying a specific meaning.

If it were ordinary magic and the glasses allowed him to see the flow of magic, it should have been a continuous wave.

But the mirage seemed to create an artificial segmentation, attempting to convey something to Ian.

As if sending a distress signal.

“I must decode this.”

Ian heightened his concentration to its peak.

First, he closed his eyes.

When something couldn’t be understood visually, sensing it through aura was also a good approach.

Ian shut off his sight to hear the voice of the mirage.

When deeply focused, time flows slowly.

It was such a moment.

Furthermore, Ian tweaked his approach slightly.

The aura was something that could only be seen through the glasses.

“In that case, I should rely on the glasses more.”

This method proved effective.

『……. ……. …….』

『…….』

『……. ……. ……. …….』

Someone’s thoughts were felt.

“Who is it?”

It could have been Ophelia’s voice, or perhaps Professor Frost who was reprimanding her.

But Ian listened more intently to that voice.

『……. ……. …….』

“Who are you?”

『……. …….』

“I can’t understand. Who are you? Where do you come from?”

Ian sent out his own thought.

However, the presence of the other’s thoughts gradually faded and eventually disappeared altogether.

Just then.

“Ophelia, withdraw your mana.”

Professor Frost’s voice came, filled with pure mana.

It was then that Ophelia snapped out of it. Ian opened his eyes simultaneously.

“Ah!”

As if by magic, the blue Mist that enveloped her vanished instantly.

Thanks to this, Ian lost the mirage once again.

But he wasn’t overly troubled.

‘Ophelia is a Spirit Summoner.’

He arrived at a conclusion.

The thoughts he had felt were not human. He was certain they were signals sent by a highly advanced mental entity.

He didn’t understand their meaning but definitely grasped their nature.

It was a thought of negation.

“But if that’s a spirit’s power, why is it emanating a negative thought?”

It was an unfathomable matter.

Spirits move as one with their summoner.

When the summoner becomes stronger, they grow stronger too; when weaker, they weaken alike.

Emotions are also shared. They feel joy when joyous, and sadness when sad.

Ophelia was angry at that moment. However, the flickering thoughts she had seemed more sorrowful than enraged.

‘There’s not enough information.’

Ian Oracle could not perceive spirits, so he did not know much about spirit magic.

‘But this is a chance for me.’

He wondered what it would be like to understand spirit magic during this opportunity and, further, to Master its power.

Once more, a blossoming dream filled Ian’s heart.

“Oh…”

Meanwhile, Ophelia was flustered and blushing.

When she looked around, everyone was staring at her with shocked expressions.

A wave of shame and despair washed over her.

What made her feel even more unbearable was the cold gaze of Professor Frost.

“You can disagree with my perspective. That’s the freedom of a student. However, I cannot tolerate you summoning mana against me. You have committed an insult. Summoning aggressive magic towards someone is akin to saying you’re going to harm them. This is not a class of the Major in Healing Magic, is it?”

“I… I’m sorry. Please forgive me…”

Ophelia bit her lip and apologized.

This was different from the salon incident.

Disputes among students were common, and if they were not severe, the academy generally did not intervene.

However, a student raising mana against a professor was intolerable.

“For now, it seems like I need to provide you with a convincing answer. It seems you’re not the only student holding questions.”

Professor Frost waved the report jointly prepared by Ian, Milo Vinettia, and Edel.

“The most impressive part of this report was the extraction of the monster’s blood. They were planning to compare the blood toxicity levels of monsters residing in educational dungeons to those in regular dungeons. These data will reveal more facts about monsters to us. Additionally, it would allow us to develop more sophisticated educational dungeons. It’s a topic that Natural Sciences faculty will appreciate.”

Some students filled with doubt gulped.

It was an unexpected approach.

Not only magic, but understanding other disciplines was necessary for it to be possible.

“Comparing monster toxicity was also a research project being pursued by the team that developed the educational dungeons. Thanks to Ian’s group collecting samples, their workload was reduced.”

“Wow!”

“That’s amazing!”

Cheers erupted everywhere.

More than just grades, it meant that they had attracted the attention of high-ranking officials.

“Hmph. This is just basic!”

Milo reveled in the envious glances from his peers, shrugging his shoulders.

“That’s the background to how they received an A. Any more questions? If you want, I’ll show you the report.”

“No, it’s okay…”

Ophelia was utterly out of spirit, her shoulders sagged.

Now, it no longer mattered what grade Ian’s group received. She was more curious about how her own situation would be resolved.

“Ophelia.”

“Y-yes? I’m sorry… I’m sorry…”

“Take your seat.”

Ophelia sat down weakly. Then, Professor Frost looked at Sebastian.

“Sebastian. You can testify about today’s events, can’t you?”

“I can.”

“Good.”

It seemed Professor Frost was not planning to let this incident slide.

“We will soon convene a disciplinary committee. You should attend as a witness.”

“Understood.”

Sebastian shared the same resignation in his acceptance.

“Let’s continue with the evaluations then. The next group received the highest evaluation in this practice. Zickhardt, Darkweaver, and Celestine.”

It was time to find out what kind of magic Zickhardt used.

The atmosphere, briefly disturbed by commotion, quickly rebounded.

This evaluation was akin to another lesson. It was a great opportunity to broaden one’s knowledge.

That was why all the students focused on what Professor Frost was going to say next.

“This group exceeded all expectations of the researchers. Honestly, I want to tell you that even I didn’t know if it was possible. Zickhardt’s group subdued a golem. But their approach was quite progressive and innovative.”

A question mark appeared in Ian’s mind.

He thought using crystals to neutralize it was the norm.

But being called innovative meant the golem was defeated using a completely different method.

“Taming. Zickhardt’s group made the golem their minion and simply neutralized it.”

Everyone’s mouths dropped open in shock.

Ian was no exception.
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‘He managed to tame it? That enormous golem?’

Ian felt as if he’d been struck by lightning. The shock was that intense.

Taming magic was a spell that enchanted living creatures or monsters to make them subservient.

Since a golem was close enough to being a sentient life form, it could indeed be tamed.

But that was only in theory.

Although taming was classified as a third-circle spell, its difficulty significantly increased with the target’s magic resistance.

Often, one needed to reach the realm of a fourth or even fifth-circle mage to successfully tame a creature.

‘Considering the golem’s size and technical complexity, he would need to be at least a fourth-circle mage to succeed.’

Recently, Ian had confirmed at a mana measurement ceremony that Zickhardt’s power was just shy of 1500, precisely 1482. Yet, the threshold for a fourth-circle mage was 1500 or above.

To successfully tame the golem guarding the boss room, one would need mana equivalent to at least mid-fourth circle, around 1750 or more.

‘Could he have made even more progress in just a few weeks? Truly an enigmatic fellow. Is he consuming a large amount of elixirs? Or does he have some other training method?’

Ian was deeply curious. Soon, an opportunity arose to uncover the mystery.

“Perhaps some of you thought that taming the golem might be possible. However, it’s not an easy task. The golem in the boss room was a combat-type golem. One must be at least a mid-fourth circle to even attempt it.”

“Then are you saying Zickhardt has already surpassed mid-fourth circle?”

Someone asked this question, and Professor Frost responded with a sly smile.

“If he had simply overpowered the golem with sheer magic force, would he have received a good score? As you all know, I’m a professor in the Major in Theoretical Magic. If you want to score with raw mana, you should use it for the Major in Applied Magic.”

In other words, it meant that he had used his intellect.

Ian urged for the results, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

The other students shared his sentiments, with expressions of awe, reverence, envy, and jealousy directed at Zickhardt.

“Very well. However, I think it’s better for him to explain it himself. Zickhardt, would you care to explain?”


“Certainly.”

Zickhardt stood up with a confident smile. It was a smile that expressed absolute confidence.

“As the professor mentioned, taming that golem required mana of at least mid-fourth circle. To increase the success rate, the purity of the magic was also crucial, so I judged that reaching close to the high fourth-circle was necessary for success.”

The atmosphere buzzed with astonishment again.

He had successfully tamed the golem, and he assessed that only magic near the high fourth-circle could do the job.

“Did his mana already surpass 1900?”

He continued, “However, I thought there was no need to take unnecessary risks. Isn’t the human brain meant for use?”

Zickhardt lightly tapped his head with his finger, his tone supremely arrogant. Yet, no one found it unpleasant.

“There were numerous magical devices installed in the boss room. I sensed it immediately upon entry. Though most of you enrolled in the Department of Magic would have recognized as much.”

The tone was slightly mocking.

‘Did that guy realize the devices were there the moment he entered the boss room?’

Ian, Milo, and Edel hadn’t realized it until the golem launched its initial attack. Only then did they notice the golem’s arms and legs were unusual.

In other words, Zickhardt’s senses were above anyone else’s in the lecture hall.

Ian had to reassess his judgment of Zickhardt.

His distinct arrogance didn’t stem from his personality.

In truth, it wasn’t arrogance but confidence supported by skill.

“The devices in the boss room weren’t just for manipulating the environment using magic. To emit vibrations or sound waves, they needed to be synced with the golem. So, I reversed that principle. By disrupting the magical devices, I weakened their power and then applied taming magic to the golem to increase the success rate. Simple, isn’t it?”

The explanation finally made sense.

“He’s truly something remarkable.”

Reactions of admiration erupted from all sides.


Whether they hadn’t known about the special devices in the boss room or had learned about them later, everyone was generous with their praises.

A single insight could be more beneficial than an entire semester of lectures.

Zickhardt’s explanation provided such an insight.

“He truly deserves an A+. This is a complete defeat.”

At that moment, Zickhardt’s gaze swept over Ian. His eyes narrowed slightly, and a small smirk appeared on his lips.

Quiet provocation.

He was completely different in temperament from Sebastian and Ophelia.

He did not hesitate to showcase his abilities. However, the manner in which he did so was thoroughly concealed.

It seemed apparent why the Telomian Count pursued secrecy.

“Very good explanation, Zickhardt. Would you like to share a word about this dungeon exploration?”

“It was a somewhat disappointing dungeon. While I understand the efforts of those who developed it, it felt as though there is still a long way to go.”

By now, the students were no longer surprised.

They merely listened intently to Zickhardt’s words in silence.

“What aspects make you feel there’s a long way to go?”

“Excessively tailored to the student level; that’s the problem. To be honest, it was rather dull. Well, others seemed excited as if they were going on a picnic, but I understand. After all, they must be delicate flowers nurtured in a greenhouse.”

Once again, the corners of his mouth rose slightly.

“That bastard…”

Milo perceived it as a provocation. It was a moment where there was one more person to disparage, following Sebastian and Ophelia.

Professor Frost nodded his head and coolly accepted Zickhardt’s complaint.

“I will convey that opinion to the researchers. Good job, Zickhardt.”


That concluded Zickhardt’s group’s evaluation.

Although other groups still had to be evaluated, no one managed to draw any interest.

Everyone was conscious of Zickhardt, pondering how to surpass him.

“Alright, this concludes all evaluations. Everyone did well. You may all leave.”

The class ended.

Ian rose from his seat alongside his roommates. Ophelia still sat there with a pale face.

“Looks like she’s lost her spirit. Serves her right.”

Milo muttered.

Sebastian was seen placing a hand on Ophelia’s shoulder, comforting her.

Ian turned away.

“Let’s go.”

“You don’t want to savor this rare spectacle a bit more?”

“Do it on your own.”

Ian exited the classroom. Milo had no choice but to follow him out.

Edel had other matters to attend to and parted ways first, leaving Ian and Milo walking side by side toward the dormitory.

“By the way, isn’t that Zickhardt something else? How can he think like that? Ian, you’re a monster too, but when I see him, he feels like a monster among monsters.”

Ian did not respond.

Milo poked Ian in the side, staring at his face.

“Thinking about something else?”

“Do you know much about spirit magic?”

“I’m not on the level of our professors, but I studied it a bit when I was younger. I once thought I felt a spirit but turned out I didn’t.”

“Then what was it?”

“I kept hearing voices, thought it was a spirit, but it turned out my damn brothers were playing a joke.”

Ian chuckled.

He wondered if Milo’s relationship with his brothers was better than it seemed.

To Ian, who didn’t have any siblings, it was somewhat enviable.

“But why suddenly spirits?”

“I think I felt the thought of a spirit from Ophelia.”

“What? Ian, can you sense spirits?”

Milo’s eyes widened as if looking at a monster.

Ian shook his head.

“No, just a feeling. It felt like some kind of negative thought.”

Ian talked to Milo about what happened at the salon and the things he sensed during class earlier.

“A fragmented wave.”

Milo also focused on the hazy signal that seemed like some sort of sign.

“Strange. Why didn’t I see it?”

“Are you and I the same?”

“Why! What’s wrong if we’re the same!”

Milo had erupted in anger, but he still managed to say what needed to be said.

“I read in a book once that such things happen sometimes. People who can’t sense spirits yet can understand their thoughts.”

“Then, can they eventually control the spirits?”

“No, not at all. It’s a completely different matter.”

Ian was not particularly disappointed.

More than anything, he was curious as to why these thoughts were sensed in the first place.

“The question is why a sad thought was felt. Spirits share emotions with their contractors, so shouldn’t they show anger just like Ophelia?”

“The reason is simple.”

“What is it?”

“The owner doesn’t like it.”

‘What was that supposed to mean?’

Ian tilted his head in confusion. Milo chuckled with amusement.

“If the spirit’s temperament is so troublesome, even I would beat myself up with regret. If the owner always throws tantrums and acts hysterically, wouldn’t the spirit feel the same way? Maybe it’s sad about its fate of having signed a contract with the wrong person.”

“I shouldn’t have even asked.”

“Why are you worried about it anyway when it’s obvious she’s going to be expelled? Unless you have feelings for Ophelia?”

“Stop.”

Ian sighed and closed his mouth. The question did not merit a response.

Ophelia’s appearance was undeniably striking.

However, her peculiar nature did not permit a serious approach from any suitor.

Only the proverbial flies aiming for a fleeting night and sycophants of power lingered around her.

Ian abruptly turned around.

“Where are you going?”

“To see Professor Frost.”

“Don’t meddle unnecessarily; you might get caught up in trouble!”

Ian smiled at that remark. His expression clearly conveyed, ‘Why would I?’.

Milo recognized the hidden meaning behind Ian’s smile and sighed.

“Of course, you have Isera as your senior. My apologies. I misunderstood. Hey! You fortunate guy! What did you do in your past life? Did you save a country or something?”

“Stop talking nonsense and go take a nap.”

“Yes. What about dinner?”

“Let’s eat together. Pick the menu.”

Ian headed straight to Professor Frost’s laboratory.

* * *

“Hello, Professor.”

“What brings you here, Ian?”

“I have some questions and wanted to pay my respects.”

Professor Frost, as if nothing was out of the ordinary, gestured for Ian to take a seat.

Despite being human and subject to emotions, he remained exceptionally calm.

It was Professor Frost who brought up the main topic.

“The investigation into the Hamel Trading Company is underway. The results should be out by next week.”

“I see. I tried to contact Mr. Frederick, but I haven’t received any response. It seems like something has gone awry.”

“Is that so?”

“I’m tracking Mr. Frederick’s whereabouts through a friend. I think I need to meet him in person.”

“Have you concluded that he’s hiding?”

“For now, yes.”

Ian shared everything he had seen and felt with Professor Frost. His account, grounded in logic and evidence, earned a nod from the professor.

“It seems this matter is more of an incident than an accident.”

“That’s what I think too.”

“But proceed with caution. If he’s hiding, it could also mean someone’s threatening him.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“And next, is it about Miss Ophelia?”

“……How did you know?”

Ian was genuinely surprised. Professor Frost leaned back into the sofa comfortably.

“When you eventually stand at the lectern, you’ll understand. From there, you can clearly see the students. When Ophelia lost control of her emotions, only one out of forty students reacted strangely.”

“……”

“Didn’t you sense something then, Ian Oracle?”
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“How did you know that someone sensed something?”

Professor Frost, before answering, tilted an old teapot to fill a cup.

“I think I just explained that, didn’t I? There was a student who showed some strange reactions.”

“But it seems a bit much to conclude that they sensed something just from that…”

“You mean it’s hard to accept.”

Ian nodded.

Professor Frost poured tea into the cup in front of Ian this time. A fresh fragrance rose with the hot steam.

“Miss Ophelia experienced symptoms similar to a mana surge. Well, I’m not trying to suggest that this exculpates her actions, but I believe you might have sensed something.”

“You trust me a lot.”

“It’s been a month since you enrolled. Considering what you’ve shown us during that time, having some expectations isn’t unreasonable, is it?”

“That’s true.”

Ian discovered a connection between Professor Frost and his father.

However, neither Professor Frost nor Dean Jessica offered kindness that felt burdensome.

Instead, they endeavored to evaluate Ian’s abilities objectively.

Ian was genuinely grateful for that.

“I’m not here to defend Ophelia. I just came to consult with you about a peculiar experience I had.”

“A peculiar experience, huh.”

“When Ophelia got enraged, I saw something strange. It was like a shimmer of magical flow, but I couldn’t figure out what it was based on my knowledge.”

“Explain it to me in more detail.”

Ian explained everything to Professor Frost, except the capabilities of his glasses.


Professor Frost stroked his chin with an intrigued expression.

“Interesting, indeed. Such occurrences are rare. What do you suppose it might be?”

“I think it’s the power of a spirit.”

Professor Frost’s eyes sparkled.

“A spirit, you say. Why did you conclude it was a spirit?”

“Like I mentioned before, it was due to the shimmering magical flow.”

“If it’s a magical flow, couldn’t it just be the ordinary magic we commonly use?”

“If that was the case, I’d have seen a shimmer whenever others used magic. But it only appeared when Ophelia’s emotions erupted, which was strange. Above all, I sensed the presence of someone’s will.”

“A will, you say.”

“There was no one else who could send me telepathic thoughts at that time. Hence, I concluded there was a third presence, a spirit.”

“Hmm, your reasoning is clear.”

If this were just a neighborhood market, his statement would’ve been dismissed as nonsense.

However, this was the Royal Academy.

More specifically, the Department of Magic, where students gifted in magic gathered.

The idea of someone contracted to spirits wasn’t outlandish.

Yet, the question remained why Ophelia was hiding her spirit.

Occasionally, senior spirit mages were seen openly moving about with their spirits.

Being able to command a spirit was incredible in itself.

“Professor, did you not sense anything at that time?”

“Regrettably, I’m not a spirit mage.”


It appeared Professor Frost only sensed the magic.

After a brief pause, he organized his thoughts and spoke.

“Your story is fascinating, but it’s merely a hypothesis. Hypotheses are supposed to undergo verification before establishing them as theories.”

“I understand that well. Do you possibly know if Ophelia is a spirit mage?”

“I don’t. If she’s tried to hide it, she could manage that. Perhaps Professor Elena from the Major in Spirit Magic sensed something, but…”

The matter could escalate from there. Besides Professor Elena, Ian didn’t know any other professors from the Major in Spirit Magic.

And this was about magic, possibly even a secret family power.

Seeking someone with no prior connection to investigate it would be a profound discourtesy.

“But it’s too soon to be disappointed, Ian Oracle.”

“Too soon to be disappointed?”

“A theory is foundational knowledge for all magic. The benefit is that it leaves room for engagement, regardless of the field.”

“You mean…”

“If it’s troublesome to seek help from others, why not observe directly? You might resolve the matter by having an honest conversation with Miss Ophelia.”

Have a conversation? And frankly, at that?

While Ian blinked, puzzled, Professor Frost began jotting down something on a paper.

A little later, a densely packed list of books was completed.

He handed the paper to Ian.

“These references should be useful. You might want to read them before having that conversation.”

“But, Professor, there’s a fundamental problem before that.”

“What is it?”


“Ophelia won’t meet me. We’re not on good terms, you see.”

“Hahaha. Don’t worry too much about that. Even if she doesn’t want to meet you, she will have no choice but to meet you.”

After delivering this meaningful remark, Professor Frost picked up his teacup and savored the tea.

This was the extent of his advice.

* * *

That night, Ian entered the Great Library as he usually did.

The knights guarding the place no longer glared at Ian with hostility.

However, if there was something different from usual, it was his destination.

Instead of the ancient magic section, where he usually spent hours until dawn, he moved towards the spirit magic section.

‘It’s quiet here as well.’

Spirit magic was literally a magic that only the chosen could wield.

Therefore, Ian could read the books quietly without anyone meddling.

‘Spirits use languages as well. Then, what I sensed was not a thought, but the language of the spirits?’

He judged that there was a strong possibility.

The powers of the glasses, as revealed so far, translated ancient languages related to magic.

In other words, they had abilities related to written words.

There were mainly two kinds of spirit language.

Among them, spoken language followed the language of the contractor.

If one used the continental common language, the spirit used the common language too and would use dialects if the contractor did.

‘But written language seems to be a bit different.’

Written language was the literal characters used by spirits.

Characters were visual symbols.

Humans primarily used black pens to write words and convey meanings.

However, spirits did not use ink like humans.

They reportedly scattered unique letters through the use of mana and this letter system was said to be very profound.

‘However, this theory is merely a hypothesis.’

Spirit magic was not as researched as general magic. Especially regarding the spirit language, very little was known.

‘So, could it be why I didn’t understand the meaning? Was what I thought to be a thought actually the spoken language of the spirits? Or…’

The nature of it was still unclear.

To find out for sure, Ian had to confront it directly, just as Professor Frost suggested.

‘Anyway, if the spirit letters relate to magic writing, it’s not strange that they appear through the glasses.’

Ian grew certain of his intuition.

Eventually, he knew which parts to omit and which parts to pay attention to.

The once abundant list of books gradually diminished.

‘This should be enough.’

Ian put the book back in its place and left the section.

He wasn’t aiming to master spirit magic. If he could learn the characteristics and habits of spirits, it might help solve the problem more easily.

‘Of course, this presupposes that Ophelia is a spirit mage.’

When he stepped outside, the dawn starlight was already bright.

Yet, he felt refreshed.

He felt he was nearing the answer to the puzzle that had been troubling him.

‘But will Ophelia agree to meet me? I can’t imagine it.’

Ian couldn’t shake off this doubt until he returned to his dormitory room.

But as soon as he laid down on his bed, a plausible idea came to him.

‘Is it because of that reason?’

Ian caught onto the thread.

From there, everything unfolded smoothly.

Various clues swirled in his mind, forming a clear proposition.

‘It’s worth trying.’

And then, the dawn broke.

Ian hadn’t slept much. However, he greeted the morning feeling more refreshed than ever.

Milo seemed to be out exercising, as he was nowhere to be seen, and Edel was immersed in battling with books early in the morning.

He had gladly accepted Isera’s suggestion.

He gave his all to pass the entrance exam.

“Big news!”

Milo burst into the dorm room.

Both Ian and Edel turned their gaze towards him in unison.

“Ophelia’s been confined to a solitary cell!”

“Confined, you say?”

“She’s being isolated for three days until the disciplinary committee finishes? Rumors are spreading that the knights took her!”

“Oh my. Knights?”

Edel covered his surprised mouth with his hand.

Ian, on the other hand, remained calm.

He knew Ophelia was going to be subject to discretionary measures. Although it was called solitary confinement, it actually meant relaxing in a rather spacious and pleasant area for about three days.

They aimed to prevent the hassle in advance if she recklessly left the academy to hide with her family, while also somewhat preserving the family’s dignity.

Until the official decision from the disciplinary committee concluded, she could not leave that place.

This meant a conclusion was expected within three days.

“Where is she confined?”

“I heard she was taken to the academy’s Security Solitary Building. Why do you ask?”

“I’m thinking of visiting her.”

Ian rose from his seat, startling Milo who grabbed onto him.

“Visiting? Are you unwell? And visiting Ophelia of all people?”

“I need to confirm something.”

“What do you need to confirm? Well, do you think Ophelia will even agree to see you?”

“She won’t be able to refuse.”

Ian smiled slyly, a grin that sent chills down Milo’s spine.

“What kind of confidence is this? Are you planning to win with your looks? You sly devil!”

“It’s not like that. It won’t be a loss for Ophelia either.”

“And what might that be?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

Ian left the dorm room.

Although he had been perplexed until he lay down to sleep, he realized the true meaning of Professor Frost’s words this morning.

Now, he brimmed with confidence. He was certain Ophelia would not avoid meeting him.

‘She must not avoid me in order to survive.’

* * *

In a luxurious parlor, Ophelia sat on the sofa, lost in thought.

‘I have shamed my family. I… who was called a genius…’

Tears welled up in her eyes.

She didn’t quite understand why her emotions had exploded, although there was something she could guess. But she didn’t want to admit it.

She believed it was a blessing.

It felt like a dream, as if she had fallen into a half-sleep and encountered a nightmare. The reality of it was hard to accept.

Yet, looking at the firmly closed door, she couldn’t deny the reality.

A sturdy lock secured the door, and two skilled knights stood guard.

‘The word must have reached my family by now, right?’

If the fact spread that a direct descendant of the honorable Drias Marquis family of the kingdom had opposed a professor and ended up in solitary confinement, it would create a scandal.

If she were expelled from the academy, it would mark the first expulsion in the history of the Drias family, an indelible disgrace.

‘It’s all because of this wretched power!’

Rage surged within Ophelia’s chest.

A hot sensation swirled inside her.

Simultaneously, a seizure began. The power of water, which contradicted fire, pleaded for its life.

‘Just die… Let me die like this!’

The scream of water echoed, yet no one could hear its cry.

‘It’s all your fault! If I hadn’t met you…’

Clink!

At that moment, the sound of the lock opening was heard. Soon, a knight entered the room.

“Ophelia, you have a visitor.”

“Who is it? Is it someone from the family?”

“The visitor is Ian Oracle.”

Ophelia’s expression twisted, but she lacked the strength to be angry anymore.

Her shoulders slumped.

“I don’t want to see anyone right now. Send him back.”

The knight hesitated for a moment.

However, he recalled the request from Sergeant Jim of the security team: if she refused, relay these words, and Ian would make a special potion for him in return.

“He told me if you wish to leave this place, you should meet with him.”

“What did you say?”

Ophelia’s eyes quivered intensely.
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“Alright. I’ll meet him.”

“Please wait a moment.”

Sergeant Jim stepped out, and soon returned with Ian Oracle.

“The meeting time is one hour. Please adhere to it.”

“Thank you.”

Only then did Sergeant Jim smile.

The potion that Ian had newly developed possessed an oddly addictive quality.

The refreshing sensation it provided, especially when consumed after sweating profusely, was incomparable.

“When will that item be ready?”

“I’ll bring it to you by tomorrow.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

Soon, sergeant Jim exited, leaving Ian and Ophelia alone.

“……”

Ophelia turned her gaze away, deliberately avoiding Ian.

Yet, Ian recognized that all her attention was open and directed towards him.

“I’m sorry things have turned out this way.”

At Ian’s words, Ophelia snapped her head around.

Her eyes were filled with defiance.

“What are you up to? Did you come here to mock me?”

“That’s not it. I thought we could have a productive conversation.”


Ian laughed leisurely.

Ophelia found his laughter irritating.

The heir of a humble family dared to act arrogantly in front of her.

Still, she admitted she was curious.

Ian had clearly stated this: ‘If you want to get out of here, you should meet me.’ It meant he had a way to get her out of this place.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. Do you really think you have the power to get me out of here? Do you not understand how serious insubordination is?”

“You didn’t seem to understand how serious it was either.”

“……”

“If you cooperate, I will help you.”

Ophelia bit her lip tightly.

If she let herself get caught up in this, she wouldn’t have a word to say while being dragged around by Ian.

“But.”

If only she could get out of here, if only the disciplinary committee would impose a light penalty like house arrest, she was ready to do anything.

Whatever it took, she could not afford to let her family’s reputation fall.

It wasn’t out of loyalty to the family.

Simply put, it was a matter of pride.

“What exactly do you mean by a productive conversation? It might be beneficial to me, but I can’t understand how it would benefit you.”

“From your perspective, it might not seem like much, but for me, it has clear advantages.”

“Are you suggesting you want money?”

“That’s not it.”


Ian deliberately kept his words brief.

This was part of his plan to ensure Ophelia could no longer treat him dismissively.

“However, there is a condition.”

“Speak.”

“You must not lie to me and do not speak harshly.”

Ophelia bit her lip hard once more.

But then a thought emerged.

Not even Sebastian, whom she once considered her ally, had come to visit her.

He’s probably trying to protect himself.

She understood it logically. Such was the nature of family interests.

The Marquis of Kent would not wish to be involved in this matter.

Her heart, however, couldn’t understand.

She was furious.

Yet the heir of the Oracle Family, whom she had always belittled, had come to see her.

Claiming to have a way to help her leave this place.

Ophelia, who had lived her entire life without wanting for anything, realized that this was the moment to think, ‘What do I have to lose?’

So Ophelia nodded.

“I accept the condition.”

“First, I need to confirm something. You made a pact with a spirit, didn’t you?”

Suddenly, Ophelia was stunned, as if she had been caught off guard by an unexpected revelation.


Then her eyes widened.

It was a look of shock, like someone whose well-kept secret had been discovered.

‘I knew it, she really did make a pact with a spirit.’

Ian was certain of it.

He realized that all the hypotheses he had formed so far were spot on.

Ophelia was a spirit mage, and she had come here due to troubles related to it.

“How… how did you…”

“If you help me observe and feel the spirit, I can report the fact to the disciplinary committee. I could even write a report if necessary. If the problem is a mana outburst due to disharmony with the spirit, the disciplinary committee might take it into consideration.”

“Hmph. You think someone like you could feel a spirit?”

“When you had that bet with Sebastian in the salon, and when you stood up to Professor Frost, I’m certain the spirit’s voice echoed. I sensed it.”

“Nonsense!”

Ophelia jumped to her feet in frustration.

But Ian only smiled, not giving in to her pace.

“You might not want to believe it, but it’s true. If it were a lie, why would I go through the trouble of coming here?”

Ian gestured for her to sit down.

Remarkably, Ophelia responded to the gesture and sank back into her seat.

“And the impression I got from that voice was extremely negative. Almost like a scream.”

“…”

“From what I’ve learned, it’s not uncommon for disharmony to occur between a spirit mage and their spirit. It happens when the mage’s character or habits don’t match the spirit’s traits. Isn’t that right?”

Ophelia lowered her head.

Ian’s deductions were all correct.

Every time her emotions ran high, aside from the two times Ian perceived the spirit’s presence, the spirit would inevitably scream.

Simply put, it was due to her frequent anger.

Ophelia was inherently more compatible with fire-based magic, even though she had formed a bond with a water spirit at a young age.

In her childish ways back then, she hastily made the pact, but her selfish nature, devoid of consideration for others, ultimately tormented the spirit.

Usually, when mages make a pact with a spirit, their specialty aligns with the spirit’s attribute.

If they make a pact with a water spirit, they practice water-based magic; with a fire spirit, fire-based magic; and the same goes for earth and wind spirits.

However, Ophelia did not follow those norms.

“Because you are a person who is very self-absorbed. You heard the spirit’s voice and chose to ignore it. As a spirit mage, you lack the essential qualifications.”

“Why should I bother listening to something like that?”

“Don’t fool yourself. You didn’t choose the spirit; the spirit chose you. Not anyone can receive a spirit’s blessing. Do you know what that means?”

“What do I care?”

“It means it’s not something for you to dismiss. A spirit follows you, but you should be the one following the spirit.”

“…”

“People who don’t understand spirits think of them as subordinates. But high-level spirit mages unanimously say this: Spirits are partners.”

“I…”

“Once a spirit chooses a partner, they can’t break the contract. Breaking it leads to their dissolution in the natural world. Eventually, it means waiting until your lifespan ends for the contract to naturally dissolve. Does that sound easy?”

Mages live long lives.

Especially high-level mages who sometimes even grow younger. With Ophelia’s level of talent, a hundred years would be trivial.

“Shut up! Don’t talk about it as if it’s so simple!”

“I told you not to speak harshly, didn’t I? If you keep disregarding that, I might just have to leave.”

“…”

The patronizing tone of his words drove her mad.

It was a story she had heard often before.

Very few people knew that Ophelia had made a pact with a spirit, but every one of them guided her to the right path.

A spirit is your friend.

Treat it kindly as it is precious.

Ultimately, you must become one with the spirit.

But her position as a cherished daughter monopolizing her family’s power and love, combined with her unique arrogance, ruined things.

As Ophelia grew, she stopped listening to the spirit’s words.

In the end, she concealed the fact that she had made a pact with a spirit.

“I understand. You are more accustomed to commanding than collaborating; you enjoy being the sole focus of attention. But it can’t continue like this. It only leads to mutual suffering.”

Ophelia covered her face with both hands. A deep sigh escaped her.

“… If there’s a way, I want to break the contract.”

“There is no way.”

Ian declared firmly.

Ophelia’s emotions were once again shaken, and she felt like crying her heart out.

“Why are you trying to kick away the blessing of the gods? Other mages can’t become spirit summoners even if they want to. You have to be chosen multiple times to control spirits.”

“It doesn’t suit my taste.”

“Magic isn’t a noble’s refined hobby, Ophelia. If you’re going to talk about taste, do it in front of the maids at the mansion.”

“…”

“You are a mage. You must conform to nature and accept its power to give meaning to your existence.”

“You.”

Ophelia withdrew her hand, her eyes red and brimming with tears.

“How can you speak so recklessly? Have you considered my position?”

“I have. That’s why I’m here.”

“…”

“To be honest, I’m not the kind of person who offers a hand to someone who dislikes me.”

Ophelia was taken aback.

She had never been confronted face-to-face by anyone she had tormented with such disdain before.

“But if it weren’t for you… I wouldn’t have heard the spirits’ thoughts. That much is clear. So, this is closer to helping myself than helping you. Don’t be mistaken. The only person who will move for you right now is yourself.”

Ian drew a clear line.

The effect was obvious.

In the end, Ophelia gave up everything. Even if she waited, Sebastian would not come.

“What should I do?”

“Summon the spirit.”

Ophelia closed her eyes, resigned.

Soon, Ian felt a blue haze rising before his glasses.

Whoosh!

The sound of water overflowing reverberated.

The haze transformed into droplets.

Eventually, this energy floated in the air, swirling into a singular entity.

A wondrous sight he had never seen before in his life.

‘Is this a spirit?’

Soon, a blue, transparent spirit appeared before Ian’s eyes.

Emerging unclad and beautiful was the water spirit.

Yet, the expression of the water spirit, which symbolized life and vitality, was filled with despair.

“Undine.”

Ian spoke to it but Undine showed no response.

It behaved as if no one was in front of it.

However, Ian did not give up.

‘I still can’t communicate. I can only understand through letters. There must be traces of the spirit language. Let’s find the pattern I saw in the classroom.’

Ian adjusted his glasses and moved his face closer to observe intently.

He closely examined the magical particles scattering around Undine.

‘Indeed, there’s a segmented wave. It’s definitely spirit language. If I can just understand this…’

Though less distinct than the haze, countless characters were swirling near Undine’s form.

Ian concentrated harder, relying even more on his glasses.

But that alone was insufficient.

‘Be more daring.’

He eventually reached out and touched Undine.

Squish!

It felt as if he was touching something softer than water, and suddenly, an indescribable, peculiar sensation began at his fingertips.

‘What is this sensation?’

A refreshing breeze seemed to blow, filling his body with vitality.

It was a sensation of cleansing past burdens and being replaced by something invigorating.

The refreshing sensation that started from his hand touching Undine soon spread throughout Ian’s body.

‘It’s amazing!’

Even though he was surprised by the sudden change in sensation, Ian calmly accepted it.

He realized it was a part of nature.

And when all the changes subsided, his glasses once again created a miracle.

『No, it’s hot. Let go. Please.』

At last, he began to see the spirit’s language.
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Ian realized for the first time that a connection point had been created between himself and the spirit.

“So, is this pair of glasses the medium?”

Otherwise, he would not have been able to touch Undine merely by stretching out his hand.

To see a spirit and to touch one were entirely different stories.

Without materialization, spirits might just be dismissed as illusions, but Ian could distinctly feel the soft texture of water.

It wasn’t water.

It was nature in the form of water.

‘The important thing is a foundation has been laid for the spirit, no, Undine, to recognize me. There’s no need to worry about anything else. I just have to get Undine to look at me.’

Ian stared intently at Undine.

However, Undine’s gaze was still directed at the void. Their eyes had yet to meet.

‘Now it’s my turn to convey my intentions. In a way that Undine can understand.’

It wasn’t as if there were no methods available.

There had been a slight change just after Ian touched Undine. Ian absorbed the refreshing aura entirely.

As a result, Ian became aware of the characteristics and means of expression of the spirit language.

It was as if dense knowledge had been injected into his brain.

In myths passed down orally, it was said that there were such devices in ancient times.

A marvelous device where, by simply attaching a small object filled with all knowledge to a person, the knowledge would automatically enter the mind without having to spend time studying.

Myths tend to be exaggerated.

Additionally, they often get adapted as they pass through numerous hands.

Yet, when Ian absorbed the refreshing aura, he couldn’t help but recall that myth.


It was something inexplicable with modern magical theory.

That dense aura contained a remarkable amount of information.

Basic concepts about spirits, relationships with nature, and even private aspects like emotions.

Of course, comprehending all this knowledge was incredibly challenging.

There were intuitive contents that were difficult to regard as knowledge.

But it was enjoyable.

Even though he was experiencing an indescribable mystery, he felt no fear. He simply trusted the power of the glasses.

“Let’s do this!”

Ian stirred his mana.

Ziiing!

No special gestures were necessary.

A meticulously calculated spell was both wasteful and extravagant.

All that was required was to express mana according to his will.

Ian recalled the structure of the spirit script learned from the refreshing aura.

Simultaneously, Ian’s hand moved.

Swish, swish, swish!

Geometric patterns began to inscribe themselves in midair.

More precisely, right in front of Undine.

The radiant glow of mana glittered before Undine’s eyes, captivating her.

“Calm down. You are not alone.”


Ian’s spirit language conveyed these words. At the same time, Undine’s previously cloudy eyes moved.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Ian Oracle. I’ve come to help you.”

Finally, the spirit shifted its gaze from the spirit script formed by mana to look at Ian.

Incredibly, Undine began to move.

She advanced a little closer to Ian and started to examine his face and entire body.

“You’re a human unblessed by nature. How is it that I can see you?”

Ian quickly waved his hand and crafted new spirit language.

“That’s not what’s important. You’re in trouble, and I’m thinking of helping you.”

The spirit stared intently at Ian.

From Undine’s perspective, it was incomprehensible.

An unblessed human was speaking to her in a way she had never witnessed before.

Even humans blessed by nature could not handle the spirit language with such freedom.

Her curiosity piqued the Undine.

“Human. Why do you want to help me?”

“Because I heard your voice.”

“Just hearing a voice doesn’t mean everyone will help.”

Ian looked toward Ophelia.

She seemed resigned, her eyes lowered.

Though he did not know the language of spirits, Ian could sense the meaning the Undine conveyed due to their shared emotions.


The words the Undine just said were also a rebuke directed at Ophelia.

“They’re not getting along as well as I thought.”

Ian resolved to solve the issue with more caution.

Even then, Ian pondered ways that could also benefit him.

“Communicating through text like this is cumbersome. Isn’t there another way? I want to connect directly with you.”

“Humans are greedy beings. They exploit nature without care and respect. They don’t listen to the voices of nature; they just use it.”

“I’m different.”

The Undine hesitated.

Her eyes, which seemed to contain the life of the beginning, stared intently at Ian.

“You are human too.”

“But I’m also a mage. As I said before, I heard your voice. It was a terribly painful voice. However, not all humans act as you think. Sometimes, they reach out to help those in danger.”

“My Master is also human, but denied me.”

Her voice was more dejected than ever.

She referred to Ophelia’s concealment of their contract.

For a spirit excited about exploring the world with her Master, it must have been quite a shock.

But Ian smiled.

“I do not deny you. On the honor of my family’s name and my pride as a mage.”

Water spirits are gentler than other spirits.

Since ancient times, water and the ocean have symbolized a mother. Thus, they have a character capable of embracing everything.

Embracing is a profound word.

Whether the other shows favor or harbors malice, one must embrace it all like destiny.

That’s why the Undine eventually accepted Ian’s proposal.

“May you be blessed.”

She extended her hands towards Ian. The blessing of the Undine flowed from her hands and instantly enveloped Ian.

An endless expanse of the ocean appeared before him.

From time to time, he saw rain and snow falling from the sky.

He also saw clear streams flowing through valleys, and calm waters filling lakes.

Every image of water that existed in this world was being etched into Ian’s mind.

Having never swum before, he now felt confident in swimming better than anyone.

Diving posed no issue.

In truth, Ian had feared water since childhood. But now, it was different.

Rather, he found himself wanting to lie on the water in a lake, looking up at the sky and spending time.

All the images about water accumulated over 19 years had drastically changed.

From negative to positive.

From fear to happiness.

Such was the blessing of the spirit.

Eventually, Ian opened his eyes.

“Can you hear my voice?”

A gentle and compassionate female voice. Though the Undine didn’t move her lips, the message came through clearly.

It was completely different from a moment ago.

It had felt curt and unstable earlier, but now it carried a gentle and compassionate tone.

Finally, he had succeeded in complete communion.

“I hear you well. Thank you, Undine.”

“You have received the blessing of a spirit. You will now be able to converse more freely with nature.”

In short, it meant Ian could become a spirit mage.

“This is truly the greatest gift to someone who researches magic.”

“And not only that. I’m experiencing communicating with a human in this way for the first time. There might not be any other spirit with such experience in the spirit world.”

“That would be the same for us. Still, it is fortunate. Thank you for opening your heart to us.”

Undine smiled gently.

She seemed like a completely different spirit.

Ian guessed that it might not just be about opening hearts, but rather a change caused by their enhanced affinity with each other.

A new research project came to mind, and his heart fluttered with excitement.

“Ian Oracle, I am moved by your courage and wisdom. On the other hand, I was curious. How can a human so different from the Master I chose exist?”

It was indeed an unusual case. Most spirit summoners cherished and loved their spirits.

“Undine, can Ophelia also hear our conversation?”

“She cannot hear.”

Ian nodded.

“Humans possess as many diverse personalities as there are individuals. There are those who are prideful, and those who are full of consideration. I’m not trying to defend her, but perhaps Ophelia’s upbringing and personal nature led to this situation.”

“I do not resent my Master.”

“That’s unexpected.”

During their conversation in the spirit language, it felt like Undine was coldly criticizing.

Apparently, it had been a misunderstanding.

On reflection, all written communication is like that.

There is no better way to convey thoughts and emotions than by seeing and speaking directly.

Expressions, gestures, and non-verbal cues like eye contact are crucial.

But such nuances do not transfer to letters.

That’s why there is a sense of incongruity from that difference.

“I was sad. When I first came into the human world and met my Master, I was overjoyed to make a pact. But that joy didn’t last. My Master distanced herself, tormented me, and belittled me.”

“And yet you say you don’t resent her?”

“Because it’s my destiny.”

With that one word, Ian understood why spirits couldn’t unilaterally sever contracts.

They were beings that accepted everything as their fate.

‘Truly, like nature itself.’

But it wasn’t the time to be impressed right now.

“So, when you say you first came into the human world, does that mean Ophelia is your first contractor?”

“Yes, I am a spirit not long born.”

“You seem quite mature.”

“Spirits do not age. We are complete beings and vanish as such.”

“So it was a mistake to choose your contractor for the first time.”

“No.”

Undine smiled as if recalling the day she first met Ophelia.

“My Master was a cute child. She was very interested in nature and had a beautiful smile.”

“I can’t imagine that.”

“As you said earlier, her environment had a negative influence on her. Her family was very strict.”

The story that followed unfolded as Ian had speculated.

After she denied the pact and devoted herself to fire magic, Undine had to endure painful days.

“Initially, we depended on each other and maintained a good relationship, but my Master changed as she grew older. The kindness was gone, and the innocence disappeared. Her love for nature as well…”

“What a pity.”

“And now she wishes to sever the contract with me. I can do nothing but face each miserable day watching her wither away.”

“That won’t happen.”

Ian flashed a mischievous smile.

Undine moved a little closer to him.

“Perhaps, are you considering choosing me?”

“I’m not sure if that’s possible. Even if it is, I won’t do it. Your Master is Ophelia.”

“Then…”

“Ophelia is clumsy. She pretends to be smart, but in reality, she’s fragile and weak.”

“True, Ian. You seem to be a very wise person.”

“Ophelia has most likely lived by discarding everything that displeased her. But now it’s time she changes that habit.”

“Is that even possible?”

“Your Master is in a difficult situation right now. I will help resolve that situation. During that process, this issue will naturally be resolved.”

Undine turned her head to look at Ophelia.

Her resigned expression conveyed the gravity of the situation.

“Your Master has agreed to cooperate. Now it’s up to your will.”

“I will do it. For my Master.”

Undine clasped her hands tightly.
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Fortunately, the spirit had been concerned about its Master.

Reconnecting the hearts of these two distanced beings might have been a daunting task, but it was still worth attempting.

“Thank you for your help, Ian Oracle.”

“It might be tough, but hang in there a little longer. Good days will come soon.”

The Undine slightly nodded and vanished again. At the same time, Ophelia flinched and clasped her hands to her chest.

“What on earth… did you do?”

“Why?”

“It somehow… feels stable now.”

Thanks to the Undine finding hope, psychological stability reemerged.

It had been a long time since Ophelia felt such peace.

She could barely remember when she last felt it, but it was surely a warm feeling she experienced at some point, possibly when she first met the spirit.

“I had a chat with the Undine.”

“What? That’s impossible! You only sensed its thoughts, right? How did you suddenly manage to converse with it? You’re not a spirit mage, are you? Don’t lie!”

Ophelia shouted angrily, but Ian’s expression remained unchanged.

He simply crossed his arms and stared at Ophelia.

“Oh…”

Ophelia realized and accepted it herself. That wasn’t the demeanor of someone lying, nor was she in a position to shout.

“You need to acknowledge what you must, or anger will pile up in your heart. Eventually, its negative influence reaches the spirit. Why don’t you know such simple things, even though you’re said to be a genius?”

“Don’t meddle.”

“Is that so? Then should I stop?”


Ian got up from his seat without hesitation, and Ophelia, surprised, hurriedly blocked his way.

“W-Wait! You said you would help!”

“I did indeed.”

“What are you going to do if you just leave like this?”

Ian tilted his head slightly.

“You’re the one who asked, not me.”

“What?”

“Is that the attitude of someone making a request?”

Ophelia bit her lip but soon lowered her head. She was on thin ice as it was after already being warned about raising her voice one more time.

“P-Please…”

“That’s right. You should have asked like that from the beginning.”

Ian sat back down and started to recount his conversation with the Undine.

Each word pierced Ophelia’s heart. Her fists, resting on her lap, clenched tightly.

“Despite its torment, the Undine still cherishes and worries about you as its Master. It truly is a mature spirit. So, you’re not too late yet.”

“Let’s be honest. Without the spirit, I wouldn’t have been trapped here in the first place.”

“Do you really think that? Wasn’t it the spirit itself that helped you Master magic better? If you hadn’t contracted with the spirit, you might not have even been accepted into the Department of Magic.”

“…”

Ophelia couldn’t respond. It was evident that the spirit aided her magical learning and practice.

The mere act of contracting with a spirit greatly magnifies the practitioner’s mana and affinity.

Nobles without natural talent for magic often ended up in the Faculty of Natural Sciences.


High-born noblewomen often excelled there, where no special talent was required and there were plenty of opportunities to meet people.

With the distinguished Drias Marquisate as her backdrop, reigning as the queen of the social scene wouldn’t have been difficult. Despite this, Ophelia chose the Department of Magic, indicating she held a lingering attachment to magic.

“Alright. Fine. Let’s say I admit that. Then how are you going to get me out of here?”

“Just claim, as I initially suggested, that you were in a magical rampage state due to disharmony with the spirit. If you plead magical and mental incapacity, there might be grounds for leniency.”

“Disharmony…”

“Exactly, it’s the truth, right? You hid the contract, and there are plenty of circumstantial evidence.”

From a summoner’s perspective, experiencing disharmony is a disgrace. If word got out, her reputation would be tarnished.

Yet Ophelia thought it was worth it if the incident could be resolved.

Now wasn’t the time to uphold pride.

“Will this alone be enough to escape punishment?”

“Of course, it’s difficult.”

“Then?”

“It’s not enough to just say, ‘I was in such a state, so forgive me.’ That only appeals to emotions. As an Academy student, you need to show a more active stance.”

Ophelia frowned.

No matter how she racked her brain, she couldn’t think of a way.

“Overcome the disharmony. Within a short period.”

“Do you think that’s… as easy as it sounds?”

“It’s difficult. But isn’t it better than facing the disciplinary committee’s punishment?”

She wasn’t confident.

However, Ian fully understood that his words were the correct solution.

It was something worth trying.


“Undine hasn’t lost hope yet. Make sure to communicate thoroughly with her.”

“But at this point…”

“Spirits are different from humans. They have no jealousy, no regrets. Naturally, they hold no grudges and only flow with the providence of nature and the currents of destiny. If you reach out first, she’ll appreciate it.”

“Alright. I’ll try.”

It was the first time she had looked so serious.

Ian thought he finally understood the meaning behind Undine’s words when she said that she had been kind and innocent when she was younger.

“There is a high possibility that Professor Elena will come as the investigator. You know you mustn’t lie, right?”

“I know.”

“And I’ll come here until the disciplinary committee convenes. I’ll document how close you’ve become with Undine. Today, take a good soak in the bathtub and think about how to resolve the disharmony.”

With his business concluded, Ian stood up.

Ophelia grabbed his arm.

“Why are you helping me? You haven’t mentioned what you stand to gain.”

“Nervous?”

“More than nervous…”

Ophelia clutched her collar. Her hands were trembling.

She seemed to misunderstand that he wanted to take advantage of her. Ian scratched his forehead, feeling he had to explain himself.

“I just wanted to talk to a spirit. Confirming that what I sensed was a spirit’s thought was enough for me.”

“For just that reason?”

The academy’s disciplinary committee was notorious for its severity.

It was best to avoid entanglements if possible, yet Ian had straightforwardly offered to help.

Ophelia, accustomed to only ever receiving, didn’t understand his actions.

“For just that reason? You might not sense it as a spirit mage, but feeling the energy of a spirit is truly a blessing from the heavens. It’s like having endless research themes pile up.”

“Then… can you now feel spirits, too?”

“Well, who knows?”

Ian took Ophelia’s hand from his arm and placed it back by her side.

“And there’s one more thing.”

“What is it?”

“Ophelia of the Drias Family can no longer lie to Ian Oracle. Nor can she use harsh words. Isn’t that enough?”

Ian stepped outside, closing the door behind him.

A harsh metallic click sounded as the lock turned. From beyond the door, Ian’s voice echoed.

“Make sure to take a hot bath.”

* * *

The next day, Ian returned to see Ophelia.

“How’s your condition?”

“It’s just… whatever.”

“Did you take a bath?”

“You pervert!”

Ophelia snapped back and turned her head away sharply, closer to her usual, disdainful self.

‘She’s improved quite a bit.’

Considering it was only a day’s change, it was remarkably positive.

Ian sat down with anticipation. He placed the notebook and pen he had brought with him on the side, ready to take notes.

The notebook was already filled to the brim.

He had organized various details after returning yesterday, including his conversations with Undine.

Ophelia glanced at the notebook in surprise, then quickly averted her gaze again.

Ian chuckled at this.

‘It seems inevitable that the fact I’ve been blessed by a spirit will be revealed.’

As he worked on his report, it became impossible to avoid discussing his interactions with Undine.

He found he wanted to write even more.

With just a bit more experience, Ian felt he could write a paper revealing the structure and characteristics of the spirit language.

More than anything.

‘If I’m lucky enough to form a contract with a spirit, it might resolve my Mana Concentration Disorder.’

It was an unprecedented approach he hadn’t tried before.

Previously, he had relied on researching ancient scripts to find a theoretical solution.

But yesterday, Ian received the spirit’s blessing from Undine.

That changed everything.

“Mr. Ian.”

At that moment, a cozy aura of water surrounded him.

Undine had appeared.

Somehow, the title “Mr.” had been added. Just as Ophelia had changed, Undine also seemed more relaxed.

“How is Ophelia doing?”

“She’s doing well. She’s still a bit clumsy but much improved from before. Yesterday, we had a long conversation for the first time.”

“The situation was that severe. Don’t worry, she’ll improve quickly.”

“By any chance… once this situation is resolved, won’t it all return to how it was before?”

“We agreed yesterday that you didn’t choose the wrong contractor.”

“That’s right.”

“Then trust her.”

Undine smiled.

For some reason, Undine felt a strong sense of camaraderie towards Ian.

“Was it intentional when you suggested taking a hot bath yesterday?”

“Partly.”

“It seems to have had an effect.”

“That’s a relief.”

Undine vanished.

Ophelia had reached out, forcibly dismissing the summoned spirit.

“Why are they muttering among themselves like that, making things uncomfortable?”

“That sounds rather harsh, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, it was just to myself!”

Ian barely managed to suppress a laugh. He wished he could show this scene to Milo.

“Now, shall we see the results? We must adhere to the visitation time.”

“I was just about to.”

“Try not to grumble too much.”

Ophelia stood up.

They were in a fairly spacious room.

Even if it was a form of confinement, the convenience expected by nobles could not be neglected.

Thus, Ophelia had enough space to perform her magic.

“Undine.”

Ophelia, holding her staff, summoned the spirit.

Her voice was slightly awkward. However, the spirit appeared almost immediately.

“Yes, Master.”

“Let’s do what we did yesterday.”

Ian sat comfortably, arms folded, watching Ophelia form the rune for the spell.

He recognized the pattern being drawn.

‘A Water Bolt, perhaps.’

It was the magic Professor Frost had demonstrated during a practical lesson before.

‘This alone wouldn’t be enough, though. Training in water-based magic just for Undine might seem contrived.’

What kind of result had she achieved?

Ian took notes while closely watching the completion of the spell rune. Until then, there was nothing particularly special.

『Water Bolt.』

With a resonant voice, a blue water orb formed on the staff.

Ian’s eyes sparkled with realization.

‘As expected.’

It wasn’t an ordinary Water Bolt.

The water orb began to gather intense heat, and steam started to form.

Hissssss!

Soon, it rotated clockwise, releasing steam in all directions.

The heat was intense.

It felt like a furious bull exhaling through its nostrils.

‘She’s done it.’

The water orb swelled as if it were about to burst. Just as it reached its extreme, Ophelia extended her staff.

Whoosh!

The Water Bolt struck the bookshelf.

Boom!

Hissssss…

The bookshelf shattered, and the papers tore and scattered into pieces. From the soaked paper, wisps of smoke rose.

It was a power that couldn’t be expected from a typical Water Bolt.

“What happened?”

The door opened, and guards burst in.

Sergeant Jim was on duty again today.

Ian raised his hands, offering an explanation.

“We were just conducting an experiment. It’s nothing to worry about.”

“You’re saying it’s nothing when the entire bookshelf has been blown away?”

“It will all be explained later at the committee meeting. Truly, it’s nothing.”

Sergeant Jim glanced suspiciously between Ian and Ophelia. Ophelia addressed him coolly.

“Repairs can be made, and with something even better.”

“… I’ll report to the higher-ups if there’s any more disturbance!”

The guards issued their warning and left.

Once the door closed, Ophelia glared at Ian.

“Is this enough?”

“Remarkable.”

“If you mention baths again, I’ll really kill you… No, not you, I mean…”

Fortunately, the restriction seemed to have been set successfully.
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Ophelia had aptly digested the hint that Ian had given her.

Adding ‘heat’ to the existing water-based magic.

Instead of abandoning fire-attribute magic, she had fused her specialty to fit the spirit attribute.

‘This might serve as a clue to solving the spirit disharmony. Even the professors would acknowledge it.’

Ian was internally impressed.

It had been something possible only in theory. The ability to have high mana and to apply it were entirely different issues.

Yet Ophelia had succeeded as if to showcase her brilliance.

‘This could become good research material for me as well. Although spirit disharmony is not a common issue, it would be suitable for a research paper.’

Although it wasn’t double-casting where two magics could be used simultaneously, it was still a difficult feat, without a doubt.

It involved combining opposite attributes.

However, Ophelia, proving her genius, had succeeded splendidly.

For now, she had only achieved something like a ‘Water Bolt’, yet she would eventually be capable of casting a variety of magic using the heat and pressure of steam.

‘At this rate, she might even be invited to Major in Spirit Magic.’

He was already gaining interest from the Magic Society as well as the Tower of Magic.

If he continued to publish papers on spirits, offers were bound to come.

Above all, if Ian were to defend Ophelia in the upcoming disciplinary committee, he could create a good impression with the professors.

But those happy thoughts were short-lived.

As Ian exited the Security Solitary Building, a shadow followed behind him.

“Well, well, who do we have here? Isn’t this our esteemed Professor Ian?”

A sarcastic voice came from behind.


Simultaneously, Prince Helios and his followers revealed themselves.

Ian ignored them and kept walking.

“Are you running away? Well, I heard you quit being a mage to become a lawyer. They say there’s been quite the commotion in the Department of Magic.”

Those words couldn’t be ignored.

Ian stopped and turned around.

“Is the curriculum in the martial arts faculty so lax? To the point where you have time to meddle in another faculty’s affairs? Or are you still holding onto some regrets about magic?”

“This bastard?”

“The crude way of speaking hasn’t changed. If there’s nothing else, I’m leaving.”

“A fun event is going to happen soon.”

Ian’s steps halted abruptly.

Helios, who had been somewhat agitated, was now smiling.

“What event?”

“You went on a dungeon exploration recently, right?”

“So what?”

“Didn’t it strike you as odd why the professors from the Department of Magic bothered to get you some real-world experience? If it didn’t, that’s disappointing.”

Helios and his followers each wore a sinister smirk. The atmosphere was taking an ominous turn.

“I’ll graciously grant you some info. We will meet soon. Officially. You’d better be well-prepared.”

“What is this……”

“Exchange Battle.”

Ian’s eyes widened in surprise.


The exchange battle was a type of practical training where the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts compete against each other.

Instead of competing within the same department, they would now face off against a different department.

As such, the pride of each department was at stake, and defeat was not an option.

Helios, handling his cherished sword instead of the academy’s sword, spoke.

“Let’s settle the fight that was left undecided. Surely, you won’t run to a senior this time? Exchange battles are part of the official curriculum. There will be no senior to pick up the handkerchief for you.”

“Cowardly bastard!”

“Get lost! You rookie mage!”

“Don’t go whining to your parents! Oh right, you don’t have any to whine to.”

“Hahahahahah!”

Helios and his group showered Ian with jeers before leaving.

Ian felt no need to fall for their provocation.

Above all else, he clearly understood one thing.

‘They’re jealous.’

Even as they scorned the kindness Isera showed toward Ian, their envy was apparent.

And Ian thought of it as a good opportunity instead. Opportunities to legally retaliate against an opponent came only a few times a year.

“You might be the one needing to ask for your handkerchief back. A lot has changed in the past month.”

Ian’s lips curled into a smile.

Unfortunately, Prince Helios did not see that smile.

* * *

A few days later, the disciplinary committee convened.


The fact that a disciplinary committee is being held at the academy itself is an unfortunate event.

Therefore, the expressions of the professors entering the meeting room were solemn.

Among them, the chairwoman of the committee is Dean Jessica.

Professor Frost, who is the subject of the report, also entered.

As the dean and other professors entered, there is one professor who caught Ian’s attention.

‘That person must be Professor Elena.’

She exuded an extraordinary power of nature. It is similar to that of an undine but on a completely different level.

Most notably, her attire clearly indicated she is a spirit mage.

She wore a daring dress designed with blue leaves. The dress perfectly encapsulated the essence of nature.

However, due to her petite stature, she appeared more cute than beautiful.

‘Milo’s information was correct. She looks no more than ten years old. Others might mistake her for a student.’

Despite this, Professor Elena is the one who led the Major in Spirit Magic.

Her actual age is not ten. Her growth stopped after she suffered a childhood fever, but she is thirty-two years old this year.

Of course, she frequently boasted about forming a contract with spirits due to that fever.

Her skill is top-notch in the academy.

And she never made a point of concealing her Spirit energy.

‘She handles two types of spirits, doesn’t she?’

Ian could sense her Spirit energy.

According to Milo’s information, Professor Elena handled wind spirits and earth spirits.

There is no limit to the number of spirits one could handle, but it is challenging to form contracts with more than two entities.

Both spirits that Professor Elena commanded were high-level.

Scholars broadly classified spirits into four levels: lower, middle, high, and spirit king levels.

It is well-known that the number of spirit mages is exceedingly rare.

Naturally, there were only a handful of genius spirit mages in the kingdom who had contracts with high-level or spirit king-level beings.

Yet, it isn’t particularly strange that a spirit mage with such abilities worked as a professor here.

Sonokin’s Royal Academy guaranteed the utmost authority and support.

At that moment, Ian made eye contact with Professor Elena.

“Oh my!?”

Professor Elena reacted.

Her clear, gem-like eyes scrutinized Ian.

She tilted her head in curiosity and seemed unable to take her eyes off Ian.

Even after she sat down, she twirled a strand of her hair while continuously gazing at him.

Eventually, she smiled effortlessly, as if she had found a fascinating toy, much like a child would.

‘… This is a bit overwhelming.’

Her gaze suggested she wanted to acquire him immediately.

She seemed to know that Ian was blessed by a spirit.

‘Still, this is a good opportunity for me.’

If Ian could catch Professor Elena’s attention in this setting, he might receive tips on forming spirit contracts.

While people saw him acting on behalf of Ophelia, in reality, he was meticulously planning for himself.

At that moment, the murmuring subsided.

Ophelia entered under the strict watch of two knights.

‘She looks to be in good condition.’

Her lips were firmly pressed, showing her stubbornness. Her unique elegance was still intact.

To Ian’s eyes, the symptoms of spirit disharmony seemed largely resolved.

“We will now begin the hearing on the professor’s defiance case.”

Thud, thud, thud.

Jessica struck the gavel three times.

“Professor Frost. Please outline the details of the case.”

“Yes.”

Rising from his seat, Professor Frost began to calmly recount the events.

The insubordination during class, especially the incident where mana was used to threaten a professor, was revealed in detail.

Sighs and groans emanated from the seats where the professors sat.

“The academy students are loyal subjects of His Majesty the King. Disobeying the professor trusted by His Majesty is a grave crime. Therefore, in accordance with the academy’s regulations, I request the expulsion of Ophelia Drias for threatening the authority of a professor through improper means.”

As expected, things proceeded this way.

Professor Frost had requested expulsion without exception.

Dean Jessica listened silently as he spoke.

Soon, she spoke up.

“Ophelia Drias.”

“Yes.”

“Is there anything incorrect in the summary that Professor Frost mentioned?”

“No, there isn’t.”

A quick, brisk answer.

The professors, along with the students seated in the gallery, began to murmur.

Even Sebastian, who would soon take the stand as a witness, narrowed his eyes.

With all faults admitted, there was no need for Sebastian to step forward.

“In that case, there is no need to set up the witness requested by Professor Frost.”

Sebastian, who had been uncomfortable with the situation, sighed in relief.

While Ophelia had been confined, he had never visited her. He feared that doing so might negatively impact the Marquis Kent.

Naturally, from Ophelia’s perspective, she could only feel betrayed.

“Trashy bastard.”

Her cold gaze was directed at Sebastian.

Naturally, Sebastian pretended to be ignorant.

“Life isn’t easy, Ophelia.”

Even if this hearing ended well, he wondered if the two could unite before the upcoming student council election.

“Ophelia Drias. If you admit to everything, will you accept the expulsion?”

Ophelia, who had turned her head again, replied accurately.

“It is an undeniable fact that I have brought shame to the Academy and the Professor’s honor. However, I would like to mention that there were circumstances for me as well.”

“Please, continue.”

“In fact, I am a spirit mage.”

The response of disbelief followed.

Among them, Professor Elena waved gleefully and smiled.

Ophelia explained why she had been hiding her spiritual powers.

“I have long experienced disharmony with my contracted spirit. Recently, these symptoms have worsened. During Professor Frost’s class, I suffered a temporary magical surge. Thus, unintentionally, I committed improper acts.”

“Do you not remember that time?”

“Not entirely, but most of it is unclear.”

The hearing took a new turn.

However, the academy’s professors were not regular people. As if anticipating Ophelia’s defense, they pulled out the cards they were holding.

“Professor Elena.”

“Yes, dean!”

Professor Elena hopped excitedly, raising her hand.

Dean Jessica looked troubled at the overly lively response.

“Is there theoretical evidence that spirit disharmony is related to magical surges?”

“There is, though it’s extremely rare!”

“… Professor Elena, this is a hearing. Please participate reverently.”

“Yes!”

Professor Elena blinked her big eyes and continued.

“Spirits are mysterious entities with self-awareness. They’re very cute and adorable!”

“Professor Elena.”

‘Pout…’

When Professor Elena’s eyes filled with tears, dean Jessica sighed and motioned for her to continue.

“Spirit energy is similar yet different from mana, so issues can arise between a contractor and a spirit. Therefore, magical surges are theoretically possible.”

“Is there a way to prove this?”

“There is! Elena can do it!”

At that moment, Ophelia raised her hand. Jessica, who had taken a breath, granted her permission to speak.

“Excuse me, dean. I would like to call a witness related to this.”

“A witness?”

“Ian Oracle, a first-year student at the Department of Magic. He has prepared a report.”

All eyes turned to Ian.

Only Dean Jessica cast a suspicious gaze at Professor Frost, who merely shrugged his shoulders with a smile.

“The request for a witness is granted. Ian Oracle, please step forward.”
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Finally, the long-awaited moment had arrived.

Ian straightened his collar as he stood up and walked to the witness stand prepared up front.

“Hehe~ You’re aspiring to join the Major in Spirit Magic, aren’t you?”

Professor Elena approached with a bright smile.

Ian returned the smile and nodded slightly.

“I’m not sure which spirit you resonate with, but there’s definitely a natural energy about you. Something tranquil yet brimming with vitality… could it be water?”

“I am not a spirit mage, and I’m aspiring towards Major in Theoretical Magic.”

“What! You’re aiming for the Major in Theoretical Magic?”

“Professor Elena, this is not a salon. Please refrain from personal conversations.”

It seemed that Dean Jessica was indeed quite intimidating. Professor Elena pouted slightly and stepped back.

Ian clasped his hands in front and stood neatly.

Dean Jessica questioned him earnestly.

“According to Ophelia, you prepared the report. Is that true?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Did you intend to assist Ophelia from the start?”

“I had no intention of actively helping. Rather, I became intrigued by the disharmony Ophelia was experiencing, and through exploring that issue, a solution emerged.”

Ian began to defend Ophelia while maintaining an appropriate distance.

Dean Jessica, casting another sharp look at Professor Frost, turned to question Ian again.

“Is the report prepared now?”

“Yes.”


“Given the importance of this matter, I will thoroughly review it here and then make a decision. Ian Oracle, please submit the report.”

Ian retrieved a bundle of documents from his possession and handed it to a knight, who then delivered it to Dean Jessica.

“Hmm…”

Dean Jessica’s speed-reading was impressive. She finished the 20-page report in less than five minutes.

“So Ophelia attempted to integrate her specialty in flame magic with the power of a water spirit to resolve the disharmony issue?”

“Yes, it can be demonstrated here.”

The sternness in Dean Jessica’s gaze softened somewhat.

“Ian Oracle.”

“Yes, dean.”

“To my knowledge, you should be unable to sense the forces of nature. Was I mistaken? According to this report, you can communicate with spirits.”

“It is true that I can communicate. However, there’s a bit of a story to it. It’s an issue unrelated to this matter, and if given a chance, I will explain it separately.”

“Understood. Now, Professor Elena.”

“Yes!”

“You mentioned earlier that you could prove magical overflow. How exactly would you prove it?”

“The method is simple. Just have a conversation with the spirit!”

A straightforward yet definitive approach.

Dean Jessica nodded and consulted the surrounding professors for their opinions.

“It seems like a reliable method. If Professor Elena conducts it, an accurate answer will be provided.”

“We trust she can offer an impartial judgment as she has no special relation with the Marquis of Drias.”

“I agree.”


The other professors also concurred.

Even for a high-ranking mage, conversing with spirits wasn’t easy. Unless the spirit manifested, all one could do was sense its presence.

In other words, officially, Professor Elena was the only one capable of having an in-depth conversation with a spirit at this moment.

Dean Jessica gestured towards Professor Elena.

“Proceed with the evidence now.”

“Yes! Now~ Miss Ophelia, don’t be too scared. Can you summon your cute and adorable spirit?”

On Ophelia’s shoulder, Undine made an appearance.

Upon revealing its form, Undine was admired by a few students for its beauty, though the professors observed the scene impassively.

Professor Elena waved her hand cheerfully to greet.

“Hello? Undine. I’m Elena!”

“Nice to meet you, ms. Elena. There’s a very familiar aura about you,” he said.

“Yeah. My friends are with me!” she replied.

A clearing of the throat was heard behind them. When Jessica urged her, Elena continued her question with a gloomy expression.

“Could you tell me what has happened so far?”

“Of course.”

Since Undine had used materialization, everyone could hear the spirit’s voice.

The story spanning over ten years, from the first time they encountered Ophelia until now, was condensed into a narrative.

Undine, with a calm demeanor, unraveled the tale in a way everyone could empathize with. Of the four elemental spirits, Undine possessed the power to evoke emotions.

“Hmm… So that’s how it was. Thank you, Undine,” she acknowledged.

“Ms. Elena, the Master has done nothing wrong. Everything is my fault. If only I were a fire spirit, this wouldn’t have happened!”


Undine confessed.

With those words, Ophelia lowered her head with a solemn expression.

“That’s not true. It’s no one’s fault. You just misunderstood each other, but everything is fine now!”

“You are truly a kind-hearted human.”

“Hehe, I hear that a lot!”

Once again, a clearing of the throat echoed from behind. Elena, puffing her cheeks, gestured with her hand.

“Let’s hang out again next time, Undine!”

Undine’s figure vanished. Jessica promptly inquired, “Professor Elena, what is your opinion?”

“It was indeed a magical surge. I could feel the sorrow, pain, and melancholy of the spirit. They must have gone through a tough time together.”

“I will review this report then,” she said as Professor Elena took Ian’s report and began to read it.

Though it was awkward, feeling like a child reading a thesis, she soon brightened up with a cheerful smile.

“Wow! This is a very well-written piece! Ian Oracle, wouldn’t you like to pursue a Major in Spirit Magic? I will mentor you thoroughly!”

“Professor Elena, I believe I mentioned avoiding personal discussions.”

“This is not personal talk! It’s for the Academy!” she insisted.

In any case, Professor Elena stepped back, but she couldn’t stop her eyes from glowing as she looked at Ian.

“What do the other professors think?” someone asked.

“Considering the gravity of the issue, expulsion should be the appropriate measure, but if elemental disharmony and a magical surge coincide, there’s room for understanding.”

“Indeed. It’s fortunate not to have gone berserk. If any other students were attacked, it could have been dangerous.”

“It is proof of exceptional self-control.”

“However, raising magic in front of a professor is a bit…”

“The Drias family need not be considered. We must handle this according to the Academy’s regulations.”

“Then expulsion seems to be the right course.”

The professors each voiced their opinions, split exactly in half. Until then, Professor Frost had not offered any opinion. Both Ian and Ophelia watched him closely.

As a stakeholder and a member of the disciplinary committee, his perspective was crucial.

“Professor Frost?” someone prompted.

“I would like to discuss the essence of the Academy.”

“The essence?” the person asked again.

Not only Jessica, the head, but everyone was curious about his response.

Professor Frost stood up from his seat.

“What is the purpose of establishing this academy? There’s no need to use lofty terms like ‘the hall of knowledge’. To learn what we do not know—that is what I believe is key.”

He walked deliberately, eventually standing before Ophelia.

“Isn’t this situation the same?” he asked, as if questioning Ophelia, then turned to face Jessica and the professors, spreading his arms wide.

“As a member of the disciplinary committee, it is right to mete out punishment. Yet before we are committee members, we are professors. Professors who teach and guide students at the academy. Many envy this prestigious job, but you all know well—being a professor is not a light responsibility.”

Professor Frost tapped his chest, right where his heart was.

“From that perspective, should we punish a student who has recognized their fault and is willing to embark on a new path? No. Shouldn’t we instead applaud them?”

Ophelia was taken aback by his words.

Professor Frost, whom Ophelia believed hated her and wanted her punished, was asking for forgiveness. Beyond forgiveness, he even suggested applause.

At that moment, her eyes grew warm.

Something hot and damp began to flow down her cheeks.

Ophelia hurriedly wiped her tears away with her sleeve.

“Therefore, I humbly request leniency for Miss Ophelia.”

After concluding his speech, Professor Frost returned to his seat.

Dean Jessica, after a moment of contemplation, made her decision.

“I will pronounce the sentence.”

Finally, the end had arrived.

Ophelia’s hands trembled.

She pressed her eyes shut.

That fleeting moment of silence from Dean Jessica felt eternal.

“Considering the severity of the matter, yet acknowledging the involuntary circumstances and her genuine remorse, I sentence her to 50 hours of community service within the school.”

Bang. Bang. Bang.

Dean Jessica tapped the gavel.

The disciplinary committee meeting was over.

Dean Jessica and the professors started to leave one by one.

Ian followed Professor Frost out.

“Professor Frost!”

Ian had something he was eager to ask.

Professor Frost paused, aligning his steps with Ian’s.

“Did you anticipate things would unfold this way, Professor?”

“Why do you think that?”

“When I visited you, it felt like you were giving me hints. Didn’t you say back then, that even if she didn’t want to meet me, she inevitably would?”

“No woman in the world dislikes a handsome man. It’s just natural law.”

“You even joke, Professor.”

Professor Frost smirked. He lightly patted Ian’s shoulder.

“Regrettably, Ian Oracle. Your hypothesis is incorrect. Had you not come to me, I wouldn’t have said such things, nor would we have reached this conclusion. In essence, it was your choices that crafted these results.”

“Listening to your speech earlier, and after hearing this, I’m now certain.”

“Certain of what?”

“You’re truly a professor, Professor.”

“Hahaha. Not a bad compliment to hear.”

“I wasn’t particularly aiming to aid Ophelia, but in the end, there was some result. Thanks to you, Professor.”

“Indeed, maybe that’s why Professor Elena took such an interest.”

Professor Frost was convinced that Ian was blessed by the spirits.

“So, are you going to major in spirit magic?”

“That’s not the case.”

“Why not!”

Professor Elena, hiding at the end of the hallway, quickly muffled her mouth.

The two men looked around where the sound had seemed to come from, but found no one.

“Anyhow, if you end up contracting with a spirit, the issues you’re facing might be resolved. Youth is indeed a wonderful thing, isn’t it?”

“You flatter me, Professor.”

“It might feel roundabout, but I hope this opportunity resolves your issues.”

Then, he gestured back.

Turning around, Ian saw Ophelia, finally free from the knights’ supervision.

As Professor Frost departed, Ophelia approached.

“It’s kind of annoying to say this… but uh, thank you… or whatever.”

“I can barely hear you.”

“Thank you!”

“It’s really difficult to get you to say thank you.”

“Don’t get it twisted! I’ll repay this debt completely one day!”

By now, Ophelia seemed to have gathered herself.

Truly, it’s odd for a person to change suddenly.

“That’s all right. There’s someone else you should thank. I’m leaving now.”

Ian began to follow the path Professor Frost had taken.

Ophelia found it strangely hard to tear her eyes away from the receding figure of Ian.

At that moment, Ophelia’s brows furrowed.

A child suddenly sprang from the hallway and started chasing after Ian.
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“Ian!”

Ian hesitated for a moment before turning around.

When he turned, he saw a little child looking up at him, eyes twinkling. The kind of look that made you feel like offering them candy would have them follow you anywhere.

Yet, this child was no ordinary child but Professor Elena of the Spirit Academy.

In fact, Ian had already noticed that Professor Elena was following him. It was impossible to ignore the powerful spirit energy emanating from her.

He gave a polite bow.

“Thank you for your help today. Thanks to you, I was able to clear up some misunderstandings.”

“Oh, no problem! I was actually quite impressed with how you stood up for your friend, Ian. It’s not easy to testify before the disciplinary committee.”

“I see.”

Elena chuckled and approached closer, her demeanor more disarming than Ian had expected.

He instinctively took a step back.

“Why, why are you backing away?”

“It’s nothing. You were actually watching earlier, weren’t you? I heard a voice in the corridor.”

“N-no!”

“So, you were.”

“N-no, I wasn’t!”

People passing by began to glance at them.

Anyone unaware of who Professor Elena was might think Ian was abducting a child.

Ian finally understood why Dean Jessica had sighed, realizing the sentiment she must have had at that moment.

“Alright, I understand. Professor, do you have any business with me?”


“I’ve grown a bit curious, you see.”

“About me?”

Elena nodded eagerly, her chubby cheeks wiggling each time her head bobbed. Ian was startled, almost pinching her cheeks without realizing it.

In her own way, Professor Elena was a very dangerous person.

“With which spirit have you made a contract, Ian? It seemed like you were concealing your spirit power.”

“I haven’t made a contract yet.”

“Really? You haven’t?”

Impossible! Elena murmured those words. But regardless of being a professor at the Spirit Academy, Ian couldn’t divulge everything he had experienced.

“Actually, it’s not been long since I began feeling spirits. So, I haven’t met a spirit seeking me yet.”

“When did you start feeling them?”

“A few days ago.”

“Wow! Really?”

That was indeed rare.

Typically, people make contracts with spirits in their childhood.

It’s extremely rare for an adult to do so.

There’s a hypothesis that spirits reach out during periods of innocence, but it hasn’t been proven yet.

“You’ll need to choose your spirit wisely then.”

“Can you choose?”

“Yes!”

Professor Elena’s eyes sparkled.

This was the first time Ian showed interest in her words.


“If you want to know how, come to my lab!”

“Oh, okay…”

He had a feeling that visiting her would lead to an invitation to Major in Spirit Magic, but since contracting with a spirit was one of his goals, he couldn’t just ignore her.

“By the way, your report mentioned spirit language earlier. Where did you study that?”

Caught off guard, Ian showed a hint of surprise, a reaction Elena noticed with a smile.

“It seemed like you were deciphering the natural force emitted by Ophelia’s Undine with spirit language… Am I right?”

In reality, not only could Ian read spirit language, but he could also write it.

He had successfully shaped spirit language with mana when he first attempted to communicate with Ophelia’s Undine. At that moment, Ian was far ahead of Professor Elena in terms of spirit language.

“It’s a bit embarrassing. I still have much to learn. It’s not significant enough to mention to a professor like yourself.”

“Hehe~ It seems like it’s a bit awkward to talk about. Well, it could be a family secret, or maybe your unique skill. If it’s difficult, you don’t have to answer!”

“I’ll make sure to greet you with a better thesis next time.”

“Sure. Goodbye then!”

“Soon, Professor.”

Professor Elena smiled brightly and waved, while Ian politely greeted her and headed toward the dormitory.

However, even after entering the room, Ian could not rest easily.

Milo, crossing his arms with a displeased expression, began to interrogate Ian.

“You’re a spirit mage, aren’t you?”

“That’s amazing! I knew there was something unusual about you. What spirit did you make a contract with? Huh?”

Edel chimed in.

Ian let out a deep sigh.


* * *

The Ophelia insubordination incident concluded without noise.

Though she once faced the threat of expulsion, everything returned to normal.

However, the incident itself did not disappear.

Naturally, word of it reached the Marquis of Drias.

The Marquis immediately sent someone to the Department of Magic to express gratitude for their leniency.

Outside the academy, particularly at the royal palace, the majesty of the Drias Marquis was even more substantial.

Thanks to their humble approach, the Department of Magic also graciously accepted the apology, allowing the matter to be resolved amicably.

Meanwhile, the head of the Drias family, Hunka, personally visited the academy to suggest a leave of absence for Ophelia.

But Ophelia dismissed her father’s concerns.

Her reason was firm.

She refused to become the junior of a man who would rest from school to inherit a meandering family.

“The world is truly unfair. There is definitely no god. Suddenly being able to feel spirits? What nonsense!”

Milo grumbled as he opened the door to the salon.

It was not a place he was always in. It was a bit farther away, used as a haven by the Department of Natural Sciences.

Unfamiliar students were spending their time leisurely.

The appearance of an unfamiliar guest caused the students to look over in curiosity, but upon seeing the black robe and staff symbolic of the Department of Magic, they quickly turned their heads.

Following this, Ian and Edel entered.

“If it’s unfair, talk to god, not me.”

“Exactly, I have no idea either.”

“Stop it, will you?”

“Tsk!”

The three of them found seats. It was by the window, where warm sunlight streamed in.

“What will you order?”

“The usual.”

Milo grinned and rang a bell.

Soon, a girl wearing a waitress uniform appeared with a tray in hand.

“… May I take your order?”

Milo glanced at the girl before reclining arrogantly back on the sofa.

“What’s with your attitude? Is this your first day?”

“…”

The girl was none other than Ophelia.

She needed to complete 50 hours of service on campus and had chosen salon work.

She had opted for a salon far away to avoid entanglements with Department of Magic students, yet Milo had shown no mercy.

He insisted on having tea specifically here.

Yet she couldn’t throw the tray; causing another problem during service would surely lead to expulsion.

For Ophelia, her honor was at stake.

“What’s the matter? Thinking of hitting me with the tray? Go ahead if you want; I’ll let you get one hit in.”

Milo obnoxiously pushed out his cheek, tapping it with his fingers.

Ophelia’s eyes smiled, but her mouth twisted slightly at the edges.

Ian realized, for the first time, that such an expression could exist on a person.

“No, I apologize for my mistake, Master.”

“One black tea, two milk teas, please.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Hold on.”

Milo called Ophelia back.

“Were you just about to leave without confirming the order? Showing your inexperience already.”

Ophelia’s face flushed with embarrassment.

Though power throbbed threateningly in her aura, she managed to restrain it without letting it flow outward.

She held her composure.

“One black tea, two milk teas, is that correct?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Milo waved dismissively, signaling her to leave.

Ian turned his head, struggling to contain his laughter.

As Ophelia retreated, Ian said, “I didn’t know you had a knack for wielding power like that.”

Milo replied, “When would someone from a Count family get a chance to handle someone from a Marquis family? Now’s the only opportunity.”

Ian noted, “Still, you should show some restraint. Serving here must be tough for Ophelia, given her personality.”

“That’s why I brought you along.”

“Why?”

“She owes a debt she can never fully repay, doesn’t she? You can at least endure this kind of humiliation.”

Ian gave a bitter smile at the undeniable truth.

“You’re going too far, though.”

“She’ll only truly realize how her actions inconvenience others if she experiences it herself. Think of it as a form of education.”

Milo’s purpose wasn’t simply to spite Ophelia.

It was well-known that Ian’s report and defense had led to leniency for Ophelia. Everyone, at least in the Department of Magic, was aware of it.

Furthermore, this situation allowed Ian to form another rare connection.

He had earned the opportunity to meet the Marquis Hunka in private.

“Did the Marquis Hunka really invite you? That’s amazing. Truly amazing. Just the reputation of Professor Ian!”

“He probably just said it out of courtesy.”

“The Marquis Hunka isn’t that kind of person. He’s fiery and truly manly. He wouldn’t make an invitation just out of politeness.”

The mage had red hair and beard, with a specialty in fire magic. It became clear why Ophelia was so attached to mastering fire magic—she had inherited this trait from her father.

Though there hadn’t been a chance for an in-depth discussion this time, should Ian get an audience with the Marquis, he believed he could gain valuable information.

“I mean, getting an invitation from Sebastian and also the Marquis Hunka… Wouldn’t you say that’s quite a successful social debut?”

“But there’s a place we need to go first.”

“Where?”

“Edel’s.”

Edel wore a look of delight, whereas Milo regarded it with suspicious curiosity.

“There’s something unexpectedly interesting about you.”

“What is it now?”

“You seem to have a hidden sense of loyalty, Ian. Outwardly, you’re a geeky recluse buried in books without a shred of flexibility.”

“Is that an insult or a compliment?”

“Both?”

Their leisurely conversation continued until finally, the long-awaited menu arrived.

Ophelia, taking on the responsibility for their table, personally brought out the dishes.

“Gentlemen, here’s the food you ordered.”

Her hand was awkward in placing down the glasses and plates.

It was clear that she wasn’t used to this type of work. Yet, Ophelia persisted and managed the task.

Milo abruptly reached for his glass and took a sip of tea.

“Ugh! What is this cheap taste? Hey, miss! Why is this black tea so bitter? Did you mix sand into it or something?”

“Huh? Sand? No way…”

“This doesn’t taste like what I had in the salon. What’s going on?”

Ophelia’s face flushed red.

Anyone could see Milo was nit-picking. But as such incidents weren’t entirely unheard of in salons, Ophelia took a deep breath and responded.

“In our salon, we don’t add sand when steeping our black tea.”

“Really? Nevermind then~.”

Milo hummed a tune while enjoying his tea, fully aware of the mockery.

With her hands trembling on the tray, Ophelia barely suppressed them as she turned to leave. But Milo didn’t miss the chance.

“Hey, newcomer. The tea’s bitter. How about some sweet desserts to make up for it?”

“You need to place an order.”

“This is an order.”

“… Understood.”

Realizing she couldn’t win, Ophelia resignedly departed.

Milo finally released all the frustrations he had accumulated, needling Ophelia without crossing an obvious line.

Soon after, just as a sugar-laden cookie was placed on the table, an announcement came through the speakers on the wall.

― Attention please. Ian Oracle, first-year student in the Department of Magic, Ian Oracle, please proceed to the post office immediately. Once again…

Normally, regular mail was delivered to the dormitory unless it was a special situation requiring the recipient’s signature.

‘Could it be the patent office?’

Ian promptly left the salon.
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The Royal Academy operated on a dormitory system, so letters arrived from all over the country.

Moreover, since the faculty engaged with people from various walks of life, the amount of mail to be handled each day was quite substantial. Thus, the post office was large enough to have its dedicated building.

A surprising variety of activities occurred here.

The post office was responsible not only for document exchanges but also for communication via the communication sphere.

While confidential information passed through the Academy’s Security Bureau, general communication was managed here.

“If the royalties come in, I should definitely set up a communication sphere at the mansion.”

Imagining Wilson and Dorothy marveling at the communication sphere brought a smile to Ian’s face.

“Is everyone doing well? I’m getting along pretty well myself.”

Ian opened the door and entered. The sight of employees diligently sorting mail caught his eyes. Desks lined up in rows on one side, with staff attending to visiting clients.

“Excuse me.”

“Hello. How may I help you?”

“I’m here because I was summoned. I’m Ian Oracle, a first-year in the Department of Magic.”

“One moment, please. I’ll check for you.”

The employee began searching through the mail in a basket. It was filled with mail of varying sizes.

However, not finding the item he sought, he went into a room further back and soon returned.

“There’s a registered mail item that came for you. We held it for you. Please show your student ID for verification before I can hand it over.”

Ian handed his student ID to the employee.

After the identity verification process, Ian received the large envelope meant for him. It was made of a luxurious material that felt very smooth to the touch.

“It’s the mail from the Patent Office.”

Seeing the name “Kingdom of Sonokin Patent Office”, his heart began to race.


“Didn’t Milo say getting ahead of oneself is a surefire way to fail?”

Recalling Milo’s advice, Ian proceeded to open the envelope.

Inside was something made of thick paper. There were no other documents—just a single sheet of paper.

Ian halted momentarily and took out the paper. His eyes, which had initially trembled with nervous anticipation, gradually widened. His expression was one of disbelief.

Could this be a dream?

But only for a moment. A bright smile spread across his face.

“It’s finally here!”

The document confirmed the granting of a patent, marked with the royal insignia in golden ink.

It was the official unveiling of the “Patent on a New Potion Formula Combining Distillation Theory and Synergistic Magical Formulas”.

Ian stood there, unable to move for a while.

* * *

Knock, knock, knock!

A knock sounded on the door. It seemed more hurried than usual, prompting Professor Frost to chuckle softly.

“Come in.”

Even without looking, he knew who was there.

It was Ian.

“I assume good news has arrived.”

“You knew?”

“First, have a seat.”

Professor Frost offered Ian a seat.


Regulating his excited breaths, Ian settled onto the sofa.

Graciously, Professor Frost prepared a cup of tea for him.

The tea’s fragrance was delightful.

Thus, Ian managed to calm his nerves.

“It seemed like they were looking for you on the broadcast. If it’s from the post office, it would be a registered item, so I speculated it might be something from the Patent Office.”

“You were spot on. The patent certificate has arrived.”

“Are you that happy? Wasn’t it something you anticipated?”

“Even so, I was worried in case it didn’t turn out as expected.”

Ian gently handed the patent certificate to Professor Frost with both hands.

It was a splendid patent certificate, adorned with the emblem of the Sonokin Royal Family.

The certificate did not bear Ian’s name, but he was overjoyed more than anyone else. It was the first accomplishment he had achieved since coming into the world.

“Aren’t you disappointed?”

Professor Frost inquired, referring to the absence of Ian’s name on the patent certificate.

“Not in the slightest. This all started to pay off my debt. There will be more opportunities for research in the future. I don’t plan to be satisfied with just this.”

“Well said. As an academy student, maintaining such a challenging attitude is essential.”

Professor Frost placed the patent certificate off to the side without even properly looking at it. Though he should have preserved it in a frame with preservation magic, he appeared indifferent.

“Aren’t you pleased, Professor?”

“Oh, I am pleased. You can pay off your debt, and I now have more room to speak proudly to Dean Jessica because of this.”

“It seems like you two get along quite well.”

“You should probably get your glasses adjusted.”


Both scholars laughed quietly.

“It seems like it’s time to get moving in earnest now. When do you plan to contact the trading company?”

“I intend to move immediately tomorrow.”

“Now that the patent is granted, the academy will start preparing for the construction of production facilities. Do you know of Professor Maxim from the Natural Sciences Department?”

“I have only heard his name.”

Professor Maxim was recognized for his innate talent in Mathematics and Applied Sciences.

He often collaborated with the Department of Magic faculty to develop magitech machinery.

There was a notion that if he could wield mana, magitech technology would be a century ahead of what it is today.

Though widely considered to have an eccentric personality, currently, someone with exceptional skills was more needed than a person with a good temperament.

“He is working on scaling up your distillation apparatus. It would be good to visit him soon. He would appreciate it now that the patent is recognized.”

“Understood. Is there anything else we should do right away?”

“Send Milo to Professor Maxim’s lab. He seems to need an assistant. It’s wise to inform him firmly before sending him. He is not an ordinary person, after all.”

“Understood.”

It seemed like today’s frustration with Ophelia would come back full circle.

But Ian was confident it would also be a great experience for Milo.

“I have something to give you as well. Today is your lucky day.”

Professor Frost retrieved a thick collection of theses from his desk and handed it to Ian.

“This is the newly published journal from the Magic Society.”

“Oh…”

“Yours and Isera’s thesis is included. I heard from the editor that having a first-year student’s thesis featured in a special section of the Department of Magic is only the second occurrence. You’ll receive considerable attention.”

Sweat formed on Ian’s hands as he held the thesis collection.

It felt completely different from when he had checked the patent.

“Is this what Father was referring to as academic achievement?”

Ian reminisced about his father once again.

Today, his father’s benevolent smile seemed to appear more vividly before him.

“But Professor, if receiving significant attention means something, what exactly happens?”

“First of all, you would receive an official invitation to the next Magic Society meeting. You’ll have the opportunity to network with other mages or scholars by attending.”

“That sounds exciting. I’m looking forward to it. Oh, but didn’t you say I was the second? Regarding the first-year student’s thesis getting into the special section.”

“Indeed.”

“Who was the first?”

“Someone you know well.”

Ian gasped with realization. The answer was somewhere very close.

Isera Hebraim.

Certainly, she must have been the one to claim the first title.

“As expected, senior Isera is incredible.”

“It’s not Lady Isera.”

“Pardon? Then who?”

Professor Frost abruptly cleared his throat.

Only then did Ian understand who the first was.

“Ah, I apologize. I failed to recognize you, though you’re right here.”

“It’s fine. It’s not that big of a deal.”

At that moment, Ian felt a surge of respect for Professor Frost and thought of looking up his thesis if he got the chance.

Considering it’s a research as worthy as discovering a new formula.

“Remember, Ian Oracle, while it’s natural to be excited, be cautious if you attend the Society meeting. They are people, after all. People tend to form groups and delight in disparaging others.”

“I understand.”

“Knowing something and experiencing it are different. Please remember my words well. Things might work out at the Sonokin branch, but if other branches or the headquarters get involved, it could become quite cumbersome. Don’t think of it as a distant story, but prepare now.”

“Yes, Professor.”

The Magic Society was managed by the local branch’s Tower of Magic. This meant that the society Ian initially registered with was the one hosted by the Sonokin Tower of Magic.

Magic Towers were fundamentally very reclusive and competitive, so there was hardly any interaction between them.

However, Professor Frost was confident Ian’s reputation would spread faster than expected.

“By the way, what about the spirit?”

“I haven’t been able to make a contract yet. I plan to visit Professor Elena soon. Once I had a contract, I’d like to request a mana measurement again.”

Professor Frost chuckled, resting his chin on his hand, and nodded.

“Come for measurement after you’ve made the contract.”

“Thank you.”

“How is Ophelia doing?”

“Well, she’s…”

Ian could not bring himself to mention that Milo was being domineering. However, Professor Frost seemed to have figured it out, as he laughed heartily.

After the meeting, Ian headed straight to the Great Library.

* * *

At the ancient magic section, Isera was always there reading a book, and today was no different.

“The journal has been published.”

“I know.”

“It seems like there’s nothing you don’t know, senior.”

Today, unusually, she lifted her gaze from the book quickly. Isera’s penetrating eyes fixed on Ian.

“Are you a spirit mage?”

“No.”

“Then how come you defended that freshman who caused trouble?”

“I can sense spirits, but I haven’t made a contract yet. So, I can’t really be called a spirit mage.”

“I see.”

Isera understood quickly.

“Now that the journal is out, we should have a meal together, shouldn’t we?”

“Why have a meal over something trivial?”

“Actually, my patent certificate also came out today. I’ve always wanted to treat you to a meal, and now seems to be the right time.”

“No, it’s okay.”

“Publishing the journal was thanks to you, after all.”

“No, really.”

“I don’t have any ulterior motives, just expressing my gratitude…”

“Really, it’s okay.”

Ian felt a sudden urge of emotion.

But he couldn’t get angry at Isera. It was crucial to remain calm at such times.

“I have a new idea for a paper. I think it would be nice to discuss it over a leisurely meal.”

Isera hesitated, her hand pausing in the act of turning the page—a sign of her contemplation.

Sensing an opportunity, Ian leaned in a bit closer.

“This time, it’s about the language of spirits. It’s been known that the will of the spirit is expressed through the mana emitted by the contractor. But upon analysis, it appears to show fragmented waves.”

“……”

“Could it really be just simple will? Isn’t it possible that it’s a new phenomenon we haven’t understood before?”

“……”

“Perhaps it’s a kind of script the spirit uses.”

When Ian presented his hypothesis, Isera’s hand, which had been about to turn the page, froze again.

She was deeply pondering.

“I’ll consider it.”

Feeling deflated, Ian sat across from her.

“Is a junior treating a senior to a meal such a questionable thing? It’s quite harsh.”

“Depending on the circumstances, it could be.”

“Then, under what circumstances is it possible?”

“For instance… passing an entrance exam.”

“An entrance exam is just an entrance exam, isn’t it?”

“It depends on the examiner’s whim.”

“It’s not that you dislike me, right?”

“Who knows.”

In the end, Ian could not get her consent today either.

Who knew showing appreciation could be such a difficult task? He sighed inevitably.
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The patent certificate from the government office wielded tremendous power.

Rumors spread that Ian was not only granted related authority by Professor Frost but also reaping enormous royalties, leading to a skyrocketing of Ian’s standing.

In addition, word got around that Ian had his paper published in the special section of this year’s Magic Society’s Journal, leaving the Department of Magic astounded.

Naturally, it was a positive shock.

Through this event, Ian became a known name not only among his peers but also to his seniors.

“Ian! You’ve got to treat us!”

“Will just a treat be enough? Shouldn’t the Oracle Family throw us a grand party?”

“We’re looking forward to it!”

“That guy Ian is definitely reincarnated. How else could he be so good at everything in his second life?”

“If reincarnation magic exists, I want to learn it too!”

The number of peers who warmly approached Ian significantly increased.

As a result, the lecture hall was bustling from the morning. More than ten peers surrounded Ian, each chiming in with their comments.

This was a meaningful change.

Originally, the attention should have been on Sebastian, but it was now focused on Ian, signaling a shift.

“Really can’t stand it.”

Ophelia muttered, displeased.

Previously, she couldn’t stand a low-born family successor making waves, but now it was different.

She wasn’t at all envious of the potion manufacturing patent; after all, the Drias Marquis’s family had much more money.

However, having a paper placed in the special section of the Magic Society’s journal was something she was quite—no, very jealous of.

She wanted to let out a slew of swears, yet couldn’t because of a promise she made.


“How did he get a paper published in the Society? Isn’t it a mistake, perhaps a namesake thing?”

“How could that be? I heard Isera helped him.”

Sebastian interjected.

Since Ophelia’s pardon, he had been acting more amicably towards her. That oily smile, as if cooked with butter, seemed richer.

“You’re so foolish. Haven’t you read the paper? Isera only wrote the paper, and it’s Ian who discovered the new technique.”

“Hmm, did he?”

“You should study more, shouldn’t you?”

“Hahaha, never thought I’d hear such a thing from you!”

Ophelia’s attitude towards Sebastian changed slightly too.

Through this event, she had an epiphany.

She thought Sebastian harbored romantic feelings for her.

But it was quite the opposite. He was merely keeping her close to use her politically.

And so, Ophelia resolved,

‘This time, I’ll exploit him. I’ll bleed him dry.’

Ophelia’s malice had grown stronger.

Naturally, the obtuse Sebastian misinterpreted this malice as being directed at Ian, rather than himself.

Ophelia hadn’t exactly distanced herself from him, after all.

“Ian, if you have time, how about a cup of tea?”

“I’m free too.”

“I know a nice salon. The desserts there are really delicious…”

Even the attractive female peers became more proactive in their approaches. Listening to this, Milo complained with a bug-chewing expression.


“Hey! Take a number. There are lots of people waiting!”

“You need to zip it.”

“Where does this muscle pig get to interfere?”

“People who are ugly never seem to have awareness!”

“Physiognomy is considered natural science, you know.”

He had just made one comment, yet the returned comments were brutal criticisms.

In the end, Milo slumped onto his desk, and Edel patted his shoulder consolingly.

“Cheer up, Milo. Being ugly isn’t a sin, right? It’s what’s inside that counts.”

“….”

Edel was unexpectedly a cruel person.

Ian waved his hands to calm his peers.

“Thanks, everyone. When there’s a chance, I’ll invite you all to our mansion.”

“Really?”

“Was that a promise?”

“Is there even a need to promise? I am the head of the family.”

“Oh, right?”

“I’m envious! I want to be the head of the family too!”

Ian thought there would be no particular problem in inviting all his peers. It was, at most, a group of 40 people.

Wilson and Dorothy might become a little busy, but they would surely be delighted. This would be the first time so many people were invited to the estate.

The Oracle Family’s mansion had always been a quiet place. It felt like a library.


‘Sometimes, a little bustle is nice.’

Having many friends to invite meant that Ian was adapting well at the academy. It was something Wilson, who was standing in for Ian’s father, had longed for.

Meanwhile, Sebastian, who was watching this scene, had a slightly different thought.

‘If I had known it would turn out like this, I would have taken Ian as my running mate!’

Sebastian’s intertwined fingers indicated his nervousness as his thumb moved restlessly.

Honestly, he had never expected Ian’s value to rise like this.

Though he maintained a smiling exterior, Sebastian was scheming for his own benefit.

‘Damn! It’s become too complicated in the final stretch. It might have been better to drop out.’

Sebastian glanced at Ophelia.

She had not given up running for vice president.

Becoming student body president was too much, but there was no need to relinquish the vice president position.

‘Still, I should endure. Father requested something special.’

A peculiar smile appeared on Sebastian’s lips.

Sebastian was the eldest son of the Kent Marquis family. Barring any incidents, he was expected to inherit the family.

However, he had many siblings below him.

He couldn’t predict when they might reveal their ambitions.

‘If I earn points with Father here, the family will completely be mine. I must be cautious of the Drias Marquis family. I’ll handle this one carefully and then discard her!’

At that moment, his eyes met Ophelia’s.

‘I know, you idiot. I’m the one planning to play and then discard you, so don’t worry?’

Both of them concealed their true intentions, sharing sly smiles.

Sebastian adjusted his collar and approached Ian.

“Congratulations, Ian Oracle.”

“Do you know how often you’ve been saying that recently?”

“Hahaha, is that so?”

Honestly, it was an answer that irked him, but Sebastian played it cool. Too many voters were watching.

Ian, with an amused look, asked, “Why? Are you betting again this time?”

“That’s not it. I just wondered if you’d thought about the proposal I made earlier.”

“I can’t quite remember. What was it?”

“I said I’d throw a party after the election.”

“Oh, that. But it seems like you’re still throwing a party even if you lose?”

Sebastian momentarily froze, taken aback by the unexpected comment.

“Lose… you say?”

“I meant, since you said you’re having a party before the election even started. Even if there’s no competition, you never know until the results are out.”

“Hmmm, I suppose that’s true.”

He couldn’t outright say he was confident of winning anyway because that might result in abstentions or invalid votes.

Since it was an anonymous vote, he needed to avoid actions that could fuel resentment.

Sebastian focused on maintaining his expression.

“Even if I lose, it doesn’t matter! Not throwing a party after losing is something only a petty person would do. Our Kent Marquis family isn’t cowardly.”

“As expected, the Kent Marquis eldest son is different.”

“The same goes for the successor of the Oracle Family.”

Ian chuckled softly and nodded.

“Alright. If you’re going that far, I won’t insist on pulling out. I’ll attend. But before that, I’ll visit the place I was already invited to.”

“An invitation?”

Sebastian and the surrounding peers perked their ears. They were curious about which remarkable family might have invited Ian.

The female peers’ interest was slightly different.

Unlike the other male peers, Ian was the sole heir to his family.

However, despite inheriting the family name, he had yet to marry.

The intention would become clear depending on whether the inviter was a man or a woman.

“Could it be Marquis Hunka?”

Marquis Hunka was the father of Ophelia and the head of the House of Drias.

“No. I was invited by Edel.”

“Edel?”

Sebastian tilted his head out of habit. It was a name he couldn’t remember.

It was understandable.

Since Edel came from a commoner background, Sebastian had no need to remember his name.

Ian did not miss this momentary expression.

“You really look like you don’t know who he is.”

“Oh, no. That’s ridiculous. I was just confused for a moment. How can I not know a peer’s name?”

“It’s unthinkable indeed.”

Fortunately, Sebastian realized who Edel was. The young man now blushing with embarrassment right next to him.

Simultaneously, a question arose.

Why was Ian going to a commoner’s home?

“Edel’s father is a national hero. He’s also an exceptionally skilled military doctor. Edel helped me a lot recently. It seems he inherited his father’s skills, so I wanted to meet him.”

“Hmm?”

Edel was taken aback.

The multitude of gazes that had been directed at Ian now shifted towards him.

It was the first time he received such attention in his life. He had no idea where to rest his eyes.

“I don’t want to say grand things like ‘In the academy, everyone is equal, so don’t discriminate…’ but there’s always something to learn. One should be able to recognize and acknowledge skills. That’s how progress is made, isn’t it?”

With Ian’s words, the atmosphere became solemn.

The only one still unsettled was Sebastian in front of him.

“R-right. Ahem, speaking of which, Edel, you’re impressive! Who knew you had such skills? Let’s get along well from now on! I look forward to it.”

“Ah, yes.”

Edel gazed at Ian with eyes filled with admiration, a gaze overflowing with affection.

In contrast, Milo sat with a sullen expression, leaning his chin on his hand.

He, too, had helped, but Ian had not mentioned him.

The timing was unfortunate.

At that moment, Professor Frost entered the lecture hall.

“Everyone seems excited.”

“Hello, Professor!”

Professor Frost stood at the podium, looking pleased.

“As some of you might have heard, Ian Oracle’s paper was published in Magic Society’s journal.”

“Ooh!”

Even though it was widely known, they applauded. Ian smiled sheepishly.

“Getting a paper published isn’t just about boosting one’s achievements or gaining fame. It prompts us to consider why we study the history of magic.”

Professor Frost suddenly pointed to Ophelia.

Startled by her vivid memories of that time, Ophelia rose from her seat.

“Yes, Professor.”

“What do you think is the reason and value of learning magic history?”

“I believe… the reason and value lie in examining the origins and evolution of magic diachronically. By studying how magic began and how it vanished, we can anticipate how it might change in the future.”

“An excellent response. How’s your health?”

“Pardon? Oh… I’m fine now, Professor.”

“That’s good to hear.”

Ophelia pressed her hand against her thumping chest and sat down.

“As Ophelia mentioned, learning the history of magic is about obtaining answers to how magic will evolve.”

Professor Frost’s gaze turned towards Ian.

“In this sense, Ian’s paper has opened new possibilities for basic magic, so it’s no exaggeration to say. I look forward to more from you, Ian Oracle.”

“I’ll strive to do my best, Professor.”

Resisting the flood of attention, Ian opened his textbook.

His plans were already moving into the next phase.
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As soon as classes ended that day, Ian busily moved about.

It was now time for him to negotiate with the trading companies entrusted with the production and sale of the potion.

All the associated rights had been delegated to him by Professor Frost, the patent holder, so there were no issues proceeding with the task.

He was in a situation where he could seek assistance from the relevant sector whenever he needed.

‘The sector that manages the research of students and faculty is the Academic Support Bureau… but to involve the company, it will probably fall under the jurisdiction of the Academy-Industry Collaboration Bureau.’

Ian deliberated.

The Academy-Industry Collaboration Bureau is a sector that literally connected producers, or companies, with the academy to forge agreements that were mutually beneficial.

Since it was an administrative unit of the academy, it primarily considered the academy’s benefits, but it maintained quite a good relationship with the companies.

From the perspective of the companies, being able to supply goods or attract business to the academy was helpful, so both sides closely cooperated.

‘The easiest way to proceed with the matter is to obtain the cooperation of the Academy-Industry Collaboration Bureau.’

In this scenario, the academy would send an official letter to the sector, thereby ensuring a courteous response from them.

Ian was only a first-year student in the Department of Magic.

He was neither in an advanced course nor a teaching assistant or professor, so there weren’t many who would pay heed to his words.

Even though a potion manufacturing patent had been issued, trading companies were inherently suspicious.

If a decision-maker wasn’t sent, merely someone at the bottom rung, both parties would become weary. The procedures wouldn’t progress, and they’d have to meet several times over.

From Ian’s perspective, needing to complete tasks swiftly, he should avoid such partners.

‘But is there really a need to rely on the academy’s help?’

Ian wanted to affirm his own value, even if it meant expending some effort.

Simultaneously, he pondered if there was a way to exclude companies that valued vanity over practicality.

During this opportunity, he wished to evaluate the capabilities of the Bahamut Trading Company, which he had been eyeing in his heart.


‘Yes. That’s the best way.’

With a good idea emerging in his mind, Ian headed to the post office.

“May I have ten sheets of the academy’s official stationery, please?”

“Ten sheets? That will be 100,000 shillings in total.”

Ian took out the bills and handed them to the employee.

Thanks to winning a bet, his initial 1 million shillings had doubled. Although it would soon decrease as he planned to drink with his roommates, he still had some leeway.

The stationery, priced at 10,000 shillings each, was well worth its value.

The simplistic color of the official stationery was quite impressive, crafted from an exceedingly smooth material. Additionally, the surface was treated with a corrosion-resistant magic.

Having received the stationery from the clerk, Ian began to write the contents on the sheets.

― I wish prosperity for your esteemed company. I am Ian Oracle, a first-year student at Sonokin Royal Academy. I recently obtained a patent on potion manufacturing, co-developed with Professor Frost. If you are interested in a discussion concerning commercialization, please kindly respond.

He prepared a total of ten letters with the identical content.

Ian sent these letters to ten companies, including the Bahamut Trading Company.

Of course, there was also a letter addressed to the Hamel Trading Company among them.

* * *

Upon returning to the dormitory, an unexpected guest awaited him.

It was Gaus, a third-year student from the Department of Magic, whom Ian had coincidentally met in the library not long ago.

He still appeared unkempt and scruffy. His dark circles seemed even more pronounced this time, as though they were about to stain his cheeks.

Ian worried he might collapse sooner or later.

“Hello, senior.”

“Oh, you’re here?”


Gaus was snooping around the distillation apparatus Milo was refining. Occasionally, he’d touched it with his hand.

Though Milo didn’t appear too pleased, he didn’t dare say anything to such a senior.

Moreover, since Gaus had come looking for Ian, Milo couldn’t act rashly.

“Have you had anything to eat? You look tired.”

“Oh, well. I just dined on whatever was rolling around.”

“If you continue like that, you’ll fall ill.”

Gaus quickly turned his head, flashing a wide grin.

“Are you worrying about me?”

“I just thought that if you collapse in our dormitory, people might get the wrong idea.”

“You heartless rascal!”

Gaus dragged a chair over to the table and slouched in it.

Ian engaged with him.

“But what’s brought you here?”

“Do you still have the magic stone?”

Gaus bared his teeth and smirked.

It was a short yet profound remark.

Ian nodded.

“I still have it.”

“Did you use it?”

“I haven’t used it yet. I’ve been preparing to make potions these days.”


“That’s good. You said you were curious about my name, right? So, has your opinion changed a bit?”

His demeanor was reminiscent of a typical thug extorting shillings in a back alley, while fiddling with the elegant wand that symbolized a third-year student.

However, Ian responded leisurely.

“I’m not curious.”

“Come on, think about it. Back then, you looked curious.”

“I already know.”

“What?”

Gaus looked at Ian with a surprised expression, which quickly turned into laughter.

“Hahaha! I guess my name is quite famous. It’s tiring being a celebrity. But you managed to find out?”

“Actually, senior Isera told me.”

“Isera?”

Gaus’s expression suddenly became serious, and he tilted his head.

“What’s this? Are you close with Isera? Oh, now that I think about it, you co-authored a paper and presented it, right?”

“I’m not sure if we’re close, but we have occasional conversations.”

“You’re quite a peculiar guy….”

Gaus tilted his head again, still looking puzzled.

“Isera isn’t someone easy to talk to.”

“Does she become easy to talk to when she’s talking to me?”

“No, it’s not like that. People say it’s hard to strike up a conversation with her.”

“Is she difficult for you too?”

“Not at all! Even if I spout nonsense, she responds. Not to everything, though.”

Geniuses have a way of recognizing each other.

Even though their interests differed completely, Isera seemed to acknowledge him as a junior.

“Did Isera say anything else?”

“Yes, she did.”

“Spill it.”

“When I mentioned the magic stone, she said it might have been better if I just gave it to you.”

“Hahahahaha! As expected from the top student of the second-year. She has a keen insight into the essence of things. Right, indeed she does!”

Gaus laughed while crossing his arms.

Ian glanced at Milo. Milo, understanding the signal, opened a drawer and took out the magic stone.

Ian had already discussed his plan to approach Gaus with his roommates.

His friends agreed.

They didn’t particularly need the magic stone yet, anyway.

Moreover, having the rights to use the magic stone was practically like Ian possessing it.

Milo and Edel hadn’t thought of extracting the magic stone from the fallen golem.

Thud.

Ian placed the magic stone in front of Gaus.

The magic stone still emitted a mystical light, glowing brightly.

“Take it. You seem to need it, so go ahead.”

“Really?”

“Senior Isera mentioned something else.”

Gaus’s hand, which had been reaching for the magic stone, hesitated.

“What?”

“She said that’s what investing is all about, bearing risks while reaping benefits.”

In other words, it wasn’t simply being handed over for nothing.

Ian continued.

“I heard you are very interested in magical engineering.”

“So?”

“I’m not sure when, but would it be possible to ask for your assistance in the future? I think it’s a mutually beneficial proposition.”

“Hmmm….”

Gaus’s deliberation didn’t last long.

The magic stone before him was not something to ponder over its quality.

He was eager to return to his laboratory and insert it into his devices immediately.

The royal mages and academy professors had personally imbued the magic stone.

There was no way it could be of poor quality. In fact, it was likely to be of higher quality than it appeared.

Meanwhile, Ian was contemplating the surveillance device he had seen during a previous dungeon exploration.

‘I need that device.’

He had grasped the principle but actually creating it was a different challenge.

The problem was that the technology was so advanced that even Milo couldn’t manage it.

‘But what if Senior Gaus could?’

Seeing him waiting in the dormitory sparked that thought in Ian’s mind.

It might be impossible for now.

But if they combined their efforts, couldn’t they create it someday?

Ian came to that conclusion.

“Alright! I’ll accept that challenge.”

“Why is it considered a challenge?”

“Borrowing my hands carries that meaning. A first-year who still hasn’t dried the mana in their circle dares to talk big? Are you trying to negotiate?”

Gaus flashed a cryptic smile and left one last remark before exiting.

“Drop by the lab sometime. Bring Muscle Idiot with you. It’s Room 444 in Building B.”

“That’s a cool number, isn’t it?”

“That’s why it’s good. People rarely come by.”

“I’ll visit soon.”

As soon as the door closed, Milo, or rather Muscle Idiot, flew into a rage.

“Argh! This is infuriating! Who’s he calling a Muscle Idiot?”

Milo had been particularly sensitive these past few days.

He had been dreaming of a dazzling campus life with female students, but the recent criticism from female peers had left him traumatized.

“Who is that old geezer?”

“Third-year senior Gaus. I’ve heard he’s an eccentric mage with a keen interest in magic engineering.”

“If he wasn’t a senior, I’d have slammed him.”

“Isn’t this something to not get so worked up about?”

Ian lay down on his bed.

Milo followed, protesting harshly.

“Whose side are you on, exactly? Supporting that undead-like geezer!”

“He was carefully observing your distillation apparatus just now.”

“And?”

“And? Did you not feel anything? Inviting you to the lab without even talking to you means there was something impressive about your distillation apparatus.”

“Really?”

“Exactly.”

Edel nodded in agreement as well.

Milo’s face lit up, previously filled with annoyance.

“As expected of a third-year in the Department of Magic! To recognize the greatness of the apparatus constructed by the one and only Milo!”

“What are you going on about?”

“He’s remarkable! Senior Gaus is!”

The thought crossed Ian’s mind that Milo seemed to have an easy time with academy life.

Being this emotionally volatile made Ian wonder how he’d manage as an assistant under Professor Maxim of the Department of Natural Sciences.

Knock! Knock!

Just then, a knock came from the outside.

Milo opened the door.

“Ian, a letter arrived for you?”

“Really?”

Ian hadn’t sent any news to the family lately, so Wilson seemed worried. He took the letter.

‘Huh? It’s not from Wilson?’

An unfamiliar name adorned the envelope’s surface. Ian flipped the letter over.

It was sealed with a familiar emblem.

The image of a grand dragon soaring into the sky.

That magnificent emblem also symbolized immense wealth.

‘Bahamut Trading Company?’

Ian’s thoughts momentarily paused.

He had just sent out a letter and returned to the dormitory, but the reply had already arrived?

‘Could they have sent it before me?’

Ian hurriedly tore open the envelope.
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In a stately office, an elderly man was skimming through documents.

He had a beard so sharp it seemed capable of piercing any material, and his attire was so extravagant that it was often the talk among the nobility.

Though his build was small, he conveyed no sense of frailty; rather, he appeared robust and compact.

The surroundings were filled with all sorts of opulent decorations, from ivory of the distant east to rare artifacts, everything was here.

Hundreds of years old ceramics and artworks were common items in this place.

In short, it had a strong museum-like feeling.

Of course, the man seated at the desk was the owner of all these treasures.

Knock, knock, knock.

There was a cautious sound of someone knocking.

“Come in.”

The voice was as dry as a drought-stricken field. Yet, it simultaneously carried the weight of a battle-hardened veteran.

The person who entered was Felix from the Hamel Trading Company. With a surprisingly courteous demeanor, he greeted the elderly man.

“I humbly present myself, my Lord.”

“There’s about an hour left until the regular report… Is there something that has come up?”

“It is… I deemed it necessary to report this matter separately, so I came to see you. I apologize.”

The man, Hamel Gestring, owner of the Hamel Trading Company and one who divided the market power in the kingdom of Sonokin, did not even make eye contact with Felix.

Felix instinctively felt that his mood was uneasy, which was understandable considering the recent situation.

The rival company, Bahamut, had been aggressively expanding their operations.

There were also rumors circulating about the opening of a new trade route to the East, leaving Hamel on edge.

Moreover, Bahamut had seized production hubs that were lucrative, like workshops and farms that Hamel Trading Company had exclusive supply contracts with.


It was a situation where even from Hamel’s perspective, there was a need to devise countermeasures.

Money war had begun in earnest.

“Take a seat.”

“Yes, Master.”

Felix, skilled in the art of the intrigue, could not even lift his head in front of Hamel.

“Why are you hesitating so much?”

Swallowing hard, Felix hesitated to speak.

He had pondered over it several times on the way there; whether it was right to report this incident.

Reporting it would surely bring down his wrath, and he could easily lose his head then and there. But still, it seemed wiser to lay it out than to conceal it.

The problem that had occurred was beyond his ability to resolve.

“A letter arrived from the Royal Academy. Patent approval for a new potion manufacturing process has been granted, and they wish to proceed with related business.”

“Interesting.”

Hamel burst into a boisterous laughter.

He laughed gleefully as though watching the antics of a grandson.

But Felix trembled, for Hamel’s half-moon-shaped eyes emitted a murderous aura.

“How very interesting! Surely this report wasn’t worth wasting my precious time on. I was reviewing some very important documents. Felix, have you discovered how to have two lives?”

“A-a minor issue has risen in the project that I was in charge of!”

“Issue?”

Hamel briefly withheld his wrath and recalled what project Felix was handling. In short, it was a lucrative venture.

Felix held a significant position within the Hamel Trading Company.


Not that Hamel ever thought of him as ‘human’, of course.

For the incarnation of greed, Hamel, all subordinates were merely tools.

“Did a problem arise in the asset sale process? Or could it be…”

“It pertains to the Oracle Family.”

“Oracle? Oracle… Ah, the Oracle barony.”

Hamel, with his extraordinary memory, recollected the matter.

“Are you talking about the 3 billion Shillings Baron Lefevre borrowed?”

“That’s correct.”

“If it’s about that, I seem to have heard that the heir of the Oracle Family is paying off the debt. Surely it hasn’t defaulted, right? That sort of issue doesn’t require reporting to me.”

Felix cautiously handed Hamel a letter written on official Academy stationery.

“Hmm?”

Hamel’s eyes were filled with interest.

The sender of the letter was none other than Ian Oracle, son of Baron Lefevre.

“So, the person requesting a negotiation is the son of Baron Lefevre?”

“Yes, it appears he has made significant contributions to the establishment of this patent. It turns out he has been delegated most of the negotiating rights.”

“What is the patent about?”

“It is said to be a new method to enhance the efficacy of potions.”

“Potions, huh.”

Hamel took out a gold coin from his pocket.

It was an old coin that had brought him all sorts of luck so far.


He flicked the coin with his thumb, and it spun rapidly in the air before landing in his palm.

The side with the number came up. A beast-like glint flashed in Hamel’s eyes.

“This could potentially make money. Sometimes, it can even become vital military supplies. So, what’s your opinion?”

“It’s a bit of an ambiguous situation.”

“Even someone like you says it’s ambiguous?”

“That Ian fellow is suspicious of us. Frederick visited us not long ago as well…”

Felix recounted to Hamel all the incidents related to the Oracle Family and the story told by Frederick, the owner of a general store who had visited him.

Through this exchange, Hamel learned that the contract Felix made was officially notarized by the Goldmine Bank and was carefully stored.

“This isn’t good.”

Hamel’s hand, which had been fiddling with the gold coin, came to a sudden stop.

“Is that general store still in business?”

“I’ve sent a cleaner.”

The “cleaner!”

Felix referred to was not in the ordinary sense.

It meant that soon Frederick’s general store would disappear as if by magic.

“Naturally, we shouldn’t leave any loose ends. Our firm’s style is not to get caught up in needless issues. All matters must be handled cleanly. Not even a speck of dust should remain. Yet, I don’t see why you’re so troubled.”

“Initially, I intended to ignore this letter. I didn’t think it would yield significant profits due to the continent’s peaceful state…”

“You fool!”

A stream of harsh criticism poured out. Hamel bit into his cigarette and lit it.

“If it’s peaceful, then make it unpeaceful! Instigate war by any means necessary! If injured people are needed, release a monster or two! Are you planning to start a charity now?”

“I-I hadn’t thought that far. I apologize!”

“It’s not that you hadn’t thought of it, but rather you didn’t want to get involved with that Oracle Family’s brat. You’re a coward. A thoroughly base coward!”

In silent reflection, Hamel inhaled deeply on his cigarette. His eyes filled with contempt bore into Felix.

“Why couldn’t you ignore that letter?”

“The Bahamut Trading Company moved.”

“What did you say?”

“There’s intelligence that indicates they made contact with Ian Oracle before the letter arrived.”

Hamel exhaled a cloud of smoke into the air.

The situation was turning out to be more severe than he had anticipated.

However, the perspectives of the two differed markedly.

Felix was focusing on Ian, while Hamel was concentrated on the Bahamut Trading Company.

“It seems they’ve caught a whiff of something.”

“I think so too. It doesn’t appear to be a simple patent.”

“Did you confirm the details?”

“We’re in the process, but our expert says the content is difficult to trust.”

“Set up a meeting immediately!”

Felix was startled.

Curiously, Hamel was the more cautious one.

He awaited the suggestion to observe a bit longer. It would allow them to buy some time.

“Bahamut has made a move! He could wipe out that debt of 3 billion shillings in an instant! Meet with him somehow and secure the contract!”

“But evaluating the efficacy and proceeding cautiously might be…”

“Exaggerate the efficacy! If someone dies from side effects, cover it up! But letting the Bahamut folks steal the march on us is unacceptable! Move immediately, you idiot of an idiot child!”

Felix stormed out of the room.

He feared that if he hesitated even a little, the blue blade might pierce through his heart.

“Damn it!”

Crash!

An innocent railing shattered mercilessly under Felix’s foot.

Lately, nothing seemed to go his way.

What infuriated him the most was Ian’s letters being distributed to all major trading companies.

‘How dare he try to line them up?’

Felix’s lips twisted into a grotesque smile.

‘I’ll let it slide this time. But soon enough, you will be sold off as a slave!’

However, Felix felt a chilling realization once more.

If this plan failed, it wouldn’t be Ian who ended up enslaved; it would be him.

This was the first time.

An endeavor left a bitter aftertaste like this.

* * *

“Did you call for me, Professor?”

Ian visited Professor Frost’s laboratory after being summoned.

Professor Frost waved some documents in his hand.

“The investigation results are out. Just as you anticipated.”

The detailed registration records of Hamel Trading Company’s real estate were meticulously organized.

Ian scrutinized the documents while standing.

“A significant amount of noble properties have changed hands.”

“As you probably noticed, there’s been a concentration trend over the past decade. While it’s not uncommon for companies to purchase lands or estates from nobility, it’s undeniable that most of the listed noble families have fallen.”

“However, this alone doesn’t serve as conclusive evidence.”

Ian’s voice was calm. Professor Frost nodded in agreement.

“It could merely be a coincidence. There’s still a missing link. Proving it would be impossible unless the head of Hamel Trading Company confessed.”

“I suppose it can only be used as a hint.”

“How’s your side of the investigation?”

Ian sighed as he set the documents aside.

“I still haven’t located Mr. Frederick. According to the informant, it’s likely that we won’t find him as things stand.”

“As expected.”

“Nevertheless, we’ve planted a bait with Hamel Trading Company, so we’ll soon receive contact. I plan to seize the opportunity then.”

“Do not overextend yourself. Isera would be deeply saddened if anything happened to you.”

“Surely not.”

Ian left the laboratory.

His next destination was the salon located near the main gate.

Ian had rented a private room there.

It was something unimaginable for a first-year, but Ian was different.

It was a very quiet, room-style area.

Upon entering, a man in a fine suit rose to greet Ian.

“Are you Ian Oracle?”

“Yes, I am.”

“It is truly an honor that you’ve made time for this! I am Woodward Bahamut, the eldest son of the Bahamut family. I serve as deputy manager of the company. Pleased to meet you.”

The two shook hands.

The first impression was very positive. The business manner was exceptionally good.

It felt more like he was rightly brought up rather than simply wealthy.

What particularly appealed to Ian was that the Bahamut Trading Company had sent their successor.

‘It’s proof that they don’t take this undertaking lightly.’

It was more significant than if the head of the Bahamut Trading Company himself had arrived.

The fact that the successor came implied they intended to watch over this for a long time.

“The pleasure is all mine. I never expected to meet the deputy manager of the Bahamut Trading Company. That too, with you reaching out first.”

Woodward was the one who had sent the initial letter to Ian.

Even from the letter, Ian had a hunch that he was a decent person. One can infer a person’s character from the vocabulary and handwriting they use.

“Were we the first to contact you?”

“Yes. So far, no other responses have come in.”

“Well, that’s fortunate! Hahaha.”

Woodward laughed brightly.

It was evident that he genuinely enjoyed this work.

“But how did you come to contact me first? Honestly, I was surprised. The method I patented isn’t well known.”

“Ah, about that…”
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“I’d like to say it was somewhat coincidental.”

“Coincidental?”

“Yes. You might be familiar with Hoikin, the manager at the patent office.”

The image of a middle-aged man, buried under piles of documents, flashed in his mind.

He was the very official who personally received the patent documents Ian submitted.

“I am aware. I was indebted to him when dealing with the patent.”

“Actually, he’s someone I keep close, like a friend.”

“Like a friend?”

“Oh, there’s nothing suspicious about it. Certainly not a financial relationship. We just get along well.”

Outwardly, Woodward appeared to be in his late twenties.

But that was because he was well-dressed.

If one looked at him in more casual clothes, with his parted hair let down, he could be seen as someone brimming with the energy of early twenties.

“We met at a salon by chance long ago and kept our acquaintance. We have good conversations, but having a friend in the patent office doesn’t hurt either, does it?”

“True.”

“One day, Hoikin mentioned you, Ian.”

Ian tilted his head, puzzled.

He had only met the manager once on official business.

No matter how he thought about it, they didn’t have a relationship worth discussing.

“He said he had never seen someone bring such perfectly prepared patent documents before. Even academy students and staff often make mistakes, but you were exceedingly meticulous, so he remembered you.”

“I see.”


Normally, he would humbly let such comments pass.

But Ian asked further.

“Still, wouldn’t the manager share such stories often? In public service, there are likely many memorable encounters.”

“Honestly, yes. The world is full of all sorts of people.”

Ian didn’t let his curiosity pile up.

He needed to show a slightly demanding demeanor.

At the moment, it was hard to guess Woodward’s true intentions.

‘Just because he sent a letter first doesn’t mean he’s on our side. It’s a typical connection management approach of companies.’

Still, he didn’t plan to be overly hostile.

This meeting was, after all, business.

Both parties had to seek a direction that maximized mutual benefit.

“Still, a businessman sometimes needs to trust their instincts, right?”

“Did you sense something?”

“Yes, though it wasn’t something grand, just a thought. If such a meticulous person created a new method, it would likely be useful… So, I was just waiting for the patent to be approved.”

“Only for that reason?”

Ian honestly expressed his surprise.

Woodward spread his hands and shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, that’s the typical reaction. I understand. But I see that small difference creating something big.”

“Listening to you, it seems like you are more meticulous than I am.”

“Hahaha. I’m often called an eccentric rather than meticulous. Sometimes a gambler.”


Ian nodded in agreement.

Such was the nature of investment.

Even with slim chances of success, hoping for a favorable hand while placing your wealth at stake.

In other words, Woodward had seen a promising card in Ian.

“As a merchant and negotiator, Mr. Woodward’s talent is truly impressive. However, I am a mage. I am also a student.”

“Are you curious about how I assessed it?”

“Are you reading my mind?”

Woodward flashed a charming smile.

“I’ve been helping my father in business since I was twelve. Over time, I’ve met many people.”

Woodward naturally unraveled the tale of his childhood.

Ian found himself engrossed in his story.

“Especially for those at the academy, there is a tendency to be more curious about the value of research rather than its cost. I doubt Ian Oracle is significantly different in this regard, or am I mistaken?”

“Half of what you said is correct, and the other half is not.”

“That’s disappointing.”

“If I had only contacted the Bahamut Trading Company, then Mr. Woodward might have been entirely correct. However, I sent letters to a total of ten companies.”

What mattered to Ian Oracle was actually the money.

The patent was not his, and in order to exert pressure on the Hamel Trading Company, it was necessary to assign a high monetary value to the research.

Woodward nodded.

“It was a perfectly reasonable point. It’s something I hadn’t fully considered.”

“Still, I’m curious. How did the deputy manager of the Bahamut Trading Company appraise the new potion manufacturing technique?”


“Our technicians weren’t able to judge the value of the technique. It’s more accurate to say that they couldn’t understand the technique itself rather than evaluating its value.”

“And yet you sent the letter?”

“I interpreted our technicians’ lack of understanding in two ways.”

Woodward folded the two fingers he had raised one at a time as he spoke.

“It’s either a terribly flawed technique, or it’s a world-changing innovation. No one can understand a world-changing innovation; it requires a genius’s kind interpretation. I bet on the latter.”

“The nickname ‘Gambler’ wasn’t earned for nothing, I see.”

“If the probability is 50% in this business, it’s extraordinarily high. It’s not even a gamble. It’s quite a safe investment.”

Ian Oracle didn’t initially know what charm he saw in this person.

But now, he felt like he understood.

‘This person is a genius.’

Not only did he have a knack for business, but he was a diligent genius capable of creating new trends.

Woodward placed his clasped hands on the table and spoke seriously.

“It might be an impolite question, but from a comprehensive review, it seems you need urgent cash, correct?”

“Yes. That’s correct. Do you also know why I need urgent cash?”

Ian subtly probed.

If the company is the best in the kingdom, they would possess considerable information.

It was also an enlightening question, thinking that if they are in a position to compete fiercely with Hamel Trading Company, they might know something shady and what is behind it.

“Well, it’s a bit difficult to say…”

“I believe you preemptively asked for forgiveness if the question would be impolite, didn’t you? Given you’ve already stated it was through comprehensive review, it seems you have some understanding of my situation. Feel free to speak.”

“Can we proceed with negotiations first?”

“Whatever you wish.”

They intended to provide information but steer the conversation in a direction beneficial to them.

The gaze of a genius swept Ian Oracle.

“Please first state what you can offer.”

“Exclusive distribution rights for the new potion. However, production must be entrusted to the Royal Academy. Your company must invest in the facilities, and the finished product should bear both your company’s emblem and the Royal Academy’s emblem.”

“Umm, that sounds good. There are no impossible conditions. Now, we should settle on a specific amount. Do you have a figure in mind?”

“I’d like to hear your opinion first.”

Ian replied in a businesslike tone.

Woodward pondered carefully.

If the person before him were someone else, they might think he was dragging out the time.

But Ian Oracle patiently waited for him to reach a conclusion.

“How about a contract for a 50 billion shilling down payment for the exclusive distribution rights and a 10% royalty on net sales for three years?”

The terms were not bad.

Receiving a 50 billion shilling down payment meant he would pay 30% of that to the academy and split the rest with his roommate.

By simple calculation, Ian Oracle would receive approximately 17 billion shillings.

Moreover, with royalties, the amount he could collect each month would snowball, provided the product sold well.

‘But for now, I’ll decline.’

Ian answered with a troubled expression.

“50 billion shillings is quite a substantial amount. However, considering the prestige of the Royal Academy, it indeed falls short. The Academy holds value beyond what can be converted to money.”

“Certainly, if the emblem of the Royal Academy is included, it would help in sales. It would fetch a premium price. However, I hope you understand that a contract fee of five billion is unprecedented.”

“That seems a bit strange.”

“What do you mean?”

Woodward asked with a puzzled expression. Ian smiled slyly.

“You just described it as an innovation that could change the world, yet with the phrase ‘unprecedented amount,’ it seems like you’re trying to downplay its value. No matter how I think about it, Mr. Woodward, you are a reasonable person, so I must be mistaken, right?”

With Ian’s coy remark, Woodward raised both hands in surrender.

“Ha ha. I admit defeat. It seems you, Ian, possess more assets than I do.”

“That doesn’t mean I’m planning to make unreasonable demands.”

“Are you saying the contract fee is insufficient? Or is it the adjustment of the royalty rate?”

“Neither.”

Ian gave a subtle smile.

Woodward had a sense of what that smile implied.

Earlier, Ian had asked if he knew the reason urgent funds were needed. It clearly related to that matter.

“How about we meet again in a week? I am satisfied with our greeting for today.”

“You could explain now.”

“If it’s then, I’m certain Mr. Woodward will be satisfied. I promise.”

Woodward nodded in agreement.

“Very well. We will also try to come up with a better proposal. Let’s reconvene at the same time in this place, in a week, shall we?”

“Certainly.”

The two shook hands firmly and parted ways.

* * *

The reason Ian set a week’s time frame was because of the Hamel Trading Company.

It wasn’t to hear what they would say and make a decision based on it.

Large trading companies tend to pry into each other’s information.

‘Once it’s known that Mr. Woodward left empty-handed, they will surely get anxious.’

A fifty-billion shilling contract fee and ten percent royalty were generous enough that signing the contract immediately wouldn’t have been a problem. That was a more generous deal than anticipated.

However, going through with the contract right away would conclude any involvement with the Hamel Trading Company.

They might even more thoroughly cut ties to prevent involvement.

‘Whether it’s a person or a beast, one tends to make mistakes when anxious.’

A week provided ample time for one or two meetings.

Now, he only had to wait for the Hamel Trading Company’s response while observing the reactions of other trading companies.

When Ian entered the dormitory, Edel was preparing for the entrance test.

Milo was nowhere in sight, possibly out hunting.

“Ian! I’ve left the letters on the desk for you.”

“Thanks.”

Four letters were piled up.

All were replies from trading companies. Ian sat at the desk and opened them one by one.

‘As expected, not many are interested.’

Three out of the four letters politely declined or stated they would reach out again if the opportunity arose.

Of course, not all of them were utterly useless.

The last letter was a reply from the Hamel Trading Company.

Felix himself had handwritten it, attempting to set up a meeting with Ian.

― I would like to meet you as soon as possible. Please contact the trading company using the Academy’s communication network, and I will immediately come to the Academy. I definitely wish to have a conversation with you, baron. Also…

The detailed and earnest sentiment was impressive. However, Ian had no intention of contacting them immediately.

‘Meeting tomorrow should suffice.’

Ian opted for mailing a response instead of using the communication network.

Sending it now would ensure its arrival by tomorrow.

He jotted down the time and location succinctly and placed it in the mail slot.

“Ian.”

At that moment, Milo approached from down the hallway.

However, his expression was somber.
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“Why are you speaking in such a low voice? Got rejected?”

“Can we talk for a moment?”

Milo gestured outside with his thumb.

Something had clearly happened.

He usually would react sensitively when the word ‘rejected’ came up, but not this time.

And he wore a serious expression similar to when they had met Sir Lancelot during a dungeon expedition.

Ian followed him outside.

They sat down on the bench where Ian had once sat alongside Professor Frost for a conversation.

Milo crossed his arms and let out a deep sigh.

“Why are you investigating that shop owner?”

“Mr. Frederick?”

“Yes.”

Something had gone wrong.

Ian felt this instinctively.

“I have my reasons. I have to meet him at least once.”

“That’s no longer possible.”

“You couldn’t find any traces of him at all?”

“He’s dead.”

Ian was shocked. He had sensed there was danger, but he didn’t expect such swift action.

‘I never got to hear the truth.’


He let out a sigh.

With things having turned out this way, it would become even harder to find evidence and witnesses.

There were extremely few people who had interacted with his father at that time, and tracing letters had its limitations.

“The investigator confirmed the corpse. He appeared to have been tortured and then poisoned. They couldn’t retrieve the body because there were obstacles.”

“What about the investigator?”

“He’s safe. Got a little injured, but nothing serious.”

Ian felt relieved.

Had the investigator been in serious peril, Ian would not have been able to face Milo.

He had initially downplayed the situation when he first spoke to him.

“Ian, you understand what it means for someone to have been killed?”

“I understand.”

“Then why are you hiding it? What’s really going on? People are being tortured to death. What are you hiding?”

Milo sounded agitated.

Ian felt it was time to reveal the truth to him.

Frederick’s death hastened his decision.

“There was an incident on the day of my admission to the Academy.”

The narrative unfolded.

Ian told Milo about discovering his family’s debts and the suspicions he had when meeting Frederick.

It wasn’t just because he had come to trust Milo.

The incident had inadvertently involved Milo and the Vinettia Family.


Apologizing for that was necessary.

If anyone had a right to know, it was Milo.

“Such a tremendous issue… And you’ve been hiding it all this time?”

Having learned the story’s depths, Milo was astounded. The two of them were looking up at the sky by then.

“You were planning to make potions because of that, right?”

“Yeah. If Professor Frost hadn’t approved it, I’d probably be running some business somewhere by now. Or sold as a slave.”

“With a face like yours, you’d probably be someone’s plaything rather than a slave.”

“That’s a bit disturbing, isn’t it?”

“Still, better than being dragged to a mine, wouldn’t you say?”

“That’s terrifying in its own way.”

“Certainly better than dealing with foul-smelling men on a sailing ship.”

“Don’t speak like you’ve experienced it firsthand.”

The two laughed softly.

Ian appreciated Milo’s light-heartedness. It lifted a weight off his shoulders.

Had Milo not joked, the conversation might have left Ian feeling heavy-hearted.

“So, you’ll keep investigating, right? You must uncover the truth. You can’t just wait until your parents come back.”

Again, Ian felt grateful.

He was thankful that Milo didn’t tell him to let his parents go already.

“No matter how much I think about it, it’s dangerous. It’s not something you can do alone. Right now, you’re safe because you’re protected by the academy’s boundaries, but if you go out, what kind of misfortune are you intending to meet?”

“Still, I can’t just hold back.”


“That’s a difficult problem.”

“If things go as expected, a large sum that could be paid off at once will come in. There’s also a way to just close my eyes and pay off the debt.”

“But you won’t do that, will you?”

“If I do that, it would mean acknowledging that I did something my father might not have done.”

“Those money-crazed bastards!”

Milo clicked his tongue and muttered.

“There seems to be no other way. I suppose this body has no choice but to help.”

“What?”

“I said I’ll help. With your task. No matter where you go, having one more person is always better, and I’m suitable as a shield too.”

“No, thanks. I don’t want to drag you into this. I also don’t want to cause any more trouble for your family.”

“What trouble between us? And we’ve already crossed that line.”

Milo stood up and spun around, staring directly at Ian.

“Of course, I’m not saying I’ll help you unconditionally.”

“Then what? Do you need money?”

“I do need it, but there’s something more valuable than money.”

Ian seemed to understand the identity of the anxiety that suddenly swept over him.

“Senior Isera! Make sure to bring over that annoying second-year senior. Let her know there’s a first-year with an amazing body right here!”

“To bring over?”

Ian wondered if the idiom he knew was correct.

To bring over someone means to connect a person they are dating with one of their acquaintances.

“Don’t you think you’re using it wrong? I don’t have anything with the senior. And the term ‘amazing body’ means… ”

“Shut up! Just answer that. Yes or no?”

“It seems it’d be better if I do it alone.”

Ian stood up and walked toward the dormitory. Milo with a scowl followed him.

He was really persistent.

He passionately pestered Ian until that night.

In the end, even though Milo didn’t achieve what he wanted, he decided to move together with Ian.

A new phase had begun.

* * *

The next day, Ian met Felix at the salon where he had met Woodward.

“It’s been a while, Mr. Felix.”

“How have you been? You look much better!”

“Thank you, but isn’t this not the time to be relaxed?”

Ian disliked Felix’s smile.

Felix, hit by Ian’s words, forced a smile.

“Oh my, you’ve changed again. Could it be the academy’s educational approach? You truly are an unexpected individual, Baron Ian.”

“I’ve always been this way. However, there just wasn’t any opportunity to show it.”

“I see.”

For a commoner who couldn’t handle a sword or magic, dealing with a mage was quite difficult.

It’s because of the fear that one might be endangered at any moment.

However, in that aspect, Felix was an impressive talent.

He confronted Ian on equal footing. At least on the surface, that is.

“How is your business doing these days? I heard it’s been getting quite difficult.”

“Hahaha. Certainly not. Our Hamel Trading Company is the top company in the kingdom. There’s nothing to compare it with.”

“Seems like you don’t know much about this academy. It’s a place where the children of noble families gather. The information coming in is substantial.”

Of course, Ian had not heard anything. But there was no issue in utilizing the situation.

“Recently, I met Lord Hunka. I offered a bit of help, and he graciously invited me to his family’s manor. It was a truly significant encounter.”

It was completely unrelated.

But when you leave a suitable gap between facts, sometimes they mysteriously connect depending on the receiver’s position.

Naturally, Felix couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

The marquis family of the kingdom is certainly not easy to deal with.

“And yesterday, I met another remarkable figure, Mr. Woodward from the Bahamut Trading Company.”

It was like a remark that stirred ripples in a quiet lake.

Felix, already aware, pretended to be surprised.

“Oh, is that so? Did you have a good conversation?”

“I handed over the exclusive sales rights to them. They were very generous with it.”

Felix was once again taken aback.

However, this time it was not an act.

He was genuinely surprised.

What he heard was entirely different from what he had been told.

According to the information relayed by his subordinate, the negotiations had broken down because they couldn’t agree on the terms.

‘This crazy bastard! Where on earth did he pick up that information!’

Beads of cold sweat formed on Felix’s forehead.

Ian continued speaking.

“Isn’t it obvious by now which is the kingdom’s best trading company? Mr. Woodward wrote to me before I even contacted him. From what I understand, there’s no one like that in the Hamel Trading Company.”

“Must’ve been lucky.”

“They say skill is also a part of luck.”

“But that doesn’t determine the value of a trading company, does it? Frankly, who knows how well that potion the baron developed will sell?”

Felix flashed that notorious sneering smile.

Ian laughed, spreading his arms wide.

“Mr. Felix, isn’t this hardly the place for such blunt words?”

“If you’re offended, I apologize.”

“You do apologize quite easily, don’t you?”

“But then, isn’t asking me to meet like this after you’ve already sealed a contract almost an act of bluntness?”

“You still perceive things poorly. Well, I noticed that when you bluntly spoke to my butler.”

Ian chuckled lightly.

The veins bulged on Felix’s smoothly-paved forehead.

“Baron Ian… Are you insulting our company right now?”

“Of course not. I know Mr. Felix is a remarkable figure, but that doesn’t make you the representative of the Hamel Trading Company, does it? If I insult you, does that mean I’m insulting the Hamel Trading Company?”

“I am here representing the company!”

“Then you should behave representatively. Mr. Woodward is in a much higher position than you, yet he was respectful towards me. Quite the opposite of your approach.”

“Ugh!”

Strangely, his words were entangled.

Indeed, Ian was spouting sophistry.

Yet Felix found himself unable to argue back as he usually did.

A peculiar pressure weighed heavily upon him.

‘Damn it!’

Felix suddenly realized the nature of that pressure.

Ian had already taken the advantageous high ground.

He was drawn into it from the beginning.

Psychologically, he was no longer the creditor.

On the contrary, Felix ought to wish for Ian to nullify the contract he had signed.

“Hahaha! Mr. Felix, if you take it so seriously, what does that make my position?”

“… Seriously?”

“To become familiar, don’t people usually play around a bit? Actually, about that contract, it was just a joke.”

Felix’s eyes widened.

“I wanted to see a reaction. To gauge how much value my research holds. I apologize if I offended you.”

Ian mimicked Felix’s light tone.

‘This… this bastard!’

It felt like his blood was boiling backwards.

Felix couldn’t regain his composure.

He almost resorted to grabbing him by the collar.

To Felix, Ian was neither a noble nor an academy student—just a powerless noble easily ridiculed.

Yet here he was, being ridiculed by that very noble.

The boiling anger stemmed further from the miserable reality of having to accept such jokes with laughter.

Because if he failed to clinch the deal, he’d be as good as dead.

“Ha… hahaha. It’s fine! Such jokes are welcome anytime!”

“I figured you’d appreciate it. We do have some similar quirks, don’t we?”

Despite swearing inwardly, Felix forced a bright smile.

“So, how is it with the Bahamut Trading Company?”

“We agreed to meet again next week, but I’m not sure how things will turn out.”

“What price did they offer?”

Now that it was revealed as a joke that they had sealed the contract, Felix felt the agitation rising.

Ian leisurely sipped his tea.

“It’s a bit difficult to disclose that…”

“I promise to offer more than that. You have my word.”

“It’s a significant amount. Are you certain you can decide?”

“Of course. Our company owner is also looking forward to it.”

Well, that’s great.

Ian brought up the phrase he had prepared long before.

“But isn’t there something we need to tie up first?”
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“What do you mean ‘to tie up’?”

He was utterly shameless.

Felix looked at Ian with an expression as if he had never heard of it before.

However, Ian vividly remembered Felix’s threatening demeanor when he had come to see him just before entering the academy.

“Ah, Felix, don’t you think it’s a bit too late to feign ignorance now that things have spiraled out of control?”

Ian smiled as he took a sip of his tea.

Finally, Felix began negotiating, habitually rubbing his hands together.

“Are you perhaps referring to a debt?”

“Indeed.”

“My lord, that’s a misunderstanding! A debt is a debt, and business is business. They are entirely separate matters and should never be considered together.”

He spoke in a very cautious and gentle tone.

If only he had been like this when they first met.

Ian tilted his head slightly.

“It doesn’t seem like something that can be considered separately. After all, I developed a potion formula to pay off a debt I wasn’t even aware of, and now here I am, sitting in front of you, Felix.”

“Hmm…”

“Wouldn’t others think similarly? If the conditions are similar, they’d likely choose a more reputable trading company.”

“So, you’re saying that our Hamel Trading Company’s reputation isn’t good.”

“How could it possibly be good?”

Ian crossed his legs and stared intently at Felix.

“No matter how much I searched, it wasn’t there. The contract that was supposed to be with my father, wasn’t.”


“Well, as I mentioned before, losing a contract for safekeeping is more common than you think.”

“That much I understand. But this case seems a bit different.”

Felix felt as though he were standing in a courtroom he’d once seen.

Ian’s voice carried the weight and authority of a judge’s.

“According to the kingdom’s law, just as a debtor must repay their debt to a creditor, the creditor also has the obligation to prove the contract’s validity for debt succession.”

“Proof? Is there really a need for such? Isn’t it already evident?”

“A one-sided contract is evident? I thought even during our first meeting that it was incredibly sloppy.”

Ian had no intention of pushing too hard.

It was enough to make a slight threat.

He placed a moist cookie in his mouth and chewed. As crumbs fell, Ian brushed them off with his hand.

Felix couldn’t take his eyes off those crumbs.

They resembled his shabby appearance as they fell outside the robe.

Felix blinked, regaining his composure.

“In usual cases, it might be acknowledged. But regrettably, the bodies of my parents were never found. Therefore, the debt would only resume after clearly determining if it’s a case of disappearance or death.”

“But haven’t you inherited the title?”

“Titles and property are different matters.”

“Let me get this straight… Would you be saying it’s okay if all properties were seized?”

“What would you do with a shabby mansion with nothing in it?”

The family’s fortunes had drastically declined compared to ten years ago. Even if seized, it wouldn’t be worth the trouble.

Due to Ian’s unwavering demeanor, Felix could not reply hastily.


This was the issue Felix grappled with when he first started dealing with the Oracle Family.

Baron Lefevre, the debtor’s demise, wasn’t certain.

Although Felix claimed to Ian he delayed the collection out of moral obligation, in reality, it was a tactic to meticulously plan the operation.

After over ten years, upon hearing rumors that Ian had taken over the family, Felix promptly acted.

He concluded there was no longer any chance of Baron Lefevre’s return.

However, things got increasingly complicated.

‘Frederick. It’s all because of that damned old man that this mess has escalated to this extent!’

Felix cursed him, not exempting him even in death.

Felix might have removed a key witness, but not every variable was under his control.

Frederick-like individuals could surface anywhere at any time.

The success of the potion development only drove the final nail in.

‘If it goes on like this, there’s a high possibility of ruining the task.’

On the other hand, he wanted to burn the contract and erase the debt, claiming it was a mistake. However, this had become an impossible task.

Ian injecting mana into the forged contract had been beyond his expectations.

Now, that contract was securely kept under strict supervision.

In other words, he could not use the excuse of an error in the debt.

He could not avoid punishment the moment he attempted it.

‘In that case… there’s no choice but to somehow persuade this Ian kid!’

Having reached that conclusion, Felix smiled brightly.

He still thought there was a chance to turn this around. He believed it was merely luck that landed on Ian.


Felix still didn’t consider Ian’s skills to be genuinely behind the patented potion recipe.

“As a term of the contract, I will forgive the entire debt the Baron owes. We will even return the amount you have already paid.”

The sum of the principal and interest amounted to 3 billion shillings. This was already a massive amount.

Felix was also taking a gamble. If he didn’t settle the prior fake contract with this opportunity, the situation would likely fall apart completely.

Of course, he might lose favor with the company owner, but he had no choice.

For now, he thought it best to keep a low profile.

‘If the potion manufacturing contract succeeds and the business gets on track, I can appeal sufficiently again. My position will rise further!’

However, Ian simply dug his ears, feigning disinterest.

“It’s really awkward for me to say this, but those aren’t particularly interesting conditions.”

“Of course, we will ensure a good contract fee and royalties. How about planning the future with our company in this opportunity?”

“Bahamut Trading Company offered 5 billion as a contract fee.”

“Five billion… you say?”

Felix’s expression turned dumbstruck. Even forgiving the debt greatly was a high offer.

No place invests that much money in a business whose viability hasn’t been proven yet.

Of course, if the Hamel Trading Company were in its former golden age, the story might have been different, but these days it operated defensively due to the indiscriminate attacks from the Bahamut Trading Company.

In such circumstances, offering beyond 5 billion was difficult.

“It seems like you don’t believe me. If you’re doubtful, you can check. Mr. Woodward is not the type to be so easily offended.”

“It’s not that I don’t believe… it’s just…”

“Combining the principal and interest was 3 billion, and I paid 29 million shillings… if you’re returning it, then it totals to 3.29 billion. So, you’re offering 3.29 billion as the contract fee, right?”

Ian wiggled the five fingers spread wide on his hand.

“I don’t see a reason to sign the contract when I can earn more. Wouldn’t anyone who can count choose the Bahamut Trading Company?”

“Um… excuse me for a moment!”

Felix said as he stepped out.

Ian paid little attention and continued enjoying his dessert.

After a brief moment, Felix returned, some dampness lingering on his face, as if he had washed it.

Sitting upright, Felix lowered his head.

“Five billion is truly difficult. But I must say that the contract fee isn’t everything. With the various facilities and connections Hamel Trading Company possesses, I am confident it can be a great opportunity for the Baron as well.”

“Wow, I didn’t know Felix was such a courteous person. Ha ha ha!”

Ian smiled broadly and dusted his hands.

“Our discussion starts at five billion.”

“Sigh…”

“It doesn’t seem like a situation in which you should be sighing.”

“My apologies!”

Felix bowed his head again.

“That’s why I mentioned Mr. Woodward. There’s no point for someone without decision-making authority to come out and waste both our time and breath.”

Despite the blatant remark, Felix didn’t have the energy to retort. It was true after all.

He didn’t have the authority to disburse 5 billion all at once. For such a sum to move, the head of the Hamel Trading Company needed to act personally.

Unlike the Bahamut Trading Company where the management rights were actively shared with the members, power in Hamel Trading Company was concentrated in one place. Everything was under the company owner’s possession.

“In addition to the 5 billion contract fee, there are other conditions. Want me to relay them?”

“Please, share them.”

A glimmer of hope appeared on Felix’s face.

However, Ian planned to completely crush even that hope.

“First, officially acknowledge that the contract with Baron Lefevre is void. Also, admit that the Hamel Trading Company was at fault in the process, and make them subject to the authorities’ punishment.”

“That is nonsense!”

“I haven’t finished speaking yet.”

Ian was ruthless.

But he intended to become even more ruthless in the future.

Cruelty doesn’t require stabbing with a sword or burning with magic. Sometimes, words can be the most cruel of all.

“For a month, place advertisements in all newspapers in Kingdom of Sonokin, apologizing to both the Oracle Family and Baron Lefevre. All costs should be borne by the Hamel Trading Company.”

“Do you think that would be possible?”

Of course, it was an absurd demand.

If things went as Ian stated, it wouldn’t end with a minor punishment.

The Bahamut Trading Company could join forces with the Royal Family and completely annihilate the Hamel Mercantile Guild.

With an innocent smile, Ian replied.

“Why should I worry about that? Whether it’s possible or not is Felix’s problem, because Felix doesn’t have the authority to decide. Shouldn’t you report it to your superiors?”

“Baron Ian!”

“With that, I’ll take my leave. Thank you for the tea.”

Ian left the salon immediately without paying for the tea.

* * *

“So, he finally cut to the chase.”

Milo mumbled.

This wasn’t a conversation to be had in the dormitory room, so Ian and Milo came to a nearby open space.

“It would have been nice if Wilson had been there.”

“You’re really a ruthless guy when you think about it.”

“Isn’t it okay to be a bit greedy if you can return what you’ve received?”

Milo had listened to all the explanations from Ian. During that process, he once again realized Ian’s extraordinary nature.

People gain experience by maintaining relationships with others.

Reading texts and writing theses are completely different from negotiating with people.

The former can be done alone, but the latter cannot.

Meeting and mingling with others was something Ian hadn’t done much of until now.

Nevertheless, Ian handled all issues smoothly as if he were a veteran living his new life.

“That’s why they say you’re in your second life.”

“What’s that?”

“Your new nickname! Recently, it changed from Lucky Seven to Second Life.”

“Suddenly?”

“Since you’re doing so well in everything, there’s a scholarly theory you’ve returned to the past as a mage. I’m looking forward to what your next nickname will be.”

Ian chuckled.

Having good nicknames was never a bad thing.

“But what if the Hamel folks accept those conditions? You can’t do business with people like that.”

“There’s nothing to worry about. They’re conditions they can never accept.”

“Why?”

“The current atmosphere isn’t good. If they cause a problem now, the momentum might completely shift to their competitors. They won’t take that risk.”

“There’s nothing easy in life, huh. So you’ll end up signing with Bahamut after all. Will you meet the Hamel folk again?”

“I have to.”

“Seems like a waste of time.”

“I need to meet the company owner.”

“The company owner… Hamel Gestring?”

Ian nodded.

There’s a saying that if you want to catch a tiger, you have to go into its den.

“Before that, I have something to do. Come with me.”

“Where?”

“A meeting with Senior Gaus.”

Ian had it all planned out.
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“Is today finally the day?”

Ian Oracle woke up early in the morning and got out of bed. Today is Earth Day, which meant there were no classes.

Edel was already awake and diligently studying ancient languages. Watching him, Ian’s mind was filled with curiosity.

Edel turned his head just then, and their eyes met.

“You’re up early. Did you sleep well?”

“But I wonder, when do you actually get up and get ready?”

Edel always woke up and got ready earlier than anyone else.

Ian realized that he had never seen Edel change clothes in their room. Usually, such things wouldn’t bother him, but today it seemed a bit odd.

“Uh… Why are you asking all of a sudden?”

“Just curious.”

“I take a walk at dawn and do it all at once. Since there’s a shower room, I use it.”

“You’re diligent.”

The academy had student-only showers and baths.

As long as one used a gender-appropriate facility, anyone could access them regardless of their department.

“Compared to someone who studies and runs a business, I’m less diligent. You’re really amazing, Ian.”

Edel’s sparkling eyes were a bit daunting.

Ian changed the subject.

“How are your preparations?”

“I’m not confident… but I’ll give it my best shot!”

Today was finally the entrance exam day.


The test was to be held at the Great Library’s Ancient Magic section.

It was a less popular place, so most likely, aside from Isera Hebraim, no one would be there today.

Ian wondered what kind of questions would be on the test.

If it were a problem given by a professor, it wouldn’t be too burdensome. It was just part of the curriculum.

But the fact that it was a separate exam for entrance made it more nerve-wracking.

Of course, Ian was calm about everything.

He intended to take the test, but mostly to assess the capabilities of his glasses.

“Professor Frost asked us to come in the morning, so let’s eat and go right after.”

“Okay!”

Ian forced Milo Vinettia out of bed, and they all had breakfast at the student dining hall. It was quieter than usual, perhaps due to many students sleeping in.

Each round table was clean, with four chairs set around it. Since staff were assigned to each table, students just had to sit and order.

“Set A, please.”

“Set B with extra chicken breast!”

“I’d like set C, please.”

The students of Dormitory A, room 307, had distinct personalities, even noticeable from their food choices.

Ian aimed for a balanced diet, opting for set A, which included both meat and vegetables.

In contrast, Milo ordered copious amounts of meat, favoring set B with additional chicken breast.

Edel preferred a fully vegetarian meal, opting for light foods such as bread or salad.

“So when are we going to drink?”

Milo hadn’t given up yet.


“How about tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow?”

Tomorrow was Sun Day, a day with no classes and a high likelihood of getting permission to go out.

“Heh, tomorrow sounds great! I didn’t expect you, Ian, to set a date so willingly.”

“A promise is a promise.”

Their potion project had concluded safely, and Ian had won his bet with Sebastian. Taking a day to bond didn’t seem bad.

Of course, the circumstances around Ian were becoming unusually chaotic.

“But it’s best to live like a student, all the more for that reason.”

Ian was increasingly understanding the importance of maintaining his composure.

“Your order is here!”

A cheerful staff member set down plates from the cart to the table.

The food looked so delicious that just the aroma made their mouths water.

The three of them picked up their forks and knives and began eating.

“What are you guys doing today?”

“Later, Edel and I are taking the entrance exam.”

“Was that today?”

Ian had wanted Milo to join the Ancient Literature Reading Club, but Milo politely declined.

He had resolved not to engage in any club activities that involved studying.

“Then, tomorrow we’ll know if it’s a celebratory drink or a consolation one.”

“Yeah.”


“How about you, Edel? Are you prepared? It seemed you studied hard.”

“I’m not sure. I did study hard, but we’ll have to see.”

“Cheer up!”

“I’m still nervous.”

“If you fail, it’s Ian’s fault for teaching poorly. If you pass, it’s because you studied hard. Thinking like this might ease your mind.”

“We can’t forget the blame on someone who snored through their sleep.”

After a delicious meal, the three of them stepped outside.

Milo said he was heading to Gaus’s lab and left first.

“He’s so diligent, even on his days off. Going to his senior’s lab too.”

“He has things he needs to do.”

“Things he needs to do?”

“Do you remember the magic stone I gave before? I’m receiving the compensation now.”

Ian and Edel headed toward the Great Library.

As expected, Isera sat in her usual place in the Ancient Magic section.

“Oh, hello.”

Edel gulped nervously.

The atmosphere was completely different from seeing Isera in the lecture hall.

This was the first time since Isera had come looking for Ian, and Edel felt it again deeply now.

Isera’s indifferent gaze skimmed over Edel.

“The kid I saw in front of the lecture hall before, right? Edel Heinz?”

“Yes!”

Edel smiled brightly.

It felt good that she remembered his name just from seeing him once.

Isera stood and pointed to one side.

On the desk, there were test papers laid out.

“There are 10 questions in total. You need to read and translate the ancient language. It’s very simple. The time limit is 10 minutes.”

A translation per minute.

Ancient language was completely different in nature from the Continental language.

Words carried multiple meanings, so you needed to derive several meanings and combine them.

The interpretation that read most smoothly and plausibly was considered the best.

“The questions consider your level. The passing score is 60.”

“Is partial credit given?”

“There is.”

Ian and Edel sat down.

Isera, checking the time with a pocket watch, stood before them like a proctor.

“Begin.”

They had been waiting for this moment.

Ian donned his glasses.

Some characters became blurred before changing shape.

‘Huh?’

It felt a bit strange.

There were interpretations that are visible, and some not visible at all.

It was only natural.

Ian, having read countless books up until now, had a rough understanding of when interpretations would appear.

The glasses could only translate simple aphorisms of stage 1 or the beginning of stage 2. And those aphorisms had to be related to magic.

‘Five visible problems, five invisible ones.’

There was nothing peculiar about that in itself.

Commonly used ancient language didn’t show up as translated.

‘But the questions are arranged systematically.’

Ancient language related to magic was in odd-numbered questions, while the ones that are unrelated to magic was in even-numbered ones.

In other words, visible and invisible interpretations alternated.

‘These problems were made by Senior Isera. Why go to the trouble of arranging them this way?’

The intention of the examiner was evident in the test questions.

Sometimes, the questions got harder towards the end, or they were grouped by field.

But the test questions here weren’t of that nature. There was something unusual.

‘There’s intention behind this, needing to arrange the problems like this… Could she have sensed my ability?’

It wasn’t impossible.

First, Ian confirmed through his glasses that he had perfectly interpreted the first one. But he held off on writing it down for now.

Next, he moved to the second.

‘This one has nothing to do with magic.’

Not being able to see the translation didn’t mean he couldn’t interpret it.

Ian tried to interpret it using his knowledge of the ancient language.

‘It’s about a recipe.’

It wasn’t a particularly challenging problem.

However, it seemed likely that it wouldn’t be as perfect as interpreting ancient language related to magic.

Next was the third.

This one also contained magical aphorisms, so Ian could see a perfect translation through his glasses.

‘I’m certain. The senior is definitely trying to confirm something.’

Ian concluded that Isera’s intention was embedded in the problem arrangement.

It didn’t seem to be a malevolent intention.

But there was no need to showcase all his abilities. Solving them gradually would suffice.

‘It’s not the right time yet. I apologize, senior, but…’

Ian returned to the first question and began to write down his answers.

The answers he jotted down differed slightly from the perfect interpretations visible through his glasses.

Ian intentionally changed a few words to make his interpretations vague.

This way, all ten answers were recorded.

‘With this, I should just barely make the cut-off.’

Feeling a sense of relief, Ian glanced surreptitiously at Edel.

It was the first time he had seen Edel so focused.

It showed how earnest Edel was for this learning opportunity.

Ian thought teaching him the ancient language was a good decision.

‘Next, I should teach him some basic magic. At least he should know how to protect himself.’

Just then, Isera approached him.

“Ian.”

“Yes?”

“Cheating will lead to disqualification.”

Ian was at a loss for words.

At the same time, he had such a thought — perhaps it was not he who was enjoying the situation, but Isera.

“I’ve finished it.”

“Lies.”

“It’s true.”

Isera took his answer sheet and began grading it.

There were many more checks than crosses.

Ian was more curious about what Isera intended to do with the answer sheet rather than the grade itself.

However, once she finished grading, Isera simply wrote down the score and returned the test to him. He had expected her to take it, so this was a surprise.

‘Was I being overly sensitive?’

Either way, there was no way of knowing now. It wouldn’t hurt to be cautious, he thought.

“Our admission is assured now, right?”

The final recorded score was 72 points.

“For now.”

“I look forward to working with you.”

Isera still wore a displeased expression, but she turned her head primly and proceeded to check Edel’s answer sheet.

Edel clasped his hands together and closed his eyes tightly, as if praying.

In no time, the grading was over.

Edel, receiving his answer sheet, jumped to his feet, exclaiming joyfully.

“I did it!”

It seemed he had passed. The number 61 was written on his test.

“That was close.”

“Yes! I was really worried, but thank goodness…”

“It’s good that Milo won’t have anything to tease you about?”

“Actually, yes.”

Edel smiled, tears threatening to spill over.

Ian thought to himself how delicate he seemed.

“Alright. I permit both of you to join the Ancient Literature Reading Club.”

“Is there no admission ceremony or anything?”

“Admission ceremony?”

It’s something like a welcome party. When a new student joins, all the members gather to hold a small party.

‘Since it’s a club with only one member, perhaps an admission ceremony is impossible.’

He then realized that, although there were now three members, there wasn’t anyone else to celebrate with.

“I’ll show you the club room. Follow me.”

“There’s a club room too?”

“No club exists without a room.”

Ian and Edel obediently followed Isera out of the Great Library.

They stopped at a small building in a somewhat isolated part of the campus.

The wooden building looked like it could collapse at any moment, with rough vines enveloping it, giving it the aura of an abandoned lodge.

“Is this the Haunted Experience Club instead of the Ancient Literature Reading Club? It looks like ghosts could pop out any time.”

“It’s an old building, but it’s safe. A preservation spell had been cast on it.”

“The atmosphere is amazing!”

Edel seemed to be delighted.

The three of them entered and opened the door labeled ‘Ancient Literature Reading Club’.

“It’s better than I expected.”

“It’s so cozy! It feels like an attic.”

It had a certain charm.

A warm red carpet, a fireplace to one side with a tea set.

Rows of old books lined the wall, and there was a table and chairs in the middle for people to gather and talk.

Though it was a bit disappointing to see no experimental equipment, it felt neatly organized with everything needed.

It seemed to symbolize Isera herself.

On the outside, she appeared indifferent and cold, but perhaps her heart was as warm as this.

“But… what’s this?”

Ian pointed with his finger to something hanging on the wall.
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It was a picture.

To be precise, it was a map depicting the terrain.

However, it was somewhat different from a typical map.

Maps used by ordinary people focus on paths where one can walk, emphasizing fast and safe travel.

But this map was not like that.

If it were claimed to be a military map, that would be incorrect as well.

This map exuded an unfriendly aura in every way.

Although villages and cities were indeed drawn, what stood out even more were tiny squares scattered all over the map.

“If you aspire to be a theoretical mage, you should find the answers yourself.”

“Can’t I just take it easy? Now that the entrance exams are over, you should treat me like a member.”

“That’s the tradition of the Ancient Literature Reading Club.”

“What tradition exists in a club that has only one member?”

“The view that tradition is related to the number of people is quite fresh, isn’t it?”

That wasn’t a compliment. It was sarcasm.

“Tradition is passed between people, hence it is related. If we hadn’t joined, the tradition would’ve been discontinued, you know?”

“I always intended to have more members.”

“Sure you did.”

Edel, who observed the two bickering, chuckled quietly.

Someone who didn’t know them well might worry, but Edel felt no unease. Instead, he sensed the two were quite close.

Otherwise, they wouldn’t be able to co-author papers or ask to be accepted as a member for a friend.


Above all, Ian and Isera got along remarkably well.

‘They truly look like a painting!’

Not only were their appearances outstanding, but their intellectual aura also added to the warm, cozy atmosphere of the room, which seemed to embrace them warmly.

He felt a tinge of envy.

The fact that he could be so close to a senior in the second year already.

The Academy’s academic atmosphere was very strict.

The Natural Sciences Department was relatively free, but the Department of Magic had clear senior-junior hierarchies.

The Department of Martial Arts felt like superiors rather than seniors. They were closer to cadets over there.

Because of this, even if people were close outside, they often drew lines here.

Every action was tied to the honor of their family.

In that regard, Ian and Isera’s relationship provided much food for thought.

“You seem to have become close quickly.”

“Who?”

“You and Senior Isera.”

“No way.”

Ian smirked as he focused on the map.

When Edel looked at Isera, she showed no particular reaction.

“Let me see……”

Ian took a step back and propped his chin as he examined the map as a whole.

The map encompassed the Kingdom of Sonokin and parts of adjacent countries, covering a substantial range.


‘Instead of focusing on specific areas, it feels like it gives an overall perspective.’

Ian’s eyes, which were darting around busily, caught a clue.

Near the capital, a square labeled with a name he recognized was marked.

‘Abyss?’

It was the name of a training dungeon he had recently explored.

That was the decisive clue.

‘So that was it.’

Ian recalled the famous dungeons known within the Kingdom of Sonokin and their locations.

Unfailingly, those locations bore square markings. The mystery was solved.

“It’s a map marking dungeons and ruins. It seems the color delineates them – red for dungeons and blue for ruins, right?”

“You solved it later than expected.”

“I’m not as smart as you, senior.”

Isera looked at Ian as if questioning what he meant.

Ian’s gaze remained fixed on the map.

“Seeing something like this hanging on the wall suggests our club takes part in exploring ruins, right?”

“It’s an old tradition.”

“That sounds interesting.”

The thought of unearthing unknown ancient scripts and discovering treasures brought a smile to her face as she envisioned sitting in a dark dungeon while enjoying a packed lunch.

That was truly an exemplary blend of study and recreation within a club activity.

“Wouldn’t exploring be difficult on your own, senior? While a known dungeon might be manageable, ruins would be quite different.”


The nature of dungeons and ruins was completely different.

If a dungeon was an ecosystem, ruins were literally spaces constructed with a specific purpose.

Those purposes varied. Among the most commonly discovered were altars for ancient deities or tombs of ancient people.

The monsters appearing in ruins were notably strong. Despite not being affected by magic, they easily subdued explorers.

Sometimes, what’s not alive was scarier than what’s alive.

The traps set by ancient people were particularly dangerous.

‘There was even a story about how my parents vanished due to hidden traps.’

Therefore, exploring ruins inevitably required a lot of manpower and resources. While new discoveries were important, safety couldn’t be ignored.

So, many ancient ruins still remained unexplored and mysterious.

“If you don’t push your luck, dangerous situations don’t occur that often. In fact, it might be safer to be alone.”

Ian was not exactly aware of Isera’s capabilities. But considering her potential and knowledge, it was doubtful that she was less skilled than most mages.

“I’m looking forward to it. Our club’s first exploration. How often do you go out on expeditions now?”

“Once or twice a semester.”

“Since the number of members tripled, how about exploring once a month?”

“I’ll consider it.”

Isera poured the hot tea into cups and set them on the table.

Ian returned to his seat and shared the tea with Edel.

This time, he became interested in the books lined up on the shelf.

What one reads could offer a glimpse into their character or level of knowledge.

However, since visiting Isera’s dorm room wasn’t an option, he figured the books on these shelves might be useful.

‘Something seems quite serious here.’

There were far more books on ancient culture and myths than on ancient languages themselves.

There were even several books that Ian had never seen before.

Consequently, it seemed the name ‘Ancient Literature Reading Club’ didn’t quite fit.

“What’s the purpose of our club?”

“I remember explaining that once before.”

“That seems like a superficial reason.”

Ian went to the shelf and took out a book. Its title was ‘History and New Perspectives on Ancient Anthropology’.

“Aren’t these the kind of books you’d find in the research labs of the professors in the Department of Natural Sciences? There are quite a few of these here. An outsider might mistake this for an ancient studies research room.”

“It’s a personal hobby.”

“Since you were the only member, your personal taste kind of defines the club’s character.”

Isera blew on her tea and paused.

Then her deep eyes landed on Edel, who was startled and blushed, averting his gaze.

“Alright. With new members, it’s time for an explanation.”

“I’m a new member too, though.”

“To understand a culture, comprehending the language used by its people is most important. In any era, people wanted to leave something behind, whether in writing or drawings.”

Edel nodded vigorously, as if he is in a lecture hall.

“But without understanding that, nothing can be done, just as you can’t perform arithmetic without knowing numbers and symbols.”

“In the end, it’s a comprehensive study of ancient times.”

Ian snapped the book shut, placed it back on the shelf, and returned to his seat.

“Again, it’s a purely personal hobby.”

“There’s no need to draw such a line. I quite like that hobby. Neither Edel nor I joined just to learn ancient languages. Right?”

Edel nodded several times, and Isera’s eyes sparkled.

“So?”

“We want to know. What was true magic like? It’s said that ancient people cast spells with just their thoughts, right? We’re considered inferior, which is why we go through the cumbersome process of formulas and gestures.”

“It’s just a hypothesis that was once fashionable.”

“That’s the problem. Most hypotheses are wrong, but sometimes they hit the mark perfectly.”

“Even dragons can wield magic that is close to a mental technique.”

“But their language is fundamental, right? That can’t be considered a true mental technique. Even elves eventually use word magic.”

When Isera slightly tilted her head, her soft hair cascaded over her shoulder.

“Can it be interpreted that you’ve come here to become stronger?”

“Of course, that’s one of the reasons. Honestly speaking, yes. But there’s something I’m more curious about. What exactly is magic?”

Isera couldn’t answer immediately.

Professor Frost and Dean Jessica would probably feel the same.

No mage could easily answer what magic truly is.

Perhaps only those who don’t walk the path of magic or novice mages who focus on superficial flair would dare to give a simple answer.

“The one who created it must know the exact meaning. So we need to ask. That’s why I want to study ancient languages. Conversations need to make sense.”

Moreover, they needed to uncover the secrets of the glasses.

“There are countless things that could counter that view, but… since the newcomer seems burdened, shall we stop here?”

“I didn’t know you could be so kind.”

Ian joked, and Edel, realizing belatedly that it was about him, flinched in surprise.

“Oh, I’m fine… Really, I’m fine!”

“Edel.”

“Yes?”

“Since Ian seems to have a sense of it, I’ll give you something else to ponder.”

“Please do.”

“What do you think about who spoke the ancient language?”

“Uh… Obviously… ancient people?”

The moment he answered, Edel berated himself for such a foolish response.

If the answer were that obvious, they wouldn’t have asked. His expression turned sullen.

“That’s what most people think. But there might be another possibility.”

Ian suspected what would be said next but kept silent for his friend’s sake.

“The descendants of ancient people, to put it more precisely, those who are biologically the same but culturally different, might have restored the ancient culture and myths in their own language.”

“So, you mean… the ancient language we’re studying might not be the language the actual ancient people used, but rather one written by their distant descendants… is that what you’re saying?”

“Not that it is for sure, but it’s a possibility.”

“That’s quite complicated.”

Edel’s head throbbed.

It was challenging enough to interpret the language without needing to understand the intent behind it.

“Studying a language requires such considerations. Especially with an old language no longer in use, you have to consider various possibilities to avoid falling into bias.”

“Bias?”

“Studying with the certainty that it was the ancient people’s language versus studying with the suspicion that it might not be, can fundamentally change the nature of the research.”

“Oh, I think I understand what you’re saying. Simply put… keep all possibilities open while studying, right?”

“You’re smart.”

Ian laughed so unexpectedly that he couldn’t help it.

“This is the first time I’ve seen you praise someone, senior. Isn’t that a bit partial?”

“It’s because he has talent worth praising.”

“What kind of talent?”

“That’s something he has to find for himself. Perhaps imagine the mindset of a child doing a good deed to earn candy?”

It didn’t seem like just a joke. Hence, Ian refrained from asking further and sank into contemplation.

“But, senior.”

Edel raised his hand.

“Aren’t there any club activities besides the exploration?”

“Seems like you don’t like just studying.”

“No, absolutely, absolutely not!”

Edel vehemently waved both arms in denial, standing up unconsciously.

“Even with studying, there’s… something like a curriculum, right? I’m curious about how often we meet each week.”

“The ancient language research seminar meets once a week. The rest are free activities.”

“It’s not on the Earth Day or Sun Day, is it?”

Ian asked nervously, but bad premonitions often became reality.

“Sun Day.”

It felt like he’d lost an entire day of his weekend.
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“Puhahahaha! Engaging in club activities on Sun’s Day? And deciphering ancient scripts, no less? It’s not like you’re in remedial classes! Hahaha!”

Milo had wasted no time in laughing, even though the joy of passing the admission test was still fresh.

His target was Edel.

After all, Ian was obviously going to pass, and as friends, congratulating each other felt embarrassing, so Milo chose to mock in jest.

Thanks to this, Edel couldn’t hold his head high even as he exited the academy’s main gates.

Ian and his friends had made plans to drink at a nice place today.

Thus, they acquired outing passes and stepped outside.

“So, after all that groaning and moaning while studying, this is your result? Edel, how about reconsidering, even now?”

“Stop teasing him. He’s going to cry.”

Ian finally intervened, unable to stand it any longer.

However, everyone knew the troublesome ones tend to act contrary to what they’re told, as proven by Dr. Greenfrog’s thesis, so he gave up trying to stop Milo once he set his mind.

“No, Edel! Come join me in the tennis club. There are lots of gorgeous seniors there!”

“No, I’m going to stick with it. As someone who doesn’t know much, I need to study even on weekends.”

“Tut tut tut. You know one thing but not the other. You only need to study just enough ancient languages to graduate. But a rosy campus life? That’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity!”

Just as Milo passionately argued, a passing carriage slowly came to a stop in front of Ian and his friends.

The curtain drew back, and the window opened.

“Could it be that insolent brat?”

Milo frowned, expecting Ophelia to poke her head out and call them “vulgar peasants” while pointing a finger.

However, the person who appeared was someone entirely different.

“Gasp!”


Milo inhaled sharply, almost falling backward in sheer surprise.

It was Isera who emerged.

Edel smiled warmly and approached the carriage.

“Hello, senior. Are you going out today?”

“Yes, I have an errand at the manor.”

Ian also stepped closer.

Isera’s gaze shifted from Ian to Milo, then settled back on Edel.

“And you guys?”

“We’re going out for drinks. It’s a celebration after exploring a dungeon.”

Ian answered on behalf of the group. Isera murmured “I see” and nodded.

“Senior!”

“Yes?”

Edel, who was usually quite shy, spoke up to Isera with rare assertiveness.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about what you said yesterday. In fact, it seems like something worth considering in matters beyond just ancient languages.”

“You’re doing well.”

“Um… if it’s alright, would you like to join us, senior?”

“Today?”

“Yes!”

It was unexpected.

Milo might have said such a thing, but who would have thought Edel would?


It meant that Edel held Isera in high esteem.

‘Even Edel needs a senior he can trust and follow.’

Edel was a commoner, living a life very different from Milo, who had an extensive network.

When they stood at the same starting point, he might have felt inferior.

Yet, it seemed Edel found his own way without giving up.

It revisited his decision to always help Edel and felt reassured.

But then, an astonishing thing happened.

“Thank you, but I’ll pass this time. I have guests at home.”

Isera smiled.

Ian stepped in.

“I didn’t know our senior could smile like this.”

“There’s no rule against smiling, is there?”

“Just saying.”

It was a breathtakingly beautiful smile, like a wildflower blooming in a meadow.

“Invite me next time, Edel.”

“Of course!”

Soon, the carriage departed, and a deeply moved Edel waved his hand toward the back of the carriage.

“Edel.”

“Yes?”

“Isera Hebraim is known to be difficult, so how can you treat her so comfortably? Especially since you were someone who used to accumulate fees.”


Ian was genuinely curious.

He recalled the first time they met in the dormitory.

Back then, Edel had said it was a real honor to be able to share the same room.

Edel had taken a long time to become aware of himself as an academy student and to realize that everyone was equal.

Though he had improved considerably, it was because he had gotten closer to Ian and Milo. He still found it hard to mingle with his peers.

Nevertheless, he interacted comfortably with the sophomore senior who should have been more challenging.

“There wasn’t any special reason; it was just the first time.”

“What, you mean the senior?”

For some reason, Ian’s heart pounded.

Edel shook his head.

“No, the senior was the first noble who didn’t ask where my family came from. In that sense, it was the first time.”

“I see.”

At that moment, Ian felt relieved.

Why was that?

“I felt like she was seeing me for who I am. That’s why I can treat her a bit more comfortably. Was I too rude?”

“Not at all. You finally seem like an academy student.”

“Really? Hehehe.”

Ian patted Edel’s shoulder.

All his curiosity was resolved. He wasn’t sure why his heart had pounded suddenly, though.

Yet, there was one person whose curiosity wasn’t resolved.

“You scoundrel… was this your plan all along?”

Milo’s hand whipped around Edel’s neck like a snake.

Edel yelped in surprise and struggled.

“Did you join to spend weekends with the continent’s most beautiful woman? Was all the effort of staying up late to enjoy your youth?”

“W-What are you talking about! Aagh! Let go!”

“Speak honestly! That’s the only way to avoid a bloodbath!”

Here they went again.

However, no matter how much they tried, they couldn’t extract the answer they wanted from Edel. So Milo turned his target to Ian.

“About the Ancient Literature Translation Club…”

“It’s not a translation club; it’s a reading club.”

“Whatever! You are still recruiting new members, right? Say it, you rascal! You are an accomplice!”

Ian grinned even as he was grabbed by the collar.

Things were going well. If a strong member joined, high-level ruins exploration would be no problem.

* * *

The three of them arrived at a tavern near the academy.

“Can I… even go in here?”

Looking up at the building, Edel felt intimidated.

It was not a poorly constructed building but a very luxurious one made of stone. There were even sculptures placed on either side.

Milo clicked his tongue and beckoned with his finger.

“There’s no place an academy student can’t enter, kiddo.”

“Really?”

“Were you always this gullible?”

“He probably took all the hits from you.”

Ian added.

But it was no wonder Edel felt that way.

There were two security guards wearing black suits and ties, standing sternly to protect the place. With determined expressions, they seemed ready to admit no one casually.

“Where are you from?”

“As you can see, the Academy.”

Milo waved his staff and robe frivolously. However, the guards were serious.

“We’ll need to confirm your identity. If you’re an academy student, please show your ID.”

“This doesn’t suffice for verification?”

“The magic school costume is popular nowadays. Therefore, we’ve strengthened identity checks. Please show your ID.”

They intended to stick to the rules.

So Milo also followed the rules.

“What sort of crazy person would cosplay with the sacred academy uniform?”

What he took out was not the academy student ID, but a token indicating his family’s status.

“I am Milo of the Viscount Vinettia Family. I vouch for these two people’s identities. Any more questions?”

“My apologies. Right this way, please.”

The gatekeeper led the party inside.

Once inside, the waiting female employee greeted them politely and asked various questions. She seemed to be trying to assign seats based on their preferences.

“Are there more in your party?”

“No, today it’s just the three of us quietly having a drink.”

“Then please follow me this way. Come along.”

Milo grumbled nonstop as they were led to their seats.

“That’s why I say we should only go to places we know. These guys didn’t even recognize big brother’s face. How embarrassing.”

“You can speak louder if you’d like.”

Ian gestured with his chin towards the leading female employee.

Milo playfully mimed as if he was speaking, yet he seemed to be in a good mood.

The hallway ended, revealing a vast space.

Nobles in flamboyant attire sat modestly, engaged in lively conversations.

On one side, a string quartet crafted a sweet melody, and the employees bustling with drinks and snacks were also elegant and charming.

Nevertheless, it wasn’t excessively quiet.

There were tables bubbling with chatter, yet no one pointed fingers at them. Occasionally, people danced or showcased their allure.

In a word, it was a new world.

“Wow, it’s my first time in a place like this!”

“It’s impressive, isn’t it? If you make a good impression on this big brother, you’ll be able to come here often, so work hard. It would be nice if you organized my desk and did some cleaning too.”

“Well, that’s a bit…”

“Is it that you don’t want to make a good impression on me, or you don’t want to come here?”

“Uh… maybe neither?”

“Are you impotent? Huh? Are you?”

Once again caught in a weak spot, Milo began teasing him.

Meanwhile, the group reached their table.

Milo expertly ordered drinks and snacks.

However, Ian felt out of place with them.

‘Spirit Energy?’

Sensing the presence of spirit energy in a bar was indeed unusual.

But it wasn’t impossible.

This is an elite bar accessible only to nobles. Therefore, it wouldn’t be strange if there is a spirit mage.

‘Though usually, they would hide the spirit.’

The spirit’s power felt too blatant.

Ian heightened his sense to draw in the energy.

Yet the distant spirit energy was steadily approaching.

‘Should I try to recognize their face? Could they be a professor from the Major in Spirit Magic?’

It might be Professor Elena.

Despite appearances, she might secretly be a heavy drinker.

‘No, that’s not it. Perhaps if it were candy, but not alcohol.’

It was unimaginable.

Then, Ian turned his head involuntarily and was startled.

Splash!

He felt the sensation of water.

The one emitting the spirit’s energy wasn’t a spirit mage, but a spirit itself, and it was one he had seen before.

“Undine?”

『Ian, it’s good to see you. It’s a pleasure meeting you here.』

Ian was momentarily at a loss for words.

Meanwhile, Milo and Edel engrossed themselves in making bomb shots. Edel seemed to have even brought herbs.

He wasn’t sure whether they were intended to enhance flavor after going into the bomb shots or alleviate hangovers in the stomach.

His curiosity was piqued more by why Undine was there.

“How are you here?”

『I sensed Ian’s energy. I see you often at the academy, so that’s fine, but since we met outside, I thought I should say hello.』

She was indeed a very courteous spirit.

But her words sidestepped his question.

“No, that’s not it. Spirits can’t stay far from their contract holders, right? Ophelia should be at the academy by now…”

Ian trailed off, wondering if, perhaps, the improbable might be true.

Someone’s voice emerged quicker than Undine’s reply from behind.

“I heard we had a fresh-off-the-boat smell. What? Who are these country bumpkins?”

The real person had appeared.
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The owner of the voice was, of course, Ophelia.

“Gasp?”

“Ophelia?”

Milo and Edel, who were goofing around in the back making bomb drinks, were startled. So much so that they almost dropped their glasses.

“Wha-what? Why are you here?”

“That’s what I should be asking. Why on earth are you dressed in such bumpkin attire? It’s embarrassing.”

Ophelia snapped her fingers.

Swoosh!

The image of the undine instantly disappeared. It seemed she had been in material form.

Naturally, Milo was uninterested in spirits. He shot up, his face flushed.

“Bumpkin attire? Do you even know how stylish the academy uniform is?”

“They checked your ID at the entrance, didn’t they?”

“Uh…well…”

“That’s proof you’re a country bumpkin. Smells like milk. Not even a kid.”

Ophelia crossed her arms and stared down Milo with a haughty look.

Her fashion was undeniably outstanding.

Rumors said she wielded considerable influence in high society, and going by her attire, it seemed quite plausible.

She wore an intensely vibrant red dress. The deep cut at the chest boldly attracted the gaze of men. Jewelry on her marble-white skin glistened under the lights.

“Meeting outside means you should greet instead of gossiping.”

As Ian spoke up, Ophelia quickly turned her head.


“It’s not gossip. I’m just stating the truth.”

“If I’m wearing the uniform, I must be a country bumpkin too.”

“N-no, that’s not it! You’re nothing like these guys…”

Ian, Milo, and Edel perked their ears for what she would say next.

Realizing her mistake, Ophelia covered her mouth.

“You seem quite shy, miss Ophelia. Haha.”

Milo latched onto her misstep.

“Well, it would be troublesome to be unkind to your lifesaver. We’re all drinking here in this fancy place thanks to Ian, aren’t we?”

“S-shut up!”

“Oh, don’t be so coy~.”

Ian gave Milo a look, signaling him to ease up.

Ian had no desire to get caught in an awkward fray.

Ian said, “You look different outside. The dress suits you well.”

Ophelia flinched at the sudden compliment. Then quickly covered her chest with her hand.

“Don’t get the wrong idea. It’s not like I wore it for you!”

“I’m just stating the truth.”

“…”

Ophelia’s face turned red. Ian had been saying unexpected things for a few days.

He was indeed a unique person.

Other men would scan her up and down when she wore such clothes. It felt rewarding when handsome men looked, but unpleasant when unattractive ones did.


However, Ian was different.

From start to finish, he only looked into her eyes. Yet, the conversation never felt awkward. She’d never met a man like this before.

Her heart fluttered.

Though she didn’t want to admit it.

Of course, Ian was thinking entirely differently. He changed the subject as Ophelia seemed upset.

“Did you come alone?”

“O-of course, I came with friends! You’d have to wait about a month to drink with me.”

“I was going to ask you to join us if you were alone, since there’s just the three of us.”

Ophelia wondered why this offer sounded so tempting. Her face suddenly felt hot, and she fanned herself with her hand.

“Hey, Lia. What are you doing here?”

“We’ve been looking for you. Who said we should go all out today?”

At that moment, two women he had never seen before appeared. They were quite attractive.

‘Lia? Using a nickname means they must be friends.’

Ophelia seemed flustered as her friends interrupted. Things were starting to get interesting.

“Oh? You’re an academy student?”

“Indeed.”

“My, oh my…”

The two women showed interest.

But it was directed at Ian, not Milo or Edel.

He had taken off his hood, unapologetically revealing his distinct features.


“Nice to meet you! I see your staff, so you’re a first-year. I’m Claude, also a first-year in the Department of Natural Sciences.”

“I’m Winkle. I’m also a first-year in the Department of Natural Sciences. Not seeing anyone!”

“Are you Lia’s classmate?”

It turned out they were all new students at the same academy. Ian interacted with them, smiling warmly.

“I’m Ian Oracle, a first-year in the Department of Magic. This here is Milo, and this is….”

“Ian Oracle? The rumored genius of the Department of MAgic?”

“Isn’t he the one who’s in a recently published journal in the Magic Society?”

The rumor had reached even the Department of Natural Sciences.

Ian silently resigned himself to the fact that drinking quietly was not an option today. Still, the situation was better than Edel, who had been interrupted during his introduction.

“That’s amazing! A first-year featured in a special column? Wow! I never thought I’d meet you here!”

“Yeah, yeah! Didn’t you also help collect monster blood from the educational dungeon this time? I actually work at the lab! It has been a huge help!”

“What a coincidence!”

“Ha ha ha!”

The ladies were indeed full of energy.

Ian sighed lightly, responding modestly.

“The paper was a joint work with seniors, and the monster blood collection was done with friends here. I can’t take all the credit.”

“So humble!”

“Is it even fair to be so perfect and handsome?”

“Unfair, unfair!”

Ultimately, all the attention converged on Ian’s appearance.

Milo, who had nurtured a small hope, silently picked up a glass of strong liquor and downed it in one shot.

“It’s not something to be taken lightly. This is Milo from the distinguished Vinettia Family, who excels in swordsmanship despite being a mage.”

“Wow?”

“And Edel is the son of a man of merit and has a talented healer for a father. He’s a hard worker.”

“So cute!”

Finally, an opportunity had arrived.

Milo’s eyes sparkled.

“Noble ladies! Since we’ve met by chance, how about joining us? We have plenty of time to spare.”

“Sounds good!”

“Eek! This’ll be fun!”

Ophelia’s friends eagerly took the bait.

Milo handed a glass to each of them, motioning towards Ophelia to leave quickly.

‘Go! Please, just go! It’s bad enough with your personality, but if you also lack awareness, it’s a disaster!’

Those words seemed to echo around him.

Naturally, Ophelia wasn’t one to comply easily.

In the end, she also took a seat.

Somehow, it turned into a casual social gathering.

With the table between them, the men sat together and the women with women, facing each other.

Ian naturally led the conversation.

It was inevitable. Not only was Ophelia, but her two friends were completely absorbed in Ian.

“Heh~ That’s really something. Discovering new magic formula is an incredible feat, isn’t it? I don’t know much about magic, but it sounds amazing.”

“I just happened to precede anyone else who might have done it.”

“So cool!”

Ian felt it was best to stop speaking.

A sharp pain shot through his thigh.

Milo had pinched him as a warning.

“Alright, let’s pause the dull talk and have a celebratory drink, shall we?”

“Anything unusual to drink?”

“I’ve drunk so much that I’m a bit tired of the usual.”

Ophelia’s two friends seemed formidable drinkers too. That’s when Milo flashed a triumphant smile.

“That’s why I’ve prepared something special. Potion liquor!”

“Potion liquor?”

Milo pointed to one side of the table as if a magician performing a trick.

Edel was there, meticulously mixing finely ground herbal powder.

Exactly six glasses were prepared.

Milo distributed the thick concoction to everyone.

“I’ve mixed a bit of herbs in the liquor. It not only restores energy but also gets you delightfully tipsy! And there’s almost no hangover the next day! Truly, a miraculous drink!”

This was the one thing Milo could boast about, his love for a good drink. Yet, the looks he received were skeptical.

“It’s not… some strange drug, is it?”

“Like something that oddly bulks up your muscles?”

“Of course not!”

Milo nudged Edel, signaling him to explain.

“Well, um… it’s actually something I enjoy drinking at home. My father taught me…”

“Oh, your father is a healer, right?”

“Why is he speaking formally?”

Given that they’d uncovered they were all fellow academy students, Ophelia’s two friends watched Edel with curiosity.

Edel scratched his cheek awkwardly.

“Well, I’m not really used to it.”

“A new concept?”

“Blushing is so cute!”

“Hahaha… thank you.”

Now Edel is also beginning to receive attention.

Ophelia, who had been mocking Milo Vinettia with a smirk, subconsciously took a sip from his glass.

“… Huh?”

“What’s up?”

When Claude asked, Ophelia blinked blankly.

“This tastes good!”

“Has picky Lia ever said something is good?”

“I must try it too!”

Their two friends brought their glasses to their lips.

As expected, the real deal was the real deal.

They only intended to take a sip but ended up emptying their glasses in no time.

“Kha! This drink is nice!”

“Indeed, healers are different!”

“Hey. So, you’re aiming to Major in Healing Magic?”

The assessment of Edel shifted completely positive with just one drink.

“Uh… yes, for now. I’m thinking of inheriting the family business.”

“Is being a healer a family business?”

“How romantic! Hey, hey! Can I consult you if I’m sick?”

“Come to think of it, I’ve had a bit of a headache lately.”

“Well, maybe if you drink a little less…”

“Khehehe! What are you saying! How can I drink less?”

Surprisingly, Edel’s innocent nature resonated well with the two students from the Department of Natural Sciences.

In fact, Edel benefitted from aspiring to Major in Healing Magic. No matter how noble one’s status, everyone is equal before illness.

In other words, it was a good connection to have.

From Edel’s perspective, forming connections with nobles could only be beneficial.

Thus, Milo inevitably ended up being somewhat isolated.

“Hang in there.”

Ian Oracle raised his glass to the disheartened Milo. With a clink, the two made a toast.

“I don’t even know why I suggested drinking now.”

“Let’s say you did a good deed.”

“Ugh!”

As time passed, the drinking gathering warmed up.

The six people exchanged various stories comfortably as if they had known each other for a long time.

The topics were varied.

There was a lot about the academy, but issues about families and personal stories flowed smoothly too.

Edel mostly did not join the conversation and continued to make potion drinks on the side.

However, that alone was enough to earn attention and affection.

“How’s the spirit?”

Ian asked Ophelia.

“Well, not bad.”

“The results?”

“Do you take yourself for a professor?”

“Wasn’t I better than a professor in at least that regard?”

Ophelia was at a loss for words.

He was right.

“It’s utterly annoying. Undine keeps whining about wanting to see you. I tried to materialize it to teach it how to drink, and look where it got.”

“Teaching spirits to drink?”

“We need to get along, you know. Everyone in our family is a drinker, so spirits should learn to drink as well.”

“Do spirits get drunk?”

“I’m not sure. It seems like it. Well, it did wander around looking for you in the pub, so I suppose it was drunk. I better refrain from materializing it next time.”

It was an intriguing idea. Ian thought it would make a good thesis topic and decided that he must ask Undine about this issue when he meet it again later.

“Are you listening?”

“Oh? Ah, sorry.”

Ophelia narrowed her eyebrows but soon softened her expression.

“… How about you? Have you contracted a spirit yet?”

“Not yet. I’ve been busy with some work lately, so I haven’t had time to visit Professor Elena.”

“I honestly can’t believe it. Everyone finds Professor Elena difficult, yet you, aspiring to Major in Theoretical Magic of all things, caught the professor’s interest…”

It was something to be genuinely envious of. Especially for Ophelia, who has been blacklisted by the professors before.

“If only I could focus solely on studying like you guys. Honestly, I’m the one who’s envious.”

“Envious of what?”

“Oh, just saying. Let’s have a drink.”

Their glasses collided with a resonant sound.
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Felix had been having the worst experience after meeting Ian.

He had been with the Hamel Trading Company for over 20 years. Including his early years running errands for other companies, he had spent about 30 years in the field.

However, what had happened this time was the worst he had ever experienced.

He wished it were a bad dream.

‘To think that someone like me, called the Grim Reaper of the Hamel Trading Company, was toyed with by such a brat…’

The very thought made his blood boil.

It was a humiliating moment.

A wet-behind-the-ears lad had boasted about signing a contract with the Bahamut Trading Company, claiming he wanted to gauge the value of their research.

But Ian’s mockery did not end there.

He demanded that they rescind the contract under Baron Lefevre’s name and admit their fault at the company level.

What was even more unacceptable was the condition that required them to publish an apology advertisement in all media outlets of the kingdom of Sonokin for a month.

Everything else aside, the last clause was utterly unacceptable.

If that were to happen, it wouldn’t end with just government sanctions.

‘The Hamel Trading Company would suffer irreversible damage!’

The foundation of operating a trading company was ‘trust’.

If it were revealed that they had tried to cheat a noble family, the losses would be immeasurable.

The problem was that Ian was not an ordinary noble.

Until recently, he had been the heir to a fallen noble house, but now he was the rising star of the Academy.

Moreover, this patent issue was unsettling.

‘The Bahamut devils wouldn’t chase after a dry well. Especially if that scoundrel Woodward is involved directly…’


The fact that Branch Manager Woodward had moved swiftly and personally kept nagging at his mind.

‘If I miss out on this contract, everything is over!’

Felix felt darkness closing in around him.

He had faced countless crisis like this before, but this was the first time he couldn’t see a way out.

The phrase “The longer the tail, the more likely it is to be stepped on” came to mind.

Had he relied too much on exploiting fallen nobles?

A wave of belated regret washed over him.

However, he had no intention of sitting idly by waiting for the end.

He had to find a way.

“Master.”

A heavy voice called to him.

Felix did not need to turn around to know who it was.

The man wore an old and dirty robe.

His physique was formidable, and his gaze was sharp.

The daggers at his waist were even sharper, with fresh bloodstains that had yet to dry.

He was a man who possessed all the virtues of an excellent assassin.

“Back at last, sire? I heard the gist of it. How did it go?”

“Let’s talk inside.”

His loyal right-hand man and assassin, Dimon, immediately sensed that things had not gone well.

The two men entered the building of the trading company.


Had things gone well, Felix would have gone straight up to the Master’s office to report with a slight smugness, but everything had gone awry.

No, “awry” wasn’t sufficient.

This was akin to a natural disaster. There wasn’t much he could do.

‘Even madness should have its limits! How dare the heir of a fallen family threaten me?’

Felix ground his teeth in frustration.

Even after sitting down, he couldn’t spare much attention for Dimon, who had followed him in.

Dimon stood quietly, waiting patiently for Felix to regain his composure.

“Dimon.”

“Yes, Master.”

“How long have we been together?”

“It’s been 14 years and 6 months now.”

He remembered the duration down to the month, without a hint of hesitation.

Loyalty radiated from him.

Felix felt a small measure of consolation.

Accidentally hiring a war orphan, Felix hadn’t anticipated he would grow into such a talent.

“I am in a very serious bind right now.”

No new places or significant terms were introduced in this segment.

“Isn’t life always like that? The bigger the crisis, the more you gain.”

“This time, it’s a bit different.”

Felix sighed. Things had gotten tangled from the very beginning.


“Do you remember the Oracle Family?”

“Of course, I remember. It’s related to that old man we got rid of recently, isn’t it?”

It was the moment the identity of Frederick’s killer was revealed. Dimon grinned wickedly.

“The corpse was dealt with well. It’s a bit regrettable that we lost track of that bastard who was tailing us then, though.”

“Where did that bastard come from?”

“I don’t know exactly, but judging by his skills, it seems he’s backed by someone quite powerful. I’ll look into it more.”

Felix, nodding, brought up the main topic.

“It seems the head of the Oracle Family has caught wind of something.”

“What exactly has he noticed?”

Instead of answering, Felix clicked his tongue.

Dimon finally understood why Felix was so visibly worried.

“Then the business contract won’t be easy, will it?”

“Impossible conditions were set.”

Felix explained to Dimon all the conditions Ian had proposed.

He was more trustworthy than the head of the Hamel Trading Company. He was practically a foster son to him.

There was no choice but to trust him.

Dimon was his sword.

In other words, all the evil deeds Felix had committed were known to him.

“What a madman! And you just stood there after hearing that? Even if you’d twisted his neck, it wouldn’t have been enough.”

“That can’t be done. After all, the company owner is personally looking into this matter.”

“How is the company owner?”

“He’s very angry.”

Felix smiled bitterly.

Dimon, who had been lost in thought, took a step closer.

“Master, do you really see no way out?”

“For now, there’s nothing. Even without considering the absurd conditions he set, we can’t compete with those Bahamut guys. The deposit difference alone is 5 billion.”

“What if we view it from a different perspective?”

“A different perspective?”

Dimon wasn’t the type to speak lightly. When he spoke with such confidence, it meant he had a plan.

“The reason this contract is difficult is because that bastard holds the authority, isn’t it?”

“Right. The patent holder is someone else. Professor Frost from the Department of Magic.”

“Then wouldn’t it be better to approach the patent holder?”

“Professor Frost has entrusted all rights to that guy. Apparently, there’s also a connection between Baron Lefevre and Professor Frost. With such an unseen bond, it’ll be tough.”

“That might not be the case.”

“Not the case?”

“We should create a situation where the patent holder has no choice but to come forward. Master, don’t you know how to untangle a complex knot simply?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s easier to cut it with a sword than to untie it by hand.”

Felix felt a thrilling realization as if struck by lightning.

To cut with a sword.

There was simplicity but also profound meaning in it.

“Ah! Why didn’t I think of that? Such a good method exists.”

“You’ve been tired from overwork lately. Actually, I’ve brought back some capable women from the Kingdom of Roland. Why not relieve your stress for the first time in a while?”

Felix raised his hand in refusal.

Dimon looked at him with surprise.

Felix was a model opportunist. He lived for money and women. Hence, he had discreetly been offering slaves up until now.

“It’s noisy times now, so we must conduct ourselves properly. Let’s delay that matter until later.”

“Understood.”

“I can entrust this matter to you, right?”

“I’ve been waiting for your word. I’ll ease your concerns immediately.”

“That bastard has a perfect shelter in the academy. I trust your skills, but… you must proceed cautiously.”

“Rest assured. I’ve never seen anyone survive with a pierced heart.”

Smirking, Dimon fiddled with the dagger at his waist.

What kind of scent would a mage’s blood have? Dimon indulged in a pleasant daydream.

A new week had begun.

Unlike usual, the students woke up a bit earlier and started their activities.

Ian and his friends were no exception.

Today was the election day for the student body presidents of each year.

Therefore, the students gathered in the auditorium before classes began.

“What a boring election. If there’s no competition, of course, you’ll get elected!”

Milo grumbled.

The candidates for the first-year student president were confirmed as Sebastian and Ophelia. There were no competitors.

Voting for and against would determine the president and vice president.

“That’s why you should have run without hesitation.”

“No way. I won’t be a first-year representative. I’ll run for the Department of Magic student president next year!”

The student council of the Department of Magic was a bit more complex.

There was a common first-year representative, and when they became second-year students and their major was decided, they elected a president for each majors. Since there were four majors, there would be four presidents.

The term for the first-year representative was one year, but the president in major division could be re-elected until graduation.

Additionally, a representative for the entire Department of Magic, encompassing all majors, was also elected. This representative could also be re-elected until graduation.

In other words, the student council of the Department of Magic comprised the student body president, major division representatives, and the first-year representative.

“But Ophelia is remarkable. After what she went through, I think stepping up in front of others would be difficult.”

Edel said.

Thanks to yesterday’s drinking session, they’d managed to exchange a few words with Ophelia, who seemed impossible to mingle with.

Edel’s potion offerings were indeed impressive.

Despite all the drinking, the three of them were headed to the auditorium without any issues, proving Edel’s point.

“Hmph! It would probably be harder to step back from this.”

“Why?”

“Because that would be like admitting your mistake. It’s a classic move to dilute your own mistake. You need to have a thick enough face to do politics.”

Milo seemed more intense with his resentment.

Ian nodded in agreement.

As they entered the auditorium, a considerable number of students had already gathered.

They all wore black robes and held staffs, which somehow gave a comforting feeling.

Among them, Isera was visible, and there was also Gaus, scratching his head while yawning.

‘Aren’t those seniors running for representative?’

They were objectively skilled people with a decent reputation on campus. However, when he checked the names of the registered candidates, they were unfamiliar.

‘Does this mean there are people superior to those seniors?’

Though he hadn’t chosen a major yet, he was curious about who the talented candidates might be.

At that moment, Gaus approached.

“Hey, newbie.”

“Hello, senior.”

“The thing you asked for should be done by tomorrow.”

“Already?”

Gaus put an arm around Ian’s shoulder.

It was a bit suffocating, but he was pleased by the news that it would be done by tomorrow.

“The magic stone you gave me performed better than expected. That’s why it’s getting done early. Though it’s a pity half of the magic is drained, it’s still a profitable trade-off for me.”

“Thank you very much.”

“But that muscle idiot is more useful than I thought?”

“He’d be happier if you told him that directly.”

“Compliments aren’t my thing!”

When Milo and Edel finished voting and came out, Gaus patted Ian’s back and left the auditorium.

“Did you vote for or against?”

Milo asked, hoping Ian had voted against.

“If you’re going to ask that, what’s the point of a secret ballot?”

“Boring guy.”

“Let’s go.”

The three of them left the auditorium.

Milo yawned widely under the warm sunlight.

“Ugh… Damn, it ended too early. What did I say? We could have slept a bit more.”

“You should be thankful you were woken up.”

“Where are you going?”

Ian separated from the group. He casually waved his hand as he moved away from the gaze of his two friends.

He found it somewhat awkward to say he was going to get stronger.
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Ian Oracle had visited Professor Elena’s lab.

There was no need to check the lake as his steps came to a halt at the place where the spirit energy was strongest.

The presence of other professors from the Major in Spirit Magic was palpable, drenched in the aura of spirits.

“Hello, Professor.”

“Ah, welcome! I’ve been waiting for you!”

Elena ran over with a bright smile.

It felt as though the roles of professor and student had switched.

Without realizing it, Ian almost reached out to pat Elena’s head but quickly withdrew his hand.

“I’m not interrupting your lecture preparation, am I?”

“No worries. I have a class in the afternoon today.”

“Um…”

“Yes?”

“Would it be okay if I sat down for a moment, if it’s not too much trouble?”

“Of course!”

Finally, they were in an environment conducive to a proper consultation.

Ian sank into a comfortable sofa.

In truth, Ian had planned to visit Professor Elena a little later.

However, the circumstances had escalated urgently.

Frederick, who held the key to the current situation, had died.

Ian hadn’t seen the corpse himself, but Milo Vinettia had confirmed it for him.


Moreover, the Hamel Trading Company was moving quickly.

Ian judged that they had probably grasped his intentions to some extent.

Thus, just stepping outside, as per Milo’s advice, could be dangerous.

“So I need to make a pact with a spirit. Even if I can’t remedy my mana concentration disorder, having a spirit ally would be reassuring.”

Professor Elena would likely offer some helpful advice.

Though she would also likely suggest transferring to Major in Spirit Magic.

“Are you here to decide your major?”

“No, I’m still a first-year. I have some time before I need to choose a major.”

“You can decide early. I can write a recommendation for you.”

Though he hadn’t even brought up his agenda, this was already becoming awkward.

It seemed the hints about spirit blessing and language had been rather provocative to Professor Elena.

Ian naturally continued the conversation.

“More than anything, it feels premature to choose a major when I haven’t even formed a contract with a spirit yet.”

“Have you not formed a contract yet?”

“I want to be cautious with it.”

Elena tilted her head curiously.

“What do you mean by wanting to be cautious?”

“Many say the moment when one contracts with a spirit is coincidental, but I think differently.”

“Differently?”

“Spirit contracts can be considered a type of magic, and it doesn’t make sense that magic happens by coincidence. I believe there’s a reason behind every phenomenon. Isn’t there perhaps a condition, one we might not know?”


Elena’s eyes sparkled, a sign that she was moved by Ian’s perspective.

“Exactly! There’s a reason behind every phenomenon.”

“So I thought there might be a more efficient way to form a contract, just like there are efficient techniques in magic.”

“You definitely should join the Major in Spirit Magic.”

Elena nodded with satisfaction, providing a straightforward answer.

“Many spirit mages tend to form contracts in childhood, so people often say it’s coincidental. But that’s not true. Essentially, spirit contracts occur in places familiar to the practitioner.”

“Familiar places?”

It was a rather vague concept, and Ian focused on what would follow.

“Spirits align with the practitioner’s inclinations. If you like earth and soil, then the earth spirit; if you enjoy the blowing wind, then the wind spirit; for a passionate person, the fire spirit; and for a pure person, the water spirit.”

Someone associated with a water spirit came to Ian’s mind.

“That seems unlikely. I don’t perceive Ophelia as particularly pure.”

“People can have different exteriors and interiors.”

“So, are you saying Ophelia is actually a pure and clear person?”

“That’s what I think!”

Elena gave the most innocent smile ever. For now, since that wasn’t immediately important, Ian nodded and moved on.

“If that’s the case, then it becomes even more uncertain which spirit I might connect with.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t particularly like anything that fits the four elements. There’s no such thing as a book spirit.”

“On the contrary, might this be an opportunity for you to discover more about which side you lean towards?”

“That seems to be the case.”


The problem returned to its starting point.

“Could you explain more about that familiar place?”

“I can. Although, some conditions are required.”

“Conditions…”

It was not unexpected. For a moment, he even considered fetching some candy.

“I hope it’s a condition I can fulfill. Honestly, choosing a major isn’t easy.”

“Something else.”

“What would you need?”

“Can you show what kind of spirit you’ll contract with?”

Ian asked, “Sorry, what?”

The condition was surprisingly straightforward. He had expected something more like being asked to assist in research.

‘No, not really. It might not be such a simple condition after all.’

Revealing which spirit he contracted with was akin to exposing his capabilities.

Of course, people like Professor Elena, who held public positions, easily revealed such information.

However, spirit mages active outside avoided discussing it, as it could become a weakness.

In other words, Professor Elena’s question was not one to be asked with such an innocent smile.

‘But there’s no other way. Anyway, spirits are not my primary focus, so it’s fine.’

Ian decided.

“Alright. I’ll let you know as soon as I contract with one.”

“Don’t just let me know. Make sure I can talk to it too.”

“I will.”

Professor Elena nodded several times.

“You mentioned earlier that the spirit contract aligns with the summoner’s disposition, right?”

“Yes.”

“The familiar place is basically that disposition. It’s a wide variety: a place the summoner loves, where they can relax, a place with good memories, or just a place with a good vibe!”

Ian couldn’t think of anywhere specific. As a homebody, the family estate was about all he had.

“Where does Ian like?”

“The estate.”

“The estate? That’s too broad.”

“Oh.”

Then, he suddenly recalled another place.

“I like the library too. Or more precisely, I love books. But as I mentioned earlier, there are no book spirits.”

“Why do you think there aren’t any?”

“As far as I know, spirits are mainly classified into the four elements.”

“Where did you learn that?”

“From books.”

Though his studies weren’t deep, helping Ophelia recently taught him a lot.

Conversations with Undine were also very enlightening.

“Books are written by people, aren’t they?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Not everyone knows about magic!”

“What?”

Ian felt as though he’d been smacked on the back of the head. A wave of helplessness washed over him.

“Could it be… are you suggesting there are spirits of other attributes?”

“Even I don’t know that.”

Professor Elena smiled mischievously. She had a talent for keeping people on their toes.

“But just like you discovered a new magical practice, some person might one day discover a spirit of a different nature, right? There’s no need for prejudice!”

“Ah, I see what you mean.”

“Visit the estate and the Great Library too. If you earnestly pray, a spirit will help you!”

“Yes, Professor.”

Most of his curiosities were now resolved.

“But Professor.”

“Yes?”

“If it’s not too much trouble… could you show me a spirit?”

Elena snapped her fingers in response instead of answering.

Whoosh!

A strong wind blew from somewhere.

The windows were closed.

Ian sensed a refreshing scent of nature from that breeze.

At the same time, he felt warmth.

It was a cozy feeling, like being enveloped in the heat rising from deep underground.

Two forces of nature were felt simultaneously.

Soon, the spirits of wind and earth revealed themselves.

“This is Sylphid and Hainom. Say hello!”

Sylphid, a high-ranking wind spirit, and Hainom, a high-ranking earth spirit.

It was already widely known that Professor Elena had made contracts with these two high-ranking spirits.

However, Ian Oracle wanted to experience the difference between low-ranking and high-ranking spirits.

‘There’s no comparison, is there?’

The spirit energy felt, along with their overwhelming presence, clearly showed that high-ranking spirits were superior in every aspect.

Sylphid was not wearing clothes but instead concealed their slender body with a very powerful wind. It was a sharp wind that seemed it could cut with the slightest touch.

Hainom resembled a dwarf, descendants of earth, quite a bit. He was small, muscular, and appeared to possess incredible strength.

Yet, no matter how much he observed, Ian did not feel drawn to these two spirits.

This meant his tendency was not aligned with those of wind and earth.

Rather, he had a good synergy with the water spirit Undine.

“Thank you. I appreciate it, Professor,” he said.

“Hope it was helpful!”

“I will come by to greet you again soon.”

“Don’t come empty-handed!”

After giving a respectful bow, Ian exited the laboratory.

* * *

After that day, several companies reached out to him expressing their desire to meet.

Having sensed that the kingdom’s two leading companies were simultaneously making moves, they belatedly sent him letters.

‘It’s not really necessary to meet them, but there’s no harm in becoming acquainted.’

Ian pondered as he went through each letter that had piled up.

Of course, he had no intention of meeting every company.

With the assistance of Milo Vinettia, Ian excluded those with poor reputations from his list of contacts.

This left five remaining, including Bahamut and Hamel.

‘Enough sorting for now. Let’s head to the library.’

Ian immediately made his way to the Great Library.

He briefly deliberated whether to visit the spirit magic section or the ancient magic section but decided on the latter, thinking a familiar place might be helpful.

‘She’s not here today?’

He recalled Isera Hebraim’s image, leaving the mansion due to some business.

The main residence of the Hebraim Count family was located in the Kingdom of Roland.

Traveling from here to the Kingdom of Roland wasn’t feasible timewise, so she must have gone to their mansion in the capital.

‘I doubt, knowing her personality, that she would frequently go back and forth to the mansion… nothing serious must have happened, right?’

He was slightly concerned about how quiet Prince Helios had been lately.

The date for the exchange battle still remained unknown, and he had been openly flirting with Isera.

‘Enough of that. I should mind my own business.’

Ian approached the bookshelf filled with books.

Today, he decided to read any book that caught his attention without a specific goal.

He had settled on this personal definition of familiarity.

‘Familiar things are unintentional, natural things. Like a habit.’

Thus, choosing a book should be done without intent as well. It should be enjoyed for what it is.

With this principle in mind, Ian immersed himself in a world of reading.

However, simply reading books was not all he did.

He kept his mind open so that a spirit might approach him whenever it wished.

‘It’s been a long time since I’ve seen this book. My father once recommended it to me.’

As he read on, memories of the past began to vividly resurface.

Ian’s previously serious expression gradually brightened as he read the book.

All the joyful and sorrowful memories were revived as precious recollections.

This allowed him to genuinely enjoy the book itself.

Time passed.

Having decided to spend the entire day at the Great Library, Ian did not bother checking the time.

After organizing the book he had finished reading back on the shelf, he moved to select another.

‘Even if I spent my whole life here, would I be able to memorize all these books?’

Just at that moment…

Rustle!

He heard a noise.

Ian turned his head.

The sound came from the aisle between the bookshelves, but when he looked, there was nothing.

‘Is it the senior?’

Ian turned in the direction of the noise.

Even if Isera showed up, she usually wouldn’t speak first.

Ian was always the one to greet her first.

“Hmm?”

He felt something strange near his leg.

It wasn’t stepping on a book. Something was grabbing his leg.
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Ian was startled.

Something he hadn’t anticipated was placing its paw on his leg.

‘A… cat?’

It was a cat of pure, snowier white than the first snow, so immaculate that it seemed to shine.

To his amazement, the cat kept its paw on Ian’s leg, looking up at him.

As if telling him not to leave.

‘Could it belong to someone?’

It’s not uncommon to keep pets in the academy.

Some high-ranking nobles bring animals they have grown up with since childhood.

However, it was the first time he’d heard of a cat living in the Great Library.

Such a place was meticulously managed.

‘Could it have lost its owner? Or perhaps it wandered off?’

Ian knelt on one knee and gently picked up the cat.

It was very lightweight, and its fur was soft and smelled pleasant, suggesting it was well cared for.

At that moment, Ian noticed something on the cat’s face, precisely on its forehead.

‘A scar?’

He cautiously brushed the cat’s forehead.

At first, he thought it was injured and the blood had dried, but that wasn’t the case. It was a hard substance.

‘Not a stone… a jewel?’

Looking closely, the hard object shimmered as beautifully as a gem. It resembled a red ruby.


Ian had never read or heard of a cat with a jewel embedded in its head.

What’s more, he could sense faint mana from the cat.

‘Could it be a mystical creature instead of a regular cat?

A mystical creature refers to a sacred object or beast.

If it was indeed a mystical creature, the jewel on its forehead was somewhat understandable.

Ian’s expression turned serious.

In fact, the idea of a mystical creature residing in the royal academy’s Great Library made more sense than that of a regular cat.

Numerous magical books were housed there.

It wasn’t strange to think that a mystical creature would live off that sacred aura.

“Still, isn’t this too sudden?”

Ian was somewhat bewildered.

If it were a regular cat, he could merely leave it to the care of the library staff, but dealing with a mystical creature was more complicated.

If it chose to follow him, he would bear the responsibility for it until death.

That was an implicit rule.

“Go home.”

Ian set the cat down and turned away coldly, wanting to see if it would follow him.

“Meow?”

The cat tilted its head and started to trot behind Ian.

Even when he changed direction and entered another aisle, it kept following him. Moreover, when he sat at a reading desk, it leaped onto his thigh and lay there quietly.

If someone else had seen this scene, they would’ve thought Ian had raised the cat for a long time.


There was not the slightest discord in the scene.

Seeing the cat dozing off, Ian chuckled wryly.

“It’s already considering me its owner.”

With this situation, there was no choice.

Ian decided to adopt the cat.

“Professor Elena’s advice seems to have been useful. Although it was a mystical creature that appeared rather than a spirit, I’ll have to attempt it more in the future.”

While spirits had infinite lifespans, mystical creatures did not.

Spirits use magic-based elemental abilities, while mystical creatures utilize highly developed physical organs.

There are fundamental differences between the two beings.

However, they are common in their connection to nature.

Therefore, it was not bizarre for Ian’s actions to have summoned a mystical creature.

“So that’s why spirit mages often have mystical creatures too.”

Ian learned a new experience.

As if the cat had read his thoughts, it waved its paw, as if asking to be acknowledged.

“Meow.”

At its adorable gesture, Ian gently scratched the cat’s cheek with his finger.

A smile naturally appeared on his face.

His heart felt ticklish.

He had never considered himself fond of animals, but holding the cat made it look incredibly pretty and adorable.

“Nevertheless, if word spreads that I have a mystical creature, it might become a nuisance.”


Both students and professors from the Major in Spirit Magic might want to see it.

After all, they would be curious about what kind of mystical creature it was, being researchers themselves.

Moreover, the fact that it was discovered in the Great Library of the academy held symbolic significance.

“The Great Library is a fountain of knowledge and wisdom.”

Research might be conducted on what abilities this mystical creature possesses, having appeared there.

In any case, the reason why people coveted the mystical creatures was because they possessed abilities far superior to ordinary animals.

“Even so, I can’t help it. Since it chose me, that’s something I must bear.”

Ian braced himself with determination.

First, he decided to return to the dormitory and discuss future issues with Milo and Edel.

He needed to identify what abilities this mystical creature had.

“That way, even when tangled deeply with the Hamel guys, I can avoid danger.”

Cats were animals with keen senses.

If the mystical creature took the form of a cat, there could be some ability related to its senses. In that case, he could be safe from enemy attacks.

“And I need to give it a name too.”

There was a mountain of tasks to tackle.

At that moment, the cat lifted its head and meowed.

Simultaneously, Isera entered the ancient magic library.

Ian thought he might already know the ability of this mystical creature.

“Senior.”

Isera glanced briefly at Ian before averting her eyes and sitting in her usual spot. She then took out various books from her bag and placed them on the desk.

Ian approached her with the cat nestled in his arms.

Something seemed odd.

Surely, she had seen the cat, but Isera didn’t glance at it even once.

No matter how indifferent one might be, surely a quick look would be possible.

“Could it be that she dislikes cats?”

There were people who, when close to dogs or cats, would sneeze or have a runny nose. Hence, Ian stood at some distance.

“Senior?”

Only after she had finished arranging everything did Isera look at Ian.

“If it’s about having a meal, I’m still thinking it over.”

“We agreed to eat together once I passed my entrance exam.”

“That was a basic condition. Like the introduction in a thesis.”

“Anyway, that’s a different matter.”

Ian hugged the cat a bit tighter so that Isera could see it better.

“What do you think?”

“About what?”

“Isn’t it cute?”

Isera tilted her head.

“I don’t know what’s supposed to be cute.”

This was strange.

Ian responded while looking at the cat.

“This little guy. Isn’t it fluffy and cute?”

“…….”

“Would you like to pet it?”

Isera flinched in surprise.

Ian was also startled.

It was the first time he saw Isera react like that.

“Why, why are you like this?”

“I hope it’s not what I’m imagining. Contextually, that seems right, which is quite confusing.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ve placed your arms atop your abdomen, exactly at your stomach, and pushed your chest forward. And then you asked me if it’s not cute. To my knowledge, you’re a man, so what should my response be here? What am I supposed to touch?”

“What? What?!”

Ian’s mind went blank. It was such an incredibly huge misunderstanding.

“The cat! The cat, you know! Here! On my arm! A white cat!”

“What are you talking about? Where’s the cat?”

“…….”

“You’re not saying you’re the cat, are you…?”

Ian was at a loss for words.

The cat, nestled comfortably, mischievously scratched Ian’s cheek.

“If you’re hurt, go to the health center. A mental ailment is a disease too. Don’t hold it in only to make it worse.”

“Meow.”

The cat meowed indifferently as if following Isera’s advice.

Ian was left feeling completely bewildered.

At first, he thought Isera was playing a prank.

Perhaps more apt was that she looked like she was venting frustration from some personal discontent rather than just joking.

However, upon further reflection, it was indeed odd.

‘Senior Isera is a genius in theoretical magic. Could she really not be curious seeing this cat with a jewel embedded in its forehead?’

Moreover, there was another reason to consider.

‘Even the most observant mage cannot see certain things.’

Ian recalled a series of recent events.

There were times when things were visible only to his own eyes and invisible to others.

Such was the case with Ophelia’s rampage incident involving the water spirit Undine.

At that time, most people hadn’t known that Ophelia was a spirit mage. However, Ian Oracle had, through a twist of fate, gained the ability to see spirits.

‘Though it seems unlikely, could this possibly be… a spirit, not a mystical creature?’

A hypothesis that broke existing common sense sprang to his mind.

It is not a story that anyone could easily accept since, no matter how one looked at it, there is nothing to suggest that the cat in his arms is a spirit.

The only fact is that it is visible to Ian, who could sense spirits, but invisible to Isera Hebraim, a theoretical mage.

Yet, his heart raced.

Despite the weight of the cat he could feel, he wondered if he had formed a connection with an extraordinary being. Hence, Ian took action.

“I’ll head back first! Senior! Forget about today’s events!”

“I told you not to run in the library.”

Ian had already disappeared from the stacks.

Isera sighed lightly and opened her book again, trying to focus on her reading. But, unlike usual, she found herself unable to concentrate and kept staring at the entrance through which Ian had disappeared.

“His appearance is fine, but his tastes are just…”

Muttering this, Isera tried to regain her focus. However, it seemed it would not be easy today.

* * *

While returning to the dormitory, Ian drew one conclusion.

‘This cat is not a mystical creature.’

He walked together with the cat all the way here.

Along the way, he encountered many students—not only ones from the Department of Magic but also those from the departments of martial arts and natural science. Yet none of them paid the cat any attention.

Still, Ian was cautious about jumping to conclusions.

‘It’s possible that the people passing by simply weren’t interested or it was a coincidence.’

Thus, he decided to experiment one last time with his roommates.

If he assumed this cat was an unknown entity, showing it to elements professors, like Elena, or Ophelia could be a method. However, if it turned out that the cat was indeed a spirit, things could get complicated.

A spirit is no different from a mage’s weapon. If it is a common spirit, showing it wouldn’t matter. But for a special spirit, it was best not to show it to others unless they were trustworthy.

Thus, Ian resolved to handle this matter by himself.

“You’re back? You said you’d be late today, but you’re early!”

Milo Vinettia remarked, glancing at Ian.

Edel, who was studying, waved his hand lightly.

Ian entered with the cat, but neither Milo nor Edel noticed it.

Even when the cat leapt onto Milo’s bed, they didn’t react.

‘They definitely can’t perceive it.’

Ian observed the cat’s actions more closely.

The cat leaped around on the bed, yet the sheets were not pressed down at all. This indicated it wasn’t having any physical effect.

‘Only a spirit mage can perceive the cat when it hasn’t materialized?’

Before he knew it, Ian propped his chin and gazed at Milo’s bed, which had become the cat’s playground.

Milo, who was fiddling with an experimental device, frowned at this.

“What’s with that suspicious look at my bed?”

“Nothing.”

Once was enough for strange misunderstandings.

Ian picked up the cat that had been playing on the bed with both hands. Then, boldly, he placed it on Milo’s head.

“… What’s this?”

“Just for fun.”

As expected, Milo couldn’t feel the cat. Judging by the way Edel chuckled, he couldn’t either.

“Are you sick?”

“I’m perfectly healthy.”

“Then why?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

“This guy always says he’ll tell me later!”

Ian returned to his bed and lay down comfortably.

The cat trotted over and climbed onto his stomach.

Ian and the cat locked eyes.

‘Alright, Mr. Cat. I roughly understand that you’re a spirit. Of course, I’ve never heard of a spirit in the form of a cat, but still. Now, how do I communicate with you? And, what about a contract?’

The cat showed no reaction. It simply stared at Ian with bright eyes.

‘This will be quite difficult.’

A sigh escaped Ian’s lips. It was another hurdle standing before him.
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The situation was entirely different from when Ian Oracle sensed Ophelia’s spirit, Undine.

Back then, he was unable to see Undine’s form; he only perceived wave-like energy with the aid of glasses his father had passed down to him.

“Even so, compared to that, it seemed the current situation was somewhat better now.”

At the very least, he could see the spirit’s form. He could also feel its texture and hear its sounds.

However, it couldn’t be said that this was the spirit’s true appearance.

Since Ian didn’t yet know what kind of spirit this was, accurately guessing its form was impossible.

“Let’s not rush. Take it slowly and try to converse. There has to be a clue.”

Ian leisurely spent time reclining on his bed with the cat.

A story Wilson had shared with him popped into his mind from the times he spent alone at the mansion.

Animals have places they like and dislike to be touched, he had said.

Each animal has different preferred spots for this.

He also recalled that cats are significantly more sensitive compared to dogs.

“Physical contact is the most important non-verbal element when beginning a new relationship.”

Ian calmly took his time touching the cat all over.

And shortly, he received a surprising result.

“Does it like being petted everywhere?”

Wherever Ian touched, the cat squeezed its eyes shut and burrowed into his hand, demanding more strokes.

“Meow.”

It was indeed a puzzling situation.

“Then again, it seemed to follow me much more closely.”


He felt as though the look in the cat’s eyes carried deeper affection for him.

“Meow!”

The cat meowed cheerfully.

As expected, Milo Vinettia and Edel did not hear the sound, remaining engrossed in their respective tasks.

“Meow!”

The snow-white cat rolled on Ian’s belly and darted around the dorm room.

At times, it even climbed up onto Milo’s broad back.

Watching it, Ian couldn’t help but laugh.

“What an energetic little one.”

Perhaps because he had only ever seen dignified and businesslike spirits, this was a refreshing sight.

“Hmm? What’s up?”

Feeling a strange gaze, Milo quickly turned his head. Their eyes met squarely.

Ian felt a chill run down his spine.

The nightmare of the Great Library came rushing back.

He found himself once again in a situation that could unintentionally lead to a bizarre misunderstanding.

“Why are you looking at me with such a creepy look? Is there something on my back?”

“No, not really. Just…”

“Wow… Ian Oracle even stammering? Really weird today. Are you sure you’re not sick?”

“Right, you’re acting a bit odd today!”

Edel chimed in.


While Milo’s nonsense could be ignored, Edel’s words carried a certain weight. They were quite serious, one could say.

“I’m experimenting. I’ll explain later.”

“You aren’t conducting some sort of strange experiment, right? You didn’t set anything up on my bed, did you? A bomb? No, couldn’t be that. Surely not Senior Gaus’s invention!”

“That thing’s not finished yet. He say it’ll be done by tomorrow.”

“Oh, right.”

“I met Gaus earlier, and he was praising you. Said you were more useful than expected.”

Ian quickly diverted the conversation, and the effect was immediate.

“As expected! A genius recognizes another genius!”

Milo boasted with a smug expression, nodding his head emphatically.

Ian didn’t want to share it because he disliked seeing this kind of attitude, but there was no choice if he wanted to escape the current awkward atmosphere.

When Ian gestured, the cat quickly lept and dove into his stomach.

Ding-dong!

At that moment, an alarm rang from the direction of the door.

It was a sound he had heard before—the signal from the mailbox, indicating the arrival of a new message.

“I’ll go check it out.”

Edel opened the door and exited.

The rough mechanical noise from the mana printer was heard.

A while later, Edel returned and read the content printed on the paper.

“The results of the student council election are out! Sebastian and Ophelia got elected, they say.”

“Really?”


Though some amusing things could have happened if they hadn’t been elected, Ian felt slightly disappointed.

“Forget about Sebastian; Ophelia got elected? Are you sure that’s right?”

“No, I read it correctly. She got elected.”

“Damn, that’s unbelievable!”

Milo’s reaction was more than just emotional.

In reality, right after the incident of disobedience, there was much talk among the students about Ophelia being unsuitable for vice president.

Therefore, there were many predictions that she would withdraw from the election.

However, Ophelia did not give up on the election.

And she obtained the result she desired.

Although Ian’s help played a part, it was her own repentance that moved her peers’ hearts.

Particularly, volunteering at the salon, even at the cost of her pride, was the turning point.

It was truly a case of turning misfortune into a blessing.

“Besides, it’s not like there was any alternative, right? No one else ran for the position anyway.”

“I’d rather the position remain vacant than have that sly woman as vice president.”

“In that case, why didn’t you run? Just complaining won’t help. You should express dissatisfaction while presenting alternatives.”

When Ian taunted Milo, his face turned red. He found it annoying how well Ian knew his weaknesses.

The three of them returned to their separate activities again.

While observing the cat for a while, Ian noticed something peculiar.

‘The cat’s behavior seems to be following some kind of pattern.’

It seemed like it wanted to convey something through its gestures. It circled around Ian, sending various signals.

However, those gestures were wild. Being human, Ian couldn’t understand them.

Once more, Ian began to have doubts about the fact that this cat was a spirit.

‘No, I can’t give up like this. Should I ask the others?’

Ian turned his head.

“Edel.”

“Yes?”

Edel, who had recently gained an interest in studying ancient languages, looked back at Ian.

“Do you happen to have a cat at home?”

“A cat? No. I like them, but I can’t keep one. I live in a healer’s house, so we can’t have animals. Their fur could be bad for patients.”

“Ah, that makes sense.”

From that one word, Ian gathered that Edel’s father was quite a professional.

“But why the sudden interest in cats?”

“I got curious about something. I’ve never had a cat, so I didn’t have anyone to ask.”

“Does it have something to do with your current research?”

“No, not exactly… or maybe I should say it is related?”

At that moment, Milo slowly turned his chair. Sitting in a manner fit for the boss of an organization, he crossed his legs arrogantly.

“If it’s about cats, I know a thing or two, my friend. We have about ten at our family estate.”

“Let me ask you something.”

“Is that the way to ask a question?”

Milo grinned slyly.

Ian had momentarily forgotten just how vindictive Milo could be.

“I’ll tell you something good later.”

“I’m not asking for much. Just introduce me to Isera’s friends.”

“… That might be difficult for a while.”

“Why? You get along with your senior, don’t you?”

He couldn’t reveal what had happened at the Great Library. He could only hope that Isera would forget about it.

Ian rose from the bed.

“I guess I have no choice but to ask Ophelia. The Drias Marquis family probably has more than ten.”

“I’ll tell you! I promise I’ll tell you!”

Apparently, Milo disliked being compared.

Ian, who smiled subtly where Milo couldn’t see him, casually turned back. He then asked a curious question.

“Hmm. So you’re saying the cat meows a lot, prowls around, glares, and bites?”

Milo confirmed Ian’s explanation. Ian nodded.

“Does that behavior mean something?”

“It has a very important meaning. If it’s displaying those actions, the cat is hungry.”

“Hungry?”

He hadn’t thought of that at all.

‘Come to think of it, it hasn’t eaten anything since I met it in the library until now.’

It might not have eaten anything before then either. Yet, simultaneously, he had a strange thought.

‘I heard that spirits don’t need to eat. Hungry?’

Ian rested his chin on his hand, lost in thought.

Even in that situation, the cat nipped at Ian’s leg or rubbed its face against him playfully.

‘Hungry… What does being hungry mean for a spirit?’

Ian found himself deep in the mire of thought.

Watching him closely, Milo let out a deep sigh.

“Ha, he’s such a self-absorbed guy, isn’t he? Like a sly rascal who takes the core and escapes. He won’t starve out there; he knows how to take care of himself.”

“Still, isn’t it cool? Seeing him so deep in thought like that…”

“Are you into him or something?”

“W-what are you talking about!”

Edel reacted angrily.

Milo, scoffing, then immersed himself back into adjusting the experimental apparatus.

Meanwhile, Ian’s vague thoughts managed to capture a lead. Gradually, it became clearer.

‘When a spirit is hungry, it doesn’t mean it needs food. Food is strictly human language. Consuming food provides strength and vitality… So, what’s the way for a spirit to acquire strength and vitality, just as humans do by eating food?’

Ian jumped when a single word sprang vividly to his mind while petting the cat’s chin.

‘Mana!’

Why hadn’t this simple idea occurred to him before?

Mana is the most fundamental force constituting nature, and it also acts as the medium that allows spirits and various races to exist in this world.

‘But that’s not all.’

Ian believed there was a more fundamental reason behind the cat’s repetitive behavior.

‘It’s not just hunger. Perhaps it’s necessary to share my mana to create conditions for some sort of communion.’

An intriguing hypothesis took shape.

Ian was a descendant of a renowned theoretical mage. Thus, he knew well that a hypothesis without experimental proof was pointless.

A hypothesis only becomes a theory through verification via experimentation.

Therefore, Ian immediately began the verification process.

Wooong!

Ian gathered pure mana at his fingertips.

A peculiar thrill and the pulse of his circle made his heart pound.

Mana, imbued with a blue light, pooled at his fingertips like water.

When Ian extended it towards the cat, the cat quietly lapped up the mana.

After a short while, the cat had absorbed all the mana.

“Hoo…”

Ian felt a dizzying sense of exhaustion.

He gathered all the mana within his circle. He instinctively felt that it was necessary.

The opponent was an unknown spirit.

He thought that approaching with a light heart would lead the spirit not to open its heart.

That thought proved to be true.

『Hello?』

For the first time, Ian heard the cat’s voice.

However, the exhilaration didn’t last long.

『You pitiful human! You’re worse than a rotting fish head! Not even worth a dog… Ah, is that too harsh?』

Ian’s mind went blank for a moment.

‘Did I… hear that wrong?’

Yet, the cat’s fierce words lingered too vividly.

Eventually, the cat sighed and sprawled out on the bed.

It was reminiscent of someone who had lost a fortune in gambling.

The reason soon became clear.

『It’s been a while since I’ve felt a favorable aura, decided to give some of my attention, and ended up with such a lousy person. They say life as a cat is real… Damn that Spirit King! Fall into the demon realm! It’s been so long since I came to the human world! … Eh?』

Ian, holding the cat in his arms, hurriedly ran outside. He wanted to confirm something in a quiet place.

『Let go, you loser human! This body isn’t meant for your touch! Let gooo!』

The cat struggled.

But ultimately, it was just a cat.

It couldn’t escape Ian’s grasp.

Ian, having reached a secluded spot outside the dormitory, asked, “What are you? What kind of spirit are you?”

『Why should you know? Hmph! Telling a dimwit like you wouldn’t mean anything; you wouldn’t understand anyway. It’s a waste of breath.』

For the first time in his life, Ian was called a dimwit.

“Weren’t you here to make a contract with me?”

『I was at first. For a human, you seemed a bit shrewd and reasonably diligent, so I considered it… and your mana is what? 1st Circle? 1st Ciiircle? On top of that, you have Mana Concentration Disorder? Is this for real? Eh?』

The cat poked Ian’s cheek with its paw.

Ian grabbed the cat’s paw. Then the cat swatted Ian’s cheek with the other paw.

『How dare you interrupt while the elder speaks!』

Yet Ian didn’t give up.

He grabbed hold of the other paw with his hand.

“Let’s make a contract. I need your power.”

The cat’s two forepaws were held tightly. Still, the upper hand belonged to the cat.

『A contract? Why would I?』

The cat was more arrogant than any human.

However, Ian’s reaction was peculiar. He was smiling. This was not the response the cat had predicted.
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『What is this?』

There was an expected absence of despair and frustration that humans ought to feel when a contract fell through.

He did not kneel and beg.

He did not shed tears.

Instead, Ian stood before him, smiling.

And not just any smile, but a very confident one.

『Why are you smiling so unpleasantly, human?』

The cat asked candidly.

In that moment, the cat realized it made a miscalculation.

Ian had been waiting for that question.

“What do you mean, smiling unpleasantly? I’m just smiling as usual.”

『It’s because it’s not the time for you to be smiling, you rascal!』

“Is that so?”

Ian loosened his grip. Naturally, the two front paws of the cat were set free.

“True. I did say I needed your power, and I did suggest a contract. If you really put it that way, I was the one making a request.”

『And you give up so easily just like that?』

“Is there a rule against that?”

『Humans all lack perseverance!』

“It’s not about lacking perseverance.”

『Then what is it? A victory in your mind?』


“It’s called consideration.”

What kind of nonsense is this?

The cat thought that. There was no term as apt as “rubbish” to describe this situation.

The cat looked up at Ian with a mix of self-deprecation.

『Nyahaha! You have such a way with words. So? What’s left for you in consideration?』

“Nothing needs to remain. It’s just about waiting. If I wait for the right time, I might meet a good connection.”

『What?』

The cat was taken aback.

『Hey, you!』

Ian abruptly stood up and began returning towards the dormitory building.

That was ultimately not what the cat wanted.

『Hey! You! Are you really leaving? Huh?』

“The night wind is cold. You should head back in too. Ah, but you’re a spirit, so you don’t feel the cold. I’m envious.”

Ian waved his hand without looking back. The distance between them gradually widened.

『Such nonsensical…』

The cat’s eyes quivered.

Although it hadn’t interacted with many humans, the contracts initiated by the cat had a commonality.

It was the reversal of the Master-servant relationship.

Generally, people thought of spirits as mere subordinates to humans.

Since they could only come forth when summoned by a spirit mage and most actions were decided by the spirit mage.


Hence, unless one had a deep understanding of spirits, it naturally seemed that humans were the masters and spirits the subordinates.

This was partly due to the spirits themselves.

All spirits love nature. Humans are no different. They are a species born from a part of nature.

Therefore, while spirits have unique personalities according to their attributes, they universally hold a consciousness of cherishing, loving, and respecting humans.

So, spirits had unilaterally adhered to precisely what humans—specifically spirit mages—said.

But the cat did not like this.

It wasn’t the fun and cool relationship the cat envisioned.

『Wait!』

The cat bolted forward like a flash.

It displayed an incredible physical feat.

Despite the considerable distance, it closed the gap in the blink of an eye and blocked Ian’s path.

Ian benevolently smiled as he looked down at the cat.

“Do you still have something to say?”

『I find it odd no matter how much I think about it.』

“There’s nothing odd. As you discovered, I’m a 1-circle mage experiencing Mana Concentration Disorder. Plus, I’m not young. I should have breached the 1st circle by the age of ten, no, even earlier, like eight.”

The reason was simple.

As the circle level increased, the growth rate of a mage slowed down.

Moreover, even with the accumulation of the same experience and knowledge, more than just double the effort—exponential effort—was needed to break through the wall of the next circle.

There were countless cases of people reaching the end of their lives without ever breaking through such a wall.

The period when the human brain exhibited its most creative power was during childhood.

As people aged, their creativity diminished, but wisdom increased.


It wasn’t a case of losing or gaining strength, but rather transforming into something a bit different.

This was why there was a saying; young mages were tricky opponents, while old mages were troublesome foes.

Ultimately, those who broke through the circle’s walls at a young age could reach the realm of masters or great mages. Famous mages often gained recognition from their youth, proving this point.

Ian was the opposite. He turned 19 without having even completed the first circle, which was considered late, very late.

“In this situation, I can’t force a contract. It would be a burden for you too.”

『Nyeok!』

It was self-criticism that was hard to listen to without tears.

“So let’s part ways here. It was a good experience thanks to you. I think I might be able to establish a new hypothesis on spirits. Well, it might end as incomplete research since you didn’t let me know what kind of spirit you are.”

Ian turned away without any regrets. But this time, his foot was caught. Just like when they first met at the Great Library, the small, cute paw of the cat grabbed Ian’s ankle.

『Wait, human.』

“Do you still have more to say?”

『I have something to ask.』

“Even if you do, just keep it to yourself. You didn’t answer my questions either, so I have the right to do the same. Besides, we aren’t going to make a contract anyway.”

『Nyeok…….』

The cat eventually lowered its head. Ian looked down at it and grinned slyly.

“Even so, you can’t help but make a contract, can you?”

『… What, what?』

“How about it? My speculation.”

Ian knelt awkwardly and leaned his head closer to the cat.

The shadow cast over the cat, and for the first time, it felt fear.

“There were three things that struck me as odd. When we first met at the Great Library, even though I let you go home, you followed me to the end.”

『That’s what most cats do!』

“Really? But you aren’t just a cat. You’re a spirit.”

The cat remained silent, struck by Ian’s piercing remark.

“And earlier, when I left the dormitory, didn’t I carry you out? You could have easily escaped from my hands, but you didn’t. You struggled a bit, but…”

『That’s what most cats do too! Humans are strong!』

“You could have simply ignored the physical laws if you wanted. That’s not a valid reason. Unless I restrained you with magic or something.”

The cat’s body began to shudder. Ian was more frightening than it expected.

“Lastly, I was the only one who could see you.”

That single sentence was devastating.

The cat looked as if it had lost its mind, its mouth agape.

“The spirits I’m familiar with… Shall I talk for a moment about spirit mages? They can sense the presence of spirits. But can they sense the presence of an uncontracted, free spirit?”

“…….”

『There are exceptions, of course. But the vast majority can’t. A spirit mage can’t perceive a spirit unless the spirit extends its hand first. A contract is only established when a spirit designates a contractor.』

Ian snapped his fingers as if completing a proof.

“That means, the spirit chooses the contractor first. Isn’t this case the same? It made me think perhaps you were already halfway bound to me… If we put it in human terms, it’s like a provisional contract. You never had the authority to tell me what to do from the beginning.”

『You’re writing a scenario, you crazy human!』

“What if I refuse the contract? It might be better for both of us. Not that I’ve met many spirits, but you’re the first troublesome one.”

『T-Troublesome?』

“If you don’t know what it means, ask your next Master.”

Ian immediately left the scene.

The cat collapsed helplessly onto the grass as if it had been struck by an arrow and didn’t get up for a while. Of course, this was also Ian’s script.

***

That night, Ian succeeded in contracting with the spirit. Although it wasn’t the fun and cool relationship the cat had wanted.

And so, what he had dreamed of came true.

‘My hypothesis was correct.’

Ian was able to finally dispel the curse that had shackled him all his life.

‘I’ve gained another circle. But…’

Even after resolving his mana concentration disorder, Ian’s expression was not particularly bright.

Instead, he was filled with all kinds of questions and doubts.

Ian, who had been illuminating the empty training ground alone, brushed his abdomen.

“Why did the circle form at the dantian instead of the heart?”

It was indeed a shocking occurrence.

In essence, Ian now had a total of two circles, but they were not consecutively inscribed on his heart. Instead, one was imprinted on his heart, and the other had settled at his dantian.

Throughout the thousands of years, from the formation of medieval magic to the dawn of modern magic, all humans have been creating circles on their hearts.

The reason was simple.

It was simply believed to be the most efficient method.

Whether it was truly efficient remained unknown, for when a flow begins, it becomes uncontrollably vast.

It was said that in ancient times, various methods of circle formation existed.

Utilizing the dantian was one such method.

Creating a circle at the dantian to manipulate mana was primarily known to be the specialty of people from the eastern continent. They were known to enhance their physical abilities and use magnificent techniques.

“I’ve never seen such a case…”

The phrase “never seen before” carried two implications.

“No one felt the need to do it, or it was so insignificant that it wasn’t visible.”

Ian thought it was both.

“Because no one would risk destroying their circle for adventure.”

For a mage, a circle was as essential as life itself.

Destroying an existing circle to concentrate it elsewhere was equivalent to discarding one’s life, or rather, it was more cruel and dangerous.

Even if someone attempted it, surviving would have been nearly impossible.

“It’s a good thing to have more circles! Isn’t it a sign that the mana concentration disorder is resolved?”

A cat, standing on its hind legs, grumbled from one side.

The cat was severely punished for mocking a kind-hearted mage.

He had to follow Ian around for a day and stand as a punishment.

“Be quiet.”

“It’s a piece of advice!”

When Ian glanced over, the cat flinched.

Its head turned away involuntarily, but the cat continued its earnest advice.

“You just need to try stirring up the mana! There must be a reason why the circle didn’t consecutively imprint on your heart!”

“I was just about to do that.”

“Liar!”

“One more day of punishment.”

“You damn!”

Somehow, saying just “damn” seemed cruder than anything else.

In his current situation, such things didn’t matter.

Ian closed his eyes and concentrated his mind.

It was time to examine why this newfound power, acquired through a contract with a spirit, had taken root in his dantian.

Whooo-….

At that moment, the wind blew around him.

The gentle breeze seemed to brush past Ian, then abruptly changed its course to swirl around him.

And then it swirled again.

It kept repeating, swirling.

In fact, it was not the wind that came just at the right time.

It was Ian who had stirred the mana.

Buzz!

“Oof!”

A searing pain struck his abdomen.

It felt like a rusty spear piercing through his belly.

But Ian knew it was impossible. There wasn’t anyone here who would throw a spear at him now.

“Ugh. Where is this immense power coming from?”

Ian continued to ponder while enduring the pain.

A 1-circle mage could never exert enough power to alter the surrounding air.

It would be difficult even for one with a 2-circle unless they used wind elemental magic.

Now the situation was entirely different.

There was no spell formula nor casting sign. He was merely circulating mana throughout his entire body.

“Even so, this much power?”

Then there was only one answer.

Ian was convinced that there must be something connecting the circle embedded in his heart and the circle in his dantian.

It felt as though his flesh would tear and his bones would protrude, but Ian did not halt his exploration.

And then.

Spark!

He had a breakthrough.
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“Is this it?”

A new path cut vertically through from the heart to the dantian.

The mana embedded in the circle was, by default, spread throughout the body via meticulously intertwined mana veins.

When gathered in the hands, mages could form runes to perform magic, and when gathered in the feet, they could run faster or protect themselves from impacts.

However, this particular mana vein did not branch out to organs or limbs; it simply connected circle to circle.

“It felt thick and solid, as if made from an unchanging metal…”

The thought that it was extraordinary arose naturally. Despite the whole body being broken and burned, there lingered a vague hope that this vein alone would endure to the end. Yet, this did not resolve Ian’s suspicions.

“It seems to amplify mana, but beyond that, I don’t know. I guess I have no choice but to observe it further. I’m curious about how much my mana has increased, too.”

He was certain the numbers were not small.

Manipulating mana within his body alone changed the surrounding air currents.

“At the very least, I’ve surpassed Milo.”

Milo had set a record in mana measurement at the latter part of the 2nd Circle, specifically 982 points. Of course, mana measurement wasn’t a measure of a mage’s strength but was a useful tool for gauging the absolute volume of a mage’s mana.

Previously, Ian’s recorded mana measurement was 77. If he had surpassed Milo, he must have crossed the mana of 1000, achieving results tens of times greater in one go.

He had never heard of a mage advancing from the 1st Circle to the 3rd Circle in one step.

“When the day’s over, I need to visit Professor Frost.”

Previously, Professor Frost supported Ian’s idea of solving Mana Concentration Disorder by contracting with a spirit.

He promised to measure Ian’s mana if he was successful. Now that he had succeeded, it was time to measure the absolute amount of that achievement.

“With this, the exchange match against the Department of Martial Arts might turn out to be quite fun.”

His heart felt considerably lighter.

There was still no news about the exchange battle with the Department of Martial Arts.


It was said such large events wouldn’t be announced in advance to increase tension. Of course, Ian hadn’t been idle during this time.

He verified the abilities of his glasses and refined some basic magic spells to acquire a few powerful spells. However, stronger spells didn’t necessarily make a mage stronger, because a fight was practical.

No matter how powerful a spell was, if it could only be used once or twice, it was meaningless.

Both mages and martial artists knew several ways to evade or neutralize each other’s attacks. One needed to seize the right moment to deliver a decisive blow, but Ian lacked that ‘stamina.’

The stamina of knights came from physical strength and muscles, while the stamina of mages came from circles.

Ian was in the early stages of the 1st Circle. In such a situation, winning a fight would require relying on luck.

But now the situation had completely changed.

Ian’s expression became noticeably more relaxed.

“Hey, mister.”

『Are you talking to me?』

The cat looked taken aback.

Ian nodded.

“Weren’t you an elder just a moment ago?”

『Well, that’s because I am vastly older than mere humans!』

“So, you’re a mister. Or should I call you grandpa?”

The cat fell silent.

In truth, treating someone this roughly wasn’t Ian’s style. Despite being somewhat blunt at times, he was exceptionally considerate of his companions.

This change was precisely why Ophelia, who constantly tried to devour Ian whenever she could, had softened a bit.

Ian didn’t just have a brilliant mind; he also possessed sincerity that captivated people’s hearts. Of course, Milo didn’t acknowledge this, often retorting that sincerity equated to appearance.

In any case, Ian felt that if he let things slide initially, it would be challenging later on. Therefore, just before forming a contract with the cat, he set a condition.


“No matter what happens, trust and follow me.”

The cat protested fiercely, but Ian’s next words calmed it down.

“I’m not commanding you as your Master. Let’s move together as partners.”

This was exactly the fun and cool relationship the cat desired.

“By the way, what kind of spirit are you?”

『Ha, you ask so quickly. I was wondering when you would ask. Tsk tsk!』

The cat shook its head, although its front paws were boldly raised toward the sky.

“I couldn’t help it. I didn’t expect a circle to form right after the contract.”

Upon confirming the circle’s presence, the first thing Ian Oracle did was rush to an isolated training ground.

He intended to ask questions after making the contract, but the sequence got slightly reversed.

The cat understood his feelings.

『I suppose breaking through the first circle’s barrier was your biggest wish?』

“It wasn’t the biggest wish, hmm. Maybe the second biggest?”

『Myaang? Then what is your biggest wish?』

“Answer what I asked first.”

The cat was not pleased with having lost the initiative.

It had planned to line up the contractor and the other spirits he had contracted, wielding a whip and reigning over them, but that fantasy had to be put on hold.

『I told you before. Even if I explain it, you won’t understand. That’s the truth.』

“Oh, like even if I tell a fool, he won’t get it, that sort of thing?”

『That’s right, human.』


Of course, that evaluation had changed slightly now.

The human before him was smart. His instant wit and resourcefulness were so immense that even he, a great spirit, often couldn’t provide an immediate answer.

“That’s a mistaken thought.”

『What nonsense are you going to spout now!』

“If you don’t explain because you think they won’t understand, that person will never know. People study because they want to understand what they don’t know.”

『Hmm… so this is what’s called studying?』

“That’s right.”

A subtle sense of satisfaction spread across the cat’s face.

For the first time, it felt acknowledged.

A spirit teaching a human—not bad at all.

『Very well. I’ll tell you then. I am the spirit of everything!』

The cat spoke with a determined voice.

Ian almost laughed at the absurdity of it.

“The spirit of everything? What nonsense is that?”

『See! I told you, you wouldn’t understand!』

But it did indeed feel like nonsense.

“How can there be a spirit of everything? We humans classify spirits into four broad categories. First―”

『I know. That’s a very primitive classification.』

Even while responding confidently, the cat gulped.

It decided it should stop interrupting conversations from now on.

“It’s not primitive. Some people believe there might be other elements that haven’t been discovered yet.”

『That’s just a pathetic excuse by incompetent humans.』

“Isn’t saying it’s primitive just because time is needed a hasty judgment? Like it’s not primitive because a certain naughty cat begged and groveled. That naughty cat just needed time.”

『Ahem! Ahem!』

“No matter how you think about it, isn’t ‘undiscovered’ and ‘everything’ quite different?”

『That’s because human knowledge is endlessly shallow and superficial.』

“Could it be that you also don’t know?”

The unforeseen question made the cat falter.

『Th-that can’t be! I am a great spirit!』

“In my view, someone great is someone who can explain difficult concepts simply so that everyone can understand. So you’re not great.”

Someone like that was very close to him.

It was his father.

“Anyway, what’s your name?”

『Of course, you should give me one!』

“What did your previous owner call you?”

『I don’t want to tell you.』

A thought crossed Ian’s mind.

Perhaps no one had given the cat a name before?

“Then how about ‘Goyang’, just as I first called you.”

『Make it properly, with care!』

“And your rank?”

『Ra…nk?』

“We primitive humans classify spirits into lower, middle, upper, and spirit king levels. I know. Don’t look at me like that. I know this classification is rudimentary. I’m just asking for convenience.”

『Of course, spirit king level! No, even higher!』

Ian scratched the side of his head and sighed.

“You must not remember, but at first, you cursed the Spirit King, telling him to fall into the demon world. If he’s called a king, he must rank higher than you, right? So you are probably a high-level spirit, or maybe an intermediate one… But judging by your behavior, you must be lower-level.”

The cat was flustered.

However, it tried hard to maintain its composure.

『As I said before, I am a great spirit.』

“Stay up all night if you must. Let’s get going. Goyang!”

The calm exterior quickly crumbled.

No matter how it thought about it, the name ‘Goyang’ was too much to bear.

『Keng!』

Then the cat bumped into Ian.

This time, it finally had something to say. It was because Ian had suddenly stopped, causing the collision.

『Can’t you walk properly! Even dogs don’t walk like this!』

Ian did not respond.

He was simply staring intently at something. It was a mana streetlamp illuminating the pitch-black sky.

It felt as though a star had appeared before his eyes.

Suddenly, Ian realized that the light he had always seen appeared particularly beautiful that day.

And thoughts led to more thoughts.

“A spirit of everything. Everything. A spirit for everything…”

After quite some time, which would be excessively long if only spent looking at a streetlamp, Ian’s sharp gaze turned to the cat.

Soon after, Ian propped his chin on his hand.

“Right. That’s why you said it was everything… Such a cute fellow. So that’s what you meant, a spirit of everything.”

Mumbling to himself with unknowable words, Ian began to walk again.

『What is going on? He’s scary!』

The cat shivered in fear.

* * *

“Professor.”

“Looks like there’s been progress.”

Even though they saw each other daily except on weekends, Professor Frost sensed a change in Ian.

After class, Ian immediately followed Professor Frost to report his progress.

“Everything has returned to its rightful place now.”

“Congratulations.”

Professor Frost understood intimately how much meaning was packed into that simple statement.

As a mage, Ian had essentially just been born anew.

“Then, as promised, shall we conduct a mana measurement?”

“Would it be alright if I visited you this evening?”

“Certainly. This time, I’ll prepare more precise equipment.”

Unlike students, professors come and go as they please. However, Professor Frost often stayed late at the academy.

“See you later then.”

“Today’s class was really informative as well.”

“It seems the days of hearing that it was informative for you are numbered.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Ian was surprised.

Could Professor Frost be planning on leaving the academy?

“If things continue like this, there might be nothing left for you to learn from the general curriculum before you even pick a specialty. As a student, isn’t it when you don’t know something that a class becomes informative?”

“Oh… I thought you were thinking of moving elsewhere. That scared me.”

“Not that I haven’t considered it, but not for now. If a student finds something informative, the professor finds subtle satisfaction in that.”

Ian bowed his head with a humble smile.

After parting with Professor Frost, Ian went directly to Professor Elena’s lab.

Elena seemed to have an inkling why Ian had come all this way.

“Did you already do it?”

Ian didn’t bother to hide his elemental power.

“Yes, it happened like that.”

“Wow! Congratulations!”

To be congratulated by eminent mages, especially the professors of the Royal Academy, felt gratifying.

“Since there was a promise, I will show you my spirit first, Professor.”

“Really, I’m the first?”

“If you exclude me, you’re the first.”

“Wow!”

Professor Elena’s face turned red. She was as excited as a child awaiting a gift on a national holiday.

“But before that, could you promise me one more thing? I know it may be rude.”
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Chapter 76

* * *

“I’ll do it!”

“…… What?”

Before Ian Oracle could even explain what he wanted her to promise, Professor Elena abruptly agreed.

He thought he’d at least get a scolding for his audacity. But to have her consent so easily?

‘Nevertheless, it’s an issue that surely needs addressing.’

Ian Oracle concluded and understood the true nature of the mysterious cat. He also deduced the source of its power and its peculiar attributes.

Each discovery he made was precious.

“If this were published in a paper, it would cause a sensation in the academic world.”

‘All the findings were things not included in any known books, so it wasn’t surprising.’

Ian Oracle decided he needed to be cautious about revealing the cat to others.

A simpler explanation might be to brush it off as a spiritual being; after all, it was quite adorable. People would undoubtedly love it.

“You shouldn’t decide so hastily. You need to hear what kind of promise it is, Professor.”

“I’ll do whatever Ian says!”

The statement was quite tempting.

To do anything he wanted? But Ian quickly regained his focus.

The person before him was not a younger sibling but a noble spirit mage and a professor at the Royal Academy.

“Understood. From now on, I would appreciate it if you could keep everything I’ve done or said in this laboratory a secret until I leave.”

“That’s nothing. Don’t worry!”


“There’s no way I couldn’t be worried, really.”

Considering what the professor might do. Of course, he couldn’t voice that thought.

Doing so might result in joining Ophelia before a disciplinary committee.

“Now, I will summon it.”

Snap!

As Ian flicked his fingers, the cat appeared. He then allowed it to fully materialize.

At first, it seemed translucent, but as it elegantly landed on the ground, its transformation was complete.

“Meow.”

The cat started to show off its charms in front of Professor Elena, irritatingly cheeky in its demeanor.

“Wow! So cute!”

Not knowing the true nature of the cat, Elena hugged it tight and rubbed her cheek against it. So captivated by its cuteness, the professor remained oblivious to any strange details.

Ian gave her ample time to observe the spirit.

It was a deliberate act.

He wished to see how close someone at the summit of academia, and the leader of the Major in Spirit Magic, could come to the conclusion he’d reached.

Naturally, she was at a disadvantage.

Ian had undergone a process of contracting with the cat, engaged in substantial dialogue, and observed many reactions before concluding.

‘Still, a professor at the academy should offer a unique perspective. If I can learn her method of reasoning, it’ll be a tremendous opportunity for me.’

That’s what Ian thought.

“Hmm?”

At that moment, it seemed Professor Elena noticed something.


Ian was eager to hear what she would say next.

The cat identified itself as the spirit of everything.

What expression would emerge from the mouth of someone at the top of the academic ladder?

“Why is it a cat?”

It felt as though a mountain had crumbled.

Ian let out a sigh.

“You’ve figured it out so quickly……”

“It’s just too cute. Haha.”

“Indeed, it has that aspect. When I first saw it, I thought it was a mystical creature.”

“But you realized it wasn’t just a mystical creature, right?”

“Yes.”

Finally, the kind of response expected of a professor began to surface. Ian proceeded to explain further.

“As you can see, this spirit is rather special. While spirits usually take shape according to their attributes and dimensions, this one manifests whimsically as a cat.”

“I think I know why.”

“What?”

Could she truly grasp such insight after merely a brief observation and interaction?

“It seems a bit different from other spirits. It’s a very subtle difference, but while other spirits possess the energy of elements, this one emanates the energy of nature itself.”

“That’s impressive. You truly are a professor.”

Elena seemed to have discerned that this spirit was of a higher dimension than typical spirits.

“But doesn’t Ian know better? It feels like that’s not the answer you were expecting.”


“Oh, no. That’s not it. From the start, I made a contract with this creature. Naturally, that means I know more. It’s not like I’ve explained everything to you, Professor.”

“Kids these days call that probing, I hear…”

“That’s not it.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter! It’s cute!”

Professor Elena petted the cat enthusiastically.

There was concern about how much this prideful cat might be cursing internally.

『I’m not. Don’t worry.』

Ian chuckled.

“Have you figured out this creature’s attribute?”

“Yes. However, it doesn’t fit into any existing classification.”

“Discovering discrepancies is how new classifications emerge.”

The remark held deep meaning, prompting Ian to begin his explanation in earnest.

“There’s a bit of exaggeration involved, but according to this fellow, it’s the spirit of everything.”

“The spirit… of everything? Wow! Is it a nature attribute after all?”

Nature attribute.

A term not used in academic circles.

It had been proposed by some scholars but was discarded as it couldn’t be proven beyond a hypothetical stage.

Thus, Professor Elena was thrilled.

If the identity of this cat could prove that hypothesis, the discarded idea could return as a valid theory.

However, Ian’s thoughts diverged slightly.

“I don’t think that’s the case.”

“Why? Everything would imply nature, wouldn’t it?”

Ian had initially reached that conclusion quickly as well.

Yet, a lingering feeling of unease led him to think more deeply, revealing an exception.

“I tried to conclude that at first, but after considering it further, I found a force that contradicts the order of nature.”

“Oh! Right, dark magic.”

“If there’s an existence that can be called a nature attribute, it should be more nature-friendly and full of vibrant life.”

Everything in nature has a lifespan.

Yet, there are forces that act against those natural lifespans, such as dark magic which revives the dead unchanged.

No one describes dark magic as the power of nature.

It is derogatorily referred to as a fallen force and is often targeted for extermination.

Thus, dark mages conduct their research and experiments in places even more secluded than magical towers.

“Then what is Ian’s conclusion?”

“My conclusion is ‘no attribute’.”

“No attribute?”

“Ah, it’s not the precise expression. I haven’t found the right word yet. I’ve been short on time. The closest I could come to expressing my thoughts was the term ‘no attribute’.”

Professor Elena nodded earnestly.

The term ‘no attribute’ is not entirely unused in academic.

There are a few no attribute spells that mages frequently use.

Spells like ‘Mana Bolt’ that amplifies mana, dealing pure damage derived from mana.

No attribute spells can deal more damage to enemies with elemental resistances.

However, it’s rare to find enemies with resistance to all elements, hence elemental spells are typically used.

“Converting the attribute of ‘everything’ to a lack of attribute is quite a bold move.”

It was a rare piece of astute criticism from the professor.

Ian nodded.

“Indeed. The idea came to me because of a mana powered streetlight.”

Professor Elena tilted her head at Ian’s words.

No matter how she thought about it, she couldn’t see any resemblance of a relationship between the cat and the mana powered streetlight.

“The light is bright and beautiful, but, upon reflection, it wasn’t as attractive during the day. It didn’t even appear as if submerged in the light. So the value of light, paradoxically, only becomes apparent when darkness is also present.”

“Hmm.”

“I believe the expression ‘everything’ follows the same principle. This relationship is referred to as no attribute in magical facts, leading me to conclude that it is a no attribute spirit.”

“It seems you’ve thought about this a lot. Impressive, Ian.”

“You flatter me.”

Indeed, Ian had a different definition he wanted to attempt.

It was the concept of a ‘prime attribute’.

The primordial power from which all attributes originate.

However, since it was quite a radical matter, Ian decided to ponder it further and discuss it with others.

“If the professor hadn’t given me such wise advice when I sought counsel, I wouldn’t have even considered such a thought.”

“Did I?”

“You mentioned that just because something is in a book doesn’t mean it’s always correct.”

“I say that kind of thing to other students too.”

Professor Elena chuckled softly.

Good professors often did not realize they were good.

Professor Elena seemed to be just such a person.

“Anyway, thanks to you, Professor, I was immediately able to form a contract with this fellow and gain several clues. I wanted to express my gratitude once more.”

“No need. Seeing my student grow like this is truly delightful.”

“Student…?”

“Yes, a student. Ian, you are my student!”

It was quite an unconventional expression.

In the Faculty of Natural Sciences, perhaps, but in the Department of Magic, the distinction between teacher and student was very strict. It was not uncommon for people in the same school of thought not to refer to someone as their student.

For her to use the term student indicated how much Professor Elena had taken notice of Ian.

‘I assume Ian is heading towards the Major in Spirit Magic next year…’

It seemed like the conversation would delve into the usual topic again. However, Professor Elena surprised Ian with unexpected words.

“You shouldn’t go to the Major in Spirit Magic.”

“This seems like a change in stance. Why shouldn’t I go? I even made a contract with a spirit.”

“The majors are a type of attribute classification too, you know? They’re merely standards divided by humans for convenience. If I were to follow my realization, I’d say that Ian must traverse through all the majors. That is what ‘everything’ truly means!”

“Oh…”

Ian finally understood Professor Elena’s point.

Due to her cute mannerisms and behavior, the meaning and value of her words were often overshadowed.

“To conquer all majors?”

He felt it was indeed something that needed deep contemplation. In fact, he thought it must be considered seriously.

The title of ‘All Master’ was once a great accolade in ancient times.

The Master of everything.

Such a concept did not exist now. With knowledge becoming more segmented and systems growing more sophisticated, schools had splintered into numerous varieties.

‘It seems like the goal is becoming grander as time passes.’

Still, he did not mind.

Practicing magic and acquiring new knowledge made him feel truly alive in this world.

“I shall deeply engrave your words in my heart, Professor.”

“Don’t be too serious about it. Thanks to Ian, I have learned a great deal this time too. Although I regretfully cannot use it in my lectures due to the promise.”

“There will be an opportunity someday. I don’t intend to keep it a secret forever.”

For now, he intended to refer to it as a mystical beast.

He thought maintaining its materialized state to avoid threats was far better.

“Right. Spirits and mystical beasts are hard to differentiate. It’s easier to believe since it’s in the guise of a cat.”

Professor Elena, who had been stroking the cat, seemed to recall something and changed the subject.

“Oh! What abilities does this spirit have?”

“Well, about its abilities…”

Various qualities came to mind.

Insulting humans, boasting to the point of reaching the skies, derogating dogs whenever the chance arose, and being incredibly nagging.

Yet, Ian chose different words.

“I haven’t fully grasped them yet. Time was a little short.”

“I see. Let me know when you find out!”

“Understood.”

Ian exited the laboratory.

『What a talkative little kid.』

“Not a kid, but a professor.”

『Hmph. If you’re tiny, you’re still a little kid.』

“Then, you’re a little kid too.”

The cat couldn’t counter his words.

“If you’ve nothing else to say, go back.”

Ian desummoned the cat and walked through the corridor.

A sudden thought hit him, and he took off his glasses.

‘Before, I was just curious about what abilities these glasses hold.’

Now, things had changed a bit.

Ultimately, meeting the cat was thanks to these glasses.

‘Who made them? For what purpose?’

Ian couldn’t take his eyes off the glasses for a while.

And just then, an unexpected visitor came to see Ian at the academy.
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Ian received a message that a guest was waiting for him at the salon near the academy’s main gate, so he headed there immediately.

His day’s schedule had not yet completely finished, so he didn’t have much time to spare. Thus, he hurried his steps.

‘Who could it be?’

The message did not specify the identity of the guest.

There were only two possibilities:

Either it was Woodward from the Bahamut Trading Company, or Felix from the Hamel Trading Company.

It was the location that allowed him to narrow it down to these two people.

The message had mentioned that the guest was waiting in the same private room where he had met Woodward and Felix before. Therefore, it had to be one of them.

‘Neither scenario seems particularly pleasant.’

He was supposed to meet Woodward the next day. If Woodward had come already, it indicated something urgent was happening.

The worst-case scenario he wanted to avoid was the collapse of the contract itself.

If the deal with the Bahamut Trading Company fell through, it would pose considerable difficulties.

The Bahamut Trading Company was his most important card for putting pressure on Felix and the Hamel Trading Company.

Thus, he hadn’t planned on asking for too many harsh conditions in their negotiations.

He had intended to accept the terms Woodward had previously proposed.

‘Then again, it’s unlikely the Hamel Trading Company pressured Bahamut. Could they have negotiated in secret?’

He couldn’t be sure.

Internal trades among the trading companies were difficult to uncover unless one had access to the kingdom’s intelligence agency.

Meanwhile, even Felix’s visit wasn’t positive.

Felix would bring a message from the head of the company, which would undoubtedly be a waste of time.

‘If I had to choose, it would be better if Felix was the one waiting for me.’


With his thoughts settled, Ian entered the private room.

“Good day.”

Waiting for him was Woodward, the deputy manager of the Bahamut Trading Company.

Woodward stood up and bowed politely.

“Hello, Mr. Woodward. I was curious about who might be waiting for me, but I didn’t expect it would be you. Did I perhaps remember our meeting date incorrectly?”

“No, our appointment is indeed scheduled for tomorrow.”

Simultaneously, the smile vanished from Woodward’s face.

Ian wondered about the significance of this expression.

“I came because there is something urgent I wish to discuss with you. I’m sorry if I’ve inconvenienced you while you are busy.”

“Not at all. Please, have a seat.”

The tea had already been prepared.

Woodward had remembered the name of the tea Ian had ordered previously and had arranged for it to be ready for him.

“I have a class to attend soon, so could we keep the conversation brief?”

“Have you recently met with anyone from the Hamel Trading Company?”

“I have.”

It didn’t seem like Woodward had rushed to the academy just because he was upset about Ian’s contact with a rival company.

Woodward fiddled with his interlocked fingers.

He appeared anxious.

At the same time, he seemed worried.

“Were you concerned I might make a deal with the Hamel Trading Company?”


“That’s not it. Although, from a business standpoint, I’m quite keen on not losing you, Ian. It’s just that this time, well…”

“It seems something has happened.”

“Yes.”

In a serious tone, Woodward conveyed to Ian the information he had learned.

“Is that true?”

Ian was astonished.

With a troubled expression, Woodward nodded.

“It’s difficult to disclose the source, but it’s from a credible informant. So, you can consider it to be true.”

“Wow, this is a bit shocking.”

Although Ian hadn’t entirely ruled out the possibility, hearing this news left a bitter taste in his mouth.

The information Woodward shared was that the elite assassination squad of the Hamel Trading Company had begun to target Ian.

“It seems they’ve made an extreme choice, perhaps because they received rights related to a patent, but negotiations were not going well. The Hamel Trading Company is truly merciless in such matters.”

Woodward was genuinely enraged.

Watching his demeanor, Ian asked, “It seems you knew the reason I needed urgent funds?”

Otherwise, there was no reason for him to be so angry.

The trading company was not accumulating wealth through the right means but instead was trying to take a person’s life for some absurd reason.

“Well… Yes, I did have some idea. I knew about your debt towards the Hamel Trading Company.”

“When we met before, if you asked about it ,I could have told me then.”

“I didn’t want it to seem like I was taking advantage of your shortcomings. If it upset you, I apologize again.”

“No, not at all. I appreciate you telling me. I will make preparations.”


Did Woodward really come all this way just to deliver such news?

Ian felt there might be something lacking.

“And while this might sound like an after-the-fact report, we’ve stationed mercenaries of our company’s first rank around the Oracle Family estate.”

Ian was both surprised and grateful for this unexpected consideration.

“I didn’t expect you to go to such lengths.”

“They probably won’t target the estate, but one never knows, right? I wanted to help you focus more comfortably on your work.”

“Let’s make a contract.”

With such a straightforward statement, delaying any further seemed pointless.

Woodward was startled by the remark and waved his hands.

“No! I didn’t do this hoping for a contract. You should think it over more calmly…”

“The Bahamut Trading Company was always my preferred choice. Since our feelings are aligned, isn’t it unnecessary to beat around the bush?”

“Thank you very much.”

Woodward bowed politely.

“But I didn’t bring a contract with me. How about I formally visit next time and we finalize it then?”

He didn’t bring a contract.

Ian realized that Woodward was quite shrewd.

Producing a contract here might have led to misunderstandings about sincerity.

He had managed to avoid that scenario while still endearing himself to the counterpart.

“Very well. Next time, I will visit the trading company.”

“Yes. I will have the necessary documents ready.”

“Please do.”

Ian left the salon with a light heart.

If Woodward had visited yesterday afternoon, he might have taken it more seriously.

But now, it was different.

‘With the cat and increasing mana, I’m in a strong position.’

Ian felt more confident than ever and decided to make good use of this opportunity.

‘They’re trying to provide evidence for me, so it would be odd not to appreciate their efforts, right?’

Dusting off the cloak, Ian headed towards the lecture hall.

* * *

After all the lectures concluded, Ian immediately went to Professor Frost’s laboratory.

Just then, Professor Frost was setting up a Mana Meter for Ian.

“Professor, I’m here.”

“Come on in.”

Ian did not come alone.

The materialized cat accompanied him.

“Meow,” the cat mewed adorably as it approached Professor Frost, rubbing its head against him.

“So, this is the one.”

“Yes.”

“But it feels more like a mystical creature than a spirit.”

“It’s a spirit with a somewhat ambiguous attribute. I discussed it with Professor Elena.”

Ian recounted everything that had transpired in Professor Elena’s laboratory to Professor Frost.

Professor Frost was someone akin to Ian’s guardian. At least when it came to matters concerning magic, Ian intended to discuss everything with him.

Jessica, the dean, was no different in this regard.

Professor Frost, resting his chin on his hand, nodded.

“Indeed, it’s a fascinating story. An unnamed spirit, no less.”

“Although it hasn’t been officially confirmed yet, I’m planning to gradually prove it. If the opportunity arises, I might even write a thesis on it.”

“I’m quite envious of you! It’s like thesis themes are pouring out from the heavens for you.”

As Professor Frost laughed, Ian chuckled along.

Academy professors were required to publish a certain number of theses each year to maintain their positions.

No matter how much a mage cherished research and experiments, meeting that number was a burdensome task.

“By the way, it’s surprising that Professor Elena changed her mind and said you shouldn’t join the Major in Spirit Magic.”

“Indeed. I thought she would urge me to come even more since I’ve contracted with a spirit.”

“Becoming an All Master isn’t a bad thing. It’s a realm no one has reached for hundreds of years.”

“It’s not a title one can mention so lightly.”

“But it might be possible for you.”

Only then did Ian realize that Professor Frost wasn’t joking.

“Even if that were the case, can’t I just choose one as my specialized major?”

“Policies are made by people. If you show a talent that surpasses the policies established over centuries, wouldn’t the academy’s board propose a new alternative?”

The title ‘All Master’ wasn’t merely a concept divided for administrative convenience.

It’s a prestigious title given to someone who has mastered all forms of magic, not simply bestowed after completing all specialized majors.

Nevertheless, Professor Frost’s suggestion piqued Ian’s interest.

‘If one were granted the qualifications to Master all majors…’

It would create an immense ripple effect.

The Department of Magic had a total of four majors, and mastering all would mean studying more than four times the amount of content, simply from a basic calculation.

Still, Ian felt an attraction toward the new challenge rather than being deterred by its difficulty.

“That’s enough of the idle talk; let’s get started. There’s much to discuss based on the results.”

Professor Frost gestured toward the table.

A Mana Meter, identical to the one Ian had seen in the auditorium at the beginning of his admission, awaited Ian’s mana.

“For accurate measurement, I brought over the same device used then. If Dean Jessica learns of this, she will be furious, so let’s keep it between us.”

“Understood.”

The real discussion wasn’t about the contract with the spirit.

The focus needed to be on why the second circle had formed in the dantian instead of the heart.

Depending on the circumstances, they might need Jessica’s opinion.

It was an unusual phenomenon that hadn’t been reported recently.

“Then, let’s begin.”

Ian stood in front of the device and placed his hand on the crystal orb.

His heart pounded.

However, tension and greed made accurate measurement difficult.

Ian took a deep breath to calm himself.

He closed his eyes and channeled mana from his circle.

Woooong—

The circle in his heart rotated, exuding magical energy.

Zzzing—

Simultaneously, mana flowed from the circle in the dantian.

Even though the two circles were far apart, they moved in perfect synchronization as if they were one.

‘It’s fascinating. What principle connects them?’

Ian forced himself to defer the thought.

Now was the time to focus on mana operation.

As the mana produced by the two distant circles connected into one, purer mana coursed powerfully through his veins.

Swooooosh!

The mana, swirling like a storm, filled the crystal orb.

Flash!

A radiant light, unlike anything he had seen before, burst forth.
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‘I can’t believe this.’

Professor Frost found it difficult to immediately conclude how to understand the results before him.

Ian’s mana measurement results far exceeded the expectations.

1750.

In academic terms, this was equivalent to the mid-4th circle in mana.

If it had been an ordinary professor, they might have thought there was an issue with the measurement method or a temporary malfunction in the apparatus.

Previously, Ian’s measured magic was only 77.

Even considering the margin of error, the number 1750 was an enormous figure.

‘There’s no error. The method was appropriate, too. I have no choice but to believe this is Ian’s pure mana.’

Professor Frost reached this conclusion.

From a purely arithmetic standpoint, Ian’s magic had increased by about 23 times.

It was not something that could simply be called an achievement.

It was, quite literally, a ‘miracle.’

“How is it?”

Ian asked Professor Frost, who had been looking at the small screen displaying the measurement results, his voice tinged with both tension and anticipation.

Professor Frost laughed heartily.

“You might not be sure, but I am very satisfied.”

Simultaneously, Professor Frost turned the screen so Ian could also view it.

Ian’s eyes widened.

“This… is this accurate? Could there possibly be a mistake somewhere?”


“I had my doubts as well, but there was no reason to suspect one.”

“I certainly felt that my magic had increased, but I never imagined it had grown this much.”

Ian looked down at the right hand he had been holding the crystal orb with, feeling as if he was dreaming.

‘If it’s 1750… that’s over 250 points higher than Zickhardt.’

If a full measurement of the Department of Magic were conducted now, Ian could easily secure the top position among the first-year students.

An astonishing event would transpire where the last place becomes the first.

However, the significance of this achievement was not merely in the high numbers.

Across all mages, it would be hard to find a case of such rapid growth in such a short time.

Professor Frost focused on this aspect.

“Converted to academic terms, you’ve acquired mana at the mid-4th circle. From the 1st circle to the 4th circle… if the Tower of Magic learns of this, it will undoubtedly cause something of an uproar.”

The Tower of Magic was already paying attention due to the publication of a new spell formula in Ian’s paper.

There’s a considerable difference between publishing a research paper and achieving circle growth.

The latter is much more impactful.

Moreover, Ian was still aspiring to be in the Major of Theoretical Magic. That’s also the family background.

Such a sudden growth was something no one could have anticipated.

“It might be best to keep this quiet. Receiving too much attention might not be a good thing.”

“It might be okay for now, but you won’t be able to avoid it during the next mana measurement.”

“I’ll think about it then. There’s something urgent I need to deal with first.”

A conflict with the Hamel Trading Company was about to erupt.

Preparations needed to be made for it.


Whether visiting the Tower of Magic, attending a magic conference, or anything else, it would be best to delay everything else until the matter with the Hamel Trading Company was resolved.

Professor Frost nodded, respecting Ian’s words.

“With this, your Mana Concentration Disorder is completely resolved. Now, you just need to keep moving forward.”

“Thank you. It’s all thanks to you, Professor.”

“Let’s be accurate. The idea to use magic acquired through a spirit contract to overcome the Mana Concentration Disorder came entirely from your head. Oh, and congratulations again. You’ve got another theme for your paper.”

Ian smiled.

One more thing he had been itching to ask came to his mind.

“But wasn’t the Ophelia incident part of your ploy, Professor?”

“Ploy, you say. Those are some frightening words.”

“I started to think that perhaps the way Ophelia’s mana rampage was anticipated, provoked, and orchestrated might have been part of your plan. It became an opportunity to address my difficulties while also highlighting my relationships with my peers.”

“That’s because you’re a diligent and exemplary student. There aren’t many people who dislike sincere individuals.”

Professor Frost smiled slyly as he organized the mana measuring devices and continued speaking.

“And your statement is merely an unproven hypothesis. If that’s truly my plan, bring some evidence to prove it. I’m not interested in conjectures.”

“I’ll definitely bring it someday.”

“I’m looking forward to that.”

Ian finished assisting Professor Frost in tidying up the mana measuring devices.

The two of them moved to a table to continue their conversation.

Ian still had numerous challenges to resolve.

His mana had naturally increased. However, Ian found one thing completely incomprehensible, no matter how many books he read.

“Professor, there’s something more important than resolving my issues that I wish to discuss with you.”


“Something more important, you say? It keeps getting bigger and bigger. Are you planning to surprise me a lot today?”

Professor Frost let out a hearty laugh.

Despite his words, he leisurely savored his tea, awaiting the story to come.

“Can the mana measured by the device be converted into circles? How accurate would that be?”

“Hmm, if you’re asking about accuracy, do you mean the margin of error?”

“Even if not the exact margin of error, I’d like to know how reliable the converted results are.”

Such questions were abundant.

For professors and researchers developing Mana Meter devices, it was a crucial consideration.

If the measurement results differ from the calculations, the measurement itself is meaningless.

Although there were rare cases like Ian’s where students intentionally measured their mana lower, it was a necessary tool from an academic standpoint.

“Assuming the common situations, this device is quite accurate. If you measure a hundred people, it can accurately translate the scores of over 99 into their respective circles.”

Professor Frost explained the standard for converting the mana measure scores into circles.

In summary, it was as follows:

1st Circle: 1~500

2nd Circle: 501~999

3rd Circle: 1000~1499

4th Circle: 1500~1999

5th Circle: 2000~2499

After listening to the explanation, Ian realized that the conversion table was rather schematic.

“So, scores of 999 and 1000 are only one point apart, yet they differ by a whole circle?”

“That’s why it gets the label ‘Academy-style.’ Outside the Academy, these numbers are practically unnecessary. They serve no value beyond educational purposes.”

However, Ian’s perspective was slightly different.

He thought that if there were a device to quantify mana, it could be useful in combat or various unexpected situations.

Professor Frost precisely grasped this train of thought.

“Of course, that’s why they’re developing artifacts like mana measuring scouts. But you know, the accuracy is quite low. As I often emphasize, the value of a mage isn’t solely determined by circles.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“But why bring that up? That wasn’t the important question, was it?”

“My score is 1750, isn’t it?”

“That’s right.”

“But I don’t have four circles.”

Professor Frost paused, the teacup almost at his lips, doubting his ears for a moment.

“Not four, you say? Then?”

“Two.”

“That’s impossible.”

The discrepancy was too significant. If Ian claimed to have reached the level of a third circle, that would be somewhat understandable, but a difference of more than two circles was unheard of.

“The issue isn’t just that. The newly formed circle isn’t located in the heart, but in the dantian.”

“What did you say?”

For the first time, Ian realized that Professor Frost could have such a bewildered expression.

“What did you just say again?”

“I told you that a new circle appeared in my dantian.”

Professor Frost hesitated for a moment, unable to respond immediately.

“Did you intend for that to happen?”

“No, I didn’t even attempt to create a new circle. Inducing a circle into the dantian under circumstances unknown after making a pact with a spirit is impossible.”

“Well, I suppose you’re right. That would indeed be too dangerous.”

“The circle formed on its own. I was unaware of it. Could it be that the spirit thought the best place for its power was in the dantian?”

Professor Frost, resting his chin on his hand, let out a deep sigh.

“It’s a difficult issue.”

While he was delighted that his cherished pupil had overcome mana congregation disorder and grown stronger, it was regrettable that the circle appeared in the dantian rather than in the heart.

However, Professor Frost was no ordinary person.

He sensed immediately that something was amiss.

“If a mana circle forms away from the center point of the heart, the mage loses balance, goes mad, or even loses their life. Even if luck is on their side, the mana should typically decrease, not increase.”

“But my mana increased. Not just by one or two times but more than twentyfold.”

“That’s the strange part, the point we need to think about.”

The atmosphere shifted.

Professor Frost suddenly rose from his seat.

“Do you have any plans this evening?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Then give me a bit of your time. I don’t think sitting and pondering in the lab will yield any meaningful answers.”

Was he intending to have a drink?

Ian set aside his curiosity and followed Professor Frost.

* * *

The place where Professor Frost stopped was a location Ian had never seen before.

In front of them stood two stern academy guard knights.

“Entry requires identification.”

Professor Frost presented his credentials.

The knights saluted.

“This is my pupil. We have experiments to conduct, so please allow entry.”

“Your pupil must also show identification.”

Ian pulled out his student ID.

Authentication was completed without any issue.

“You may go in.”

As the guard pulled the lever, the door opened, and Professor Frost led the way.

It was evident at first glance that this was no ordinary place.

This room was designed like a fortress, granting access to only a select few.

‘Is it a secret lab?’

Though he had never heard of such a place at the academy, it wouldn’t be strange for there to be at least one.

“Don’t be too tense. I’m not planning to dissect you or anything. Opening up your heart or stomach won’t make the circle visible.”

“That makes me even more nervous.”

“Hahaha. It’s a very intriguing place.”

They passed through the corridor and went through the same authentication procedure again with another guard.

Soon, they arrived in a spacious area.

The walls, ceiling, and floor were all made of sleek material. Ian recalled visiting a similar place before.

“Is this a training ground?”

“Yes. It’s a training ground reserved for professors. Faculty from the Department of Magic use this place to test research outcomes or for personal practice.”

“That’s amazing.”

The mana possessed by the academy professors was beyond imagination. Even Dean Jessica was a 7th-circle grand mage.

Although her magic wouldn’t be the standard for resilience, there was no arguing against the need for a space more robust than what the students used.

“Let’s begin the experiment then.”
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Chapter 079

* * *

“First, let’s summarize the problem we’re facing.”

“My power measurement reads 1750 points, but my circle is at the 2nd level.”

“And the circle has expanded to the dantian instead of the heart.”

“That’s correct.”

Professor Frost stroked his chin, looking extremely interested. It was a quintessential expression of a theoretical mage.

“We can dismiss the possibility of an error in the Mana Meter. The amount of mana gathered in the crystal ball wasn’t even remotely low enough to cause an error. What do you think?”

“I think the same.”

“Then there’s only one possibility. The Mana Meter could not find a score corresponding to your circle.”

Professor Frost eliminated each possible error, arriving at the correct conclusion.

“You can surely feel the increase in your mana, can’t you?”

“Of course.”

“It seems we’ve decided on our course of action.”

Professor Frost stepped closer, asking cautiously.

“To fully understand this phenomenon, I need to examine your blood vessels and circle. Can I go ahead?”

“Please do.”

“If you’re making this decision because I am an academy professor and your advisor, feel free to reconsider. I won’t be offended at all.”

For a mage to expose their blood vessels and circle to someone else was akin to risking their life.

In a defenseless state, it was possible for someone to completely ruin the blood vessels and circle.


Professor Frost pointed this out precisely.

However, Ian firmly shook his head.

“I’m alright. Inspect them as many times as you need. I want to solve this mystery.”

Ian trusted Professor Frost.

Had he not met him, or had Frost not acted like a mentor, he would never have overcome the Mana Concentration Disorder. Therefore, even if his blood vessels and circles were damaged by Frost, it would leave no regrets.

“I can’t promise anything, but I’ll do my utmost.”

Following Professor Frost’s instructions, Ian sat down and folded his legs into a lotus position.

He immediately entered meditation.

Circulating mana through the blood vessels in a typical state is vastly different in efficiency than doing so while meditating.

Since this was a very safe place, and Professor Frost was beside him, Ian completely relaxed his guard.

Woowoo―

The circle began to rotate slowly.

Professor Frost’s eyes widened in surprise for a moment.

‘Unbelievable.’

He could distinctly feel the synchronization of the circles in the heart and dantian rotating at the same speed, something even Professor Frost was experiencing for the first time.

But his surprise was brief.

Returning to the composed expression of a model theoretical mage, Professor Frost diligently tracked the mana racing through Ian’s blood vessels.

‘Astonishing speed. The mana running through the vessels is getting faster and faster.’

He pressed Ian’s dantian with his left hand. Although only one circle had taken root there, the amount of mana flowing out was inexhaustible.

‘And it’s not just running swiftly. The mana from the heart’s circle and the dantian mana converge in a regular pattern. But why?’


The mana flowing out of the circle, circled Ian’s body twice, inspiring a revelation in Professor Frost.

‘Could it be because of that?’

Having caught a clue, Professor Frost drew upon more mana to investigate all the blood vessels in Ian’s body.

What he initially thought was a chaotic tangle of blood vessels was in fact being reorganized.

The two types of mana, fused from the heart and dantian, were creating a new path.

An hour passed in this way.

It had been enough time to exhaust both Ian Oracle and Professor Frost completely.

Professor Frost removed his hands from Ian’s body just before Ian fainted.

“It’s all over now.”

“Gasp, gasp…”

Ian lay sprawled on the floor.

His breath wouldn’t calm down easily.

It had been a very long time since he had used that much mana, to the point where the sky seemed to turn dark.

Sweat was barely formed on Professor Frost’s forehead.

This was an indirect indicator that his mana was higher than Ian had thought.

“How was it?” he asked.

“I discovered something very interesting. I was able to make some very plausible hypotheses. But it’s still in the hypothesis stage.”

“It’s a relief that at least a hypothesis came up. It’s better than finding absolutely nothing, isn’t it?”

“Positive, indeed.”

Professor Frost pulled out a small glass bottle from his pocket.


It contained a blue liquid.

“If you drink this, you’ll calm down a bit.”

“Oh, thank you.”

It was a mana potion.

Mana naturally recovers when one meditates or rests.

Consuming a mana potion boosts his natural recovery.

The potion Professor Frost offered was a low-grade mana potion.

Even at a low grade, mana potions were significantly more expensive than health recovery potions.

Professor Frost waited patiently until Ian had caught his breath.

“Are you feeling better now?” he asked.

“Yes.”

Professor Frost sat down heavily next to Ian.

“It seems like it’s been a while since our last outdoor class.”

With that one statement, Ian sensed that the conversation might be lengthy.

“What do you think a circle is?” asked Professor Frost.

“Are you asking for the definition of a circle?”

“Precisely.”

“If you trace its etymology, it means ‘to spin round and round.’ A circle rotates on its own but, when several are combined, they revolve around a heart.”

“That’s why the difference between having one circle and multiple circles becomes exponentially significant. The more they resonate with each other, the stronger the power becomes.”

However, this wasn’t a hypothesis that could resolve Ian’s problem.

Other academy students, like Milo Vinettia, were at level two with a mana conversion score of 981 points.

Ian knew that Milo had two circles.

In other words, approaching the problem with general circle theory wouldn’t work.

“I think the same. General circle theory can’t explain this phenomenon.”

Ian felt as if his thoughts were being read.

Professor Frost continued, “But I don’t want to say that circle theory is entirely wrong. There’s a reason why people consider it a universal theory. You do know what happens when more than two circles gather in a heart, right?”

“I do. They orbit around, centered on the power core. I’m not sure if ‘revolution’ is the right term.”

“Exactly. Just as mana rotates within a single circle, multiple circles rotate around a central point. In other words, forming an orbit in groups is related to mana amplification.”

Ian nodded.

Professor Frost’s explanation was as clear and engaging as that of an excellent private tutor.

“Then, wouldn’t the shape of that orbit have some significance?!”

Professor Frost asked.

“Are you saying it’s like forming runes and casting magic?!”

Ian replied.

“As expected, you are excellent!”

Professor Frost said with a satisfied smile, ready to continue his explanation, but Ian’s next question came a bit faster.

“But my circles are apart. They are too distant to form an orbit together, and they do not actually revolve.”

“Good question. But it’s difficult if we focus only on visible phenomena. Let me tell you about something else momentarily. What do you call a magical act that amplifies mana by drawing something?”

Though unexpected, Ian immediately recalled the answer to the question.

“A magic array.”

“Correct.”

Ian had also seen magic arrays recently.

After clearing the educational dungeon, a 6th-circle Master named Horizon showed a teleportation magic array.

Technically, it was a magic array that assisted spells, but the principle was the same.

“The magic array bears a very similar nature to beast magic. The only difference would be its persistence. If you can leave the magic array permanently, as long as the mana supply is consistent, the magic will activate.”

“So, does my circle have something to do with the magic array?”

Professor Frost nodded vigorously.

“It is very much related. In fact, it’s so related that one might express it as your destiny.”

His heart throbbed.

Destiny meant that a significant fate or encounter had been made.

“Mana Concentration Disorder was the hint.”

“Pardon?”

It was something he had never thought of.

Mana Concentration Disorder was, as the name implied, a disorder.

It had been a curse that shackled him from birth until now.

But for that to be a hint?

“As you know, your veins were peculiarly twisted. They spread in a disorderly manner. No matter how hard you tried to draw mana, it was weak, and creating a circle in your heart proved impossible.”

He had tried consuming elixirs meant to unblock his veins.

Despite the agonizing pain that resulted in blood vomiting, the end result was unchanged.

“But with the new circle settling in your dantian, everything was resolved. The veins that appeared chaotic now interlocked very precisely.”

Ian felt the stability in his veins.

The very day he contracted with a spirit, Ian practiced mana manipulation at the training ground and checked his veins.

‘The strong vein linking the heart and the dantian. Sturdier and more trustworthy than steel.’

He believed that this was probably the reason.

It was now that he began to understand Professor Frost’s reasoning. The dantian should not have been empty; it needed to be filled. At least for Ian, it did.

“I understand that my veins have stabilized, but how does that relate to the magic array you mentioned earlier?”

“Your circle doesn’t revolve collectively due to positional constraints. However, if the circles synchronize even without moving, that changes everything.”

“Oh.”

Ian felt like he understood the answer.

“Instead of moving the circle directly… I draw a magic array with veins to amplify mana?”

“Precisely.”

It was truly astounding.

Ian deduced the answer in his mind and articulated it, but he found it difficult to believe.

It was entirely separate from modern knowledge.

“Professor… has there been another case like this?”

“None at all. It’s a very new and fresh case.”

“It wouldn’t be strange if my body became a subject of study, would it?”

“You should be cautious for the time being.”

Ian sighed.

In a way, he felt like he was finally solving a mystery. His father had left the glasses for him as an heirloom when he enrolled in the Academy.

Eventually, because of these glasses, Ian contracted with a spirit and resolved his Mana Concentration Disorder.

‘Was this my father’s arrangement all along?’

It felt very much like his father.

He never directly gave the answers. He’d provide a small clue, leaving the rest for Ian to figure out on his own strength.

Now was no different.

‘And along the way, I truly met many connections.’

He had not only become stronger as a mage but was also maturing as a person.

“Professor, are you planning to write a thesis based on my experiences?”

“Undoubtedly, it’s a very intriguing subject. It could supplement the gaps in existing circle theories. But I’ll hold off considering your position. Visit me when you’re less busy.”

“Understood.”

Ian stood up. However, he faced the wall instead of heading for the exit.

“May I train a bit more before I leave? I happened to acquire some potions.”

“Feel free.”

Professor Frost left the training ground first.

Fortunately, Ian had the professor’s training ground to himself.

Without worrying about being seen, he unleashed all the magic he had.
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“Firebolt.”

The most commonly used basic fire-based magic.

However, the Firebolt that had been modified with a new formula expanded greatly as soon as it formed on Ian’s staff.

‘It’s grown this much?’

It was the first time Ian used a spell after forming a contract with his spirit.

In a state where information on blood vessels and circle was unclear, casting a spell might prove risky.

But now, he recognized that there was no problem with his blood vessels.

On the contrary, he was able to cast stronger magic by harmonizing with his circle.

Confidence overflowed.

‘A bit bigger.’

Foosh!

What had been completed was so large that it was more fitting to call it a fireball rather than a firebolt.

It was about the size of an adult’s head.

Ian chose his target and pointed his staff at the wall.

Whoosh!

Boom!

The flying Firebolt hit the wall, causing a massive explosion.

Though the wall, covered in all kinds of anti-magic materials, didn’t budge, Ian felt that his magic had become much more powerful.

“Wow~ Not bad, human.”

The cat appeared.


But Ian did not have the time to respond. Another spell was cast, and this time, he demonstrated Lightning Spell.

Crackle!

Bang! Rumble! Bang!

Normally, the discharged current should scatter into the air, but Ian kept a firm grip on it, continually infusing it with power.

Sizzle!

Crack!

The current went wild.

Ian swung his right hand. Then the current whipped harshly against the right wall, like a whip.

Sizzle!

If something other than a wall had been there, it would have been charred by now.

‘With increased mana, I can apply magic in more diverse ways.’

In the past, even completing a spell was challenging.

As a result, he had to focus on spell runes.

Drawing spell runes accurately meant no wastage.

But now, things were different.

Even after several castings, he didn’t tire. Instead, he felt an itch to cast spells more quickly.

“Are you ignoring me?”

He was full of leisure.

Ian was able to play freely with the overflowing mana.

It was like building his own castle with sand on a vast beach.


‘Next, defensive magic.’

Ian’s hand elegantly cast a spell, and soon a blue light burst forth, completing the magic.

“Shield.”

Hush!

The flow of air changed.

Ian noticed the semi-transparent membrane surrounding him,

‘It used to be completely transparent, but now it looks a bit cloudy?’

This meant it had become thicker and stronger.

‘With this level, I can at least protect myself. I’ll need to experiment to know the exact strength.’

Ian pondered who might be good to experiment with as he fiddled with the surface of the shield. At that moment, the cat approached.

“Hmph, it seems you’re worried about those Hamel or Caramel fellows. It isn’t exactly the time to be honing defensive magic.”

“It’s not just my problem. A person has already died, and those around me are in dangerous situations.”

“Don’t worry, human. For I am a great spirit!”

As Ian turned back, the cat had a triumphant smile.

“I have an excellent skill. With it, you’ll rarely find yourself in danger!”

“Detection ability alone might be tough.”

“Huh! You knew about my ability?”

“Roughly? Being a cat, I thought you’d be good at sensing and hiding.”

The cat had turned sullen.

Until now, Ian had not asked what abilities it possessed.


For a cat that considered itself a formidable spirit, this was a hit to its pride.

It was enough to drive it to the brink of madness since the person it had contracted with had not asked with bated breath for its teachings.

However, the cat did not give up.

『Hmm, hmm! It would be troublesome if you became arrogant upon learning just one of my countless abilities.』

“I know you don’t really have many abilities.”

『W-what do you mean!』

The cat was taken aback.

Ian realized he had hit the nail on the head, even without asking.

“The more incompetent someone is, the more they boast about being extraordinary. There is a saying that ‘an empty can makes the most noise.'”

『I am not an empty can!』

“Then, you must be an empty spirit.”

『I am not an empty spirit!』

Only then did Ian lower his shield and made eye contact with the cat.

“If you are not an empty spirit, you need to prove what abilities you have, right?”

『Why should I?』

“The burden of proof lies with the claimant. It’s a basic principle of logic.”

The cat did not understand much about logic. Yet, the mention of logical principles provoked something within it.

『I have the ability to detect stealthy enemies. I can even see those who have melted into the shadows!』

“Melt into the shadows?”

It was hard to grasp. It wasn’t invisibility magic, so how could one melt into shadows?

『It’s a technique used by some dark mages or demons. Extremely dangerous.』

How likely was it to encounter demons?

In ancient times, humans and other races interacted with demons, but after the war with the demons, the union of humans and other races banished them to the demon level.

Though there were stories they occasionally reappeared, many considered it bard’s commercial exaggeration.

However, there was a fair chance of encountering dark mages, making the skill rather useful.

Dark mages occasionally lost to madness and caused havoc with undead, a regular event in every kingdom.

“Alright. And what else?”

『And…』

The cat was getting swept up in Ian’s pace but found itself unable to stop. It felt like Ian would mock it if it stopped now.

『I can fight too!』

“Do you need to materialize for that?”

『I do.』

Ian couldn’t help but remain skeptical.

Was it really possible for those soft, jelly-like paws and tiny, adorable punches to defeat an enemy?

“Let’s try a test.”

『I am strong in real combat.』

“Have you heard the saying ‘Practice as if it were real combat’?”

Ian looked around the area.

There stood a large scarecrow at one side.

Spaced adequately, and with anti-magic properties lingering around, it seemed to be meant for training.

Ian pointed his finger at the scarecrow.

“Try attacking it like it’s a real human.”

『Though a bit troublesome, I will move since you asked so earnestly.』

Ian snapped his fingers, materializing the cat.

With a swish, the cat confidently landed on the ground, then dashed and leapt towards the scarecrow in an instant.

Swish!

In a mere moment, blades seemed to protrude from the cat’s paws as the scarecrow’s straw was sliced sharp and clean.

Rustle…

Straw scattered through the torn fabric.

Ian approached and inspected the scarecrow closely.

The cut was particularly clean. When he inserted a finger, it went in quite deeply.

“This is quite impressive. It would suffice to distract the enemy or buy time.”

『Hehe. Of course. Lick!』

The cat licked a blade as long as a human finger with its tongue.

It was chilling to think that such a large blade could emerge from such a small paw.

“Put that away. Don’t take it out without my instruction while it’s materialized.”

『Even I know that. I’m a cultured cat.』

“You can match the rhyme too, huh.”

Ian tidied up the practice area and headed outside.

He didn’t know when he would be able to return to this place, but it had been a very beneficial time.

The cat hesitated to move.

『Leaving already?』

“It’s late. I have to get up early for class tomorrow. My assignments are piling up, thanks to someone.”

The cat seemed oblivious to the fact that Ian was referring to it. Ian had spent too much time on the spirit contract.

『Just do the assignments roughly! But why aren’t you asking more about my abilities? There’s still so much potential there!』

“Because I know that’s it.”

『Wh-what!』

“Tell me when you acquire a new ability next time. I’ll wait patiently.”

The cat trembled with humiliation but didn’t possess any abilities that particularly interested Ian. Its capacities amounted to only a few basic magic spells at best.

Stepping outside, fresh air filled Ian’s lungs.

“Whew.”

Ian took a deep breath.

Thanks to the mana potion given by Professor Frost, his heart and the circle in his abdomen were already filled with mana.

Of course, during the training session, his clothes and cloak had become a mess of sweat and dust. Nevertheless, Ian’s face radiated a joy that words couldn’t describe.

‘It feels like the world has completely changed.’

He was filled with a confidence that he could achieve anything.

Ian opened his right hand.

Despite how things had turned out, what kept him from becoming arrogant were the countless calluses embedded in that hand.

They weren’t just hardened skin.

They were the crystallization born from blood, tears, effort, and patience. They were also evidence of his life.

‘I’m still far from it. I’ve only taken one step forward as a mage.’

Ian found himself objectively contemplating his own changes. It was something impossible without tremendous self-control.

‘My magic has grown stronger, and my mana has increased.’

It wasn’t just about getting stronger.

With a new circle in place, his circulatory issues were resolved, and he didn’t get exhausted as easily when using magic.

In other words, his efficiency in utilizing mana had improved tremendously.

If casting a particular spell required 10 mana, the two detached circles now moved closely together, reducing the cost to less than half.

So there was no other way to describe it than improved efficiency.

Moreover, there was an even more significant event to note.

In terms of mana alone, Ian had reached the level of the 4th circle.

He had traversed from the 1st circle to the 4th circle in one go.

‘No matter how I think about it, it’s unbelievable.’

He wasn’t just at the beginning of the 4th circle but already in the middle of it.

Even within the same circle, the difference between beginning and mid-stage was immense.

Furthermore, the 4th circle itself was not a level that could be dreamed of easily.

Not all mages could reach that level.

One must be heralded as a genius within the kingdom to even try competing in the 3rd circle.

First-year colleagues, Zickhardt, Sebastian, and Ophelia had reached the 3rd circle. They had grown with the extensive support and backing from their families.

‘But there is someone more extraordinary.’

Jessica Hyard, who held both the distinguished title of ‘High One’ and the position of ‘Dean of the Department of Magic.’

She had astonished the world by entering the level of the 5th circle at the age of 20.

Ian was currently 19 years old. While he couldn’t claim to rival Dean Jessica, he stood in a position where the label of genius wasn’t misplaced.

Perhaps, he could be regarded even more highly than Jessica.

Unlike Dean Jessica, Ian also excelled in theoretical knowledge.

‘But at what circle level is Senior Isera?’

The question suddenly piqued his curiosity.

Isera was a mage of exceptional talent, but due to her background as a noble of a subordinate territory, she concealed her skills.

‘At the most, she might be at the 5th circle, and at the least, in the late 4th circle.’

Isera was 18 years old, one year younger than Ian.

If she had entered the 5th circle at 18, it would be a feat that would astonish the entire continent. It would mean she was a step ahead of Jessica.

However, Ian had a feeling that Isera was hiding that fact.

‘Now it’s my turn.’

All preparations were complete.

Ian’s eyes shone with a cold gleam.
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“So, that’s why you mentioned the cat back then.”

Milo scratched his cheek as he watched the white cat grooming itself with an air of sophistication.

“Eek! It’s so cute!”

“Stop screaming like a girl!”

“Eek! Eeek!”

Edel’s eyes sparkled like stars, and he seemed eager to hug the cat immediately.

Milo sighed and gave up trying to stop him.

“Ian, can I pet the cat?”

“Sure. Just be careful, it might scratch you.”

“It looks well-behaved though.”

Edel was an aspiring healer anyway.

A little scratch wouldn’t be a problem.

As Edel reached out and stroked its head, the cat meowed and lowered its body.

It was genuinely an endearing sight.

“I think the cat likes me!”

“It’s a mystical creature, so it probably recognizes people. Could it be sensing your good intentions towards helping others?”

“Really? That’s amazing!”

Edel went ahead and hugged the cat tightly.

Fortunately, neither Milo nor Edel disliked cats.

Ian had introduced the cat as a mystical creature. There would be no mage who would find it odd to have a mystical creature in the dormitory, unlike a common animal.


Simply observing their habits and feeling their power made for excellent study material.

Moreover, unlike ordinary animals, mystical creatures could communicate with their owners.

They wouldn’t cry out in the middle of the night or create a mess.

“Ah, just how lucky does one have to be for a significant experience to occur even while studying?”

“I told you before. If you truly desire something, the universe will help.”

“Does that even make sense? If it did, I wouldn’t be stuck in the dormitory lounging around on a day like today!”

Milo grumbled.

Today, classes were conveniently canceled, and moreover, the weather was clear and warm.

It was the perfect day for an outing.

There were many scenic spots around the Royal Academy. Even without going out, there were plenty of beautiful places to have a date with a lady.

Anyway, Milo envied Ian.

He mocked Ian for going to the library every day, calling him inflexible and saying he didn’t know how to have fun. Yet, Ian returned with a mystical creature as if it is nothing.

Mystical creatures aren’t just lying around.

By definition, a mystical creature resides in a sacred place.

Even for a mage, without fortunate encounters, one might never bond with a mystical creature in a lifetime.

Yet Ian had acquired one so easily, as if he had just adopted a cat from next door.

“Does a mystical creature also judge by appearance?”

In the end, Milo could only come to that conclusion.

After all, the only difference between Ian and him was appearance.

“That can’t be right. mystical creatures are fair to everyone! Hey, cat! Come here!”


“You shouldn’t handle it roughly, Milo!”

Edel tried to intervene, but Milo took the cat and lifted it with both hands.

However, something wasn’t right with the cat’s expression.

With a nonchalant gaze, it looked at Milo and began tapping his hands gently with its small paws.

“What, what is this? Are you asking to be put down?”

“Meow.”

The cat protested gracefully.

Startled, Milo set the cat back on the ground.

The cat glared at Milo briefly before returning to Edel’s embrace.

The cat abruptly changed from looking stern to appearing innocent.

“Does it dislike me?”

“So cute!”

Edel’s exclamation came at a rather coincidental moment.

Milo doubted him, but considered it a coincidence.

Nevertheless, he couldn’t help but feel frustrated.

Already discouraged because his approaches weren’t working on female classmates and seniors lately, now even a mystical creature is rejecting him.

“It’s just that it isn’t familiar with you yet. Try treating it gently instead of roughly. It could be startled.”

Ian offered some advice, thinking about it sincerely, but Milo listened with one ear.

Ian gestured to the cat.

“Meow!”


The cat leapt and landed on Ian’s arm. Moving as if they are of one mind, Edel was amazed by their harmony.

Ian gently stroked the cat’s back.

The cat smiled happily, but internally did not hold back harsh words.

『I don’t like that muscle-bound pig! Try not to leave me alone if you can help it.』

“He’s a gentle soul.”

Ian sent this thought, so Milo and Edel could not hear the conversation between the two beings.

『His magic seems quite strong, but he wouldn’t stand a chance against you.』

“Have you figured that out already?”

『You seem to be quite trustworthy, don’t you?』

Ian belatedly realized what that meant and chuckled.

The cat had given a compliment.

At least in front of Ian, Milo and Edel did not hide their magical powers. Therefore, when they touched the cat, the cat could gauge the mana of his two friends.

“The word ‘friend’ is quite unfamiliar, isn’t it?”

『What do you mean by that?』

“It just seems like you wouldn’t have friends.”

『Hmph! I am a great spirit. There’s no need to carry burdens around.』

“Sure.”

Ian set the cat down and asked Milo, who was feeling discouraged.

“Do you have free time today?”

“Free time, my foot! You know I’ve been summoned here and there recently, right? Since there’s a cancellation today, I figured I’d take it easy and have a nap for a change.”

Milo had been working under Professor Maxim of the Department of Natural Sciences on improving potion-making equipment.

Although it was a different department, participating in the experiment was a great honor.

Not only could he gain knowledge, but he could also network with academy high officials, including professors.

“Even so, learn as much as you can and don’t lose your temper and disrupt the experiment.”

Milo’s reputation was quite good. So much so that the famously eccentric Professor Maxim had seriously recommended him to transfer departments.

Despite being exhausted, Milo bragged about it.

“You think I wouldn’t know that? Why are you asking if I’m busy, anyway?”

“I have to go out for a bit.”

“Where to?”

“The Bahamut Trading Company.”

Milo’s eyes gleamed.

Edel had no idea, but Milo had some understanding of the Hamel Trading Company affairs.

“In that case, I suppose I should make some time.”

“Let’s leave right away.”

“Hold on. Let me grab my gear.”

Milo opened the wardrobe and strapped a rugged-looking iron sword to his waist.

He donned a Department of Magic cloak and gripped his staff tightly.

“Take care. I’ll be at the dormitory.”

Edel said, keeping his eyes fixed on Ian’s feet, where a white cat lay.

“This little guy is a bit anxious, so I need to take him along for now.”

“Huh? Oh, no! It’s nothing like that. Go safely.”

“You’re not being honest.”

Ian and Milo headed outside.

At that moment, the cat sent a thought.

『But it’s a bit strange, human.』

“What now?”

『That boy Edel, why is he with you?』

It was an odd question. However, Ian had an inkling of why the cat asked such a question.

“Of course, because we’re students in the same department. There’s no class distinction at the academy. Everyone is equal.”

『No, not that kind of story… never mind, it doesn’t matter.』

Ian exited the dormitory. At the same time, students’ attention started to focus more and more on them. To be precise, it was directed at the cat and not Ian or Milo.

* * *

As expected, the cat drew great interest as an ‘extraordinary creature.’

Most of the passing students went out of their way to change their destinations just to see the cat.

‘Soon enough, rumors will spread throughout the academy.’

Ian thought it was for the best.

A cute extraordinary creature discovered in the Great Library wouldn’t cause much controversy. Moreover, the decisive factor was that the spirit took the form of a cat.

Extraordinary creatures could take on inanimate forms or appear grotesque. However, since the cat only appeared cute without any special abilities, it wouldn’t be seen as more than a pet—except perhaps by skilled professors.

“You got this one from the Great Library?”

“Really? That’s unbelievable!”

“I should go to the library too!”

“Totally my type! Can I touch it a bit?”

Ian allowed the contact.

Milo was filled with indignation.

Though he hadn’t done anything, beautiful female students approached Ian on their own accord, initiating conversation, which was enough to stir such emotions.

It reinforced the belief that the world was indeed unfair.

At that moment, a group of male students shoved others aside to barge in.

Ian narrowed his eyes.

‘Department of Martial Arts guys?’

They wore uniforms and swords symbolizing the Department of Martial Arts.

They are freshmen, five in total, and all had familiar faces.

Ian’s sharp memory recalled the scene.

‘As I thought. Followers of Helios.’

The timing was not ideal.

Students who had been eagerly watching Goyang (the cat) took a step back, which included both freshmen and seniors.

Such was the imposing aura of Helios’s followers.

They approached arrogantly and tried to kick Goyang.

“Ha! Did this tiny thing dodge?”

Naturally, goyang evaded the attack.

Even if it were not a spirit but a mystical creature, the attack was clumsy enough to be avoided.

『Such a blasted bastard!』

“Hold back.”

『Why should I?』

“We agreed to do as I say, didn’t we?”

It bared sharp fangs and growled.

Goyang was not angered at the follower trying to kick it but was annoyed with Ian.

『This isn’t a fun and cool relationship!』

But Ian was its contractor.

Moreover, it was the condition upon which Ian had agreed to the contract: to trust and follow him.

He wasn’t demanding obedience as a familiar.

He wanted it to trust and follow him.

Thus, Goyang obediently accepted Ian’s words.

“Stand back.”

Goyang slinked back, while Ian smiled and greeted the unwelcome guests.

“What are you doing?”

“What do you think? I was just intrigued by an animal owned by an animal, so I wanted to take a look.”

“Puhahaha!”

“An animal owned by an animal! That’s too much! Hahaha!”

Ian snickered.

He placed his left hand inside his lapel.

The followers, wary, placed their hands on their waist, precisely on their swords, since Ian was a mage.

“If you’re laughing at me, you’re welcome to do so anytime, but since you tried to kick my cute Goyang, I can’t just let this go.”

“Have you gone mad from behaving like an attention seeker lately? Hahaha! What are you going to do? Ask for help from a passing senior like last time?”

“No, I don’t think I need to trouble a senior with this.”

Ian withdrew his left hand.

Simultaneously, the followers drew their swords, rousing their aura.

They assumed Ian was about to cast magic.

But what flew from Ian’s hand was not magic.

It was a finely embellished white handkerchief.

The handkerchief fluttered and fell before the followers.

For a moment, the surroundings fell silent.

“Is this… a duel challenge?”

Milo murmured. As if a signal had been given, the surroundings began to stir.

“Ian from the Department of Magic has challenged someone to a duel!”

“Who is the opponent?”

“Isn’t it one of those five?”

There was one thing that hadn’t changed from ancient times to now: the most entertaining spectacle in the world was a fight.

‘This is perfect. It’s a good opportunity to test this new magic I’ve gained.’

Ian grinned widely.

The followers, who hadn’t expected such aggressive action, hesitated.

Provocation and duels were unquestionably different.

A duel was something you’d stake your life on.

“Oh dear, the handkerchief fell. Don’t just stand there dumbfounded; someone pick it up unless you’re scared.”

“You filthy brat!”

Eventually, the closest follower from the Department of Martial Arts picked up the handkerchief.

The duel was thus established.
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Ian tapped Milo’s shoulder and gestured with his chin.

“If you’re bored, act as a witness.”

“You…”

Milo couldn’t close his mouth, which had fallen open in surprise.

Soon, he whispered sharply into Ian’s ear.

“What the hell are you doing this for? You said you don’t have much practical experience!”

“Practical experience doesn’t put food on the table.”

“This isn’t a spar! It’s a duel!”

“Just watch, even if you feel like you’re being tricked. It’ll be beneficial for you too.”

Upon seeing Ian’s smile, Milo realized that his friend was plotting something devious again.

Ian was a friend he could neither predict nor stop.

“Damn it. It’s you who’s going to end up dead, not me!”

In the end, Milo stood in the middle.

“I, Milo Vinettia, hereby sanction this duel based on the solemn royal decree of the Kingdom of Sonokin.”

Milo gestured for the two to come closer.

Ian approached calmly, while his opponent came forward with extreme tension.

“Before the duel, there will be an introduction. It holds the power equivalent to a signature.”

“Ian Oracle.”

“Rahel Thousand.”

The Thousand Baron family.


It was an insignificant baron family, typical corrupt nobles who leech power and suck the blood of the weak.

‘It seems they had no choice but to become followers of Helios.’

From the perspective of the Thousand Baron family, they must have needed to maintain ties with the Royal Family.

This may have been separate from the will of this fearless young man named Rahel.

‘But that’s not the image of a knight that I know. He may be an academy student, but his actions were like that of a local thug.’

Rahel likely didn’t have a good nature either.

He appeared to lack even the minimum conscience.

Ian concluded it wouldn’t matter if Rahel were punished.

Milo’s explanation continued.

“All outcomes arising from this duel will be borne individually. Both parties solemnly swear to do their best to achieve an honorable duel.”

“Ian Oracle, I accept the outcome of this duel.”

“Rahel Thousand… I accept the outcome of this duel.”

Milo had the surrounding students step back.

It was a duel between a mage and a swordsman.

Nobody knew what kind of unexpected situations might occur.

Fortunately, everyone understood that if they got hurt or lost their lives while watching, the responsibility was theirs alone.

Thus, the spectators gradually retreated until a perfect stage was set.

“Why, feeling pressured because it’s the first time freshmen are dueling against each other?”

Ian hit the nail on the head.

Rahel gave a sardonic smile, but his heart was pounding wildly.


This was no simple duel.

It was the first battle of the year between the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts.

“I can hear your heart pounding from here. Do you need some time to calm down?”

“Shut up! Why are you so confident? With a mana level of roughly 77, you should be playing house in a playground!”

Ian nodded.

The Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts were sensitive to each other’s achievements.

Stories of who ranked first or who received what award had been common talk from ancient times to now.

The reason was simple.

Humans love to compare.

Ian made full use of this point.

“And how strong is your aura that you eagerly accepted the duel?”

“Strong enough to cut your neck.”

“Pathetic.”

Ian chuckled.

Rahel found it disagreeable.

‘Why was this penniless mage acting so arrogantly?.

“If you’re challenging me based on the mana measurement results, then you’ve made a mistake.”

“A mistake?”

“Mana measurement can come out low if there’s a malfunction or if the magic is intentionally suppressed for a lower result. So if you came out here trusting solely in that number 77, you’re in trouble.”

Rahel’s expression turned blank.


Yet he quickly regained his composure and gripped his sword tightly, assuming a somewhat impressive stance.

Seeing Milo’s observation of this, Ian realized that Rahel wasn’t just all talk.

He had the basics down.

“Are you saying you’ve been hiding your strength?”

“Well, not precisely hiding it. After enrolling, I trained hard and studied diligently. My skills improved remarkably. It’s Royal Academy, after all.”

Ian began forming runes.

“So take a good look. See how lazily you and your friends have been training.”

Wuoooong!

The mysterious magic glowed blue as it embroidered the air.

At last, the duel began.

“I know just enough about the weaknesses of guys who rely only on magic!”

Rahel attempted to leap.

He was quite agile, fitting for a student of the academy.

He was about 10 meters away, but closed the distance in an instant, swinging his sword.

‘Did he intend to kill me from the start?’

Ian Oracle had planned to humor him for a moment but decided to change the plan slightly.

The blade of the sword was extending toward his neck.

This was clearly an attack with malicious intent, aiming for a vital spot before even gauging the opponent’s skills.

Ian canceled the casting and formed another spell.

“Crazy! Why are you so relaxed! Why did you cancel the casting?”

Milo Vinettia yelled at the top of his lungs.

However, rahel’s sword was much faster than his shout.

It was a clean and precise strike.

Clang!

Yet it was blocked by something invisible.

The sound of metal striking metal reverberated.

A tremendous shock was transmitted to Rahel’s hand gripping the sword. The sword was vibrating with a humming noise.

“Ugh!”

The surroundings buzzed with murmurs.

If Rahel had been holding a legendary sword, he might have broken Ian’s shield. However, he held a sword from the academy set.

“It’s a well-known fact that a mage’s biggest weakness is casting. Doesn’t it occur to anyone that if the opponent knows it, then mages must be aware of it too?”

“Shut up!”

Rahel thought it was a problem with his weapon.

If he had a better sword, and had drawn up enough aura, he thought that if he might not have been able to cut the neck instantly, breaking the shield would have been easy.

But acquiring a better sword on the spot was impossible.

Thus, rahel chose to draw up his aura.

Whoooosh—

An unprecedented power began to gather in the sword.

It only shone white, indicating it hadn’t surpassed an amateur level.

One must be capable of producing a blue light to qualify as a knight.

With further training, the aura becomes black.

“Is that all there is?”

Ian gave Rahel enough time to gather his aura.

Just as mages take time to form spells, aura also takes time to gather.

And just as spells can be shortened or altered, aura can be condensed.

They were similar yet entirely different powers.

“That composure of yours ends here. I can smash your feeble shield with my aura!”

“Who said I was using a shield?”

Ian swiftly formed a spell.

When he regained his focus, blue currents were already swirling around Ian’s hand.

Crackle!

The colossal current scattered in all directions.

“Whoa!”

“Ahhh!”

The students are watching startled.

Students unfamiliar with magic were merely astonished by the spectacular sight, but those with some knowledge of magic, especially from the Department of Magic, were aghast.

“He held lightning in his hand!”

“Is that even possible?”

“Isn’t it a different spell, not lightning?”

“The spell formation was a bit different, but at the core, it’s lightning! Ian discovered a new method. Haven’t you read his paper?”

“What paper?”

Countless speculations poured in from all sides.

Ian had no intention of prolonging the fight.

Fewer witnesses meant fewer rumors spreading.

Meanwhile, Rahel gripped the sword tightly with both hands.

One hand alone would tremble, making it impossible to apply strength.

“How… How is this…?”

The lightning summoned by Ian was enough to make his knees weak.

“Once you spend a few days bedridden, you’ll realize how reckless your actions were. Although, getting beaten by a mage with a mana of 77 is going to be quite a disgrace.”

Ian swung his hand.

Crackle!

Like a whip being lashed, the lightning carrying killing intent swiftly attacked Rahel.

“Ahhhhh!”

Rahel screamed and swung his sword.

Thud!

Magic and aura collided.

Aura was a force close to instinct, a raw and primal sensation.

In contrast, magic was different. It was a power meticulously refined through the knowledge of the mage.

Thus, if the level was the same, magic had the advantage.

Even if there were no differences in strength, it was a challenging fight, yet Rahel’s aura was pitiful compared to Ian’s mana.

“Argh!”

In the end, Rahel’s sword flew away to one side.

Ian’s whip did not stop and struck Rahel again.

Crack!

“Ughhhhhh!”

Rahel, electrocuted by a strong current, rolled his eyes as his body trembled.

Ian repeated the whip lashing.

Slap! Snap! Crack!

To show the gathered crowd around them, Ian wielded his whip mercilessly.

“Grrr… ugh…”

No one called Ian cruel or asked him to stop.

This was not just a spar; it was a duel.

It was a stage where lives were on the line.

And the students who had been watching the duel from the beginning knew that Rahel had tried to launch a lethal attack from the start.

Thus, Ian’s actions were fully justified.

Even if Ian were to claim Rahel’s life here, no one would raise an issue.

The head of the Thousand family might seek revenge, though.

‘If I raise the level just one more notch, it could have a fatal impact on a person.’

However, Ian had no intention of killing him.

Instead, he meticulously adjusted the mana, conducting an experiment.

Killing would only create more troubles.

For Ian, it was better if Rahel suffered some injuries and left. Perhaps out of embarrassment from his defeat, he might even drop out.

‘Now, to finish it.’

Zap!

Ultimately, Rahel foamed at the mouth and collapsed on the ground.

The duel had ended.

It was an unexpectedly uneventful duel.

Followers who had expected their ally to win decisively looked around and left the scene.

“Ian Oracle, victorious!”

With that, the role of the overseer had concluded. Milo, who rushed to the prone Rahel, checked his condition.

“He’s still breathing. Lucky bastard.”

Milo had hoped Rahel wouldn’t die.

Even though it was a duel, if someone bore a grudge, it could cause trouble for his friends.

“It would be the bad side, given that he picked a fight with me.”

“Oh, come on.”

He wanted to say a word but found nothing to say.

Ian’s magic had been that flawless.

“You’ll need to explain that Lightning Spell thoroughly.”

“Sure, anytime.”

Upon closer inspection of the fallen Rahel, Milo saw that Ian had not attempted to kill him with his magic.

Instead, he had sufficiently accumulated shocks to knock Rahel unconscious.

This realization also shocked Milo.

It meant Ian could control not only mana but also the very magic itself with such precision.

Afterward, Ian and Milo left the place heading towards the carriage rental station.

“It’s going to get noisier now. When Helios finds out about this, he won’t stay silent.”

“It’ll probably be the opposite.”

“Why?”

“Until now, only the small fry have been picking fights, right? Everyone will be scared now, so things should quiet down. With things having escalated to this point, the man himself will have no choice but to take direct action.”

Ian boarded the carriage he had reserved in advance.

Milo got in next to him and closed the door tightly.

“The conclusion will probably come soon. At the exchange matches.”

“But.”

Milo’s expression turned serious.

“Now that you’re so strong, do I really still need to hang out with you?”

“Hmm… Isn’t it like this carriage we’re in right now?”

“A carriage?”

“Even a king who possesses everything needs to ride a carriage. No matter how mighty their power and authority, a noble still needs assistants.”

“Ha.”

He should have chosen his words more carefully.

Milo tapped his lips irritably.

Soon, the carriage started moving.

The real danger was just beginning.

Ian called for Goyang.
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“From now on, let’s see if there’s anyone tailing us.”

“I was preparing for it anyway.”

“You’ve got a good sense.”

“That’s because I’m a great spirit!”

Ian had heard from Woodward that a special assassination team had been formed to target his life.

Although Woodward hadn’t seen it, Goyang was also present at that meeting.

Therefore, Goyang was aware that its partner was in a dangerous situation.

Goyang didn’t even bother with Rahel, who had recklessly attacked earlier, knowing that Ian was much stronger.

It could handle someone of that level with its kitty punch, but it refrained from acting to maintain its cute and dignified facade.

The carriage had just left the academy’s main gate.

The protective boundary that shielded Ian was no longer there.

“Let’s see.”

With closed eyes, goyang perked up its ears, cautiously surveying the surroundings.

It sensed a variety of presences and analyzed them instantly.

Goyang opened its eyes.

“I don’t sense anything suspicious yet. They’ll probably attack when the carriage passes through a secluded area. Or set up a trap.”

“The enemy is made up of assassins. It’ll be tricky compared to dealing with regular knights.”

“Do you have a plan?”

Ian nodded slightly.

“Facing them outside is dangerous. We can’t fight in a place advantageous to them without knowing their full strength. It’s better to lure them to a place I’m familiar with.”


“Where would that be?”

“Our family estate.”

“Hmm.”

It wasn’t a bad idea.

Although the assassins would be quite familiar with the layout of the Oracle Family’s estate, they couldn’t possibly know it as well as Ian, who had been born and raised there.

Knowing the structure and shape was one thing, Ian knew the materials and the very feel of the place.

Ian glanced at Milo, who was absent-mindedly gazing out of the window, half-asleep.

“We’ll stop by the mansion on our way back after finalizing the contract. We’ll spend the night there. Milo should head back to the academy. He can’t be dragged into this fight.”

“Hmm? That’s a bit unexpected. I thought he was coming to be a shield.”

“To lure them fully, it’s better if I move alone. Milo wanted to meet people from Bahamut, so accompanying me up to that point should suffice. Also, targeting a Vinettia isn’t what they want. They don’t want to make more enemies unnecessarily.”

Though called a viscounty, house Vinettia was no ordinary family either.

Not to mention the prowess of the head, Viscount Beltain; Milo’s two elder brothers were knights in the Royal Knights.

Producing two Royal Knights had recently brought them a lot of attention.

Rumor has it that the Venetia family’s promotion to a count’s house is imminent..

In other words, meddling with them would lead to dire consequences.

Hence, Ian came to the conclusion that the assassins would make their move once he was alone after finishing his business.

It seemed a reasonable conclusion even in Goyang’s eyes.

“Hehe. Even though you’re saying all this, you do seem to care for your friend! Human.”

Goyang giggled, nodding its head.

Initially, it considered Ian detestable, but its perception changed greatly over the past few days.


Especially after what had happened earlier, which was remarkable.

After all, it couldn’t let slide someone trying to kick its adorable self.

Goyang felt satisfied, thinking it had chosen well in its partner.

Of course, it misunderstood Ian’s intentions.

“So your role is crucial this time. It’s not just my life on the line. Wilson and Dorothy, who reside at the mansion, can’t even protect themselves.”

“Don’t worry about that. I don’t make mistakes. I am a great spirit after all!”

Ian grew increasingly worried upon hearing such remarks, but he didn’t want to upset the cat by nagging pointlessly.

Believing in it was the best possible approach at the moment.

“Thanks to the mercenaries sent by Mr. Woodward, it’ll be worth a try.”

He was confident in facing adversaries alone.

However, considering the family members involved, he decided to leave Wilson and Dorothy in the care of the mercenary group.

After a long journey, the carriage finally arrived at its destination.

Ian, who was examining the buildings of the Bahamut Trading Company through the window, was slightly surprised.

He could see Woodward brightly smiling and waving in their direction.

Ian nudged the side of Milo, who was snoring loudly.

“Ugh!”

“Stop napping and wake up. You’re sleeping so soundly that you wouldn’t have an excuse if we got ambushed.”

“Ahem, ahem… Who said I was sleeping? I was in brief meditation. Are we there already?”

“Do something about the drool.”

Startled, Milo wiped his drool and followed Ian out of the carriage.


Ian shook hands with Woodward.

“You were out to meet us first. Thank you for your hospitality.”

“Hahaha. It’s not every day someone like you, Ian, visits, so I couldn’t possibly wait inside, could I?”

“We’re a bit late. There were minor issues at the academy.”

Before setting off, Ian had sent a message via the communication hub, mentioning that he was about to leave. However, due to Rahel holding him back, they ended up being approximately 30 minutes late.

“Were the issues resolved well?”

“Thanks to you, they were neatly resolved.”

“That’s great to hear! I don’t remember the last time waiting was this enjoyable, so don’t worry about it.”

The gatekeepers began to glance their way.

Although countless guests had visited, it was rare for Woodward to personally welcome someone, so rare you could count the occasions on one hand.

He was usually well-mannered, but he treated Ian with a distinct touch of specialness.

Hence, the gatekeepers had to maintain a firmer demeanor than usual.

The two academy students before them were evidently the VIPs of this place.

Just then, a clearing throat sound caught their attention.

Milo was making an attempt to introduce himself.

“Ah, I apologize for the late introduction. This is my colleague, Milo Vinettia. He is a first-year in the Department of Magic. He has been a great help in this potion venture.”

“Oh, you’ve come at a good time! Initially, I was curious about why a noble from the Vinettia Family would enter the Department of Magic, but now I realize why. I am Woodward, the deputy manager.”

“Ahem, I’ve heard much about you.”

Indeed, he is the successor of the trading firm.

Woodward is adroit at gilding words, and Milo was delighted, grinning broadly.

“Now, before we linger here, let’s head inside. We’ve prepared some fine tea.”

They followed Woodward to his office.

The office is brimming with the fragrant scent of tea leaves, the musk of aged paper, and the somber aroma of ink—a typical merchant’s office setting.

Ian and Milo sank into a rather modest-looking sofa, an arrangement simpler than they had anticipated,

Neatly arranged on the desk lay two copies of the contract.

“Would you like to review it? Initially, the terms were a contract sum of 5 billion shillings and an additional payment of 10 percent of the net sales as royalties for a period of three years.”

“I remember.”

“We’ve made a few adjustments. Hopefully, you’ll find them satisfactory, do take a look.”

It seemed there were additional terms.

This was beneficial for Ian.

There was no reason not to accept more money when offered.

He opened the contract.

Milo, curious, glanced at it sideways.

Ian tilted it, allowing Milo to also view it comfortably.

“A contract sum of 10 billion shillings, with 15 percent of the net sales; certainly, the terms have improved.”

In truth, Ian hadn’t intended to increase the amount.

The postponement of the second meeting by a week wasn’t due to insufficient terms, but rather, it was to shake up the Hamel Trading Company.

Most importantly, this was due to the support from the Bahamut Trading Company currently.

First-class mercenaries would still be keeping a watchful guard over the estate.

“Alright. I will sign the contract.”

Ian coolly signed the contract.

Finally, Woodward stamped the representative seal of the company on the contract.

With this, the contract was fully executed.

Meanwhile, upon checking the contract amount, Milo widened his eyes and displayed a surprised expression.

Even with a simple calculation, the amount of money coming to him was no joke.

Soon his lips curled into a broad grin.

He was certain that with this money, he could enjoy a rosy academy life.

“To be honest, I didn’t expect to get a signature this easily.”

Woodward spoke somewhat sheepishly.

“After hearing your words that day and returning, I reflected on whether I had underestimated your research achievements, Ian Oracle.”

“The only reason I signed without any further negotiation is because you, Mr. Woodward, have been protecting my family.”

“It’s only natural. Protecting our clients is fundamental for the company.”

“It seems there will be many opportunities to work together with you in the future, Mr. Woodward.”

“That’s such delightful news! Hahaha.”

Woodward was genuinely pleased.

The two then discussed the payment of the contract amount.

Ian requested that 30% of the contract amount be paid to the academy, and that Milo’s and Edel’s shares be paid separately from the remaining 70%.

“There’s no problem. We’ll send it directly to the academy and set up separate accounts for Mr. Milo and Mr. Edel.”

“Thank you.”

“Your share, Mr. Ian, is 3.5 billion Shillings from the contract amount. How would you like it paid?”

“Please deposit 2 billion into my account, and issue the remaining 1.5 billion as checks.”

“That’s possible. I’ll arrange it right away.”

Ding!

When Woodward rang the bell, a secretary entered. Woodward instructed the secretary to issue the checks.

Soon, Ian held 15 checks, each worth 100 million Shillings.

‘With this, I can repay the debt to the Hamel company all at once. Although he may not accept it, I will have to insist.’

Felix might refuse to take the money.

If that happened, Ian had planned to create a scenario and visit him anyway. Ian had everything planned.

‘And I’ll invest 500 million Shillings into the family.’

The first thing that came to his mind was Wilson’s shabby butler uniform. Despite being in a position of responsibility within the family, Wilson’s uniform was frayed in several places.

Dorothy’s situation wasn’t much different.

Although she had maid uniforms, she didn’t even own a decent dress. Ian decided to gift something to these two, who were as good as family, after a long time.

‘I think it’s also a good idea to set up a communication channel. There will be more occasions to contact the mansion in the future.’

Making money was hard, but spending it was not. Ian organized how he would spend the remaining 500 million Shillings neatly.

He decided to think slowly about how to use the 2 billion left in the account.

The money would quickly be spent as he refurbished the mansion and hired security, expanding the family’s stature.

However, he wasn’t particularly worried.

The contract amount was significant, but what really mattered were the royalties paid from net sales. Those would be quite substantial.

“By the way, Mr. Ian, did you face any problems on your way here?”

Woodward asked with concern.

Despite them having limited time to talk about the contract details and the business plans, he prioritized Ian’s safety.

“There were no special issues. The minor problem I mentioned earlier occurred inside the academy.”

“Ah, I see.”

Woodward did not inquire further. This was because Milo was present.

“If it’s about the Hamel Trading Company, feel free to speak. This friend here knows the gist of the situation.”

“Understood.”

Ian thought it was about time to wrap things up.

He had many tasks awaiting him back at the mansion.

“But Mr. Woodward, this is somewhat unrelated to our contract, but may I ask a personal favor?”

———-Note: There was a bit of lost in translation in the previous chapters(4,22,62,63,65) regarding the amount of Oracle Family’s debt. Will be updating previous chapters to avoid further confusion. Ciao!
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“Please speak freely. I am willing to help with anything I can.”

“It’s nothing much, but could you keep the fact that I’ve contracted with the Bahamut Trading Company a secret for a while?”

Woodward blinked a few times before exhaling a sigh of relief and letting out a light laugh.

“I was worried it might be a troublesome request, but it’s not, thankfully. I can certainly do that for you.”

“Then please do so.”

“If it’s only for a while, how long are you thinking?”

“I plan to be done by everything within a week.”

“The enemy is not easy. You’ll need to prepare thoroughly.”

Ian responded with a smile instead of words.

In his possession was an item that he had recently received from Gaus, waiting to make its debut to the world.

‘For this operation to succeed, everything needs to align perfectly.’

Not only skill but a bit of luck might be necessary.

Without meeting Hamel Gestling, the operation would fail.

“Then I’ll take my leave now. I’ll contact you as things progress.”

“We will also reach out to you immediately if we receive any information. Are you headed straight back to the academy?”

“I plan to spend the night at my family’s estate and return to the academy tomorrow. As for him, he will head straight to the academy.”

“What?”

Milo asked as if questioning what that meant.

This wasn’t part of the plan.

“I haven’t been able to visit the estate lately. Since I’m here, I thought it wouldn’t be bad to spend a night, so I applied for leave.”


“Why didn’t you mention it sooner? Then I would have stayed a night at your estate too.”

There’s a difference between a permit for going out and an overnight stay.

Milo had a permit to go out, but Ian had permission for an overnight stay, meaning Milo had to return to the academy by evening.

“It’s not quite ready to welcome guests yet. Visit next time.”

“That’s disappointing.”

“It can’t be helped, even if it’s disappointing.”

“Leaving Edel alone at the dormitory feels a bit wrong, doesn’t it?”

“What does that have to do with me?”

Watching the two bicker, Woodward couldn’t help but laugh.

“Ha ha ha! You two really get along well. I will arrange for a carriage to your destination.”

“I’m indebted to you every time.”

“Please, do not mention it!”

Ian and Milo had already become VIPs of the Bahamut Trading Company.

When they stepped outside, veteran mercenaries were already preparing to escort their carriage.

Being mercenaries directly under the trading company, their discipline was impeccable.

They resembled more of a regular army than typical mercenaries.

Their attire was uniform, and the Bahamut Trading Company’s insignia was emblazoned on both sleeves.

Thanks to this, Ian safely arrived at his estate.

“Hostile energies detected.”

However, goyang sensed something amiss. It had been noticeable since they left the Bahamut Trading Company’s building.


When the carriage arrived at the estate, the scattered hostile energy began to converge.

Goyang heightened its senses.

“They’re targeting this estate. There are more than ten of them. They’re quite dangerous, filled with killing intent!”

Ian smiled contentedly.

Goyang appeared stern.

“Why smile? Your life is in danger.”

“I realized you’re more useful than expected. Honestly, I didn’t sense any hostile energies at all.”

“Of course! You’re not a great spirit.”

Goyang slightly shifted its tone.

It was clear Goyang would start boasting again, so Ian intended to interrupt but suddenly had a good idea and decided to humor it.

“You are indeed a great spirit.”

“Hehe. It seems you’ve finally recognized my true worth!”

“As a great spirit, you can share your sensed feelings with your partner, can’t you?”

“…….”

The cat frowned.

Ian’s request was legitimate. Spirits and their contractors could share each other’s emotions and thoughts.

This is why Ian could converse without including Milo.

However, from the cat’s perspective, it was not a satisfying arrangement. There weren’t many ways to showcase its excellence.

Ian had already guessed that its options were limited, which was why he resorted to this.

“What are you doing, oh great spirit?”


『Tch! I have no choice.』

Soon, their senses opened up.

Ian could immediately feel it. A sinister presence surrounded him, intent on doing harm.

‘With a bit more refinement, this will become a very useful skill.’

Ian stepped down from the carriage.

Milo, holding onto the carriage door, asked.

“Are you sure you don’t need me?”

“You’ll see. It’ll be fine.”

Mercenaries were spread out all around, including at the mansion’s main gate.

Mercenaries were also guarding the interior of the mansion.

Armed with various weapons, they vigilantly kept watch, allowing no room for error or intrusion.

Milo, unlike others, was from a renowned swordsmanship family.

Just by observing their builds and the stances they took on guard, he could gauge their skill levels.

“They all seem competent, but I still feel uneasy. Wouldn’t it be better if I stayed? I could return after getting permission for overnight leave.”

For some reason, Milo was taking a more humble stance.

Normally, he would have been more commanding.

“You’re not being honest. You just can’t wait to jump into action, right?”

“I wouldn’t deny that. Still, I am genuinely concerned.”

“It’s a dangerous matter. It’s also a matter of my family.”

Ian drew a clear line.

If he owed a debt, he could repay it. Milo would gladly help.

However, Ian wanted to handle this particular matter with his own strength.

“So let’s meet again alive.”

“Stop with the ominous remarks!”

“What’s ominous about saying we’ll meet again alive?”

“You know… it’s like a flag.”

Laughing softly, Ian instructed the coachman to head off.

After seeing the carriage away, Ian turned back to the entrance, where Wilson and Dorothy awaited him with bright expressions.

“Seems I really haven’t been back for a while.”

“Oh, Master!”

Fearing Wilson might shed tears again, Ian comforted him by patting his shoulder.

“Nothing much happened, right?”

“Of course, no major issues! If there was any problem, it’d be that you weren’t at the mansion, my lord. I’ve missed you.”

Ian suddenly realized how much Wilson had aged.

He wasn’t this sentimental in the past.

“Sorry. I wanted to come by more often, but I’ve been swamped with work lately.”

“How is your health?”

“As you can see.”

Wilson had watched Ian since his birth up until now. He could tell there was a significant, positive change.

“Seems there has been some achievement.”

“Your glasses, they’re quite handy.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

Wilson nodded several times with a deeply moved expression. It was only then that Dorothy found the opportunity to speak.

“Young Master! You must stay for dinner today, alright?”

It seemed the last time Ian visited the mansion for research notes and left without having a meal had left her feeling upset.

Ian readily nodded.

“Not only dinner tonight, but I can also join you for breakfast tomorrow. So, let’s see your skills after such a long time.”

“Really? Are you going to stay overnight?”

“If it’s inconvenient, I could leave again.”

Dorothy was so overjoyed that she covered her mouth with both hands.

“No way! I’m so happy! I’ve felt so empty without being able to prepare your wash basin lately! Yay!”

Dorothy raised her arms high in celebration and spun around once on the spot.

She was still a kid with a good sense of tension.

However, he had not yet uttered the news that would truly make the two of them happy.

“Let’s go inside first. I have something to talk about. Come to my office in a bit. Also, bring the mercenary leader with you.”

“Understood, Master.”

Wilson instructed Dorothy to prepare some refreshments. For the first time in a while, the mansion buzzed with activity.

Before heading to his own office, Ian Oracle moved towards the office his father used.

He opened the door and went inside.

It is still well-maintained.

A portrait of his father and mother hung on one of the walls.

Ian sometimes came here to talk to his parents.

Ian took a thesis out of his bag and placed it in front of the portrait.

“Thanks to meeting a good senior, I could complete this thesis. It’s going to be featured in the special corner of the Magic Society.”

He wanted to boast about it to his parents, even if not to anyone else.

“I wish you could come back soon to read this thesis. By then, I might be able to publish more. I think I’ll also end up going to the Tower of Magic.”

Once his matters with the Hamel Trading Company were settled, he intended to dive into full-fledged research.

The joint research with Isera Hebraim was piling up mountain-high as well.

“Anyway, I’m doing fine. I will continue to be so.”

After gazing at the portrait for a while, Ian realized it was time to leave and head to his office.

Wilson, Dorothy, and a middle-aged mercenary were sitting on the sofa, waiting.

“It’s nice to meet you for the first time. I’m Polo, leading the Bahamut Fourth Mercenary Squad.”

The middle-aged mercenary introduced himself plainly.

Ian extended his hand for a handshake.

“I have heard a lot about you from Mr. Woodward. Thanks to that, I feel quite assured.”

“I have heard much about you as well. It’s an honor.”

To hear the word “honor” from the mouth of an upright mercenary was quite something.

There were clear signs that Woodward had exerted considerable effort.

“I believe there will be an attack today. I feel hostile energies.”

Polo tensed at Ian’s words.

Ian was not just any noble. He was a rising mage making a name for himself at the academy.

The senses of a mage surpassed those of any human.

“Then we should prepare thoroughly.”

“Please ensure the safety of these two. They are like family to me.”

The command to protect them had already been given.

Polo had other curiosities in mind.

“What do you plan to do, my lord?”

“The leader of those men is likely to target me. Capturing him is my goal.”

Wilson and Dorothy didn’t fully grasp the situation and looked at Ian with anxious expressions.

“Very well. I shall step out to make ready the preparations.”

“Please, do.”

Once Polo left, Ian explained the circumstances to the remaining two. However, he deliberately omitted the part about assassins targeting him.

Even so, Wilson’s face turned pale.

“Rogue elements targeting our family… Shouldn’t we report this to the guards? It can’t hurt to be prepared, Master.”

“It’s okay; I have plans in place. Just continue as you always do.”

“Understood! Father, don’t worry too much. Our handsome Young Master will manage everything just fine!”

Dorothy was more spirited than expected.

It was reassuring, and instead, it was Dorothy comforting Wilson, not the other way around.

“And I’ve earned some money recently.”

Ian pulled out five checks of a hundred million shillings each from his pocket. The enormous sum made the two of them nearly faint in surprise.

“S-Master! Where did you get such a large amount of money…?”

“It’s a long story. I’ll tell you more about it over breakfast tomorrow. Rest assured, it’s not money obtained through illicit means.”

Ian handed the checks to Wilson. As Wilson held them, he wondered if he was dreaming.

“Use some of that money to buy yourselves some clothes. Wilson, get a new butler’s uniform, and Dorothy, get a maid’s outfit and a dress. You can ask Mr. Damien at the dress shop for them.”

“I am fine. This outfit can last more than ten years.”

“Me too. I don’t really have occasions for a dress.”

He had expected such a response. Ian shook his head with a smile.

“This isn’t a request; it’s an order from the head of the family. Arrange a meeting with Mr. Damien immediately. But don’t go overboard; make sure the clothes cost more than ten million shillings. I’ll check later.”

Wilson and Dorothy simply blinked at one another.

Still, disobeying a command from the head of the house was not an option.

“And use the remaining money to buy a communication sphere. Mention my name, and you’ll get favorable conditions.”

“Understood, Master.”

The calculations were concluded swiftly. Ian gestured for the two to leave and waited for the night to grow deeper.
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Goyang, comfortably sprawled on the sofa, extended its claws and scratched its belly.

“This is so boring and dull.”

It was the epitome of laziness.

At that moment, it purposely hadn’t materialized itself.

If Wilson or Dorothy happened to walk into the office, they’d be shocked at the sight of a cat behaving like a human.

Under normal circumstances, Ian would have formally introduced Goyang, but the family was currently in a state of emergency. The introduction was postponed.

Furthermore, there was a specific reason for not materializing.

Ordinary people couldn’t sense spirits. Only those skilled in handling mana or warriors who had undergone advanced training could feel a peculiar sensation.

In other words, by remaining hidden until launching a surprise attack, it could achieve a significant ambush effect.

Ian intended to make full use of this opportunity.

After all, anything could happen.

It was already getting dark outside.

The candles Dorothy had lit earlier illuminated the dim room.

“They don’t even think about moving. Are they going to be here until dawn?”

The assassins seemed frozen in place, not budging an inch. Their skills were better than Ian had initially thought.

Naturally, Ian was also aware of this, so he didn’t bother to respond.

The self-proclaimed great spirit was annoyed by its partner’s indifference.

Eventually, unable to bear the boredom, goyang turned its head sharply.

Ian came into its view, sitting at the desk reading a book.

“Say something! Human.”


“Don’t worry. They’ll definitely attack today.”

“Hmph. How can you be so sure?”

“I haven’t been going out much these days.”

Ian continued to leisurely turn the page.

“No matter how skilled they are, infiltrating the academy is a suicide mission. If they miss today, it will be difficult to promise another opportunity.”

“Hmm, that makes sense.”

“They probably have my movements all mapped out. After all, I was negotiating with the Bahamut Trading Company.”

Ian didn’t bother to hide the fact that he had been negotiating specifically with Woodward of the Bahamut Trading Company.

Felix would use that information.

“So, we just sit quietly and catch them when they come to us. By now, Mr. Polo should have loosened security on one side, so they’re bound to infiltrate from there.”

After dinner, Ian had secretly contacted Polo to convey his strategy.

He asked Polo to open a path for the assassins to infiltrate easily.

At the time, Polo had tried to dissuade him, calling it a dangerous plan, but Ian was unwavering.

“Even I think it’s too risky. What if the assassins come in droves?”

“Do you not know why they’re called assassins? They’ll target me with the minimum number of people. So, the leader acting alone is the best conclusion.”

“It’s a gamble.”

“It’s fine. I’m not alone.”

The indirect compliment from Ian made Goyang’s chest swell with pride. Though it didn’t want to admit it, the words from its partner elicited a mixture of emotions.

It was then that a knock was heard, followed by Dorothy’s voice.

“Come in.”


Ian closed his book momentarily.

Goyang was displeased. It couldn’t understand why Ian was giving more attention to a mere maid than to itself.

“You’ll stay up late tonight, Master?”

“I’m just going to read a book before bed. Is there something wrong?”

“No, not particularly. I was just about to finish up, so I wanted to see if you needed anything else.”

Ian smiled and shook his head.

“No need. You did a great job today. You must have been surprised by my unexpected arrival, but dinner was delicious.”

“I’m glad to hear that!”

Dorothy responded with a cheerful smile, her cheeks slightly flushed.

Goyang sighed deeply, feeling somewhat disdainful.

However, Dorothy hesitated, holding onto the doorknob without turning back.

It had been Ian, who had grown up with her since childhood.

Something was clearly on her mind.

“If you have something to say, just say it. Who knows when we’ll next see each other again? Even if we set up a communication line, it will take some time.”

“Well, it’s about… um… the dress… thank you!”

“Wilson made you, didn’t he?”

“I guess I can’t deceive the Young Master’s eyes.”

He wondered why such trivial matters warranted thanks, but then he realized it was the first time he had given gifts for the household staff, aside from gifts from the heart.

“You’ve worked hard for the family, so it’s only natural to do that much. Don’t dwell on it too much.”

“I thought you, Young Master, would say that.”


“How is Wilson?”

“He doesn’t say it, but he seems really pleased. He was even humming a tune earlier!”

He couldn’t help but laugh, imagining Wilson in such a manner.

“Sometime soon, we’ll hire a few more maids, so just hang in there a little longer. Things will get easier.”

“Ah, really?”

“Yes. We can’t leave all the housework to you and Wilson. Now that we have some leeway, we should hire more people.”

No matter how small the Oracle Family’s mansion was, daily management was no easy task.

Ian planned to use the money he had stored in the bank to hire additional staff.

“So prepare well to train the new people coming in.”

“Then will I become the head maid?”

“Maybe not the head maid, but you can be a strict senior.”

“Hooray! Understood!”

As much as he wanted to chat more, Ian sent Dorothy back to her room.

A change in the shared senses was felt.

Both Ian and Goyang stood up simultaneously.

『That little girl seems to like you a lot.』

“She does like me. I like her too.”

『Oh. Your taste is simpler than I thought. I assumed you’d like that pretty human in the library more.』

The mention of the pretty human in the library referred to Isera.

It felt as if he had been struck with a sudden headache.

He decided that upon returning to the academy, he would immediately seek out Isera to clear up any misunderstandings.

“I meant liking her as family. Dorothy is no different from my younger sister. Don’t go raising your fur out of jealousy.”

『W-who would feel jealous!』

“As expected, the great spirit wouldn’t feel such emotions, right?”

『C-correct!』

Although Goyang seemed somewhat pricked in conscience, there was no time for chit-chat. Ian went around the room, extinguishing the candles one by one.

Soon, the office became dark.

Outside, Polo’s expression turned grave as he watched. He raised his hand to signal, and the formation of the mercenaries changed.

On the surface, it appeared they were reinforcing the perimeter, but it was a deception.

One side was slightly unattended.

Just enough for one or two people to slip through quietly.

* * *

“Until when do we have to wait here?”

An assassin with a mask covering his face inquired.

However, Dimon, Felix’s right-hand and loyal sword, merely continued watching the Oracle Family’s mansion in silence.

“Sir Dimon!”

The assassins felt impatient.

That small, insignificant mansion could easily be overtaken with a single leap.

Dimon wasn’t usually this cautious.

He was a consummate professional.

A person who boldly infiltrates enemy lines and drives a dagger into the target’s heart. But today, he moved with remarkable caution.

“The defenses at the back of the mansion are weak. If we subdue the mercenaries there and proceed, we can take his head right away.”

“I know that.”

“But why…?”

In an instant, Dimon’s sharp gaze pierced through the deputy leader’s eyes.

“Do you have a death wish?”

“N-no, Master.”

“Then shut that stinky mouth of yours and stay quiet.”

Quietly rebuking, Dimon focused on the mansion once again.

There was merit in the deputy leader’s words.

Normally, he would have infiltrated before the subordinates’ grievances emerged, but today didn’t feel quite right.

‘It’s strangely a too-perfect opportunity.’

If he were a novice or intermediate, he would’ve eagerly attempted the infiltration right away.

However, Dimon wasn’t some common thug wandering back alleys.

No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t understand why Ian decided to stay overnight outside the mansion.

‘If the Bahamut guys are really spread here, that means even Ian knows that the assassination squad is moving. Why would he specifically choose to stay outside?’

Yet Ian had decided to spend a night at the mansion.

It was confirmed information from a source within the academy’s administration office.

‘There’s definitely something there, but not knowing what that something is bothers me.’

Dimon prided himself on having gathered perfect information on Ian.

He collected data on Ian from the moment he was born until now.

In fact, the old information wasn’t much use. There wasn’t anything special about it.

The only thing worth noting was the records since Ian had entered the academy.

Dimon had confirmed that Ian was showing significant promise in research fields and that his mana measurement was only 77.

It was somewhat unsettling that the Mage Tower and the academic society began paying attention to him, but what intrigued Dimon was his mana measurement.

‘What on earth is he plotting with a reading of just 77?’

Unfortunately, no information came in after Ian filed an overnight stay request.

Wanting to handle matters more cautiously, Dimon withdrew the informant immediately after confirming Ian’s request.

Thus, the facts that Ian had acquired a mystical creature and had completely subdued Rahel Thousand, had not been communicated.

Even if that information had been revealed, it would not have changed the plan significantly.

If there was a mystical creature, they would need to be more cautious, and nobody considered the Thousand Baron’s House worth looking into, so there was no need to worry about it.

‘But after today, who knows when the opportunity may arise again. If I try to avoid danger, I’d have to venture into infiltrating the academy.’

The situation was not favorable.

Despite the lingering bad feeling, Dimon did not have many options to choose from. Hesitate too long and it wouldn’t be Ian who’d lose out on the opportunity, but himself.

‘I must make a choice now!’

And at that moment, the light in Ian’s office went out.

Dimon’s heart leaned to one side.

Was this not a chance given by heaven? He thought.

Normally, the office light wouldn’t go out until past midnight.

“Leader, the light is off.”

“I see it.”

Soon, the curtains were drawn. It was a perfect sign that Ian had gone to bed.

Lights in other rooms also went out consecutively.

All the lights went out, and the mansion met perfect darkness.

Dimon and all the assassination group members knew the mansion’s interior like the back of their hands.

They confirmed that even the two resident servants in the mansion had retired for the night.

“Leader,”

A subordinate’s voice sounded slightly urgent. Dimon’s gaze shifted towards him.

“The guard at the west wall of the mansion has loosened.”

“What?”

“It seems there’s a gap during the patrol exchange. It’s a dark spot, making it a good path for infiltration.”

Dimon did not tend to trust the reports of his subordinates.

He moved towards the west himself and began to discreetly confirm the infiltration route.

Once again, he had a gut feeling.

This was undoubtedly a chance given by heaven.

“I will go alone. Everyone stay put and be alert for unexpected situations.”

Dimon leapt towards the western wall.
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The vigilance of the Bahamut Fourth Mercenary Squad was strict.

However, Dimon had always flirted with the edge of life and death since he first held a sword. This level of danger was nothing new to him.

In fact, Dimon thought it was just as well.

“Heh heh heh! Foolish wretches! How could they make such an error? Haven’t they grasped the peculiarities of the mansion yet? They were all flashy on the outside but shallow inside!”

His tension eased significantly.

If he had been in charge of guarding this mansion, he would have identified the blind spots that appeared with the changes in time.

Even shadows that cool one’s sweat in summer could be excellent tools for assassins.

The Bahamut Fourth Mercenary Squad had overlooked this fact.

“Today, I might just get a scent of blood.”

Thus, Dimon decided he could proceed a bit more boldly. Conveniently, there was a bush in front of him, and he lowered his body as he moved toward it.

Ahead lay a lawn.

There was nothing to hide his body with, but the shadow cast by a tree standing to one side was spread over the area.

“That should be sufficient.”

Surveying his surroundings to pick the right moment, Dimon swiftly moved.

There was no sound heard, and no presence felt.

Before he knew it, Dimon had successfully approached the wall of the mansion.

Above him was a window that led inside.

Catching his breath for a moment, Dimon used specialized equipment to neutralize the window latch and succeeded in entering the mansion.

It took less than a minute to infiltrate from the wall into the mansion’s interior.

It truly was a remarkable feat.


“Only three on the first floor?”

The Oracle Family’s mansion wasn’t large, so it was sufficient to have three people spread out as guards.

Dimon hid in the shadows as he contemplated.

“Taking them down and proceeding would be easier… but it’s also the most dangerous.”

He decided it would be somewhat cumbersome but safer to proceed upstairs without taking them down.

Dimon recalled the cross-section of the Oracle Family’s mansion in his mind.

He briefly scanned the angle of the lights and objects that could hide his body with his eyes and wore his gloves.

Those gloves were special magical items.

Dimon leapt towards the wall and stretched out his arms.

His body clung to the wall as if attached by strong adhesive.

He supported his weight with the magical gloves and balanced with his legs.

In this way, he climbed the wall and crawled along the ceiling.

Although it took some time, Dimon eventually succeeded in reaching the second floor undetected.

“The problem is the head of the family’s sleeping quarters.”

Ian’s office connected to his bedroom, so he assumed it would be the place most closely guarded by the mercenaries.

Dimon removed the gloves and shoved them into his pocket, then cautiously peeked his head out from the end of the corridor.

It was the hallway leading to the office and the bedroom.

However, the corridor was empty.

“No guard?”

Caught by surprise, Dimon withdrew his head and pondered.


“How could this be?”

He peeked into the corridor again and saw that it was still empty.

He leaned against the wall and thoughtfully considered the situation.

Having assassinated hundreds in the past, his experience served as an excellent teacher.

“Not exactly. In hindsight, this isn’t an entirely unprecedented occurrence.”

There had been cases where even mages had died at his hands.

Although their skills weren’t exceptional, those mages shared a common trait.

“They were too overconfident in their abilities to set up guards.”

The pride given by the title of “mage” made them complacent.

In most cases, complacent targets often meet their demise.

Especially mages who often relied on self-made alarm devices or ordered magical items for protection, not trusting mercenaries.

“But they should know if there’s a creator, there’s someone who can disable it!”

A sinister smile spread across Dimon’s lips.

He soon retrieved a unique item from his small bag.

It was an artifact that temporarily incapacitates magical devices.

Though very expensive, Felix had procured it willingly for the sake of his trading company and personal gain.

“The head of the Oracle Family is a clever fellow, so he might have hidden an ambush inside the office. Or he might simply think it’s safe because it’s securely locked from the inside.”

Dimon’s movements were bold.

He decided to tackle the door leading directly to the bedroom rather than entering via the office.

Soon, he stood in front of the door, drawing up his senses.


By holding his breath and focusing on his senses, he could vividly feel the presence beyond the door.

It was a skill that assassins fundamentally needed to possess.

‘Definitely asleep.’

Dimon immediately activated an artifact.

Though there was magic cast on the door, it was a low-level spell that was quickly dispelled.

Soon, the door was opened, and Ian’s bedroom came into view.

The room was terribly dark.

Blackout curtains were drawn, making it difficult to see the objects around, but Dimon paused momentarily, allowing his eyes to adjust to the darkness before moving again.

‘Mages are unusually sensitive. Do they need this level of darkness to sleep?’

In the past, other mages he was sent to assassinate had also met their end in such dim environments.

Dimon figured it would be no different this time.

‘Sleeping soundly, unaware that death is near.’

Ian was asleep, wrapped in a blanket.

Dimon approached silently, unsheathing a dagger from his belt.

The blade was short, but with his skills, taking a life wouldn’t be a problem. In fact, a longer sword would only be cumbersome.

“Blame your cursed fate!”

He raised the sharp blade and forcefully stabbed at the blanket.

Thud!

“Huh?”

Dimon’s face twisted as he anticipated the thrill of the kill.

Something was wrong. He then stabbed down with the dagger again.

Thud!

Thud! Thud!

“What’s this?”

He didn’t feel the sensation of slicing through flesh.

There was neither the resistance of bone nor the pulsating of organs.

The exhilarating scent of blood was absent.

It was just an immensely soft sensation.

Dimon yanked the blanket away.

“D-damn it!”

A long pillow lay there instead of Ian.

His blade had only shredded the pillow’s stuffing.

Simultaneously, the lights abruptly turned on. The sudden flood of light made Dimon squint and he turned his head away.

“You’re here?”

Ian sat on the sofa with his legs crossed. A light spell was unfurled on his hand.

“You’re not as skilled as I thought you’d be. I expected you to see through the pillow trick right away.”

Ian mocked with a sarcastic smile, causing Dimon to grind his teeth.

It was he who had been fooled by the trick.

Suddenly, his body felt heavy.

It was an unpleasant weight, as though he had been soaked with water.

‘Increased Weight?’

It was one of the classic debuff spells.

Yet Ian hadn’t made any gestures.

This meant that there was no one in the room who had cast spell.

‘Is there some kind of magical device?’

However, he hadn’t triggered any magical devices, having only stabbed a pillow. He couldn’t figure out where the magic had come from, which only added to his confusion.

“Damn it! How on earth…….”

“I was sitting here and waiting from the beginning.”

“What?”

Dimon was startled.

If that was the case, Ian had been watching him from the moment he entered the room.

But no matter how much he racked his brain, he hadn’t sensed any presence.

Not even a glimmer.

“Impossible.”

“Yeah. I had help from this little thing.”

Ian grabbed the edge of his academy cloak and waved it.

The luxurious black fabric had concealed his presence.

“To tell the truth, I don’t sleep with blackout curtains. I can sleep anywhere. There’s this notion that mages are sensitive and need darkness to sleep, but that’s for people who live comfortably. When you’re as busy as I am—attending classes, handling assignments, studying, and researching all day—you end up sleeping from sheer exhaustion. It’s the same for my roommates. Well, thanks to that stereotype, I managed to trick you, so I suppose I should thank it.”

In truth, Ian’s “little thing” was not the cloak, but Goyang.

However, Dimon could not see the cat bristling its fur and tail under the cloak.

“Heh heh heh… I got a big one here.”

He had to admit that the one who was careless was not the target but himself.

“But such things always happen. Going about taking people’s lives, you see.”

Dimon drew another dagger with his left hand.

Gripping a dagger in each hand, he assumed a combat stance.

It finally felt like something was complete.

“You’re quite something for a young one, but as it stands now, there’s no choice. I’ll take you as a companion to the end!”

“You say scary things so casually. I still have a lot to do. I need to sell potions, graduate, and also capture you to uncover the one behind you.”

Ian grinned slyly as he began to approach slowly.

Paradoxically, it was Dimon who was retreating.

It wasn’t an intentional retreat, his legs moved on their own.

This meant that he felt the intimidation from Ian.

Dimon was curious.

“Where on earth does that confidence come from?”

According to the information he’d gathered, Ian was merely a reclusive mage with a mana level of 77.

At that level, he thought he could easily manage with his anti-magic items.

Yet, the young mage before him exuded confidence, as if he could completely overpower him.

“According to my information…”

“Information doesn’t explain everything about a person. It’s surface-level. Isn’t it foolish to judge someone’s strength without ever talking to them? If I were an assassin, I would have arranged a meeting even if just to feign coincidence.”

A blue light began to emanate from Ian’s hand as he prepared to form a seal.

Belatedly, Dimon gained a new realization as an assassin.

The method Ian proposed was certainly worth trying. However, there was a prerequisite that he must survive this ordeal.

“And that information was a bit off. You must have heard my mana level was 77, right? That’s quite old information. Now it’s a little, no, much different.”

Ian formed a rune with his hand.

In the past, he would have had to consciously form this rune, but Ian maintained the conversation while smoothly creating the rune with his right hand.

It appeared as if another life was residing within his hand.

“Let’s discuss the details again in prison, assassin.”

“Die!”

Dimon charged forward, leading with his dagger.

His speed was incredibly fast.

Ian had never seen anyone move so quickly in his life.

He was, quite literally, specialized in killing others.

In the blink of an eye, he closed the distance, thrusting his sharp blade towards Ian’s throat.

However, no matter how fast a person is, they cannot be faster than light.

『Lightning.』

Crackle!

Ancient, mysterious lightning formed in Ian’s hand.

Boom!

Lightning shot from his hand and collided with Dimon.

His dagger was imbued with magic resistance.

Bang!

The lightning was barely blocked, but the impact threw him against the wall.

“Ugh!”

Ian frowned.

“Was it too strong?”

It wasn’t because the attack didn’t land correctly.

Bookshelves collapsed, and books were torn apart even though the force had been considerably reduced.

“Those were valuable books. I suppose I need to raise the compensation claim a bit.”

But commotion erupted outside. The shockwave shattered all the windows, acting as a kind of signal.

“Kill them all!”

The assassins, realizing their leader was in danger, sprang over the wall altogether.

The alarm sounded.

Chaos erupted outside.

The clash of steel in a desperate struggle echoed from all around, accompanied by screams from unknown voices.

“It seems you brought some friends.”

Ian gazed indifferently out the window.
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“They are my loyal subordinates. We can’t be the only ones to die, right? Let’s all die together!”

“Wish you would put some thought into living. If killing us was that easy, you wouldn’t have gone through the trouble of setting up this trap.”

Dimon’s expression twisted in frustration.

Ian was determined to capture him alive at all costs.

“Even if I’m caught, do you think I’ll tell you everything truthfully?”

“Oh, I’ve heard the stories. Assassins hide a poison pill in their mouth, right? When it’s time to confess, they bite down and commit suicide.”

“Kukuk. You know well.”

Ian’s hand moved again, forming a seal in a beautiful trajectory.

“Then all we need to do is knock you out before you can commit suicide.”

“Wha, what?”

A panicked Dimon moved his tongue to locate the poison pill hidden in his mouth, ready to bite down if cornered.

However, Ian’s lightning bolt was faster.

Crackling sound!

“Gaaaaah!”

Struck by the lightning, Dimon’s body shivered and then went limp. The poison pill, unbitten, dribbled out of his mouth with foam.

Ian retrieved the poison pill and tied him up tightly.

Things went more smoothly than expected.

He wasn’t too concerned about the battle happening outside.

Despite appearances, the Bahamut Fourth Mercenary Squad had impressive skills.

Their seemingly amateurish appearance was all a ruse.


Before the operation began, Polo, the fourth unit leader, had assured them to leave the outside affairs to them.

“Alright. We’ve caught one.”

『Such a cold-hearted human. You should give me a chance to shine too!』

Goyang grumbled, puffing its cheeks.

Ian, having finished his work, dusted off his hands.

“It’s not like you didn’t do anything. You cast the debuff perfectly.”

『Hmph. That’s nothing to call a contribution. It’s basic. What’s needed is sneaking up and stabbing them in the back!』

“This isn’t the end. It’s just the beginning. Count on you next time.”

It was Goyang’s ability that rendered Dimon’s movements heavy.

Goyang could cast a spell that increased the opponent’s weight.

Increase Weight is a 2-circle magic with the same principle as Decrease Weight. It functions to increase weight.

Though used less frequently than Decrease Weight, it comes in handy in situations where increasing weight is necessary.

Typically used on objects, it can also be applied to humans, becoming a debuff magic.

High-circle mages especially employ Increase Weight strategically.

Assassins of Dimon’s caliber could withstand basic debuffs due to their training.

However, it required that the debuff be cast before them, giving them time to prepare and react.

In this situation, where Goyang was invisible while casting the debuff, they stood no chance of countering it, unless possessing inherently high magic resistance.

“It seems none have breached the mansion’s interior.”

『Your family is safe.』

If necessary, Ian had considered sending Goyang to Wilson and Dorothy to sort things outside.


However, the mercenaries effectively blocked access to the mansion.

Just then, a powerful mana surged.

『Human, that’s tremendously powerful mana!』

“Could there be a mage among them?”

Ian and Goyang were taken aback.

It’s not unheard of for mages to collaborate with assassin groups.

Dark mages often make their mark with such associations.

These dark Mages use curses and poison magic to assassinate their targets.

Though time-consuming, disguising the death to appear natural yields effective results.

『Doesn’t seem like a dark mage, though. There’s no negative mana aura.』

“That’s even worse.”

Non-dark mages who have become corrupted are often insane, killing indiscriminately.

Still, something felt off.

‘Even for the Hamel Trading Company, hiring a mage is far too risky.’

Boom!

A massive fireball crashed into the garden, causing the ground to vibrate.

There was no time to delay. Ian quickly looked out the window.

Yet another fireball was hurtling towards the garden.

No matter how he looked at it, it was not the magic of a novice.

“What is this?”


Ian felt disheartened.

The ones casting the magic were neither dark mages nor insane mages.

People wearing black robes, specifically the robes identifying them as students of the Academy’s Department of Magic, were gathering magical energy with their staffs.

And those students were people Ian knew very well.

“Why on earth are those guys here?”

It was Milo and Edel.

Milo was at the forefront, swinging his staff.

He was a barbarian warrior masquerading as a mage.

“Hoorah!”

“Ugh!”

There was no mercy in Milo’s staff.

Where the staff swung, blood and teeth flew in all directions.

Meanwhile, Edel was casting healing magic on the wounded mercenaries.

There weren’t many casualties, but since Edel started healing, Ian could feel at ease.

But then, a strange feeling arose.

“What was that fireball earlier?”

That magic was not a Firebolt.

Considering its size and impact, it had to be a 4th circle Fireball spell.

“Milo couldn’t have cast that magic. So, who did it?”

Whoosh!

Suddenly, a burst of flames rose from a dark area.

A massive tail of flame spun in a circle, then gathered tightly at the tip of a staff to form a fire sphere.

At the site was another student from the Academy’s Department of Magic.

As the fireball’s glaring light illuminated a face, Ian’s expression turned blank.

“Senior Isera?”

Isera’s staff moved, and the fireball flew, crashing among the assassins.

Boom!

With a thunderous noise, the assassins’ screams echoed.

* * *

The battle had ended.

On one side, the wounded gathered.

Edel used potions and bandages he had prepared to treat the injured.

“About ten people were injured, but there were no fatalities. Thanks to your friends, we minimized the damage!”

Polo said.

Ian smiled and slightly bowed his head.

“Thank you for your hard work. Thanks to you, my family is safe.”

“We only did what we had to do.”

“What about the city guards?”

“They’ll likely send investigators soon. Noisy, as expected.”

It was because of the Fireball Isera cast.

The garden was filled with scorched marks and pits.

Still, Ian chose to see the bright side. Without Isera’s intervention, the damage might have been far worse.

In any case, keeping the mercenary members from getting hurt was one of Ian’s goals.

“I’ll handle it myself. We were working together on something anyway.”

“Is that so? Then I’ll leave it to you. By the way, what about the captured ones?”

“Let’s lock them in the underground storage for now and deal with them tomorrow. Please make sure they are guarded closely so they can’t escape.”

“Don’t worry.”

“For today, rest assured. With friends here, nothing else will happen.”

Finally, Ian got a chance to talk with his friends from the Academy.

He asked the burning question first.

“What happened?”

“Don’t be too hard on us. It just felt off… so as soon as I returned to the Academy, we asked for a leave and came out again. It took some time to prepare, though.”

“Did the office approve a same-day request?”

“Haha, I might have used your name a bit.”

It felt like his name would be used more often in the future.

Not that it mattered. If it was Milo, Ian didn’t mind.

“Then, what about Edel?”

“I brought him along since he seemed scared to sleep alone. Plus, we have plenty of prototypes to test.”

The mercenaries were drinking the new potion that Ian had developed.

The potion bottles bore the emblem of the Royal Academy, which would make excellent marketing.

This time, Ian shifted his gaze to Isera.

She stood alone at a slight distance.

Milo explained on his behalf.

“Edel went to the seniors’ dormitory to invite her. He said he felt worried, leaving it to just the two of us.”

“Is she someone who would come just because of that?”

“I thought the same, but you know, she has a soft spot for Edel.”

Ian thought it was quite brave of him.

Considering that the only connection they had was through the Ancient Literature Reading Club, it was a daunting task for someone of commoner origin like Edel, even if he was a count of a subjugated nation, to make such a request.

Ian approached Isera, who looked somewhat lonely.

Although the misunderstanding had not been cleared up, he thought it was essential to greet her.

“Thank you for your help, senior.”

Ian greeted her politely. But Isera’s interest was elsewhere.

“… Cat?”

“Oh, this little one. Didn’t you hear?”

Isera crouched down and extended her hand.

The cat, which had been at Ian’s feet, tilted its head curiously before cautiously walking towards her.

Isera’s hand touched the cat.

“Cute.”

“It’s a mystical creature. I encountered it by chance in the library. You know, during that incident in the ancient magic section. I was holding it then. But it seems you couldn’t see it.”

Without answering, Isera merely continued to stroke the cat.

The cat, enjoying the attention, lay down calmly with content expression.

“Senior?”

“What’s its name?”

“Goyang.”

Finally, Isera looked up at Ian intently, wearing a slightly reprimanding expression.

“Why did you name it that?”

“Meow!”

The cat responded as if expecting this question.

Ian laughed awkwardly.

“It’s for the convenience, no other special reason.”

He couldn’t say it was named such due to its arrogance.

He still couldn’t reveal that it was a spirit.

“Make sure to give it a proper name. A name is a very sacred thing that defines one’s existence, so give it a heartfelt name.”

“Understood.”

『A very delightful human! As expected, beautiful people have beautiful hearts too!』

Hearing this, Ian couldn’t help but think hard about any negative names he could come up with.

“By the way, did you apply for leave as well, senior? Shouldn’t you head back?”

“I applied for an overnight stay. I don’t need to return tonight.”

“Then perhaps a carriage…”

At that moment, Milo interjected.

“Senior! How about spending the night at Ian’s place? We’re planning to stay too, so let’s have a party!”

“That sounds like a great idea. It’s not often that we all gather like this.”

Edel joined in.

Though their true motives differed, it was an opportunity to form an alliance.

“No, it’s dangerous here. Besides, it’s not an environment suitable for hosting you, senior.”

“So what? It has to be better than our dormitory! Senior! Come with us!”

“Let’s have fun together, senior!”

Ian was in a bind.

While it wasn’t worse than the dorms, it wasn’t particularly good either.

The guest room, in particular, might not be well-prepared.

Most importantly, he didn’t think Isera would accept such an invitation.

‘It would be fortunate if she isn’t offended.’

Even though she was a count’s daughter from a subjugated nation, she was a radiant presence anywhere.

But then, an unexpected answer came.

“Should I? One night should be fine.”

“… What?”

“If you don’t want me there, I’ll just go.”

Ian hadn’t expected her to agree.

Milo and Edel rejoiced at their success.

Sighing, Ian quietly called for Wilson and Dorothy.
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Both of them were safe. Since they were in a safe place, they were not harmed in the slightest.

However, if there was one concern for them, it was that Ian’s disheveled bedroom needed to be tidied up as soon as possible.

The broken windows and damaged furniture drew their attention.

Seeing their worried faces made Ian feel sorry for having used magic so recklessly.

Nevertheless, Ian delivered his intent.

“A guest will be staying?”

Wilson was taken aback, and Dorothy felt the same.

Accepting a guest amidst this chaos was a considerable challenge for both of them.

“I’m sorry. It just ended up this way.”

However, Wilson’s surprise wasn’t due to a lack of preparation.

He spoke with great delight.

“Our first guest.”

“What is?”

“It’s the first time our Lord has invited a guest to our mansion.”

“Ah.”

Only then did Ian realize the significance.

Since losing his parents and becoming alone, he had invited no one.

It was the same even after he had grown up.

Even after formally becoming the head of the Oracle Family, Ian had not invited any guests.

This indicated that Ian’s social relations were improving.


For Wilson, who regarded Ian as both the Master and a son, even such trivial matters couldn’t help but concern him.

“It seems like we’ll have frequent visitors in the future, please take care of them. Do we have rooms for guests?”

“Yes. We can accommodate up to two people comfortably.”

“There’s one more.”

With a look of surprise, Wilson followed Ian’s gaze. There, in all her noble splendor, was Isera.

Wilson’s eyes momentarily sparkled.

An enigmatic smile also appeared on his face. Just from a brief glance, he realized that she matched Ian exceedingly well.

“Master, who might that esteemed lady be over there?”

“Senior Isera Hebraim.”

“The Hebraim Family—Count from the Kingdom of Roland, right?”

Indeed, he was an astute butler.

Dorothy, seeing the count’s young lady for the first time, looked at her with eyes full of admiration.

“A very distinguished guest has arrived.”

It was a short but weighty statement. Understanding somehow what it meant, Ian sighed.

“She’s a senior at the academy, in the same Department of Magic. I don’t know her specific specialization, but for now, we belong to the same department.”

“There’s no need to be embarrassed, Master. It’s perfectly natural for young men and women to share feelings!”

“Wilson, could you keep your voice down?”

“Oh my! Is that incredibly pretty lady the Young Master’s girlfriend?”

An intrigued look appeared in Dorothy’s eyes.

Fearing things might get out of hand, Ian pulled both of them inside the entrance.


“Dorothy, don’t go asking senior Isera about this and that, got it? She’s a very intimidating person.”

“An intimidating person? She seems quite gentle to me.”

“You can’t judge someone by their appearance.”

“Understood! I won’t mention that the Young Master likes Lady Isera!”

“Just don’t talk at all!”

Ian shouted in frustration.

Sneering slightly, Dorothy ran off to the second floor.

* * *

The students of the academy, who had unexpectedly fought, gathered in the parlor to enjoy wine and food.

Though the luxurious drinks and appetizers of a salon were absent, at least Milo and Edel, treating it like a picnic, talked and enjoyed themselves to their heart’s content.

“This food is amazing! Did that little kid make it?”

“For now, yes.”

“Wow, who knew such a simple dish could taste this good! I feel like taking it back to our mansion to shove it in our chef’s face. Our mansion’s food is flashy but lacks substance.”

“Shall we send them for training someday?”

“That’s great!”

Ian Oracle wanted to send Dorothy to the Vinettia Family to teach them a lesson, as a small revenge for teasing him and Isera Hebraim.

Meanwhile, Edel, with flushed cheeks from drinking, was fiddling with something at the side.

Milo Vinettia nudged him with his elbow.

“What are you up to?”

“Good snacks need good drinks!”


“It turns out, this guy is the biggest drinker among us.”

“Hehehe.”

Edel was mixing herbs.

He seemed to be making the special herbal liquor he had previously introduced to Ophelia’s group.

He suddenly wondered if Isera would like it.

Isera quietly sipped her wine.

She didn’t seem incapable of drinking.

“We’ve handled the crisis for now, and I look forward to tomorrow morning. Hamel can’t possibly try to back out, right?”

“They won’t be able to back out.”

“Even if we make the assassins confess, we can’t dispatch the guards, can we? I don’t think they’ll act on something ambiguous. We probably need more decisive evidence, don’t we?”

Milo’s question was a natural one.

Raiding the headquarters of the Hamel Trading Company was akin to ransacking a noble’s mansion without a search warrant.

It wasn’t easy.

Moreover, failure would have significant repercussions.

However, Milo didn’t know something.

Ian had a powerful backer who could mobilize not only the guards but even the knights.

“We can create the evidence. Irrefutable evidence. That’s why we passed the magic stone to Gaus, right?”

“I know, but that’s only meaningful if the guy plays along. If he blatantly denies it, then even that would be useless, right?”

“Don’t worry. There’s a plan.”

The conversation had smoothly shifted to the topic of the Hamel Trading Company. While Milo was familiar with the discussion since he had been assisting in the plans, Isera and Edel weren’t.

Ian thought it was the right timing and stood up.

“Senior Isera, may we step outside and talk for a moment?”

“About what?”

“About things we haven’t discussed yet.”

Isera placed her wine glass down and obediently followed Ian.

Ian had previously asked for understanding from Milo and Edel.

If they left, Milo was to explain everything to Edel.

He didn’t want to blabber about his family’s affairs unnecessarily.

‘But these are the people who took a risk to help me. They deserve to at least know what concerns them.’

Even if he couldn’t tell them everything, he felt it was right to address their curiosity.

“Here we are.”

Ian opened a door and went inside.

It was the study he often used.

Isera followed him in.

She could tell the room’s purpose without needing an explanation.

“Your study?”

“Yes.”

Isera slowly looked around the modest study.

Ian felt somewhat embarrassed. As the daughter of a count, she likely had a much more splendid study.

That thought was there, but this was also the first time a woman, other than Dorothy, had entered his study.

Moreover, Isera, with her slight inebriation, looked even more alluring than usual.

Until now, he had mostly met Isera in the library.

Meeting her in this private space felt entirely different.

Whether it was due to the alcohol, his heart began to race.

“You have good taste in art and decorations. I like it.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“So, what is it you want to say?”

Isera gently sat on the edge of the desk.

Ian intended to offer her a seat, but he held back, sensing she wouldn’t move.

At that moment, Goyang leapt into Isera’s lap.

Isera gently stroked the cat’s back.

“I thought I should explain this matter to you. Come to think of it, I haven’t told you, senior.”

“Not interested.”

“Pardon?”

“I said, I’m not interested, so you don’t have to.”

Isera’s voice was cold beyond measure.

The cat seemed pleased and waved its front paw with a meow.

[She truly has a broad heart. How understanding of others’ pains she is. Human, you rotten creature, this is what you should learn!]

Ian barely restrained his urge to dismiss the manifestation.

Now was the time to focus on Isera.

“I thought you would be curious about how it came to this, but I seem to have misjudged. May I ask the reason?”

“Even children know that when assassins show up, it’s no ordinary affair. It’s better not to talk about such things. Even if we’re in the same department, you never know when someone might betray you.”

[Intelligent too! I might just fall for her!]

“You wouldn’t do that, senior.”

“How can you be sure?”

“If you were someone who would betray, you wouldn’t have picked up Helios’ handkerchief back then.”

“Helios’ handkerchief? What’s that?”

Isera couldn’t respond.

Ian still did not know why she had intervened in the fight at that time. What was clear was that she harbored no ill intent.

“No senior from the same department would ignore a junior in danger. That’s no different.”

“Most seniors wouldn’t agree to a night out request from a freshman they hardly know.”

“Even if we’re not close, you’re still a club member at least.”

Isera emphasized that she was nothing special. However, Ian felt that the more she repeated this, the more contrived it seemed.

So, he just spoke.

“They tried to frame my father. They forged a debt and made him a debtor. When things didn’t go as planned, they attempted to kill me. The patent negotiation rights for the potion are with me, so they wanted to eliminate me.”

Starting from that, Ian recounted the entire sequence of events, leaving nothing out.

The story of having to make potions after entering the academy, the necessity to capture assassins despite the danger, all were vividly testified.

And every detail of the final plan, which would serve as the grand finale, was explained.

“Everything will conclude at the Hamel Trading Company’s headquarters tomorrow. Preparations are complete.”

“……”

This plan was extremely perilous.

It did not concern Ian alone.

It involved the royal academy guards, the capital guards, and other public forces as well.

If everything went well, it would obviously be good.

But Isera was a person who had to consider even if things did not go well. She always viewed matters critically.

“There are too many variables. There’s no guarantee Gaus’s magic device will work properly. But I suppose you wouldn’t listen if I called you reckless, right?”

“If I avoided danger, I’d have to give up being a mage.”

Isera’s expression turned stern.

“Don’t delude yourself. This isn’t a mage’s work, it’s a matter of your family.”

“It’s no delusion. Take away the concept of ‘mage’ from our family, and nothing remains. Therefore, it’s the same. Defending our family’s honor is the same as defending the honor of a mage.”

Isera already sensed that Ian had changed completely from before, both mentally and physically.

Had she ever seen a person grow so strong in such a short time?

Isera decided to change her line of questioning.

“What do you plan to do with those you’ve captured?”

“Make them confess.”

“And the method?”

“After learning that assassins were targeting me, I immediately sought out an expert. A very reliable person has agreed to help.”

“An expert, with magic?”

“Of course.”

Using an illusion spell could induce fear, leading to a confession.

However, highly-trained knights or assassins might not be affected by illusion spells. This is because it affects mental fortitude rather than antimagical resistance.

“For assassins, that won’t be easy. Their mental resistance will be substantial.”

“Not a problem. If the strength is insufficient, I’ll simply suppress it with stronger power.”

Upon confirming Ian’s confident smile, Isera asked no further questions. After all, by the morning, everything would come to light.

And that dawn, a guest arrived.
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Ian appeared in the discreetly arranged basement.

The waiting elite members of the mercenary squad saluted Ian. In their hands were whips and various torture tools.

“How is it going?!”

Ian asked Polo.

Polo crossed his arms and shook his head.

“He’s still not saying anything. He just keeps fainting and waking up. The other men all committed suicide. I’ve been in this line of work for over 20 years, and I’ve never seen someone so tenacious.”

“Is that so?”

Ian shifted his gaze to the assassin.

The only captive, the man was Dimon, whom Ian had captured.

Dimon hung his head low.

A gag was in his mouth, and his body bore marks from the whip.

There was a burn wound on one side as if seared with a branding iron.

The rough rise and fall of his shoulders was the only indication that he clung to life.

Under normal circumstances, Ian might have felt pity.

After all, he was innately kind and valued human relationships.

But now was different.

The assassins had not only threatened him but had also endangered those he considered family.

Nothing was more precious than life itself. Therefore, he chose not to see them as people.

With a sigh, Polo spoke.

“If he aimed for the head of the family, he must be a leader, which means we won’t easily get a confession from him.”


There was nothing else Polo could say. Not even the usual “kill him” remark was uttered.

The identity of these men was still a mystery.

Ian had obtained information from Woodward, learning that these were assassins dispatched by the Hamel Trading Company.

However, knowing that and having legal evidence were worlds apart.

As it stood, they would achieve nothing.

“We might need to apply more professional methods of torture. If the head of the family allows, I can summon an expert right away.”

“No, that’s fine. If he dies, that would truly be a setback. I have my own ways.”

“And what might those be?”

“A guest will be arriving shortly. They will resolve everything.”

Polo looked at Ian with a hint of curiosity.

But Ian merely looked at the captured Dimon with a gentle smile.

“It really is impossible to know what’s happening.”

The statement was layered with multiple meanings.

When Polo first received the mission to protect the Oracle Family, he had many concerns.

It was not easy to guard a small and weak family.

However, after coming to know Ian, the story changed.

Ian was intelligent and had a remarkable ability to read situations.

He wasn’t just bright.

The secretive assassin organization moved by a company was highly skilled and could well represent the kingdom.

Despite this, capturing the leader of such a group without any damage was a success.


Polo only had one thought.

Could he have captured Dimon and removed his poison without any damage if he had faced him himself?

‘It’s utterly impossible.’

That was the conclusion Polo reached.

Thus, his evaluation of Ian, whom he had slightly underestimated, underwent a complete transformation.

His attitude and etiquette toward the head of the Oracle Family remained the same, but the look in Polo’s eyes grew deeper with respect.

From disregard to reverence.

Polo’s values, hardened through decades of mercenary life, had changed due to this incident.

“It seems the head of the family is truly an extraordinary person.”

“That’s impossible. I’m just an ordinary student at the academy.”

At that moment, the basement door opened.

The person who appeared was Butler Wilson.

“Excuse me. Master, a guest has arrived.”

“Please show them in.”

Wilson stepped aside and respectfully gestured for the guest to enter. A figure, cloaked in an obsidian robe, entered the room.

Suddenly, an immense mana was felt.

It felt as if a storm brimming with mana had landed on the mansion.

“Gasp!”

“Heup!”

Even Polo, who couldn’t sense mana, along with the other mercenary members, flinched.


They might not have felt the mana itself, but they surely felt the overwhelming force it created.

“Welcome. We have been expecting you.”, said the person draped in a robe with a slight nod of the head.

Ian addressed everyone, “Please, everyone, step aside for a moment.”

“Yes,” responded Wilson and the other mercenaries as they all left the basement.

Only then did the robed figure remove their hood.

Long hair flowed, showcasing beauty.

This woman was none other than Jessica, the dean of the Royal Academy’s Department of Magic, also known as the ‘High One’, the grand mage.

“I never thought you’d succeed!”

Jessica remarked, laughing in disbelief.

Ian simply bowed his head.

“I was just lucky.”

“Catching an assassin leader can’t be done by luck alone. Skill is important, but finding the hidden location of their sanctuary is extremely challenging.”

“The timing worked well, allowing us to retrieve him!”

Ian replied.

Jessica shook her head. No matter the compliments given, this diligent student seemed inclined to be humble.

“Well, so much for that. The confession?”

“He hasn’t said anything. It seems he hasn’t even asked to be killed!”

Ian responded.

“Hmm. A truly tough one. Ordinary loyalty wouldn’t withstand that!”

Jessica mused.

She had faced many assassins in numerous battles. Just by looking at Dimon’s hands, build, and the aura he emitted, she could tell he was an extraordinary assassin.

As Jessica was about to approach Dimon, she suddenly halted and turned.

“Oh, right. This is a bit of a different story. You had a duel, didn’t you? With the eldest son of the Thousand family.”

“Yes. It happened somewhat unexpectedly!”

Ian admitted.

“It caused quite a stir. The head of the family even came to protest.”

Ian chuckled slightly. “Protesting the outcome of an official duel, not just a sparring match, seems a bit petty.”

“Not all nobles consider the honor of their family.”

“So what happened?”

Ian had no idea.

He left after the duel had just finished, leaving no one at the academy to update him on internal affairs.

“They said they’d officially protest to you soon. It seems they’re not ruling out another duel.”

“That’s a bit troublesome. I don’t want to hurt the head of the family,” said Ian with notable confidence.

Jessica’s eyes glinted sharply.

“What kind of magic was it? They say you swung the Lightning Spell as if it were a whip.”

Ian realized that Jessica’s genuine curiosity was about the new form of magic.

As the kingdom’s mage representative, she wasn’t concerned about a mere baron family’s grievance.

“Isn’t that an application even the dean could handle?”

“Certainly, I could do even more. But that feat was impossible with your mana.”

“Haven’t you heard from Professor Frost?”

“You seem to be misunderstanding for quite some time; we’re not really that close!”

Jessica stated.

“Well, you appeared very close!”

Ian remarked teasingly.

“Not at all!”

Jessica denied.

After countless words, Ian decided to demonstrate.

He gathered every ounce of mana he possessed.

Vooooooom!

The circles established in his heart and dantian began to rotate. What started as a slow rotation eventually reached its peak speed.

The crucial part was that the timing and speed were perfectly synchronized.

Both circles appeared to spin as one, behind their powerful rotation.

“… What is this? How can this mana be possible?”

Naturally, Jessica was startled.

Of course, from the standpoint of a grand mage like her, such mana was something she had encountered often.

Yet, she had overseen the mana measurement for freshman students at the Academy. She had directly witnessed Ian achieve a historic low score of 77.

However, the mana emanating from Ian at that moment possessed an immense weight that couldn’t be described with even two or three digits.

“You’ve made an achievement, I see.”

“Yes. I formed a contract with a spirit and simultaneously resolved the mana concentration disorder.”

These were not one, but two astonishing pieces of news.

Jessica was one of the two people who knew about Ian’s struggle with the mana concentration disorder.

“If you’ve contracted with a spirit, what kind is it?”

Ian snapped his fingers, and Goyang materialized in front of them.

Jessica’s eyes widened in an instant.

“It’s not an ordinary spirit, is it?”

“For now, I’ve defined it as a no attribute spirit. I haven’t yet gauged its potential, but I plan to slowly uncover it.”

Jessica nodded her head.

There were countless questions she wanted to ask.

But she restrained herself.

Ian was accomplishing tasks that a mere freshman in the Department of Magic couldn’t handle alone.

Asking too many questions in such a situation would be akin to trampling on his potential for growth.

“Let’s leave the detailed discussion for later. For now, we have tasks to attend to, don’t we?”

“I’m in your care, dean.”

Dimon was unlucky.

He had to face not just anyone, but a 7th circle Grand Mage.

Had he known, prior to his scheme, about Ian’s connection with Jessica, he might have been more cautious.

However, that possibility was completely thwarted by Ian’s father, Baron Lefevre’s arrangements.

“We begin now. Activate the device.”

“Yes.”

Ian installed the magical device that Gaus made on one side.

The device was small, about the size of a fist, with a lens attached to one side of its circular form.

Ian infused it with mana.

Click!

In an instant, the frame of the lens rotated once and began to operate.

“Preparation is complete.”

“We begin now.”

Woosh—

Jessica’s mana surged forth.

It wasn’t just her mana that was remarkable.

Even the runes she gracefully wove through the air seemed like a masterpiece.

‘That’s a Grand Mage’s rune.’

Ian couldn’t take his eyes off those runes, though he didn’t yet understand how mana was being utilized or how the incantation was constructed.

Nevertheless, just watching those runes amounted to an immense lesson.

Buzz!

At last, the ‘Illusion’ spell was completed.

The illusion spell differed slightly from the ‘Mind Control’ spell commonly used by dark mages.

While mind control literally controls the other person’s psyche, illusion merely implants visions to provoke fear.

The victim of the spell would find themselves trapped in the space they feared most.

The level of fear would vary greatly depending on the caster’s skill.

Unfortunately for Dimon, the mage he faced was Jessica, one of the kingdom’s top Grand Mages. In the throes of immense fear, Dimon’s endurance was being tested.

“Let’s see how long you can hold out.”

As Jessica’s hand touched Dimon’s head, he shivered as if struck by lightning.

Initially, his resistance was strong.

But gradually, his limbs went limp, and his tightly shut mouth began to open a little.

“I, I am…”

What would he say?

Ian watched Dimon closely.

“I won’t submit… to you bastards!”

The resistance was stronger than expected.

But Jessica, looking down at Dimon with composure, spoke.

“Coercing confessions with illusion is not exactly a pleasant task. Hence, I rarely resort to such methods. However…”

The atmosphere shifted entirely in an instant.

A tremendous pressure emanating from Jessica sent chills throughout the room. Her fury was plainly visible.

“I cannot forgive those who lay a hand on my students!”

“Argh! Ugh! Aaaah!”

Dimon opened his eyes wide and let out a pained scream.

As if faced with a great demon, the profound dread was evident in his eyes.
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Felix had been unable to sleep throughout the night.

No matter how long he waited, there was no word from Dimon.

He had handled numerous missions before, yet not a single message was relayed this time.

There seemed to be only one reason for the sudden silence.

“Failure?”

Darkness enveloped his vision.

This mission was not dangerous by any means.

Dimon, a pro among pros, had experience assassinating high-ranking nobles.

“I can’t believe it… How could Dimon fail? Ian is just a petty mage!”

There was also no news from the other subordinates involved in this mission.

It was as if they had never existed, vanishing quietly without a trace.

They had literally disappeared completely.

“Am I misunderstanding something?”

He tried to cling to a sliver of hope.

There might have been a reason they couldn’t execute the mission and had to stay up all night.

Assassinations were all about timing, and missing the right moment often led to mission failure.

Thus, Felix secretly dispatched a reconnaissance team.

However, the hope he had was utterly shattered by the news the reconnaissance team brought back.

“Mr. Felix! It seems like we have been completely ambushed!”

“What did you say?”


Felix sprang up from his seat.

The intense aura he emitted made the reconnaissance member tremble, but he managed to report what he had seen in detail.

“T-There are signs of a battle! And bodies were discovered in the back of the mansion! Given the numbers, it seems about six may have been taken captive!”

“Six, you say?”

Felix was speechless.

Even one or two hostages were a lot.

The fact that six were captured was enough to shake him to his core.

“… Did they not commit suicide?”

“I’m sorry. We couldn’t confirm that part!”

“Damn it! Damn it all!”

Just then, the door burst open, and a subordinate rushed in.

Under ordinary circumstances, Felix would have slapped someone for entering without knocking, but the current situation didn’t allow for such formalities.

The subordinate looked too urgent.

“R-Reporting! Ian Oracle has left the mansion and is headed towards our trading company with Academy Guard Knights accompanying him!”

“What… did you say?”

Felix turned pale.

Ian had left the mansion at dawn, coming toward the company accompanied by knights.

The implication of this move was clear.

Ian must have discovered something.

Yet, no matter how he thought about it, Felix couldn’t comprehend it.


“Moving this quickly? Even considering the possibility that the six didn’t commit suicide and were tortured, how could they deduce anything so swiftly? Is this even possible?”

There was a significant difference between Ian coming alone and coming with the guards.

There were plenty of reasons for Ian to come alone.

It could be about debt repayment, or related to the potion business.

After all, they hadn’t yet proposed new terms to him.

“But bringing the knights changes the story completely.”

Besides, these weren’t just any knights, they were from the Academy Guard. This meant that the academy had identified who attacked their student.

“This isn’t going well!”

Felix wasn’t afraid of Ian himself.

What truly terrified him was the absolute presence residing at the top of this building, Hamel Gestring.

If confessing everything would guarantee him safety in prison, he would do it in a heartbeat.

But before that, he would undoubtedly face a gruesome death.

Or worse, be sold to a place so harsh that death might be a kinder option.

“Am I… am I done for…?”

As he felt the shadow of death looming over him, Felix snapped back to his senses.

“No! I can’t die like this! I must pull myself together!”

Sreung!

Felix drew a dagger abruptly.

His subordinates flinched in surprise, but without hesitation, he stabbed his own thigh with the knife.

“Guh!”


“Fe, Felix! Sir!”

“Shut up!”

Bright red blood started to stream down his leg.

While his subordinates were flustered, he wrapped a bandage tightly around the wound on his thigh.

“Huff, huff….”

Finally, he was able to clear his mind of extraneous thoughts.

Felix’s expression changed dramatically.

The look of despair vanished entirely, replaced by a face of arrogance and greed.

“Yes. This is exactly how it should feel.”

He had already once crossed the boundary between life and death.

At that time, he had tasted this excruciating pain.

Forcing himself to recall memories he wished to forget, his attachment to life grew stronger, and a desire surged within him.

He picked up a mirror.

After checking himself here and there, he ran his fingers through his slightly tousled hair.

“Prepare to receive a guest. While you’re at it, bring me a pair of trousers that are suitable to wear.”

“Yes, Master!”

His subordinates exited the room.

Felix sat calmly, waiting for Ian to arrive.

If he could not prevent their visit, all he had to do was face them.

He resolved not to be fooled by the young upstart’s antics this time.

‘Denying the charges will suffice! Investigations take time. In the meantime, if I can seize his weaknesses and turn the situation to my favor!’

Felix’s mind began to race frantically.

* * *

A knock was heard on the door, and it opened.

“You must be startled by my sudden visit.”

Ian entered with a smile.

He was not alone. At his side, or rather at his feet, a pure white cat gracefully strutted.

Felix had heard Ian came with knights, but Ian entered the room with only the cat.

What on earth was he planning?

“Hahaha. Not at all. Please, come in. I was a bit surprised by the news of you coming over this morning, though.”

“I thought it best to wrap things up quickly.”

“Please, have a seat here. Hey! Serve some fine tea for our guest.”

“No need. I’m fine. I just had some earlier.”

Ian politely turned down the offer, and the two sat facing each other on the sofa.

The cat lay on Ian’s lap, staring fixedly at Felix.

『Is this the garbage you mentioned? Indeed, facial features reveal the truth.』

The cat did not like Felix in the slightest.

Prejudices aside, his aura didn’t feel benevolent in any way.

“Behave yourself. Felix isn’t the target after all.”

『I know.』

The cat quietly closed its eyes.

“That cat of yours looks truly exquisite. I’ve not seen one like that before.”

“It’s not an ordinary cat but a mystical creature. We happened to meet at the academy.”

“Oh, is that so? I should congratulate you!”

Even as he spoke, Felix couldn’t stop surmising why Ian had come to see him.

At the same time, another thought occurred to him.

‘Have I perhaps overreacted?’

If he were truly guilty, the knights would have stormed in to restrain him.

But Ian had entered alone, without causing a commotion.

He couldn’t help but think Ian might be there to discuss something else entirely.

“Why do you look at me like that? Is there something worrying you?”

“Oh, no, nothing of the sort. It’s just that we haven’t yet prepared the conditions that would satisfy you, so I’ve been feeling uneasy. I was planning to visit once everything was ready, but…”

“Ah, you mean about the potion deal.”

Ian nodded his head, maintaining a calm demeanor, which was promptly met with Felix’s probing question.

“Have you come to any agreement with the Bahamut side?”

“No, not yet. It would be foolish to make a decision before hearing the terms of the Hamel Trading Company, the most famous in the kingdom of Sonokin.”

Ian smiled subtly.

To an outsider, it might have seemed like a gesture of respect, but Felix knew better.

It was a clear mockery.

When they first met, Felix had stated that the Hamel Trading Company was the top company in the kingdom, not just one of the top two.

Ian remembered that arrogant claim and took this opportunity to jest about it.

Felix focused on maintaining his composure.

“Ha-ha-ha! I’m pleased to hear you say that.”

“Have you considered the terms I mentioned last time?”

“Well… I’m still in discussions with the company leader. It’s a rather sensitive situation, so we may need a bit more time.”

“Is that so?”

The terms Ian proposed were difficult for the Hamel Trading Company to accept.

They required the company to admit that the debt they had demanded from the Oracle Family was a mistake and essentially fraudulent.

For a company whose business relied on trust, this would be equivalent to closing their doors.

“Then it seems I will have to make some concessions.”

Ian took out a check from his pocket—a huge sum, rarely seen.

It was for 1.021 billion shillings, the amount Ian was to repay the Hamel Company.

“I’ll settle the debt in full. Let’s consider everything my father owes cleared with this.”

Felix was momentarily taken aback.

Did the Oracle Family have the capability to pay such an enormous sum? However, he couldn’t ignore Ian’s affable voice.

“Are you skeptical?”

“No, it’s just that… 1.021 billion is a significant sum, isn’t it? I never imagined you’d repay it all at once.”

“So you’re curious about the source of this money?”

Felix couldn’t respond; his silent affirmation sufficed.

Ian generously explained.

“The academy gave me an advance on my research funds. I mentioned our debt, and the principal helped me out. That’s why the academy guards have escorted me here. Carrying 1.021 billion alone could be risky.”

It was an unexpected development.

Felix felt an invigorating thrill now that the misunderstanding was cleared.

‘So that’s why the academy guards accompanied him!’

Felix had been prematurely worried when he heard the assassins’ mission had failed. But it turned out the guards’ presence had nothing to do with that. His lips curled into a grin.

“Ha-ha-ha! This is something to celebrate! With this, you can now act without any burdens, Ian.”

“It feels like returning to the original state.”

Felix boldly pressed further.

“But, aren’t there terms that the head of the family requested? Are you still willing to forgive the debt? If so, those conditions you mentioned would naturally be void.”

“Upon reflection, I think I might have made excessive demands. There’s not enough time for productive discussions without wasting it on such matters.”

“You are truly remarkable! I can see now I’ve judged your character correctly!”

Internally, Felix gloated. ‘This fool still hasn’t grasped the true nature of the incident!’

Investigations into the assassins seemed to be stalling.

If he could cajole Ian and progress with the contract, that matter might be conveniently brushed aside.

Moreover, by repaying the debt and easing the conditions, Ian appeared more interested in the Hamel Trading Company than ever.

“Then please provide a receipt and a certificate that the debt has been cleared.”

“Understood. I’ll prepare it right away.”

Felix rushed out, and Ian gently petted the cat with a leisurely smile.

‘How foolish. He’s not suspecting anything.’

“If gold fell right in front of you, could you resist picking it up?”

A short while later, Felix returned, and Ian received the receipt and the debt clearance certificate.

Now, everything was in place for the final step.

“Could I perhaps greet the owner of the Hamel Trading Company? Since I’m here, I would like to meet them.”
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 91

				
“The company owner?”

“I wanted to make a courtesy call while I’m here. After all, now that past issues have been settled, isn’t it time to try something new?”

Ian Oracle showed his determination to advance the contract.

Normally, Felix would have refused, but he hesitated to give a definitive answer.

The company owner of Hamel was someone who intensely disliked disruptions to his plans.

This included appointments, and no matter how important a visitor was, one could not meet him without prior arrangements.

It had become customary.

Yet, Felix did not wish to dampen the good atmosphere.

‘An opportunity like this won’t come around again.’

Ian had appeared without any notice and settled his debts completely.

Moreover, he had offered to ease the conditions himself.

If he let Ian go back as things stood, he might be disappointed, leading to the potential of Ian’s choices taking a negative turn.

‘I must get the contract signed somehow!’

Even if it meant breaking his skull and limbs, Felix resolved to at least bring it up to the Hamel Trading Company owner.

Fortunately, the situation was promising.

Hamel was currently facing several difficulties.

Funds were not circulating smoothly, and they were constantly being outdone in their competition with the Bahamut.

If they could seal a potion business contract with Ian this time, it could prove to be a turning point.

“As you know, our company owner does not meet guests without prior appointments.”

“Please try asking him, you never know.”


“Hmm, could you kindly wait a moment? I’ll inquire about it.”

“Very well. I’ll be waiting.”

As Felix stepped out, Ian pulled out a magic device.

It was a brooch about the size of a coin, equipped with a lens in the center capable of transmitting images.

It was much smaller than the device used to interrogate Dimon.

Furthermore, its brooch form meant it could be pinned anywhere on clothing without seeming out of place.

This was Ian’s secret weapon, created along with Gaus.

Previously, one had to rely on communication devices to transmit images.

However, even with communication devices, the image quality was usually poor.

While transmitting voice was not a problem, transmitting images was a challenging technology to perfect.

Thus, image transmission using communication devices faced significant limitations.

The dungeon surveillance system Ian experienced in the educational dungeon was more advanced than a communication device, but it still required additional time to become commercially viable.

It could only operate within the unique confines of a dungeon.

However, the eccentric mage Gaus succeeded in surpassing those limitations by developing a new device.

『To think that something this small could serve as a communication device. Indeed, humans are a fascinating race.』

“There’s still a lot of work to do. The transmission range is exceedingly short.”

『Too much greed leads to punishment. Humans have always been that way.』

“It’s that greed that changes the world.”

While they succeeded in reducing the size and increasing convenience, the transmission range significantly decreased.

It was somewhat limited in usage, but in this situation, it was perfectly usable.


Outside the company building, academy guards and special investigators were waiting.

At this distance, they should easily be able to receive the transmitted images.

Ian triggered his mana.

As the brooch emitted a resonating sound and began operating, the nearby cat sighed.

『Tsk, I don’t understand why you complicate things this way. Why not just ask that archmage to wipe it out entirely?』

“I’ve already received enough help. Anything more would be a burden. The rest I must handle myself.”

After confirming that the magic device was functioning correctly, Ian patiently awaited Felix’s return.

Moments later, Felix returned.

“You’ve waited long.”

His face, more precisely his cheek, was swollen and red.

It seemed he had been slapped, but Ian didn’t bother to point it out.

Hamel would have been quite angry.

It was because he hadn’t handled things properly, leading to such variables.

Felix, as though trying to erase the mark, flashed a broad smile.

“Good news! The head of the company agreed to grant you an audience!”

“That is indeed a good news.”

“I shall guide you. This way!”

Ian followed Felix as he walked.

Soon, they stood before a grand door on the top floor.

Befitting the status of the kingdom’s representative company, the entrance to the company owner’s office was adorned with the finest decorations.


As the door opened, a resplendent interior was revealed.

The place resembled a miniature royal museum, filled with treasures from around the world.

However, there was no time to be distracted by the decorations.

Ian immediately walked towards the desk where Hamel was seated.

Hamel gazed at Ian with stubborn eyes.

“I apologize for coming unannounced. I was curious about the person leading this magnificent company. I am pleased to meet you. I am Ian Oracle.”

“Oh, you’re younger than I expected.”

Hamel murmured while twisting his pointed beard.

It was a rude gesture, considering his visitor was a noble of the kingdom.

However, Ian smiled.

“Though young, I am of sufficient age to be responsible for my family’s affairs.”

“Well, that’s true. I heard the news. You’ve repaid your family’s debts?”

“There’s no remaining debt with your company.”

For a moment, Hamel’s sharp gaze turned to Felix.

It was a gaze reprimanding a failure.

Their goal wasn’t simply debt repayment. They intended to take over everything from the family if the debt wasn’t repaid, but they didn’t achieve that.

Yet, a repayment certificate had already been issued.

The reason Felix had been slapped was because of that. Hamel wasn’t satisfied with more than 1 billion shillings.

“No one has ever repaid such a large sum at once… You’re impressive.”

“I was fortunate.”

“One needs to be fortunate too, especially if there’s no background. Money attracts money, as they say. Just as you need seed money to trade, you need money to make more money.”

That was not the attitude one should have towards a guest.

His arrogant tone was the usual, thus somewhat permissible.

But Hamel neither offered Ian a seat nor showed him any courtesy, sitting at his desk with crossed legs, similar to listening to a subordinate’s report.

“The sofa looks nice.”

Ian stroked the leather of the sofa and took a seat. Such behavior was not allowed here, and Hamel’s eyebrows twitched.

Ian comfortably crossed his legs as he sat down.

Caught off guard by the sudden change in atmosphere, Felix coughed awkwardly a few times. However, Ian didn’t acknowledge his signals.

“Which noble family did you take this sofa from?”

“What… what trickery are you up to?”

Hamel snapped.

With his true colors revealed, Ian also dispensed with the honorifics.

“You’ve been swindling powerless families all this time, just like you tried with ours. I thought perhaps this came from some family’s drawing room.”

“You bastard! You didn’t meet me because of the potion business, did you?”

“You catch on quickly.”

“Listen! Baron Ian, what kind of rudeness is this? On what grounds do you speak such words? Stand up at once!”

Felix attempted to pull Ian out. However, Ian raised his hand, denying his approach.

“Do not touch me with those dirty hands, unless you wish to be dragged away by knights.”

Ian’s voice was cold and weighty.

Felix flinched and stepped back.

Hamel asked, “Knights? What do you mean by that?”

“It seems you don’t know. You should train your subordinates better, old man. Do you think I came here alone? Am I crazy to come alone? I’ve brought the academy’s guard knights and a special investigator.”

Hamel let out a sigh.

He then slowly stood up from his seat, glaring at Ian.

“What trick are you trying to pull? What have we done wrong to warrant bringing a special investigator? I’ve never faced such rudeness in my life, Ian Oracle!”

There was no issue with bringing knights. However, the presence of a special investigator was a different matter. These investigators only moved for truly special cases, indicating that some degree of evidence had already been established.

“Assassins infiltrated the Oracle household yesterday. I’ve heard that the Hamel Trading Company sent them.”

Felix felt his heart drop.

The fear he had desperately tried to suppress erupted violently.

“That’s nonsense! Why would the company send assassins? Besides, you owe us a debt! If you were assassinated, we wouldn’t be able to collect. Why would we harm you?”

“Dimon.”

An unexpected name escaped Ian’s lips, leaving Felix agape.

“You recognize the name, don’t you?”

A smile naturally emerged.

“I learned quite a lot from the interrogation yesterday. Of course, I found evidence proving he’s your subordinate, so you need not bother denying it.”

Ian waved a few letters he took from his pocket.

They were directives Felix had sent to Dimon, retrieved from the hidden stash Dimon had kept.

The method was simple.

Dimon had completely succumbed to Jessica’s magic. He revealed the location of the secret place, and the mercenary group investigated and secured the evidence.

“How did you get those documents!?”

“Admitting that these documents are yours, are you?”

“No, it’s a setup!”

“Whether it’s a setup or not, our investigators will figure that out for you, so don’t waste your energy yelling.”

Ian calmly returned the documents to his pocket.

Felix wanted to pounce on Ian and burn the papers at once. However, Ian was the mage who had captured Dimon and coaxed a confession out of him.

‘Was he hiding his strength all along?’

His mind went blank, unable to fathom what steps to take. His limbs trembled uncontrollably.

“Is there some misunderstanding here?”

Hamel sat on the sofa opposite Ian and burst into laughter.

“You said the assassin was Felix’s underling, right? Then why come to our company to complain? The fault lies with that scoundrel Felix.”

“If you’re planning to cut ties, you need to do it more thoroughly.”

“What?”

“I owe a debt to Hamel Trading Company, not to Felix personally. Therefore, issues regarding my safety cannot be seen solely as personal. Even with that alone, the investigation could cause massive damage to you. After all, it’s someone you’ve hired. Who would trust and trade with a company attempting to assassinate a debtor?”

Hamel could not retort.

However, Ian didn’t push him to his limits; that would not achieve the desired outcome.

“From the start, it seemed fishy. I’d never heard of a debt, but all of a sudden, a contract appeared. It had my father’s signature on it, too. Not to mention, Fredrick, who was my father’s assistant, was killed. Now, you tried to assassinate me. Success would have been fortunate for you, but failure is what you got.”

Ian looked at Felix.

Felix was resigned. The decisive evidence was too clear for him to deny his connection with Dimon. He only blamed himself for not taking his own life.

But Hamel hadn’t given up yet.

“I’ll say it again; it’s unrelated to our company. That fool must have acted on his own.”

“So, let’s investigate and see whether there’s really no connection. I have nothing to lose. If dirty rumors spread, your company is the only one that suffers.”

The conversation continued with room left for consideration.

It was only then that Hamel realized Ian had other intentions.

“… What do you want?”

“That’s a more agreeable tone. It’s regrettable how things turned out, but let’s have an honest discussion. After all, it’s just us here, isn’t it, old man?”

Ian flashed a friendly smile.
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Hamel instinctively felt that he was in an unprecedented crisis.

Everything seemed to be turning against him.

Of course, the evidence Ian held did not directly harm him. After all, Felix was the one who had orchestrated the entire scheme.

However, the trading company would suffer irreversible damage.

That was the problem.

Felix, once called his right-hand man, was already in a state of panic. He trembled uncontrollably, unable to lift his head properly.

‘That guy is useless now!’

Hamel concluded thusly.

Fortunately, Ian wasn’t completely tightening the noose. He was applying just enough pressure, leaving a glimmer of hope.

His dormant businessman instincts began to stir.

‘In the end, everything in life is a negotiation!’

Thanks to that philosophy, he had overcome numerous crises until now. There was nothing money couldn’t solve.

It was also the reason he had built the most prominent trading company in the Kingdom of Sonokin.

Hamel smiled leisurely and began to place his bets.

“Alright. Let’s have a candid conversation as you suggested. It doesn’t look like you want to blow things out of proportion.”

“Do you remember the conditions I previously set?”

“Conditions?”

As Hamel tilted his head in confusion, Ian, casting a glare at Felix, explained in his stead. It was to apologize and accept punishment for the debts concerning his father.

Naturally, Felix hadn’t dared to convey that monumental demand.

Had he mentioned it, he would not have kept his head.


Though incredulous, Hamel maintained his smile.

“Such a condition? But that’s an unreasonable demand. Even if we did plot something nefarious, doing so would mean closing the company.”

“I know. It’s an unreasonable demand.”

As Ian coolly acknowledged, Hamel became even more mystified by Ian’s motives.

“Then do you need more money?”

“Not that either. Although our family is poor, we’ve never felt lacking. Receiving billions now wouldn’t significantly change things.”

“Then what is it?”

“If you reveal the truth and apologize to me here, I’m willing to settle things amicably. How about it?”

“Just for that?”

“There are times when truth is more important to a mage than wealth.”

Hamel fell into contemplation.

The phrase ‘the whisper of the devil’ naturally sprang to mind.

“How will you guarantee it?”

“I told you before, it’s just us here. I only want to clear my father’s disgrace. I want nothing beyond that.”

“The head of a company isn’t such a relaxed position. I don’t meddle in the operations. I know nothing because this useless guy here has handled everything.”

The blame shifted toward Felix.

Feeling the chilling gaze upon him, Felix prostrated further.

It was a classic maneuver to push undesirable tasks onto someone else.

However, Ian was indifferent to either choice.

“Please, please spare me! Master! Haven’t I done everything you’ve asked until now? Please, please, Master!”


“Haha, my friend. Did you scheme something wicked? It’s amusing that you’re suddenly begging for your life.”

“I was just following your orders…”

“Silence!”

With that furious command, Felix prostrated even further.

“Why is my name being brought into this? I’ve given you no directives!”

Hamel said kindly, though his smile was insincere, sending shivers down his spine. Suddenly, the thought struck him that devils weren’t only in the Demon realm.

Rising from his seat, Hamel approached Felix.

He caressed Felix’s shoulder, speaking softly.

“If you’ve done wrong, you should apologize to the Young Master. Surely, he will forgive you with generosity. Our company can’t collapse because of just one person, can it?”

“I was wrong! Please, please spare my life… sniff!”

“Hurry and apologize! Apologize!”

“Mr. Felix.”

Ian interjected.

Hope sparkled in Felix’s eyes as he looked at Ian, whose tone had become polite once more.

“Let me ask directly. Do you admit to all charges of mocking our family with a false contract and attempting to assassinate me?”

The thought ‘perhaps’ flashed through his mind.

If Felix had confessed everything honestly and begged for forgiveness, would there have been a way to survive?

Felix, having reached this conclusion, gave up everything.

“Sob… I admit… everything is my fault… Please forgive me… Ian…”

Felix burst into tears. However, Ian did not sympathize at all. Tears were not enough to atone for his sins.


“Do you know what really made me angry? It was because you treated our family’s butler disrespectfully when we first met. You called him incompetent, right? If you had been polite, perhaps I wouldn’t have been so resolute in my determination.”

“……”

Felix was despondent.

Thinking about how his careless words had escalated things to this extent left him dumbfounded.

Everything seemed futile.

But even so, he couldn’t turn back time.

Ian, turning his head, asked Hamel, “What do you intend to do with him?”

“Hmmm.”

Hamel was secretly displeased.

He didn’t like that this young guy, barely wet behind the ears, continually spoke down to him.

But now was the time to yield.

“I plan to send him to a very far place, a place known as a living hell. It’s said to be a place so painful that he won’t even be able to die if he wants to.”

“Ah…”

The dream of mercy that Felix hoped for shattered completely. He, too, had heard of that living hell.

Despair surged through him.

Eventually, his spirit couldn’t endure it. His eyes turned over.

“You filthy wretch! Do you not know whose grace got you in that position?!”

Swish!

Felix drew a dagger.

His target wasn’t Ian.

He emitted a menacing aura and swung the dagger to cut Hamel’s throat.

Boom!

“Agh!”

Felix was flung powerlessly and crashed into the wall.

There wasn’t even a need to form a spell.

Ian extended his hand, unleashing pure mana, and the unsuspecting Felix was directly hit by it, soaring backward into the wall.

Felix slumped forward.

It looks like he fainted.

“The Hamel Trading Company is quite a vicious place. You should manage your subordinates well. You never know when another will brandish a sword like this.”

“Hahaha! It seems I owe you my life. Is there anything else you desire? If this is the end, it might seem like a rather unsatisfactory deal for you.”

“May I personally ask just one more thing?”

“Sure.”

“How many families have you swindled up until now?”

Hamel chuckled and tilted his head haughtily.

“You sure are persistent.”

“If I were the type to give up easily, I wouldn’t have made it this far. That’s how theory mages are. Once curious, they chase it relentlessly until it’s resolved.”

“Indeed, I admit it. If you’re capable of amassing a fortune of a billion this quickly, you must have quite remarkable abilities.”

“Quit evading the question and answer me. For the sake of a fair deal.”

Faced with Ian’s subtle intimidation, Hamel twitched his lips.

The boy was audacious, no doubt.

‘But what does it matter?’

Now, it was just the two of them in the room.

No matter what they discussed, it would all be forgotten the moment they stepped outside.

“The weak are destined to be weeded out. It’s the law of nature. If it’s someone’s fate to be robbed, does it matter who takes it?”

“Is that so.”

Ian rose from his seat.

He had an unusually refreshed expression and smiled.

‘What is this?’

Hamel’s heart sank.

He rose from the chair following Ian.

“Even if it’s one’s fate to be robbed, acquiring it illegally is a crime. If you want to make money, you should earn it legitimately.”

“What are you suddenly talking about?”

“The people at the Bahamut Trading Company are very honest. They are true businessmen who know how to invest in value. That’s why I made a deal with them. I plan to do the potion business with them.”

Veins bulged on Hamel’s forehead.

His face twisted cruelly.

“Did you mock me?”

“I didn’t deceive anyone. I was just trying to set things right.”

“What do you mean…?”

Just then, a disturbance erupted outside.

The sound of employees shouting was heard, accompanied by thundering footsteps and clattering metal.

Bang!

Soon, the door burst open violently as knights stormed in.

Hamel’s eyes widened in shock.

“Wh-what is the meaning of this?”

However, Hamel could not resist any further.

Beyond the knights, a special investigator in uniform glared at him with an authoritative gaze.

He was the renowned Inspector Logos, rumored to be the Messenger of Death.

His jawline was rugged, and his eyes were so sharp they seemed to cut.

His tightly shut mouth evoked a sense of terror as if it would be better if it never opened.

Thanks to Professor Frost’s recommendation, the case had been entrusted to be resolved through him.

“Hamel Gestring, listen up. According to the kingdom’s laws, we will now conduct a thorough search of the trading company under charges of attempted assassination and fraud. Ensure there is no resistance.”

“You… you scoundrel!”

Hamel was easily restrained. The knights accompanying them were not ordinary.

Sergeant Jim Howard, whom Ian Oracle had previously met through a potion-related matter, led the knights.

“Hey, Ian Oracle. Why is that fellow sprawled out like that?”

“There was a minor scuffle. You don’t need to worry.”

“Injuries?”

“They’re fine.”

“Take that guy first! Make sure he’s treated. He’s a crucial piece of evidence.”

Sergeant Jim gave orders to his subordinates.

Felix whos unconscious, was bound and dragged out.

Although Hamel avoided the living hell he had spoken of, he would not escape the stern judgment of the law.

On the other hand, Hamel, who was physically intact, struggled frantically.

“You fatherless bastard! Didn’t you promise to end this amicably?”

“Don’t just spout anything from your loose mouth.”

“Urgh!”

Sergeant Jim’s fist slammed into Hamel’s abdomen.

Hamel slumped, vomiting out everything he had consumed.

“Add the charge of insulting a noble. We’ll handle this as a flagrant offense.”

“You… you bastards…”

“That’s true. We ended it amicably, after all.”

Ian smiled faintly as he spoke.

When Hamel glared at him in confusion, Ian kindly explained.

“Ending it amicably meant ending it amicably for me. Hmm? Did you misunderstand? But there’s nothing to be done. Have a good trip. Getting investigated when you’re older won’t be easy.”

“Spit!”

A glob of spit mixed with filth flew toward Ian.

However, a translucent shield deflected it, and humorously, the spit ended up dirtying Hamel’s face.

“Don’t make a fuss for nothing. More charges will just be added. Even if not for me, these knights are very frightening people.”

“Heh… do you think I’ll be punished? That was all Felix’s doing, anyway.”

“So, you’re saying there’s no concrete evidence, right?”

Ian removed the brooch pinned to his clothes and put it in his pocket.

He wondered if there was a need to explain anything further.

“You’ll find out soon enough. I’ve prepared something very interesting.”

“… We’ll meet again soon. The kingdom has a very useful bail system, after all. You’ll regret it.”

“Oh, planning to use money?”

Ian chuckled.

To Hamel, it was a terribly ominous laugh.

“That won’t be easy. It costs a lot to apply for bail, right? But I wonder if your company has the funds to cover that.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

Hamel was eventually dragged away by the knights without having his curiosity satisfied.

The situation inside was completely resolved.

“Baron Ian.”

Inspector Logos approached.

He spoke with a serious expression.

“Have you prepared all the documents we discussed?”

“Yes. Fortunately.”

Ian handed over the payment receipts and repayment certificates from his possession to Logos.

Upon reviewing the contents, Logos tucked them into his chest pocket.

“A total repayment of 1.5 billion shillings… With this, as you said, applying for bail would be difficult. The compensation amount will be astronomical.”

“I entrust it to your capable hands.”

“It seems you, rather than Hamel, have a knack for business.”

Inspector Logos left with that meaningful comment.
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When the head of the Hamel Trading Company and its key associates were arrested, all attention in the capital was focused on the situation.

Upon hearing the news that they had attempted to assassinate a noble of the kingdom and committed fraud through a deceitful contract with the family, people were outraged.

Not only the commoners who had suffered from the Hamel Trading Company’s arrogance, but also the powerless minor nobles, and even the high-ranking nobles who had to be cautious around the company, expressed their condemnation daily.

In short, a major opportunity had been seized.

Regardless of other offenses, attempting to kill a noble of the kingdom was an unforgivable crime.

The head of the Hamel Trading Company, of course, denied all charges and shifted the blame onto Felix.

He confidently requested bail.

However, the kingdom’s court did not accept his bail application.

“What, what do you mean? How can the company refuse to pay bail? Who on earth is behind this?”

Hamel was furious, but the person he was speaking to was a judge. This was not the Hamel Trading Company’s office, it was a prison.

“Technically, it’s not a refusal to pay; it’s that there are insufficient funds.”

“That’s impossible! There should be hundreds of billions of shillings in the Hamel Trading Company’s account!”

“Ah, you mean that?”

The middle-aged judge smirked.

Seeing that smile made an inexplicable anxiety creep up in Hamel.

“Unfortunately, there’s nothing left in the account now.”

“What nonsense!”

“You’re aware of the ruling regarding the fraudulence against the Oracle Family, aren’t you?”

“What does that have to do with…?”

A shadow fell across Hamel’s face.


He suddenly remembered Felix coming to the company leader’s office with an excited expression, saying that Ian Oracle had cleared all debts and expressed intent to contract.

“Could it be, the repayment certificate?”

“Yes, if the head of the Oracle Family hadn’t repaid the debt, you might have been released on bail. However, since we already possess the receipt and repayment certificate, you understand the court fine, don’t you? You were leading quite a large trading company after all.”

The judge spoke in the past tense.

Hamel felt the darkness creeping into his vision.

The basic court compensation amount was 30 times the principal.

In this case, the basic amount didn’t apply due to the inclusion of murder charges in the special crime.

The judge estimated at least 50 times.

In other words, with the fraudulent amount being around 1 billion shillings, the compensation Hamel owed to the Oracle Family was approximately 50 billion shillings.

No matter how large the company is, after disbursing 50 billion shillings, there wouldn’t be much left.

Most of the assets were focused on facilities and land.

“But, if we sell the land, we can at least cover the bail amount!”

“You have a point there. Would you do that?”

“What?”

“When the company leader and executives are detained, and you are left to manage a crumbling company, would you struggle to save them?”

The judge sighed. He continued in a tone reprimanding Hamel for his lack of remorse.

“Both you and Felix, as well as the high-ranking executives, are being detained. Someone needs to stay to rebuild the company, and who would go out of their way to save those who have eaten away at its roots?”

“……”

“It would be better to wipe it clean and start anew, don’t you think?”

Hamel couldn’t respond.


The word ‘cut losses’ crossed his mind.

It was something he had done countless times before.

“You’re finished. It seems you are still denying the charges, but finding evidence is only a matter of time. The Nobles who have been demoted to commoners or slaves are already visiting the court one by one. Additionally, within the royal circle, talks of rooting out corruption are surfacing with this opportunity……”

“Kugh!”

“Moreover, Ian Oracle, the head of the Oracle Family and the involved party, is demanding severe punishment. No one will feel sorry for you.”

Bang!

Hamel slammed the iron bars.

He felt no pain.

The greater pain came from the hammering sense of despair in his chest.

“No! I can’t collapse here! I’m innocent, I say!”

“Hahaha. If you’re innocent, why are you in prison?”

“Let me out! I’ll do anything! I’ll even use my personal assets! I’ll make sure you live without financial worries for the rest of your life!”

“Your personal assets have already been seized. You used to manipulate people with money, didn’t you? But now you’re penniless; no one will be there for you.”

“No! Aarrgh!”

“Rest well, then. Although there aren’t many days left when you can rest in such a quiet place.”

The judge left his seat.

“Save me! Please! Get me out of here! Judge! Listen to my story for a moment!”

Hamel opened his eyes wide.

Ian Oracle appeared before him. He stood there, arms crossed, looking at the scene.

“You wretched Ian Oracle! I will surely kill you!”


It seemed like even killing him on the spot might not have been enough.

He never imagined Ian would be broadcasting that scene when they had a private meeting.

He thought it was truly over when he realized everything.

In actuality, it was Felix who was like the tail of a lizard.

Aware of the presence of the recording, Felix had admitted to all charges and was actively cooperating with the court to lighten his sentence even a little.

“Judge, can’t that be added to the charges as well?”

“Ah, yes indeed. Let’s add defamation. Though it may result in the maximum sentence, it will be amusing nonetheless.”

Ian and the judge amicably chatted as they left the prison.

“Wait! Wait for me! Ugh…”

Hamel dropped his head in despair.

No one listened to his story.

The great trading company that dominated an era thus fell so vainly.

Yet no one questioned it.

It was ‘the law of retribution’.

Outside the prison, unlike its confines, the warm sunlight was abundant.

Spring was passing, and summer was approaching.

Ian and the judge went for a light stroll.

“By the way, that was truly impressive. I didn’t expect you to create such a device.”

The judge expressed his admiration.

Ian smiled awkwardly.

“I have a senior known for being an eccentric. I created it with him, but I’m not sure if it was helpful.”

“It was indeed a great help! The idea of using crystal balls to record crime scenes or obtain confessions has been around for a while, but making such a device was quite difficult.”

The video transmission device Ian and Gaus collaborated on became the crucial key to resolving this case.

All the judges, including the chief justice, watched the footage several times.

“Although the video was not officially accepted as evidence, it served as an important clue to establish their guilt. Personally, I’d call it the invention of the century. I’m sure every judge thinks the same.”

“Thank you for saying so. But when will the recordings from the device be accepted as evidence?”

“It depends on how much more effort you put in, Ian. I know creating the device requires an enormous amount of money and effort. If a day comes when many people have easy access to it, perhaps it will be accepted as direct evidence.”

“Is that so?”

“We’ll also try to enforce the law more flexibly. It seems even the higher-ups are viewing the device positively.”

However, Ian felt it wouldn’t be easy.

After all, recording a video involved using mana.

That means someone who can freely use mana might manipulate the video.

If this happens, innocent victims might appear.

This is why judges are hesitant to accept them as evidence.

Ian thought they needed to address this matter carefully.

Knowing Gaus, he would surely bring him into the improvement process.

“By the way, what do you plan to do with the reward money? 50 billion is a sum that most people can’t earn in a lifetime.”

“I’m not sure.”

He hadn’t given much thought to it.

He had already handled money through contracts with the Bahamut Trading Company and the potion business.

“For now, I plan to focus on my exams. I’ll think about how to use the money afterward.”

“Come to think of it, the academy is entering its standard exam period now.”

“You’re an academy graduate too, right, judge?”

“Yes, indeed. There isn’t a judge who didn’t graduate from the academy. Though there are eccentrics who have opted for the Department of Magic or martial arts.”

When they reached a fork in the road, the two stopped. The judge was the first to extend his hand for a handshake.

“Once this case is concluded, I believe there’ll be an occasion to visit you. The chief justice seems very interested in you, Ian.”

“If you come to the academy, I will surely make time.”

“Sounds good. I’ll contact you again then.”

Through this case, Ian made the acquaintance of Judge Lumiere. He had a strong feeling that their relationship would continue in the future.

Ian then returned to his mansion.

Now, there was truly a mountain of things to do.

* * *

“You have arrived, Master.”

Wilson’s expression was brighter than ever.

Ian stepped down from the carriage with a smile.

“You seem to be in a good mood?”

“Of course. It’s the best when you visit the estate often, Master.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“It’s sincere.”

There was another reason why Wilson was in high spirits.

After the criminals from the Hamel Trading Company were imprisoned, Ian’s first action was to take Wilson to visit Felix.

During that meeting, Wilson received a formal apology from Felix for having called him an incompetent butler.

No matter how much more money was added to the family, it couldn’t compare to the joy of that moment.

Wilson had always thought that his loyalty to the Oracle Family was at its peak, but he realized that was a misconception.

His loyalty had room to grow further.

He discovered that it could overflow.

Thus, he decided to serve even more diligently.

That’s why he looked ten years younger.

He approached every task with enthusiasm.

“No unusual incidents, I presume?”

“How could there not be any? There are lines of nobles looking to meet you, Master.”

“Really?”

“I’m sorry, but I’ve informed them to visit you at the Academy.”

“Well done.”

Ian headed to the office with Wilson.

As expected, there was a substantial pile of documents to handle.

Ian took a seat and began processing the paperwork. He asked Wilson in the process.

“How’s the communication installation going?”

“It will be completed by tomorrow. Thanks to you, we managed to purchase it at a good price, Master.”

“That’s great.”

“I discovered recently that you’ve become quite famous.”

“Who has?”

“You, Master.”

Ian chuckled softly.

“Despite that, I’m nowhere near my father’s level.”

“There’s no need to follow the Master’s footsteps precisely, is there?”

Ian looked up at Wilson.

“You should carve out your own path in the field of magic. I’m sure the Master would wish for that as well. You have the ability to create a new flow, Master.”

“Hahaha. Indeed, I can never beat Wilson.”

“You flatter me.”

At that moment, Ian’s hand landed on a document concerning the reward money.

It included a statement that exactly 52.5 billion shillings had been deposited into the Goldmine Bank account.

“Wilson.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Don’t you need some money? It might be tight if you’re planning to hire people and expand the furnishings.”

“It’s fine. We can manage with the remaining funds.”

“If we’re going to do it, we should do it right. We can’t be short on money with a party approaching.”

Ian handed Wilson a deposit certificate and the family seal.

“There’s some money in there. Use it if you need it, regardless of the amount.”

“But, Master.”

“It’s alright. Only you and Dorothy are trustworthy in our household.”

Wilson looked at Ian with eyes full of emotion, about to burst into tears.

Ian suddenly wondered.

What expression would Wilson have once he discovered the amount in that account?

“Why are you smiling? Did I make a mistake…?”

“No, it’s not that. Off you go now. I need to finish these documents.”

“Yes, Master.”
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The special leave had concluded.
It was quite unusual for first-year students at the Academy to be granted a special leave of absence.
However, since Ian Oracle had to cooperate with the Kingdom’s court to bring down the Hamel Trading Company and conclude various incidents entangled with it, Dean Jessica gladly issued him a leave permit.
Thus, only after a short but sweet 3-day, 2-night vacation could Ian return to the Academy.
In the meantime, the Academy had been swept up in a tremendous storm.
It was because of the rumor that the once poor and insignificant Oracle Family had become incredibly wealthy from receiving compensation.
The story of the downfall of Hamel, the kingdom’s second-largest trading company, was instead pushed to the background.
Ian began to emerge as a rising star among the nobility.
The students who had inwardly dismissed and avoided Ian could only look at him with expressions full of regret.
“How did that guy!?”
Rahel Thousand, wearing a splint on one side, gritted his teeth. Every follower, including him, looked at Ian disdainfully.
Rahel, who had been the first to confront Ian and had been the first to be destroyed, barely overcame his injuries to stand up again.
However, healing his broken arm required time, leaving him completely unable to use one arm.
It was not a wound of glory.
It was a disgrace for the Department of Martial Arts, having suffered its first defeat at the hands of a Department of Magic freshman.
“Don’t worry. The Prince plans to put him in his place soon.”
“It’s also a great opportunity to legally crush those Department of Magic freshmen punks.”
“Hahaha!”
“They’ll be begging for mercy in tears, pleading for just one chance.”
After making such incoherent remarks, his followers retreated. Ian had been observing them from before.
‘They’re aiming for the exchange matches, it seems.’
The inter-department exchange matches.
It was a long-standing tradition between the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts and one of the core educational processes at the Academy.
A mage didn’t always face other mages.
In the real world, they often clashed more with knights or martial artists.
The same applied to martial artists.
The beings they considered most troublesome were mages.
Especially, knights, the highest class among martial artists, considered magical countermeasures a mandatory part of their training.
Hence, the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts regularly held exchange matches to enhance their respective combat capabilities.
However, due to varying levels of achievement by grade, typically, unless there were special circumstances, they would spar against those of the same grade.
In other words, Ian’s opponents would be the first-year students of the Department of Martial Arts, including Helios.
‘It would be fortunate if they only targeted me, but they probably intend to crush all our department’s freshmen.’
He felt uneasy, worrying that his peers might suffer because of him. But the solution turned out to be surprisingly simple.
‘If I beat them down before they can, that’s that. I already know the skills of the followers.’
A smile appeared on Ian’s lips.
He had already reached the strength equivalent of a 4-circle mage.
He thought that if he fought properly without underestimating them, he could give the freshman martial artists a proper lesson.
Having directly subdued the assassin Dimon, he had gained confidence.
He believed he could do anything.
“Baron Iaaaaaaaan!”
A familiar voice called out.
As he looked over, he saw Milo and Edel waving and running towards him.
However, as soon as Milo got close, he bowed his head.
“Oh, my lord the Baron. Have you returned? This humble servant will escort you to the dormitory!”
“Why all of a sudden?”
“I am the loyal servant of Baron Ian. Hehehe.”
‘If he had a tail, wouldn’t he be wagging it enthusiastically?’
Milo was busy bowing as if he had become a footman.
No, rather than a footman, he resembled a very large puppy. His eyes were a bit sly, though.
“Did you eat something bad today?”
“How could you say such a hurtful thing? I have always respected Baron Ian!”
“What’s wrong with him?”
Ian asked Edel, who sighed and raised both hands, indicating it was hopeless.
It was clear that Milo had come running after hearing the rumor about the 50 billion shillings reward.
Ian chuckled.
‘This is so like Milo.’
He had received a lot of help from Milo.
Without him, Ian wouldn’t have known about Fredrick’s death, and he could have ended up swallowed by the Hamel Trading Company.
He thought he should treat Milo to something nice somewhere someday.
“Okay, Milo. Could you take care of this luggage for me?”
“How could I refuse? My lord.”
Ian handed his handbag to Milo, who hugged it tightly with both hands.
“I need to meet with the Dean, so go to the dorm and wait for me. It might take a while.”
“I will wait with a joyful heart until you return!”
“Do as you please.”
Ian then went straight to the Dean’s office.
Jessica was waiting for him inside.
“I heard you made quite an achievement, didn’t you? I heard the story from Investigator Logos. It seems they’re full of praise over there. The Royal Tax Bureau was also targeting the Hamel Trading Company.”
Thanks to Ian, it looked like the stage was set. The Royal Tax Bureau could take advantage without lifting a finger.
The Oracle Family not only received compensation, but the Hamel Trading Company also had to undergo investigations by the court and the tax bureau.
Small branches and noble families were demanding contract termination, making its downfall just a matter of time.
Even if the Hamel Trading Company managed to rise again by sheer luck, it was commonly agreed in the industry that they would never regain their former glory.
“It’s all thanks to your help, Dean. I couldn’t have done anything alone.”
“Wasn’t it Professor Frost who helped you, then?”
Jessica subtly expressed her jealousy.
She had learned about everything Professor Frost had done to assist Ian from the beginning.
Now there was no story left to hide.
Everything had returned to its place.
“It was a bit difficult to ask for your help, Dean.”
“Why is that?”
“Well, you are the Dean, and I’m just a freshman in the Department of Magic. It’s hard to meet like this unless it’s something special, isn’t it?”
“That’s a bit disappointing, but I can’t argue with the truth.”
Professor Frost, being an academic advisor, could be involved in a student’s personal life, but the Dean was different.
Ian pointed out exactly that.
“Anyway, the rumor of you becoming immensely wealthy has spread throughout the Academy. Not just the Academy, but there’s probably no one in the royal capital who hasn’t heard.”
Jessica spoke seriously.
Ian seemed to understand what she was concerned about.
“It’s because I’m young, and you’re worried, right?”
“Indeed. Even though you’re the head of a noble family, 50 billion shillings is an amount that even most nobles struggle to handle. And you’re holding onto it in cash.”
Ian, now 19 and the head of a baron family, hadn’t even debuted in social circles.
A model student of the Academy who was more familiar with books than people.
These traits would be appetizing to fraudsters, making him an easy target.
“So, I think it’s best to be selective about whom you meet. Nobles are already lining up to meet you, aren’t they?”
“For now, that’s true. But since there’s the potion business, I can’t avoid meeting people entirely.”
“That’s what worries me. Even if things worked out this time, the world is wide, and there are many nasty people out there.”
“Don’t worry.”
“What gives you such confidence?”
Ian explained calmly with a smile.
“Do you know what common trait people who get scammed have? It’s greed. They get into trouble because they want to earn just a little bit more. But I’m not really interested in money. I have no intention of increasing my wealth. Rather, what one should worry about are the people who approach me with ulterior motives. I’d better be careful not to follow in the footsteps of the Hamel Trading Company.”
“Wow, that’s quite some confidence.”
“Because now I don’t need to be embarrassed.”
Jessica nodded.
Ian had reached the level of a 4-circle mage.
With such skills, he was more than qualified even upon graduating from the academy.
“So, what did you purchase? You must have pocketed some advance payment before receiving your compensation. A new mansion? Or an artifact? As a mage, having a nice staff wouldn’t be a bad choice.”
“I installed a communication sphere in the mansion. And I got a set of clothes tailored for each worker.”
“… You mean the mansion didn’t even have a communication sphere?”
Jessica looked at Ian with both surprise and curiosity. She hadn’t imagined that there wouldn’t be a communication sphere.
“It’s fine now that we have one. If my father were here, he might have asked why I bought such a thing.”
“Indeed, if your Father Lefevre were around, he might have said something similar.”
Jessica remembered Lefevre, who stubbornly adhered to principles but occasionally showed incredible creativity. A faint, nostalgic smile appeared on her face.
Observing Jessica’s dramatic change in expression, a thought crossed Ian’s mind.
It had been over ten years since his father disappeared from the world.
Was it easy to make such expressions while reminiscing after all that time?
Ian wanted to confirm something.
“Dean, if it’s not too much trouble, I’d like to invite you to the mansion next time. I’m thinking of hosting a small party, and if it’s okay, please come with Professor Frost.”
“The Oracle Family hosting a party?”
“Is it not allowed?”
“It was unimaginable. When Senior Lefevre was around. He was someone who didn’t quite understand parties.”
“I am not like that. I am young, after all.”
“Does that mean I’m old?”
“No way.”
For a brief moment, they laughed openly, setting aside their respective statuses.
Ian felt that this incident had brought him closer to Jessica, just as it had brought him closer to Professor Frost by resolving the Mana Concentration Disorder.
“Unfortunately, the Dean of the Department of Magic doesn’t usually associate with an ordinary professor. No matter how much Professor Frost was a senior in my department, he isn’t now, right?”
“Then there’s no helping it. I’ll just have to invite you separately.”
“That’s not what I meant!”
Jessica had intended to raise Ian as her protégé, but over time, he seemed to be becoming more and more like Frost, which was frustrating.
“Well, I guess there’s no helping it. Sometimes, I need to listen to the concerns of a low-ranking professor. I’ll try to arrange the timing with Professor Frost. It would be best after the standard exams, don’t you think?”
“That seems best. Even though I was away briefly, there’s a mountain of work piled up. I’ve fallen behind on assignments too.”
“Regular exams aside, there’s something else you need to prepare for.”
Was she referring to the interdepartmental Exchange Battle?
He thought not. It didn’t seem like something Jessica would advise on, as it was a matter to be handled by regular faculty.
“You should visit the Tower of Magic soon. The Magic Society will open shortly, and you’ll receive an invitation too.”
“The Magic Society?”
“This shouldn’t be the first time you’re hearing about it, is it?”
Jessica smirked teasingly. Indeed, he’d heard about it from Professor Frost before.
“Since you published a paper this time, you might attend with Isera. So it would be wise to prepare yourself mentally.”
“Understood. I’ll discuss it well with Professor Frost and prepare accordingly.”
“Why do you need to discuss it with Professor Frost?”
“Well, he’s currently my advisor. As is Senior Isera.”
“Sigh…”
Jessica felt like she had been outdone by Professor Frost once again.
Her position was significantly higher, yet she couldn’t understand why these things kept happening.
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After finishing the meeting, Ian Oracle stepped outside.
Even though the sun was setting, Milo Vinettia and Edel were waiting for him at the entrance of the building. They were truly reliable companions, no matter when he saw them.
“Sorry, I’m a bit late.”
“Why would you say such a disappointing thing? Thanks to you, our academy life has blossomed. We could wait until dawn if needed. We might even lay down and sleep here for a few days. Isn’t that right, Edel?”
“Exactly!”
Seeing Edel agreeing so happily, it seemed that something had happened while Ian was away.
“Ian, do you know what the hottest topic at the academy is right now?”
“The heating tank of the potion distillation apparatus?”
“Phew!”
That’s how theoretical mages were.
They took jokes seriously, but Milo held his tongue. After all, the one with money were this big brother and the professor.
“While you were away, representatives from the Bahamut Trading Company came to the academy. And naturally, rumors spread about the contract we made.”
“Oh, that?”
It was the contract where they would share 25% of the profits earned from the potion-related business.
“Considering that our share from the contract money we received from the Bahamut Trading Company this time was 2.5 billion, it’s no wonder rumors are spreading. We’ll also take a share of the royalties in the future, right?”
“Seems you’ll be busy buying drinks.”
“The number of date proposals has increased too!”
Milo’s eyes grew serious.
A resolve to succeed this time could be felt.
“That’s a big deal. Creating something from 0 to 1 is incredibly difficult. It’s much easier to go from 1 to 10.”
“Pfft!”
Edel covered his mouth, trying to hold back his laughter.
However, the dim-witted Milo didn’t grasp Ian’s implication.
It was a nod to the fact that Milo had never succeeded in getting a date.
“Wait. Something seems off. Was that a compliment?”
“Think of it as you like.”
“Puhahaha!”
Eventually, Edel couldn’t hold it in and burst out laughing.
It was only then that Milo realized Ian’s words hadn’t been a compliment.
“They’re thriving over there.”
A group of students observed the lively scene.
Familiar names spilled out of their mouths.
“Ian Oracle, Milo Vinettia, Edel Heinz… Aren’t they something else? Honestly, I thought they were just a bunch of troublemakers, but opinions have completely changed now.”
They were freshmen from the Department of Magic.
Among them were the figures of Sebastian and Ophelia.
To be precise, they were the newly formed first-year student council officers of the Department of Magic.
Student council President Sebastian and Vice President Ophelia hailed from prestigious families in the kingdom, and the other officers also came from quite well-known families.
In short, they were the elites among the freshmen.
“Hahaha. What’s so great about them?”
Sebastian shrugged his shoulders.
“Around 50 billion isn’t even a lot of money. There’s nothing to be envious of. It’d be much better to unearth a cool artifact from a ruin later on.”
“But with that money, you could buy lots of potions and items, right?”
One of the officers questioned.
Sebastian placed a suave hand on his shoulder.
“My naive friend, you know one thing but not the other, huh? So, do you think Ian got successful just by throwing money around?”
“That’s not it.”
Everyone present knew what had happened between Ian and the Hamel Trading Company.
“The real thing to note is not that he got rich, but that he singlehandedly brought down the Hamel Trading Company. Do you know what kind of place the Hamel Trading Company was? Even the high-ranking nobles couldn’t mess with it easily.”
The excited expressions of the student council officers faded away.
There wasn’t a single noble who hadn’t been taken advantage of by the Hamel Trading Company at least once.
“Well, you can’t forget that they recklessly incurred the Royal Family’s wrath… But Ian bringing them down was totally unexpected. In other words, Ian is truly an unexpected fellow.”
Sebastian had a clever mind.
Although he didn’t show it on the surface, he was competitive and full of ambition.
He envied Ian and felt a significant amount of jealousy.
In short, Sebastian was an ambitious person.
Otherwise, he wouldn’t have run for the student council presidency.
However, he wasn’t an ordinary heir.
Setting his jealousy aside for a moment, he thought about how he could effectively use Ian.
‘The inter-department exchange battle is coming up soon.’
Currently, the primary adversary of the Department of Magic was the Department of Martial Arts.
They believed that if they harnessed Ian’s abilities, they could effectively withstand the oncoming waves.
“Now, it’s undeniable that his skills must be acknowledged. A family without any standing is making a name for itself across the entire kingdom. Not just anyone can achieve that.”
“What’s gotten into my oppa?”
Ophelia asked sardonically.
Sebastian clicked his tongue and gestured with his finger.
“Recognizing someone’s skill doesn’t cost anything. Even if it feels a bit unpleasant, if used wisely, it can become a very solid breakwater. In this harsh world, you can’t survive by relying solely on pride.”
“Indeed, that’s our student council president for you!”
“He’s on a different level!”
The members marveled.
It was an obvious reaction since he had composed the student council of people who followed his words well.
However, Ophelia was a bit different.
“Indeed, old habits die hard.”
She remarked coldly while crossing her arms.
Sebastian’s mouth smiled, but his eyes sharpened.
“What might be bothering our lady?”
“You make others do your dirty work without even stepping up yourself. That habit hasn’t changed.”
“……”
As Sebastian waved his hand, the members moved aside.
Smirking, he patted Ophelia’s shoulder.
Slap!
But Ophelia brushed his hand away.
“I wish you’d stop doing this. It leads to misunderstandings when others see.”
“Misunderstandings?”
Sebastian was puzzled, though he found it somewhat amusing, curious about what had changed her so.
Then suddenly, he recalled a rumor he’d heard recently.
“That’s not a misunderstanding. Everyone thinks we’re dating, don’t they?”
“What nonsense. I’ve never agreed to that.”
“Well, that’s disappointing. Master Hunka would find it very displeasing if he heard that.”
It was always like this.
Sebastian would subtly threaten her by mentioning his father.
In the past, she let it slide, but now she found such behavior distasteful.
“Do as you wish. I don’t particularly care what my father says.”
“It’s not the situation to say that, is it?”
His words were laden with implications.
There had been a professor’s rebellion incident, and Ophelia was a lady of the Marquis Drias family.
Eventually, she was in a position where she had to marry for the benefit of the family.
Among the suitors, the most likely candidate was Sebastian from the Marquis Kent family.
Therefore, the Marquis Hunka highly favored Sebastian.
“What do you mean it’s not the situation?”
“Because you are a lady of the Marquis Drias family.”
In the past, such a statement would have broken her spirit.
Being born a noble lady was a destiny she couldn’t fight.
However, Ophelia laughed.
“Oppa. Please, keep your mouth shut.”
“You…”
Sebastian was genuinely taken aback.
A sense of alienation washed over him.
This wasn’t the Ophelia he knew.
“Before being a lady, I am a mage. Maybe not as someone from the Drias family, but I plan to follow my path as a mage. It’s not a matter for you to dictate, oppa.”
“So, are you saying you’ll abandon your father’s and family’s expectations?”
“Who abandoned expectations first?”
Only then did Sebastian realize why Ophelia had become so cynical.
She was likely upset that he hadn’t visited her when she was confined in solitary after the incident.
“That was something unavoidable. Put yourself in my shoes. If it had been me, don’t you think you would have acted the same way?”
“Sigh, you still don’t get it, oppa.”
That was Sebastian’s misconception.
Truthfully, she was disappointed he hadn’t come. However, the change she underwent was not due to Sebastian’s abandonment.
Everything stemmed from Ian.
Ophelia was more acutely aware than ever of her identity as a mage and her responsibilities as a spirit mage.
And the one who had helped her deeply feel these emotions was not an academy professor but Ian himself.
Though she didn’t want to admit it, Ophelia was significantly influenced by Ian.
“At first, I entered the academy just to pass the time. I thought I could spend my time this way, but now I can’t do that anymore.”
“So, what do you want to do?”
“I want to become stronger. I also want to learn things I didn’t know before.”
“It’s because of that guy, isn’t it?”
Sebastian scoffed.
He had heard stories from Ophelia’s friends, whom he had coincidentally met some time ago.
They had met unexpectedly at a pub and ended up sitting together.
“Ian Oracle. Did you take a liking to him? Well, he did save your honor, so it’s understandable to be momentarily confused. But that guy…”
“There you go again. That nonsense.”
Ophelia interrupted him.
“I’m a person of the Marquis of Drias’ household. Do you think I would associate with the head of a baron’s family?”
Her voice was haughty yet confident, leaving no room for doubt about what she said.
“But as a mage, Ian Oracle is a very intriguing person. That’s why. So don’t mingle unnecessary things. It’s unpleasant.”
“Attracted to him magically, though he ranks the lowest in magical prowess? Even a passing dog would laugh.”
Sebastian’s expression turned harsh.
If she had said she was attracted to Ian as a man, he might have laughed it off.
After all, temporary flings were something any noble could experience.
But Ophelia compared Ian’s abilities as a mage, which suggested, not directly though, that she considered Ian far superior to Sebastian.
Sebastian wasn’t too dull not to perceive that.
He was a man.
And a high-ranking noble in the kingdom who hated losing in competitions. Therefore, he couldn’t just let Ophelia’s words slide.
“No need to dress it up, Ophelia. It’s natural for people to be drawn to people.”
His twisted feelings showed clearly in his tone.
Sebastian’s one corner of his mouth rose unnaturally.
“Isn’t it just embarrassing for you? You can’t admit you’re drawn to a guy like him unless you attach some reason to it. You might be drawn to him, but you wouldn’t want to be the subject of finger-pointing. Am I wrong?”
“Not at all. You’re completely mistaken.”
Ophelia looked at Sebastian with a piercing glare. But then her expression softened, realizing that there was no point in arguing further.
“Weren’t we never meant to discuss things like this between us? It’s not us, but the families that make decisions anyway.”
“Soon enough, everything in my family’s hands will be determined by me.”
“But not now, is it?”
Ophelia responded calmly and then turned away. She walked towards the direction where Ian and his friends had disappeared.
Sebastian’s expression, quite unfitting for his usual slick demeanor, was rather complicated.
“You better align yourself well, Ophelia.”
* * *
Having returned to his dormitory after a long time, Ian organized his desk.
He piled up assignments due within the week in a nearby spot and placed books he had to study a bit farther away.
‘Guess I won’t be able to get to bed on time today.’
No matter how much one studied, if assignments weren’t completed on time, it was all in vain.
This place was an academy, not a research lab.
“You’re not heading to the library to study as soon as you arrive, are you?”
“I have to do assignments today. I’ve also missed a few days of classes, so I need to catch up.”
Edel handed him a notebook just then.
“These are notes from the classes. You probably won’t need them much, but I prepared them just in case.”
“Thank you, really.”
It was an unexpected gift.
Ian flipped through the notebook, checking its contents.
It was neatly filled with pretty handwriting.
“Milo helped a bit, too. I don’t know much about magic, so it was hard to organize on my own.”
“Milo did?”
“Ahem!”
Milo crossed his arms and cleared his throat several times.
Considering his ego, being at the top of the class wouldn’t make him this humble.
“He didn’t help, he pushed the note-taking onto you. He always borrows notes, claiming it’s a hassle to write his own.”
“Uh, yes, that’s true.”
“Hey! Ah! How can you admit that there? Ian, you too. When a person has helped, you should thank them, right?”
“Thanks, Milo.”
“Treat me.”
“I’ll treat you generously.”
“But first, I have to collect something.”
With his arm around Ian’s neck, Milo gave him a knowing look.
“You rascal. What did you do with senior Isera that night when you two were alone?”
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“That night with Isera senior? What are you talking about?”
“The night we were attacked. Didn’t you leave saying you were going to talk separately while drinking? I came to my senses and it was morning.”
“Oh, that time?”
Ian Oracle seemed to remember the moment when he had called Isera Hebraim to the office for a private discussion.
Not knowing the specifics, he had explained the situation to her, who had offered her assistance.
As time passed, Ian returned to find Milo Vinettia and Edel slumped over, asleep on the sofa.
“There was nothing going on. We just talked about various things and played with this little guy. It seemed the senior was quite fond of him.”
Ian stroked the cat, Goyang.
The cat yawned and lay down, appearing tired.
“Suspicious.”
“Indeed. Suspicious.”
Now, even Edel began to suspect Ian.
“Is it believable that a young man and woman spent time alone in a room and nothing happened?”
“Exactly. Makes no sense.”
Edel, who seemed to be connecting the dots at just the right times, appeared to Ian as the smartest among them.
“Well, whatever your thoughts, nothing unfolded as you imagine, so rest easy.”
“Are you a herbivore? Or maybe you’ve got issues with your reproductive abilities?”
“I can’t speak for the former, but definitely not the latter.”
With arms crossed, Milo started mimicking Ian’s voice.
“A hypothesis is only accepted as theory after empirical validation. Prove the hypothesis that you’re no eunuch.”
“Hahaha.”
Edel laughed, finding it amusing.
Ian suddenly realized that he might have come across as a bit annoying when he spoke like that.
“Even if you say it like that, there’s nothing I can do. I honestly wanted to reciprocate by inviting her to a meal, but she kept turning me down. Just getting to know her has been problematic.”
“Ah, indeed, only the kingdom’s top beauty won’t meet just any man.”
“Ian isn’t just any man, is he?”
“Why do you keep siding with Ian?”
“I was just stating the truth.”
Milo wasn’t fond of Edel.
It wasn’t because Edel praised Ian, but because he never once praised him.
“Anyway, being in the senior position must play a part too. It’s difficult for a senior to give their heart to a junior, especially in the strict environment of the Department of Magic.”
“But isn’t it better than the Department of Martial Arts? I’ve heard it’s almost like having a superior there rather than a senior.”
“They’re an unredeemable bunch, loving their military games.”
“Were your brothers like that too?”
Milo flinched at Ian’s sharp question.
“Don’t touch on family. Anyway, we should be focusing on how Ian can win Isera Hebraim’s heart. Think of a way! Think!”
“Milo. I’ve been curious about something.”
“What is it?”
“Why are you so desperate to pair the senior and me together?”
“Obviously, because if you do well, I’ll get introduced to someone.”
Milo spoke as if it was the most natural thing, and Ian realized that Milo was counting on him for introductions.
Milo’s consistency was something he appreciated.
“People attract those like themselves. If Senior Isera is such a beauty, incredible beauties must surround her!”
“Do you think people are some kind of merchandise that is just available?”
“Anyway! Whether it’s a thesis idea or something else, entice her to come out! In my opinion, it doesn’t seem like she lacks interest in you.”
Going on a date with Isera Hebraim.
It would be a lie to say Ian never thought about it.
He just hadn’t had a moment to seriously consider it, given how busy he had been since enrolling.
Isera was undeniably captivating, a person who couldn’t easily be dismissed from anyone’s mind.
Even Helios, the Prince of Sonokin, and Sebastian of Marquis Kent are smitten with her. Sebastian had even threatened Ian to keep away from her.
Many other noble sons were also captivated by Isera’s beauty.
Of course, Ian also felt an attraction to her.
However, unlike the others, he was drawn to different aspects of her.
Not just her appearance, but her mind—specifically, her knowledge and application of magic, and her dedication to research—were things that he found alluring.
In many ways, she surpassed him.
It wasn’t just about her skill level.
She demonstrated incredible insights in unexpected areas.
‘Like when we discovered the new spell formula for Lightning Spell. I’ll never forget that.’
Isera demonstrated through experimentation that her interpretation of the aphorism wasn’t incorrect.
At the time, Ian had been so flustered that he had deployed shield magic in the library. However, Isera, with her cool judgment, had shown that it was not an illusion.
Such insight could not be obtained through mere effort.
It was an innate ability.
“Edel, you’re somewhat feminine, so you understand women’s hearts, don’t you? Come up with a good idea instead of just being amused by it.”
“Hmm, wouldn’t time solve everything on its own?”
“Time?”
“We’ve only been enrolled for two months. It’s only been that long since Ian met Senior Isera. We’ll be spending at least another three years together, so there’s no need to rush things, right?”
Ian thought the same.
Unnatural measures could cause side effects, much like magic could.
“Well, we’re not in a hurry to get involved in youthful endeavors right now, are we? There’s an upcoming standard exam and mana measurement we need to take care of. We don’t have the leisure to just sit around and chat idly. If you end up failing, all the romantic projects you want to undertake will be a total failure.”
“Tch.”
The standard exam was incredibly important, to the point that it determined the future of academy students. No one was going to accept a date request from someone who failed.
On the other hand, Edel hesitated about something.
His expressions were easy to read, so Ian asked.
“If you have something to say, just say it.”
“Oh, um… if it’s okay this week, how about coming over to my place for dinner?”
“This week?”
Ian thought he understood why Edel was hesitant.
With both of them feeling pressured, it didn’t seem appropriate to extend a dinner invitation.
“It feels like it’s been getting postponed. If it’s just dinner, it shouldn’t be an issue….”
“Sure. Let’s give it a try.”
“Really?”
Edel beamed as Ian easily agreed.
Milo voiced his discontent.
“Wouldn’t going out right before the exam put a lot of pressure on us?”
“I need to go eventually. I have to see Edel’s father about the herb supply matter. Taking care of this side of things will help me prepare for the exam with a more relaxed mind.”
“Well, that’s true too. We also have to participate in the project.”
Milo nodded in understanding.
With the contract fully established with the Bahamut Trading Company, it wasn’t just the standard exam that required the trio’s focus.
The people pivotal in establishing the potion manufacturing patent were obligated to involve themselves in the business.
Especially Milo, who had been building his career at Professor Maxim’s laboratory in the Department of Natural Sciences.
He was making his path.
Ian was interested in a slightly different matter.
He wanted to meet Edel’s father at least once.
“A man dedicated to his craft. Even though the field is somewhat different, there’s always something to learn.”
Regardless, during freshman year, everyone attended the common healing magic courses. Learning healing wasn’t disadvantageous at all, because no one goes through life unscathed.
“When the date is settled, let Milo know. I’ll keep that day free.”
“Sure!”
“I’m looking forward to it. Experiencing life as commoners! That’s something you can’t buy with money, right?”
“Don’t tease too much.”
Ian went back to his desk and opened his book.
Just then, there was a knock on the door, but Ian ignored it and resumed studying.
Milo, however, ran to the door.
“Hey, Ian.”
Ian turned his head.
Milo’s expression looked unusual.
“An incredible visitor has arrived?”
Could it be Professor Frost?
As Milo opened the door completely, the identity of the incredible guest was revealed.
“Ophelia?”
Ian was quite surprised.
She was the epitome of nobility.
She had always disliked this room, shared by the head of a poor family, a commoner, and an irregular member of a swordsmanship family.
Yet, she had come here.
“What brings you here?”
“She says she’d like to talk. With you, Ian.”
Ian closed his book for a moment and stepped outside.
It seemed she had no intention of entering.
Unlike Gaus, she was a woman.
Rumors of her entering a male student’s room would be damaging.
“What’s going on?”
Ophelia did not readily answer.
She merely stared at Ian with slightly complex eyes.
“If you have nothing to say, just go back. I’m a bit busy right now.”
“Why did you hide it?”
“Hide what?”
It was a conversation completely out of context.
Ophelia, biting her lip, continued to speak.
“That you were being threatened by the Hamel Trading Company.”
“Oh, that. Well, should I go around spreading it? It’s not something good.”
“Even though you were having such a hard time, you still thought to help me…”
Ophelia’s head dipped slightly.
Meanwhile, peeking through the slightly open door, Milo and Edel watched the scene with serious expressions.
Even though they couldn’t hear the conversation well from the other side of the corridor, there was a sense of rejection in the atmosphere.
“Finally, all the mysteries are solved.”
“How so?”
“Ian wasn’t a weakling after all. Quite the opposite, in fact. A stamina king! Not even satisfied with just Senior Isera.”
“As expected, Ian is the best!”
“Why does everything end up like that with you?”
“Meow.”
At some point, a cat peeked its head through the crack in the door.
“That story was over already, wasn’t it?”
Unaware of the tremendous stories being exchanged, Ian spoke to Ophelia.
“I told you before, it wasn’t to help you.”
“No matter how I think about it, that doesn’t seem right.”
“What makes you say that?”
“I heard you crushed Rahel from the Department of Martial Arts recently and you also crushed the head of the Hamel Trading Company.”
Ophelia raised her head.
Her eyes, clear under the moonlight, trembled slightly.
“The Ian I understand is a person whose actions are clear. You return what you receive, no, you return it several times over. Terrifying… person.”
“So, it’s strange because I didn’t retaliate but actually helped you?”
“Isn’t it?”
“Well.”
Ian couldn’t hastily refute.
He perceived it wasn’t a simple emotional conversation.
Ian felt as if she had glimpsed a side of himself he didn’t know.
“You didn’t harm me, did you? Everyone talks behind people’s backs. Avenging gossip is a bit excessive.”
“So then…”
“You shouldn’t worry. There are people you dislike without any reason as you go about life.”
Ophelia felt a sense of peace in a corner of her mind.
But it was only temporary.
“Moreover, to hang out with Sebastian’s group, you inevitably have to put me down. I think I know a bit about Sebastian too. As the years progress, conflicts will intensify.”
Ophelia’s expression darkened once more.
She also understood her position within the academy.
Over time, she would inevitably grow distant from Ian, especially if she stayed with Sebastian.
Suddenly, Ian’s advice to choose sides wisely crossed her mind.
“So, don’t act so timidly. That looks awkward on you somehow.”
Ian’s final words struck a blow.
It suggested that criticizing and denouncing suited her.
Ian returned to his room.
She had only come to congratulate him.
Yet, Ophelia couldn’t bring up the topic.
“Sigh.”
A deep lethargy overwhelmed Ophelia.
At that moment, she heard a presence behind her.
Startled, she turned her head.
Someone in a robe was looking her way.
The figure held a staff symbolizing a second-year student, but they had pulled their hood down deeply, hiding their face.
“Senior?”
Apart from being her senior, she could discern nothing else.
The person, who had been staring at her for quite a while, quietly descended the stairs again.
As if they hadn’t been there from the start.
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The standard exams were just a week away.
Ian tackled his backlog of assignments one by one.
Thanks to having an outstanding theoretical mage as his father, there were no difficult tasks in his magic theory assignments.
In terms of theory, Ian surpassed most graduates by a large margin.
Moreover, due to the incredibly neat notes from Edel, he quickly kept up with the course progress.
Ian made a leap to a new realm after forming a contract with a spirit.
Whether in theory or practical, there wasn’t a class he couldn’t handle yet, considering he was only a first-year student.
Nevertheless, Ian studied familiar material as if he were encountering it for the first time, cautiously absorbing the knowledge.
He understood better than anyone that revising was just as crucial as preparing in advance.
“Ugh! These exams are going to drain me dry! Alright, let’s see who outlasts who!”
“If someone hears you, they might actually think you study hard.”
“I’m telling you, this is studying really hard!”
Milo grumbled.
“That’s true.”
Ian had to admit it.
The fear of the standard exams was clear when even Milo, who seemed destined to never set foot in the Great Library, was frequenting it.
The three of them were now leaving the dormitory and heading to the lecture hall for Professor Frost’s class.
“By the way, who do you think will take the top rank this time? Is it the rising star, Ian Oracle, again?”
Just as Ian was about to say something, Milo waved his hand to stop him.
“Don’t! I know exactly what you’re going to say. You’ll probably say something like, ‘Milo, it’s not the scores that matter. It’s about what you learn in the process.'”
He mimicked Ian’s tone.
Edel, listening beside him, laughed in amusement.
Mimicking Ian was gradually becoming Milo’s hobby.
“Someone who knows that would do such a thing?”
“It’s just complaints. It’s not like I can complain to the professors, can I?”
“Try it. It’d be funny.”
“Are you trying to get me kicked out of the academy to raise your mana ranking?”
Come to think of it, he hadn’t mentioned something important.
He had reached the 4th circle.
The results measured with Professor Frost’s help showed a score of 1750.
He didn’t know how much progress Zickhardt had made, who had recorded 1482 and was currently in first place, but surely he hadn’t increased his mana score by over 300 in such a short period.
‘It’s nice not to have to manage my expression this time.’
During the last mana measurement, he had paid attention to his behavior to give the impression that he was hiding his strength.
But now, there was no need for that.
His control over magic and mana had found some balance.
If the upcoming magic conference ended successfully, Ian’s name would be more widely recognized.
Then, Milo, who was leading, suddenly stopped.
“That guy….”
Zickhardt was standing there.
This was the path leading from the dormitory to the lecture hall.
He was leaning against one side as if waiting for someone.
It was naturally suspicious.
Zickhardt usually moved alone and preferred to keep his whereabouts unknown.
Moreover, there was a lecture approaching. There was no reason for him to spend time here.
“Is he looking for us?”
As if answering the mumble, Zickhardt blocked their path with a faint smile.
“Ian Oracle. I heard you caused quite a stir this time, huh? You’re more impressive than I thought. Not just anywhere, you managed to wipe out the Hamel Trading Company in one go!”
Zickhardt slowly approached. It seemed he had business with Ian.
“Go ahead inside first.”
“Isn’t it better if we’re around?”
“Do you really think he’ll want to fight?”
“There are more crazy people in the academy than you might think. Those who think they can do anything by just throwing a handkerchief…”
“Are you talking about me?”
“Nope.”
“Don’t worry, just go.”
The two roommates were concerned for Ian. However, since Ian insisted he was fine, they reluctantly proceeded to the classroom.
Yet, Milo was known at the academy as the emperor of grudges.
He pretended to enter the lecture hall but stealthily peeked his head out to watch Ian.
Edel did the same.
“You seem to have gained quite a bit of trust from your friends.”
Without even turning around, Zickhardt seemed to sense the presence of Milo and Edel.
It was a remarkable skill.
“Well, it just happened. But I didn’t expect you to know the meaning of the word ‘friend’.”
“Friend, peer, colleague—all useless words. Friendship? Loyalty? They’re just messy emotions that tie you down when it’s important. I assure you, one day you’ll be caught by these worthless emotions. You might even lose your life because of them.”
Ian, arms crossed, smirked.
“It seems like friendship and loyalty are emotions you’ve never experienced, so isn’t it presumptuous to call them messy?”
“Just because one hasn’t experienced something doesn’t mean they don’t understand it.”
“It doesn’t seem like you’re here to congratulate me, but rather to confront me. I remember a merchant I met recently making the exact expression you’re wearing now.”
It was very much like the look of Hamel’s owner just before getting arrested.
Different form, but the same aura.
“No matter how I think about it, there’s no reason for you to appear before me at this time.”
It wasn’t merely an intuitive conclusion but a logical deduction.
Ian had no real connection with Zickhardt.
The only thing linking them, if one insisted on finding something, was being in the same Department of Magic.
Since enrolling, Zickhardt had treated Ian as if he didn’t exist. Even if they encountered each other on the street by chance, he wouldn’t spare him a glance.
It was the same for anyone else besides Ian.
He ignored Sebastian and Ophelia too.
Other peers couldn’t even approach him in the first place.
Yet, here he was, blocking Ian’s path.
And at such a peculiar time right after the collapse of the Hamel Trading Company.
“Is it because of the Hamel Trading Company?”
“That’s an interesting hypothesis.”
“When a company collapses, it’s not just the company’s people who suffer damage.”
Ian sneered lightly, mocking him.
“Whether they accepted bribes or whatever, the people who were sucking the honey offered by them would also have suffered. If a supply suddenly stops, it’s only natural to feel displeased. I expected that much.”
Ian stood directly in front of Zickhardt by then.
Soon, Ian’s hand reached out to fix Zickhardt’s crooked coat collar.
He spoke calmly, as if admonishing an errant child.
“But you’ve come to the wrong person. Shouldn’t someone like the head of the family come if they’re going to question me?”
“The head of the family? Hahaha. I don’t know what you’re talking about. Why should I care about money or power?”
The atmosphere shifted dramatically at that moment.
Zickhardt glared fiercely, thrusting his face close. His unpleasant breath swept over Ian’s face.
“… Thanks to you, the owner of the Hamel Trading Company experienced an indelible disgrace. He might never see the sunlight again in his life. There are things I personally need for him to repay for.”
“So, were you wronged by him too?”
“Rather the opposite.”
Zickhardt sneered.
The declaration of it being the opposite was truly unexpected.
It meant, rather than being wronged, he owed the owner a debt of gratitude.
Several nobles associated with the Hamel Trading Company had severed ties when the company collapsed.
They had to cover up their past wrongdoings.
However, it was the first time someone stepped forward claiming to repay a debt.
Ian’s eyes flashed sharply.
“If you say things like that, you might get dragged in for questioning by the intelligence bureau.”
“The intelligence bureau isn’t that stupid. Would they raid a count’s family with no decisive evidence? That would be foolish.”
Zickhardt seemed very confident as if he had calculated everything beforehand.
Ian paused to take a breath.
What kind of relationship with the head of the Hamel Trading Company would justify using a phrase like repaying a debt? Especially for someone as notoriously arrogant as Zickhardt.
There were countless unknowns.
“Well, Hamel should be grateful that he wasn’t executed. Although the underground prison is harsh, spending a lifetime reflecting isn’t the worst.”
“He’s a fool too. To be defeated by such a greenhorn.”
“Were you Hamel’s dog?”
“Hamel’s dog? A doggggg? Hahaha!”
The mad laughter.
Ian frowned.
He was genuinely angered.
“That’s the funniest story I’ve heard all year! Listen, kid. I am worlds apart from someone who was about to collapse under various influences. My family, strength, and abilities are all exceptional. Even looking objectively, don’t you think I’m too exceptional to be kept as someone’s pet?”
“Enough self-praise. I’m not impressed. My roommate is far better in that regard. So, what is it that you want to say?”
“I just thought I’d open the eyes and ears of our adorable underachiever.”
Zickhardt moved closer.
He whispered softly into Ian’s ear.
“Do you think the kingdom will become peaceful, and people happier, with the disappearance of the Hamel Trading Company? Given your limited insight, you might think so. But in the end, they are merely components.”
“The kingdom’s top company… merely components?”
“Tsk tsk! You still can’t see the forest for the trees. Surely you don’t believe that the kingdom of Sonokin is the one holding the continent’s supremacy?”
At that moment, a name arose in Ian’s mind.
‘The Empire!’
A vast nation occupying half the continent.
The kingdom of Sonokin was relatively strong among neighboring countries, but it couldn’t compare to the Empire.
The fact that several kingdoms had maintained peace in recent years was due to the Empire’s focus on other matters.
With extensive territory, the Empire’s main trading companies boasted enormous financial power. Additionally, they completely dominated the eastern coast, reaping astronomical profits from trade with other continents.
The use of the term ‘components’ by Zickhardt made sense if the Empire’s leading company was involved in this matter.
“Are you implying that the Empire is behind this?”
“Hey! Watch your mouth! If any passing nobles from the Empire heard that, there might be war!”
Feigning a fuss, he whispered once more.
“It’s merely one of the many companies in countless kingdoms that disappeared; why would they care? It’s nonsense.”
If the Hamel Trading Company and the Empire had been connected, some evidence should have emerged already in the raids and searches. However, the investigation concluded without significant findings.
“However.”
Zickhardt, with a sly expression, slightly turned his head back to make eye contact.
He wiggled one finger.
“It was enough of an incident for the name Ian Oracle to reach their ears. Even if I’m just a dog, they wouldn’t take kindly to someone harming a loyal and obedient one… To those with overwhelming power, there’s little difference in the value of an ordinary person or a dog, don’t you think? Hehehe… Hahahaha! I look forward to what’s to come, Ian Oracle.”
With those words, Zickhardt left.
‘I really should delve deeper into Zickhardt and Hamel. And also the Telomian family, and the Empire.’
Ian felt as if a giant storm was approaching.
But he walked with calm steps.
This was something he had undertaken knowing the risks.
If he was going to be scared, he would have quit the academy and secluded himself in his mansion by now.
Above all, as a mage, it was unacceptable.
‘The Empire.’
Ian recalled the hint Zickhardt had left. A smile spread across his face.
‘Things are about to get very interesting.’
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“What kind of grim conversation did you have?”
As soon as Ian entered the lecture hall, Milo questioned him.
Ian shrugged while opening his textbook.
“Just a casual inquiry?”
“Is that something to say? When did you two ever have such casual talks?”
“With exams around the corner, someone might just need a target to vent their frustrations on.”
Milo sighed deeply, shaking his head.
“Ian. It’s a bad habit to only open up when things go south. It’s better to talk about it beforehand. That way, we can prepare or do something.”
“I’ll tell you at the dorm later.”
After going through the process of disciplining the Hamel Trading Company, Ian had decided to revise his approach slightly. He decided it was worth accepting his companions’ goodwill, even if it was slightly risky.
It was the least he could do to repay the companions who extended their hands without expecting anything in return.
“But doesn’t something seem off?”
“What now?”
“It seems like we haven’t seen Isera lately.”
Ian clicked his tongue.
“That just means you haven’t been going to the library much.”
“No, why did the conversation shift to that? You said you’d write a thesis once the Hamel Trading Company ordeal was over. I thought you’d jump into it right away.”
Listening to this, Ian realized what Milo was implying.
Isera was a person with an insatiable academic curiosity.
She even offered to write a thesis for Ian when he said he had no time.
“Plus, we just went through a significant ordeal. I thought she’d have something to say about it, but there’s been no word, which is strange. The place Zickhardt occupied should have been Isera’s.”
“She must be busy.”
“Isn’t it meaningful that such a busy person managed to break out, come all the way to the Oracle estate, and deal with the assassins?”
Isera was a noble from a vassal state.
Her every action would be reported to the Sonokin Royal Family or intelligence agency, yet she acted boldly.
Ian had only recently realized why Isera was being monitored.
She was an exceptional mage, to the point that her potential was difficult to measure.
If Isera were to return to her homeland, the Kingdom of Roland, after graduating, it could pose a significant threat to the Kingdom of Sonokin.
‘It was wise to choose the Major in Theoretical Magic to avoid surveillance, but a needle in the pocket will eventually poke out.’
Meanwhile, Ian was concerned that Count Cage might summon him again.
When Helios had previously provoked him, Isera had helped him out.
And right after, Count Cage had summoned Ian to inquire about his connection to Isera.
In the end, nothing came of it, but it was clear that the Royal Family and high-ranking nobles of the academy were keeping an eye on Isera.
‘Well, the situation is somewhat different now.’
Back then, he was still new to the academy, so there was ample reason for suspicion.
But now, things have changed.
They conducted research together, participated in club activities, and were invited to magic conferences. By this degree, they could be considered close associates.
“There might be reasons we’re not aware of.”
“True. Even if they’re a Count’s family, their position is ambiguous, so the trading company might have made unreasonable demands.”
“Let’s pretend we don’t know.”
“I know that much, you fool.”
“I can’t stop worrying since I’ve witnessed your drunken antics.”
“Anyway! The real problem is women showing up in front of the dorm room. Imagine if that fact reaches Isera’s ears. She’d lose interest.”
“If you’re jealous, just admit it, Milo.”
“Ah…”
Edel’s casual remark deeply affected Milo, who then flopped onto his desk.
At that moment, the front door opened, and Professor Frost entered the room.
“Hello, Professor.”
“Good morning.”
The expressions of the students who greeted him lacked ease.
The pressure of the standard exams went beyond imagination.
Unlike the tension of measuring one’s mana, there was a different kind of anxiety present.
Mana measurement was, quite literally, measuring one’s mana using an objective meter. This meant that, no matter how hard one tried, their limits were evidently clear.
However, exams were different. Especially written exams, where results could greatly vary depending on the effort put in.
Because of this, some professors valued exam scores even higher than mana levels.
‘Furthermore, right after the standard exams, there’s the exchange event.’
This weighed heavily on the students’ minds.
Whether one’s skills were lacking or exemplary, the pressure increased all the same, as results from the exchange event, much like their mana measurement, would be widely known in social circles.
“You all look very lively. That’s a good attitude. However, if you get excessively nervous, you won’t perform to your full potential. Remember, exams don’t end with just one attempt.”
Professor Frost did not open the textbook as usual.
Today, he had prepared a slightly different topic to discuss.
“The standard exam is your first examination since admission. It’s a bit different from the mana measurement. Today, I will not conduct a usual class but instead give you advice on the exam.”
The students sighed in relief. Other professors hadn’t mentioned anything about the exams, and only Professor Frost, who understood the students’ positions well, was sharing such insights.
“There are mainly two types of standard exams. There’s the midterm during the semester and the final exam at the end. Edel Heinz.”
“Yes, Professor.”
“Do you know the difference between these two exams?”
Edel, a bit nervous, clenched his fist tightly and explained step by step.
“The midterm focuses on theoretical exams and the final focuses on practical exams. However, the emphasis can vary at the professors’ discretion!”
“Thank you. That was a very precise explanation.”
Edel sat down with a sense of relief. Professor Frost looked at the students and solemnly spoke.
“You will be taking a magic theory exam this time. Therefore, your grades will depend on how much you study. Also, exam scores will be posted on the school bulletin board.”
Although most students knew this, hearing it directly from the professor was not pleasant. In a way, it was more brutal than mana measurements.
At least the scores from the mana measurement were not posted on the board. However, exam scores were visible to other department students as well.
“In other words, your level will be exposed to others. I hope you perform well to avoid any embarrassment.”
“Professor.”
Sebastian raised his hand.
Professor Frost permitted him to speak.
“In what format will the exam be conducted? Other professors haven’t told us anything about the exams.”
“Before that, I need to clear up a misunderstanding.”
Professor Frost smiled widely and clasped his hands behind his back, strolling slowly around the lecture hall.
“The other professors are not keeping quiet about the exams to make it hard for you. The first-year course involves common exams. Exams are taken by subject only after specializations are determined. So, there’s no need for extra explanations. Just take the exam as you’ve studied.”
“What is the scope of the exam?”
“It includes everything you’ve learned so far and everything you will learn.”
The students’ faces became even gloomier.
It was obvious that what they had learned so far was part of the scope, but including everything they would learn meant the scope was virtually limitless.
“You are currently studying subjects from all schools of thought, much like a liberal arts course. What do you think that means?”
“To widen our perspectives.”
“That’s a good answer, but it feels a bit abstract.”
Professor Frost paused in his step, waiting for another answer, but the students couldn’t come up with more than what had just been given.
“Is it to apply knowledge across different schools of thought?”
“It’s a process of discovering which area you have more talent in before deciding on a specific major!”
Although all the answers received nods of satisfaction, Professor Frost didn’t have what he considered to be the correct answer.
At that moment, someone quietly raised their hand.
“Zickhardt?”
“Is that guy participating in class?”
“What wind blows him here?”
A murmur spread around them.
He had never actively participated in class before, but here he was, directly raising his hand.
“It’s been a while since you’ve come forward like this. It’s a very pleasant surprise.”
Professor Frost also pointed that out.
Zickhardt shrugged his shoulders.
“Everyone seems too foolish to grasp the core. So, I thought I should provide some guidance instead.”
It was a remark filled with arrogance.
Students from less prominent families didn’t dare say a word.
Zickhardt was a person who combined the power of his family with his own skills.
But Sebastian was different.
“Hey, Zickhardt. Who are you calling foolish? Withdraw that statement immediately!”
“Keh-keh-keh. Now that you’re the student council president, you’re finally making a noise. You feel like you’ve become something, don’t you? Flaunting such a facade only makes you foolish.”
“What did you say?”
If Professor Frost hadn’t been there, he would have immediately stirred mana.
“Both of you, stop it. Zickhardt, you’ve gone too far.”
“Ah, I’m sorry, Professor.”
Sebastian and some other students became even more enraged.
Despite apologizing, the corners of his mouth were slightly raised.
“What do you think the core is?”
“Isn’t it simple? I don’t know why everyone beats around the bush. Being eloquent does not increase one’s mana, after all. There’s only one reason to attend classes from different schools: to become stronger.”
It was an explanation that suited Zickhardt perfectly.
That single statement about becoming stronger was likely Zickhardt’s lifetime goal and worldview.
He seemed like someone who would do anything to become stronger.
“To become stronger… hmm. I think that’s a splendid answer. Indeed, strength is often a measure for many people.”
“What do you think, Professor?”
“Regrettably, my thoughts differ a bit.”
One of Zickhardt’s eyes twitched slightly.
It implied his answer had also missed the mark.
“I hope there isn’t any misunderstanding. There is no correct answer to this question. It’s just that what I think is a little different.”
“I’d like to hear your perspective, Professor.”
“It’s still too early. Someone in this classroom might understand my point of view.”
Naturally, his gaze drifted toward a particular place.
The students’ gazes followed Professor Frost’s, eventually landing on Ian, who was sitting there.
“What do you think, Ian Oracle? I have a feeling you might offer a different kind of answer.”
Ian stood up.
The room became so quiet that even the sound of breathing couldn’t be heard.
“Personally, Zickhardt’s answer about becoming stronger resonated with me quite a lot.”
Zickhardt, who had been watching, grinned widely.
Though it did not account for other classes, Ian’s prominence in Professor Frost’s class was significant.
Naturally, that made Zickhardt quite pleased that Ian had referenced his words.
“However, if it’s solely about becoming stronger, was there really a need to enroll in the academy?”
With that single statement, the favorable smile Zickhardt had completely reversed.
He no longer smiled.
The smile moved over to Ian.
“There are many ways to become stronger. Meeting a good mentor, or spending money on consuming many elixirs. Working at the Tower of Magic isn’t a bad method either. Yet, we are here, studying at the academy.”
Ian drew a rune in the air.
Buzz-buzz!
Above his hand, a lightning Spell unfolded.
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“Then shouldn’t we first consider why that’s the case?”
Ian Oracle raised the condensed Lightning Spell above his head so everyone could see it clearly.
The Lightning Spell thrashed energetically in his hand as if trying to escape, but Ian’s right hand remained firm, perfectly controlling the current.
“This is the Lightning Spell that mages have used for hundreds of years. It’s a typical 1st circle attack spell.”
The once-silent lecture hall began to buzz with murmurs.
“That’s incredible mana!”
“Isn’t that unaltered? The hand gestures seem similar to the ones we use.”
“Right, it’s a bit different from that altered spell he used against Rahel.”
“What kind of magical potion did that guy take?”
“Nobody would believe his mana is only at 77!”
The peers, unaware of the truth, were engrossed in their own speculations.
‘As expected, my guess was right.’
Thinking this, Sebastian frowned, convinced Ian had not fully participated in the measurement.
He believed all of this was just a performance to attract attention.
“We inherited this magic through various writings. Or perhaps learned it from a mentor. So, how will this magic change in 10 years, or 100 years?”
The lightning disappeared from Ian’s hand.
He began forming runes again, tracing similar runes to the Lightning Spell he had just cast.
Sizzle!
Crackle!
Once again, currents gathered in Ian’s grasp, but this spell was on a completely different scale.
It made those who were nearby, flinch.
A more potent and brilliant Lightning spell was cast.
“Is that real lightning?”
“It’s much stronger than what we saw in the training grounds before!”
“That monstrous guy!”
It felt like pouring even more mana into it could call down storm clouds and strike lightning from the sky.
Even a mere 1st circle magic spell had inspired quite an awe.
Exceptional peers gleaned bright ideas, while ordinary ones simply watched the magic unfold with mouths agape.
With Lightning Spell in his grip, Ian raised his hand again.
“And this is the form Lightning Spell will take for decades, even centuries ahead. I was fortunate to discover a new spell form, but it’s likely not just this Lightning Spell that will change in the future.”
“Hahaha! How pitiful, Ian Oracle. Are you just showing off your magic?!”
Zickhardt mocked.
Ian smiled, looking at him.
“Not at all. I simply wanted to explain that pursuing only strength is a waste.”
“Tsk, tsk. That’s why those aspiring theorists have clear limitations. Disparaging strength as wasteful because they can’t become stronger! Why is it wasteful?”
“If it ends with just oneself becoming stronger, then nothing continues.”
With Ian’s words, the lecture hall that had been bustling fell silent.
Professor Frost, who had been observing neutrally, finally smiled.
“What sort of sophistry is that? Saying nothing continues. What exactly should be continued?”
“Magic itself.”
Ian clenched his hand, and simultaneously, the Lightning Spell dissolved into luminous dust, scattering into the air.
Saaaah―
Engulfed by the radiant dust, Ian continued speaking.
“If you are a student of the academy and a mage walking the path of magic, you must consider how your magic and knowledge will be passed down to future generations. Becoming stronger is good, yes, but the moment we entered this academy, we were given a duty. It’s about inheriting the knowledge of our predecessors and passing it down to those who come after us.”
“Such a bland story.”
“Well, if that’s how you see it, there’s nothing that can be done. That would be your limit.”
Zickhardt let out a chuckle.
“In accordance with the teachings of Lux the Sun King, who established the academy, we have a mission to develop magic in better ways. Naturally, as we follow this path, we will become stronger. For this reason, first-year students in the Department of Magic must take general education courses from all the majors. Absorbing the basics of all magic will become the nourishment for the creation of new forms of magic.”
“That’s an excellent answer, Ian Oracle. That is exactly the response I was looking for.”
However, Ian was not satisfied.
Instead, he decided to commit a slight act of rudeness.
“Professor, my explanation isn’t finished yet.”
“What?”
“What are you doing?”
His classmates were taken aback.
Professor Frost was just as surprised.
With a curious gaze, he permitted Ian to continue.
“Please go on.”
“Thank you. As magic becomes more complex, majors split, and students inevitably have to choose a specialization and focus on it. I believe there is a problem with this system.”
Everyone was beyond shocked; they were utterly astonished.
Ian’s single statement was akin to challenging the sanctity of the academy.
“Of course, this system naturally arose as each branch of magic deepened and research achievements accumulated. Just as practical mages know little about spirit magic.”
Ophelia, who aspired to study spirit magic, and Edel, who intended to pursue healing magic, looked at Ian.
Ian raised a finger.
“However, magic originally is one. Whether it’s general magic, practical magic, or spirit magic, everything comes from one root. Why are mages not taught about these roots, instead of being asked to choose one branch that stems from it?”
Only then did the students realize that Ian was not challenging the sanctity of the academy.
Ian held a very rational question.
Furthermore, it wasn’t merely a problem of the academy’s system.
Ian accurately pinpointed an issue within the current Magic Society, where multiple factions were forming.
“In the past… a very long time ago, those who mastered all magic were called this.”
Ian paused for a moment.
He saw the earnestness in the eyes of his classmates.
As the atmosphere reached its peak, Ian continued.
“All Master.”
Professor Frost nodded.
He had never imagined that the words he once shared with Ian would resurface in such a setting.
Yet, he didn’t feel bad.
Instead, he felt a sense of fulfillment as a professor.
“‘All Master.’ The one who governs all. I really like that title. Not just because it sounds cool, but because it somehow signifies a true mage.”
Ian turned to look at Zickhardt.
He averted his gaze.
But that didn’t stop Ian from explaining. After all, it was Zickhardt who had initially provoked him.
Ian thought there was no reason to shrink back.
“We do not simply take general courses from all schools to become stronger. There is no need for that. If one attains the level of an ‘All Master’, everything will be resolved. While it is a very challenging feat, I want to express that we should approach our lessons with such determination.”
“With that kind of determination, standard exams would be trivial.”
“I apologize for my impudence, Professor.”
“No, it was an excellent speech. You never fail to meet expectations, Ian Oracle.”
Ian gave a slight nod before taking his seat.
Milo nudged his side and gave a thumbs-up.
Edel nodded in agreement as well.
“I also somewhat agree with Ian’s opinion. If everything can be explained as one, there’d be no need for the hassle of dividing schools. However, the academy has its own unique rules. I think it might be good to consider how to hone your skills under these rules. Moreover, if such a mindset is applied to standard exams, I believe there will be good results.”
While Ian smiled, Zickhardt wore a bitter expression.
It was not simply because his opinion had been refuted.
The atmosphere in the lecture hall had completely changed.
Until now, it had been Ian and Sebastian at odds among the new students of the Department of Magic. However, in today’s class, the focus shifted from Sebastian to Zickhardt.
Yet, with Ian’s final remark, the balance tipped a little more towards Ian.
The title of ‘All Master’ was indeed remarkable.
“We need to address this briefly. Everyone is aware of the paper presented by Ian and Isera, correct?”
“Yes!”
Several students responded confidently.
“Raise your hand if you’ve learned the new Lightning Spell by reading the paper.”
The confident students raised their hands.
Among them were Sebastian and Ophelia.
One could not use magic just by mimicking runes.
The key was the management of mana.
Only when one correctly interpreted the aphorisms, constructed the spell formula, and found the precise path could magic manifest.
The runes merely illustrated that path.
Without knowing the destination, one could not find the way. Similarly, without enlightenment, magic could not be used properly.
“Zickhardt. Have you not managed yet? That’s unexpected.”
All eyes shifted towards him.
It was a humiliating moment.
Raising his hand felt like admitting defeat to Ian, while not raising it felt like acknowledging his incompetence.
Only then did Zickhardt, who had been resisting, reluctantly raise his hand.
“Hmm. Only about five people. I thought you’d Master a 1-circle spell quickly, but it seems to be a bit difficult. Ian Oracle.”
“Yes, Professor.”
“How about holding a special lecture after the standard exams? In this class, I mean.”
It was a truly groundbreaking proposal.
It made Ian’s peers gasp with astonishment.
The fact that Ian would give a special lecture implied that his level was akin to that of an academy professor.
Of course, this occasionally happened among upperclassmen.
There was the concept of ‘Lectures by the Author’ after all.
But it was highly unusual for a freshman to conduct a special lecture.
“What are you doing? Hurry and say you’ll do it.”
Milo urged, but Ian politely declined.
“I don’t want to waste your precious lecture time, Professor. Instead, I’d be happy to share my experiences whenever and wherever needed.”
“Does that mean it doesn’t necessarily have to be in the lecture hall?”
“Yes. Wouldn’t it be more comfortable that way? I think it would be nice to leisurely conduct magic research after class.”
Professor Frost burst into laughter.
“Hahaha. If you were a student of the Major in Theoretical Magic, I’d give you extra credit right here. You’ve shown a very exemplary attitude as a student of magic.”
“Your words are enough of a reward, Professor.”
“As you all know, the transmission of magic is a very personal matter. Before there were educational institutions like the academy, it was no different from a family secret. Of course, that culture still lingers even today.”
Only then did Ian’s peers grasp the difference between Ian and Zickhardt.
Zickhardt trained in magic secretly, not mingling with others, partly due to the secretive nature of the Telomian Count family.
But Ian was different.
The heir of the Oracle Family liked to explain things more openly.
The union of the family’s culture and his personal inclinations led to today’s outcome.
By declining the special lecture, Ian could win over the hearts of his peers.
“Then from this time forward, anyone interested in learning the new Lightning spell should approach Ian. Since exams are coming up soon, it would be best to do so afterward.”
“Yes!”
“That’s it for today’s class. Study hard and achieve good results.”
Professor Frost left the lecture hall with a satisfied smile.
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“Starting next week, we’re going to have an immense number of guests visiting. Ah! It’s genuinely such a bother!”
Milo grumbled.
He was somewhat envious of Ian as well, but it truly seemed like there would be many bothersome things happening.
Even now, seniors from the third year, including Gaus and a few others, often come by.
At this rate, he was worried even professors might visit the dormitory.
“Still, isn’t it amazing? The title ‘All Master’ is really impressive. Even I, who has nothing to do with practical magic, found my heart racing!”
Edel spoke, his face blushing.
He tried to suppress his rising excitement.
Being a healer, he felt this way, so he could imagine how other students might feel without needing to hear their thoughts.
Ian laughed and asked, “Why do you think it has nothing to do with you?”
“Hmm? Because I’m aspiring to be in the healing school for now. There are hardly any spells I can use… And when we explored the dungeon before, I was just a nuisance, wasn’t I?”
“What nuisance? You even treated the person who sprained their ankle while fighting those insignificant low-level monsters.”
“… Why are you bringing that up all of a sudden?”
Milo’s face flushed with embarrassment.
He knew Ian was referring to him as the one who sprained his ankle.
It wasn’t even an injury from a direct monster attack.
He got careless after the battle was over, tripped over a rock, and hurt himself.
In one word, it was embarrassing.
If it got out that the heir of the Vinettia Family, famous for their swordsmanship, tripped over a rock and sprained his ankle, he wouldn’t be able to show his face.
So Milo avoided talking about that dungeon expedition as much as possible.
“Professor Frost and I both said, didn’t we? All magic ultimately comes from the same root. Whether a mage, a spirit mage, or a healer, it’s all the same when you trace it back to its origins.”
“Your goal is to become an All Master too, right, Ian?”
“For now, at least!”
Ian replied calmly.
Edel couldn’t hide the admiration in his eyes.
“Somehow, I feel Ian will become an All Master. I don’t know when, but I’m sure you will.”
“Aren’t you praising me too much?”
“No. Ian, you’re strong in both theory and practice, right? Plus, you’ve started to feel the spirits. It’s not entirely impossible, right, Milo?”
“An All Master? No way!!”
Milo couldn’t accept that.
He looked at Ian with a mocking expression.
“How can you be an All Master when you can’t even win Isera’s heart? Solve your pity first!”
“That sounds like your story.”
“Me? No way! I’m not pitiful at all!”
“Seeing you like this, it seems you do.”
“Hahaha.”
Ian and his friends entered the dorm room.
The waiting cat leaped into Ian’s arms, meowing.
『I don’t know what kind of mess this is, having lost a good contractor. It’s been such boring hours.』
“Well, that’s just your fate, isn’t it?”
『Damn! In that case, I’ll hope the contractor is killed so our contract will be nullified.』
Ian gently stroked the cat.
“What if you end up with a strange name if you do that?”
『Are you threatening me?』
“It’s not a threat but information. You seem to not know your partner well. The rule is to return what you receive or even more. That’s my principle.”
Recently, when Isera heard the cat’s name, she had told Ian to give it a proper name.
Since it was the word of a senior as respectable as the sky, he had no choice but to comply.
However, a good name was hard to come by, so he continued to ponder.
『I am a magnificent spirit. You should present me with a magnificent name fitting for a great spirit.』
“What about ‘Lord Cat’?”
—
『Lord Cat’? Oh, does that mean Cat Lord? Very well!”
“Stray cat.”
『Damn contractor!』
Despite the ominous exchange, the interaction between the two seemed like a caring owner and a cute cat to an outsider.
Milo and Edel couldn’t hear this peculiar conversation.
『That pretty lady came by earlier. She came as far as the dorm entrance but then left.』
“Ophelia?”
『No, a very beautiful woman who doesn’t suit you at all.』
So it must have been Isera.
She hadn’t been seen much lately, so Ian Oracle thought it surprising she had come this far.
He concluded that he should head to the library.
Although there was a chance she might be in the lounge, given the standard exam period, it was more likely she would be studying in the library.
『I didn’t expect you to come all the way here.』
He had a lot to do with her.
After the standard exams, they needed to write a thesis and begin their activities in the Ancient Literature Reading Club.
There was also work outside the academy.
They had been invited to the Magic Society, so preparations to attend needed to be made.
『And enjoy a meal together at a nice place.』
Ian always felt a little guilty for only receiving so much from her. He wanted to take this opportunity to give something back.
He lightly patted the cat’s head.
“Anyway, keep a keen eye. You never know who might snoop around. We have to be wary of the remnants of Hamel. There’s certainly a traitor within the academy.”
The cat grimaced and bared its fangs.
『Monitoring and reconnaissance are my specialties, so don’t worry. Just come up with a decent name!』
“Got it. Relax.”
While they exchanged these thoughts, Milo and Edel settled at a table.
Edel prepared tea and cookies.
Ian joined them there.
“Now, how about sharing some stories? I almost died from curiosity. Zickhardt is acting up in classes he never cared about. Doesn’t this all seem strange?”
“Right. It felt like something was pursuing him.” Edel added.
He was a person with extremely sensitive intuition. If he sensed it, then there was definitely something to it.
“You all saw it correctly. It seems like Zickhardt is connected to Hamel.”
“What?”
“Is that really true?”
Ian nodded.
It was a troublesome matter if it involved anyone, let alone the second son of Count Telomian. As a first-year in the Department of Magic, he had the highest mana levels.
Moreover, even before this incident, Zickhardt had harbored ill feelings toward Ian.
Milo sighed.
“If he’s involved, it’s likely in a negative sense, isn’t it? If the downfall of Hamel were a good thing, he wouldn’t have bothered with you.”
“Exactly. He mentioned there was something important to repay Hamel for.”
Ian shared the story about how Zickhardt referred to the Hamel Trading Guild as a “component!”
Their expressions turned grim as they absorbed the information.
“The Empire, you say…”
“This seems like it’s becoming a huge matter, doesn’t it?”
“Nothing is certain yet. There’s no objective evidence that the Hamel Trading Guild and the Empire are entangled.”
“Just because it hasn’t been revealed doesn’t mean it isn’t true, does it?”
Milo remarked meaningfully.
“What do you mean?”
“You weren’t the one investigating. It would have been the Intelligence Bureau and the court. Both are institutions serving the kingdom. If things seem to be getting big, it’s possible they might conceal the truth.”
“Concealment?”
It was indeed a plausible scenario.
Even if Ian was directly involved in the incident, investigators had no reason to care for him beyond their obligations.
“I think I need to meet Judge Lumière again.”
“That judge from before, right? Hmm, wouldn’t it be better to meet someone from the Intelligence Bureau instead?”
“I don’t have connections with anyone in the Intelligence Bureau.”
“Connections can be made if needed!”
Milo had stated with assurance.
In the current situation, making connections seemed not to be a difficult task.
However, in all matters, there was a proper order.
If this order was disrupted, things might appear well-handled at first, but eventually, everything could fall apart and lead to disaster.
Ian Oracle rested his chin in his hand, sinking into thought.
‘Still, first meeting with Lumière would be the right move. Even if I don’t know the facts precisely, I can at least gauge the atmosphere.’
He decided that meeting with Lumière to gather more information should take precedence.
During this process, if connections formed, new relationships could be established.
“But why on earth did Zickhardt say such things?!”
Ian pondered aloud.
“Do you know anything about the Telomian Family?!”
Milo asked.
“Not much. It’s a notoriously secretive place. To the extent that there’s a part underground in their mansion only accessible to the head of the family, and it’s rumored that countless bodies are piled up there.”
“Bodies? Why?!”
Edel asked, surprised.
“There have been rumors that black magic is being studied there. Since long ago!”
Milo explained.
Edel was shocked, but Ian took it in stride.
“Rumors about forbidden magic being researched in secret places of mages’ mansions are pretty common!”
Ian remarked.
“Even in your family, Ian?!”
Edel questioned.
“Our family supposedly has a sophisticated salon in the basement always filled with beautiful women!”
Ian replied with a smirk.
Milo, realizing the irony in his own question, clicked his tongue.
Ian continued, “Black magic is merely a rumor that intrigues gossip lovers. Moreover, it’s illogical for a count’s family lacking in nothing to be researching black magic right in the middle of the capital.”
“Yeah, I agree. The Telomian family does pursue secrecy, but it’s an old family with a well-earned reputation!”
Milo conceded.
“But there’s an old saying, ‘Where there’s smoke, there’s fire,’!”
Ian said.
“What?”
“Such rumors don’t just emerge out of nowhere.”
A faint smile formed on Ian’s lips as his expression softened.
“In any case, there’s something about the Telomian family. Zickhardt as well. We have to investigate how they relate to Hamel, Hamel’s Trading Company, and the Empire.”
“Shall I arrange for someone?!”
Milo offered.
Ian shook his head.
“I appreciate it, but I’ll pass this time. It’s top-tier information, so I aim to look into it myself.”
“I see.”
On the continent, there were countless information dealers.
Some operated openly, while others hid in very secretive places dealing in high-level information.
‘To obtain such information, I might need to contact an underworld dealer.’
“Underworld dealer” is a term referring to those conducting business in shadows. Their items could be merchandise, information, and sometimes even people or other races. There were no limits to what they dealt with.
Ian had sufficient funds.
More than 50 billion shillings rested dormant in the bank.
‘I need to discover every fork and knife in Zickhardt’s mansion’s inventory.’
This time, Ian decided he wouldn’t hold back on expenditures.
Finding a trustworthy information broker was of utmost importance before spending the money.
“If you have to face the Empire, what will you do?!”
Milo asked.
To ease his friend’s concern, Ian revealed a fragment of his plan.
“It’s not like there aren’t any strategies. We can use the Bahamut Trading Company, which has now become the first company in the kingdom.”
“Use Bahamut?”
“Is that wording slightly off? Cooperation might be a better term. Naturally, we need confidence in the Bahamut Trading Company first. This potion business will be the foundation.”
“I get the gist of it, but it won’t yield quick results. It will take some time!”
Milo assessed.
“Right. So, let’s put that aside for now and focus on studying for our exams.”
“Aw, why’d you have to bring up exams when everything was going well? That’s really annoying!!”
Milo vented, pulling at his hair in an attempt to escape reality.
Leaving a frustrated Milo behind, Ian stepped out of the dorm room with the cat, Goyang.
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The ancient magic section of the Great Library was quiet as always.
However, unlike the usual days when Isera Hebraim was the only one guarding it, there were quite a few students present.
First-year students could be seen, as well as seniors who Ian Oracle had never seen before.
The standard exams were just around the corner.
Ancient languages were truly the essence of magic. Although a dull, difficult, and boring subject, one must study them to achieve good grades.
“Meow!”
A cat scurried over and leaped onto Isera’s lap.
Isera smiled.
“It’s been a while.”
“Meow.”
The cat rubbed its head against Isera’s hand, asking to be petted. It was an endearing act.
In a way, it felt a bit disappointing.
The one who should have been told it had been a while was Ian himself, not the cat.
“Seems like the creature has better manners than people. It greets you first.”
“Shh.”
Isera placed a finger on her lips.
Some students glanced over.
Even though it was understandable for classmates, the seniors’ eyes lingered on Ian for a while, having recognized him—or perhaps not, which was curious.
‘It’s probably because it’s rare to see someone naturally get along with the icy Isera.’
Isera stood up from her seat.
“Follow me.”
She carried the cat in her arms and exited the ancient magic section.
The place she headed to was the magic training ground within the Great Library.
It was the place where Ian had previously discovered a new interpretation of the Lightning Spell, and where Isera had tested the validity of that interpretation.
Unlike the reading room, there wasn’t a single student here.
The midterms were theoretical exams, so there was no need to practice magic in the training grounds.
Isera settled on one side and sat down.
Her small, pretty hands softly petted the cat’s head and back.
“Aren’t you curious, senior?”
“About what?”
“About the Hamel Trading Company incident.”
Although Isera had said it had been a while to the cat, it had been less than a week since Dimon had attacked the mansion.
Nevertheless, she hadn’t pointed it out specifically because it truly felt like it had been a while.
A lot had happened in those few days.
Just as the rapidly changing surroundings had, so had Ian’s inner self become stronger and more resilient.
But it seemed that Ian wasn’t the only one who had changed.
Isera also exuded a noticeably different atmosphere than before.
“You must have handled it well. You wouldn’t be here if things hadn’t gone smoothly, right?”
“That’s true, but I thought you might at least congratulate me.”
“Congratulations.”
Even though Ian heard what he wanted, a sense of distance lingered.
When he passed the entrance exams and became a member of the Ancient Literature Reading Club, he felt closer to Isera.
Most significantly, she had rushed in to wipe out the assassins who tried to attack the mansion.
Moreover, they had spent nights conversing alone in the study.
But why had things suddenly changed?
“You weren’t questioned because of me, were you?”
“No one said anything.”
“You don’t seem to be in a good mood.”
“There really isn’t anything wrong.”
“Are you stressed about the standard exams?”
“Only lazy people who don’t study are stressed about exams.”
For the first time, Ian felt like Isera was back to her usual self.
“I should definitely relay that message to Milo.”
“Have you decided on the cat’s name?”
“I haven’t decided yet. I want to find a good name, but nothing comes to mind.”
“Meow.”
Goyang let out a plaintive meow while secretly glaring at Ian Oracle.
It seemed that because he hadn’t been disciplined recently, it was trying to climb up at every opportunity.
“Senior, let’s have a meal together after the exam. You’ve helped me a lot, and I mentioned it before. It feels awkward to just let it slide.”
“Thanks, but I’ll politely decline.”
“Sigh…”
A sigh escaped naturally.
He had anticipated her refusal, but hearing it in person left him feeling deflated.
“I was going to let it go, but with your constant refusals, it’s making me stubborn.”
“How about channeling that determination into your studies?”
“I’m confident in my theoretical exams. Exams are just about showing what you know, right?”
Isera Hebraim placed Goyang on the floor and gazed intently at the opposite wall. Her expression suggested she was deep in thought.
“I can’t understand.”
“Can’t understand what?”
“I don’t get why you’re trying to do something separately with me. Sure, having a meal isn’t difficult. But what if that girl sees us and misunderstands?”
“That girl?”
He had no clue who she was referring to. However, Isera didn’t readily provide an answer.
Ian Oracle’s astute mind went to work.
The only conclusion for someone misinterpreting a one-on-one meal was romantic implications.
Isera was clearly misunderstanding something.
“Surely… you’re not talking about Ophelia, are you?”
There was no answer.
It was a silent acknowledgment.
Ian sighed again.
Ophelia had visited the dormitory a few times, and it seemed Isera had seen it by chance.
“It’s a complete misunderstanding. I have nothing going on with Ophelia. In fact, we don’t get along well at all, so why do you have such a misunderstanding?”
“She’s the one who defied Professor Frost, wasn’t she? I heard you actively defended her.”
“That was for a reason. Didn’t you hear from Professor Frost?”
Isera nodded slightly.
He was at a loss for where to start explaining.
Milo Vinettia’s warning suddenly came to mind, about the problem with female students frequently visiting the dormitory.
“In any case, there’s nothing between us. Would someone who always criticizes me as a vulgar noble really like me? That’s absurd. I’d be lucky if she doesn’t magically stab me in the back.”
“A person’s mouth may lie, but their eyes don’t.”
“What kind of eyes are you talking about?”
Isera recalled the image of Ophelia standing in the corridor, looking at Ian.
The look in her eyes contained emotions that were not ordinary.
They were feelings that Isera could recognize because she was a woman herself. However, she couldn’t bring herself to tell Ian about it.
It made her feel petty for some reason.
At that moment, she felt something tickling in her chest.
‘This feeling is….’
It was a strange feeling, as if her heart was swelling with mixed emotions of anticipation and insecurity, as though she was walking on clouds.
Though it was an emotion she was experiencing for the first time, she felt like she knew what it was.
Her heart began to race, and her breathing quickened.
Isera realized that staying silent wouldn’t serve her well.
It had been over a year since she enrolled in the academy. In that time, she met many people, but few left a lasting impression.
‘But Ian was different.’
He didn’t seem particularly outstanding in skill, yet she couldn’t help but pay attention to him. She recalled the scene of him helping staff in trouble after a carriage overturned.
Most notably, his passion and knowledge about magic were exceptional.
The general praise about his looks was not particularly significant to Isera.
What was most striking was that he was the head of the Oracle Family. Anyone devoted in Theoretical Magic inevitably read the works of Baron Lefevre, the previous head of Oracle Famly.
Isera hadn’t told Ian, but she had read all of Baron Lefevre’s books.
Lefevre was one of the people she respected the most.
It wasn’t just Isera’s innate insight that allowed her to decipher Ian’s new spell and organize it into a thesis in just a day. The title of being Lefevre’s son served as a kind of guarantee.
‘A strange connection indeed.’
As time went on, she couldn’t help but acknowledge that she was drawn to him.
Ian Oracle found it difficult to talk about Ophelia because he was embarrassed to hear the expression ‘jealousy.’
Up until now, he had described all magical phenomena through theses. But even Isera Hebraim felt at a loss when it came to expressing this complex emotion in words.
‘Is staying close like this not ultimately going to harm Ian?’
As a noble of a vassal state, Ian was under constant surveillance by the Sonokin Royal Family due to his extraordinary talents.
Therefore, Isera couldn’t shake off the thought that she might cause harm to Ian at any moment.
“If you really can’t trust me, I’ll call Milo and Edel. Those guys will testify for me. Please wait for a moment.”
As Ian attempted to stand, Isera reached out her hand.
It was an instinctive reaction, as if she felt that if she didn’t hold him now, she would lose him forever.
“No… that’s okay.”
“Then you trust me, right?”
Ian smiled brightly, and after a slight pause, Isera responded.
“I admit that I misunderstood.”`
“Senior, in times like this, you should just say ‘I trust you.’ Saying you admit you misunderstood is too formal.”
Isera burst into laughter.
Ian was a little surprised at her sudden laugh, as she usually brushed off comments with a cold expression.
『Is the lady upset?』
“Upset?”
When a cat suddenly interjected, Ian also sent his thoughts to it.
『Her body temperature is rising, and her heart is beating fast! Just apologize quickly! Upsetting a beautiful lady, what a foolish partner you are!』
Now that he thought about it, Isera’s face did seem a bit flushed.
Worried that he might have given unsolicited advice, Ian bowed his head.
“I’m sorry. I was too presumptuous.”
“No, it’s okay.”
“Really?”
“Yes.”
For the first time, Ian felt grateful to the cat.
Even though both him and the cat had missed the mark completely.
“Then I’ll tell Wilson to prepare a dinner. I’ll invite you to our mansion on the evening after the exams.”
“No. Since you’ve helped me before, let me invite you to our mansion this time.”
It was an unexpected offer, but Ian knew that it was the finest consideration Isera could show.
“I’ve been curious about the Count Hebraim’s residence, and now I have the chance to see it.”
“It’s a modest place. Don’t expect too much.”
“How can I not be excited? I wish the exams would finish quickly.”
Isera, who had been staring at Ian, nodded slightly.
* * *
The afternoon before the standard exams, an unexpected guest arrived at the academy.
Ian walked briskly into the salon.
The guest was waiting for Ian while having tea in a private room.
A man wearing black robes with red accents. He was Lumiere, a judge Ian had a connection with from handling the Hamel case.
“Lumiere, I’m surprised you came without notice.”
“Oh, I apologize for that. I heard it’s close to the standard exams, so I might have come very suddenly.”
Lumiere stood up and greeted courteously.
Even though he was much older than Ian and held the title of baron, he was polite to Ian.
“The exams are fine. I’ve already completed all my preparations.”
“Oh, that’s quite some confidence.”
“I plan to take it based on how I usually perform.”
“I look forward to seeing your ranking.”
Nevertheless, it wasn’t polite to keep the guest waiting long.
Lumiere stopped with the pleasantries and got to the main topic.
“The news you’ve been waiting for has just come out. That’s why I requested this meeting.”
“The news I’ve been waiting for…?”
“Yes, all the criminals from the Hamel Trading Company, including Hamel and Felix, have been sentenced.”
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It was the news he had been waiting for.
It was well known that the principal offenders, Hamel and Felix, could not avoid severe punishment.
It was either immediate execution or spending a lifetime rotting in prison.
There had been many remarks suggesting that even a passing kid would deliver a straightforward verdict during the trial.
However, Lumiere’s expression was ambiguous.
‘What’s going on?’
There was a sense of hesitation.
He had been the most delighted about being able to punish the Hamel Trading Company.
He had never concealed his dissatisfaction with the crimes of large trading companies.
His family had also been victimized by a large trading company a long time ago.
But instead of continuing to speak, he looked down at the teacup in his hand.
‘Did something go wrong?’
It was inevitable to think so.
Ian calmly waited for him to speak.
“Well, to get to the point, Hamel received a 30-year sentence, and Felix received a life sentence.”
“A 30-year sentence?”
An unpleasant feeling rose to his throat.
He had expected at least a life sentence, but 30 years seemed too lenient.
‘Felix’s punishment seems heavier in comparison.’
Felix was promised a reduced sentence in exchange for cooperating with the investigation of this incident. Yet, he received a life sentence, indicating no leniency was considered.
It was an incomprehensible outcome that the source of all evil, Hamel, received a 30-year sentence.
Something was definitely happening that he was not aware of.
“Well, it seems you’re not satisfied.”
“I expected at least a life sentence, but it ended with 30 years… Of course, considering Hamel’s age, that could also be a life sentence.”
“Indeed. There were varying interpretations among several judges on that point.”
“How did they differ?”
“No matter how clear the evidence was, they couldn’t ignore his contributions to the kingdom’s development. A considerable number of judges and nobles argued for leniency due to Hamel’s accomplishments.”
“As expected.”
It was a realization of why Hamel lived so brazenly.
There was a high likelihood that he had been bribing officials and high-ranking figures from a long time ago.
Just as there were those who wanted to punish him, there were also those who wished to save him.
In all matters, especially those involving money, conflict of interest is inevitable.
‘At the beginning of the trial, many nobles insisted on harsh punishment, but the situation seems to have reversed.’
The Hamel Trading Company was already in a situation where recovery was impossible.
After paying all the fines and compensation, nothing was left.
They had liquidated all their assets, including cash, completely.
However, the fact that the leader received a lenient sentence left a lingering unease.
“Phew… Honestly, I hoped that Hamel scoundrel would receive severe punishment. It’s truly disgusting how people like that are ruthless to the weak and weak to the strong.”
“I understand.”
“More than twenty families were destroyed by their hands. More than half of them vanished without a trace. They aren’t human. They’re demons in human disguise.”
The restitution process was underway for noble families harmed by the Hamel Trading Company. However, no compensation could be given if there was no news.
This could be the case if they were sold as slaves to another continent or were murdered.
‘Why can’t the criminals be properly punished? What is the reason?’
The evidence was clear. The truth was revealed.
Yet, reality was not so accommodating.
This verdict proved that there were more people who didn’t call for justice than those who did.
It was also a testament to how corrupt the kingdom was.
Ian was lost in thought.
He suddenly recalled the appearance of the king who had briefly appeared at the academy’s induction ceremony.
‘A weak, old, and sickly king…’
And the conflict between the first prince and the second prince. Though Helios, the second prince, had been pushed to the academy and the crown prince was decided, he seemed not to have given up the throne yet.
‘Is it too much to hope for a normal situation?’
A sigh escaped from Ian as well.
Lumiere, who had been observing the situation, slightly bowed his head.
“Anyway, I am sorry for the disappointing outcome.”
A surprised Ian waved both his hands.
“No, it’s not something you should apologize for, your honor. I appreciate you coming here and telling me in person.”
“Even so, I feel that we haven’t fully considered your position as the victim, Ian. As a judge, I sense a lack in my duty.”
“I know about magic, but not much about the law. I want to believe that the verdict you reached is the best possible result.”
Lumiere bowed his head once more.
It was a meaningful remark.
On the surface, it seemed like he was expressing trust, but in reality, it was a subtle criticism of the judges’ actions.
He was questioning whether this was truly the best they could do.
’30 years.’
That number kept swirling in Ian’s mind.
He pondered over what exactly was causing his unease.
Then suddenly, a possibility flashed across his mind.
“Lumiere.”
“Yes.”
“As I mentioned earlier, considering Hamel is over sixty, a 30-year sentence is practically a life sentence for him.”
“That is true.”
“But might there be an exception?”
Lumiere could not respond to the word ‘exception.’
Instead, Ian continued speaking.
“When the crown prince ascends to the throne, a unique tradition in the kingdom is to issue a grand amnesty. Is that correct?”
Grand amnesty.
It was a distinctive system in the kingdom of Sonokin where criminals could be forgiven, and their sentences exempted.
It is a much more extensive amnesty than special pardon.
Typically, this grand amnesty is granted to commemorate the coronation of a new king.
Even those who have committed serious crimes could be released if they pleased the new king or seized the right opportunity.
“I have never witnessed a grand amnesty during the reign of the current king, as I was born and raised under his rule. But there have been such amnesties in the past, haven’t there?”
“There have been. Every time a new king ascends the throne, there has been a grand amnesty.”
Ian read Lumiere’s expression.
It was clear that he, too, was concerned about the grand amnesty.
“If Crown Prince Medeb were to inherit the throne, there’s a possibility that Hamel’s sentence could be reduced or he could be released. What is your opinion, your honor?”
“As you mentioned, that possibility cannot be ruled out. However, Hamel made a significant miscalculation in this area.”
“And what might that be?”
“Several years ago, Medeb and Prince Helios competed for the position of crown prince. The process was complex, so I will skip the details. To summarize, Hamel supported Prince Helios.”
“He supported Prince Helios?”
It was an unexpected revelation.
‘Someone like Hamel, who is adept at reading the tide and focusing on immediate gains, would have bet on the likelier side, wouldn’t he?’
The reason that the eldest son often had the higher chance of inheriting the throne is due to historical precedent.
Metaphorically, it was a safe investment.
In the end, the position of crown prince went to Medeb.
Because of his prior support, when Medeb ascends to the throne, Hamel would fall out of favor.
‘Zickhardt, too, was associated with that scoundrel Hamel and the Empire… wait, the Empire?’
Ian’s eyes widened.
Completely disparate elements connected into a massive possibility.
“Ian? Why are you suddenly like this? Is there a problem?”
“No. I was just thinking about something else.”
According to Zickhardt, Hamel and his trade company were connected with the Empire.
Moreover, Hamel had supported Prince Helios.
Even now, Hamel continued to express his ambition to pursue the succession battle.
‘The Empire manipulates Hamel, and Hamel supports Helios… doesn’t that mean the Empire is trying to influence the next king of Sonokin?’
Ian’s mind grew troubled.
If Medeb succeeded to the throne as planned, there would be no issue, but if anything were to change, and Helios ascended instead, the kingdom could be thrown into utter chaos.
“Anyway, even if there is a general amnesty, it is highly likely that Hamel will not be included. Medeb is very wise.”
“Well, that’s a relief.”
“The faction that strongly insisted on punishing Hamel this time was led by His Majesty Medeb as well. Without His Majesty’s intervention, he might not have received even half of the 30-year sentence.”
“I apologize if this question is out of line, Lumiere.”
“Please, feel free to ask.”
“Which noble is supporting His Majesty Medeb?”
Ian’s question surprised Lumiere a little, as it was unlike him.
Ian continued, “I’m curious since you mentioned a faction. You don’t have to tell me everything. Just one representative name would do.”
“Hmm.”
Lumiere pondered for a moment.
Discussing faction was naturally sensitive because a judge must always aim for neutrality.
“If I had to name one representative, it would likely be the head of the Drias Marquisate household.”
“You mean Marquis Hunka.”
“You know well.”
“I met him once before.”
Marquis Hunka is one of the Marquis of Sonokin and also Ophelia’s father.
Thanks to resolving the incident involving Ophelia’s magical rampage skillfully, Ian had formed a connection with Marquis Hunka.
Nominally, he was considered a benefactor of the family. Hence, if he desired, meeting him was possible.
“But why do you ask?”
“I have some concerns.”
“When you say concerns…”
“It’s still a hypothesis, so I’m hesitant to explain now. I’ll definitely tell you once I gather more clues.”
Lumiere nodded in understanding.
“Alright, then I will gather some information as well. Once the standard exams are over, I will invite you to the court.”
“Thank you.”
Having completed one task after the exams, Ian reflected.
‘Now I have a reason to meet with Lord Hunka.’
Ian quietly sipped his tea, planning his next steps.
* * *
All the standard exams had come to an end.
The first-year students only had to take common subject exams, so all exams were finished by the morning.
‘Surprisingly, it wasn’t that difficult.’
Though Ian had taken several spot tests, this was his first formal exam.
He navigated through the dense questions with ease.
Of course, not everyone performed as well as Ian.
Most students slumped their shoulders as they exited the exam hall.
Milo was no exception.
“I burned out completely…”
“Does that mean you did well or messed up?”
Ian asked, and Milo chose to remain silent. It was an answer in itself.
“You bombed it, huh?”
“It’s okay! Hahaha! There’s still the final exams! Hahahahaha!”
“Your overall GPA will be calculated by combining the midterms and finals. No matter how well you do in the finals, if you bombed the midterms, it won’t help much, would it?”
Milo wanted to give Ian a thump on the back of his head but refrained.
He always believed violence was the last refuge of incompetent men when they had nothing else to say.
The battle was far from over.
“In such a case, I’ll beat you in the mana measurement, Ian Oracle. Last time, it was nearly a 900-point difference, wasn’t it? Hehehe.”
“Oh, that?”
Ian thought about explaining how the situation had changed but chose not to.
That wouldn’t be fun at all.
Ian wanted to offer not just happiness but also a sense of drama.
That was the proper etiquette for a friend.
“Alright, give it your best shot.”
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 103
That evening, Ian, dressed more elegantly than usual, told his friends before leaving the dormitory; “I’m staying out tonight, so don’t wait up and go ahead sleep first.”
“Suddenly?!”
Only then did Milo realize that Ian was wearing different attire than usual.
“What’s up with that? Where are you going dressed like that?”
“What do you mean ‘like that’? Is it strange?”
“It’s like you’re going to a party, which is a place that goes against everything Ian Oracle stands for. It can’t help but be suspicious.”
Ian chuckled at the somewhat logical comment.
“I have an appointment.”
Ian hadn’t told anyone about his dinner with Isera Hebraim, especially not about being invited to her mansion.
He was particularly cautious with Milo.
Telling Milo was more dangerous than putting an ad on the front page of a famous newspaper in the capital.
“It’s a girl, isn’t it?”
“Does the gender matter?”
“That’s all that matters, you jerk! It’s a girl, right?”
“Exams are over. I need some fresh air too.”
“Are you the only one who’s finished exams?”
Milo envied Ian immensely.
Normally, he would have been the first to submit a leave request before Ian, but unfortunately, fate had him sitting in front of experimental equipment dressed in a white gown.
The standard exams were over, but the potion project had just begun in earnest.
There was no leisurely time to stay out for the night.
Moreover, assisting Professor Maxim, who had a reputation for being a strict eccentric, was no easy task.
To Milo, who loved alcohol and women more than anyone else, it was nothing short of hell.
“Really, you’re a guy with no loyalty. Your friend is stuck here doing experiments, and you won’t even stay by his side? Can I trust my back to someone like you? Right, Edel?”
Milo tried to appeal emotionally. However, Edel suddenly lowered his head slightly, startling Milo.
“Sorry. Actually, I’m staying out tonight, too.”
“…”
“I’ll bring back something delicious!”
“It’s not about the food! You traitors! Just get lost! Get out! Aaargh, my magic is going berserk!”
In the end, Ian and Edel had to leave the dormitory as if they were being chased out.
“Do you feel a bit sorry for him? Right?”
“Not really.”
“You’re surprisingly cold-hearted, Ian.”
“This is what you call ‘reaping what you sow’.”
The two moved towards the main gate to catch the reserved carriage.
Many students were walking in the same direction, having finished their standard exams, applying for leave or staying out to catch carriages.
“Did you hear about the verdict? Was it upsetting?”
The rumor that Hamel received a 30-year sentence had spread throughout the academy.
Those familiar with his misdeeds were outraged, calling it an absurd verdict. However, they were few in number.
Most nobles, thinking it didn’t concern them, just felt a sense of pity because the richest man in the kingdom had to rot in an underground prison for 30 years. So Edel asked cautiously, his voice more soothing than inquisitive.
“It’s fine. Considering that a whole company was wiped out over what I suffered, it’s not such a bad result.”
“Still…”
“Of course, when I think about the other nobles who silently suffered until now, it’s an unsatisfactory outcome.”
“Is it completely over now?”
Ian hesitated to answer.
Not because of the extremely slim chance that Hamel might receive a royal pardon but because he wondered if the Empire might somehow be involved behind the scenes.
Naturally, Edel accurately read Ian’s expression. Though he couldn’t guess the Empire, he sensed that Ian’s problem wasn’t entirely resolved.
“You know, Ian.”
Edel paused for a moment, holding his bag with both hands in front of him, and looked at Ian. There was a feeling of affection.
“If something happens, I’d prefer if you didn’t only tell Milo. I’d like to help you too, even if my skills aren’t that great…”
“It’s a kind thing to say, but it’s dangerous. Milo has the experience to help, but you’re a bit different. It’s not that your skills are lacking, but it won’t be too late to ask for help from you once you’ve grown more.”
Ian spoke calmly to avoid any misunderstanding.
Edel appreciated his sentiment.
However, it wasn’t the response he had hoped for.
Suddenly, Edel put down his bag and began to move his hands.
‘A rune?’
Ian was startled.
The rune Edel was forming was one Ian was well acquainted with for casting a spell.
‘Did he learn Mana Bolt?’
Edel hadn’t been able to master attack spells.
At most, he could release mana in a primitive way to create an impact.
That was a skill he developed only after entering the academy.
If he hadn’t obtained the ‘Blue Mushroom’ from Milo before the mana measurement, it would have been difficult for him even to release mana.
Thanks to that, he recorded a figure of 221, which was three times more than Ian’s.
In short, it was a fortuitous event.
But Edel wasn’t satisfied with just that, he continued to study ancient languages and mana manipulation, improving his skills.
‘Once he mastered the ancient languages to some extent, I intended to teach him then… and yet he mastered magic on his own…’
It was a moment that showcased Edel’s passion and resilience.
‘Mana Bolt.’
Once the rune was completed, the results of his training were revealed.
A reasonably convincing Mana Bolt floated above Edel’s palm.
The outcome wasn’t particularly impressive, but Ian smiled brightly as if seeing magic for the first time.
“When did you learn that?”
“I practiced whenever I could. Mana Bolt is the easiest spell to learn.”
“That’s amazing.”
If a professor from the Department of Magic or an elder mage had heard this conversation, they might have clicked their tongues.
They would question what significance such a basic spell held.
Unlike elemental magic, casting a Mana Bolt was simple.
As a non-elemental spell, it didn’t require converting mana into an element.
This made it an easy, basic spell that anyone could use.
But Ian focused on something else.
“You learned it by yourself, didn’t you?”
“How did you know?”
“There are quite a few parts of the sigil that need correction. If someone had taught you, you wouldn’t have made those mistakes.”
Edel’s face reddened.
But seeing Ian’s expression made the embarrassment he felt vanish.
Ian was genuinely pleased.
“Everyone, including Milo and Ian, was always busy. And it felt awkward to ask senior Isera about it…”
“That’s incredible talent.”
“Talent?”
“If you can learn magic on your own, you’ll learn even faster if someone teaches you.”
Magic, especially attack magic, was considerably challenging to Master independently.
You could grasp theories from books, but attack spells required a sigil for completion, which couldn’t be learned merely by observation.
Yet Edel managed to go through that process alone.
“I was planning to teach you some attack spells once you became more familiar with ancient languages, but it seems that’s unnecessary.”
“What? No. I’d love to learn from you…”
“I’m joking. I’ll correct your rune sometime next week. You’re aiming for the Major in Healing Magic, and since your mana is high, learning attack spells could be quite useful.”
“Thank you.”
Comfortably seated in the carriage, Ian suddenly had an amusing thought and smiled.
‘Is everyone’s goal starting to shift a little?’
He, who aimed for the Major in Theoretical Magic, was now becoming closer to the Major in Applied Magic.
Milo too. He originally aimed for the Major in Applied Magic but became deeply involved in the Major in Theoretical Magic while working on the potion project.
Edel, who saw no option but the Major in Healing Magic, opened up possibilities in the Major in Applied Magic by mastering Mana Bolt on his own.
“Is all of this just coincidence? Or…”
The carriage sped energetically along the road painted by the sunset.
* * *
The Hebraim Family’s mansion was located at the center of the royal capital.
Though the family belonged to a vassal territory, the mansion was large and grand, signifying their status as counts.
It was not a soldier but a knight guarding the iron gate.
The knight, upon recognizing the academy’s emblem engraved on the carriage, made a gesture.
“Pass!”
Creak!
The iron gate opened, and the carriage carrying Ian began to cross the garden.
At that moment, the entrance opened, and a very stern and determined-looking elderly butler stepped outside. The luxurious monocle on one eye indicated that he was no ordinary person.
“Master, a guest from the academy.”
“Inform the young lady.”
“Yes, chief Butler.”
The young butler quickly went inside the mansion.
The head butler of the Hebraim Count’s family approached and bowed his head as the carriage door opened.
“Welcome to the Hebraim Family, Baron Ian.”
“Thank you for the warm welcome.”
Ian, who had exited the carriage, looked around in admiration.
It felt as if another world unfolded within the royal capital.
The garden was masive, and the mansion was majestic.
It was difficult to even estimate the number of people working in such a vast estate.
“Is there any issue?”
“No. It’s just that this is the first time I’ve seen such a magnificent mansion.”
“Isn’t it the same with the Oracle Family? If our young lady stays there, it must be splendid even without seeing it.”
His words carried a sting.
Ian realized that the elderly butler before him did not harbor a particularly positive sentiment towards him.
‘Is it because of that overnight stay incident?’
It was a kind of vigilance typical of loyal butlers.
Had Isera been a man, this issue would not have risen.
However, given that she was living almost like a hostage, the fact that she had stayed out overnight at a noble family in Sonokin was a particularly sensitive matter.
Furthermore, with the notorious Helios Prince and the dandy Sebastian also eyeing Isera, the situation was even more delicate.
If the butler had served Isera for a long time, he likely thought of her as his own daughter.
Just like how Wilson treated me, Ian thought.
“I owe a lot to Senior Isera.”
One of the butler’s eyes twitched.
He should have worn a dissatisfied expression, but the young man before him was smiling.
‘Not an ordinary person!’
The butler resolved to raise his vigilance even further.
Moreover, Ian was someone with enough influence that Isera, who usually did not mention others, often spoke of him.
“I am Kiefer, the head butler here. I oversee this branch. I believe we will be seeing each other often. I look forward to working with you, Baron Ian.”
“I’m looking forward to it as well.”
“You’re here?”
At that moment, Isera appeared.
Ian’s eyes widened.
Isera was dressed in a pure white dress, looking completely different from when she wore the academy set.
‘Is this how Senior Isera usually looks?’
Ian found himself struggling to even greet her.
Isera radiated overwhelming beauty.
“Kiefer.”
“Yes, my lady.”
“Did you say something impolite to our guest? He looks a bit unwell.”
“Of course not. We were just exchanging greetings.”
Isera tilted her head slightly.
It was then that Ian finally regained his composure and chuckled awkwardly.
“Hahaha. It’s nothing. It’s just that you look so different from usual, senior.”
“If you’re someone aspiring to the Major in Theoretical Magic, you shouldn’t have prejudices, even if it’s about appearances.”
“Ah, yes.”
“Come in.”
Ian followed Isera inside.
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“But where’s Goyang?”
It seemed something had been bothering her, and it turned out it was the absence of Goyang.
Ian quickly came up with an excuse.
“Dormitory. Bringing it along might cause unnecessary shedding, which would be rude. Milo is taking good care of it.”
“A mystical creature shedding?”
“You never know. I just didn’t want to inconvenience the people working here.”
Upon hearing that, s	Kiefer snorted inwardly.
Isera wasn’t one to miss such a thing.
She subtly hinted with her eyes for Kiefer to behave and said, “Still, bring it next time. It’s not long since you bonded with it, right? In the beginning, it’s important to always be together.”
“Understood.”
He thought it would have been fine to just say he wanted to see her.
Though he had become more expressive since they first met, Isera’s personality still seemed as icy as the northern chill.
At that moment, the cat sitting on Ian’s head smirked.
『Indeed, she’s a human I like. Such a kind heart. Watch and learn well, human.』
“Hearing that makes me not want to materialize you anymore.”
『…….』
“More importantly, don’t you think you should come down from my head?”
『Oh, come on! You don’t feel anything anyway, do you?』
At the moment, Goyang wasn’t in a materialized state.
Being in its spirit form meant Ian didn’t feel anything with it sitting on his head. Sometimes it liked to perch on his head or slip into his body.
『But it seems like the people here all hate you.』
“It’s not hatred, don’t you think?”
『The way they glance at you, it feels like they might stab you in the back at any moment.』
Though a bit exaggerated, even Goyang seemed to notice the atmosphere.
『Don’t worry, human. I’ll warn you before they even draw their swords.』
“That’s reassuring.”
Ian walked a step behind Isera, slightly distanced.
Her beauty and sweet fragrance constantly drew his gaze toward her.
“Ahem!”
Each time this happened, the butler at their side would clear his throat, forcing Ian to quickly redirect his gaze forward.
After this happened several times, Isera stopped and turned around.
“Kiefer, are you catching a cold?”
“Of course not. I’m always in good health.”
The butler smiled slyly and bowed his head, but Isera frowned slightly.
Anyone could see it was due to the Kiefer’s wariness toward Ian.
“Don’t be impolite in front of guests.”
“I’m sorry, milady.”
“True meaning lies in not having to apologize in the first place.”
Although there was a considerable age difference between Isera and the elderly butler, she completely dominated their interaction.
Ian thought, ‘Is this what it means to be high nobility?’.
“It’s really impressive, senior.”
“What is?”
Kiefer frowned, thinking Ian was complimenting her for scolding. But Ian was no fool.
“The paintings. They’re from the Saint Helena period, right? They seem to be by Hallowen.”
Impressive paintings adorned the walls.
All were by the same artist.
Ian, with vast knowledge, was well-versed in art history and instantly recognized the pieces.
“Yes. They’re works by an artist admired by my father.”
“Works from the Saint Helena period would be quite rare……”
The Saint Helena period refers to an era that began approximately 600 years ago.
Most periods are typically defined by the ruling emperor.
The name derives from a person’s name. The renowned empress of the Empire brought cultural prosperity and enriched the continent. Thus, historians named this era after the emperor as ‘Saint Helena’.
The book that the enigmatic mage named Mist had brought to the mansion for appraisal in the past was also from this period.
Ian Oracle felt a peculiar sense of déjà vu.
“What about you, senior?”
“I never really had much interest in art. But more importantly, aren’t you hungry?”
“Not yet.”
“Then shall we have a cup of tea?”
“Sounds good.”
He followed Isera Hebraim into the drawing-room.
More than ten maids and butlers bowed their heads to Isera.
They moved with such precision, as if they were being controlled by someone.
‘There’s an incredible number of servants here. Is this the count’s prestige?’
He wondered how imposing the Sonokin’s Count family must be if a vassal state’s nobility was just like this.
When they settled in their seats, the butlers all retreated.
Only the maids remained.
Soon, warm tea and elegant snacks were served, and Isera waved them away.
“All of you may leave.”
“Yes, my lady.”
The maids withdrew entirely.
Ian Oracle, watching them until the very end, spoke up.
“It seems like the staff here doesn’t really like me.”
“You know the reason, don’t you?”
“I do, but it’s still a bit disappointing.”
The wary glances weren’t just from Kiefer, but also from other butlers and maids who eyed him with subtle apprehension.
In short, Ian was seen as an impudent noble trying to win over Isera’s heart.
Yet they never truly crossed the line because the overnight stay back then and today’s invitation—both were of Isera’s own volition.
“A person’s heart doesn’t open easily. You have to work to earn it.”
“I think I understand the ethos of the Hebraim Family now.”
“Are you being sarcastic?”
“Certainly not.”
Given how much effort he put into getting a mere meal invite, it wouldn’t have been unjustified, even if he was sarcastic.
“Still, I wasn’t the one who suggested staying out that night.”
“If anything, that sounds more irresponsible.”
A stern gaze met Ian’s, then quickly softened as she picked up her teacup and began to savor her tea.
At times like this, changing the subject was for the best.
Now that the servants had all left, Ian could speak candidly.
“There are quite a few things I’d like to talk about today.”
“A promise is a promise. I’m very much looking forward to your hypothesis about the Spirit Language.”
He had once rashly mentioned this when proposing a meal.
He told her that the mana emitted by a contractor manifests the will of spirits, which shows segmental waves.
Ian had speculated to Isera that this might be the “Spirit Language.”
They had meant to discuss the paper over a meal, and Isera pointed this promise out.
“We can talk about the paper later. I’m not co-researching with anyone else anyway. I have plenty of ideas beyond that.”
“In that case, do you want to discuss Hamel Gestring’s verdict?”
“You knew about it?”
Isera nodded calmly. Of course, given the commotion it had caused even at the academy, it would have been odd for Isera not to know.
“There may be some who think a 30-year sentence is insufficient, yet Hamel’s organization can no longer function as a group.”
“That’s not the main issue here.”
“Then what is?”
“It seems like there is a hidden hand behind these events.”
“A hidden hand?”
“The Empire.”
Isera’s eyes sharpened. She paused, lowered her teacup.
Ian relayed everything to Isera: what he had heard from Judge Lumiere and what Zickhardt mentioned about Hamel Gestring.
It was potentially dangerous information.
However, Ian trusted Isera.
He believed not only in her character but also in the fact that her status as a noble from a vassal state provided a safety net.
“So, Hamel Gestring aims for a pardon? However, for that to happen, Prince Helios would have to seize the crown prince’s position.”
“That’s right. Hamel supported Helios.”
“Why would he?”
“Was it because he was certain that Helios would inherit the throne?”
At Ian’s remark, the drawing room fell silent.
The empire dominated the continent.
Even if it seemed implausible, the plans they devised were beyond a kingdom’s mere assumptions.
Thus, Ian suspected that the Prince Medeb might face danger.
Yet, a truly unexpected comment slipped from her lips.
“It’s not really surprising.”
“What… do you mean by that?”
“It was the empire that lay behind Kingdom of Roland’s defeat in the Sorol War.”
Ian was taken aback.
The Kingdom of Roland was where the Hebraim Family belong to, and had fallen to the status of a vassal state after losing to the kingdom of Sonokin.
“They have ambitions. They want to seize the entire continent. Yet, they don’t hastily mobilize their troops. There’s simply no need.”
Ian thought he understood why.
The word “behind” was a decisive hint.
“Is it because if they needlessly move their army and all kingdoms unite, it would be troublesome?”
“Exactly. That’s why they manipulate from behind the scenes, as it turns out to be cheaper that way. Thus, even if the Hamel Trading Company and the empire are connected to some part of the empire… it’s not particularly surprising.”
“I see.”
Isera deliberated for a moment, before sharing with Ian a story she hadn’t told anyone else.
How the Kingdom of Roland fell.
The story was straightforward.
The leadership was drawn into the empire, committing various corrupt acts that weakened the nation’s strength.
It was a very typical process for a nation to fall.
“Outwardly it seemed fine, but it ultimately couldn’t withstand Sonokin’s offensive, because internally, it was decayed beyond repair.”
“That’s truly unfortunate.”
“This place isn’t much different, is it? The aging king… and the crown prince and the second prince fighting to claim the throne.”
Ian nodded.
“Assuming the empire is extending its hand to Sonokin, why would they back Prince Helios over Crown Prince Medeb?”
“I’m not certain. But I think I can find out.”
“How?”
Ian hesitated for a moment.
“If it’s burdensome, you don’t have to say it.”
“No, it’s not that. It’s just that you might not like it…”
As Isera gave him a steady gaze, Ian confessed reluctantly.
“I plan to meet Marquis Hunka soon.”
“The Marquis of Drias?”
“Yes.”
Isera tilted her head with curiosity.
“Is that something I would dislike?”
“You misunderstood before, because of that Ophelia matter.”
“I told you I trust you.”
“That’s a relief then.”
Isera lowered her head slightly.
Feeling a tinge of embarrassment, she couldn’t look at Ian.
“Anyway, I intend to directly ask Lord Hunka what is happening within the Royal Family.”
“It sounds like a gamble close to an adventure.”
“I have justification. There are things I found out while handling the Hamel Trading Company matter, and I’ve aided the Drias family before.”
It was well-known that thanks to Ian’s efforts, Ophelia avoided expulsion.
Indeed, marquis Hunka had personally visited, grasped Ian’s hand, and had said that he could come for help anytime.
‘If things unfold well, I could give another hand to the Drias Marquisate.’
It wasn’t just the Drias Marquisate.
It meant indebting all the families supporting Prince Medeb.
A modest barony could leap to the center of the political field at once.
“But wouldn’t the burden grow if that happens? Besides, the Oracle Family is one of academics.”
“I pondered a lot at first as well, considering I might be meddling in an unnecessary affair.”
Ian smiled.
“This is a matter separate from the family. I’m not looking for public acknowledgment either. It’s simply about correcting something wrong.”
Isera mused for a moment.
Ian’s plan was clear.
Nevertheless, she thought there could be issues within that process.
Eventually, she spoke.
“Preparation will be necessary.”
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“Preparation? For what?”
“You are not just fighting against a criminal named Hamel. You might have to fight against some of the nobles of Sonokin, and potentially even the empire backing them.”
It was a meaningful statement.
Hamel Gestring was no longer the main concern.
What mattered now was who was supporting him from behind.
‘The problem is that there are enemies within.’
The most suspicious individual was Zickhardt.
The vague malice he harbored had transformed into clear hostility upon Hamel Gestring’s downfall.
The hidden relationship between Zickhardt and Hamel was still unknown.
However, with time, these secrets would naturally be revealed.
The problem was whether, when the time came, he would hold the initiative or it would be taken over by Zickhardt.
If he held the reins, it might be possible to resolve things advantageously.
But if not, a bleak conclusion awaited.
“I agree with your words, senior. However, I have been preparing diligently. I also recently resolved some personal issues.”
“Personal issues?”
“It’s a bit of a long story, but to sum it up, I couldn’t fully utilize my mana due to congenital issues. That’s why I scored 77 in the mana measurement.”
“Could it be, mana Concentration Disorder?”
Isera’s eyes sparkled with realization.
Ian nodded reassuringly.
“You know well.”
“It’s quite rare… and you were experiencing it?”
“Yes.”
Mana Concentration Disorder was no longer a concern for Ian.
There was no harm in discussing past troubles.
“So, that’s what it was.”
Isera nodded as if she finally understood.
No matter how she thought about it, Ian’s accomplishments couldn’t be explained merely by his mana levels.
On the other hand, she felt sympathy.
If Ian had not experienced Mana Concentration Disorder, he might have become a stronger mage.
“You don’t need to look at me like that. I am satisfied with my current situation.”
“……”
Isera realized belatedly that she had made a false step.
For a mage, ‘Mana Concentration Disorder’ was akin to an incurable disease, akin to living with a terminal illness.
Without knowing the situation, she had inadvertently shown a look of sympathy.
She thought about apologizing, but the words wouldn’t come.
“It’s alright, senior.”
Ian smiled.
He understood Isera’s perspective completely.
If anything, it was Ian who felt he should apologize.
“I’m sorry for telling you late. I hesitated to mention it while it was unresolved.”
“No, I get it. I remember the advice I gave you when we first met at the Great Library.”
“That’s true.”
Back then, Isera had said this:
‘There are very few who enroll to actually learn something. So, try not to stand out too much.’
“Well, thanks to your submitted thesis, it became impossible not to stand out.”
“That’s fine. Writing a thesis is a natural endeavor for someone who aspires to theoretical studies.”
“The act of writing a thesis wasn’t the problem, it was the content. Luckily, it got me an invitation to the Magic Society.”
Blushing slightly, Isera lowered her head.
Perhaps because he shared a past that needed to be hidden from everyone, Isera found herself entangled in Ian’s pace.
She discovered a cute side to Isera, who had once seemed like a thorny rose. However, it was time to focus on a more forward-looking discussion.
“But what did you mean by needing preparation?”
“You’ve resolved your Mana Concentration Disorder, but you have to acknowledge that you haven’t stepped outside the framework of the academy.”
“That’s true.”
Ian had recorded a mana measure of 1750.
It was the middle of the 4th circle in terms of mana. However, even a mage at the middle of the 4th circle could be bested by a 3rd circle mage, depending on experience and circumstances.
“You’re at risk with your current skills. This isn’t just anyone you are up against, it’s the empire.”
“Do you have a method?”
“We should work together. I’ll cooperate with you.”
‘Is the senior going to help?’
Ian’s eyes widened at the unexpected remark.
Isera was a person who had no interest in anything outside of magic research.
She didn’t care how the academy operated or what policies the kingdom followed.
It was truly surprising that she would so readily offer to help.
More than anything, there was one thing that weighed on Ian’s mind.
“But this is a matter concerning the kingdom of Sonokin. Are you sure it’s alright?”
From the perspective of the Kingdom of Roland, it would be advantageous if the kingdom of Sonokin were to split.
That way, they could quickly escape being a vassal state.
Yet, surprisingly, Isera nodded.
“You spoke of justice as a mage. I am also a mage. As a mage, it’s right to correct any wrongs we see.”
“Thank you for saying so, but…”
It was still a burdensome task.
If things went wrong, not only Isera but the entire Hebraim Family could become targets.
The Sonokin Royal Family might exert cruel pressure.
At that moment, the corners of Isera’s lips curved slightly.
“Of course, I won’t be at the forefront. I’m saying I’ll help where I can.”
“How will you do that?”
“We need to make use of the academy. It’s the intersection point between you and me.”
“The intersection point is only some club activities.”
“Exactly.”
Isera picked up her teacup to moisten her slightly dry mouth.
“I had planned to go on expeditions to dungeons or ruins once or twice a semester. What do you think about increasing that frequency a bit?”
“That sounds like a good idea. We might even sync well together. And in the process, we might find artifacts.”
By using weekends or holidays, they could tackle dungeons that were a bit farther away. Furthermore, once the finals were over, the long summer vacation would begin.
Ian realized that his academy life was entering a new phase.
After all, outdoor activities offered experiences not available in the academy.
The addition of Isera was reassuring.
“Your dorm friends said they’d help you, right?”
“Yes, for now. On the way here, I came with Edel, and he said he wanted to help. He’s even mastered Mana Bolt through self-study.”
Isera smiled contentedly.
“That kid is a different kind of hard worker compared to you. He will surely become an excellent mage.”
“How is he different?”
“How should I put it? It’s beautiful and mysterious, like painting with colors on a blank canvas.”
“And how about me?”
Isera paused for a moment.
Ian was curious about how he would be evaluated in the eyes of a magic genius.
“It’s like adding colors to a perfectly sketched drawing?”
“It’s a bit ambiguous whether that’s a compliment or not.”
“It depends on your interpretation.”
Ian laughed.
It was a very Isera-like answer.
“Then, for our plan, we should bring Milo into the club as well. Does he have to take an exam?”
“Since it’s a special recruitment, let’s just add him directly. But will he want to join?”
“I suppose we’ll have to persuade him convincingly.”
Having to do club activities on a day off was the biggest hurdle, but Ian judged it wouldn’t be too difficult.
If Ian could let Milo know that he could be introduced to friends by making a good impression on Isera, he would likely join immediately.
“Then I’ll proceed with it as soon as we return to the academy.”
“Let’s start the exploration next week. I’ll pick suitable locations.”
“Understood.”
“Think of it not just as skill building, but as preparation for the upcoming exchange match. It might lessen the burden.”
“How was it during your time as a senior? There’s so little information.”
“Well…”
Isera only smiled enigmatically without providing any significant information.
‘Well, this is a problem for us first-year students to solve.’
Knowing the answer made things easier.
But developing the adaptability to solve similar problems in the future would not be fostered. It was better to ponder and face challenges on one’s own.
Knock, knock!
A rather loud knock was heard, and then the butler Kiefer entered.
“Excuse me, milady. Dinner is prepared.”
Kiefer glared at Ian.
Ian grinned leisurely, enjoying his gaze.
“Senior. Shall we go for a meal now? I’m getting hungry.”
“Alright.”
Isera stood up.
The two walked toward the dining hall, sharing trivial academy stories that anyone could overhear.
* * *
Having experienced a splendid feast, Ian headed to the Oracle Family mansion, feeling somewhat fatigued.
‘The Count’s family is indeed remarkable.’
Although it wasn’t exactly a feast with all sorts of delicacies, it still had many rare dishes that were hard to come by.
Ian could sense that Isera had put significant thought into it.
Despite receiving piercing stares from Kiefer and all the servants, Ian had an amiable time with Isera.
He felt that he had grown close enough to declare their friendship to others.
“Master.”
Upon alighting from the carriage, Wilson looked at Ian with a somewhat surprised expression.
Ian straightened his attire after disembarking and asked,
“What’s wrong?”
“It seems you returned quite early.”
“Early? It’s past ten at night……”
“I thought you might have stayed overnight.”
“You say incredible things so nonchalantly.”
It seemed Wilson had taken a liking to Isera.
He was likely set on making her the mistress.
‘Well, it would have been the same even if my parents were here.’
Isera was indeed flawless wherever one looked.
Of course, Ian felt the same way.
‘But it’s still too early.’
Even though she was a vassal state’s noble, she belonged to a Count family. The Hebraim Family is quite renowned in the Kingdom of Roland.
In comparison, the Oracle Family was obscure.
In the connections among nobles, nothing is as important as the prestige of a family.
Even if the individuals themselves didn’t mind, those around them would not stand idly.
‘But time will settle it. I will become stronger.’
Ian entered the mansion.
Wilson, who had followed beside him, reported the recent events.
“As reported, we hired some butlers and maids. I will summon them right away to greet you.”
Shortly after a communication channel was established for the Oracle Family, Ian and Wilson had their first successful communication, which was when these discussions arose.
“Isn’t it too late for that?”
“Not at all. Everyone wishes to meet you, my Lord.”
“Then call them immediately.”
“Yes, my Lord.”
Ian waited in the study for the staff to arrive.
Initially, they intended to hire soldiers too, but thanks to the Bahamut Trading Company providing mercenaries, they didn’t need to for a while.
Polo, the leader of the Bahamut Fourth Mercenary Squad, was guarding the mansion.
‘But hiring at least a knight would be good. To grow the family, I need to prepare in advance.’
Since it wasn’t urgent, Ian thought he should carefully seek out good talent.
What Ian needed was not just a skilled knight.
He needed someone who could dedicate their loyalty fully to the family. Therefore, he should avoid advertising a recruitment notice.
‘It’s a matter of connection. It isn’t something hastened.’
While going through documents, there was a knock followed by the door opening.
Wilson entered with Dorothy.
And following them, four men and women walked in a line.
“This is Ian, the head of our Oracle Family. Everyone, keep your mind straight and serve without lacking! Especially you maids, if you daydream about the Master being handsome, you’ll be in trouble!”
Dorothy commanded the subordinates like a fish in the water.
The four simultaneously bowed their heads.
“Greetings to the Master.”
“Speak up!”
“G-Greetings to the Master!”
Only then did Dorothy nod her head.
Observing this, Ian smiled.
It finally felt like the mansion was bustling a bit.
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 106
Upon returning to the academy dormitory, Ian Oracle found Milo Vinettia sprawled over his desk, resembling a half-dead corpse.
“Ugh…”
Ian had to pause to contemplate the mysteries of dark magic.
He wondered if a zombie might look something like how Milo appeared at that moment.
Milo’s condition was quite disheveled, with his hair matted and dark circles extending down to his cheeks.
Ian chuckled softly as he set down his luggage and approached him.
Materialized Goyang jumped onto the bed, watching over the two with curiosity.
“Did you stay up all night again?”
“Why ask the obvious? The problem is that I’m strongly suspecting I’ll have to pull another all-nighter tonight.”
“Are the business preparations coming along?”
“We’re in the final stretch. By next week, the factory should be up and running. Until then, I have to manage somehow.”
“So, you’re finally about to see the light.”
Ian had never visited the potion production facility set up inside the academy. There was no real need to.
He had already written papers and created potion manufacturing manuals, so just Milo handling it was sufficient.
Of course, Professor Maxim of the Department of Natural Studies was very curious about the remarkable setup Ian had designed.
However, true to his quirky nature, he hadn’t yet made the first move to approach Ian.
‘Right now, it’s important for Milo to establish himself in Professor Maxim’s lab. There’s no need for me to get involved. Surely, an opportunity will come later.’
Ian decided to postpone his meeting with Professor Maxim for another time.
There were too many things that required his attention at present.
Aside from uncovering the secrets linking Hamel, Zickhardt, and the Empire, he had to attend the upcoming magic association meeting.
Moreover, there will be an internal exchange event happening soon.
Thanks to these, there were plenty of topics to discuss with his dormitory roommates.
He also needed to ensure Milo joined the Ancient Literature Reading Club.
“But you really have no luck, you know? If the potion business had been pushed back a bit, you could’ve rested for at least a week.”
“What kind of talk is that? It’s all because of you! You pushed things too fast, and that’s why I’m like this!”
“Well, isn’t it a crime to be talented, even if I’m not particularly handsome?”
“Huh…”
Ian rubbed his thumb and forefinger together, implying that Milo was making money.
Milo flinched but soon scoffed.
“If you try to solve everything with money, your soul becomes shallow, friend.”
“To think those words would come out of Milo Vinettia’s mouth! Weren’t you the one who once said money is everything?”
“Just get out of here if you’re not going to help!”
Ian suppressed a laugh.
At that moment, the door opened, and Edel walked in, looking fully refreshed, with vibrant energy on his face.
“Good morning!”
“Shh.”
Ian placed a finger on his lips, signaling not to provoke Milo unnecessarily.
As expected, Milo glanced back irritably, then returned to his original position.
“Oh? Are you working from the morning, Milo?”
Edel, however, was different from Ian.
He took out some fruits wrapped in paper and offered them to Milo.
“Want to try these? They’re peaches from Trona Mountain, really effective when you’re tired. The dried ones are even used as medicinal ingredients. In some regions, the juice is mixed into potions.”
Three very appetizing peaches appeared.
Milo’s mouth watered.
“Oh! That’s different from someone who only talks big.”
“Hahaha. Is that someone Ian?”
“Why bother saying it? Just a waste of words.”
“I’ll peel them for you. Hold on.”
Edel peeled the skin with a sharp tool, and as the flesh was revealed, a sweet fragrance filled the room, proving it was no ordinary fruit.
『What, what is this?』
Goyang, who was loafing on the bed, perked its tail up at the enticing aroma.
“Wow. The smell is amazing!”
『Human! Just one bite for me!』
Naturally, Ian ignored Goyang’s plea.
『Why are you ignoring me? Human, I also like fruit!』
“Spirits don’t really need to eat, right? We should share with a friend who’s exhausted.”
『I can eat!』
“It’s okay, you’re a great spirit.”
Goyang realized that being called a “great spirit” wasn’t always a positive thing.
“Here, try it. The seed inside is hard, so be careful not to hurt your teeth.”
“Hahaha. Thank you.”
Milo had skipped breakfast, so he eagerly accepted the peach.
Edel began peeling the next peach.
“I brought them to have one each, but Milo, you can have them all. You worked hard all night. Ian, is that okay?”
“Why not. There’s a saying that you give an extra candy to the one you dislike.”
“Hahaha. You guys! At least you still have some conscience left. I’ll enjoy this, thank you!”
Milo put the fruit directly into his mouth.
As the sweet juice spread, a blissful expression appeared on his face.
“Kyaah!”
For a moment, it felt as if his fatigue disappeared.
Edel’s statement that it was used as a medicinal herb was not an exaggeration.
It was as effective as a mid-level potion.
“Isn’t this a medicine rather than a fruit? How can it have such an immediate effect?”
“Maybe it’s even more so because you’re hungry?”
“Possibly.”
He had already finished one.
Edel cut a small piece and handed it to Ian.
Ian tried one as well and was amazed.
“It tastes really good.”
In an instant, several ideas flashed through Ian’s mind.
Though brief, it was enough to make him smile.
“You’re not thinking of research themes again, are you?”
“Just enjoying the taste would be a waste. If I can derive something productive from it, that’s killing two birds with one stone.”
“Anyway, Ian is impossible to stop.”
Edel peeled the remaining one neatly and gave it to Milo.
Milo’s large muscles started twitching.
It was a natural habit that manifested when he ate something extremely delicious.
Of course, Ian found it disgusting, so he avoided looking closely.
“This was specially procured by my father for you guys. As an apology.”
“An apology?”
“He had planned to invite you over, but then had to cancel because something came up, remember? He felt bad about just letting it slide…”
“Well, it was something unavoidable.”
“Exactly.”
Ian agreed with Milo.
On the day they were invited, a sudden outbreak of mass food poisoning occurred in the commercial district of the capital.
As a result, the hospital run by Edel’s father became filled with patients.
So, the invitation was canceled.
Any ordinary noble would have been upset, but Ian and Milo had characteristics that were not typical of nobles.
Instead, they supported Edel’s father.
It was the choice of someone who contributed to the kingdom.
“Hey, now that we’re on the topic, how about we have a simple dinner at my place tonight if it’s okay with you?”
“Isn’t that too sudden? I don’t want to impose.”
“Most of the hospitalized have been discharged, so he said tonight is fine. Oh! If you’re busy, it’s okay. I don’t want you to feel pressured.”
“I’m fine with it.”
As Ian accepted without hesitation, Milo, who was planning to act coy, twitched his lips.
“Then I guess I should go too. It only makes sense if the three of us are there, right?”
“Are you okay with your work?”
“Not really. There is a way to make things okay though…”
With a sinister grin, Milo grabbed Ian and Edel by the arm.
It was a chilling smile.
“If you both help, I can finish quickly. So don’t think of running away and roll up your sleeves! Ian, adjust the experimental device, and Edel, organize the result data!”
“He’s really a high-maintenance guy.”
“I don’t think you, Ian, can say that.”
In the end, Ian and Edel rolled up their sleeves and started helping Milo.
However, at that very moment, a broadcast came through the mana speaker.
― Attention all first-year students in the Department of Magic. The results of the midterm exams for the first semester have been posted on each bulletin board. There will be a one-week period for objections, so please check your scores. Once again, we inform you…
Ian, Milo, and Edel were shocked.
“The results are out already?”
“It seems to be limited to the first years?”
“Our scores must have been graded quickly since it’s a common test.”
The three of them stood up abruptly.
Milo moved a bit ahead.
He quickly opened the door and stepped into the hallway.
“Let’s go check! Hurry!”
“Does rushing there change your rank?”
“What a hurtful thing to say! It’s the moment to prove my excellence! Hahaha!”
Milo was quite excited.
* * *
A notice board had also been placed in front of the dormitory.
So, Ian and his friends moved to the board in front of the dormitory, where many students had already gathered.
“Move aside! Quickly! Those who can’t even make it to the top five should just quietly study in the dorm!”
Thanks to Milo’s efforts, Ian and Edel could easily check the results.
〈First Semester Regular Exams Midterm Results〉
1. Ian Oracle – 100 points
2. Zickhardt Telenium – 99 points
3. Ophelia Drias – 96 points
4. Sebastian Kent – 92 points
5. Edel Heinz – 91 points
6. Milo Vinettia – 90 points
“As expected, Ian is first!”
Edel shouted joyfully as if it were his own achievement.
Ian simply smiled calmly at his reaction.
Though he had expected such a result inwardly, seeing it confirmed like this brought a sense of relief.
It was the first time he had placed first in an official academy exam.
‘Is the mana measurement all that’s left now?’
Once the objection period ended, the freshman students would gather again at the auditorium for mana measurement.
At that time, Ian planned to show everything he had.
“That’s insane. How did he not get a single question wrong when it was so hard?”
“I heard the Oracle Family is renowned for their high-level theoretical mages… Their theory must be solid.”
“Did he surpass both Sebastian and Zickhardt?”
“He’s really a terrifying guy!”
Ian’s peers looked at him with eyes full of envy but Ian was lost in different thoughts.
‘Ophelia surpassed Sebastian. A gap of 4 points is quite significant…’
Ian turned his head.
Sebastian and Ophelia were looking at the notice board from one side, talking as they usually did.
‘Seems like his pride got hurt? Sebastian.’
Even amid his smile, Ian noticed Sebastian furrowing his brow. Occasionally, he even clenched his fists.
Just then, the two of them were having a conversation about Ian.
“Let’s stop talking about the heir of that lowly family. A gap of 6 points is an insurmountable difference, isn’t it?”
“Hahaha, what a disappointing remark. It was just a momentary lapse. Besides, the first semester comprehensive evaluation includes the final exam too. That guy can’t surpass me in practicals.”
Sebastian wore a greasy smile. However, internally, he was burning up.
‘It’s one thing if it’s about Ian, but Ophelia surpassing me?’
That was truly a shocking blow.
Since the time they had learned each other’s names, Sebastian had never lost to Ophelia.
He had always held the upper hand in every competition.
Yet, unexpectedly, he had taken a hit.
‘When did she study? She always said the academy was merely a diversion.’
Therefore, his trademark greasy smile now held a hidden spice not usually seen.
Ophelia, who observed it silently, wasn’t one to let it pass unnoticed.
“By the way, did our dear Sebastian not study this time? Ranking fourth, losing to both Ian and Zickhardt?”
Ophelia didn’t bother to mention that she herself had ranked one place higher.
But Sebastian clearly recognized her implication.
“Ah, well, everyone makes mistakes sometimes. Where there are climbs, there are also descents.”
“Whether it was a mistake or not will be determined by the next exam?”
“Naturally.”
At that moment, Ian sensed something odd.
Someone who should have been causing a commotion was nowhere in sight.
“Where is Milo?”
“Huh? Where did he go?”
Milo was nowhere to be found nearby.
Edel, who was looking around, pointed in a direction.
“He’s over there?”
In a secluded area, away from the notice board, Milo was sitting.
He gazed blankly at the sky with an empty look in his eyes.
“My father was right. Was I just a machine for creating failures? Even losing to Edel…”
He had a despairing expression.
Both Ian and Edel thought the same thing simultaneously.
They were glad they had given up all three peaches.
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“I’m sorry, Milo. Really… I’m sorry…”
Ian let out a sigh.
Ever since Edel returned to the dormitory with Milo until now, when they were ready to go out for dinner, he had been apologizing to him continuously.
There was only one reason.
Because Edel performed better on the exam, Milo got hurt.
Unable to watch any longer, Ian spoke up.
“Why on earth are you apologizing? What mistake did you make?”
“But because of me, Milo got hurt…”
How on earth could anyone come up with such an idea?
After all, exams were a clear competition.
“Am I mistaken in thinking that you’re continually rubbing salt in the wound?”
“No, no! Milo has always been so good to me, how could I?”
“No matter how I think about it, it feels like you’re teasing him.”
“…”
Milo still seemed unable to recover from the shock.
He hung his head and didn’t show any significant reaction.
In fact, the scariest one seemed to be Edel.
Though he wore an innocent face, he might be the toughest person.
As proof, he achieved the 5th rank in this standard exam.
There was a reason for calling a simple written test an ‘achievement’.
Among the freshmen in the Department of Magic, Edel was the only commoner.
For him to achieve 5th place meant there were more than twenty nobles behind him.
Crushing the heirs of noble families, who had been receiving generous support since childhood, was noteworthy in itself.
Until recently, Edel was struggling with deciphering ancient languages.
‘There were actually many students who were discouraged.’
While they didn’t provoke him like the dimwits from the Department of Martial Arts, some peers did look at Edel with odd eyes.
If Edel hadn’t been in Ian’s group, he would have been caught in overt strife.
Now, Ian, who confidently secured the 1st place, was serving as the fence that protected him.
‘Anyway, things have gotten interesting. Only a single point difference with Sebastian.’
Ian thought he should help Edel some more.
For now, he planned to correct the mana bolt runes that Edel had learned. That alone could lead to good performance in the practical final exams.
‘Will he end up entering the Department of Applied Magic instead of the Department of Healing Magic?’
That would be interesting in its own right.
It’s similar to a practical mage emerging from the Oracle Family, renowned for theoretical magic.
“Anyway, Edel, if we’re going by that logic, I would have to keep apologizing to Milo until graduation. So, let’s stop.”
“…”
Was it his imagination, or did Milo’s head droop even lower?
Edel nodded.
“Unless talking more would improve the scores. But that’s not the case, right? We still have the final exam left, so it’s too early to get discouraged. Right, Milo?”
“….”
“You’re not going to file an appeal just to up it by a point, are you?”
“Enough…”
Though technically possible within academic administration, not many students did so due to the perception that it undermined the professor’s authority.
“Then let’s go. Edel’s parents must be waiting.”
“Okay!”
“Ha…”
By the late afternoon, Ian and his friends left the dormitory.
Ian rented a carriage from the rental office, explained the destination, and boarded.
Ian sat with Milo next to him, and Edel sat across from them.
As the carriage started moving, Edel placed his hands on his knees and blushed.
“What’s wrong?”
“Huh? Oh, nothing!”
“Do you have a fever?”
Ian reached out to check Edel’s forehead but found no fever.
“It’s just, I’m a bit embarrassed.”
“About what?”
“It’s just… showing you guys my home…”
It must have been a complex feeling.
For a commoner’s home to host nobles, especially two of them, for a meal was probably a once-in-a-lifetime event.
And it wasn’t even a casual stopover to stay for a night due to nightfall, it was a formal invitation.
“It’s just a simple meal and a cup of tea, that’s all.”
“Alright!”
Milo replied.
Ian, noticing that Milo still had his head down, clicked his tongue and gave his back a solid slap.
He infused a bit of magic into the blow, just a little.
Thud!
“Gahhh!!”
Milo finally lifted his head, glaring at Ian with a fearful look in his eyes.
“What are you doing!”
“Now you look more like yourself.”, replied Ian.
“Meow!” chimed in Goyang, adding to the scene.
Milo frowned and sighed as he rubbed his forehead.
“I have something to say before we eat!”
Milo continued.
“Why don’t we start with you taking a hit too?” he proposed, although Ian politely declined by raising his hand.
“Isera said she would help us as well, regarding what we need to do next!”
Ian disclosed.
The revelation startled both Milo and their other roommate, drawing their surprise away from the pain on Milo’s back.
While Edel, being a commoner, wasn’t fully grasping the implications, Milo, a noble, was well aware of Isera’s political standing.
“That’s a generous offer, but won’t the Sonokin Royal Family be unhappy with that?!”
Milo questioned.
“She doesn’t intend to take the lead. She simply wants to help us become stronger!”
Ian clarified.
“How?!”
Milo asked.
“Take a guess. What are the ways a mage becomes stronger?!”
Ian challenged.
“There are several ways; consuming elixirs, acquiring items… or gaining experience!”
Milo speculated.
“What if there was a way to do all three at once?!”
Ian teased, grabbing Milo’s attention even more.
“What is it?!”
Milo asked with curiosity.
“Exploration!”
Ian answered.
“Exploration? You mean dungeons?!”
Milo inquired.
“Both dungeons and ruins could work!”
Ian stated.
“Aren’t ruins a bit tough?!”
Milo expressed his doubt.
“With Isera’s help, it won’t be that hard!”
Ian reassured.
“True enough!”
Milo conceded.
None of them, including Ian and Milo, truly knew the extent of Isera’s capabilities.
One thing was certain though, neither Ian nor Milo had surpassed her level.
“By exploring dungeons or ruins, gathering artifacts, harvesting and consuming elixirs, and gaining experience, we can become stronger quickly!”
Ian proposed confidently.
“But around the capital, aren’t such places scarce? Ruins are far off, and most dungeons have already been cleared!”
Milo pointed out sensibly.
“Good observation, but there isn’t a complete lack of options!”
Ian responded cryptically.
Milo swallowed hard, sensing that an unforeseen answer was about to surface from Ian’s mind.
“If we find unexplored sites, we could solve this in a single stroke!”
Ian declared decisively.
As was typical with Ian, he didn’t disappoint his friends.
“Unexplored sites… Are you suggesting we find undiscovered dungeons or ruins?!”
Milo asked, intrigued.
“Exactly!”
Ian confirmed.
“That’s easier said than done. How do we find them?!”
Milo pressed.
“Isera could manage it. She practically lives with ancient documents!”
Ian explained.
Their plan, as Ian discussed it with Isera over dinner, involved locating exploration points from clues within ancient scripts.
Ian wholeheartedly agreed with the idea, confident that leveraging Isera’s intellect and the power of her glasses would allow them to proceed smoothly. The glasses possessed extraordinary capabilities for interpreting magical ancient scripts accurately.
‘And if we add Goyang’s power to the mix…’
Ian contemplated the possibility that Goyang might be a primordial spirit, the progenitor of all spirits.
If his suspicion proved correct, this endeavor was indeed worthwhile.
“I’ve always wanted to say this. Ian, you have a tendency to oversimplify things!”
Milo remarked.
“I’m not taking it lightly. This is the result of deep thought!”
Ian countered.
“Ah, if only you wouldn’t talk so much and just get on with it!”
Milo sighed.
There was, in truth, no choice in the matter.
Both Milo and Edel had already agreed to collaborate with Ian.
Furthermore, the venture promised personal growth for all involved, leaving them no reason to refuse.
“Alright, let’s do it! So, what do I need to do? You and Isera will be poring over ancient scripts, right?!”
Milo asked.
“First, you need to join the Ancient Literature Reading Club!”
Ian suggested.
“Why there?!”
Milo inquired.
“This plan isn’t about connecting dots with Hamel, Zickhardt, or the Empire. We’re merely engaging in a club activity here at the academy!”
Ian explained, outlining their pretense for secrecy.
“Me and Edel were already members. But you aren’t, so you need to join to avoid suspicion.”
Milo frowned.
Even if he didn’t know much, the official gatherings of the Ancient Text Reading Club were held on Sun Day!
It was the day when getting enough rest was already challenging, yet club activities demanded their time.
However, as Ian anticipated, Milo nodded.
“If you say you need me, I can’t refuse. I’ll join!”
“That’s great to hear.”
Ian and Edel smiled.
Edel, in particular, seemed more pleased.
He had always thought it would be beneficial to have Milo with them.
“Surely, there’s no entrance exam, right?”
“I asked about that too. She said she’ll accept you without an exam, given it’s a special selection.”
“She truly recognizes my worth. Hehe.”
Ian had a good guess about Milo’s ulterior motive behind that cunning laugh.
He probably wanted to win Isera’s favor to get an introduction to her.
“Then let’s all go together next meeting. Senior will be pleased.”
“Okay!’
Milo tightly clenched his fists, showing determination.
Both Ian and Edel felt relieved.
It seemed like Milo had quickly shaken off the stress from the exam results.
The carriage galloped vigorously down the main road to the capital.
* * *
“Oh! Heinz Hospital!”
Milo exclaimed as he saw the signboard.
Ian, who followed him out of the carriage, took in the view of the hospital as well.
While it had a modest construction, the size was more substantial than expected. It was a three-story building.
“Didn’t you say it was a small hospital? At this size, there must be quite a number of patients.”
“My father wishes to expand it further. He says we can’t provide proper care for all the patients with this size.”
“He is quite ambitious. In a good way.”
Ian now understood why their plans had been canceled due to a food poisoning incident.
“You must feel a heavy burden.”
“I aspire to become an excellent healer to help my father.”
“That’s the spirit.”
At that moment, a middle-aged couple came out through the door.
It was evident they were Edel’s parents.
Their appearance and the atmosphere they exuded bore a strong resemblance to each other.
“Father. I brought our guests.”
Ian and Milo slightly bowed their heads.
Edel’s father spread his arms welcomingly towards the two.
“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you. Despite your busy schedule, I’m honored you made time to visit. I am Klefio, and this is my wife, Weiss.”
The composed-looking woman gave a nod.
Unlike his upright father, it seemed Edel had inherited his mother’s calm demeanor.
“Our son is indebted to you.”
“Indebted? Not at all. It’s my pleasure. I am Ian.”
“And I’m Milo.”
Ian and Milo shook hands with Klefio.
Klefio keenly observed Milo’s muscles.
“You look quite fit. It’s hard to build such muscles without consistent training.”
“Hahaha. You noticed. I train daily. Physical strength is as vital as the nation’s strength, after all.”
“As it happens, I have a tonic that enhances muscles. If you don’t mind, I’ll prepare some for you.”
“That sounds excellent! Hahaha.”
From the start, the two seemed to get along well.
It appeared Klefio also engaged in regular physical training. He seemed muscular, unlike the more slender Edel.
“Mr. Klefio, please feel free to speak informally when we’re together.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t dream of such impoliteness.”
“We are Edel’s friends. Moreover, you are a decorated hero of the kingdom, are you not? It’s only natural to show respect to someone who has served the country.”
Klefio looked at Ian with an expression of admiration.
He found him to be even more genuine than what he’d heard.
“Having received such praise, I should have put more effort into tonight’s menu.”
“Today isn’t the only day.”
“Dinner will be ready soon. But first, I’d like to do a tour of the hospital to those who will shoulder the kingdom’s future.”
“That sounds wonderful.”
“But what is this animal? Looks like a cat.”
The cat, with a jewel embedded in its forehead, was unlike anything he had seen before.
It was obvious at first glance that it was extraordinary.
“It’s a mystical creature. It won’t cause any harm to patients.”
“A mystical creature, you say.”
“Edel, can I leave this one in your care for a moment?”
“Sure!”
Ian and Milo followed Klefio’s guidance and entered the hospital.
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As they entered, a strong herbal scent filled the air, assaulting their senses. One side of the room was lined with ointments and potions, while all sorts of medical equipment filled the space.
Several nurses bustled about, attending to patients.
Ian Oracle took out his watch to check the time.
It was past seven in the evening.
“Until what time do you see patients here?” he asked.
“We don’t have a set closing time.”
Their footsteps came to a halt.
Inside the examination room, a young man was seen consulting with a patient.
His hair was tousled, and he appeared exhausted.
Ian had previously seen people with similar appearances at the Great Library, typically tired from several sleepless nights.
Klefio pointed out the young healer.
“That fellow works until 10 PM. After that, it’s my shift. We have only two healers in the hospital.”
“But wouldn’t you need more healers to operate like this?”
“We don’t have time to consider such realistic things. There’s a saying in our industry; the disease doesn’t wait for the healer.”
Klefio moved onward just as the young healer began examining a patient by lifting his shirt and touching various areas. The patient groaned, complaining about the pain.
In that moment, the young healer’s eyes gleamed.
Just that one scene made it clear why he was struggling here.
‘I guess Klefio might be more extraordinary than I first thought,’ Ian pondered briefly, observing the scene before following him.
‘Indeed, was he an army healer?’
An army healer, as the name suggested, was someone who treated soldiers, whether in peace or wartime.
During peace, conditions were more favorable, but everything changed with the onset of war.
On the battlefield, there was a shortage of both supplies and manpower, and the resulting injuries and illnesses were unlike those of ordinary times.
There were many patients with amputated limbs or other severe injuries, and most couldn’t withstand it.
Having gone through such severe situations, one couldn’t help but dismiss any notions of reality.
“Don’t worry too much. Despite appearances, that friend isn’t like other young people these days.”
“That’s a relief.”
“His name is Groot. You’ll probably hear about him often, so remember it.”
As Klefio walked down the corridor, he continued explaining different areas.
“The first floor is for consultations, and the second and third floors are for admissions. I’d like to expand the hospital if the opportunity arises, but it’s not easy.”
“Is it due to a lack of funds?”
“Until a few days ago, yes, but thanks to you, the financial problem is completely resolved. I’m very thankful, both personally and as a healer.”
Thanks to the contract Ian and Edel made, Edel had come into a substantial amount of money.
After accounting for the commission, he received 1.7 billion shillings.
This was just the advance share, when the new potion standards hit the market, they would gain a portion of the net sales as profit.
“It’s thanks to your capable son.”
“To be honest!”
Klefio started, scanning their surroundings before speaking.
“I thought my son would have a hard time. The academy, especially the Royal Academy of Sonokin, is no easy place. I thought it couldn’t be helped if he quit shortly after getting in.”
Then Klefio smiled.
“But thanks to you, he seems to be getting the hang of it, and I’m relieved. I extend my gratitude once more.”
“I simply did what I had to as a roommate. We’ve also received much help from Edel.”
“Your new potion idea was truly excellent.”
“You flatter me.”
“Well, I agree with this fellow. Though Edel may be quite shy, he’s loyal.”
What parent dislikes hearing praise for their child? Klefio beamed warmly.
“I’ve met many nobles through my work, but you two seem different.”
“We hear that a lot. When I decided to enter the Department of Magic, the elders of my family were furious. As for Ian, he’s practically severed all ties with the social scene.”
Both were effectively outsiders within the nobility.
Ian Oracle was the successor to a rather humble family.
Milo was born into a prestigious family of knights, but instead of following the family tradition, he became a mage.
Because of this, they managed to break away from the stagnant norms of nobility and develop a broadened perspective.
“Well, I didn’t mean it like that. Anyway, I hope my son graduates from the academy soon. I’m not what I used to be.”
“You still seem robust!”
Milo bantered with a light-hearted tone.
Ian and Milo, having completed their tour of the hospital, returned to the first-floor lobby.
Coincidentally, a patient who received treatment from Groot emerged from the examination room, looking noticeably brighter.
Klefio smiled with satisfaction.
“Do you know why there is such a shortage of healers working in hospitals?”
It didn’t seem like he was asking just to be comforted.
Ian answered.
“It’s because most people who can handle mana choose the path of combat magic.”
“Correct.”
It was an inevitable phenomenon.
Whether theoretical mages or healers, they remained distant from wealth and fame.
Particularly as a healer, one had to forsake personal ambitions and dedicate oneself to the nation.
With bad luck, even doing good deeds could cost one’s life.
For this reason, most who could wield mana chose the path of combat magic, close to money and fame.
“That doesn’t mean one can criticize that choice. Everyone has the right to forge their own life.”
Klefio chuckled softly.
“There’s no need for concern. I didn’t have you look around the hospital to lecture you at my age.”
“So, there’s another reason for this.”
“The issue isn’t with people’s choices, but with mana itself, so to speak, that’s what I wanted to say.”
Ian and Milo exchanged a glance, then refocused their attention on Klefio.
Klefio motioned for them to follow him.
The place they moved to was his consultation room.
In line with his background as an army healer, the interior was exceptionally clean.
It was so minimalistic and tidy that it seemed beyond the need for further organization.
“You must be hungry, but bear with it a little longer. There’s something I really need to talk to you about.”
They had already anticipated this.
Otherwise, he wouldn’t have brought them to the consultation room of a separate building before the dinner.
“It’s our first meeting, but I have a favor to ask you both.”
“If it’s something we can do, we’re happy to help.”
“Feel free to refuse. Just listen comfortably.”
Klefio began revealing the thoughts he had harbored since his youthful days of choosing the path of a healer.
“The reason for the shortage of healers, as I mentioned before, is mana. It’s not easy to become a healer without being able to manipulate mana. Even if one becomes a healer, diagnosing or treating is bound to be challenging.”
For instance, there’s healing magic.
Healing magic is a very fundamental magic for treating injuries.
However, without the ability to manipulate mana even slightly, one cannot use healing magic.
Mana is not used solely for healing magic.
There are limitations to inspecting a patient’s condition solely with the naked eye.
Thus, high-level healers can transform mana into a special waveform to diagnose invisible internal diseases or injuries.
“So I have thought for a long time about whether people who can’t handle mana can still become excellent healers.”
“How can someone become an excellent healer without using mana? Is that even possible?”
Milo asked, being in the process of learning about the healing discipline through academy lessons.
Compared to him, Ian, who was well-versed with vast knowledge even in healing, could somewhat grasp what Klefio had been pondering.
“It’s not impossible.”
Milo flinched, responding with surprise.
“Isn’t it fundamentally difficult to diagnose? Professor Medina mentioned that in her lectures, didn’t she?”
“That’s the general theory. It’s daunting to talk about the specifics when most are just entering the world of healing studies.”
Klefio looked at Ian with interest.
Aside from Edel’s constant praise, even his eyes, which had often faced life and death on the battlefield, could see that Ian was extraordinary.
“It’s possible to integrate magical engineering into the healing arts.”
“What? Does that even make sense?”
“In theory, it is possible.”
That darned obsession with theory.
Milo almost habitually said that out loud but stopped himself.
They weren’t alone, after all.
“If we create a device to store mana and use it to develop diagnostic or therapeutic tools, we could treat patients just by operating the machinery, even if we can’t handle mana directly.”
This time, Ian turned his gaze toward Klefio.
“Is that what you intended to say?”
“Precisely. It’s almost as if you read my mind.”
“But right now, it’s not something we can tackle immediately. Regardless of how skilled we are in handling magic or our knowledge of magical engineering, interdisciplinary fusion isn’t easy without fundamental knowledge in healing.”
“I understand it’s difficult. What I’m asking is, if Edel ever conducts related research at the academy in the future, could you assist him?”
Both Ian and Milo offered a meek smile.
“You don’t have to ask. We’d naturally help him. Besides, Edel is managing well at the academy. He has even made a close senior friend other than us.”
“It’s reassuring to hear that.”
“Since we’re talking, may I ask one more question?”
“By all means.”
“What if Edel decides to specialize not in the healing arts but in practical magic or another major?”
Both Milo and Klefio were taken aback.
Edel often mentioned that he would continue the family business and had a profound affection for the healing arts and herbal studies. Yet, choosing a different major?
“Did he mention such a thing?”
“No, not at all. It’s purely my personal curiosity.”
They didn’t yet know that Edel had begun learning offensive magic.
Magic is a mysterious field.
Once entangled, it’s hard to escape, much like a legal drug.
Edel might have just learned offensive magic, but if he started learning other magics, healing might take a backseat.
‘Edel’s mana capacity isn’t bad. His sense is quite good too. If he puts in the effort, he has potential for growth.’
That’s why Ian brought up the question.
“Well, I hadn’t thought that far. It’s a bit unsettling but…”
Klefio didn’t ponder for long.
“It’s the choice of my one and only son, I ought to respect it.”
“Is that so?”
“It doesn’t seem like a completely baseless suggestion. Could you tell me if it wouldn’t be too much trouble?”
Ian glanced at Milo before speaking.
“Actually, before coming here, the academy’s regular examination results were announced.”
“Oh, now that you mention it, there was an important exam. But what about it?”
“Your son received an impressive score of 91 points. Fifth among the freshmen and even a rank above Milo here.”
“Is it… true?”
Remembering what he had scarcely forgotten, Milo hung his head in shame.
On the other hand, Klefio couldn’t contain his astonishment.
His normally solemn expression was filled with surprise and delight.
To surpass so many noble contenders and secure fifth place.
“Why didn’t he boast about it as soon as he came?”
“He’s not the type to go around bragging.”
“I suppose not.”
“Given his level of talent, I thought he might choose a different major, hence why I mentioned it. But no need to worry too much.”
Just then, the door of the consultation room clicked open, and Edel poked his head through.
“Oh, you were all here? Father, dinner is ready. Come for the meal, everyone. Huh? Why is the atmosphere like this?”
The unusually quiet environment seemed peculiar to him.
Edel’s gaze circled the room before finally landing on Milo.
“Milo, did you get scolded?”
“…”
Milo found himself unable to lift his head even more.
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The sun had set and night had descended upon the academy.
At that moment, the streetlights lining the path flickered on, dispelling the darkness.
They were beautiful lamps powered by mana.
And beneath those lights, a man sat with his legs crossed.
A young man with fiery red hair.
He was Helios, the kingdom’s most infamous rogue, and the second prince.
Though he was usually known for his unruly ways, his expression at that moment was far from the typical demeanor of a rogue.
He looked exceptionally serious, burdened with many thoughts.
“Now that the exams are over, haven’t you returned to the Royal Palace?”
At that moment, a figure slowly emerged from the shadows.
Helios’ indifferent gaze turned in that direction.
“What would be the point in going? No doubt my distinguished brother would only lecture me endlessly.”
“Still, shouldn’t you keep an eye on the situation?”
“There is no need. I receive reports daily, so it’s enough.”
When the standard exams concluded, a period for appeals would begin.
And during that week, there would be no classes, allowing students to move freely.
However, Helios chose not to leave.
Even though the exams had ended, he remained at the academy.
Likewise, Zickhardt, who had just appeared, did the same.
“And what about you? Why are you still hanging around here? It’s not like your mana will increase just by sticking around.”
“I have my own plan in mind.”
“Seems like you’re also under pressure. What does your father say?”
“He hasn’t said anything specific.”
Helios clicked his tongue.
“With helpers as inept as this, can I even ascend to the throne?”
It was a staggering statement.
No one would have imagined such talk taking place in a corner of the academy.
Once the crown prince was determined, it was akin to rebellion.
It was at that moment that the Telomian family’s support for Helios was subtly revealed through Zickhardt.
Zickhardt then knelt on one knee and respectfully greeted him.
“I see you, Your Highness.”
“Such prompt greeting.”
Usually, when his followers addressed him as ‘prince’, Helios displayed a very satisfied expression, but today was markedly different.
Helios stared at Zickhardt with a disinterested look.
“What’s the situation? I heard you’ve been struggling.”
“Struggling? I don’t know who told you that, but they must have a vendetta.”
“I hear and see it all myself.”
“It’s just a trivial matter. There’s still a long way to go, so why rush things?”
Zickhardt replied calmly.
Helios chuckled lightly and shifted his gaze forward once more.
The sunset still lingered faintly.
Helios felt uneasy as if that faint sunset resembled the color of his own hair.
“Just a trivial matter? How amusing. You flaunted your skills and ended up coming second in the standard exams, didn’t you?”
“An exam is merely an exam.”
“Of all things, losing the top spot to Ian, no less? Aren’t you embarrassed?”
Zickhardt’s smile faded in response to the ongoing questioning.
A feeling of deep animosity surged inside him.
The prince before him always viewed him as nothing but an insect, a mere tool.
Yet, it was still too early to reveal his true feelings.
For now, or perhaps for quite some time, he might have to share the same boat with the prince.
“If that Ian hadn’t been stirring so much, we wouldn’t even be having this meeting.”
“I have nothing to say about that.”
It was a moment when another connection between Helios and Zickhardt was revealed.
The two were deeply involved with the Hamel Trading Company.
“But there’s still the mana measurement left. You know, right? What level my mana is.”
“Yes, indeed.”
The prince cleverly used the past tense in his speech.
Zickhardt’s eyes twitched slightly.
“Ian, that bastard had a certified mana level of 77. But what happened to that fool from the Thousand family?”
He was talking about Rahel, who had been defeated in a duel with Ian.
Zickhardt chuckled humorlessly.
“I told that disgusting fool to grip the sword backward and stab it into his heart if he was embarrassed. But he couldn’t do that, instead mumbling about revenge or something.”
“There seems to be an answer in your words, Prince. Isn’t it because that friend of yours lacks something? After all, a fool is a fool.”
“No matter what, Rahel isn’t the type to be easily beaten like that. Especially not by someone with a mana level of 77.”
“There’s a common opinion among peers that he’s hiding his true power.”
“What do you think?”
“I think so too.”
Helios chuckled lightly.
“If that’s the case, wouldn’t this upcoming mana measurement be worth watching? Your mana level is 1482. Roughly, that’s nearly twenty times Ian’s magic. But who’s to say there won’t be an anomaly like during the last regular test? I’ve heard he was invited to the Magic Society after discovering a new spell?”
Once the resting period ended, the mana measurement would commence immediately.
Because of this, most of the high-ranking noble offspring returned to their main family.
They would consume elixirs and hire experts to amplify their mana.
Helios reproached Zickhardt for not returning to his family for this very reason.
“What’s the big deal about that? History and tradition aren’t created in a day.”
“The words ‘history and tradition’ are the ones I despise the most.”
“They belong to the victor. We are destined to win anyway.”
“It’s not ‘we,’ it’s ‘I’.”
Helios drew a cold line.
Zickhardt bowed his head slightly.
“By the way, what do you plan to do about the exchange battle?”
“I didn’t know you were concerned about that too.”
“Well, it would be easy to subdue someone like you… but I’d rather not have my men get hurt needlessly.”
Helios looked down on Zickhardt.
Not just Zickhardt, but he harbored a deep-seated grudge against mages.
“I have a plan. I assure you, Your Highness, I won’t cause you any trouble.”
“Make sure of that. I’m planning a very interesting event, and any interference would be a problem.”
“Understood. But, Your Highness, I have a question.”
“If you talk nonsense, you might lose your head.”
“I think it’s worth risking my life for.”
Impressed by his courage, Helios nodded.
“Why are you so preoccupied with that Ian?”
Helios chuckled lightly.
Zickhardt was asking a question that could easily lead to a fatal outcome.
Yet, that exact trait was what pleased him.
In other words, he was someone considered to be without pity or remorse.
“There’s a rumor that you despise handsome people, but there seems to be another reason.”
“It’s not exactly Ian. There’s a debt to be settled with the one who brought that bastard into this world.”
“Are you referring to Baron Lefevre?”
“Yes.”
Zickhardt nodded, refraining from probing further.
This prompted Helios’s curiosity.
“You’re not going to delve deeper?”
“I’m not interested. What use is there in listening to tales of some deceased baron? It’d only be a waste of ears.”
“Hahaha. Indeed.”
For an instant, Helios’s expression twisted with rage.
An unpleasant memory from the distant past had resurfaced.
At the heart of that past was Baron Lefevre.
“Anyway, since you seem to struggle, I plan to give you a gift.”
“I’m curious about what kind of gift it is.”
“Watch closely. Something very interesting will soon happen in the Department of Magic.”
With a sly grin, Helios left the room first.
* * *
It was a modest yet satisfying dinner.
Milo patted his full belly and displayed a lethargic expression.
“Ha! Experiencing the life of commoners isn’t so bad! Haha. It was a very satisfying meal.”
“Then why don’t you just live as a commoner?”
Ian gave a sharp remark, and Milo wiggled his fingers.
“Tsk tsk! Our dear Professor Ian doesn’t really get it. The trick is to enjoy it sparingly. If you do it every day, you’ll get tired of it quickly.”
“Don’t you get tired of being rejected by women? Every single day?”
“Damn it! Why’d you have to bring that up all of a sudden?”
The three of them rode back to the academy in the carriage.
Although it was a short time, Ian had gained a lot of inspiration from his conversation with Klefio.
Especially one phrase that Klefio had left resonated with him deeply.
― Healing is still akin to a barren land. I wish the skills to save people could advance more than those to harm.
In that single statement, Klefio’s entire life seemed to be reflected.
Ian’s respect for him deepened even further.
He also successfully secured the supply of herbs necessary for potion-making.
To manufacture a large quantity of potions, a significant amount of herbs is needed.
A skilled herbalist is something every healer knows best.
Fortunately, Klefio promised to introduce all the herbalists he’s in business with.
‘Now, the only things left are the mana measurement and the exchange match.’
While he could handle the mana measurement, the exchange match was understandably nerve-wracking.
‘Helios has been awfully quiet.’
When he happened across Helios on campus, Helios had mentioned the exchange match, leaving an ominous remark.
‘He’s definitely up to something.’
Ian kept his guard up.
“So, are we going to Milo’s estate next?!”
Edel asked expectantly. However, the once-confident Milo shrank at the mention of his family.
“Uh, well…”
“As expected, that’s difficult, huh? Come to think of it, even when you go out, you rarely visit your estate.”
“Do you always have to poke at other people’s wounds just to sound considerate?”
“Oh, sorry.”
“Does that look like the face of someone who’s sorry?”
Watching the two bicker, Ian smiled.
Inviting friends home and having a meal together was a more meaningful act than one might think.
Now, in Edel’s manner of speech and behavior, the differences in social status had been cleared away entirely.
“Still, I need to go to the estate tomorrow. I need to get some elixir. Ian, what about you?”
“I’m planning to study at the library.”
“How’s it that you can study again so soon after exams just ended?”
“Technically, it’s not that the midterms ended, it’s that the finals are beginning.”
“You insane bastard!”
Ian laughed silently.
Milo seemed to understand the meaning behind that smile and turned his gaze out of the window, pretending not to notice.
He resolved to defeat Ian in the next exam.
“Senior?”
Upon arriving at the dormitory, Isera was waiting by the door.
Her appearance, in a splendid dress, flickered and disappeared like a fading picture.
“What are you doing here?”
“I was waiting.”
There was no way to tell how long she had been waiting.
Even during their meal together, they hadn’t made any particular arrangements for her return.
Yet here Isera was, waiting.
Ian suddenly had a strange feeling.
Goyang felt the same.
『That girl, she looks really upset! Is it because things didn’t progress?』
Though Goyang tried to act cutesy in front of Isera, she showed little reaction.
“How long have you been waiting? If you had left a note, I could have…”
“Let’s talk.”
Isera cut him off quietly.
Milo, completely oblivious, whistled and dragged Edel into the room, leaving only Ian, Isera, and Goyang in the hallway.
“What’s going on?”
“Follow me.”
Without further explanation, Isera began to walk ahead.
There was nothing Ian could do but follow her.
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At first, Ian thought it was just a minor misunderstanding.
Being invited by a noble, especially someone from a count’s family, was a first for him.
Even with perfect manners, it was possible to disappoint the other party.
However, with Isera’s following words, Ian realized the situation was more serious.
“Go and apply for an outing right away.”
“An outing application?”
Ian had just returned from an overnight leave.
It was quite rare to apply for another outing on the day of return.
“Don’t ask why, just hurry.”
“What if they don’t approve it? I just got back.”
“Make it happen. You have that much capability, don’t you?”
Reluctantly, Ian headed to the academy administration office.
Fortunately, the staff approved his outing. However, they advised him to refrain from doing so frequently in the future.
With that, the two of them left the academy.
Isera didn’t use a carriage.
Ian didn’t bother to ask.
If they had to leave the academy abruptly, it seemed wise to move discreetly.
‘What on earth is going on?’
No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t come up with a plausible reason.
[Well, you should’ve held her hand or kissed her at that time! You’re already nineteen and you don’t understand a woman’s heart at all. It’s frustrating! Having a partner like you!]
‘But you don’t hate it, do you?’
Since Isera gave no room for conversation, Ian communicated with the cat.
‘And that’s not about not understanding a woman’s heart, it’s clear rudeness. Doing that would get me dragged to the city guards.’
[Hmph, that’s just an excuse for someone without guts. A male should naturally show boldness!]
‘Not something a cat should be saying, I think.’
[Are you looking down on me? I am a great spirit!]
‘If you’re a great spirit, then accurately analyze what situation we’re in. Where are we headed? And why we have to do this.’
[A secret place to indulge in each other’s desires?]
‘… My fault for asking.’
The two mages walked along the path shrouded in darkness.
The black robes, emblematic of the Department of Magic, perfectly erased their traces.
However, the staff held by Isera emitted a mysterious glow.
Thus, even though knights and soldiers from the city guard eyed them, they didn’t stop them.
Clad in the academy’s attires and showing magic, their identities were more certain than any other.
Even so, they pulled their hoods down deeply, covering their faces completely.
It was Isera’s instruction.
“No suspicious signs, right?”
“Nothing special yet. But why ask? You can sense them too.”
“I just have to ask sometimes so that you stay alert and do your job.”
The cat, though not showing it, was startled.
If such a person were not a partner but an owner, its life as a cat would have been miserable.
How long did they walk?
Eventually, Isera stopped walking.
In front of them stood a small mansion.
Too plain to be called a mansion without a gate or garden, perhaps it was better labeled as a large house.
“Where is this?”
With lips firmly shut, Isera approached the entrance, grabbed the doorknob, and knocked.
Soon, sounds came from inside, and the door opened.
Ian was surprised.
“Professor…?”
The one who opened the door was Professor Frost.
He was wearing a comfortable sleeping robe.
“They arrived sooner than expected.”
“Is this your home, Professor?”
“Yes, it is.”
This humble place, although considered a fine residence from a commoner’s viewpoint, was certainly not a place for someone of baronial status to stay.
Thus, Ian couldn’t easily shake off his shock.
It was even less impressive than the famously modest Oracle Family estate.
Academy professors typically resided in luxurious homes, heavily supported by the Royal Family.
Professors at the academy worked for the kingdom and the Royal Family.
Their dignity directly reflected the authority of the Royal Family.
However, Professor Frost seemed to have rejected all those privileges.
“It’s unnecessary to view it that way. I spend more time in the laboratory anyway, so I don’t need a grand house. As long as there is a comfortable place to sleep, it suffices.”
“Do you not even have a butler?”
“There is just one maid who handles the household chores.”
Professor Frost glanced around before opening the door.
“Anyone following you?”
“No one!”
Isera answered.
Professor Frost opened the door wider.
“Come in, then.”
Ian and Isera entered.
Professor Frost, not even using a simple light spell, held a lantern with a candle to guide the guests to the reception room.
An elderly maid awaited them in the reception room.
She politely greeted them and prepared tea and snacks.
Ian, Isera, and Professor Frost sat on the sofa.
Goyang chose Isera’s lap.
“You must have been surprised by the sudden invitation.”
“No, it was alright. Although I was a bit on edge since Senior Isera didn’t say anything on the way.”
“Once you hear what I have to say, you’ll understand why Ms. Isera acted as she did.”
Ian, about to lift his teacup, set it back down again.
His thirst vanished instantly, reflecting the seriousness on Professor Frost’s face.
When he asked about being followed at the door, Ian sensed this wasn’t a matter appropriate for discussing within the Academy.
“In fact, a student mobilization order has come from the Royal Mage Corps.”
“A mobilization order?”
“Yes. An uncharted dungeon was found near the capital, and they need talented individuals to explore it.”
Up to this point, this was not too surprising.
Academy students, especially those in the magic and martial arts departments, were akin to cadets.
They were expected to comply when a mobilization order was issued by the kingdom.
“That’s a routine occurrence. It doesn’t seem like a topic that needs to be discussed in secret.”
“If it were a usual mobilization order, you’d be right.”
Professor Frost, arms crossed, reclined comfortably on the sofa but didn’t seem at ease inwardly.
“Normally, when a mobilization order is issued, the Department of Magic selects suitable talents. The process involves consulting with the advisor and the dean, combining academic performance and potential for growth to select suitable candidates…”
A suspicion flickered across his mind and then confirmed by Professor Frost’s explanation.
“But that didn’t happen this time. The Royal Mage Division specifically singled out both of you.”
Ian frowned at this revelation.
However, Isera appeared unfazed.
She clearly was already aware of this situation.
Professor Frost let out a small sigh.
“I understand. It’s a rare occurrence. Even the dean and I were not pleased to hear about it. In fact, it’s the first time something like this happened since I took the post of professor at the academy.”
“By saying it’s rare… you mean it’s more likely to be deliberate rather than coincidental.”
“That’s my assumption as well.”
Professor Frost paused briefly before explaining.
“The Royal Mage Division claims to have appreciated the abilities of two people who have opened new avenues in magic through their research papers, and thus selected them to prove their capabilities.”
Professor Frost’s use of the word ‘claim’ carried an emotional weight.
Though appearing calm, it was evident that he, too, was deeply angered.
“In other words, they plan to groom you two as talents who will be responsible for the kingdom’s future by entrusting this dungeon exploration to you.”
“There seems to be a flaw in that explanation.”
Ian had retorted.
Professor Frost wore an expression that suggested he already knew what the conversation was about.
“Of course. If that were truly the intention, the Royal Mage Division wouldn’t have pointed to Isera.”
Isera was a noble from a vassal state.
To entrust the kingdom’s future, the task should be assigned to a student from the kingdom of Sonokin.
‘In other words, that justification is nonsense.’
Ian had concluded as much.
And Professor Frost shared the same thought as Ian.
“So, we come to the conclusion that evaluating skills is merely a surface-level reason. Would you all agree?”
Both Ian and Isera nodded in unison.
“In that case, it would be a command with someone’s intent behind it, wouldn’t it?”
“We cannot know who it is yet. The Royal Mage Division is an organization shrouded in secrecy. However, I imagine you all harbor some suspicions.”
Someone came to mind immediately.
‘Prince Helios.’
And several vested interests linked to him.
Even though the Royal Mage Division was loyal to the kingdom, it could not completely detach itself from such interests, especially as a secret organization.
Among them might be those who supported Helios or had ties to the empire.
There was no country without an implanted spy.
However, most suspicions lacked evidence.
Without evidence, nothing could be done.
What’s more disheartening was when, even with evidence, nothing could be undertaken.
Such was exactly the present case.
‘It’s not just any order, it’s an order from the Royal Mage Order. This is effectively no different than an order from His Majesty the King.’
Even if evidence of conspiracy emerged, defiance was impossible.
It was a royal command itself.
To disobey a royal command was treason.
A situation where the family could be annihilated with no words left to say.
“Is it just us two who’ve been selected? Normally, when a mobilization order is issued, students from the Martial Arts or Natural Sciences faculty are also included, from what I understand.”
“There is talk of dispatching undergraduates from the Martial Arts faculty as well. But don’t expect much from that.”
The likelihood of dereliction was nearly one hundred percent.
It would be fortunate if it ended with merely that.
There was always the possibility of interference during monster battles or even a stab in the back.
Assassinations disguised as accidents were quite common.
‘It’s undoubtedly a dangerous situation.’
Even if others were unaware, Ian had recently come to understand the complex inner workings of the kingdom’s succession to the throne.
In the midst of that, he had taken down a subordinate organization called the Hamel Trading Company.
Retribution was the natural order of things.
Above all, Helios was a prince of the kingdom before he was an academy student.
As long as there were nobles who supported him, it was entirely possible.
“Nonetheless, we have no choice but to accept it, right?”
“We must prepare carefully. An unidentified dungeon is dangerous. Above all, what’s dangerous is that a justification no one can refuse has been crafted.”
The situation aligned itself perfectly.
Being invited by the Royal Mage Division and planning to test the talents of two individuals gaining interest in the academic world—who could oppose that?
Ian laughed.
“That doesn’t mean we can shed tears over it, can we? I see it as a good opportunity.”
“As expected, I thought you would say that.”
“If Senior Isera permits, we will prepare right away.”
Isera nodded slightly.
Though her expression was hard to read, Ian could infer her feelings.
She was furious too.
Chilled on the surface, but burning inside.
“We’re not going to sit idly by, either. The dean is already protesting to the higher-ups, so additional personnel might be assigned. Even if they’re testing your capabilities, exceedingly dangerous tasks are unacceptable.”
“You don’t have to overdo it. To be precise, there’s not just two, but three of us.”
Ian’s gaze shifted.
Following his gaze, Professor Frost saw a mysterious spirit resting comfortably on Isera’s lap, its identity yet uncertain.
“It might turn out to be a more interesting expedition than expected.”
Finally, Professor Frost took a sip of his tea.
After a brief moment, he stepped away.
When he returned, Professor Frost was dressed in his outdoor attire.
“Let’s head back to the academy. Although time is limited, I’ll teach you something special.”
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“Isn’t it Lady Jessica? It’s been such a long time since your last visit―.”
“Move aside.”
“Huh, hah!”
The knight guarding the entrance to the Royal Palaceflinched in surprise and stepped aside.
The knight’s efforts to build a rapport and pave a path to career advancement ended in disappointment.
The timing was exceedingly bad.
Jessica passed by the two knights and entered the palace.
‘What on earth was he thinking to issue such a mobilization order?’
With that thought, she even went to the head of the Royal Academy to protest. However, she only received a textbook response that they had to follow the command.
Involving undergraduates in new dungeon exploration was not uncommon.
However, it was rare for such procedures to be ignored and pushed forward without any plan.
Moreover, this was the first time a retaliatory measure with such a clear target was ordered.
‘Putting the danger aside, if there’s a political reason behind this mobilization order, it must be stopped.’
That was why Jessica quickened her steps.
If the exploration ensured safety and had justifiable reasons, there would have been no need for such hurried action.
Unfortunately, neither satisfied the criteria.
‘Testing future talents of the kingdom? Utter nonsense!’
The entrance of a fierce mage caused a stir in the Royal Palace.
The passing servants and knights, and the officials who met her after a long time, did not dare to speak to her.
Their fleeting joy was short-lived.
It was none other than a grand mage who had surpassed the 7th circle, and she was angry.
“Lady Jessica!”
The mages guarding the well-decorated door were startled.
They were apprentice mages of the Royal Magic Division.
In other words, they had not yet spent a year within the Royal Magic Division.
Yet, they were well aware of Jessica and her lack of mercy.
“Is the commander inside?”
“Y-yes, but… did you have an appointment for today?”
“We’ll skip the formalities. This is a very important matter.”
The two mages guarding the commander’s room exchanged glances and swallowed hard.
There had been strict orders not to receive any outside guests today.
But they couldn’t bring themselves to speak it out loud.
“Could you wait for a moment? We’ll inform the commander.”
“If you must inform him, you should hurry.”
“Y-yes, at once!”
Fortunately, the owner of the room permitted Jessica’s request for a meeting.
Jessica went inside.
The commander’s office was very spacious and extravagant. However, as an uncontrollable storm of mana swept through, the women attending to the room collapsed, spewing blood.
Her anger flared upon seeing the smug face of the commander sitting at the high seat.
“My, my. Dean Jessica. What are you thinking, unleashing your magic in the presence of civilians? You could kill everyone.”
“……”
Sighing, Jessica controlled her mana.
Had the commander not deployed his mana, the maids would have died without a sound.
“If you value your lives, leave now! The grand mage seems to be in a foul mood.”
Only then did the maids quickly stand, bow, and exit the room.
However, Higgs, watching from the sidelines, was not simply a bystander.
Higgs, rubbing his well-defined chin, grinned as he rose from his seat.
“The maids working here are all loyal to the King. Shouldn’t they be treated with care? Especially by a count of the kingdom.”
“Is there a need for maids in the duties of a commander?”
“Oh, of course. Our female mages are clumsy and rough, unlike some people.”
Higgs, the head of the Royal Magic Division, was a 6th circle master.
Though not quite in the realm of a grand mage, he had ascended to the commander position through his unique political prowess.
He was more of an experienced politician than a mage.
Of course, he was notoriously at odds with Jessica, who had an extreme aversion to politicians trying to merge magic and politics.
Until recently, he had been suppressed by Jessica, who was higher in rank, but the tables had turned dramatically when he ascended to the position of the head of the Royal Magic Division.
In this place, the hierarchy within the circle did not matter.
As it was the Royal Palace, only the hierarchy determined by the Royal Family was considered significant.
Higgs was no longer beneath Jessica in rank.
“Well, I won’t ask you to adhere to tedious formalities. If the Dean had even a little interest in politics, you would have been my superior.”
Higgs gracefully gestured toward a sofa placed to one side.
He offered her a seat, but Jessica did not respond.
She only glared at Higgs with eyes full of anger.
Higgs shrugged his shoulders.
“Pardon me. You seem quite angry. Shall we get to the point, then?”
“This conscription order, it’s your doing, isn’t it?”
“Doing? Hahaha. Anyone who hears that would misunderstand. Me, conscripting academy students? Of course, it was His Majesty’s sacred command.”
“Then I suppose I should go see His Majesty right away.”
“These days, his Majesty’s health is not what it used to be. There’s no benefit in escalating the situation unnecessarily, wouldn’t you agree?”
Higgs slowly approached and passed by Jessica.
Then he turned slightly to look at her back.
“Regardless, since the conscription order has been issued, it can’t be taken back. I hope issues at the level of the Department of Magic will be processed internally, whether by the head of Academy or anyone else.”
“It’s not the conscription order itself that’s the issue. Why did it specifically have to be those two individuals?”
“Isn’t the reason stated in the official document?”
“Testing capabilities for the kingdom’s future? Since when has the Royal Family cared about a fallen noble and a noble from a subject nation?”
“Oh my.”
Higgs whistled and smirked.
“Aren’t you going too far? Even in the Royal Palace, some discretion in speech is necessary, isn’t it?”
What annoyed Jessica about Higgs was precisely that.
Using irony to express the right ideas, subtly provoking the other side.
That was exactly what he was doing now.
Higgs derived more satisfaction from pointing out Jessica’s lack of greeting than from receiving her greeting.
He was a typical power-driven figure.
“Ian Oracle.”
Higgs muttered as he claimed one side of the empty sofa, crossing his legs arrogantly.
“Isn’t he a truly remarkable freshman? Discovering new spell formulas, patenting potions, and single-handedly wiping out a corrupt large trading company!”
Higgs excitedly shouted.
His two arms moved like those of an opera actor on stage, expressing joy and triumph without reservation.
“He’s truly a hero that appeared like a comet. Of course, it’s unfortunate that his mana seem low… But I’ve heard there are rumors that it’s all an act? That he’s actually hiding his strength.”
“I didn’t realize someone in the position of the head of the Royal Magic Division held such an interest in a mere freshman from the Department of Magic.”
“Hahaha. How could you say such hurtful things? Recognizing talented individuals early is precisely one of our duties in the Division. Ian Oracle, he’s a name that comes up more frequently than you might assume.”
Jessica felt a chill run down her spine.
She had known Higgs for a long time.
His current cold gaze was not the result of sincere admiration.
It was like that of a predator successfully cornering its prey.
Furthermore, Higgs was not targeting two people.
He only mentioned Ian.
“In any case, that young man will surely achieve excellent results. Right? So why not have a relaxed drink and calmly watch the situation as it unfolds, dean?”
Most nobles and professors showed little response to this conscription order.
This was because, aside from Ian and Isera, the Department of Martial Arts was also expected to send recruits.
However, Jessica and Professor Frost were different.
They had directly experienced the incident between Ian and Hamel Gestring.
Furthermore, they felt the connection between Hamel Gestring and Prince Helios, and even further, the ties to the Empire.
“Shall I offer you just one piece of advice?”
“I’ll listen attentively.”
It was clear his posture was not genuinely attentive.
With a smirk, he seemed to ask, what difference would it make even if you gave advice?
“If this conscription order is indeed a retaliatory act instigated by certain relationships, I will never forgive it.”
“A retaliatory act? Oh dear. Surely you’re not implying I’m associated with that filthy businessman?”
“The words ‘filthy businessman’ just roll off the tongue, don’t they?”
“Well, this has been quite the topic of discussion lately.”
There was suspicion, but no concrete evidence.
Therefore, Jessica could only issue a warning.
“Anyhow, I assure you that there will be no such matter! I am sincerely cheering for you.”
“Let’s hope those words aren’t lies.”
Jessica turned away.
As Higgs rose from his seat, he adjusted his collar and casually dropped a remark as he passed by.
“Do you know what self-contradiction is?”
Jessica paused her hand, just about to grab the doorknob.
“The Dean has hated the secrecy of Tower of Magic since childhood.”
She turned back.
A sinister aura surrounded them, but Higgs remained completely at ease.
“That’s why she stepped into the world and decided to work for the kingdom. She accepted the ambiguous position of dean of the Academy’s Department of Magic with a very clear purpose.”
Jessica was fundamentally different in nature from her mentor, Karahan.
Unlike him, who did not meddle in worldly matters and focused solely on magic, Jessica believed in using magic as a ‘tool’ to benefit the kingdom.
Thus, she accepted the position of dean of the Academy’s Department of Magic.
To make the kingdom stronger.
To enable more people to use magic meaningfully.
Furthermore, she hoped the mages from the Academy could announce their aspirations to the continent without being confined by the walls of the Tower of Magic.
“Over time, promising students must have caught your eye. For example, Ian Oracle and Isera Hebraim, perhaps? It reminds me of the old adage about sending children you care about off on distant journeys.”
“Get to the point.”
Just as Jessica disliked Higgs, he too was not fond of the way Jessica communicated, as if speaking to a child.
“I merely hope there won’t be a regression to the Tower of Magic. Surely you won’t run crying to the tower master because of some petty disagreements, correct? That wouldn’t be a solution a Grand Mage with the title ‘High One’ would consider.”
This time, Jessica chuckled.
“It seems there’s something to hide, isn’t there? You wouldn’t say things that don’t need to be said otherwise.”
“It’s just a word of caution, Dean Jessica.”
Higgs emphasized her title, urging her to be aware of her position.
Leaving Higgs’ smirk behind, Jessica opened the door and stepped out.
To her surprise, someone unexpected was waiting just outside.
“It’s been a while, Dean Jessica.”
“Your Highness.”
Jessica knelt on one knee, saluting.
The young man in front of her extended his hand.
Jessica hesitated momentarily but then took his hand and rose.
His red hair symbolized his royal lineage.
Coupled with the black uniform accented with gold decorations, it presented a striking image.
The young man possessed the grace to carry it effortlessly.
He was Medeb, the Crown Prince of the kingdom of Sonokin.
He exuded an entirely different aura compared to Helios, despite being of the same bloodline.
“I heard you’ve come to the capital. It’s been quite a while, hasn’t it?”
“I apologize for not greeting you sooner, Your Highness.”
“No need to stand on ceremony. You are my mentor, after all.”
Crown Prince Medeb held Jessica’s hands firmly.
At that moment, Jessica felt something unusual in her hand.
A paper note had been slipped to her.
None of the apprentice mages, watching them intently, noticed the note being passed from hand to hand.
“Not today, but let’s have tea sometime. We have a lot to catch up on.”
“I will obey. Take care.”
With a nod, Medeb departed.
Much later, having left the palace, Jessica discreetly unfolded the note.
Nothing was written on it.
But Jessica knew the trick to unveil its hidden message.
It was something she had once taught the Crown Prince.
As the secret lifted and its contents came to light, her eyes trembled.
The ominous conspiracy had already crossed a point of no return.
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Morning had broken.
As sunlight streamed in, Ian Oracle, who had collapsed asleep at the magic training ground, startled awake and sat up.
He finally regained his senses and assessed the situation.
Having fainted after receiving magic training all through the night, he did not recall anything that happened afterward.
It felt as if he’d had a vivid dream.
But upon reflection, he realized it was all an experience he’d gone through in reality.
“Did Professor Frost leave?”
Last night, Professor Frost had returned unexpectedly to the academy and began imparting practical magic training to Ian.
It was exceptionally rare for a professor to personally teach magic to an academy student.
It could cause problems if someone objected.
However, Professor Frost taught Ian all the major spells up to the 4th circle.
This implied that the situation was urgent.
He judged that even if Jessica officially complained to the higher-ups, her opinion would not be accepted.
Believing in fighting unfairness with unfairness, he passed on this magic knowledge to Ian.
“The professor left quite a while ago. He’s probably having tea in his office by now.”
“Isn’t he going back to his estate?”
“He generally spends more time in his office than at his estate.”
Isera Hebraim, who was beside him, handed over a water bottle.
She had waited by Ian’s side for him to awaken. Throughout the early morning, she assisted, making it easier for Ian to absorb the magic lesson.
“Aren’t you tired, senior? You went through it all with me.”
“Just drink.”
“Thank you.”
Ian took the water bottle. It was warmly comforting.
『This, this smell!』
The cat responded.
It had been curled up watching the training scene all night, yawning.
『Goat milk! It’s definitely delicious goat milk!』
“Do you like goat milk?”
『Of course! No cat hates goat milk!』
“But you’re not a cat.”
『…』
The smell was rich and slightly tangy when he brought it to his nose.
It was indeed goat milk.
Where did she get this at such an hour before dawn?
From the warmth of the bottle, Ian also sensed Isera’s thoughtfulness.
『Just a sip!』
“The saying goes, ‘He who does not work, shall not eat.'”
『I wanted to train too!』
Although the cat voiced its frustration, Ian chuckled and started drinking the goat milk by himself.
“Is it okay to learn all the magic like this?”
“You have a unique way of boasting.”
“It’s not boasting. I’m just concerned about Professor Frost.”
“You can be surprisingly sly, you know.”
“This is the first time I’ve been told that.”
Isera paused briefly.
Her mind was full of thoughts from Ian’s response, being the first of its kind.
Of course, those thoughts had nothing to do with the issues the two were currently facing.
“If you thought the professor’s private lesson would be problematic, you should have said it was a bad idea last night.”
“True.”
“Instead of worrying, you used it as an opportunity and are now concerned about it.”
“To be honest, I was surprised.”
Ian smirked and shook his head in disbelief.
Images of Professor Frost executing highly refined practical magic were still vivid in his mind.
“I never imagined Professor Frost would be so knowledgeable in practical magic. He normally seems like a walking encyclopedia, doesn’t he?”
“I felt the same way.”
“About practical magic, or about being an encyclopedia?”
“The former.”
Isera acknowledged that aspect as well.
Throughout the early morning, both of them witnessed a new side of Professor Frost, which they hadn’t seen in the classroom or his office before.
And then, Ian was reminded of a scene from the past.
“It felt just like watching Father utilize real combat magic.”
The fireball that fell in the middle of a vast forest, leaving everything scorched in its wake.
The 4-circle fireball his father cast gave off the illusion of a 9-circle meteor fall, which left an unforgettable impression.
Though his father’s magic far exceeded in power, Professor Frost’s magic was still strong enough to warrant recognition.
“I’m getting curious about what theoretical mages actually do. Does everyone end up like that after graduating from the academy?”
“Does ‘everyone ends up like that’ mean there’s someone other than Professor Frost?”
“My father.”
“You’ll have plenty of time to think about that after you’ve chosen a subject in Major in Theoretical Magic. It might even be a matter of talent.”
“You’re being unusually sharp-tongued today.”
“Am I?”
Isera smiled gently.
Ian was taken aback.
He hadn’t expected her to be someone who could smile so naturally in everyday situations.
But that sentiment didn’t linger long.
Isera stood up from her seat.
“You don’t have to worry too much about Professor Frost teaching you magic. According to the school regulations, in special cases, a professor can directly instruct their student.”
“Really? You should’ve told me sooner because I worried unnecessarily.”
“The interpretation of what counts as ‘special cases’ can vary, so it’s not a perfect answer.”
In short, the event from earlier that morning was best kept a secret.
Nevertheless, since Ian wasn’t alone and Isera was with him, they could probably pass it off as a magic demonstration for thesis purposes.
Professor Frost probably had that much in mind.
The two of them left the Great Library.
“Go back and be thoroughly prepared. An order will likely come today. Being a newly discovered dungeon, even the higher-ups will be tense.”
“Understood. You should get some rest too, you must be tired.”
“Have you ever been to the equipment rental shop?”
“No, I’ve only heard about it and never gone.”
The equipment rental shop, as the name suggested, was a place where students or professors could borrow various equipment.
Discount sales occasionally occurred as well.
Though the quality was lower compared to professional shops or auction houses in the royal capital, students frequently used the store because sometimes good items could be found.
Typically, students can only use main weapons approved by the academy, making armor and accessories popular rental items.
“Why not try visiting it? They’ll probably open soon. This situation is different from the last educational dungeon practice. They’ll lend you almost anything.”
During the educational dungeon practice, the assistant office provided exploration supplies.
Although there were no artifacts, this time they seemed necessary.
Artifacts had truly boundless functions.
Since they were often customized based on the commissioner’s weaknesses or habits, identifying an artifact’s hidden abilities was extremely important.
Of course, Ian had a plan.
“I don’t think that’s necessary. There’s a better place than that.”
“A better place? It might be hard to go out again today, don’t you think?”
“It’s inside the academy.”
Ian didn’t disclose where that place was.
Isera was curious but merely turned away with an aloof expression.
And so, the two returned to their respective dormitories.
Ian didn’t enter to avoid waking his two still-sleeping friends and spent his time outside.
『Where is this ‘better place’?』
Goyang asked.
Ian told it straightforwardly.
“The old item storage.”
『Is it a place where old items are kept?』
“They store old, unusable items there too. You could say it’s a space where discarded tools gather.”
Goyang was puzzled.
Back in the day, it would’ve criticized humans as foolish and ignorant, but not now.
Ian was the brightest of any human it had encountered.
『What are you plotting? What are you expecting to find in a pile of junk?』
“Before that, shouldn’t you be asking why I’m telling you so freely? I haven’t even told Senior Isera.”
『Hmm, that is indeed strange!』
Goyang pretended to know it all. But to Ian, it only appeared awkward.
“There’s been something I’ve suspected from the moment we contracted.”
『What is it?』
“You.”
『You’re suspicious of me?』
“Yes.”
『What an affront! I am a great spirit!』
“It’s not about whether it’s ordinary or great. It’s not about being good or bad either. It’s a fundamental doubt about your identity.”
『Didn’t I say I’m the spirit of everything?』
“Your explanation is too vague.”
Goyang couldn’t respond.
Thus, Ian had defined Goyang as an ‘no attribute spirit.’ However, he increasingly felt that this alone was insufficient.
As he experienced more, he was realizing the boundless potential of Goyang.
『Then why didn’t you ask more?』
“You would have proudly declared it if you were going to answer. You’re a spirit who loves to show off.”
『…….』
“But since you didn’t, doesn’t that mean you don’t know much about yourself either?”
Once again, Goyang couldn’t respond.
Indeed, Ian was a daunting person.
“Admitting you don’t know something isn’t shameful. An ancient sage once said that there must be a hundred confessions of ignorance for every success.”
『Well… it doesn’t seem like success is all that important.』
“Don’t change the subject.”
Goyang let out a deep sigh.
『Fine! I don’t know! I just don’t know!』
“You admitted it at last. You haven’t been around long, have you?”
『… Yeah.』
Hence, the only explanation was as a ‘spirit of everything’ in such abstract terms.
It felt special, but even Goyang couldn’t fully comprehend it.
“And I’m your first master?”
『… Yeah! So what!』
“I thought so.”
At Ian’s words, Goyang furrowed its brow.
It was a blow to its pride.
Yet, in a way, after being entirely honest, it felt a sense of relief.
It realized how hard it was to pretend to know something when he didn’t have the experience.
“Didn’t your Spirit King teach you anything?”
『He just told me to go out into the world. Didn’t tell me anything else. He’s a typical old codger who stays silent.』
“Got it. Thanks for being honest, partner.”
『Sure, thanks a ton!』
“Without honesty, we can’t understand each other. In that sense, we’ve become much closer. Thanks to your courage.”
『Hahaha! I am a generous spirit after all!』
Goyang had added another descriptor for itself, now calling itself a generous spirit.
Indeed, Goyang was vulnerable to compliments.
『But what does my identity have to do with the old item storage?』
“While I defined your identity as an no attribute spirit, I actually have a different conjecture.”
『What is it?』
“Primordial Spirit.”
Goyang tilted its head. ‘Primordial Spirit’ was an expression it had never heard before.
『What does that mean?』
“In human language, it means a spirit that is the origin of all other spirits. It’s a new concept not dealt with in spiritual academia, so it’s hard to bring up easily.”
People had believed for ages that divine powers resided in natural objects.
From there began the concept of attributing spirits.
Thus, the currently established four elemental spirits were almost the culmination of that.
Therefore, the idea of a spirit being the origin of all other spirits was not an easy one to discuss.
『It’s a very interesting concept. The origin of everything… that’s indeed the right term to describe the great me!』
Goyang seemed to like the term primordial spirit.
“Just as ancient magic branched into various attributes, I wondered if spirits were the same. Perhaps before the four elemental spirits appeared, there was a primordial spirit blending all attributes. That’s my assumption.”
『And you’re saying that spirit is me?』
“For now.”
『Then I should be extremely old… but I was born just a little while ago?』
“How long has it been?”
『About a thousand years? I’m not sure. Counting time is something mortal humans do.』
Goyang’s point was valid.
If Goyang were indeed a primordial spirit, it should be incredibly old or possess versatile abilities.
But in Ian’s view, Goyang seemed to be in an immature stage.
He realized that as he grew, so would Goyang.
“Well, we’ll find out in time. Shall we get going?”
Ian stood up from his seat.
Goyang followed him but suddenly remembered something, shouting aloud.
『Hey, you! You still haven’t properly answered my question! Why are we going to the old item storage!?』
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Ian visited the old item storage early in the morning.
This place mainly collected discarded items, so apart from the regular workers who came to deposit things, it was rarely visited.
Therefore, the yawning staff was startled when Ian and Goyang appeared.
“What brings you here?”
“Hello. I am Ian Oracle, a first-year student in the Department of Magic.”
“Ah, yes.”
“Good morning.”
The young staff member adjusted his glasses and stared intently at Ian.
Ian gave a friendly smile.
“I’m sorry to come so early.”
“No, that’s fine… but what brings a student from the Department of Magic here?”
“I plan to create some experimental tools, and I need some scraps. Can I take some from inside?”
“Uh… are you going to use them yourself?”
“Yes.”
The staff member, who had been looking blankly at Ian, suddenly clapped his hands and laughed brightly.
“Oh! Right, Ian Oracle, I’ve heard about you! You’re that remarkable student leading the potion business, aren’t you?”
“Please leave out the word ‘remarkable’. It’s thanks to Professor Frost’s guidance.”
“I heard you made a lot of money from that, haha. I envy you.”
Ian chuckled awkwardly, slightly bowing his head.
The staff member handed over a file and a pen.
“Please write down the purpose and your name here.”
Ian filled out all the blanks.
Then, as he returned the file and pen, he asked, “Is there a limit to the amount of scrap I can take?”
“Generally, it’s limited to 3 kilograms per visit. But since it’s you, Ian, you can take as much as you want.”
“I don’t want to do anything against the rules.”
“If it’s for assisting your advisor’s experiments, there’s no limit, so it’s alright.”
Ian smiled and nodded.
He picked up a basket handed by the staff and entered through the door at the back.
Unlike the cramped office, a vast warehouse unfolded.
If he hadn’t seen the building beforehand, he might have mistaken it for a space-warping warehouse.
“Finding a needle in a sandpit, isn’t it?”
The warehouse was filled with a strong, harsh scent from all kinds of waste and discarded items.
Ian walked around, observing the internal structure.
The scrap and junk seemed to be piled up indiscriminately, but they were stored with some kind of classification.
‘Still, it’s better than I expected.’
Ian moved toward the area where old items were collected. Unlike the scraps randomly scattered on the floor, they were stored on tables and display cases.
『No matter how much I look, nothing seems usable.』
“Well, usually so, since they’re already assessed once. But appraisals are a formal procedure. It’s a human task, after all. But since you’re a great spirit, you might spot something special.”
Upon Ian’s remark, strength visibly filled Goyang’s posture.
A satisfied smile crept upon its face.
『Of course. I am a great spirit, after all.』
“You can find it right away, then?”
『 Let’s give it a try. But wouldn’t it help first to narrow down the shape or function a bit?』
“First, find everything. It’s better to choose from what you gather.”
Artifacts came in a plethora of shapes, with options so diverse that none could be specifically defined.
This was why he thought it more efficient to collect first, then choose.
Goyang slightly twitched its lips yet complied silently with its partner’s request.
‘It’s finding things incredibly well.’
Goyang began swiftly moving items around, to the point where it was almost invisible.
Being a spirit, rather than an animal, it could accurately place even the largest and heaviest objects at Ian’s feet.
‘Indeed, I was right.’
Even though the hypothesis was unproven, Ian operated under the assumption that Goyang, being a Primordial Spirit, must have a special ability.
That was the ‘Appraisal of Items.’
This method was inspired by the theory that spirits of the four elements could better identify items imbued with their own element.
No matter what properties were imposed, Goyang would find them.
After all, it had truthfully proclaimed itself to be a spirit of everything.
‘If it could also identify magical properties, that would be fantastic.’
Ian Oracle calmly scrutinized the items that Goyang retrieved with its mouth, arms crossed.
After some time had passed, Goyang spat out an old brooch and spoke.
『This is it. The rest aren’t worth looking at. It’s just a complete pile of junk.』
“Still, you found more than I expected.”
Goyang had pinpointed exactly five items.
There was a short dagger, two necklaces, one earring, and one bracelet.
All of them appeared rusty or damaged, making them seemingly useless at first glance.
『If you were planning to do this, why not go to the equipment rental shop instead of coming to this junkyard? You’d find more valuable items there.』
“If you place yourself in another’s shoes, the answer becomes clear.”
Ian picked up the dagger first.
He channeled a bit of magic into it.
“If I borrowed equipment from the rental shop, wouldn’t that information reach other people’s ears?”
『Isn’t it natural to need equipment for dungeon exploration?』
Goyang asked.
“The academy is full of people who would exploit even that. Especially if the person who orchestrated this deployment is behind it.”
Helios’ mocking expression crossed Ian’s mind.
He set down the dagger and picked up a necklace this time.
『So you’re saying you’re not giving them any chance to find fault in the first place, right?』
“Exactly. Completing the exploration perfectly is our best form of resistance.”
『You live such a weary life.』
Ian set down the necklace.
Although he passed some mana through it, he only felt a slight echo, nothing particularly special.
“Could you explain the attributes attached? I can’t sense them well.”
『Huh. If the top student of the academy is like this, the kingdom’s future seems dim.』
“If I could do everything well, I wouldn’t need to have you with me.”
Goyang, with a subtle warning, began its explanation.
『This dagger has an option for additional damage to undead. The reason you can’t feel it is because the blade is damaged. Repair the blade, and it’s back to normal.』
“Pass.”
Ian tossed the dagger aside.
The next explanation began.
『This necklace is quite good. It has options for increased casting speed and reduced mana consumption.』
The options were intriguing even upon first hearing.
“With options like that, why was it just stored away? That’s strange.”
『The chain was broken. The chain acts as a circle in a magic array, so repairing it will make the artifact functional again.』
“I see.”
Using the Flint Spell, Ian slightly melted and reattached the chain. Instantly, genuine magic could be felt.
“Truly.”
『Hehehe, it’s a very effective item for a novice mage like you.』
Ian decided to keep the star-shaped necklace.
“And next?”
『This one is similar. If you repair the chain, its function will activate. It’s a protective ornament that blocks physical and magical attacks.』
“To what extent can it block attacks?”
『It depends on the wearer’s level of magic or aura. But since it’s single-use, it might not be very useful.』
“You mean it breaks after one use?”
『Yes.』
In other words, it was an extremely polarizing artifact, either completely useless or extremely valuable.
Ian also tucked the moon-shaped necklace into his pocket.
The other artifacts weren’t particularly appealing, so he tossed them aside.
“You truly are a great spirit.”
『Naturally!』
“Looking forward to working well with you in the future.”
『Just leave it to me!』
Now, even if they ventured into dungeons or ruins, with Goyang, item identification would no longer be a problem.
‘Coincidentally, they’re star-shaped and moon-shaped.’
Ian had a special reason for pocketing both necklaces.
One of those was intended as a gift for Isera.
The items, shaped like the moon and a star, felt like a couple’s item, making it appear quite fitting.
“I’ll take the star shape. Casting quickly is more important than defense.”
More than anything, he worried about Isera.
It wasn’t that he doubted her skills, but her beautiful appearance had the potential to attract individuals with sinister intentions.
In a dungeon, an enclosed space, it could become dangerous if traps were precisely set, no matter how skilled one was.
“Stopping that kind of situation before it happens is crucial. We must assume we’re surrounded by enemies.”
Ian placed a suitable amount of scrap in the basket and headed outside.
* * *
Around noon that day, Jessica, the dean of the Royal Academy’s Department of Magic, summoned Ian and Isera.
She held a decree in her hand.
Jessica personally conveyed the contents of the decree.
“A report has come in of a newly formed dungeon about 11 kilometers north of the city. It was discovered accidentally due to some monsters escaping.”
Jessica’s tone was businesslike, embodying the dignity of a dean.
The weight of the command from the royal court was indeed enormous.
Ian asked, “How old is the dungeon?”
“It wasn’t detected in the regular exploration five years ago. Assuming the exploration team’s skills were above average, it means the dungeon has formed within the last five years.”
“It’s fortunate it was discovered quickly.”
Some dungeons remained unknown for hundreds of years.
When that happened, the dungeon became extremely dangerous.
Like aging wine, everything within the dungeon matured in magic and became ferocious.
In that regard, the discovery of the new dungeon was somewhat fortunate.
“But the situation is not favorable. Apparently, strong demonic energy is leaking from the dungeon.”
Ian and Isera were slightly taken aback.
“Strong demonic energy?”
“Yes, it’s an uncommon occurrence.”
Dungeons were structures created under the influence of demonic energy spilling from the demon world. Thus, sensing magic in a dungeon was natural.
The problem, however, was the monsters that escaped the dungeon.
“A mutation was discovered. It was a goblin with a single horn. Ten veteran soldiers were killed. Do you know what the horn represents?”
“I do. More horns indicate a higher-ranking demonic presence, and for monsters, it correlates with strength.”
“Correct. The more deeply influenced by demonic energy, the more horns grow on the head or elsewhere on the body. Occasionally, there are those who hide their horns, leading to unexpected encounters.”
“How strong was the one that was discovered?”
“Just one horn, so approximately at 1-star. You both should manage that. However, the presence of a mutation among those that escaped raises concerns.”
Ian immediately grasped the implication.
“You mean there could be stronger ones deeper inside.”
“Yes.”
There followed a brief silence.
Jessica looked between the two, sighing softly.
“I do not wish to place you in danger, but this is a direct order from His Majesty the King. As students of the academy, you are obliged to comply.”
“We accept the command.”
Ian knelt on one knee, receiving the decree handed by Jessica. Thus, the mobilization order was formalized.
If they failed to fulfill the mission, they could not return to the academy.
“Ian Oracle and Isera Hebraim. Both of you are to proceed to the dungeon immediately. There, join other comrades and hope to successfully explore the dungeon.”
The mention of comrades was supposed to be reassuring, but it piled on pressure.
“It must be people recommended by the Department of Martial Arts, undoubtedly.”
There was no knowing which year would be sent, what skills they possessed, or what schemes they harbored.
“Regardless, we will succeed.”
Ian regarded this not merely as a royal internal conflict but as a matter of personal growth.
“If we can’t overcome hardships, we’ll inevitably be left behind. At least, I don’t want to spend my remaining life buried under a pile of books.”
Ian accepted this as a trial destined to make him stronger and propel him into the outside world.
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“Dean, may I ask one question before we depart?”
“Permission granted.”
“I understand that in a few days, the entire Department of Magic will conduct a mana measurement. If we don’t return by then, what will happen to us?”
Just as others were curious about Ian’s mana level, Ian was also curious about theirs.
Jessica smiled for the first time in a while.
“The mana measurement ceremony will be postponed indefinitely at my discretion. It will not be conducted until you return. So, go forth with the dungeon expolaration without worry.”
“Thank you for your consideration, dean.”
Jessica wanted to emphasize that the safety of the kingdom of Sonokin was at stake with this matter.
Crown Prince Medeb had requested help through a secret note.
However, she couldn’t bring herself to say it out loud.
For now, she could only hope for the safe return of her two students.
“One last piece of advice for you. I’ve worked countless times for the kingdom, including wars.”
At the mention of war, Jessica’s gaze fell on Isera.
“Though it must be a painful memory for you, Isera, I participated as a mage in the past war between the kingdom of Sonokin and Kingdom of Roland.”
Isera, however, remained composed.
She understood that Jessica’s mention of the ‘Sorol War’ wasn’t an attempt to hurt her pride.
Both being mages, they could understand each other.
True mages could transcend nations and races, uniting through the mystical power of ‘magic.’
“At that time, I overcame countless crises to fight. While people call it a victory for the kingdom of Sonokin, there are no winners in war. When I returned to the capital with numerous scars, I realized that my level had risen.”
Ian and Isera were curious about what Jessica would say next.
If it were simply a sharing of experience, it wouldn’t have started so seriously. After all, anyone could recount such stories.
“After gaining valuable experience, your level rises. But if you don’t return alive, it means nothing. So, please return safely.”
Ian felt as though a strengthening spell had been cast upon him, and his whole body warmed.
“I’ll remember your words deeply. Dean, I pledge to return in good health to greet you again.”
“I’ll hold you to that, Ian Oracle.”
With their meeting concluded, Ian stepped outside with Isera.
“Ian!”
Outside the building, Milo and Edel were waiting anxiously.
Upon seeing the luxurious command letter in Ian’s hand, they wore a bitter expression.
“So it came to this in the end. What did the dean say?”
“She expressed her concern.”
“Just concern?”
What else could she offer beyond the words to return safely? Ian did not wish to run to his parents like a child tattling after a scuffle.
“It’s frustrating not to be able to help after agreeing to go together. I heard they usually take volunteers even in a forced draft, so why’s there a designation this time?”
“Keep your voice down.”
“Is it just my voice that’s loud? Other things are big too!”
“Oh, well.”
Milo had formally joined the Ancient Literature Reading Club and planned to coordinate with Ian, Isera, and Edel.
It was all the more frustrating because of this.
He knew their abilities were great, but he still wanted to help in any way he could.
“If waiting is too frustrating, you could help Edel with his spell corrections.”
“I’ve agreed to do just that. By the time you return, he might be able to use new magic.”
“That would be nice.”
“I’ll work hard!”
Edel shouted with energy. His confident demeanor was satisfying to see.
In contrast, Milo scratched his head, grumbling.
“Sigh, at this rate, he might end up better at magic than I am.”
“Wouldn’t that be a good thing? You’d be the teacher of a Grand Mage.”
“Enough! Stop right there. Just the thought is dizzying. Anyway, have a good trip! Don’t get swept up by those Department of Martial Arts guys. You will let us know if you score some loot, right?”
Ian and Isera boarded the carriage that was ready for them.
The newly discovered dungeon was located midway up the mountain, so they used carriages to reach the base camp located at its entrance.
There, they held a brief strategy meeting and, after regrouping, decided to enter the dungeon.
Initially, they should have ridden horses, but Dean Jessica had made a special exception for them to rest a little.
“Senior, please take this.”
Ian, who sat across from her, handed over a crescent moon-shaped necklace.
It was a crude-looking necklace made of lackluster metal.
Perhaps because of this, there was a hint of wariness in Isera’s expression.
“What is this?”
“What else? It’s a necklace.”
“What’s the idea?”
“It’s an artifact. It has the ability to block one attack. The damage is absorbed in proportion to the wearer’s magic, so it should be a good item for you.”
Isera possessed magic beyond the fourth circle.
In that case, even if caught off guard, she should be able to withstand one attack.
“Then wouldn’t it suit you better than me?”
“I’m confident I’ll be able to escape quickly.”
Isera stared intently at Ian before taking the necklace in her hand.
It signified her acceptance.
She gazed intently at the necklace in her palm.
She channeled a bit of mana through it.
As Ian had mentioned, it was an artifact imbued with magic.
“Where did you get this from?”
“I got it from a place other than the equipment rental shop. Don’t worry, I didn’t steal it.”
“……”
However, apart from the fact that it was an artifact, Isera’s mind lingered on something else.
Receiving a gift from someone was quite common.
Before enrolling in the academy, while living at her family home, many young noblemen often sent her gifts.
‘But this is the first time.’
It was her first time receiving a gift from someone who had entered her heart.
Moreover, the necklace Ian wore now was star-shaped. It naturally matched well with the moon-shaped one she received.
“If it blocks one attack, does it break after activating?”
“Probably. If it were a valuable item, it’d have great durability, but it’s not that kind of piece.”
That was why it had been left to rot in the warehouse.
Following Ian’s explanation, Isera hesitated for a moment before pocketing the necklace instead of wearing it.
“Senior?”
Ian was slightly surprised.
Could it be that the necklace appeared too shabby to her liking? He had thought she’d accept it once he explained it was an artifact, but perhaps it looked too cheap.
“Although it might be a bit unfitting for a lady of the Hebraim Family to use, wearing it just this once might be good for you, especially as it’s your first expedition and you never know who you might move with.”
“I’ll handle it my own way.”
“Overconfidence often leads to injuries.”
Ian resolved himself.
Though it might seem somewhat inappropriate, Ian reached into Isera’s pocket and pulled out the necklace again.
Moreover, he put the necklace around her neck himself.
“……”
When Ian’s hand touched the nape of her neck, Isera shivered slightly.
It was a bit different from Ian’s usual calm and polite demeanor.
For a brief moment, the image of him as a junior who needed guidance and mentorship vanished.
The warmth and vitality of Ian’s touch on her neck felt more vivid than ever.
“Well, it suits you well! Indeed, the face perfects fashion. Dorothy, who works at our estate, always says that.”
“…… Right.”
Caught off guard by the unexpected compliment, Isera felt embarrassed.
“Uh, you’re not angry, are you?”
Her face had turned slightly red.
Unable to find the right words, Isera stared at Ian for a moment before turning her head to gaze out the window.
The blush on her cheeks lingered for quite some time.
Unable to stand it further, Goyang scolded him.
『You foolish human! That’s why you’ve never even held a woman’s hand! You should polish it more and at least decorate it with jewels!』
“That would break the artifact’s effect. The durability is barely holding as it is.”
『Are you saying that’s my fault?』
“Not exactly.”
『Is durability the most important thing now? Ugh, calling this a partner!』
“Hmm, was it really too unappealing?”
Unaware of Isera’s feelings, Ian Oracle and Goyang collectively fretted for no reason.
* * *
Having reached the mountain’s base, the two began to climb.
They infused mana into their leg muscles to enhance movement efficiency.
Soon they spotted soldiers armed with spears and swords.
The appearance of two mages clad in academy garb put the soldiers on edge.
“Identify yourselves.”
Ian pulled out an order from his coat.
“I am Ian Oracle of the Royal Academy, accompanied by Isera Hebraim.”
Upon verifying the order, the soldier placed a fist over his heart in respect.
“Welcome, cadet. We’ve prepared a tent inside. You can gather the necessary supplies there.”
“Where is the dungeon?”
“It’s that way.”
Following the soldier’s indication, a barricade came into view, beyond which a dark cave was visible.
Soldiers, heavily armed, stood guard around it, creating a tight fortress.
Ian’s eyes, through his glasses, sparkled as he surveyed the surroundings.
Ian had resorted to using glasses for psychological reasons.
Even without the ancient script, he felt that everything was clearer when examined through lenses.
“It’s a cave-type dungeon. The dark energy is considerable. The surrounding area is already affected.”
Every living thing, from flowers to grass, had withered.
The dungeon seemed to be exuding a disturbing magical aura, like a nucleus of darkness itself.
Isera nodded in agreement.
“It won’t be easy.”
“It’ll likely be worse inside?”
“That’s something we’ll only know once we’re in there.”
“I hope it’s not a narrow tunnel setup.”
But the likelihood was high.
Typically, a dungeon’s layout mirrors the surrounding terrain.
A dungeon that descends deep underground posed a significant challenge for mages.
Limited visibility made ambushes easy, and uneven terrain made it difficult to hit targets with projectile magic.
The difference between casting directly and with a curve was enormous.
Ian mentally weighed which spells would be most effective.
Right then.
“To think students of the Royal Academy are already trembling.”
At the sound of a heavy voice, they turned their eyes.
A heavily armored knight stood there.
On the ground, Goyang lowered itself and bristled, hissing.
“Well, you even brought a cat into the dungeon? The instructor’s words about the Department of Magic’s dungeon expeditions being no different from picnics seem accurate.”
“It’s not a cat, it’s a mystical creature.”
Ian replied calmly.
This caused the intense eyes behind the helmet to soften slightly.
“Just joking, just joking! No need to get so serious.”
The young man approached closer.
The armor he wore was the common issue provided to academy students. However, the sword at his waist was slightly different.
‘That sword… fourth year?’
The Royal Academy’s curriculum spans a four-year program across all departments.
Thus, if he was in the fourth year, he was among the most proficient students in the academy.
‘I didn’t expect a graduating student to appear.’
Ian’s vigilance heightened at the arrival of the combat department’s graduating student.
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The fourth year of the Department of Martial Arts was special in many ways.
They were individuals who had experienced grueling training for four years.
In terms of skill, there was hardly any difference between them and new knights.
Moreover, students from the Department of Martial Arts were often conscripted even as cadets.
They were given ample opportunities to gain experience through monster subjugations, rebellion suppression, and other tasks.
‘It’s not just about honing martial arts.’
Martial Arts students studied and researched martial arts itself.
Occasionally, they also studied strategies and tactics for leading troops.
The Department served as a cradle for nurturing soldiers who embodied both literacy and martial prowess.
Thus, when the most senior appeared, tension was inevitable.
Graduates from the Department, unless required to continue their family’s legacy, typically took exams to join the Royal Knights.
If they failed the exam, they joined as a knight for a grand lord or a noble family.
If their family’s influence was weak and they couldn’t establish good connections, they often settled for a less prestigious family to plan their future.
However, the young man before them seemed far from someone who would rot in an insignificant house.
‘This person is strong.’
Even Ian Oracle, who wasn’t deeply versed in swordsmanship, could tell that the young man before him was strong.
Mages were sensitive to the presence of energy.
The aura the young man exuded was on a completely different level compared to Rahel, whom Ian had faced earlier.
It was superior in both amount and strength.
‘Subtle arrogance arises from skill. Above all, that sword.’
The ornately decorated sword caught Ian’s attention.
As far as Ian knew, there was only one reason for a Martial Arts student to carry a sword adorned with jewels.
‘It means he accomplished such great deeds. Whether through skill or something else, he made a name for himself.’
The jewel served as a medal.
Noticing Ian’s gaze, the young man grinned.
“Do you recognize this sword? Impressive, freshman! It seems you have the brain befitting the top first-year student.”
He knew the results of the recent standard exams.
It was somewhat unusual for someone from the Department of Martial Arts to remember the name of the first-year top student from another department, and even more so if it was from the Department of Magic. It seemed like he had done his homework beforehand.
“You’re Ian Oracle, right?”
“Nice to meet you. As you guessed, I am Ian Oracle, a first-year in the Magic Faculty.”
“And that’s Isera Hebraim? She’s as beautiful as they say.”
For a moment, lust flickered in the young man’s eyes.
If one didn’t covet Isera’s beauty, they weren’t a young and vigorous person.
However, the young man’s flirtations were very brief.
Ian thought he knew why.
‘He must not want to make Helios his enemy.’
The identity of the young man was unknown.
But given the connection with the Department of Martial Arts, it made sense.
Helios was publicly courting Isera, after all.
“What is your name, senior?”
“Castro Delfio!”
The Delfio Viscount family.
Ian had heard the name Castro before.
It wasn’t by chance but due to the high-quality information Milo constantly provided him.
Milo hailed from a renowned swordsmanship family.
He had many connections in the Department of Martial Arts and occasionally relayed insights to Ian, during which Ian learned the name.
‘The Delfio Viscount family is also famous for swordsmanship. Besides, this person has an excellent reputation even within the Academy.’
For this reason, he was one of the individuals considered as future Royal Knights.
It was said he was exceptionally skilled.
“Are you, senior Castro leading this exploration?”
“Yes, there’s one more person, but they just stepped away for a bit. I’ll introduce them when they return.”
“Understood. Please take care of me, senior.”
“Hmm, this feels too stiff, don’t you think? We’re allies. Even if I’m a senior, our departments are different, so let’s keep it casual. What do you think?”
When there was no response, Castro chuckled and gave Ian a light pat on the shoulder.
“Were you displeased by what I said about the outing earlier?”
“It’s not that. I’ve actually heard remarks like that before.”
Castro’s expression grew peculiar when the individual responded with such boldness instead of evasion.
“Not sure if you have a strong ego or if you just enjoy a good fight.”
“I merely stated the facts.”
“I heard about your incident with Helios. You delivered quite the scathing remark, didn’t you? Do you do that to your peers and professors as well?”
“There’s no need for that.”
Ian replied calmly, without any change in expression.
“We’re in a semi-wartime state right now. Being here on the orders of His Majesty the King, there’s no need to foster camaraderie, is there? Completing the mission swiftly is the most important thing.”
『Well done, human!』
Goyang chimed in with excitement.
Castro appealed with a look of exasperation.
“How frustrating. That outing comment was just a joke.”
“It’s alright, senior.”
Castro sighed and removed his helmet, tucking it into his belt, indicating his non-confrontational style.
“Anyway, no need to add ‘senior’ to my title. Let’s keep it casual. You can even call me ‘hyung.’ We need to watch each other’s backs over the next few days, and distance wouldn’t be helpful. A psychological gap can lead to a physical one, you know.”
“Understood.”
“By the way, I heard you sorted out a freshman in our department earlier?”
He seemed to be referring to a duel from a while ago. It was a question Ian had anticipated.
“If you’re talking about Rahel Thousand, yes.”
“Ah, yeah. That was the name. Anyway, well done! Those without skill need a break, whether in words or bones, to get their act together.”
“That’s surprising. I thought you’d reprimand me.”
“Why would I? It was a fair duel. Sure, it was probably humiliating for the first-year, but still.”
Goyang, glaring at Castro’s laughing face, spoke.
『Such a smug smile. It’s the typical expression of a conman. He seems to be trying to lull you into a false sense of security.』
“I’m not sure. It doesn’t seem quite that simple.”
“What do you mean by that?”
While Castro chatted with Isera, Ian observed every move Castro made and communicated with Goyang.
『To think that such petty tactics could sway a mage is ridiculous. As a fourth-year in the Department of Martial Arts, he should know about mages.』
‘You’re right. Just looking at you, it seems like you’re really out of it!’
When Ian fixed Goyang with a stare, it flinched slightly.
But it felt compelled to continue.
『Still, you never know. Smart folks often make the wrong decisions, don’t they?』
‘Like when I made a contract with you?’
『Well, that’s not exactly what I meant…』
In essence, Castro seemed to be attempting to send someone sociable to put Ian off guard.
It was a plausible theory.
‘I need to find out who the other person is. Let me know immediately if something strange happens.’
『Understood.』
Just then, Castro turned his head towards Ian.
“Hey, Ian! Head to the tent with Isera now and gather the supplies! You have about an hour. Make sure to take a good rest.”
“Understood, senior.”
Ian remained steadfast in maintaining his form of address.
He moved to the tent where the supplies were stored together with Isera. It was a tent meant for both of them, filled with mana potions, parchments, and other magical items.
Being a pure mage, Ian felt like he had stumbled upon a treasure trove.
“Shall we make some magic scrolls?”
“Focus on support magic.”
“I’ll prepare Light and Decrease Weight. It’s better not to do Shield.”
By imbuing special parchments with magic, even those who couldn’t use mana could instantly activate the spells.
Of course, the price of parchment was considerably expensive. It was not something just anyone could use.
However, since it was provided as a supply, there was no need to refuse it.
Even though creating a magic scroll for martial arts students could seem a bit unsettling given the uncertain situation, Ian decided to proceed according to the rules.
“Fwooong!”
The mana extending from Ian’s hand turned the parchment a deep blue.
On its rough surface, the rune was engraved, and as pure mana permeated, the parchment was completed.
“We’ll be trying out a new formula on the scroll for the first time.”
“Exactly. Not us, but the martial arts students.”
“Well, we don’t need scrolls anyway.”
Ian continued his work.
This time, he engraved the rune for Decrease Weight onto the scroll.
Isera watched the scene quietly, secretly impressed.
She couldn’t help but acknowledge that Ian was far ahead of her, at least in magic enchantment.
“Where did you learn magic enchantment?”
“I learned the basics from my father and mother, and the rest I taught myself.”
“I imagine funds to buy parchment were scarce.”
It was implied that it was difficult for Ian to practice due to the Oracle Family’s circumstances.
Ian nodded.
“Even without parchment, magic enchantment is possible. Although not as efficient, it can be done on regular paper.”
“Does it actually activate?”
“It can. The benefit is that if you can get it to activate on regular paper, you can achieve a greater effect on magical parchment. It’s similar to the principle of running with sandbags attached, perhaps?”
Ian quickly completed a magic scroll.
Isera wasn’t just watching Ian’s work, she packed high-quality potions into her bag and carefully organized other items.
Just then, footsteps were heard outside, and someone entered the tent.
Expecting Castro, it turned out to be someone entirely unexpected.
“Ahem!”
“We greet Your Excellency.”
Ian and Isera knelt.
The visitor was none other than Marquis Hunka, the patriarch of the Drias family and also Ophelia’s father, known as a master of flame magic.
In many cases, the trait of a mage aligned with their dominant attribute, as was the case for Marquis Hunka.
Ian visited him once after helping Ophelia and found him to be a straightforward and generous man.
“I’m not too late, am I!”
Marquis Hunka sighed in relief and then spoke to Isera.
“Lady Isera, would you mind stepping outside for a moment?”
“I shall comply.”
Isera obediently exited.
Simultaneously, Marquis Hunka cast a hand rune.
‘Silence Spell?’
A noise-canceling spell that Ian had yet to learn unfolded.
Within this space, no sound would escape outside.
“For a brief moment, no one will hear our conversation.”
“Is something the matter?”
“I came here after leaving the Academy. I heard you had already departed, so I came right away. Ah, my apologies. Please, rise!”
“I have much to discuss with you, but I’ll keep it brief. This situation is regretful. I tried to intervene, but I couldn’t stop the conscription order.”
“That’s quite all right. It’s part of my duty as an academy student.”
“But you are aware there’s an absurd aspect to it?”
“If I can’t avoid it, I might as well enjoy it.”
Marquis Hunka grinned broadly.
The more he saw him, the more he liked this young man.
“Crown Prince Medeb is observing you. You probably have an inkling of why.”
Marquis Hunka glanced back.
Isera was properly standing guard at the entrance.
“This expedition will be difficult. Be wary of your back and make sure to return safely. When you do, we can have a deeper conversation.”
Academy’s Genius Mage - Chapter 116
“Why did he suddenly come here?”
Castro mumbled as he watched Marquis Hunka inspecting the interior.
Marquis Hunka was being guided by knights as he looked around the surroundings.
“Do you know anything?”
Castro asked Ian, a hint of annoyance in his voice.
Ian promptly replied, “He was concerned about the situation and came out for a while. It’s because a dungeon with dense demonic energy appeared so close to the capital.”
“Then he should have given us notice beforehand. It’s bothersome.”
“Are you unhappy that His Excellency personally took the time to come here?”
When Ian gently pointed this out, Castro waved his hand dismissively with a slightly embarrassed smile.
“Hahaha. Of course not. Someone as grand as His Excellency should be handling more important matters. We alone are more than capable of handling a dungeon of this magnitude.”
It was understandable why he felt that way.
After all, when a Marquis of the kingdom and someone regarded as high nobility comes for an on-site inspection, it would be a significant burden on those in the field.
At that moment, a man wearing heavy armor approached. From his sword and cape, it seemed he was an academy student.
He gave a light salute towards Castro.
“Senior Castro. Preparations are complete.”
“Ah, good job.”
The man looked much younger than Ian. Since he wasn’t wearing a helmet, his face was clearly visible; he was a young man with soft, light brown hair.
However, his expression wasn’t very favorable.
Not that he had a bad personality, but for a different reason.
His face bore signs of someone who hadn’t led an easy life.
His expression was dark and weary, and in many ways, he didn’t appear aristocratic.
Castro patted the man’s shoulder and introduced him.
“Meet Roche. He’s joining us for this exploration. He’s still a first-year rookie but has quite the talent.”
“Ian Oracle.”
“Isera Hebraim.”
Ian spoke formally, while Isera used informal speech.
Considering the recent relationship between the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts, it was quite unusual.
Although all academy students are treated equally, there is a tendency to respect each other more if they belong to different departments, especially if they are in the same year.
The academy authorities also do not interfere with this aspect.
It is meant to convey respect for different fields.
If there was no flexibility here, it would lead to complete disorderly competition.
“I’ve heard a lot about you two. I look forward to working with you.”
Roche also greeted the two respectfully.
‘This isn’t a bad start.’
If it had been someone like Helios or Rahel, they would have tried to assert dominance by speaking informally to Ian, who was in the same year.
But Roche seemed very polite and careful.
Having observed him closely, Ian felt he understood why Roche behaved in such a manner.
『I have a feeling from his expression, don’t you think he’s the type to stab you in the back? Isn’t he suspicious?』
Ian flatly refuted the deductions of Goyang, who recently prided itself on knowing things.
‘No. It’s because he’s from a commoner background.’
『How can you tell?』
Ian grinned.
‘If he were of noble birth, even with senior Isera present, he wouldn’t be this polite. You’ve seen many kids from the Deparment of Martial Arts, haven’t you?’
『Hmm, that’s true.』
‘Moreover, looking at his skin and complexion, you can tell his nutritional status wasn’t great until recently. Training under such conditions would quickly wear out the body. The calluses on his hands are also consistent with using farm tools for a long time. He’s probably a commoner from the countryside.’
『You sure have a keen eye.』
Goyang shook its head in disbelief.
When Ian stared at him, Roche cautiously asked.
“Is there a problem?”
“No, nothing at all. May I ask which family you come from?”
“I’m a commoner. I got in through special admission, so there’s no particular family to introduce.”
When it turned out to be true, Goyang was surprised, although Isera paid it no mind.
Ian smiled and praised Roche.
“Special admission means your skills must be excellent. I’m looking forward to seeing them.”
“I still have a long way to go.”
“I have a roommate, Edel. He also got in by special admission. So I know well how great people from that background are.”
The special admission for the Department of Martial Arts is somewhat different from other faculties.
It looks solely at skill.
Therefore, if a commoner can prove their abilities, they can sometimes receive a recommendation from a local official or lord to enter the academy.
Roche was such a case.
Roche’s stiff expression relaxed a bit.
Ian extended a handshake to imprint his presence more clearly.
“Hahaha. The atmosphere is warm and good! Now, shall we get going? Let’s meet at the dungeon entrance in 10 minutes.”
“Understood.”
At that moment, as the four of them were about to turn back together, a commotion erupted at the dungeon entrance.
Boom!
It was more akin to a loud roar than a mere commotion.
Then screams followed.
“Argh!”
“Everyone, get back!”
The four turned simultaneously.
Dust billowed at the entrance of the dungeon. Part of the barricade had been destroyed.
Soldiers clutched their spears and assumed battle stances.
“Has something else emerged?”
Srring!
Roche was the first to draw his sword.
Castro followed suit and drew his sword next.
“If it’s one with horns, the damage will be significant. We’ll go stop it! Move quickly!”
Castro gave the order, and the other three quickly followed behind him.
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
Bells rang madly, and knights and soldiers who had been waiting began to gather one by one.
“Everyone, fall back!”
When Castro ordered, the soldiers in the standoff retreated backward.
Judging by the blood pooled on the ground, casualties had already occurred.
A humanoid monster with dirty gray fur lay on the ground, licking the blood.
It was a chilling scene.
It was like a demonic creature from the underworld, killing and coveting life forms with grotesque cruelty.
“A lycanthrope?”
Lycanthropes were monsters commonly found in dungeons.
However, the lycanthrope before them was not an ordinary monster.
“Horns… it has horns.”
Ian clearly saw the sharp horns protruding from the lycanthrope’s back.
There weren’t just one, but two.
The horns, having absorbed the blood, began to twitch and spread out like wings.
“Damn it! A 2-star monster crawled out to the entrance?”
Castro frowned deeply.
It was a rather unusual occurrence.
Monsters with horns generally served as bosses within a dungeon.
When this dungeon was discovered and a 1-degree goblin appeared, it was already an exceptional situation, but now a 2-degree monster came out on its own.
Ian responded to that statement.
“If that’s the case, the dungeon boss is at least a 3-star monster.”
“Ugh… It might even be higher.”
Fear began to spread rapidly like a contagious disease.
The soldiers who spotted the horns didn’t even attempt to approach.
Then the growing horn ceased its expansion.
It spread wide like enormous wings, and the lycanthrope rose to face the party.
“Let us handle this first.”
“Before that, we support!”
“Too late.”
Ian and Isera stepped forward.
When close combat ensued, using magic became difficult.
There were often situations where friendly casualties had to be tolerated to some extent.
When a strong monster like this appeared, the rule was to concentrate firepower to weaken the enemy’s strength before attempting close combat.
“I’ll leave the first attack to you, senior.”
Ian refrained from specifying which spell he would use, believing Isera would understand.
The two quickly completed their runes.
The blue light that shimmered in Ian’s hand vanished in an instant.
Buzz!
The change occurred not on their side but on the other side.
“Growl…?”
The lycanthrope’s entire body flickered with a crimson hue.
It was an Increase Weight spell.
“You fool! A debuff won’t work on a 2-star monster!”
Castro shouted while watching, but there was no change in Ian’s expression.
If it were an ordinary Increase Weight, Castro’s criticism would be correct.
However, Ian was confident.
The spell he had just activated was not a standard spell but an ancient-level magic with a new formula applied.
‘There’s no way it won’t affect it!’
Shhh!
“Ugh…?”
The lycanthrope staggered as if feeling the weight of a colossal metal mass pressing down.
Boom!
“Growl!”
Soon, the lycanthrope collapsed onto one knee.
It desperately tried to stand up, but it was impossible.
Veins popped out all over its body, and it struggled just to stay upright.
‘A debuff in one hit… and on a 2-degree monster?’
Castro stared in disbelief, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene, his mouth slightly open.
On the other hand, Isera did not miss this opportunity.
She swung her staff with all her might.
Whoosh!
A fireball, swollen to its maximum size, soared through the air.
“Roar!”
The lycanthrope tried to evade, but its body wouldn’t move.
The fiery orb, unobstructed by anything, exploded against the lycanthrope’s chest.
Boom!
An enormous explosion sent flames and dust flying in all directions.
Soon, the smoke cleared, and its form became visible.
Its fur was charred black.
“Is it successful…?”
Castro and Roche watched the lycanthrope closely, swords at the ready.
It hung its head and remained motionless.
It was truly an impressive spell.
Castro, the leader of the mission, secretly underestimated Isera, thinking that, as a theorist, her magic might not be powerful.
He had not anticipated her magic to be this strong.
He was similarly surprised with Ian.
He had heard Ian was skilled, but didn’t expect him to successfully debuff a 2-degree monster in a single move.
Variables kept compounding in unexpected ways.
“It’s still breathing. Let’s finish it off.”
Ian waved his hand.
A new spell began.
A dazzling blue light shimmered, and suddenly, a massive spear formed in Ian’s hand.
『Lightning Spear.』
The spear of lightning streaked across the air.
Swish!
The spear shot like a laser, in a perfect line, and with incredible speed, it drove into the lycanthrope’s chest.
Thump!
The lycanthrope flinched.
“Grrrr!”
It sprang to its feet and charged at Ian.
But before it could take more than a couple of steps, the true attack started from the spear embedded in it.
Crackle!
Zap, zap, zap!
Unable to withstand the current, the lycanthrope fell to its knees.
“Arrgh… Arrrrgggh!”
It shrieked without being able to move.
The lycanthrope was out of luck.
If it had been an ordinary 4th circle wizard’s lightning spear, it could have shaken it off and stood again.
But the lightning spear Ian used had a new formula applied.
So it had no chance to rise.
“If you just stand there watching, it’ll attack again.”
“Oh, oh! Roche, let’s go!”
Castro and Roche sprang forward simultaneously.
Ian dissipated the lightning spear just before they swung their swords.
Swoosh!
Slice!
Two clean strikes incapacitated the lycanthrope’s body.
The head rolled cleanly on the ground.
The lycanthrope’s body collapsed in the direction of the wind.
“Phew, damn! That was close.”
Castro flicked the blood off his sword and surveyed the surroundings.
Soldiers rushed to manage the scene.
However, even though the situation had concluded, his expression remained complex.
‘This is completely different from what I was told!’
He had been informed by his superior that the mission was simple.
Just explore the dungeon and complete a special mission.
The reward was a special commendation.
Receiving this commendation would almost guarantee his entry into the Royal Knights.
But what appeared was a 2-degree lycanthrope with two horns.
Inside, even more formidable monsters awaited.
‘At this rate, I’ll be devoured before I even complete the special mission!’
Castro felt a strong sense of fear.
Something had gone terribly wrong.
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“Are you hurt anywhere?”
When Ian asked this, Castro, who had been frowning, looked over in surprise.
He then waved his arms with a grin.
“Do you think I’d be hurt by something like this? I’m perfectly fine.”
“That’s a relief. You’ve worked hard.”
Ian bowed politely.
Castro patted Ian on the shoulder.
“You all did the hard work. We just landed the final hit. By the way, your skills are impressive. There’s a reason your name is well-known.”
“You flatter me. I need to tidy up the area for a bit. There’s quite a bit of damage. I’ll start handling it.”
“Alright.”
Had he been an ordinary noble, he might have reacted even a little to the compliment.
As he watched Ian nonchalantly turn away after speaking, his emotions became complicated.
The reason was simple.
‘He doesn’t let his guard down at all. Plus, his skills are exceptional. No, they’re beyond exceptional.’
He thought he could easily overpower a first-year student from the Department of Magic, but after witnessing Ian’s magic, he realized there was no room for complacency.
Isera’s magic was ordinary.
Her reputation was well-known within the academy, so that much was expected.
However, the two spells Ian used, “Increase Weight” and “Lightning Spear,” were powerful enough that a 2-star Lycanthrope couldn’t withstand them.
‘If I were to fight alone with him, could I defeat him?’
The answer didn’t come easily.
‘But the victory in battle isn’t determined solely by a quantitative difference in power.’
It depended on how effectively one used the terrain and took advantage of the right timing.
Right now, the immediate concern was that they had to enter the ominous-looking dungeon ahead.
‘If the monster that came out was 2-star, then the one inside is at least 3-star… If things go wrong, there might be a monster of 4-star or higher lurking inside.’
Roche stood idly by, merely observing Castro as he continued to ponder.
A face that betrayed nothing of what he was thinking.
Eventually, when Roche turned his head, he saw Ian calmly walking towards the fallen lycanthrope.
Ian, who was half-kneeling, examined the corpse.
Isera approached him.
“This is my first time seeing a 2-star monster sample. Until now, I’ve only seen regular monsters.”
“It’s the first for me too.”
“Really, even for you?”
Ian asked, pretending to be surprised.
Isera simply nodded in response.
“Indeed, I’ve never heard of a 2-star appearing near the capital.”
“When word gets out, it’ll surely cause a stir.”
“But it’ll only be news to those who need to know.”
Ian pulled out gloves from his pocket and put them on, as did Isera.
Even though the monster was dead, it was tainted with dark energy. It’s not wise to touch it barehanded.
“Let’s first check if there’s a magic stone.”
Magic stones are one of the rare magic materials used by mages.
Not only do they contain an immense amount of mana, but they are also used as tools to amplify magic. They are often crafted into artifacts.
As a result, while the demand is high, the supply is always limited.
In other words, they could demand a high price.
Previously, Ian had obtained a magic stone after defeating a golem in a training dungeon.
‘The magic stone I got then was good, but if it’s from a 2-star monster, it might be even better.’
With such a curious expectation, Ian pulled out a dagger and opened the chest of the Lycanthrope.
With a squelching sound, he reached inside and searched.
Not every monster contains a magic stone. However, the stronger the monster, the higher the probability it carries one, which was already an academic consensus.
‘As expected.’
Ian felt a very solid object against his hand.
As he touched its surface, a smile formed on his lips.
“It seems there’s a magic stone. It’s quite large.”
Ian pulled out the solid object clutched in his hand.
The magic stone, soaked in the monster’s blood, emerged and simultaneously caught Isera’s glittering eyes.
“Not bad, is it?”
“Looks that way, doesn’t it?”
After removing the tissues attached to the magic stone, Ian poured water over it, cleaning it meticulously.
Once he dried it with a cloth, it began to shine like a diamond.
“This seems like a top-grade one.”
“I think so too.”
“Don’t show it to Senior Gaus. He’ll definitely ask for it.”
“Of course, you’re absolutely right.”
Ian placed the magic stone into his bag.
“And another intriguing material is…”
This time, he focused on the horn protruding from the back of the lycanthrope.
Even in death, it emanated a very strong aura of magic.
“I think it would be best to remove this and send it straight to the lab. We can’t carry it around.”
Ian infused mana into his dagger, severing the horn in a single swipe.
Black blood oozed from the cut surface.
Just then, a soldier brought a magic pouch.
Ian placed the horn inside to dispatch it to the laboratory.
‘Though the horn itself is quite a rare item, it doesn’t have immediate use. I don’t even have the equipment for such experiments. Let’s just take what we can.’
Ian and Isera secured materials needed for enchantment and alchemy.
Being a 2-star monster, it had yielded highly valuable resources.
Blood and tendons alone were prized items in alchemy. Furthermore, the bones and hide were useful for item crafting.
Ian and Isera decided to get the bones and hide to the Department of Martial Arts.
“For a while, we won’t have to worry about experiments. How about conducting a magic experiment as our first club activity when we return to the academy?”
“That sounds like a good idea.”
“Crafting and stockpiling special potions would certainly aid us in our future endeavors.”
Their collection of items in preparation for looming threats had already begun.
As the two were about to finish organizing, Castro approached sternly.
“Have you finished the disassembly?”
“Yes, we’ve mostly finished. We’ll hand over all non-magic-related parts. It seems everything’s sorted now, so shall we?”
“No. This operation is halted. We plan to report to the higher-ups and await further orders.”
“Stopped?”
Ian asked in response, looking at Roche beside him.
Roche avoided his gaze, lowering his head.
“Why is it stopped? Even with some casualties, it doesn’t seem severe enough to halt the operation.”
“This isn’t something one can discuss lightly. There’s no way we can clear the dungeon with just the four of us!”
Castro’s voice rose in agitation.
The surroundings fell silent.
Realizing his mistake, Castro clicked his tongue.
His comment was a clear falsse step that could damage morale.
“You’re not wrong, are you? A 2-star monster emerged! What can we do with just us four? Three soldiers died just like that. I’m sure more terrifying ones are lurking inside!”
“That can’t be. You received an order, didn’t you?”
Ian smiled as he continued.
“It’s a royal order. This isn’t just some academy project or exam.”
“……”
With such nonchalance, Castro could only stare blankly at Ian for a moment.
“Once you receive the order, as a servant of His Majesty, you should not retreat. Even if it means dying, we die inside that dungeon. Is that the chivalry you uphold, senior? Such a waste of the medals on that sword.”
The one who felt the most shame from Ian’s blunt critique was not Castro.
It was Roche.
At last, Roche straightened up and met Ian’s gaze.
‘What a remarkable man, Ian Oracle.’
His gaze was filled with longing and admiration.
And Ian seemed to understand what that gaze meant. Their eyes met silently in the air.
‘Are you asking me to persuade him?’
Due to the recent battle, Roche was deeply impressed by Ian’s skill and mindset, feeling a sense of shame about his superior’s demeanor at the same time.
He wanted to enter the dungeon immediately.
Above all, he felt no greater shame than when a mage mentioned “chivalry” to someone walking the path of a knight.
“Interesting. I think I understand why Roche was assigned as a subordinate.”
Beyond skill, they were exploiting the inherent limitation that a commoner could not resist a noble.
Even for Edel, it had taken a while to speak comfortably.
Even now, with ease in their speech, an invisible wall remained This wall was not created by Ian or Edel.
It was a tradition established by the kingdom’s order.
This long-held tradition would not easily crumble until Edel received a title.
“It’s likely they prefer a commoner who certainly obeys over an unpredictable noble. Therefore, there’s a high possibility that Roche was unrelated to this incident.”
The situation became increasingly interesting.
Ian thought he should use this advantage even more actively. Castro was not in the position to think coolly and strategically at the moment.
“Well, I understand your concern, senior. Collecting those medals must have required considerable effort and time. It would be a waste to risk your life in the dungeon for nothing. Even if you become an honorary graduate, it’s meaningless if you’re dead, right?”
This was the reason why Castro, despite being a skilled individual, was being cautious.
There is the saying that the most fearful person is the one who has nothing to lose.
Thus, conversely, those not to be feared are those who have much to lose.
Castro belonged to the latter category.
“You bastard! Are you insulting me and my family now?”
“You once told me to call you brother, saying it’s better to be comfortable.”
“That’s not what it meant!”
“Brother! Let’s look at this logically. The decision to cease operations was made too hastily. It’s not like we achieved nothing. Anyone in my position would’ve said the same.”
“Ugh…”
Ian continued to shake Castro’s mental state by advocating a logical argument.
“We ultimately defeated a 2-star monster. Although we lost some soldiers, none of us were harmed. Given this, halting operations is difficult to justify. It’s like giving up without trying.”
“Whether you agree or not, the decision is made by me, the commander!”
“You weren’t the only one who received the orders, brother. We received them too. And we share the same right to correct a flawed plan.”
“You… intend to resist until the end?”
Castro clenched his teeth in frustration.
“You mentioned we’re in a quasi-war status just now, right? You must know the punishment for disobeying a superior’s orders.”
“No, what I was saying is slightly different.”
“Different, you say?”
Ian moved closer and quietly looked Castro in the eye.
“You received another order aside from dungeon exploration, didn’t you?”
“… What?”
“If you return without conquering the dungeon, your other task will fail, won’t it? That worries me.”
Castro stared at Ian, feeling that Ian unraveled his thoughts. Startled, Castro extended his hands to deny it.
“Another task? There’s nothing like that! Just the dungeon conquest.”
“Oh, I see.”
“Of course!”
Normally, Castro would have passed this off smoothly, given his sociable nature. However, with the unexpected appearance of a 2-star monster and Ian’s provocations, his composure was shaken.
‘Indeed, they were targeting me and the senior.’
Now, it was certain.
Ian exchanged glances with Isera.
Isera subtly nodded back.
“Hmm. It seems a decision is not easily reached. Let me lend my help, then.”
A gruff voice interjected.
The eyes of the four turned simultaneously in that direction. Marquis Hunka was approaching, hands clasped behind his back.
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“Your Excellency!”
The involvement of Marquis Hunka was an enormous variable for Castro.
He was someone who wasn’t supposed to be there in the first place.
Moreover, in the broader perspective, Marquis Hunka was aligned with the Crown Prince.
He was on the opposite side of the one who had proposed the ‘other task’ pointed out by Ian.
Marquis Hunka stroked his beard thoughtfully.
“Your battles have been quite impressive. I haven’t watched from the beginning, but it seemed there was no need for my interference.”
Marquis Hunka, the current head of the Drias family, was a master of fire magic.
Known for wielding mana at the level of five circles, he was a veteran of practical magic.
In other words, he was the strongest person present at that moment.
“Well done, Ian Oracle. Your magic is always impressive.”
“You overpraise me.”
“It is not flattery by any means. Of course, it’s the truth.”
Marquis Hunka grinned widely.
This was quite a shift from his demeanor when they had conversed discreetly in the tent using ‘Sound Cancellation’.
He appeared to be in high spirits.
“I shall inform the academy’s president and deans of this immediately. Knowing that a first-year student from the Department of Magic has made such a significant contribution by defeating a 2-star monster, everyone should be more eager in their studies!”
“However, the credit is not mine alone. It belongs to my companions here as well…”
“What are you saying?”
Marquis Hunka laughed heartily and waved his hand dismissively.
“Do not think of me as a noble buried in paperwork and oblivious to the world. I used to shuttle between dungeons and battlefields in my younger days. One look, and I can tell who contributed how.”
“I apologize, Your Excellency. That was not my intention.”
“You have a stubborn streak too, it seems. When the superior says so, just accept it and move on.”
Ian bent his arm in a polite gesture and stepped back.
‘What is he intending?’
Such thoughts were only natural.
Marquis Hunka seemed very pleased as he looked at Ian.
It wasn’t merely because a 2-star monster was subdued and casualties were minimized.
There seemed to be a hidden motive.
“Back to the earlier matter… I support Cadet Castro’s opinion. If a 2-star monster had managed to escape the dungeon, the inside could be exceedingly dangerous.”
As Ian was about to object, Marquis Hunka quelled his momentum with a gentle smile.
“Do not worry. I shall explain this to His Majesty the King and the respective officials. It will be more advantageous for you to have me advocate than the academy deans. What do you think?”
“Excellent decision! Thank you, Your Excellency!”
Castro beamed brightly.
It was now clear that Castro, despite his outstanding skills, was timid and short on tenacity and chivalry.
Ian’s attention, however, was elsewhere.
It was on Castro’s lieutenant, Roche.
‘He is clearly dissatisfied. It must be embarrassing for him. Retreating goes against the code of chivalry he follows.’
Roche appeared to be bowing in acceptance of the order, but his tightly clenched hands betrayed his feelings about the unfairness of the decision.
In an attempt to lift the awkward mood, Marquis Hunka spoke in his kindly voice.
“More than anything, since I’ve seen and judged the situation with my own eyes, there will be no disadvantage to you. Perhaps rewards will follow.”
“Your Excellency.”
“Aah, Ian Oracle. You might not understand due to a lack of experience, but heed my wishes on this matter!”
Marquis Hunka then raised his eyelids as if sending a signal.
‘So that’s what it was.’
Finally, Ian realized his intention.
He wasn’t strictly adhering to principles, nor was he simply siding with Castro.
Marquis Hunka intended to use the monster as an excuse to extract Ian from a dire situation.
The intensity in his gaze towards Ian was evidence.
‘But if we retreat now, it might become even more dangerous.’
Ian sensed the machinations Castro might be plotting.
And there was the unpredictability of Roche.
If he could utilize this opportunity cleverly, he might not reach the root, but perhaps he could trim a branch of the forces targeting him.
“It’s the perfect opportunity to end this situation while I can control many aspects,” he thought.
In a dangerous dungeon, Castro would have to protect himself, so he couldn’t act recklessly.
In other words, the dark cave before him was both a threatening space and a protective paradoxical space.
If he could persuade Roche to join Ian’s side, he might achieve a dramatic turnaround.
Moreover, Ian was confident in tackling this dungeon.
Although it could be somewhat dangerous, there was no dungeon in the world without risk.
‘He’d surely be cautious. Especially if I manage to use Goyang properly.’
It seemed worth a try.
Thus, one problem remained. How could he persuade the stubborn Marquis Hunka?
He held both the justification and the practicality in his grasp.
He wouldn’t budge with mere logical arguments.
“Since His Royal Highness is watching over me, he wouldn’t easily revoke his order.”
A clever thought flashed through Ian’s mind.
The corners of his mouth slightly lifted.
“Your Excellency. I have something to say in private.”
“If it concerns the expedition, speak here!”
Marquis Hunka drew a clear line.
Ian didn’t back down and responded.
“I remember our first meeting, much has happened since then.”
With those words, Ian initiated the conversation.
Suspicious Castro filled his mind with questions.
‘Why was he suddenly talking about their first meeting?’
The others felt the same.
Marquis Hunka was the only one who understood the true meaning behind those words.
His expression became enigmatic.
“Your words from that time still linger clearly in my mind. It was the first command I received when I entered the academy. Please allow me to see this mission through to the end.”
“Umm.”
Marquis Hunka appeared taken aback.
He couldn’t help it.
Their first meeting had been at the academy, where Ian had saved his precious daughter.
The marquis had told Ian to ask for any favor, comfortably.
At that moment, Ian had been nothing short of a benefactor.
Ian addressed that favor now.
“I have confidence in conquering this dungeon. My senior, Isera, who is more skilled than I am, and Castro, share the same sentiments. Everyone is perplexed by the appearance of a 2-star monster. At times like this, what’s needed is a solemn and righteous command. I am aware of my impertinence, but I urge you to reconsider, Your Excellency.”
Castro was appalled by those words.
Conversely, Isera and Roche had hoped for this.
Castro stepped forward to restrain Ian, but he couldn’t override Marquis Hunka’s presence.
Marquis Hunka narrowed his eyes.
“I can’t understand. What on earth are you thinking?”
“I have no other intention. My sole focus is on completing this mission, Your Excellency.”
“Hmm…”
A sigh escaped Hunka.
The situation was tense as it directly contradicted the will of a high-ranking noble of the kingdom, Marquis Hunka.
Yet, Castro had not even an inkling of the sigh’s true meaning.
He merely mocked Ian inwardly, thinking that his excessive ambition would lead to his downfall.
However,
“Very well. Ian Oracle, I shall grant your request.”
Ian smiled.
In contrast, Castro could not do the same.
“Your Excellency! But continuing the expedition in this state…”
“Do you dare to go against my will?”
“N-no!”
Castro snapped to attention.
Marquis Hunka briefly glanced at the sword Castro was wearing and smirked sneeringly.
“Despite having achieved so much, I didn’t expect your courage to be this lacking.”
“Ugh!”
A chill ran down Castro’s spine, making him flinch.
That single word pierced his heart.
Simultaneously, an unbearable feeling of shame washed over him.
It felt as though all the achievements he had accumulated up to that moment crumbled in an instant.
Nevertheless, Marquis Hunka was a seasoned noble.
“Castro, I have the utmost respect for your level-headed judgment. We’ve seen too often how impulsive courage can turn into recklessness.”
He praised Castro.
Every word from a high-ranking noble carried immense authority that ordinary people could scarcely comprehend.
Castro’s previously despairing expression magically revived.
With that one sentence, the earlier criticism melted away like snow.
“However, at times recklessness is needed to achieve new feats.”
“I will follow your command, Your Excellency!”
Castro saluted vigorously.
With a sigh, Marquis Hunka stared intently at Ian before leaving his seat.
“Well done.”
“Pardon?”
Ian doubted his ears.
Isera, who had approached him without him noticing, spoke those words.
“Wow. Even seniors know how to give compliments.”
“I wouldn’t have been able to say such things.”
She considered that the difference between Ian and herself.
On the day she first saw him, when the academy staff and workers messed up an experimental device and were in a panic, Isera couldn’t bring herself to offer her help.
Even now, it was the same.
Though she knew something was wrong, she couldn’t bring herself to say it wasn’t.
On the other hand, Ian always spoke the right words regardless of the situation.
It wasn’t about good or evil, he pushed through with his convictions despite the outcomes.
Isera wanted to observe such human qualities up close, more than his magical knowledge.
If possible, she wanted to learn it.
And then…
“Damn it! I didn’t expect things to turn out like this. Hey, Ian Oracle! What were you thinking, deciding to continue the attack?”
Castro questioned.
Ian turned around.
“You seemed close with His Excellency the Marquis. Shouldn’t you have followed his words?”
“You’re not afraid, are you, elder brother?”
Ian responded with a pleasant smile, making it impossible for Castro to get angry.
“… Fear is a normal emotion for anyone. I’m just wondering why you insist on blowing this out of proportion.”
“With three out of the four expedition members agreeing, it doesn’t seem like something you should be stubborn about on your own, does it? Roche, what do you think?”
Suddenly being addressed, Roche was startled but responded calmly.
“I also agree with Master Ian. Retreating without trying goes against a knight’s way.”
“You idiot! Why are you addressing him as ‘Master’?”
“He’s the head of the Oracle Family…”
“Shut up!”
But with that, it became clear.
Even with small criticisms, there was no escaping the trap he was caught in.
Castro’s face twisted as he returned to the tent.
‘Falling from hunter to prey happens in an instant, bipolar senior. But that Roche…’
Ian watched him with renewed eyes.
A modest build and appearance.
His physique didn’t seem particularly advantageous for a warrior.
But the spirit etched in his eyes appeared more solid than anything.
‘If someone like him joined our family as a knight, it would be reassuring.’
Defying the wishes of a senior as respected as a soon-to-graduate elder was not an easy task.
This meant he was an upright person who knew how to distinguish between public and private matters, not swayed by positions.
What Ian needed most was not a skilled knight.
He needed someone trustworthy to whom he could entrust tasks.
‘I still have to grow the family further. Only then can I really talk about something.’
For now, it was time to solve the immediate problem.
That night, the expedition team entered a dungeon filled with demonic energy.
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As the group passed the entrance of the dungeon, their expressions turned serious.
All four halted their steps simultaneously.
There lay a wide room at the end of the narrow passage.
But the issue was that this vast room wasn’t empty.
Ssssss!
From the dark depths, menacing red eyes began to open one by one.
Of course, the threat of this level is something they had encountered numerous times during training.
They are well aware that this is no ordinary dungeon.
What’s astonishing is the “number” of these eyes.
Dozens, no, hundreds of eyes filled with murderous intent glared at the party.
“Secure the visibility!”
Castro’s command came a bit too late.
Isera had already deployed a light spell.
The glowing orb of light touched the ceiling.
Whoosh!
Monsters flinched at the spreading light, making gurgling noises, but they soon adapted to the artificial illumination.
“They’re goblins.”
It wasn’t just lycanthropes that emerged from the dungeon. Jessica had reported intel that a 1-degree goblin had appeared.
Thus, it was entirely plausible to infer the existence of a goblin horde.
‘Clearly, these guys are on a different level compared to those we faced in the educational dungeons.’
Ian Oracle scanned the goblins.
The ones tainted by dark energy had much larger builds and wielded more refined weapons.
‘The poison darts they use are probably more lethal as well.’
Although they had brought plenty of antidotes, getting hit by poison darts in the midst of chaos would be problematic.
‘And this dungeon’s structure…’
Ian had noticed, as perhaps others had too, that the structure didn’t seem natural.
‘When entering, it resembled a natural cave, but there’s a room-like space at every turn. Almost as if constructed.’
It seemed plausible that the dungeon was created by someone’s hand.
Ian sent a thought to the cat that was observing the surroundings without materializing.
‘What do you think?’
『I definitely sense traces of demons. But there’s nothing to worry about! The trace is coming from the core area. If we destroy the core, it’ll vanish.』
‘Are you sure?’
『If you don’t trust me, feel it for yourself! You can sense it too! Lazy human!』
However, Ian didn’t attempt to do so.
Sensing a human presence and this were entirely different matters.
Problems could arise in interpreting the information.
Ian was still unfamiliar with dark energy.
‘It’s better to leave this to the spirit. But if there are traces of demons…’
It wasn’t easy for demons to cross over to the human realm.
Thus, they send cores instead, to collect human pain and despair. The creation of dungeons is the result, according to academic consensus.
‘If this dungeon is of this scale, then the monster guarding the core must be quite powerful.’
It was certain that at least a 3-degree monster guarded the core.
Up to 2-degree was manageable.
But beyond 3-degree, the strength was unpredictable.
『When should I make a move? It seems a waste of claws to deal with these crude goblins.』
‘You’ll get your chance as we move further inside. Wait. And do not reveal your energy.’
『Understood.』
Ian had given the cat specific instructions before entering the dungeon. Thus, it accompanied them without materializing.
It was a strategy to unmask Castro.
‘It’s a plan that cannot fail.’
Ian expected that once sufficiently inside the dungeon, there would come a moment when Castro would find an excuse to separate and act alone with Roche.
‘That will be the opportunity.’
Ian intended to use Goyang to turn the tables on Castro.
“Kiiiii!”
“Kiik!”
“Kieeek!”
At that moment, the goblins that had been warily watching them finally revealed their true nature.
With sharp cries, they began to approach slowly.
The procession of red eyes was terrifying enough to make one’s knees weak.
“Damn it! If it’s like this at the entrance, what must it be like inside?”
A stunned Castro spoke again to Ian, sounding as if he was reproaching him.
“The operation should have been stopped!”
“If the Marquis hears that, he might be disappointed!”
Ian quipped nonchalantly as he gathered mana in his staff.
Isera did the same.
While the two ace students from the Department of Magic prepared for battle, the leader of the Department of Martial Arts was consumed with complaints.
Castro was unaware that his untidy emotions were affecting his junior, Roche, entirely.
Ian was preparing his spell and spoke, “Elder brother! Numbers don’t matter. As previously agreed, we can handle this.”
“Who’s afraid of goblins? It’s what comes after that’s the problem.”
“We’ll deal with whatever comes next the same way. Don’t worry.”
Castro regretted what he had said.
At some point, Ian had stopped calling him “senior” and started addressing him as “Elder brother.”
Although he had asked for it, actually hearing it had a mocking tone.
Of course, that was Ian’s intention.
‘This will drive him crazy and make it hard for him to retreat blindly. I’d like to unsettle him and break his composure as much as possible. No matter how skilled, without experience, he’ll show a gap.’
“So, shall we see your impressive skills?”
“The lycanthrope wasn’t enough?”
“That was then, this is now.”
Castro passed the burden to Ian.
Ian was rather grateful to him for that.
“Please, watch my back.”
Srrrng!
Castro and Roche drew their swords.
The two moved as if they had planned it, with Roche taking the rear and Castro the middle.
Meanwhile, Ian and Isera positioned themselves at the forefront.
“Senior. Please allow me to take the first strike. There’s something I’d like to experiment with.”
“I envy your leisure to experiment.”
“The more monsters, the better.”
“Take it easy.”
Isera seemed to have a sense of what Ian was planning.
Ian formed the hand runes.
Mystical light wove patterns through the air from Ian’s fingertips.
It was a signature spell invocation for a more potent Lightning Spell.
Yet, that wasn’t the end.
Ian added a few more motions to the supposed completion of the spell.
‘Good. Half the work is done.’
The casting hadn’t been canceled.
Instead, the magical energy at his fingertips was transforming into a potent electric current.
‘Complete the magic without activating it.’
With that mindset, he perfectly tied off the hand runes.
‘Complete the form and then change its phase.’
Bzzzzzzt!
Lightning didn’t rest in Ian’s hand as usual.
It traveled up the staff and concentrated at its end, discharging electric currents.
Like a strong fish thrashing inside a small bowl, the lightning writhed frantically at the staff’s tip.
‘And then erupt it from a single point in all directions.’
Ian leaped high into the air.
He had already boosted his leg muscles with magical energy, increasing his strength.
It was far more agile than flying magic.
‘Reckless.’
Isera quickly moved and deployed a shield.
Not for herself, but towards Ian, who had jumped high.
‘But it’s a new approach we haven’t seen before.’
As Isera admired silently, Ian dove into the center of the goblin horde.
All conditions were met.
『Lightning Field.』
Upon landing, Ian forcefully thrust his staff into the ground.
Thud!
Crack!
Sizzle!
Dozens of bolts of lightning poured in all directions.
It was a majestic scene, as if the god of lightning had cast bolts down to earth.
Lightning moved as swiftly as light.
The goblins, slow in their movements, could not respond at all.
“Kueeek!”
“Gyarrrrrk!”
Every goblin within a radius of 10 meters centered around Ian was charred black.
Nothing alive remained.
Perhaps it was only effective because goblins were low-level monsters.
It might not work as well on horned monsters or those with resistance to magic.
Still, Ian felt a thrilling sense of accomplishment.
Strictly speaking, it was not a new spell.
It was an ingenious application. But such minor terminological differences did not hinder Ian’s sense of achievement.
The spell worked effectively enough to be called a novel creation.
“Lightning Field… what a cool spell.”
Today, Isera’s praise seemed unusually generous.
“Thank you. I had a moment of panic when the poison needle hit the shield, but you saved me, senior.”
The awe that lingered on Isera’s face shattered instantly.
It seemed she had expected some countermeasures.
“Ian Oracle.”
“Yes?”
“Do you have multiple lives?”
“No, just one.”
“Then shouldn’t you be more cautious? What kind of mage recklessly charges in like that?”
“I guess Milo influenced me a bit. At some point, my body started acting instinctively. I’ll be more careful next time.”
Woosh!
Isera conjured flames from her staff, incinerating the remaining goblins.
The flames seemed rougher than usual, but Ian dismissed it as just his imagination.
The battle ended swiftly.
“Ian! How can you waste mana like that? Even without dungeon exploration experience, you must have read some books, right?”
“Waste? What do you mean?”
Castro approached with a stern expression as if seizing an opportunity.
“Anyone knows that if you recklessly release an area spell like that, your mana will deplete quickly.”
Castro’s criticism was valid.
The power aside, deploying an area spell of this magnitude was, literally, ‘wasteful’.
For a mage, it was crucial to use magic judiciously because the source of magic, mana, is not infinite.
It was fine during training since one could stop and rest at any time.
“But this is real combat. You never know what might happen in a dungeon, and wasting magic recklessly is irresponsible. And experimenting, no less!”
“I didn’t waste much.”
“What?”
Ian shrugged his shoulders with a smirk.
“Really. You seemed surprised because it was a spell you hadn’t seen before, but it was just a slight adaptation. It’s about a 3-circle level spell with techniques applied to increase efficiency, so it didn’t actually consume much mana.”
Moreover, the effect of the star necklace was substantial.
Castro looked at Isera, seeking confirmation.
“Ian’s statement is accurate. And isn’t experimenting natural? As per kingdom law I’m familiar with, experiments on people are prohibited, particularly area spells.”
Castro’s gaze twitched. Isera wasn’t finished.
“Also, your criticism oversteps your bounds, senior.”
“What?”
“It’s absurd for mages not to consider their mana reserves. A mage without mana is no different from an ordinary person.”
Isera’s continual criticism irritated Castro, but he had no grounds to stop her.
“Moreover, a fighter commenting on a mage’s mana reserves is like us commenting on how you wield your weapon, which muscles you use, and how much force you apply. That’s why I called it overstepping your authority.”
“….”
Unable to counter, Castro pursed his lips.
“Ian Oracle, I’ll let it go this time, but you need to be careful from now on. We have a long way to go.”
“Understood.”
“Move out!”
The four resumed their exploration.
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About two hours had passed since the team had entered the dungeon.
During that time, the academy’s exploration team had engaged in multiple battles.
The massive goblin horde they encountered at the entrance seemed trivial. As they delved deeper, stronger monsters threatened their lives.
Perhaps, it was because of this that Castro’s expression grew increasingly anxious.
“Dangerous! What on earth were the upper echelons thinking, placing me in such a perilous situation?”
He couldn’t comprehend it.
Graduation was near, and he had dedicated himself to the kingdom and the academy.
Being thrust into such danger did not make sense to him.
“Could it be… I’ve been discarded?”
Castro gritted his teeth and shook his head vigorously.
He thought there was no way.
“No! The dean clearly expressed his expectations for my future exploits! There must be a plan in place.”
He had no choice but to rationalize it that way.
So far, there had been no significant damage, but he couldn’t guarantee what might happen next.
Most importantly, this dungeon was unexplored.
The lack of a map or any general information about the dungeon made him all the more anxious.
“So, I should advance my plan.”
The plan he considered wasn’t the dungeon exploration.
It was the secret orders he received from the ‘upper echelons’ that he couldn’t dare to voice. Reminding himself of these instructions, Castro turned his gaze to one side.
There stood Ian.
“If only he weren’t here…”
But Castro’s expression soon became calm again.
“No, that’s not right.”
His twisted expression brightened instantly, almost frighteningly.
“He’s a lucky charm! I might not like him, but he’s more than enough to be a stepping stone for my advancement! People call this an opportunity, don’t they?”
The ‘upper echelons’ had told him that if he completed this mission successfully, he could secure a good position in the Royal Knights.
In essence, it meant he could be appointed without having to take the exam.
There was more.
If he could firmly establish himself as a trusted person with the ‘upper echelons,’ he could receive similar confidential missions in the future.
It meant he could pave a path for promotion without going to war.
“Kuhuhuh… If that happens, both my family and I will have a smooth path ahead! Hahahaha!”
He envisioned contributing just enough to be promoted to count and expand his territory. Someday, he might even become a grand duke.
In the dark and dreary cave, a rosy future seemed to unfold.
Thus, he was not thinking rationally, unlike usual.
Although there were a few suspicious points, he followed his instincts.
Human greed is endless, and people tend to repeat the same mistakes.
『Seems like he’s plotting something sneaky, doesn’t he? His expression is dramatically lunatic, like a person in a mental episode. Could this guy have schizophrenia, not bipolar disorder?』
Goyang daringly sat directly in front of Castro.
Since entering the dungeon, Goyang had been closely monitoring Castro.
As it wasn’t in a corporeal state, he couldn’t sense Goyang’s presence.
‘Leave him be. Imagining things is free.’
『It bothers me because it seems like he’s having sleazy thoughts about our Isera!』
“When did she become ‘our’ Isera?”
『I am the great spirit, after all!』
Ian clicked his tongue.
“There’s no need to worry. At least within the Department of Martial Arts, he can’t harbor strange thoughts about the senior.”
『Why’s that?』
“Because Helios is around.”
『Hm. That guy again? He seems to be mentioned a lot recently, so he must be the mastermind.』
At that moment, Castro looked around and spoke.
“It’s best to rest here for a while. Ian, Isera, how’s your mana? You don’t seem to be using any mana potions.”
“I’m fine.”
“I’m fine.”
Both of them had been using their mana liberally.
Yet, their lack of mana depletion was enough to make Castro suspicious.
However, he decided not to dwell on it.
“Alright. Then we’ll regroup here. Let’s rest for about 20 minutes and then depart.”
“Yes.”
Ian and Isera cast light magic in all directions.
The inside of the cave now shone as brightly as daylight.
‘This is more helpful than I expected.’
The experience they were gaining was on a different level compared to the training dungeon.
The monsters, imbued with dark energy, were that much more formidable.
Their movements, resilience, and attack methods were truly diverse and refreshing.
Thus, Ian absorbed the experience as if he were a sponge soaking up water, leaving nothing behind.
“Roche, are you hurt?”
Roche was removing his steel greaves and pouring a potion inside.
Ian approached him.
“It seems it just grazed me.”
“That’s more than a graze, isn’t it?”
The wound was quite deep.
A piece of metal had pierced the connection where the greaves couldn’t cover.
“There’s no healer, but let me take a look.”
“No, thank you.”
Roche firmly refused. However, Ian was unfazed. He formed a rune and reached toward the wound.
“Healing.”
A refreshing blue light poured out, and the wound absorbed the magic as if it were inhaling smoke.
At the same time, Roche’s expression relaxed a bit.
He had clearly been enduring the pain.
“I’m not trained enough, so it’s not very effective, but it should help.”
“But you should conserve your mana…”
Roche glanced at Castro for approval.
As expected, Castro was glaring disapprovingly.
“This much is fine. Walking a bit will restore it. It also helps me improve my magic skills. If you get injured again, let me know.”
“Yes.”
The wound healed quickly.
Roche wanted to talk more with Ian, but he quietly wrapped the bandage and put on the greaves.
“The healing magic was pretty effective for being untrained, wasn’t it?”
Isera asked.
Her keen eyes missed nothing.
“I visited Edel’s home recently. Edel’s father taught me a secret technique then.”
“Are you planning to join the School of Healing?”
“Not really, but it doesn’t hurt to learn it.”
While it was true he learned a secret, it wasn’t directly related to the magic’s efficacy.
It was more about the attitude towards caring for patients.
If that helped him grow mentally, something else aided his physical growth.
The new formula for healing magic.
Ian had succeeded in reinterpreting ancient spellbooks in the Great Library, discovering a new formula.
Since healing magic was basic, it was relatively easy to master.
That’s why his healing spell had slightly different runes, but he thought no one would notice the difference.
“Didn’t you find a new formula?”
“Well, no. Maybe?”
He underestimated Isera too much.
She looked displeased.
“Make sure you don’t lie again.”
Isera quietly stared at Ian, or rather, it was more accurate to say she glared.
As a result, Ian could only lower his head without offering any excuses.
Though she was actually a year younger than him, Isera had everything required of a senior.
‘Even if we grow closer later, will I ever hear her call me oppa?’
For some reason, the thought felt regrettable.
Just then, an irregular sound began to echo from the distant rear.
“What is that? Didn’t you hear something?”
“I hear it.”
Castro stood, gripping his sword.
The sound was getting louder.
It was like metallic noises were reverberating across the ground as if something was in pursuit from behind.
The other three also stood, grabbing their weapons and getting ready.
“Did we leave some behind?”
“There shouldn’t be. Maybe they’re our allies?”
Ian’s guess was spot on.
The ones appearing were knights and soldiers.
A platoon-sized force with more than ten men approached them rapidly.
The emblem of the Royal Knights was emblazoned on the knight’s chest.
He seemed like someone with considerable authority.
“Who is the commander here?”
“That would be me.”
Castro stepped forward, saluting crisply.
He then briefly introduced himself.
The knight who followed was Master Barth from the Royal Knights.
“Good! Castro, you’re doing much better than I expected. I was worried about seeing so many monster corpses at the entrance. If they had escaped the dungeon, it would have been a major disaster.”
“The exploration isn’t over yet. I’d rather receive praise after we’ve completed it.”
“Just as I’d heard, you’re quite competent. Hahaha!”
Barth had a subtle way of covering for his subordinates, perhaps because they were juniors.
Notably, he showed no interest in Ian and Isera, who is in the Department of Magic.
“The support troops have just arrived outside. We’ve received news that a 2-star monster attempted to escape the dungeon. More support will be arriving shortly.”
“In that case, we can proceed without worrying about the rear?”
“I’d personally advise against it, but I don’t have the authority to override Lord Hunka’s orders.”
“Hahaha. It’s fine! I think it’s a great opportunity, especially as a graduation present.”
Master Barth remained silent, gently patting Castro’s shoulder.
“Then I wish you good luck. If this operation succeeds, I’ll buy you a drink.”
“I’ll be sure to bring you good news, master Barth!”
After saluting, Castro turned to lead them.
“Resume exploration! Everyone, move out!”
With a loud and confident command, Castro marched ahead.
Ian, Isera, and Roche followed after him.
* * *
The fateful moment came sooner than expected.
“Ian! Isera!”
Castro called out to them.
The two, who were searching for magic stones from the body of a giant spider, took off their gloves as they confirmed there was nothing they sought.
“What is it?”
“We need to consider splitting into two teams now.”
“Split into two?”
It was an unbelievable suggestion.
Ian, Isera, even Roche wore expressions of disbelief.
However, Ian felt calm inside.
‘Is it finally starting?’
All the puzzle pieces had fallen into place.
Even the support troops had arrived from the rear.
Missing this opportunity meant they would face much criticism.
“You are stronger than we expected. We’ve barely had the chance to swing our swords. Plus, over there.”
Castro pointed ahead.
‘That’s why.’
Castro was not just being obstinate.
There was a forked path before them.
“We can’t leave one path unattended with four people going together. Of course, we could go back and request reinforcements to station here, securing the perimeter. But then we’d have to share the credit with them, losing time as well.”
“I can’t take away my elder brother’s graduation gift. Let’s do as you suggest. I’ll go with senior Isera.”
Roche was startled by this suggestion.
He wanted to protest, but he had to be mindful of Castro’s position.
For a combination, mixing mages was better than keeping them together.
But then Castro proposed something unexpected.
“That’s not feasible. It’s more efficient if we pair someone from our department with someone from yours. A report that doesn’t do this will draw criticism later.”
Castro was saying things he didn’t truly mean. He clearly intended to leave Roche on his own.
Thus, he planned to persuade Roche and ambush Ian and Isera from behind.
There were no better alternatives than this.
“We’ll succeed in the strategy anyway, so there’s no need to worry about the report. But elder brother, may I speak frankly?”
“Go ahead.”
“You’re not trusting us enough. We can tell by you constantly checking our mana levels.”
Castro didn’t bother denying it.
“In such circumstances, pairing up randomly will only create discomfort. So, I will go with senior Isera.”
“Hmm… Isera, what are your thoughts?”
“I agree.”
Pretending to deliberate, Castro nodded.
“Very well. We will follow Ian’s suggestion. However, bear in mind you must be responsible for whatever follows. Do you agree?”
“Of course.”
“Then, let’s move out!”
Ian vanished down the left fork with Isera.
At the same time, a murderous glint appeared in Castro’s eyes.
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A werewolf with eyes glowing red-hot charged forward, swinging its sharp claws.
“Graaargh!”
Yet, it couldn’t even get close to Ian.
The spear of ancient secrets crackled with electricity, piercing through the werewolf in front and the ones following behind.
But it didn’t stop there.
Crackling electricity erupted, causing the werewolves to scream in agony.
Without Castro and Roche around, Ian was able to unleash his abilities to the fullest.
Mana consumption was already low, and with the additional mana potion intake, he hardly had to worry about running out.
“What is Castro planning?”
“Perhaps.”
Ian mused as he flicked his hand, then made an incision in the werewolf’s chest, searching for the magic stone.
Feeling its familiar texture, a smile appeared on his lips.
The magic stone wasn’t large, but it was usable as a material.
“And you, instead of being caught by big brother, set a trap to devour him.”
“As expected, you are smart.”
“Being smart is irrelevant here. Anyone could notice it just by asking if Roche received another order from Castro.”
Ian thought that not only Isera but also Roche must have the same suspicion.
It had to be that way, as the most crucial key to this plan didn’t lie with Castro or the dungeon monsters, but with Roche.
“What are you planning? You haven’t set up any devices along the way.”
“That’s what seems most natural!”
Ian replied.
When forming a party, a mage’s role encompasses more than just delivering powerful damage.
When enemy positions are unclear, mages can use trap magic or magical tools to alert them of incoming enemies. However, Ian hadn’t set up anything along the way.
“Our opponent is from the graduating class. Moreover, he’s the ace of the Department of Martial Arts. Installed traps would be as good as useless. Instead, it might make them less wary.”
“But doing nothing…”
Isera trailed off as Ian grinned slyly.
He wiped the bloodstained magic stone clean with a cloth and put it in his bag.
There was nothing to gain from the other two corpses.
Ian casually tossed his gloves aside, then turned around.
“It seems my strategy has been perfectly successful since you say so.”
“Successful?”
“Don’t you notice anything different about me?”
Ian twirled around, arms spread wide.
Isera scanned him, puzzled.
Other than a bit of dirt on his handsome face, nothing had changed.
The star-shaped necklace remained untouched.
Despite thinking it over, there was nothing.
“The cat isn’t here.”
“Ah?”
But Isera had something to say as well.
“Didn’t you leave it at the camp?”
“Leaving a familiar behind isn’t a good choice. It’s like having an excellent secondary weapon and leaving it in storage while charging onto the battlefield.”
“Could it be?”
“That’s right.”
Ian nodded.
Animal-form familiars can erase their presence and spy.
If it’s a cat, it can move very stealthily.
Isera recalled this fact.
“But your thoughts are only half right. Because that cat isn’t a familiar.”
“Not a familiar?”
“Yes. To be precise, it’s a spirit.”
Isera was taken aback.
It was the first she had seen her so surprised.
Seeing varied expressions on someone she cared about was enjoyable, but for now, she focused on the matter at hand.
“Sorry for not telling you sooner. There were circumstances. You’re the first I’m telling besides the professors who helped when I made the contract.”
Ian emphasized that she was the first.
Only then did Isera return to her usual expression.
“Truly, I never thought it would be a spirit.”
“There was a hint.”
“What kind?”
A bit embarrassed, Ian recalled when he cradled the cat in his arms in the library. He reenacted the motion.
“Remember how seriously you told me I was puffing out without anything there, like this. Ugh, doing it now is so embarrassing.”
“……”
Still, it was less embarrassing than the first time.
“Anyway, back then, the cat was in my arms. It wasn’t a familiar, so it wasn’t hiding its body; its form was simply invisible because it was a spirit.”
It seemed like the puzzle was finally coming together.
“But why does it take the form of a cat? What kind of spirit is it?”
“I’m not entirely sure yet. Even the cat doesn’t seem to know… For now, I’ve defined it as a no-attribute spirit, but there are many unanswered questions.”
“Do you have another hypothesis?”
“I suspect it might be a primordial spirit. In other words, a primal spirit.”
A primordial spirit refers to the spirit from the very beginning. It aligns with Isera’s area of interest, given her fascination with ancient manuscripts and ancient magic.
Just then, an idea flashed through Isera’s mind.
“In that case… has the cat been around for a long time?”
“No, I don’t think so. It says it’s been around for about a thousand years. It’s not precise, though.”
“The term ‘primordial’ generally implies a very old existence. Biologically speaking, it could be considered extinct. But spirits are not biological. They’re more akin to a mental construct. As long as the body doesn’t vanish, the psyche is passed down through generations. So borrowing the cat’s knowledge might unlock ancient secrets.”
A history spanning a thousand years is often recorded. However, the history preceding it is largely lost.
Thus, Isera hypothesized that utilizing the cat’s knowledge and experience might allow some access to ancient culture.
But that was unlikely.
“Hmm… I have considered your thoughts, nuna, but when I asked, I was told it recently emerged from the spirit realm into the human realm. I’m its first contractor.”
“So it’s not very knowledgeable, huh?”
“For now, there are two possibilities. Either it lacks information or it’s concealing it.”
Isera’s expression grew serious.
The lack of information was expected, but the possibility of concealment was surprising.
“By concealing… you’re considering the potential growth of the spirit?”
“Yes. I believe it has a true form. To see that form, I have to grow myself.”
Ian had already attained the level of a 4th Circle mage.
The 4th Circle is a radiant achievement.
He couldn’t imagine how much further he’d have to grow to uncover its true nature.
However, Ian’s hypothesis seemed persuasive.
While many powerful mages had strong spirits, there were hardly any cases of weak mages possessing strong spirits.
“Ultimately, there are still too many mysteries. We’ll need to approach it gradually. For now, getting closer to the cat seems to be the priority.”
“Before that, shouldn’t you find a proper name for it?”
“I’ve thought it over, but nothing good comes to mind. How about you name it?”
“Me?”
“It seems to follow you around more than you’d think.”
Isera chuckled softly and nodded.
It wasn’t a difficult request.
“Alright. I’ll think about it. But what about the plan?”
“The cat didn’t just not follow me. Until earlier, it was with us.”
“You’ve been trailing Castro, haven’t you?”
“Correct!”
Ian used the concept of ‘manifestation’.
An unmanifested spirit isn’t visible to those without spirit energy. Yet, its mind constantly interlinks with its master, enabling unceasing exchange of thoughts.
“Since Castro and Roche can’t detect spirits, they won’t know the cat’s observing everything….”
“Besides, if the cat mentally communicates their conversation to us, we can shut their plan down. We might end up overpowering them.”
“You’re a scary one.”
“I’m not a child though. After all, I’m a year older than you.”
Isera’s eyes widened as the mention of age came up for the first time, leading to a brief awkward atmosphere.
“If you wanted to be treated like an elder, you should have entered school sooner.”
“You’re right.”
“Once a senior, always a senior.”
“Yes…”
With nothing more to say, Ian attempted to communicate with Goyang.
‘What’s the situation over there?’
『They’re not moving an inch from that crossroads!』
They seemed to be idling away their time.
Since the knights and soldiers entered the dungeon, it wasn’t a concern to leave one of the passageways unattended for a while.
‘With a lack of manpower as an excuse. It’s natural for four people to tackle one pathway.’
Afterward, they’d likely stage an accident or have the monsters attack to eliminate them.
Once they exited the dungeon, no evidence would remain.
『Oh! They finally seem to be scheming something!』
‘Relay everything without omitting a word.’
After a moment’s pause, the cat’s mental relay began. Although it was the cat’s voice, the contents and tone belonged to Castro and Roche.
『Roche. You are a distinguished student of the academy and a citizen of Sonokin.』
『Yes.』
『Why not join me in serving the kingdom?』
A silence fell.
Roche seemed to hesitate, unable to respond.
Ian focused harder.
『Quit looking so dumbfounded! This is real. Someone far more influential than you can imagine has discreetly relayed orders to me. If you cooperate with this plan, you will be rewarded with a title. That tedious life as a commoner will end today!』
The reason Roche had been selected for the expedition team came to light.
A plan promising a title was something no one could resist, especially not a commoner.
It was impossible to become a noble by ordinary means.
『Heh heh heh. What do you say? Are you curious about the plan?』
『I have a question before that.』
『Ask away.』
『Is the influential figure you refer to His Majesty the King?』
An unexpected question.
Ian could almost visualize Castro’s flustered face, though the cat did not relay this.
『That’s not important! What matters is that it’s for the kingdom.』
『Then I cannot comply. I am His Majesty the King’s sword.』
『What did you say?』
The cat’s acting was impressive, effectively conveying Castro’s enraged voice.
‘I need to know who the influential figure is.’
Ian hoped Castro would reveal who this figure was. However, Castro remained cautious.
『Fine. I see your loyalty. But if you refuse, your academic life will end.』
The strategy shifted from persuasion to intimidation.
While Roche could forgo a chance to become a noble, he wouldn’t want to risk expulsion from the academy.
『Think carefully, new student. To be frank, you don’t have a choice here. You can only make such a decision because I’ve shown mercy. So make your choice! Will you follow my orders, or leave empty-handed?』
The die has been cast.
Now it was up to Roche to make a decision.
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Ian Oracle and Isera Hebraim, who were continuing their exploration successfully, decided to camp at a suitable location.
Camping in a dungeon was riskier than it seemed.
This was because one never knew from where monsters might suddenly appear.
Moreover, setting up camp in a dead-end could be troublesome if the entrance were blocked.
Ian and Isera chose a dead-end.
Fortunately, they were two skilled mages.
“I’m going to set up some traps.”
“Can you do it alone?”
“At times like this, you’re supposed to say, ‘Please take care of it,’ rather than asking if I can do it alone.”
When Ian nagged, Isera chuckled softly.
Even in dangerous situations, being able to share such jokes was both new and enjoyable.
“Senior, please get some rest. Menial tasks are for the junior with more years.”
“It seems like what I said earlier is bothering you.”
“No way.”
Ian cast a light spell and began retracing his steps.
He sought out places where trap magic could be laid effectively.
In magic, the method was important, but knowing where to apply it was equally significant.
‘Here should work.’
Ian touched the wall.
There were many protruding stones, which seemed perfect for discreetly hiding the magic behind them.
The trap magic was a basic 1st circle spell.
It started with a simple function that notified the caster when someone triggered the trap, and could eventually be enhanced with attack or debuff magic.
Of course, to do so, the caster’s level needed to be high.
This was similar to how Ian had imbued magic onto a magic parchment before entering the dungeon.
‘A 1st circle attack spell… I could inscribe a Lightning or Firebolt, but it’s better not to.’
A grim reaper silently approached.
If Ian thoroughly exercised his skills, he could install trap magic that couldn’t be easily deactivated.
In that case, he could prepare in advance, and if things went well, he might inflict irreversible damage on the adversary.
‘But the guy gives up quickly. It’s better to lay traps that can be dismantled easily. However, they mustn’t be too apparent. If it’s too easy, he’ll grow suspicious.’
Ian meticulously set up the traps without losing his guard.
Shoo-ng! Clank!
Wooong! Clank!
He placed two traps in succession about 100 meters from the campsite.
He then laid about five more traps thereafter.
Ian dusted off his hands and stood up straight.
‘Castro would be able to dismantle traps of this level easily,’ he thought.
When he returned to the campsite after his inspection, sleeping bags were already laid out.
Isera was already inside her sleeping bag with her eyes closed.
Being their first time camping together, her head poking out of the sleeping bag looked quite adorable.
Ian also got into his sleeping bag.
Soon, the light spell faded, and darkness surrounded them.
“How is Roche?”
With her eyes closed, Isera asked.
“He’s still at a standstill. It seems Castro has briefly gone to the base camp. He is currently alone at that crossroad.”
“Castro… he’s a man with a great hunger for glory. He won’t give up easily.”
“It would be troublesome if Sir Barth were also in cahoots with them.”
“That possibility is slim.”
“On what grounds?”
In fact, Ian also believed so.
He wanted to confirm the thoughts of Isera, who was dubbed a genius.
“Sir Barth is the one who brought in the support troops because 2-star monsters emerged from the dungeon. If Sir Barth was in league with them, it would mean that the emergence of 2-star monsters was orchestrated by someone.”
“Hmm, that’s a valid point.”
“You must have anticipated that much, right?”
“True, but when someone else voices it, it somehow puts my mind at ease.”
Isera chuckled while keeping her eyes shut.
Though it was dark, the smile was palpable.
『Human!』
That’s when Goyang’s telepathic message flowed through.
Ian slightly lifted his body.
“What’s up?”
『The bastard Castro has returned!』
“Alone?”
『For now, he’s alone.』
Ian waited for more words.
After a while, Goyang relayed Castro’s message as is.
『Roche. I’m giving you one last chance to choose. If you do not comply with my commands, you’ll pack your bags and leave. If necessary, I’ll request reinforcements from Sir Barth.』
It seemed Castro was ready to make his move.
He had no choice.
He wouldn’t have imagined that a mere commoner would firmly stand his ground while mentioning His Majesty the King.
『We shall trace those bastards and choke them.』
『Who… do you mean by those bastards?』
『Who else could it be? Obviously, it’s those two young brats. kuh.』
Laughing sneakily, Castro explained his plan.
『They will soon begin camping. Once they do, we’ll sneak over and slit their throats. If we toss them to the monsters, we can disguise it as an accident.』
『That’s ridiculous! Why should we kill them?』
Roche’s voice rose for the first time.
『It’s not up to you to decide what’s ridiculous. We are someone’s sword. We only follow orders.』
Roche remained silent.
Castro continued speaking.
『I’ve relayed a classified order to you. If you refuse, you’ll be banished back to your homeland for hearing classified information. If you’re lucky, you’ll just be banished. On your way back, you might get erased without a sound.』
The threats were escalating.
Essentially, it meant he’d kill him if he didn’t comply.
『Kuh. And would it end like that? Your family back home wouldn’t be safe either. The local lord made an effort to get you admitted, but what happens if you’re expelled for insubordination? Huh? Wouldn’t that tarnish your lord’s reputation?』
Ian’s brow furrowed.
He wanted to rush in and unleash his magic.
There was nothing more vile than someone who bullied the weak, like Castro.
“What’s wrong?”
It was Isera’s voice.
Before he knew it, she had also risen and was watching his facial change intently.
“Castro has started making a move. He’s behaving like a complete scumbag.”
“What about Roche?”
“Still no answer…”
At that moment, an unexpected thought was conveyed.
『They’ve started moving!』
This wasn’t a transmission, but Goyang’s voice.
Without further responses, it seemed Roche had decided to follow Castro after all.
“They’re coming our way.”
“Should we restrain them both?”
“No, I’m uncertain about Mr. Roche’s intentions. We’ll need to assess the situation.”
“We’re not that leisurely with time. Castro, that man… I’ve heard he’s quite skilled.”
As a senior in the Combat Studies Department, he would handle dispelling magic skillfully.
If Roche joined in, the situation might become more challenging.
The cave was narrow and winding, not exactly a favorable terrain for mages.
However, Ian remained calm.
“It’ll be okay. Let’s see how things unfold.”
Ian decided to bet on the possibility that Roche ultimately followed without verbally consenting.
And much later…
‘The trap is being dismantled.’
The trap was being deactivated very discreetly.
If they had been asleep or hadn’t taken special measures, they wouldn’t have noticed the deactivation.
“They’re 100 meters away.”
Isera rose from her place.
With her hood pulled over and her staff in hand, she stood ready.
“50 meters.”
Ian glanced at the corner ahead.
Soon, Castro and Roche emerged.
They approached with the lantern dimmed as much as possible.
However, they were unaware that Ian and Isera were targeting them with staves in hand.
Thanks to the symbol of the Department of Magic—the black robe.
“……?”
Castro halted for a moment.
Simultaneously, a light source shot towards the ceiling.
Startled, Castro readied his sword defensively.
“What, what’s this! Were you… awake?”
It was a setback.
Yet, Castro forced a smile and lowered his sword.
“I tried to surprise you, but I failed. The trap magic was too shabby.”
“I deliberately made it shabby. So you wouldn’t suspect anything.”
“What?”
Ian lifted his robe.
The staff he held began to emit a bluish glow.
It signaled the beginning of powerful magic resonance.
The same went for Isera.
In that instant, Castro sensed something was off.
“Why are you doing this, Ian Oracle? Isn’t this prank going too far?”
“Big brother. No, you’re not even worthy of being called that.”
Ian chuckled subtly and approached him.
“Castro. I know all about your schemes. So stop the tricks.”
“What? What kind of nonsense is this, you punk!”
“We know you plan to kill us. Planning to toss our bodies to the monsters for it to look like an accident?”
Castro tightly shut his mouth.
After sensing that things were going awry, he had already begun managing his expression.
He continued to act like an innocent person.
“This is crazy! Why would I kill you! Were you hexed or something? What exactly happened with the monsters? Get a grip, Ian Oracle!”
“I heard everything.”
Ian snapped his fingers.
Castro flinched.
He sensed mana beneath his feet.
“What, what’s happening!”
“Meow!”
Goyang materialized.
The creature that had been at Castro’s feet leaped-nimbly toward Ian’s side, landing gracefully.
It bristled its fur, glaring at Castro.
It was an unimaginable situation.
“Why is the cat…?”
“I had it stationed beside you all along. We heard everything, your wicked scheme.”
“Curse it! Damn!”
Castro’s arm trembled.
He hadn’t considered such a possibility.
He hadn’t imagined a mystical creature could conceal itself and erase its presence.
Of course, it was a natural oversight given that he was unaware Goyang was actually a spirit.
“Having plots to kill us? Fine, let’s say you can do that a hundred times over. But coercing a newly admitted junior, referencing his family back home, what about that? That’s cowardly.”
“Ugh!”
“Trying to become a knight representing the kingdom… it’s truly a declining world.”
Ian clicked his tongue.
Roche, who was standing a step behind, couldn’t raise his head.
He hadn’t verbally agreed to follow Castro’s orders, but just accompanying him this far was an unspoken agreement.
Ian, recognizing that expression, smiled.
“Mr. Roche! Don’t worry. You have no fault here. If there’s any fault, it’s in having such an incompetently treacherous senior.”
“Sir, baron…”
“Even if you do decide to attack me, I won’t resent you. If that’s the fate of a cadet, what choice is there? I simply hope your family back in your hometown remains safe.”
It was heartfelt.
Having lost his parents when he should have been nurtured in love, he understood the importance of family more than anyone else.
Roche, realizing this, couldn’t raise his head anymore.
Then, the situation shifted dramatically.
“I can’t watch this any longer.”
Grrroooooaaaar!
A terrifying hostility surged forth.
Ian and Isera reflexively harnessed their mana to fend off the unleashed hostility.
Razor-sharp aura flew indiscriminately.
“Kahahahaha!”
Castro revealed his true nature.
“Did you think I was a fool because I acted indulgently? You damned brats!”
He wielded his sword.
A sword aura began to form.
‘Intermediate aura… no, it’s perhaps beyond that?’
From a white glow to blue, and it continued to intensify, turning into a deep blue akin to the deep sea.
A crazed glint appeared in Castro’s eyes.
He licked his lips, murmuring,
“Remember this. This will be your final resting place.”
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Something glittered.
Castro Delfio’s sword moved at a speed that was difficult for the eye to follow.
The distance was just right.
However, he had aura.
The blade, enveloped in a blue aura, moved and shot out an intangible energy.
Shhaaa!
A terrifying sound, like sharp blades pouring down.
The noise was so chilling that it made skin crawl.
Ian Oracle and Isera Hebraim instinctively formed runes. They were not ordinary either.
Zziing!
Soon, a thick shield unfurled, blocking the aura sword.
Crack!
It was by a hair’s breadth.
Had the casting been even slightly delayed, the sharp aura sword would have torn the two apart.
“You managed to block it? As expected of the rising stars from the Department of Magic!”
Though Castro’s attack was thwarted, he grinned.
His attack had not entirely failed.
The shield that Ian and Isera had deployed shattered mercilessly with a single hit from the aura sword.
“I held back my strength too much. You won’t be able to block the next attack, will you?”
His words were true.
The shield deployed by instinct operated at maximum efficiency.
If such a shield was easily broken, they wouldn’t be able to stop the next attack.
Ian responded.
“That’s only if we stay on the defense peacefully, isn’t it?”
“Hahahaha! What makes you so bold? As you know, the terrain is disadvantageous for you. Avoiding projection magic is simple. Besides, I’m not alone.”
Castro shrugged his shoulders.
Indeed, there were plenty of terrains around him suitable for hiding.
There were large rocks and, retreating a bit more, corners as well.
Ian still smiled.
“You’re not the same person who was startled at the sight of a 2-star monster bursting out? Did you sober up because you ate a poisonous mushroom out of hunger?”
“It seemed amusing upon reflection.”
With that, Castro once again imbued his sword with aura.
This time, it prepared to emit a much stronger aura.
Evidence of this was the rapidly changing air inside the windless dungeon.
‘This attack is dangerous.’
Ian judged as such.
Castro continued.
“This is not a crisis but an opportunity. A very good opportunity to disguise this as an accidental death… A four-star, no, even a 3-star wouldn’t be too much, right? Though it was embarrassing to be surprised, once I take care of you two, there will be no witnesses, making it very tidy.”
“Who is that unimaginably high-up person?”
“Why do you want to know? When you’ll be dead soon.”
“It’s a bit early to die yet.”
Ian quickly moved his hands.
His hands moved as if they possessed independent intelligence.
It wasn’t only his dominant right hand that was moving.
His left hand also moved rapidly, having put down his staff.
The surprising thing was that the movements of the right hand and the left hand were entirely different.
The right and left hands formed different runes.
“When did you learn that…?”
Isera could not hide her astonishment.
It was ‘double casting.’
Literally a high-level technique allowing for the casting of two spells at once.
Since it required casting two spells simultaneously, only high-circle mages could attempt it.
It wasn’t possible only with a high circle.
A complete understanding of activation principles and theory was necessary.
However, Ian’s unique circle array made it possible.
The problems of theory and dexterity were solvable with effort.
He had already reached a stage where he could use both hands freely.
“You had your reasons for running your mouth!”
Castro saw through Ian’s trick.
Though there was a smile on his lips, his brow furrowed.
Castro raised his sword high.
“Your little tricks end here!”
Then, the powerful sword energy was shot.
Swhoooooosh!
The sword energy flew with a force seemingly capable of tearing through space.
Simultaneously, Ian’s runes were completed.
Mana and aura were fundamentally the same type of energy.
Though completely different in the manner they were drawn upon, they stem from the same roots.
Thus, Ian thought.
‘Defending isn’t the only way. I have to counter it!’
Finally, Ian’s spell was completed.
『Lightning Spear.』
Ian chose a fast projectile.
The lightning spear, which had previously subdued a 2-star Lycanthrope in one strike, clashed head-on with the incoming sword energy.
KWAANG!
The cave trembled tremendously.
Dust and debris fell from the ceiling.
The outcome was unknown.
One could only know once the dust before their eyes settled.
But Ian did not let down his guard.
『Firebolt.』
The second spell, equipped with a new formula, fired in rapid succession.
A swift chain spell that allowed no gaps.
Boom!
The Firebolt that shot straight collided with something and exploded.
The shockwave erupted, filling the surroundings with dust once again.
“Hahahahaha! How delightful!”
A black figure surged through the dust.
It was Castro.
『Shield.』
Isera deployed a protective barrier.
However, Castro easily swung his sword, shattering the shield.
Crack!
“Ugh.”
Isera shuddered slightly.
The powerful impact transmitted at such proximity affected the caster.
Normally, one would cough up blood or collapse, but Isera stood firm.
The reason was separate.
Snap!
The moon-shaped pendant around her neck shattered into pieces.
The chain was completely broken, dropping to the floor.
“Huh? What’s this? An artifact, huh? Oh, right. You were nobles, even if only from a vassal state, huh?”
Castro sneered.
When the pendant broke, it released mana, pushing him back.
They bought a little time.
“Are you okay?”
“…….”
“Senior!”
Isera didn’t respond.
Though she seemed fine externally, her face was dejectedly staring at the ruins of her pendant.
Grrrr….
She gathered her mana.
And not just her magic.
“Unforgivable.”
Pure wrath was emanating.
It was the first time Ian had witnessed Isera so angered.
『Fireball.』
A massive fireball shot towards Castro.
But he easily hid behind a rock.
『Lightning Spear.』
A lightning spear imbued with divine wrath struck the rock.
Boom!
Besides the new spell formula, Isera’s mana was no joke either.
As stones flew about, creating dust, a surprise participant entered the scene.
“Nyaooong!”
A cat materialized, extending its claws.
The claws, sharper than swords, targeted the exposed back of Castro’s neck.
『Die!』
“Tch!”
The cat had waited for this moment.
Rather than awkwardly assisting, it judged a sure strike was better.
The attack targeted an awkward angle difficult to dodge.
Castro sensed he could not avoid it.
Instead of countering, he pressed his blade to the ground, spinning his body in a peculiar fashion.
Swipe!
A long scratch was drawn across his cheek as the focus misaligned, red blood splattering. However, it did not cut his neck.
『Hmph! Lucky fellow!』
“You mongrel cat!”
『How dare you spew your dirty mouth? I am a great spirit!』
The cat’s claws were up again, rushing in, but Castro easily blocked it with his sword.
At that moment, an unexpected killing intent surged from behind.
Castro’s pupils widened.
“This damn—!”
Though weaker than Castro’s, a vividly blue sword energy was aimed right at his back.
It was an entirely unforeseen attack.
KWAANG!
Having barely swung his sword to avoid death, Castro gritted his teeth.
“You piece of trash! Have some sense! Attack me? You never abandoned that despicable nature of yours crawling at the bottom, huh!”
The one who launched the sword energy was Roche.
Thanks to him, Ian, Isera, and Goyang managed to recompose their formation.
Roche gazed at Castro with an indifferent expression.
“I understand now. You do not fight for His Majesty the King or the kingdom.”
“What kind of nonsense are you spouting? We are cadets! Living and dying on orders is our—!”
“Whose orders?”
“…….”
“Not answering proves that it isn’t a rightful order. Isn’t it?”
Roche once again gathered aura into his sword.
In Ian’s hand was an electric whip.
On Isera’s staff was a grand fireball, and at their feet, Goyang prepared to spring forward.
In an instant, the battlefield reversed, and Castro was cornered.
‘Damn it! If only that guy just held his position, I could’ve easily killed those bastards!’
Facing two and facing three were worlds apart.
Moreover, Roche possessed reliable skills.
‘I didn’t verify enough! I should’ve been more cautious! Damn it!’
However, it was not his orders.
The mistake was from above.
As this thought occurred, he felt an overwhelming despair washing over him like a tidal wave.
“Once you get out of here, you will be expelled! This is your last chance! Put away your sword! No, attack them!”
“I cannot follow that order.”
“You’re not the only one who’ll get hurt! Your family—!”
“Silence.”
Assuming a sword stance, Roche felt Castro’s apparent murderous intent directed at him.
“It is better to lay down the sword than to commit an injustice. You don’t have to worry about my family. They will be pleased with my choice.”
“You insolent—!”
“That is true chivalry. Brace yourself.”
Roche charged forward.
Castro, barely managing to raise his sword to defend, found it impossible to withstand the combined attacks of Ian and Goyang.
Clang!
Crackle!
Clang! Clang!
Swish!
“Arrrrgghhh!”
Castro howled.
Blood flowed freely from his wounds, and the spot hit by the electric whip was charred black.
His stamina was gradually depleting.
The aura that exuded like the deep blue ocean had already lost its brilliant shine.
Woosh!
At that moment, Isera’s fireball shot forward.
The fireball narrowly skimmed Castro’s head and struck the ceiling of the passage behind him.
Bang!
Rumble…
“No!”
A critical blow befell Castro.
His heart wasn’t pierced by a sword, and his neck wasn’t wrapped by an electric whip. Instead, collapsed stones had completely blocked his way out.
At the same time, Castro lost all will to fight.
“Senior.”
Ian signaled with his eyes.
Isera nodded.
Both of them simultaneously stretched out their hands, pouring out pure magical energy to its maximum.
Mana collided with mana, forming a single point.
And onto that small point, massive energy gathered.
Whooompf!
“Guh?”
Castro, hitting an invisible force, flew towards the wall.
Only after flying dozens of meters did he finally crash into the wall.
“Gahhh!”
He coughed up blood and lost consciousness right there.
With that, the battle was over.
‘That was close.’
The exhaustion of magical energy was extreme.
Castro had held on desperately.
In a long battle, mages are at a disadvantage.
As stamina drops, the consumption of magical energy increases at that rate.
Ian retrieved a mana potion from his pocket, handing it to Isera and drinking another himself.
Kindly, Isera shared half of her potion with Goyang.
“Baron, are you all right?”
Roche approached and asked.
Ian, having emptied his potion, nodded.
“Thanks for helping. Had it not been for you, things might have taken a bad turn.”
“No need for thanks. I merely did what one aspiring to be a knight should do.”
“Now, we need to wrap this up, right?”
Ian took a sturdy rope from his bag.
After enchanting it, he tightly bound Castro.
“Unfortunately, we have to postpone conquering the dungeon. We need to hand him over to the Academy and investigate.”
“Will that be okay?”
“Probably not.”
If the orders had come from a high level, they could issue a cover-up or retaliate.
“Still, we can’t get him taken down here. We have to see it through to the end. We need to find out who gave the orders.”
“Understood.”
“Don’t worry too much. I’ll make sure nothing happens to you, Roche.”
“I am fine. I was prepared for this.”
At that moment, Isera approached, still bearing a face full of simmering anger.
It was one thing she couldn’t tolerate—the broken pendant.
Snap!
“Ahhhh…”
Crackle!
Isera continued the electric shocks until he begged for forgiveness.
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After a while, Castro, who had regained his senses, walked towards the dungeon entrance, bound tightly.
His entire body was in shambles.
Dried blood had formed crusts, and his skin was blistered from the Lightning Spell that had grazed him.
It was a scene reminiscent of a war prisoner being hauled away.
However, the life in his eyes was still intact.
His gaze darted incessantly, as if in anticipation of reinforcements.
“… You’re making a mistake, Ian Oracle.”
“Still not giving up? Maybe you should take a cold, hard look at your current predicament.”
Ian’s tone softened.
A sharp retort would only fuel the opponent’s fighting spirit.
He needed to display composure here to deepen his opponent’s despair.
“Whoever’s backing you, do they still play with broken toys? I doubt it.”
That one remark shattered Castro’s composure.
“… I’ll kill you. Every last one of you!”
Despair and anger.
To a knight, failing a mission was harsher than death itself.
Furthermore, the order came from those ‘beyond imagination’.
Failure was not an option.
Crackle!
Blue lightning sparked from Isera’s hand.
“Ahhhhhh!”
Only then did he calm down slightly.
Castro trudged forward with difficulty, drooling.
“Heh… Roche… that damn coward! You too will be expelled from the academy. You’ve committed an unforgivable mistake.”
“I merely did what needed to be done. I have no memory of wrongdoing.”
“Hmph, you know one thing but not the other.”
Castro sneered.
Despite the pus oozing from his wounds causing maddening pain, Castro provoked Roche.
“You’re a traitor! Betraying an esteemed senior. Do you think the other martial arts students will let it slide?”
“I am prepared for that.”
“You make it sound as if being expelled is not a problem?”
“If it’s a place where doing the right thing gets you criticized, I’d rather be the one to decline.”
That single statement revealed Roche’s resolve.
‘I must bring Roche to my side.’
Assuming things go well, there was still three and a half years until Roche graduated from the academy.
‘He’s worth the wait.’
The Oracle Family had nothing left.
More than bringing in skilled individuals in a group, they needed someone willing to dedicate everything to the family.
Roche was the ideal candidate in every aspect.
“The base camp is ahead.”
Ian and Isera directed their gazes forward.
At the end of the dungeon clearing stood a barracks.
It was undoubtedly the base camp established by Barth.
“What’s your plan?”
“A frontal breakthrough. Any feeble excuse would backfire.”
“They might side with Castro.”
“Perhaps that’s even better.”
Ian wore a meaningful smile.
Just then, Barth, having spotted the light magic, approached the group.
“What, what happened? This state!”
Barth was startled to see Castro bound.
Ian reported.
“Fourth year martial arts student Castro Delfio attempted to kill us all. So we had to subdue him with force and are escorting him back to the academy for investigation.”
“Kill…?”
That statement shocked him even further.
Judging by his reaction, Barth seemed uninvolved with the incident and was genuinely shocked.
“What’s all this? Huh? Castro! Answer me!”
“Mistake… it’s a mistake! Sob!”
Suddenly, Castro fell to his knees and began to cry.
The atmosphere grew tense.
A fair number of knights and soldiers had gathered here along with Barth.
His act succeeded in causing significant disturbance.
“It was just a prank…and suddenly these bastards started firing magic! Roche was in on it too! I was the one nearly killed! I barely escaped death!”
“Don’t spew nonsense just because you have a mouth, senior.”
“Shut up!”
“Enough, enough! Damn it!”
Barth was bewildered.
Isera and Roche then explained the situation, naturally contradicting Castro’s statements.
“I have no idea what’s going on. I knew how the Spellcasting and Martial Arts departments never got along….”
But it had never erupted into such a massive conflict.
Furthermore, the new dungeon exploration was an ongoing tense situation.
There should be cooperation, not conflict.
“Heh!”
A long sigh escaped.
Shaking his head, Barth made way.
With his experience, he realized it was best not to get involved in a problem with no benefit.
“Return to the academy. It’s best to settle the issue there.”
“Stop acting like a child and get up. Many are watching.”
“Let go! I can’t go! Sir Barth! If I’m dragged away like this, it will just be a senseless death for me! Please help! I beg you!”
His cry began to sway Barth’s heart.
Noticing Barth waver, Castro pleaded more pitifully, thrashing about and wailing.
Eventually, Castro succeeded.
“Wait, hold on. Yes…this doesn’t seem right. I can’t allow Castro to return in that state! Castro is an honorable student of exemplary conduct. Release him from the binds immediately and let him return freely.”
Hope spread across Castro’s face.
Ian responded calmly.
“Sir Barth. Allow me a word despite the impoliteness.”
“The real offense is committing what’s known to be offensive.”
Ian ignored Barth’s sincere warning.
“History has countless examples of honorable people turned criminals. In no legal system I’ve ever encountered is a criminal escorted without restraints. His charge is attempted murder.”
“Whether he’s committed a crime is not for you to determine. If anyone could pronounce judgment based on suspicion, there would be no need for judges. So untie him and return to the academy!”
“Can you take responsibility for that statement?”
Isera interjected sharply.
A momentary silence fell.
While others might be unaware, everyone knew Isera’s background was the Hebraim Count Family.
Although a subordinate kingdom, a count’s authority surpasses what a mere knight can oppose.
Barth’s eyes wavered.
“I only ordered based on reason.”
“I’ll stake the Hebraim Family’s honor. This man is a criminal. You may untie him, but allowing him to move freely is unacceptable.”
Isera skillfully balanced her pace.
Regarding her family’s honor, Barth knew well enough that the Hebraim Family was not to be taken lightly.
Even though the arm bends inward.
“… I respect your family’s honor, but I am only the commander of the rear support unit. I am not qualified to judge an attempted murder.”
Then he drew a dagger and swiftly cut through the ropes binding Castro.
“Hahaha!”
In newfound freedom, Castro saluted with delight.
“I commend your wise judgment, Sir Barth!”
“Face the investigation with your family’s honor upheld.”
“I will comply with orders!”
Castro responded robustly and exited the dungeon.
Barth, turning, glared sternly.
“Ian Oracle.”
“Yes.”
“I’ve heard that mages tend to be eccentric. But actions reaching this far beyond common sense, you would do well to avoid.”
Ian was suddenly curious.
“What is kind of common sense do you have?”
“What?”
“I genuinely ask out of curiosity. Had you had any insight into this matter, you wouldn’t have made such a favorable judgment to one side.”
“… Are you mocking me?”
“Justice.”
Ian’s single word reverberated around them.
A word fueled with determination sharp enough for a royal knight to flinch.
“The knights of Sonokin are the swords of His Majesty the King, standing for justice… This friend here pointed it out to me.”
Ian gestured to Roche.
Barth felt his mouth dry up.
Still, he had to respond somehow.
“Make no mistake. You’re not knights. It’s too soon to speak of knighthood.”
“I learned through this incident. An apprentice with chivalry surpasses a knight without it.”
“…”
The contrast in Barth and Roche’s expressions was evident.
Roche was stirred with emotion.
But Barth was not.
“Impressive insight, Ian Oracle. I’ll make use of your speech with my underlings later.”
Barth strained to smile.
He didn’t want to escalate matters further.
Without any additional orders, he turned and returned to the barracks.
‘Not so much returning as retreating.’
Only Ian, Isera, and Roche remained.
Isera asked.
“What’s the next plan?”
“Mr. Roche. Where’s your hometown?”
“Pallen Town.”
Pallen Town was known as a city where agriculture and commerce balanced harmoniously.
“It’s quite far from here. You have to head east for a long way.”
“That’s correct. But why do you ask about my hometown?”
“I expected him to slip from our grasp. In that case, we need to proceed with the next step.”
Ian focused his attention on Isera.
“I might need your help, senior.”
“Speak.”
“We need to look after Mr. Roche’s family.”
Wise as she was, Isera didn’t question why and simply nodded.
“Pallen Town is quicker to reach from Roland than from Sonokin. I’ll contact my family.”
“I’d appreciate it if you could bring them to our estate.”
“Are you sure?”
It was a question about being able to handle the aftermath.
“If my guess about who’s behind this is correct, they will attempt to cut their losses again. I don’t want Mr. Roche entangled in that.”
“I’m really alright, baron.”
“I know. But I’m not, understand?”
Ian, who knew more than anyone how profound the loss of family could be, could make such a statement.
“Let’s leave for now.”
The three of them exited the dungeon.
Whistle!
Isera immediately whistled.
Then, taking out a paper, she infused magic into it and began writing something.
Soon after, an unfamiliar animal cry was heard.
“It’s a sacred animal.”
“A sacred animal?”
Goyang glanced up at the sky.
Ian followed suit.
A brown hawk appeared out of nowhere, circled once, and gradually descended.
Isera extended her arm.
“Caw!”
The hawk screeched as it landed on Isera’s arm.
Attached to the hawk’s leg was a long, thin canister.
Isera placed the rolled-up paper into the canister and patted the hawk’s head.
“To the family. Please take care.”
“Caw!”
The hawk flapped its wings and soared. In seconds, it disappeared from sight.
“So you had a secret weapon too, senior?”
“Not as drastic. This isn’t one involved in combat.”
“It’s reassuring.”
As it wasn’t an animal but a sacred creature, the chances of it being captured were slim.
And it would undoubtedly be fast.
‘They won’t use the communication marble. It could leave a trace.’
With this, Roche’s family would be safe.
It wasn’t necessary to inform him.
A trace of relief and joy flitted across Roche’s face.
Now it was time to start the main stage.
“Mr. Roche.”
“Yes.”
“If, if by chance, you have to leave the academy, whether by choice or otherwise… Do you have any plans afterward?”
“Nothing in particular.”
“Any thoughts after graduation?”
“I haven’t thought about it yet.”
“That’s quite a relief to hear.”
For some reason, Ian smiled innocently and took the lead.
Isera and Roche joined him, heading towards the academy.
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Ian, Isera, and Roche safely arrived at the academy.
Barely a day had passed since they had entered the dungeon, and it was still dawn.
Except for a few laboratories, the academy buildings were shrouded in silent darkness.
No one expected the three to return to the academy at that hour.
“As expected, Castro seems to have escaped to his family home.”
Ian looked around and spoke.
If word had gotten out, Milo and Edel would have been waiting for him at the school gate.
But it was silent.
“For now, he’ll keep a low profile. Unless the academy notifies him, he won’t return.”
“He sure can act well. He’s probably putting on an excellent victim facade.”
“It won’t be easy.”
Isera viewed the situation somewhat pessimistically.
It’s the difference between having a backer or not.
Even if they cut the tail by getting rid of Castro, there was no guarantee that the aftermath wouldn’t affect them.
The only person who could shield them would be Jessica, the head of the Department of Magic, but despite being an outstanding mage, she had formed no political connections.
But Ian thought it was worth a try.
“Baron Ian, what should I do now?”
“This is the academy. Outside is one thing, but it’s best to be cautious with titles here. There are many sets of eyes watching.”
“My apologies.”
“Also, I’ve wanted to mention for a while that I’m not fond of the title ‘Baron’. It’s not unique. Let’s use our names from now on.”
“Yes.”
Roche’s eyes lit up again.
Ian was simply expressing his thoughts as usual, but it resonated deeply with Roche.
“I’m going to work with senior to write an exploration report now. Once it reaches the academy’s office, a disciplinary committee will officially convene. The investigation could be quite intense.”
“Don’t worry. As I mentioned, I’m prepared for that.”
“That’s different. You’re… well, specifically because of me, Roche, you might end up suffering. Had you not gotten involved with me, you might have reached the dungeon core by now.”
Isera frowned at that statement.
She thought the expression “because of us” was more fitting than “because of me”.
Isera touched the space between her collarbones.
Where a necklace should have been was empty.
“It was an honor to fight alongside you, Ian.”
“I’m grateful you think so.”
“Is there anything else I should do?”
“Just recount what you saw and heard in the dungeon without alteration, Roche. It would spare us from having to align our stories.”
“Understood.”
“However, please keep the spirit’s story confidential.”
Roche wore an expression of confusion.
Goyang was the key to resolving this incident—a golden key.
It was through Goyang that they had learned of Castro’s conspiracy.
“But that…”
“I understand. I’ve been pondering it all the way here, but I believe it’s better not to disclose it. If the crime becomes clear, the mastermind will cut ties. Then another ‘Castro’ will appear. Even if not us, someone will be harmed.”
Ian, as a mage, was concerned for everyone’s safety.
He didn’t want to end it just by ousting Castro.
“What do you think, senior?”
“I agree. For now, it’s better to watch the situation. Save the spirit information as a hidden card.”
They could ask Professor Elena to determine its truth, just like Ophelia had done before.
Roche asked, “Are you planning to go for the main body?”
“For now, yes.”
“I understand everything you’ve said. I’ll abide by your decisions.”
“Don’t worry too much. I’ll handle the rest.”
Nodding, Roche turned to return to the martial arts dormitory but then turned back.
“Ian.”
He lowered his head.
“Thank you for taking care of my family. I won’t forget this kindness.”
“It’d be better to thank me after your family safely reaches the capital. My friend says that jumping the gun often spells defeat.”
“I’ll remember that.”
Roche left, leaving Ian and Isera alone.
“Alright then, senior. You must be tired, but shall we go to the Great Library?”
“Sure.”
Ian and Isera sat in their usual spot and worked on the report throughout the night.
The report was co-authored by the two who were known as geniuses at the academy.
Everything was meticulously detailed as if it were unfolding before their eyes.
* * *
The following day, Ian went to the administrative office early in the morning and submitted the report.
Isera met with Professor Frost and Dean Jessica to explain everything that had happened so far.
Roche, too, seemed to have stirred something within the Department of Martial Arts, causing quite a commotion.
Rumors spread rapidly, and in less than a few hours, every student was aware of the incident.
This wasn’t just limited to students, professors and staff were also abuzz.
Among those receiving special attention were Milo and Edel.
Milo, in particular, confined Ian and interrogated him due to a self-imposed going-out ban.
“What the heck happened over these past few days? I understand the 2-star Lycanthrope, but what about fighting senior Castro? Huh?”
“He’s not a senior. He’s a criminal.”
“Anyway, that’s not the point, right? What on earth happened?”
Ian was tired.
He hadn’t slept a wink since last night but understood his friend’s curiosity.
More precisely, his friend was worried.
Because Ian nearly got killed in the dungeon.
“Don’t tell me… was it Hamel’s doing?”
“That’s unlikely. He’s been stripped of his wealth, and his company is impoverished.”
“Then what was it?”
“I think it’s related to why we decided to train together.”
At that, both friends paled.
“The Empire?”
“Rather, it makes more sense that there’s a collaborator with the Sonokin Kingdom.”
Ian thought of Prince Helios.
But he didn’t tell his friends about it. He neither had definitive proof nor was it an issue they could handle just based on friendship alone.
“In any case, I’ve submitted the report, so a conclusion will come one way or another. Until then, let’s stay quiet.”
“I’ve barely joined the Ancient Literature Reading Club, and now it seems like I might not get to explore.”
“There will be plenty of time to get stronger.”
Moreover, Ian had a plan.
He intended to form a new party to tackle the recently discovered dungeon once the issue was resolved.
That would give Milo and Edel a chance to participate as well.
“But is there no evidence at all? From what you’re saying, it seems we’re at a disadvantage.”
“Not really.”
“Why didn’t you use the device senior Gaus made?”
Ian had once worked with Gaus to create a video recording device that they had used to expose Gastling Hamel’s true nature.
“It wasn’t the right situation. It was hard to pinpoint the place like last time, and there were issues with the transmission range. The dense mana in the dungeon would have prevented it from working properly. There are many technical issues to resolve.”
“What a shame. If we could secure it, they wouldn’t be able to deny it.”
“Let’s think about it slowly.”
At that moment, Milo’s face lit up.
He slapped his palm with his fist.
He had an idea.
“Couldn’t we just claim that we have evidence?”
“What are you talking about?”
“When you took down Hamel, everyone who needed to know realized it was the video recording that was the game-changer, right?”
“Right.”
“Castro’s the same. Let’s bluff we have evidence from the start!”
Milo declared confidently. Ian’s expression grew serious.
“And force them to confess through intimidation?”
“Exactly!”
“You’ve been studying, haven’t you?”
Normally, he would have been indignant, but Ian’s praise was not easily earned.
Milo’s face broke into a triumphant smile.
“What do we have to lose, anyway?”
“Edel, what do you think?”
Ian considered Edel the wisest among them.
Sometimes, his humble and commoner background allowed him to see things the other two missed.
So he sought Edel’s opinion.
“I think it’s a good idea. Whether we’re bluffing or not, Castro won’t have a way to verify it.”
Ian nodded.
“Good. Let’s go with Milo’s idea.”
“If it works, you owe me a big treat later, alright?”
“I’ll throw a hundred if needed.”
But that wouldn’t be enough.
Considering all the circumstances, Helios was the prime suspect.
He had easy access to Castro and controlled everything within the academy.
‘Moreover, his Highness mentioned I was being watched by the Crown Prince.’
The struggle for succession could erupt at any moment.
A bad relationship if there ever was one.
Suddenly, he recalled the incident from the first day of admission. Helios had been well aware of him and had shown clear hostility.
‘There’s something. Something I’m unaware of.’
The rumor that he disliked handsome people wasn’t enough to explain the feeling.
However, no matter how much he thought about it, there was no connection between Helios and his family.
There was nothing he had seen or heard.
Ian straightened his thoughts.
“Milo, you said you know many people in the Department of Martial Arts.”
“I know more than you do.”
“Investigate who Castro has been meeting at the academy. He should appear there soon.”
“Okay!”
“And, if possible, check on Helios too.”
Without questioning, Milo nodded quietly.
At that moment, the mana speaker activated, and a clear voice flowed out.
― Attention first-year students of the Department of Magic. Tomorrow at 9 AM, mana measurement will take place in the grand auditorium. All students are required to participate. Once again…
Time, which had stopped, felt like it was moving again.
Jessica had promised to hold the mana measurement again once Ian returned.
The academy had officially acknowledged his return.
“Ha ha ha ha! Finally, the moment to best Ian has come!”
Milo seemed extremely confident.
He had been consuming a lot of potent elixirs in secret.
He spent all the profits from the potion project buying these elixirs.
This time, he planned to win for real and tease Ian to no end.
“Alright, do your best.”
“What do you mean, ‘do your best’? That’s a suspicious response!”
“Nothing at all.”
“Saying ‘nothing’ makes it even more suspicious, you rascal!”
Ian didn’t bother to explain further.
Hoping his friend would feel a bit better, even for a day.
And the next day, the mana measurement ceremony, which Milo had eagerly anticipated, took place.
Ian and his two friends entered the grand auditorium.
“It’s Ian!”
“Ian’s here!”
All of their peers’ eyes were on them, or rather, focused solely on Ian.
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“Still the same! That ridiculous popularity!”
Milo grumbled.
It was understandable because the female colleague he had been interested in was sending hot glances at Ian instead of him.
Ian lightly patted his friend’s back.
“Cheer up. The sun will shine on you someday.”
“Is that supposed to be comforting? Huh? It used to feel genuine, but now it doesn’t.”
“What are you talking about?”
“You’ve changed.”
“People change.”
“You two are like a couple. A couple having a lovers’ spat!”
“Ugh!”
“Shouldn’t I be the one nauseous?”
Thanks to Edel, Milo’s fighting spirit plummeted.
Inwardly, Ian appreciated his friends.
He was in a situation where he returned to the academy after failing a mission and getting caught up in an unexpected incident.
To treat him as usual in such circumstances was challenging, as things could easily go awry.
Nevertheless, Milo and Edel managed to handle it smoothly.
‘Seems like I won’t be abandoned by my core group after all, which is a relief.’
Ian memorized his peers’ expressions.
There was no odd sign.
Everyone looked at him with pity.
Normally, such attention would be burdensome, but now it made him feel better.
One by one, his classmates approached him to offer words of comfort.
In the process, Ian was able to define a feeling he had never recognized before.
‘Is this what solidarity feels like?’
The Royal Academy.
Within its Mage Department, the first-year students.
Despite different family backgrounds and upbringings, they were deeply immersed in this incident, possibly overly so within this space.
For Ian, who had mostly spent time alone at the estate, it was an alien sensation.
It was different from the camaraderie he felt with Milo and Edel.
Thirty mages were sympathizing with his issues.
For someone else, it might be insignificant, but for Ian, it was a precious experience.
‘If I had given up on entering the academy back then, I wouldn’t have had this experience.’
The mage of the night who came late.
‘Mist.’
Ian had appraised the high spell book Mist brought without asking for anything in return.
It was the greatest motivator for Ian to decide to enroll.
His whereabouts were still unknown.
It could have been a chance encounter without special intent, yet Ian did not think so.
‘There must be a reason behind every phenomenon.’
The feather left by Mist was still kept at his estate.
Ian yearns to find him someday.
“Soon, it will be the exchange competition. Let’s smash them then!”
“Fighting! Ian! We trust you!”
“If there’s anything I can help with, just say the word, or maybe we could have a quiet meal together… Ahh!”
“What cheekiness is this, flirting around?”
“Wha-what did I even do! Let go of my hair! Talk with your hands off!”
“Why is a meal invitation coming up? Look in a mirror before you say such things!”
“Kyaa!”
There was a little commotion among the female students.
Ian decided to ignore it and turned his head.
The only man responding lethargically to this chaos was Zickhardt.
In one corner, he stood with arms crossed, alone.
‘Does it mean you have no involvement?’
As if their thoughts were aligned, Zickhardt’s indifferent eyes met Ian’s gaze.
Their eyes collided simultaneously.
He smirked.
Within that smile was a clear mockery.
‘Go ahead and laugh to your heart’s content. There won’t be many days left when you can laugh at me.’
Just then, a confident voice echoed in Ian’s ears.
“Our student council supports your innocence! Ian Oracle, we express our deep regret over this incident!”
It was Sebastian.
Behind him were the student council members, all hailing from prestigious families.
“It’s not something to be regretful about.”
“What do you mean? It’s only natural. I’m planning to announce a statement on behalf of the student council. As the legitimate representative of the Department of magic freshmen.”
“A statement? Oh.”
Sebastian awkwardly laughed at Ian’s late realization that he was indeed the student council president.
“Am I still not trusted enough?”
“No. Well, it’s not that. It’s just that I haven’t been interested in that side. Try to understand.”
“I’ll take that as advice to do better.”
Even as he said so, inwardly, he felt displeased.
However, he was the heir to Marquis Kent.
He consoled himself that much worse things would await him once he entered politics post-graduation.
Most students were interested in the student council as all events were planned by them.
‘I’ve been somewhat indifferent.’
There were hardly any students like Ian who spent all their time on magical training.
Moreover, even excellent students often considered the academy as an extension of social gatherings.
‘Milo has been singing about the upcoming summer festival.’
The summer festival was the highlight of the academy.
It was a stage where one could display their talents to the fullest and a fateful space where ideal couples meet.
Ian knew its significance well.
But he wasn’t interested in it.
By that time, he would be in a cool dungeon or ruins, finding ways to grow stronger.
‘I feel sorry for Milo, but it can’t be helped for now.’
He wasn’t sure if he could persuade him with a simple statement like ‘The festival will happen next year too’, but he decided to give it a try.
“I’d like you to focus on what I’m saying.”
“Ah, sorry. Go ahead.”
“Once the mana measurement is over, everyone from the professors to the dean will gather for a meeting. Even the atmosphere among the Department of Martial Arts professors isn’t ordinary. It’ll be quite tense.”
“It should be, considering one almost died.”
“So, if we don’t swiftly prepare a countermeasure—”
“Why should I?”
Sebastian was at a loss for words with such a straightforward response.
It was a completely unexpected reply.
“Sebastian. You’re talking as if I made some mistake, but the ones who made a mistake are on the other side. There’s no need to come forward and do anything. If they investigate, the truth will come out, so what’s the point in doing so?”
“Still, the student council is meant to protect the students’ interests—”
“Protecting interests is good. But before that, have you listened to what your peers think?”
He assumed they would naturally follow, as no one in their right mind would dare to speak against the heir of Kent’s house.
“A statement with the name of all the Department of Magic freshmen would be one thing, but if not, then it’s better to stop. A student council president should be able to represent everyone’s opinions. Just pushing through because you’re the president doesn’t look good.”
With that, Ian glanced at Zickhardt.
Sebastian, realizing his implicit meaning, flinched.
“You understand, right?”
“Well… I’ll do what I can. Don’t worry too much, Ian Oracle.”
Sebastian turned away, maintaining his elegance till the end.
However, someone from the student council remained behind.
It was Ophelia.
“Don’t hesitate to say anything. If there’s anything we can do.”
Her tone was uncharacteristically kind.
She was the daughter of Marquis Hunka and she had a debt to repay to Ian.
Having realized something personal from that, she became exceptionally warm toward Ian.
All those things mixed together, infusing a short sentence with significant emotion.
“I told you, there’s no need for that.”
“Isn’t it not the time for pride?”
It was if she was aware that her father insisted on executing the mission despite knowing it could be called off.
Ian looked at the stage with a relaxed smile.
“You’ll soon find out if it’s the time or not.”
“You’re really…”
At that moment, Dean Jessica ascended the podium.
Although she was briefed on all aspects of the incident, her expression was as usual.
Soon, her booming voice resounded.
― Measurement will commence shortly, similar to past instances. Whether you’ve grown or regressed will be revealed.
At her cold statement, all freshmen swallowed hard.
The mana measurement had begun.
* * *
Higgs, the leader of the Royal Mage Division, read the same report over and over.
He then asked the subordinate who brought it.
“This document must have also reached the Knight Commander, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Hmm. How’s the atmosphere at the academy?”
“It’s chaotic at the moment. If left like this, the relation between the Department of Magic and the Department of Martial Arts might become irreparable.”
Higgs gestured for his subordinate to come closer.
As the subordinate approached, Higgs gave a terrifying glare.
“And if it becomes irreparable? Do we have to crawl between the legs of the swordsmen asking for forgiveness?”
“I-I apologize!”
“Get out of here!”
Higgs dismissed everyone in the room.
He cast another glance at the report once more.
Besides the report prepared by Ian and Isera, there was another one on his desk.
In the top section of the other report, Castro’s name was inscribed.
Though both reports detailed the same incident, their intention and content differed significantly.
‘Things have gotten complicated.’
From Higgs’ point of view, who preferred orderliness, this report was extremely displeasing.
Nothing good seemed like it was going to come out of it.
It was then.
“I’d like to hear your thoughts.”
“Ah!”
Someone had entered without a sound.
Higgs welcomed him gladly.
A man whose presence couldn’t be detected, even by a master of the sixth-circle. Deus, the Royal Knight Commander.
The Kingdom’s foremost sword.
Swordmaster.
God of the sword.
There were countless titles praising him, and the consensus was that no one in the Kingdom of Sonokin equaled him.
Even Jessica, a seventh-circle grand mage, was often said to fall short—although one never knew without fighting.
“Ah, this is embarrassing! Hahaha. It seems our new students have made a blunder.”
“Isn’t it too detailed for a mistake?”
“They can’t help it! Mages, as you know, are buried in books, aren’t they? They can neatly forge documents. Very thoroughly.”
Higgs did his utmost to appease him.
The two sat facing each other across the table.
“The fourth-year student from the Department of Martial Arts was humiliated. Beaten up and dragged out of the dungeon like a dog. According to report from Sir Barth, he said it was quite miserable.”
“Ah… it’s difficult to express, honestly. It’s regrettable. Commander.”
“What’s Dean Jessica doing?”
“She’s holding department events, planning to convene a strategy meeting afterward.”
“Prioritizing department events over a crisis like this.”
Deus showed his displeasure but didn’t criticize further. Engaging her head-on implied Jessica would indeed be a tough opponent.
“The mana measurement ceremony is an important event. Though it proceeded somewhat abruptly……”
“I understand. What of His Majesty?”
“There has been no specific notice.”
“He must be very disappointed. It’s an incident involving Ian Oracle.”
“I’m ashamed, commander.”
“It’s not entirely your fault.”
“It is. Indeed, it is. It’s my mistake for not realizing Ian was concealing his true power.”
Deus refrained from further pursuit.
Not because Higgs was bowing to him, or out of favor, but because the target of this order had originally been predetermined.
The criticism of not recognizing Ian’s ability felt more like self-reproach than blame for Higgs.
“What measures have you taken?”
“Punishing the traitor comes first. I’ve dispatched someone with skill. Pallen Town is a considerable distance, though.”
“Traitor?”
“A brazen commoner. Betrayed a senior, they say?”
Deus nodded.
“I’ll report this to His Majesty. Ensure thorough control within the academy. While I’ll handle the professors from the Department of Martial Arts, remember that there are many oddballs in the Department of Magic.”
“Leave it to me.”
In reality, they were like cats and dogs.
Only temporarily aligning their interests toward a common goal.
“Furthermore, isn’t it time for trust? We’re allies on the same ship, after all.”
“Allies, eh? I hope there aren’t any holes in this seaworthy vessel.”
Whether referring to the floating ship or the human stomach was ambiguous.
Perhaps the perforated thing was his own stomach.
Nonetheless, Higgs laughed heartily.
“The treasure island is almost in sight. Commander. Hold on tight! Hahaha!”
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As the measurement ceremony began, the new students of the Department of Magic felt slightly intimidated.
Yet, unlike the first ceremony, many students boldly stepped forward to assess the results of their training.
The first student to place his hand on the Mana Meter was Sebastian, the student council president who enjoyed being in the limelight.
“The fourth place in the midterms is unacceptable. To think I was only one point behind a lowly commoner… I’ll widen the gap this time!”
The shock from being surpassed by Ian Oracle in the midterms still lingered, and he was particularly concerned about Edel’s score.
With determination, Sebastian closed his eyes and infused his mana.
A deep hum resonated as a qualitatively and quantitatively abundant mana began to fill the orb of the Mana Meter.
No matter the event, the first step always garnered attention.
The fellow students watched the screen, swallowing hard, curious about the numbers that would appear.
“1,470!”
“Wow!”
“He almost reached the 4th Circle, didn’t he?”
“Of course, he’s from the Kent family’s lineage!”
The bar was set too high from the start.
The students waiting their turn naturally felt intimidated.
Sebastian inhaled lightly and opened his eyes.
Though not entirely satisfied with the result, he thought to himself,
“At least no one can say I’ve regressed. The elixir paid off!”
A smile crept across his face.
Sebastian devoured the elixir provided by his family until he couldn’t anymore.
His lazy training finally showed results.
He turned to look at Ian.
Ian watched the screen with a calm expression.
‘This time, you won’t be able to hide your power, Ian Oracle. The spotlight has fallen on this event due to the dungeon incident.’
Sebastian planned to redirect that attention to himself.
‘This time, I won’t lose, Ian Oracle. It won’t be easy for you!’
After retreating to his spot, Ophelia stepped up as the next candidate.
“The second and third places from the last measurement are going first…”
“This is too much pressure.”
“Now I see why they say it’s better to get it over with quickly.”
The fellow students murmured.
Milo and Edel were also curious about Ophelia’s result.
Thanks to Ian rescuing her, they were seeing each other often these days.
“Ophelia Drias. Beginning measurement.”
Her delicate hand touched the orb.
An ethereal mana started to spread slowly.
“Something is different.”
Ian wasn’t the only one who felt it.
Sebastian, who was keenly observing, started to frown.
Previously, due to disharmony with her spirit, her mana wasn’t refined during the measurement.
But this time was different.
Ophelia still had a long way to go, but she’s now in a good rhythm with Undine.
‘The effort in her training is evident. This could turn the tables.’
Ian’s prediction was absolutely accurate.
The number that appeared on the screen was enough to astonish everyone.
“1,474!”
“Wow!”
The murmuring and cheering erupted, alongside groans of disappointment.
Ophelia opened her eyes and beamed brightly.
Conversely, Sebastian, who was watching just in case, had a twisted expression.
‘What an absurd mess this is.’
His efforts were thwarted from an unexpected quarter.
The unpleasant sensation was akin to being sucked into a swamp filled with filthy mud.
The nightmare of the midterms resurfaced.
At the same time, the image of his father, who often wore a displeased expression, flashed before him.
‘Did I lose again?’
In the midterms, he lost third place to a gap of four points.
And now, even in mana measurement, he had to concede with a mere four-point difference.
How would this news be received by his family?
Sebastian involuntarily swallowed hard.
“My, how sorry do you think I am?”
He snapped back to reality to find Ophelia approaching.
With arms crossed, she tilted her head and smiled smugly.
“Again, I’ve taken your spot, oppa. No hard feelings, okay?”
“Just how much elixir did you consume?”
His retort came out sarcastically.
This was exactly what Ophelia had been waiting for.
It was proof that Sebastian was truly peeved.
“My oppa can hardly speak. You know my father, he’s quite conservative with elixirs.”
Mana absorbed through elixirs is diﬀicult to refine, making it qualitatively inferior to mana cultivated directly by a practitioner in their circle.
“The few I took were only meant to solidify my circles. Mana overabundance is now resolved, and the disharmony is almost gone, so naturally, my mana expanded.”
“Ugh…”
“As the student council president, you should set an example for other students, don’t you think? If the tail becomes heavier than the head, that can be a problem!”
Ophelia shot him a sweet smile and turned her gaze.
Ian stood there.
In truth, she had been diligently training behind the scenes.
She wanted to prove that her spirit contract wasn’t merely luck, and neither was her rescue by Ian.
Feeling Ian’s approving smile, she felt remarkably light, as though a heavy burden had been lifted.
“Damn! How did she increase her mana so much?”
Milo’s complaints began.
Even though he had prepared himself, seeing two individuals approaching the 4th Circle was daunting.
“It’s not nice to belittle someone’s efforts, don’t you think?”
“What? Ian, are you siding with that vixen now?”
Milo glanced suspiciously.
Ian shrugged.
“I’m not siding, just stating facts.”
“Not belittling, just venting.”
“If you’re so disgruntled, why not step up and show your skills?”
Ian motioned towards the stage.
Thanks to Sebastian and Ophelia’s impressive displays, no volunteers were readily stepping forward.
“Hmph. Crushing you, Ian, is the only satisfaction I need!”
Milo ground his teeth and marched forward confidently.
The result was somewhat surprising.
“Missed it!”
Milo sighed.
The figure on the screen stunned all observing students.
“1,402…?”
“Wasn’t Milo’s previous score in the high 900s?”
“Insane! What a monstrous guy!”
With this, Milo reaffirmed his genius.
“Even though he hardly had time due to assisting Professor Maxim’s research. Was he just pretending? Well, considering he defied family traditions to enroll, he must have been resolute.”
As a friend, Ian found the result delightful.
Milo was now closer to the 4th Circle.
“Darn! If the score were just a little higher, I could’ve surpassed the two of them! Such a shame!”
“More than a little, though.”
“Aren’t friends supposed to be in tune with their inner voices?”
“Your inner voice is screaming to boast.”
Milo shrugged it off.
The 4th Circle’s standard was a score of 1,500.
While numerically a difference of about 100 seemed small, as mana increased, it became exponentially more challenging to elevate it further.
Ian’s observation was precise.
On the platform, Jessica began to speak.
― Milo Vinettia. You’ve been training hard. Increasing by over 400 points is not common. It’s impressive.
Her voice, imbued with a powerful mana, flowed out.
The grand auditorium, vast as it was, couldn’t ignore her words.
Thus, her praise carried weight.
“Thank you, dean! I’ll strive harder!”
Other professors nodded, acknowledging Milo’s achievement.
It was meaningful for educators to witness their students’ growth.
“Now, all you need is a girlfriend.”
Milo’s previously elated expression faltered.
“… Is this the time for such remarks?”
“Don’t get too full of yourself. There’s still a long way to go.”
Milo’s expression suddenly turned mischievous.
He leaned in close to Ian.
Close enough that their noses could almost touch if either of them moved.
Ian took a step back.
But each time, Milo stepped closer.
Like a tiger zeroing in on its prey.
“Hehe… This is the end, Ian Oracle. No matter how much you struggle, you can’t surpass me. It’s revenge for the midterm results!”
“Hmm.”
Ian pondered how to respond with minimal fallout but couldn’t come up with a suitable reply.
Previously, his score with Professor Frost measured at 1,750.
Even without considering the naturally increased amount, there was a significant gap between Ian’s record and Milo’s score.
Approximately a difference of 350 points.
“It’s Zickhardt!”
“How high do you think his score will be?”
“Isn’t he going to surpass the 4th Circle?”
“Naturally! His last score was in the high 1,400s!”
Everyone’s attention shifted from Milo to Zickhardt.
Bearing a smug grin, he placed his hand on the or of the mana maeter.
“Idiots. To be so content over such trivial results. They should be ashamed.”
He closed his eyes and released his mana.
The sensation was entirely different.
The swell of mana waves and the palpable pressure exuded from him seemed on an entirely different level.
The result left everyone’s mouths opened, including the professors present.
“This, this is!”
“Incredible. I suspected, but I never thought we’d see such a result…”
“By academy standards, this puts him in the mid-4th Circle, doesn’t it? Astounding, truly astounding!”
Professors exchanged their thoughts.
The students, still grappling with the implication, continued to gape at the screen in disbelief.
The score felt almost like a natural disaster.
Ian was equally astonished.
“Is this possible?”
The score Zickhardt recorded was 1,796.
“His last measurement was 1,482. Did he breakthrough to the 4th Circle and progress to the mid-level in one go?”
It defied logical understanding.
True, Milo had made a leap from late 2nd to late 3rd Circle in one swoop. However, transitioning from 3rd to 4th Circle was on an entirely different scale.
“I broke my limits by contracting with a spirit, but could Zickhardt have done the same?”
Yet the thought was immediately dismissed.
Spiritists can recognize one another.
They might not discern which spirit is involved, but they can sense another’s spirit energy.
Ian’s senses detected nothing.
“Moreover, the spirit I contracted is special. Breaking through limits with a typical contract is out of the question.”
Ian’s thoughts delved deeper into confusion.
“What in the world…? What trick did he pull?”
Zickhardt, with a dismissive wave, turned around.
He basked in the admiring gazes before glancing at Ian, his mouth curled up in a sneer.
“Curious about the results? How such numbers were achieved?”
“Quite surprising.”
“Heh, not very straightforward. With your intellect, you’d never grasp it, even if you were reborn. This is… well, let’s call it a family secret. A secret of sorts.”
Ian approached Zickhardt.
But he passed him by.
Ian stood before the measuring device and placed his hand on the Mana Meter.
“Why don’t we see today whose mind is more lacking?”
“… What?”
“Watch and see.”
Ian closed his eyes.
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The atmosphere solidified into the confrontation between Ian Oracle and Zickhardt.
With the variable named Sebastian out of the equation, the attention of both peers and professors focused solely on the two individuals.
“How do you think it will turn out?”
Milo Vinettia doubted his ears.
Ophelia approached and spoke to him.
“What? Did you just ask me?”
“To be precise, I was asking both of you.”
Edel also got pointed out.
Edel’s gaze naturally turned to Milo. He openly displayed his displeasure.
“Ha, how honored should I be? Someone who used to call me vulgar is now even talking to me.”
“Even if vulgar, excellence is a fact.”
Milo flinched.
Being called excellent was no less than a compliment.
“Did you eat something wrong?”
“Nothing. I’m on a diet these days.”
“Then why are you acting like this?”
“People change.”
It was something he had heard from Ian earlier as well.
Milo slightly eased his guard.
“Hmph. So you’re just pampering to make some gain?”
“Crooked, just as you look. Aren’t we cheering for the same person right now?”
“I never thought you’d use the word cheer.”
The thought struck him as quite shameless.
However, it wasn’t a lie.
Despite bickering, Milo, Edel, and Ophelia were all staring at Ian, who had just begun his measurement.
The three of them were cheering for Ian.
Hoping he would surpass Zickhardt.
‘Is that even a realistic possibility?’
A part of him wondered.
He knew that Ian’s mana had increased just by looking.
But surpassing a score of 1,796 that had silenced the professors was another matter altogether.
“No need to worry. Somehow, I feel he’ll show us another miracle.”
“Wow, have you become a follower now?”
“None of your business.”
Ophelia laughed gracefully.
Milo disliked Ophelia.
He thought of her as an ultimate snob. Yet, seeing her support Ian now, he couldn’t push her away.
Right at that moment.
“Look at that color!”
“It’s incredibly intense!”
“Insane! I’ve never seen such a glow before!”
The peers exclaimed in awe.
A blue light flickered from Ian’s hand and began to infiltrate the orb of the Mana Meter.
Fwoosh!
Even the professor conducting the measurement was surprised.
The table trembled slightly.
Although some students further away couldn’t see the tremor, he witnessed it with his own eyes.
It was not a usual reaction.
The professor in charge hurriedly glanced up at Ian.
Ian was in a trance.
‘Slowly rotate two circles and heat the connecting veins.’
Thrum, thrum…
His heart and lower abdomen flared up with heat.
The two circles, which had been stationary, began to move slowly, then whirled madly as if never having been stationary.
The thick veins fully activated.
‘And like drawing a magic array, slowly awaken and reorganize the surrounding veins.’
He applied the magic array he had learned from Professor Frost’s private lessons to his veins.
It was the moment those lessons shone.
As a price, his whole body ached.
The veins contracted and expanded repeatedly.
Crack! Creak!
Though obscured by his robe, Ian’s entire body stretched tautly and vibrated.
Yet Ian seemed to enjoy the situation.
‘This time, I’ll hide none of my abilities. I’ll pour all my mana into the orb!’
This one act wouldn’t change everything.
But he wanted to show.
That anyone daring to challenge him in the future must be ready to face him.
In an instant, a different vigor enveloped him.
Shhhh―
Those who had been admiring him fell silent.
An enchanting light, as if holding the mysteries of primordial times, emanated and surrounded Ian.
This was clearly an unexpected situation.
Nobody displayed such phenomena during a mana measurement.
Yet the professors and the students remained silent.
They wanted to capture this marvelous sight in their memory, foregoing any time to explain the situation.
‘Just a little more. Just a bit!’
Ian poured all his energy, ready to collapse if needed.
Rumble!
The orb of the Mana Meter began to fill up tightly as if it might burst if touched even slightly.
The orb quivered. As if begging for him to stop.
The sphere was filled with mana. There seemed to be no more space left.
“This can’t be.”
Zickhardt looked at the Mana Meter in disbelief, then quickly turned to the screen.
The mana measurement had concluded.
And the recorded number.
It was the “miracle” someone had mentioned.
“1,999…?”
For the first time, the expression of Zickhardt, who loved to look down on others arrogantly, cracked.
He stumbled, overwhelmed by a sudden dizziness.
‘Unbelievable.’
But his eyes remained glued to the screen showing the impossible result.
“The Mana Meter! Yes… That must be it! The device is broken! Professor! Please check it again!”
Zickhardt shouted.
The professor in charge firmly shook his head.
“There’s no issue with the machine. I was monitoring it. It’s hard to believe, but this result is accurate.”
“That’s impossible!”
“Didn’t you see that light? Such an entrancing glow is unprecedented.”
Not only the professor in charge but other students displayed similar reactions.
Had Ian shown nothing peculiar during the measurement, they might have suspected a malfunction.
But the mysterious, wondrous light that flowed forth quelled any doubts.
Everyone present was a practitioner of magic. They would know the value of such light.
Except for one person.
“Isn’t it possible to create such light as an illusion? He must have used some trick! Check it once more!”
“This is quite troublesome.”
Zickhardt couldn’t accept the result. However, such occurrences were not uncommon throughout the academy.
“I never knew someone as lethargic in class as you could be so enthusiastic today.”
The professor chided him.
Yet Zickhardt was not in his right mind. He had to overturn the results somehow.
Eventually, the professor in charge sought permission from Jessica, the dean, on the podium.
Surprisingly, she nodded coolly.
“Hmm. Then let’s verify once more. Let’s not mention this result anymore. Understood?”
The professor, infusing his mana, checked the mana circuits of both the orb of the Mana Meter and the measurement device for any issues.
And shortly after.
“There really is no issue.”
“That can’t be right! There has to be…”
“Accept the results. Didn’t I say not to mention it anymore?”
“But!”
The situation was swiftly settled.
Jessica, who had come down from the podium, blocked Zickhardt’s path.
Instead of a harsh command, unexpected words came forth.
“I understand you’re upset about losing your rank, but how about congratulating your peers’ achievements just once? A gesture of goodwill will eventually return to you doubly.”
“… Understood.”
Zickhardt backed down.
Jessica was the authority among the professors.
Even for someone who looked down on other professors, Jessica was different.
Other professors were merely talented in magic or had commendable research achievements.
But Jessica was a ‘strong person.’
Zickhardt was a typical person who was strong to the weak and weak to the strong.
“I acknowledge it. Please forgive my rudeness.”
“There’s nothing to forgive. Healthy competition breeds improvement. Your achievement is remarkable as well. Raising 300 points from the late 1,400s isn’t easy.”
Jessica smiled, even patting the student’s shoulder.
“I will keep an eye on you. Zickhardt.”
“Yes, madam Dean.”
Zickhardt retreated.
Jessica wriggled the hand she had used to pat his shoulder. It felt different, sticky.
Although nothing was physically evident, it felt unpleasant, like filth.
‘As expected, something is up.’
Jessica gazed keenly at Zickhardt’s retreating figure.
Meanwhile, the temporarily halted mana measurements resumed.
As expected, Edel had achieved a good record. Scoring 490 points without consuming any elixir or whatever.
Now he was in a position where, with an epiphany, he could break through to the second circle.
No more unusual incidents occurred afterward.
Most achieved moderate scores, and the mana assessment ceremony concluded.
“—Everyone, thank you for your efforts. Some students were impressive. Especially Ian Oracle’s achievement will go down in academy history.”
In official records, his mana increased by more than 1,900 points.
The greatest increase since the academy’s establishment.
It was not a matter that would fade within the academy.
Ian’s reputation would spread further.
If only the dungeon exploration had ended safely, he could have engaged in more outside activities.
However, with the disciplinary committee convening pending, that would be difficult.
Jessica’s gaze landed on Ian.
‘And yet… are you saying this doesn’t bother you at all?’
Ian just smiled. As if telling her not to worry.
Her heart felt hollow.
Despite being an unofficial guardian, it felt as if she hadn’t done anything properly.
‘I’m actually having fun.’
It seemed like she could hear Ian’s voice.
Jessica resumed her speech.
“—This measurement won’t be the end of the test. Both those who showed results and those who didn’t need to improve further.”
The students, who had loosened up a bit, became tense again.
“—The inter-department exchange battle is not far off.”
The students swallowed nervously at the same time.
Jessica continued with a stern and clear warning.
“—The competition so far took place within the walls of the Department of Magic. The exchange battle will be different. It will be a very dangerous test. Sometimes, serious injuries may occur. If unlucky, one’s life could be at risk. So prepare thoroughly.”
A trainer was scheduled to arrive soon to aid their practice.
Specifically, a knight from the Royal Guard.
The opponents the Department of Magic students would face were from the martial arts faculty. Thus, a knight was a suitable match.
Conversely, a mage from the royal spell-intervention unit was assigned to assist the martial arts faculty students.
“—Everyone, disperse!”
At Jessica’s command, the students began to disperse one by one. Even Zickhardt, who was glaring at Ian as if to devour him, disappeared as if fleeing.
‘The mana came out higher than I expected. With Professor Frost, it was about 1,750.’
There wasn’t a clear reason that came to mind.
So much had happened.
It might have been from doing something with Goyang, receiving crash courses from Professor Frost.
Double casting was also a candidate.
The desperate battle with Castro had an impact too, surely.
Edel’s father Klefio’s influence couldn’t be ignored either.
‘Perhaps… all of this had an impact somehow.’
He decided to think positively.
Ian returned to his friends.
“What’s up, Milo? You look more composed than I thought?”
“Ah, well.”
Milo scratched his head, avoiding direct eye contact.
“The difference was so large that it… didn’t feel real, I guess? So it doesn’t even matter?”
“Well, that’s good then.”
“Ugh, seeing your annoying face now feels like a jolt… Damn, blasted!”
Milo finally spoke his true feelings.
“I’d like to have a little party, but as you know, the situation’s not great.”
“We get it, man.”
Both friends understood. An intense investigation would soon follow.
“I have somewhere to be, so you guys head out first.”
“Where to?”
“To the martial arts faculty dorm.”
Both friends momentarily doubted their ears.
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