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Prologue

Bang!

A fairly heavy bag was thrown next to me.

At the same time, an old butler with a neat appearance stepped forward and spoke in a cold voice.

“……You are no longer a member of the Vade family.”

Hmm, what is this?

I was sure I had laid down on my bed, covered myself with a blanket, and fallen into a cozy sleep right after work.

Could this be a dream?

“That bag contains the only items you are allowed to take from the Vade family.”

“Uh, excuse me. I have a question.”

“Yes, please speak.”

Maintaining a businesslike demeanor, the old butler allowed me to finally ask the question that had been lingering in my mind.

“Where…… is this place?”

“…….”

The old butler did not answer my question. Instead, he looked at me with eyes full of contempt.

Then, he spoke.

“Young Master Kamon.”

Kamon?

Is that my name?

“It won’t change anything now. The fact that you have been expelled from the family remains the same.”


The old butler explained in a cold and firm tone.

Soon after, he took a step forward and continued speaking as he stood close to me.

“The Marquis himself ordered your expulsion.”

“……?”

As I quietly listened to the old butler, I finally took a good look around.

A grand mansion, the old butler, and the maids bustling around.

The noble title of the Vade family and Marquis, and the name Kamon.

This dream was incredibly vivid.

“Well, I kind of understand that I’ve been kicked out of the family.”

After grasping the situation and nodding, I continued.

“Can I at least know the reason why I was expelled from the family…….”

“Young Master!”

Suddenly, the old butler shouted, as if he could no longer contain his anger.

“Even if you pretend to have lost your mind now, it’s far too late. Such shallow tricks will no longer work. Young Master, it’s about the princess.”

‘Imperial Princess?’

The butler, having mentioned that, took a deep breath and continued.

“Even though the academy does not restrict social status, you assaulted the empire’s princess. Did you really think you could commit such a treasonous act and quietly move on as if nothing happened?”

Wait a minute.

I attacked the princess?

Hold on, this seems familiar.


Kamon Vade, the princess assault incident, and the academy?

“Ah!”

Suddenly, a tingling sensation hit me like a lightning bolt.

“The Flance Imperial Academy?”

“Yes, that’s correct. The academy where you were suspended is the Flance Imperial Academy. Why? Are you going to pretend you’ve regained your senses and memory now?”

“Hold on a second!”

I raised my hand to interrupt the old butler and shouted with a serious expression.

“Ah, just be quiet for a moment! I need to organize my thoughts.”

“…….”

Seeing the old butler close his mouth with a look that seemed to say, ‘As expected,’ I quickly gestured with both hands for him to calm down.

“Sorry, I just need to think for a bit……. No, why bother. If it’s a dream, I can just wake up.”

Muttering to myself, I slapped my cheek without hesitation.

Slap!

‘……Huh?’

A stinging pain beyond mere prickling arose.

What the heck, why does it hurt?

Does getting hit in a dream hurt?

‘Wait a minute, one more time.’

Slap!

Ouch, damn it. That hurts a lot.


Slap!

“Why does it hurt so much?”

I must have hit myself too hard because my eyes were starting to tear up.

At the same time, I instinctively felt that something bad had happened.

“…….”

Could this be… not a dream?

Yes, if it were a dream, it wouldn’t hurt like this.

Normally, I should have woken up from the shock by now.

‘So, is this reality?’

Seeing me with a dumbfounded expression, the old butler shook his head and muttered.

“Young Master. No matter how much you harm yourself now, nothing will change. No matter what you do…….”

But I interrupted his words and asked again.

“Excuse me. What did you say my name was?”

Sighing deeply and shaking his head, the old butler answered with a blank expression.

“Ha, you are Young Master Kamon.”

“No, I mean my full name.”

“You are Young Master Kamon Vade.”

Hearing that name again, I couldn’t help but let out a hollow laugh.

“Ha, is this for real?”

As he watched me, the old butler shook his head one last time and said,

“This is all I have to say. I wish you well…….”

Bang!

With those words, the massive iron door closed in front of me.

For a while, I stood there blankly and finally came to a realization.

“So, I…….”

I was no longer Kang Hyunsoo, a thirty-three-year-old living in 21st century Korea.

“Kamon Vade.”

That was my new name now.

In other words, this was an entirely new world…….

Yeah, I had fallen into the world inside a novel.
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“……So, I’m now possessed in the world of a novel.”

For quite some time, I continued walking, mumbling to myself.

“And of all people, I possessed Kamon Vade?”

A moment later, a hollow laugh escaped my lips.

“Wow, this is seriously twisted.”

Honestly, whenever I read novels or watched comics with themes like regression, possession, or reincarnation, I didn’t not imagine, ‘What if I ended up in that situation?’

“But now that it’s become a reality, it’s a bit dumbfounding.”

Muttering this, I unconsciously put my hand in my pocket.

“Oh, right. I don’t have it.”

I couldn’t help but scratch my head at the absence of my smartphone, which would usually stick to my hand like it belonged there.

“Hoo, this is driving me crazy.”

The novel I was possessed in was titled <Heroic Legend – The Choice of the Holy Sword>.

As the title suggests, it was a typical novel where the protagonist, chosen by the holy sword, saved the world.

“……Though it received a lot of flak due to its crappy developments.”

The novel, which followed the basic storyline of a chosen hero defeating the demon king, was left with only the final Chapter.

Well, up to this point, it was okay.

It was within a comprehensible range, and being possessed in a novel I was reading was quite an intriguing situation in itself.

But the problem was……

“I’m a third-rate villain who exits early in the story.”


Kamon Vade.

He was a character with no significance, used as a one-time consumable to highlight the protagonist’s early achievements.

Yeah. Frankly speaking, it’s not like I didn’t have any complaints about being possessed in such a character, but I tried to be as understanding as possible up to this point.

However……

“Why did it have to be at this timing?”

It was right after I committed an atrocious blunder by attacking none other than the imperial princess.

In other words, I had been possessed after committing a heinous crime of attacking a high-ranking national figure whom I absolutely should not have touched.

“Isn’t it normal to be possessed way before such an event or right before it happens?”

That way, at least I’d have a chance to do something!

What am I supposed to do, waking up in such a worst-case scenario?

“Hoo.”

Eventually, I shook my head and looked up at the high, blue sky.

“Alright.”

Since it’s come to this, there’s no use complaining about it.

“The important thing is, how I live from now on.”

Muttering this, I soon fell into deep thought.

What happened to Kamon Vade in the original story?

“……”

I tried to recall, but nothing came to mind.

‘Kamon Vade was never mentioned in the novel after the princess attack incident……’


Well, he was expelled from his family, so it’s understandable, but isn’t it common for minor villains used in the early parts of a story to be reused later?

But there was no mention of him at all?

“Could it be…… he died?”

It’s only natural.

If a criminal who attempted to assassinate the princess was expelled without any protection, the ending is obvious……

“No, come on. That doesn’t make sense. Why would he die?”

I quickly shook my head, denying the possibility I had come up with.

There was no mention in the novel that he died, just that he didn’t appear anymore.

So.

“……He didn’t die. He won’t die. No, he must not die.”

Muttering like a spell to reassure myself several times, I then shook my head once more to rid myself of the thought.

“Enough, no more pointless thoughts. Let’s think positively.”

There’s no point in trembling over something that won’t be resolved by worrying.

Maybe being possessed in Kamon Vade’s body was a good thing.

There wouldn’t be any annoying issues related to the family or any tasks the character must accomplish.

Besides.

‘I might be able to learn magic or spirit arts.’

Compared to the 21st century, this place had its disadvantages, but there must be better aspects if I look for them.

“So anyway, for now……”

Looking around, I saw a dirt road and grassy fields stretching endlessly.


The path I had come from led to the mansion of the family I was expelled from.

Deciding what to do next wasn’t that difficult.

“Let’s go to the academy.”

The novel I was possessed in was a medieval fantasy academy novel.

‘All the story content I know from here on out is centered there.’

Besides.

“The academy must be safe.”

As long as I maintained my student status, the academy had the duty to protect and ensure the safety of its students.

So, the safest and most reliable place right now was undoubtedly there.

“For now, let’s secure safety at the academy first, then figure out what I can do.”

Just as I decided my direction and was about to take a step.

“Wait a minute, but……”

I stopped in my tracks, recalling a problem I hadn’t considered.

“How do I get to the academy?”

* * *

After walking along the road aimlessly, I finally found a small village that looked like a settlement.

‘Oh, as expected.’

I thought there would be a village if I followed the path people naturally used.

Finding a village where people lived gave me some relief.

First, I needed to gather some necessary supplies here and ask for directions to the academy.

As I hurriedly tried to enter the village, an elderly man noticed me and approached.

“Ka, Kamon young master?”

“……Yes? Do you know me?”

At the old man’s sudden call, I tilted my head and looked at him.

The old man quickly continued, recognizing me.

“Of course, how could I not recognize the heir of the Vade family, young master Kamon. I am the village chief here.”

“Oh, you’re the village chief.”

Yes, a village chief should recognize the heir of the lord governing their territory.

But now I’m not an heir anymore……

Well, that doesn’t matter now.

I quickly asked the chief for directions to the academy.

“Do you mean the Flance Imperial Academy?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Why, why all of a sudden……? And you don’t have any attendants with you?”

The old man looked at me with a puzzled expression.

“Oh, that’s because I planned to take my time visiting the surrounding territories alone this time, but somehow I got lost. Ahem.”

Recalling Kamon Vade’s position, I quickly made an excuse, and the old man nodded.

“Oh dear, is that so. Then, should I just tell you the way to the nearest village?”

“No. That’s okay, just tell me the safest and fastest route to the academy.”

“Pardon?”

The old man tilted his head and asked again.

“Didn’t you say you were going to look around the surrounding territories?”

“Well, yes……. But as I kept traveling around, I got tired and felt it might be a bit dangerous to move alone. I can always continue that later.”

“Haha, I see.”

The old man nodded with a smile.

“If you want the fastest and safest route to the academy…”

He pointed to the left among two diverging paths.

“Go that way. You’ll have to cross a mountain midway, but there’s nothing particularly dangerous, so you should be able to cross it quickly.”

“Oh. So, I just need to follow that path straight? By the way, how far is it to the academy?”

“Well, as folks from a small village, we’ve never ridden there, so we don’t know exactly, but it usually takes about three to four days on foot.”

“Oh…”

Three to four days on foot?

For people living in this kind of world, it might not be a big deal.

‘This might be quite tough.’

I’d have to camp out, and watch out for wild animals. And in the mountains, there’d be a lot of bugs, right?

Ugh.

Thinking about it, I lowered my head.

“Haha. Anyway, thank you. Thanks to you, I can get there easily.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I feel bad that this old man can’t be of much help…”

The village chief, who had been responding to my gratitude, suddenly seemed to remember something and mumbled hurriedly.

“Wait, if you’re leaving empty-handed, just wait a moment. I’ll get some camping supplies from my house.”

“…What?”

I opened my eyes wide at the old man’s words.

“Oh, no. You don’t have to go that far…”

“Haha. I’d feel uneasy sending the young master off empty-handed.”

Saying that, the village chief brought me all sorts of camping supplies like a portable tent, emergency food, flint, and a water bottle.

“I’m indebted to you. Thank you. You’ll be blessed.”

“Haha. This old man is glad to be of help, even in this way. Take care on your journey.”

“I won’t forget this kindness.”

After expressing my gratitude several times to the village chief, I left the village, bowing my head repeatedly.

Following the path the village chief had told me, I soon found myself on a mountain trail.

“Surely, people in the countryside have a good heart.”

Having only experienced selfish modern society, I couldn’t help but smile at such a nice experience.

‘I’ll definitely repay this kindness if I get the chance.’

Resolving this, I continued on my way to the academy.

* * *

Boom!

“I…finally made it.”

I fell to my knees, muttering with a tearful voice.

‘Ah, it’s warm.’

The warm sunlight shining down from the sky felt like a gift prepared just for me.

It was as if it washed away all the pain and injustice I had suffered…

“…Or not. I seriously thought I was going to die!”

According to the village chief, it was supposed to be a mountain I could cross in three to four days.

But.

“What do you mean three to four days? It’s been over a week!”

And the journey was anything but smooth.

I had to avoid traces of all sorts of wild animals, and I became a free blood donor for insects.

At the end, I even…

‘Got chased by a bear.’

Thanks to that, I lost all my belongings and barely managed to escape with my life.

“You said it was safe. You said there were no dangerous elements!”

As I was complaining to no one in particular…

Clip-clop, clip-clop!

I heard the sound of a passing carriage and…

“Mom, look at that man.”

“Don’t look, dear. He’s a strange person.”

I heard the voices of a mother and her child passing by quickly.

‘What? Man?’

Hey, ma’am.

I might look a bit strange, but I’m not an old man, you know?

I’ve just entered the body of a fresh teenager who hasn’t even gone to the army yet, and you call me a man?

…Well, despite my complaints, I wasn’t actually feeling too bad.

‘Just being able to meet people right now makes me so happy.’

Human civilization is a fence one should never leave.

Look at all those people and buildings.

This is heaven.

If my knowledge isn’t wrong, this place should be the city ‘Velium,’ right before entering the Flance Imperial Academy.

“Sniff! Sniff!”

At that moment, an incredibly delicious smell stimulated my nose, and I couldn’t help but turn my head.

And there.

Sizzle, sizzle!

I saw the image of a chunk of meat cooking with a sound that made my ears happy, along with various appetizing dishes being prepared at a restaurant.

“Gulp.”

Having lost all my belongings while being chased by a wild bear, I hadn’t eaten properly until now.

Growl.

My stomach, which had been quiet, suddenly roared loudly, announcing its presence.

Then, one of the chefs cooking food with the big window open came out and our eyes met.

“Hmm…?”

I quickly turned my head to avoid his gaze, but…

Growl.

I couldn’t stop the sound coming from my stomach.

“Hey, you, beggar.”

When I turned my head again at the chef’s voice from behind…

“Here, take this.”

I saw him holding out a bowl with some food in it.

“Th-this is?”

“I don’t know what happened to you at such a young age, but eat this.”

“But I don’t have any money…”

“I’m giving it to you for free, so just take it!”

“Th-thank you.”

As I reached out for the steaming bowl, the warmth seemed to transmit to my heart.

“…I’ll eat well.”

I hurriedly put the food the chef handed me into my mouth.

And with the savory yet sweet flavor, the delicious taste of the meat stew made me shout without realizing.

“Delicious!”

“What?”

“Ah, I mean it’s incredibly tasty!”

“Really? Then I’m glad. I have a child around your age, so I couldn’t ignore you.”

The chef mumbled, rubbing his nose at the compliment, then continued with a puzzled look.

“But what on earth did you do to be in such a state at your age…”

“Swallow. Well, I got lost in the mountains. I even lost all my belongings.”

“Mountains? That’s a dangerous place to pass through. Where did you come from to cross a mountain?”

The chef tilted his head and asked curiously.

“Well, I came from the territory of Marquis Vade. I heard it usually takes three to four days, but I got lost midway and it took me over a week.”

“What? You came from the territory of Marquis Vade? Then why did you cross the mountain? If you took the open road, it would have taken at most two days.”

“Pardon?”
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Thunk!

As soon as I hastily put down the bowl I was eating from, startled by the completely unexpected story from the chef, his voice continued.

“The road between Vade Marquis’ territory and this town is already open, so you don’t need to cross the mountain. You can get there comfortably, probably within a day.”

“What? That can’t be right. The village chief definitely said…”

At that moment, I felt as if I had been struck hard on the back of my head with a large hammer.

– “You need to go that way. You have to cross the mountain in the middle, but there are no significant dangers, so you should be able to cross it quickly.”

– “I don’t know exactly how long it takes, but at a normal walking pace, I heard it usually takes about three to four days.”

The image of the old village chief, who had kindly shown me the way with a benevolent smile, flashed in my mind.

“The village chief told you to take the mountain path? That’s strange. Unless he did it on purpose, there’s no way he’d direct you to such a dangerous route.”

“……”

I stood there dumbfounded, unable to say anything.

‘What? Did the village chief lie to me?’

He was so kind to me.

He even gave me camping supplies for free…

Why would he deceive me?

Simultaneously, an image of the benevolent old village chief sneering with a sinister smile appeared in my mind.

No, no way.

I shook my head immediately, trying to dispel the unnecessary thoughts.

“Hey, chef. Bring out a stew and meat set here.”


“Yes, sir. Right away.”

It seemed a customer had arrived at the restaurant, and the chef, who had been looking at me sympathetically, spoke.

“If you’ve finished eating, leave the bowl here. And kid, don’t trust just anyone so easily. Always be cautious. There are scary people in the world. Tsk.”

Clicking his tongue and offering his advice, the chef soon disappeared.

“……”

Staring at the barely finished bowl of meat stew in silence, I eventually let out a deep sigh.

“Ha, did he really deceive me on purpose?”

I don’t know.

First, let’s just eat.

Thunk!

After finally finishing the food in my bowl, I bowed as politely as I could toward the kitchen and said,

“I will definitely repay this kindness, chef.”

Already, there were two people in this world I owed… No.

“The village chief, that man…”

Thinking of the village chief again, I shook my head.

“Forget it, let’s go quickly. Get to the academy and live quietly. I can settle debts and disputes later.”

After all, the protagonist of this novel would take care of its ending, so I just needed to survive until then.

With that thought, I started walking towards the academy.

* * *

And much later.


“That must be the academy’s main gate.”

I murmured as I looked at the grand and ornate gate before me.

A massive gate adorned with pure white marble and glittering gold.

Several statues and magnificent sculptures lined up to display the authority of the Imperial Academy.

It was a truly impressive and beautiful sight, but what drew people’s attention even more was…

Clip-clop.

“… Enter safely!”

“I am Jerrain of the Forest family.”

It was the people entering through that gate.

All of them dressed in fancy clothes, riding white horses, and escorted by knights.

They were all noblemen, each with a dignified and elegant charm like princes and princesses straight out of a fairy tale.

Moreover,

Thump!

“Welcome to Flance Imperial Academy.”

The guards saluting with their spears held high and greeting the people entering were beyond merely impressive.

‘It’s fine. Now I just need to get inside.’

Seeing that dazzling sight, I felt as if all the fatigue and resentment I’d experienced so far would melt away once I got inside.

Thus, my steps grew faster.

Stomp, stomp!

Finally, I stood in front of the academy’s main gate, impressive with its beautiful blend of white and gold.


As I slowly joined the line and was about to pass through the gate like the others,

Clang!

“…?”

“Stop right there!”

The spear tips of the guards, who had been welcoming people with disciplined manners, suddenly pointed at me.

‘What’s this?’

Startled by the sudden turn of events, I quickly raised both my hands and shouted,

“Yes, me?!”

At that moment, I saw my reflection on the shiny armor.

Dirty, messy.

I looked like a beggar or a homeless person on the street.

‘Yeah, if I were them, I’d stop someone like me from entering too.’

I quickly raised my arms, clearly showing that I had no intention of resisting.

“I’m, I’m a student here.”

One of the guards, who was aiming his spear at me, slowly approached with a wary look.

“You said you’re a student?”

“Yes, I’m a student here.”

“Then show me your student ID.”

“Well, the thing is…”

I lost my bag, which had my student ID, while being chased by a bear in the bushes.

“I don’t have my student ID, but I really am a student here.”

There was no way to prove my identity at that moment, but I had no choice but to say that.

The guard looked at me with suspicious eyes.

Just then.

“What’s going on?”

Someone who seemed to be of higher rank approached us, asking in a firm tone.

“Ah, Captain. This person says he’s a student here…”

“Then verify his identity.”

“He says he doesn’t have his student ID.”

“What?”

The captain frowned at the report, then stepped closer to me.

“So, you’re saying you are… huh?”

As the captain approached me, he stopped abruptly, narrowing his eyes as if scrutinizing me.

“Kamon Vade?”

Huh? He knows me?

That makes it easier.

“Yes, that’s right. I’m Kamon Vade. I’m a student here.”

I nodded confidently as I said that.

But at the same time,

“K-Kamon Vade?”

“…Is it really Kamon Vade?”

I saw the guards behind him flinch, their voices filled with wariness.

What…?

Why is the atmosphere like this?

Sensing the tension, I quickly spoke up.

“So, now that my identity is confirmed, can I go inside?”

“…”

The captain, who had been staring at me intensely, sighed reluctantly and nodded.

“…Yes, you may enter.”

What’s with the sudden sigh?

Puzzled by the captain’s incomprehensible attitude, I quickly moved forward.

Stomp, stomp.

Then, I heard the hushed voices from behind.

“He finally came?”

“I thought he wouldn’t show up. How shameless must he be to come here?”

“If he cared about that, he wouldn’t have done those things in the first place.”

“Ugh, this is going to be a headache.”

The murmuring voices of the guards reached my ears clearly.

It seemed like they were talking about me…

‘Is my reputation really this bad?’

I realized anew what kind of status and treatment Kamon Vade received in this world.

‘Anyway, this is not the time to worry about that. I need to get a new student ID first.’

With that thought, I headed straight to the administration office.

In the administration office, a middle-aged woman with a weary, expressionless face was seated.

“Excuse me.”

I spoke cautiously, but she didn’t even look at me, just extending her hand and mumbling.

“Student ID.”

“Ah, well, I lost mine…”

“Lost it?”

At my response, the woman turned her head to look at me.

“You’re Kamon, right?”

“Pardon?”

She sighed deeply, then muttered.

“Did you get into trouble again?”

“Trouble?”

What on earth had Kamon done to be recognized by even the administration staff?

“No, nothing like that.”

“Then why did you lose your student ID?”

I got tricked by a village chief, chased by a bear, and lost it… Do I really need to explain all that?

“Does there have to be a reason?”

The woman shrugged her shoulders, answering indifferently.

“No, there doesn’t need to be a reason. Just a moment.”

She then pulled something out of a drawer, dipped it in a round pot, and handed it to me.

“Here, take it.”

I reached out quickly and received a student ID with Kamon Vade’s name and face on it.

“…Is that all?”

“Yes, it’s done. Your student ID is reissued. Do you need anything else?”

“No, thank you.”

Not wanting to talk any longer with the annoying admin lady, I quickly left the office.

At that moment,

“Kamon!”

I saw three people urgently running towards me from the steps outside.

‘What, what’s this?’

Three people of different builds.

They looked like a hopeless trio, clearly reflecting their misfit nature.

“W-Who are you…?”

However, before I could finish speaking, they approached with teary eyes and murmured,

“Kamon-nim, are you alright?”

“We just heard. You’ve returned to the academy!”

“Oh my, look at your damaged skin. You must have gone through a lot of stress.”

Who are these guys?

Could they be friends?

“Kamon-nim?”

But they were using such respectful and formal language, it seemed unlikely they were just friends.

Judging by their identical uniforms, they were definitely students at the academy.

‘Oh, could they be juniors instead of friends?’

But wait a minute.

I’m a new student, so how could I have juniors?

‘What the… Then they must be at least my age, you idiots.’

However, they seemed completely unconcerned with my thoughts and continued talking incessantly.

“We were so worried when we heard about what happened. We wanted to visit you, but we couldn’t get permission to leave.”

“But we kept praying for you. After all, Kamon-nim did nothing wrong. You were just trying to teach that lowly commoner a proper lesson…”

“Hold on a second.”

Even though just talking with them was draining, I quickly gathered my thoughts as I faced the academy students for the first time.

‘This could actually work out well.’

They clearly seemed to be followers of Kamon. This was a good opportunity to find out the current situation of Kamon Vade.

“You guys. Tell me everything about our relationship and the memories we share.”

“…What?”

“W-Why are you suddenly asking, Kamon-nim?”

Seeing their uneasy expressions, I continued with a serious face.

“Right now, I can’t trust anyone easily.”

“Gasp!”

They simultaneously covered their mouths at my softly spoken words.

“So, tell me everything you know.”

“Understood. Of course, we will tell you everything.”

They nodded and answered, and I tried to keep my expression steady as I spoke.

“Then, while I was gone… No, tell me everything you know about what has happened so far.”

A moment later.

“…”

Their names were Sol, Crollin, and Mork?

Names that sounded strangely familiar… Ah, right.

Troll, Goblin, and Orc.

Yeah, these guys were the Monster Trio!

They appeared briefly in the original story.

They were also defeated by Kyle after picking a fight with him, just like Kamon.

‘Wait, what?’

I tilted my head, puzzled by my vivid recollection of these minor characters who appeared only for a few pages in the early part of the novel.

‘Is my memory really this good?’

But soon,

‘Well, it’s good to remember things clearly.’

I asked Sol Crensh, who seemed to be the leader of the trio.

“So Sol, is that all?”

“Yes, Kamon-nim. But why are you calling us by our real names?”

“Huh?”

“You always called us Troll, Goblin, and Orc. It feels like you’re distant from us now. Haha.”

…Did Kamon really do that?

‘No matter how you look at it, those names are so lame. Why would anyone use them?’

Even if they were minor characters who appeared briefly, giving them such ridiculous names would definitely attract criticism.

Anyway,

‘Thankfully, things are not too different from what I know in the original story.’

The original Kamon Vade grew jealous and even harbored hatred towards the commoner protagonist, Kyle. He eventually planned to attack him.

But things got complicated, and the princess got involved, leading Kamon to accidentally attack Princess Francia instead of Kyle.

…Well, that’s all over now.

“So, Kamon-nim, is everything fine now? No additional punishments or anything?”

“Will you be able to resume your academy life once the suspension is lifted?”

At Crollin and Mork’s questions, I replied casually, not thinking much of it.

“Oh, punishment? It ended with me being kicked out of the Vade family.”

“What?”

“Y-You got expelled from the Vade family?”

“Does that mean you’ve been demoted to a commoner?”

The Monster Trio seemed slightly panicked by my words, but I nodded.

“Yes, that’s what happened.”

“…”

Suddenly, their expressions began to change in a strange way.

What’s this?

Their demeanor clearly shifted, and I was left bewildered.

And then,

“What? So we’ve been talking to a filthy commoner all this time?”

“Hah, this is unbelievable.”

They began cursing and glaring at me with looks of intense disdain and disgust.

‘…Huh?’

What was happening all of a sudden?
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“Wow, this is unbelievable. So, we’ve been calling a guy who got demoted to a commoner ‘nim’ all this time? Ugh.”

“It’s okay. We didn’t know. It could happen.”

Crollin and Mork exchanged words and gagged.

“…It could happen, my ass. If something changes, he should’ve told us immediately. Don’t you think?”

Sol Crensh also muttered with an incredulous expression.

“……”

For a moment, I was at a loss for words due to the sudden situation, but I quickly started thinking.

Uh, let’s sort this out.

Originally, Kamon Vade was an extreme classist who hated, no, despised commoners in the original story.

And the Monster Trio here were his followers.

‘They must have shared and agreed with the same ideology to hang out and follow him, right?’

So, hearing that I was kicked out of the Vade family and became a commoner must have made them change their attitude so quickly.

“Wow, this is amazing.”

I couldn’t help but laugh sarcastically and mutter.

“Are you laughing? Are we funny to you?”

“Did your brain melt along with your status demotion?”

Their previous respectful demeanor was gone, and they were now picking a fight like third-rate punks, making me shake my head.

Then.

“Hey.”


Thunk!

Sol Crensh lightly pushed my shoulder and continued speaking.

“Are you upset?”

“…What?”

“Honestly, you were only scary when you were part of the Vade Marquis family. Now, you’re just a dirty commoner. Isn’t that right?”

“Hehe, yeah. So, what are you gonna do? Attack us? You know a commoner attacking a noble for no reason is a direct death sentence, right?”

Death sentence?

Was there a rule like that?

What a wonderful world view this place has…

“What’s the use of being a magical genius now? You’re just a commoner. Hahaha.”

Watching Crollin and Mork still snickering and mocking me, I sighed lightly.

“Haa, this is really interesting. I’ve never experienced racial discrimination, but…”

Experiencing class discrimination is new.

It was a very unfamiliar and strange feeling, but it wasn’t something I could describe as good.

Therefore.

“Can you handle this?”

“What?”

“What did he just say? Handle it? Did he say ‘handle’? This idiot…”

Thunk, thunk!

“Whatever. So, what can you do? Hit us, dirty commoner? Are you gonna hit us?”


Sol Crensh pushed my shoulder again as he asked.

I couldn’t help but smile.

Sol, Crollin, and Mork. All three got expelled from the academy and their families fell apart. One got caught in treason, one in smuggling, and the last in human trafficking, right?

“He’s laughing again? This bastard is really crazy…”

Thunk!

“Ah!”

I kicked his shin impulsively.

At the same time.

“Sol! Are you crazy?!”

“You just hit a noble, didn’t you? You definitely hit him, right?!”

Crollin and Mork shouted, pointing their fingers at me in shock.

But ignoring their words, I grabbed Sol by the collar as he writhed in pain.

Swish!

Our faces were close, almost touching.

“What… what are you doing?!”

I whispered in his ear.

“Your father did something quite interesting, didn’t he?”

“What?”

“Maybe there’ll be a huge headline in tomorrow’s newspaper. ‘Baron Crensh colludes with the Kingdom of Zenon.’”

“…!”


Seeing his pupils dilate instantly, I realized my knowledge and memory were spot on.

“You…!”

“Think carefully, Sol. What should you do now?”

Sol, looking dazed for a moment, slowly stepped back.

“Sol, what are you doing! We should report this guy to the guards right now.”

“Yeah, we need to report him…”

Despite Crollin and Mork’s frantic shouting,

“Shut up!”

Sol silenced them, then after staring at me for a while, spoke again.

“Let’s just go.”

“What?”

“Sol, what are you…”

“Oh, fuck it. Let’s just go!”

He swore and turned around, walking away without hesitation.

Crollin and Mork, bewildered by his sudden action, quickly followed him.

“Sol, wait for us!”

“Yeah, wait!”

Watching their retreating figures, I couldn’t help but let out a wry laugh.

“Ha, what should I even say to this?”

Yeah, this isn’t easy.

It’s not easy at all.

Why did it have to be this kind of guy, at this timing…

No, why did I even get transported into a novel in the first place?

“Hoo, alright.”

Complaining here won’t help much.

So.

“Let’s check out the dormitory. My stuff should be there.”

Without any clothes to change into, securing my belongings was the priority.

Just as I was about to move.

“Wait, but.”

I stopped in my tracks, standing there blankly.

‘This feels like déjà vu…’

I don’t know where this guy’s dorm is.

“Ha, can I really survive here?”

Suddenly, I felt like I could see the countless problems I’d have to face in the future.

* * *

The Flance Imperial Academy, the setting of the original novel, was almost like an independent city.

Its founding dean, Elizabeth Tranteil, was not only a close friend of the Empire’s Emperor in private, but also a hero who had sealed the Demon King as a member of the Hero Party in the past.

The Flance Empire spared no expense in providing immense support for her.

As a result, the Flance Imperial Academy was built on land larger than many noble territories, constructed with the Empire’s best technologies over a long period.

The novel described the academy’s scenery like this:

[… Countless arched bridges, towering spires and columns, and other splendid and grand buildings, everything was a perfect and beautiful work of art.]

“Certainly, the original description wasn’t wrong.”

But as I looked around, I tilted my head at the surroundings of the academy.

“But can they build such tall buildings with medieval technology?”

Well, they built pyramids in ancient times, so it’s possible.

‘But those were tombs built by Pharaohs with state power. This is just a school.’

…I guess the founding dean must have been really amazing.

Let’s just move on.

Shaking my head to convince myself, I continued walking.

Asking people and students passing by, I finally arrived at a building that exceeded my expectations.

“…This is Kamon Vade’s dorm?”

[Elijah Hall]

Seeing the name carved in glittering emerald on a golden plaque, I looked around again.

The large iron gate guarded by soldiers and the magnificent garden beyond it.

The splendid buildings spaced out at regular intervals…

“This isn’t a dormitory. It’s practically a palace.”

As only the children of high-ranking noble families could stay here, the security was also very tight.

Clang!

Just like at the main gate, the guards blocked my path with their spears, silently asking who I was.

Carefully, I spoke.

“…I’m a student living here.”

The guards slightly bowed and retracted their spears.

At that moment.

Creak!

The iron gate suddenly opened, and a maid stepped out.

“We’ve been expecting you,Master Kamon.”

“Huh? Me?”

“Yes,Master Kamon. This way, please.”

Following the maid’s formal guidance, I entered the dormitory.

Soon, I found a nameplate with my name on it in the building at the center of Elijah Hall.

[Kamon Vade]

‘Wait, I get to use an entire building by myself?’

Yes, not just a room, not just a floor, but an entire building.

The sheer scale and opulence left my mouth hanging open.

“You may go inside now.”

Creak.

As the door opened, all I could say was,

“Amazing.”

Everything sparkled, and the floor made of pristine white marble exuded luxury.

Even the walls, painted in a color that protected the eyes…

Thud, thud!

“The soundproofing is perfect. Ahh!”

I knocked on the wall and shouted as loud as I could, but there wasn’t even the slightest echo.

And then,

Click!

“What is this? Is this a… refrigerator?”

A high-tech marvel that couldn’t possibly exist in a medieval setting stood in one corner.

Of course, it wasn’t an electronic appliance using scientific coolants…

“Is that a mana stone?”

Blue hemispherical orbs at the top and bottom continually emitted a chill.

‘Is this magic engineering or something?’

Plop!

“Wow, this bed is really soft.”

Besides the soft and cozy bed, there were antique furnishings.

Creak.

“Is this… a bathroom?”

The bathroom was significantly larger than my studio apartment back home, and I couldn’t help but be amazed.

Whoosh!

The water flowed perfectly.

Wow, there’s even a shower?

“Is this heaven?”

I couldn’t help but blurt out as I threw myself onto the bed.

Plush!

The enormous bed, big enough for a dozen people, warmly and comfortably embraced my exhausted body.

“Ah, this is great.”

What? Bed is science?

Don’t make me laugh. Bed is magic engineering.

‘I’d bet all my money that sleeping here guarantees the best sleep and complete eradication of fatigue.’

A space that combined comfort, convenience, and luxury.

Everything was perfect up to this point.

No, it was beyond perfect—it was a place I’d want to stay in forever.

But.

“…Can I really live here?”

I was now a student demoted from nobility to commoner status, having been expelled from my family.

Could someone like me continue to stay in such a grand place?

‘But dormitory contracts are usually for a year, right? So, I should be able to stay here at least until the end of this year, right?’

There’s always a chance, however slim—one in a million, or even one in a billion. Isn’t that right?

Click, click!

Hmm? What’s that sound?

…It’s the sound of my wishful thinking going into overdrive and burning out completely.

Just then,

Knock, knock!

“Master Kamon.”

At the maid’s call, I quickly turned my head and answered.

“Ah, yes. What is it?”

“Do you have any personal belongings you need to pack?”

“Huh? Belongings? What belongings?”

The maid responded in a soft voice to my question.

“As of today, Master Kamon, you must vacate Elijah Hall.”

Of course, my prediction didn’t miss the mark.
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“So, you must leave here immediately. If you don’t have any personal belongings to pack, we will send them to you later.”

I clenched my fists at the maid’s firm explanation.

No, I couldn’t just leave quietly like this.

Though I usually preferred to let things go smoothly, this was a time to be persistent, even if it meant being a nuisance.

I couldn’t just give up such a wonderful dormitory!

‘They say even a hated person gets an extra rice cake. It’s worth trying at least once.’

“Wait a minute. Why? Why are you suddenly telling me to leave?”

“Well, that’s because…”

The maid hesitated for a moment, then continued with a faint smile.

“The academy administration has issued a forced eviction order. This dormitory is only for ‘high-ranking noble’ families.”

She then spoke in a businesslike, decisive tone.

“Currently, Master Kamon is not part of the Vade family, so you no longer have the right to stay here.”

“But usually, dormitory contracts are on an annual basis, right? So, until the end of this school year, I…”

“Sorry to interrupt, but dormitory contracts are per semester. Moreover, the academy can terminate the contract at any time due to changes in status or circumstances.”

Oh… um…

Really? Is there such an unfair contract?

Just then,

“Excuse me.”

Another group of maids entered through the open door.


“Wait, but…”

But they ignored my cries and started inspecting and moving everything they considered my personal belongings out of the building without any hesitation.

“…”

Seeing them proceed without hesitation, cutting off my feeble resistance, I felt a slight sense of helplessness.

“Ha, seriously…”

I had hoped, but it turned out as expected.

First, the Monster Trio incident, and now being kicked out of the dormitory.

All because I was no longer a noble…

‘Right, this is the medieval era.’

Maybe this was just the natural order of things.

A world where one’s status determined everything about a person.

I had somewhat guessed this would happen.

Having been expelled from the family, the ensuing backlash was bound to be severe.

‘Hoo, stay calm.’

It’s not like it was something I hadn’t expected, right?

“Then where will I stay now? If I’m kicked out of the dormitory, do I have to sleep on the streets?”

At my question, the maid raised one eyebrow slightly.

Then,

“Master Kamon has already been assigned another dormitory room. You will move there now.”

Another dormitory?


This was a dormitory for high-ranking nobles, so it must be a dormitory for commoners over there, right?

Sure enough.

“…Is this really the place?”

“Yes, this is the dormitory building where you will stay from now on, Master Kamon.”

Wait a minute.

I think the maid misunderstood my question…

‘Is this really a building where people can live?’

The old, decrepit high-rise building looked like it could collapse at any moment.

As I stared at the shabby dormitory with a bewildered expression,

Creak!

‘What’s that sound?’

Thud!

“……”

Something that looked like part of the building materials fell from the other side.

“Did you hear that… No, wasn’t that from the building?”

The maid maintained her businesslike attitude and spoke firmly.

“This place does not have the support of the staff. Please keep that in mind and let us know if you have any questions.”

“No, I mean, did you hear that sound just now? Didn’t that fall from the building?!”

“Well, I sincerely hope you have a pleasant stay. Excuse me.”

The maid, who only said what she had to, bowed slightly and left.


“Ah…”

I stood there in a daze, watching her walk away.

And then,

Creak, creak.

The terrible sound that followed seemed to symbolize my future.

* * *

A dorm room filled with a musty and damp moldy smell.

“This place is worse than the tiny room I lived in as a kid.”

Crackle.

The floor looked like it would break with the slightest pressure, and the ceiling accessories seemed like they could fall at any moment.

“Wow, can people really live here?”

Squeak, squeak!

Oh, there were even some friends living here?

I shook my head quickly as I stood there, overwhelmed by the horrendous surroundings.

“No, let’s think positively. Positively.”

Plop!

I plopped down on the bed, which seemed somewhat usable, and scratched my head, trying to compose myself.

“At least this is better than sleeping outside like before…”

The image of Elijah Hall flashed in my mind.

“…No, that’s nonsense. Damn, this class discrimination is ridiculous. Damn medieval era!”

What? A world full of knights, magic, romance, and adventure?

Don’t make me laugh.

This place is hell. The worst hell that exists in reality!

How can a person’s treatment and environment change so drastically just because of their parents’ status?

‘And why am I stuck in this world, suffering like this?’

Growl.

At this moment, my stomach growled loudly, reminding me of my hunger.

“Ha, now I’m hungry too?”

Anyone would think I was a beggar.

Growl!

Once the hunger hit, it was surprisingly intense.

“…Let’s get something to eat first.”

In the original novel, the academy had a cafeteria for students.

The problem was, I had no idea where it was.

“What do I actually know?”

I knew the story but had no practical information.

I had no idea about the layout of the academy.

“Hmm, let’s go outside and ask.”

Having made that decision, I looked around.

Soon, I found boxes containing Kamon Vade’s belongings.

“Oh, this will do.”

Satisfied with the sight of a high-quality hoodie, I nodded and muttered to myself.

“Did they even have hoodie designs in this era?”

Ah, who cares.

What does it matter now?

After all, having air conditioning and showers in a medieval era didn’t make sense either.

This is a fictional world, so anything is possible.

If I pull the hood down over my head and cover my eyes…

Standing in front of the mirror stained with smudges, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

“Doesn’t look much different than I thought.”

Oh well, whatever.

With that thought settled, I opened the door and stepped outside.

Creak.

As soon as the door opened,

“Oh my, what’s going on?”

“So, she said…”

I saw students noisily coming and going in the hallway.

With my hoodie pulled low over my head, I tried to slip past them quietly…

“Isn’t that Kamon Vade?”

…but as soon as I heard someone’s words,

“Huh?”

“What?”

Several students in the bustling hallway turned their eyes toward me.

And then…

“……”

The hallway fell silent instantly.

“…It really is Kamon Vade?”

“Wh-what is he doing here? This is the commoner dorm.”

They mumbled with pale faces, quickly trying to distance themselves from me.

‘Seriously, even with the hood, they recognized me this quickly?’

Feeling the need to scratch the back of my head, I raised my hand.

But then.

“Eek!”

A nearby female student screamed in surprise and stumbled backward.

“Oh no! Watch out!”

I quickly reached out to grab her as she fell.

“Oops?”

Ah, I was too late…

Thud!

She hit her head on the hallway wall and collapsed to the floor.

“J-Jane!”

“K-Kamon did it again…”

“…She fainted.”

The atmosphere turned icy, and fearful eyes turned toward me.

“Wait a minute. You saw it too, right? I didn’t do this. She just tripped.”

“Jane… Sniff.”

But the other girl, who seemed to be her companion, burst into tears, making my excuses sound hollow.

‘No, seriously, it wasn’t me!’

Feeling utterly wronged, I grabbed the shoulder of the crying student.

“Hey, you saw it, right? She just tripped!”

But she, too…

“Urrk.”

Overwhelmed by fear, she foamed at the mouth and fainted.

“What, again?!”

Startled, I let go of her shoulder.

Thud!

Two unconscious girls lay on the floor of the hallway.

“……”

Everyone held their breath and watched me in silence.

I sighed deeply and tried to reach out to them.

“Can someone call for help…”

But my actions only caused more panic.

“K-Kamon is going berserk.”

Someone’s terrified shout echoed, followed by,

“R-run!”

“Ahhh, Kamon Vade! Please don’t kill us!”

“S-Somebody save us!”

Everyone fled in a frenzy.

Thud, thud, bang!

Thud, thud, thud, thud, bang!

Students rushed into their rooms with the speed of blood surging through unclogged arteries.

Whoosh!

In an instant, the bustling hallway emptied, leaving only the two unconscious girls.

“……”

I stood there silently for a moment, then carefully moved the two girls to the end of the hallway.

Growl!

My stomach growled loudly again, and I sighed.

“Hah, guess I have no choice.”

Muttering, I headed to the end of the crumbling building’s first floor.

—

[Dormitory Office]

—

Arriving at the dormitory office, I knocked without hesitation.

Knock, knock.

“…Yes, come in.”

An unexpectedly familiar and clear voice responded from inside.

‘Huh? That sounds like a woman.’

I checked the nameplate on the door again.

“This is the dormitory office, right? But why…?”

Is the manager a woman?

Not that it matters, but it’s still surprising.

With that thought, I cautiously opened the door.

Creak.

And immediately,

“Oh, I didn’t expect you to come so soon, Master Kamon.”

Seeing the manager recognize me and greet me, I couldn’t help but look puzzled.

‘This person is…’

It was the maid who had guided me from Elijah Hall to this dormitory.

“I’m here to see the manager.”

“Yes, you’ve come to the right place. I am the manager here.”

She smiled faintly and asked,

“How can I help you, Master Kamon?”

So she was the manager here? Is that why she ignored my questions earlier?

Many thoughts crossed my mind, but I shook my head and asked what I needed to know.

“I’m trying to get to the cafeteria, but I don’t know the way. Could you tell me how to get there?”

“You mean the way to the ‘cafeteria’?”

“Yes, the student cafeteria.”

“…Of course. I can certainly tell you.”

Phew, finally.

I could finally go to the cafeteria.

Growl.

“So, how do I get there?”

The manager, who had been staring at me, gave a meaningful smile and began explaining.

“To get to the cafeteria, go straight out here, then you’ll see the main road…”

She kindly explained the directions to the cafeteria in a way I could understand.

‘Huh? She’s more polite than I thought.’

Although a bit self-centered, she doesn’t seem like a bad person.

…At least, that’s what I thought at the time.
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“This student cafeteria is quite dazzling.”

It was just a cafeteria for students to eat.

But there were spires, gold bells, and stained glass.

It looked like a very luxurious restaurant in Europe.

No, I had to correct myself.

“The dormitory and now the cafeteria are practically palaces.”

Tall, grand, and beautiful architecture that seemed to reach the sky.

And the sight of academy students lined up to enter.

“But why is my dorm falling apart?”

Feeling a surge of emotion, I quickly shook my head to calm myself.

‘Phew, I’m a commoner now. Commoners stay in places like that.’

It had only been a few days since I landed in this world, but I had already been completely gaslit into accepting this reality.

Nobles live like nobles, and commoners live like commoners. Right?!

“…Wait, does that mean this is a noble-exclusive cafeteria too?”

No way.

Would they really segregate even meal times?

Growl.

Forget it, let’s just eat.

“Students can eat for free here, right?”


This was a real blessing.

Compared to the dorm I used to live in, this was unimaginable.

‘I once fell for an ad that promised meals, only to find moldy rice and near-rotten kimchi every day…’

I even got food poisoning twice.

Recalling the miserable days of my early twenties as Kang Hyunsoo, I quickly shook my head to erase those memories.

I then joined the line to enter the cafeteria.

Beep!

‘Huh?’

Hearing a sound from the front, I looked over.

Beep!

“What’s that?”

Every time a student entered, they tapped their student ID on some kind of pillar.

‘…Is that a transportation card?’

Beep!

Suddenly, I felt as if the original novel’s author appeared in front of me to explain.

My novel, you see.

It’s a **classic** fantasy.

A world filled with swords, magic, and fairies, full of romance and adventure.

Since it’s a medieval fantasy world.

Ah, but modern conveniences are a hassle, so let’s make everything else modern.


Refrigerators, showers, air conditioning, or even card readers.

Is that okay?

‘Of course, it’s okay. I welcome it with open arms.’

Imagining the author winking, I quickly nodded.

Come to think of it, the novel **Heroic Legend – The Sacred Sword’s Choice** had many settings that were extremely convenient for the author.

I didn’t pay much attention while reading it…

Damn, I’m liking this author more and more.

“Well, then…”

I confidently placed my student ID on the card reader that combined magical engineering and modern technology.

At that moment.

Beep! Beep! Beep!

The pillar, which looked like a card reader, started flashing red lights.

Buzz!

“What’s this?”

A staff member at the entrance of the cafeteria hurried over to the pillar.

“What’s going on?”

He quickly ran over, looked at the flashing pillar, then turned to me.

“Can I check your student ID?”

“Of course.”

As he examined it slowly, he tilted his head, then glanced at me.


“Kamon Vade?”

“Yes.”

Nodding immediately, the staff member cleared his throat a few times and looked away.

“Ahem, ahem. This ID is not allowed to enter here.”

“What? Why not? I heard there are no restrictions on using the cafeteria.”

“Well… this is a noble-exclusive cafeteria.”

The staff’s finger naturally pointed somewhere.

I followed his finger and saw the inscription.

[Noble-exclusive Cafeteria]

Ah, it was because of my status after all.

“Kamon, you are no longer a noble, so you cannot use this place. Please go to the commoners’ cafeteria.”

Damn this class system.

They even segregate meal times like this?

But wait.

“Why did that maid tell me to come here?”

She knew I was a commoner now…

Wait, hold on?

This feels familiar?

The image of the village chief with a sinister smile and the maid, no, the dormitory manager, looking at me with the same expression flashed in my mind.

“No, no.”

I shook my head hard, trying to dismiss the strong suspicion that had momentarily surfaced.

“No, it can’t be… or maybe it can. Damn it, they both did it on purpose.”

As I muttered to myself,

“Ha, haha.”

I heard mocking laughter from behind.

I turned around and saw the Monster Trio, who had fled earlier, standing there.

Of course, Sol couldn’t even meet my eyes.

“Can’t even use the cafeteria now, huh?”

“Haha, of course not. He’s a filthy commoner, trying to dine with nobles?”

The other two burst into laughter, mocking me.

“Hey, stop it.”

Sol turned his gaze away, trying to stop them.

But.

“Why? It’s true. He’s a dirty commoner.”

These guys still didn’t get it.

I had no choice. I’d reveal all their secrets too…

“Who just called someone a filthy commoner?”

A cold, low voice interrupted.

“…!”

All the students, and even the staff lined up at the cafeteria, turned to look.

And then.

Clack, clack.

The sharp sound of high heels echoed around.

It felt like time slowed down, like in a movie or drama scene.

‘She is…’

As if she were parting the Red Sea, a figure emerged through the crowd, walking a path of her own.

With striking golden hair, porcelain skin, a sharp nose, and full pink lips, her stunning appearance embodied the word “beauty.” I stood there, mouth agape, until I heard the shocking words that jolted me awake.

“P-Princess Francia?”

The words hit me like a bucket of ice water.

‘P-Princess? That’s her?’

“Didn’t you hear what I just said? Who used that word?”

Her cold voice rang out again, and the students in front of the cafeteria turned their heads, averting their gaze and making way for her.

The Monster Trio was now directly facing the princess.

“Well, you see…”

The trio, who had been confidently insulting me moments before, now stuttered in obvious discomfort.

“Was it you?”

“…It wasn’t me, Your Highness. It was him.”

“Yes, it was him alone.”

The loyalty of the Monster Trio extended only so far. Sol and Crollin quickly assessed the situation and threw Mork under the bus.

“Is that so?”

“Y-Your Highness, I mean, I was just…”

Abandoned by his friends, Mork broke into a cold sweat, unable to meet her eyes as he stammered.

Seeing him quivering, the previously icy Francia’s lips twitched slightly.

Then she asked,

“Why are you shaking so much? It’s not like I’m going to eat you.”

With a chilling smile, Princess Francia’s words finally broke Mork.

“I-I’m sorry, Your Highness. I was only directing my words at Kamon Vade. I had no intention of insulting other commoner students.”

You idiot.

Why did you have to mention my name?

Damn, this situation is getting worse…

“Kamon Vade?”

“Yes, Your Highness, he’s right there.”

Thinking he found a way out, Mork quickly pointed at me.

Her gaze shifted to me.

‘No, this isn’t just bad, it’s the worst, absolute hell.’

When a victim meets their would-be murderer, especially one with immense power, what happens?

They’d want nothing more than revenge.

In this obvious scenario, as Princess Francia and I locked eyes…

“It’s been a while, Kamon. Nice to see you.”

S-She smiled?

Caught off guard by her reaction, I hesitated, then awkwardly responded.

“Uh… Ha, haha. Nice to see you too, Your Highness.”

What’s going on?

Why is she smiling at me?

Why?

All kinds of questions swirled in my head, but I couldn’t find any satisfying answers.

The only possibility that came to mind…

‘Could it be that she’s forgiven Kamon?’

An utterly impossible thought that I quickly shook off.

No, that’s not possible.

Even in the vast world, there’s no one with such an angelic heart.

“It’s not good to use words like that. You should be more careful with your word choices next time.”

Princess Francia explained calmly, and Mork, like a mute, could only nod.

“And Kamon has already paid for his actions and received sufficient punishment, so don’t bother him anymore.”

“W-What? Oh, yes, Your Highness.”

…Wow.

‘Is this the main heroine of the original story?’

She’s an angel.

She’s a true angel.

Someone who can understand and forgive an attacker just because they’ve been punished sufficiently.

‘But was this really her character in the original story?’

Princess Francia, as depicted in the original, usually had passive reactions to the protagonist Kyle’s words and actions, so it was hard to grasp her true personality.

Well, in any case…

‘What’s important is that she stood up for me.’

Other students seemed to be thinking the same, glancing between me and the princess, whispering.

“She’s treating the person who attacked her like this?”

“Our princess is really an angel…”

Hearing the murmurs around me, I could feel Princess Francia’s status rising even higher.

Then,

“Um, Kamon?”

Having finished her conversation with Mork, Princess Francia approached and called my name.

“…Yes? Uh, yes, Your Highness.”

“Can we talk for a moment?”

Alone?

Taken aback by her sudden request, I quickly nodded.

“O-Of course.”

Absolutely, anytime.

For an hour, three hours, or even all day, if needed.

Following Princess Francia to a quiet spot behind the cafeteria, a few students’ gazes trailed us but didn’t linger.

Soon, we were alone.

“So, Your Highness, what did you want to talk about?”

“How does it feel?”

“Pardon?”

“I’m curious about how it feels to fall from being revered to being expelled from your family and hitting rock bottom.”

“……”

The benevolent smile on Princess Francia’s face made me feel a strange discomfort.

‘Something feels off.’

She shrugged and continued.

“It’s not a question that requires an answer, so you don’t have to if you don’t want to. Also…”

Her voice trailed off, and her smile faded as she leaned in close to my face.

What is this?

Why is she acting like this?

“Hey, Kamon Vade. Or should I call you just Kamon now?”

“…?!”

“Never mind, you’ll be kicked out soon anyway, so who cares about your name. Anyway!”

Her expression turned to one of disdain as she glared at me.

“Until then, just keep quiet and stay out of trouble if you don’t want to die.”

W-What?

Did she just say what I think she said?

I tried to respond, but my voice stuck in my throat.

“Did you understand?”

Princess Francia, returning to her original distance, smiled warmly once again.
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Chapter 6

“……”

Wasn’t this what one would typically call a twist?

No, a twist was a word used when something you were expecting turned out completely differently.

So, what should this be called?

“Sh…ock?”

He wasn’t sure what word would be appropriate, but the most important thing right now was.

– I believe you understood what I said. So, you should go now.

She waved her hand at him until the end.

“Wow, that’s… creepy. Gives me chills!”

He instinctively wrapped his arms around himself and muttered as he quickly began to walk away.

‘What? Just shut up and stay quiet?’

No, then why did she suddenly appear and help me?

Ah, was it for image-making or something?

To show people she was a princess with a broad mind who even forgave her enemies?

Or was she just a sociopath with a dual personality?

He didn’t know which was correct.

“Seriously, nothing is easy.”

That was his honest impression of the current situation.

It was truly an unconventional world of the novel.


Grrrr!

“Hoo, alright. Let’s just go eat.”

Fed up with the elements that made his life difficult, he hurried his steps.

And soon.

“Is this it?”

He looked at the building in front of him.

The shabby-looking building seemed to introduce itself as ‘a commoner’s restaurant.’

“Yeah, this is more like it.”

Nodding as he looked at the old, decrepit building similar to the newly assigned dormitory, he noticed something.

“But there’s no line here?”

Moreover, unlike the noble-exclusive dining hall, there was no pillar at the entrance checking student IDs.

“Hey, isn’t the treatment a bit too different?”

Muttering to himself, he opened the door and went inside.

Creak.

“……So, in tomorrow’s class……”

“Hey, today’s side dishes are a bit lacking……”

“What are you going to do after eating?”

It was bustling with students gathered in small groups, chatting as they ate, just like a real school cafeteria.

The students were all holding trays, getting their food.

“This is just like a school cafeteria?”


He had imagined a buffet in a medieval academy, but this was a meal distribution.

“Should I just get in line over there?”

As he was about to line up behind the others.

“Huh? Ka, Kamon Vade?”

With someone’s voice, dozens, hundreds of eyes instantly turned to him.

“……”

Well, he was used to this by now.

Ignoring the stares, he grabbed a silver tray and approached the distribution area.

At that moment.

“……M-move.”

“Ah, don’t push!”

“Just get out of the way.”

There was a commotion, with some falling over and others avoiding his gaze in fear.

Step.

Flinch.

Why were they flinching when he hadn’t done anything?

……He was just walking.

Thud.

Flinch!

No, this was better.


It was much better than getting into another fight. And he could get his food quickly.

Step by step.

Flinch! Flinch!

Ignoring the endless reactions to his every move, he got his food and side dishes, then looked around for a place to sit.

“But there’s nowhere… to sit?”

Large tables were occupied by only one or two people each, making the vast place look almost full.

It wasn’t easy to find a table to use alone.

“Well, I’ll just sit anywhere.”

Muttering to himself, he headed to a table where three students were sitting.

Step by step.

Flinch, flinch.

The students reacted to his footsteps and their eyes wouldn’t leave him.

‘Hah, is this how animals in the zoo feel?’

No wonder those animals were always angry or stressed.

Now he understood after experiencing it himself.

Thunk, creak.

As he put his tray down and pulled out a chair.

Creak, thud!

The other students stood up simultaneously.

“……L-let’s go.”

“Ah, I’m so full.”

Yeah, great. Just get out of here.

Even better. I could use this big table all to myself.

It was comfortable and pleasant.

“Thank you for the meal.”

Just the thought of finally having a proper meal made him smile, and he even started to hum a tune as he took a spoonful of soup.

Clank!

Someone’s tray suddenly landed across from him.

And then,

“You’re eating here?”

“Hmm?”

He looked up at the unfamiliar voice to find a strikingly handsome boy with black hair and emerald-green eyes.

‘Oh…?’

The face seemed familiar.

“Are you eating alone?”

The boy asked with a slight smile, and it quickly clicked for him.

‘Ah, I remember now.’

It was the face drawn on the main cover of the novel.

Yes, he was the chosen hero of this world.

The hero who rescued Princess Francia from Kamon Vade’s clutches.

“Kyle Perrion.”

He was the true protagonist of the novel.

‘Stay calm, Kang Hyunsoo.’

There was no need to cause trouble here.

Normally, he would have been surprised or would have freaked out, asking why he was here.

But he was different now.

‘If I stay calm, I can continue to enjoy this delicious meal.’

Grrrr.

He hadn’t even had a proper bite yet and didn’t want any trouble.

“…….”

But the atmosphere around him had already heated up.

Every student in the cafeteria was staring at him and Kyle, their gazes filled with curiosity, interest, and a bit of fear.

‘It won’t be easy, but I have to get through this.’

Even if Kyle tried to pick a fight, he’d just laugh it off.

Yeah, he had been through worse in the real world. He could handle this kid.

He just needed to smile and greet him warmly.

“Nice……”

Wait a minute!

Was that really appropriate?

They weren’t on good terms to exchange greetings like friends, right?

“……to see you.”

He hastily changed his words, trying to defuse the situation, but it made things sound even weirder.

Damn, this wasn’t right!

It looked like he was the one picking a fight now.

“Ha, haha. Right, Kamon. You never were happy to see me.”

Kyle responded with a casual laugh, and he breathed a sigh of relief inwardly.

‘Thank goodness.’

“But Kamon, why are you eating here?”

“What?”

“No, I mean, why are you eating here?”

“…….”

Of course, it was because he was kicked out of his family and downgraded to a commoner.

…but he couldn’t exactly say that.

That would make it seem like he was the one picking a fight again.

“Kamon, can’t you hear me?”

I can hear you. Very clearly.

And it’s driving me nuts, hahaha.

“Kamon?”

Ah, screw it.

“……I’m not a noble anymore.”

“Hmm?”

“I got kicked out of my family.”

He said it with tense resignation and quickly added to avoid any misunderstanding.

“Of course, I don’t blame you, Kyle……”

“Ah, so that’s why you’re here? I wondered what had happened. Enjoy your meal, Kamon.”

“Hmm?”

“Why, Kamon? Did you have something to say?”

“……No. Nothing.”

Seeing Kyle’s slightly apologetic expression, he wondered if he had misunderstood something.

“Ah, sorry. It was rude of me to leave after sitting down first. I have friends I’m supposed to eat with today. Let’s eat together next time. See you later, Kamon.”

With a smile still on his face, Kyle waved lightly and left, leaving him staring blankly.

‘Wait, was he really just curious about why I was eating here?’

Not trying to pick a fight or anything?

“Man, what is this?”

As the tension left his body, he couldn’t help but mutter.

Both Kyle and Princess Francia were behaving in ways he couldn’t predict with common sense.

‘Were they like this in the original novel?’

The characters in the novel had always responded to upcoming events and situations.

They weren’t particularly unpredictable or difficult to understand.

Grrrr.

“Enough, let’s eat first.”

He could think about it later.

* * *

Knock, knock.

“……What is it?”

“I have something to ask.”

He found the maid who had directed him to the ‘noble-exclusive cafeteria’ again.

“……You seem to be quite curious about many things, Kamon.”

She replied with a slight smile, and he nodded.

Of course, he was curious.

He needed to understand why the reactions were so extreme.

He had to know, and she was the only one he could ask.

“So, what do you want to know this time?”

“This might sound strange, but I want to know about the things I’ve done in the past.”

“Hmm?”

“Tell me about my past, what you know about me.”

“Hmm…….”

She looked at him for a long time and then,

“Your past?”

“Yes, like any misdeeds or incidents I’ve caused. Tell me about those.”

“…….”

She stared at him for a long time before her demeanor changed.

The smile disappeared from her face as she opened a drawer in her desk.

Thud.

‘……A pipe?’

The maid pulled out an antique pipe, the kind older men might use.

“Do you mind if I smoke?”

“Oh, go ahead.”

Hiss.

She lit the pipe and took a deep drag.

“Hooooo…….”

Thick smoke was blown directly at his face.

Sniff!

Ah, smelling the smoke made him want to smoke too…….

“So you want to know about the misdeeds you’ve committed. Why are you asking that? You should know them yourself.”

“I’ll explain later. Just tell me for now.”

“Interesting. Kamon Vade is curious about such things. But wouldn’t it be quicker to see for yourself?”

“……Pardon?”

Thud!

The maid stood up and moved to the side.

Then,

Thud, thud!

She opened a locked metal file cabinet and threw something onto the desk.

“Here, take a look.”

She said, exhaling thick smoke, and he quickly reached for the documents and began to read.

[Exposing Kamon Vade as a backward, dirty status discriminator.]

The first thing that caught his eye made him nod.

“A status discriminator.”

Well, that was a basic attribute of Kamon. It was the most famous one.

There were several petitions, letters, and complaints.

They detailed fights with other students, skipping classes, destroying or exploding dormitories, and more.

It was a bit more extreme than a troublemaker but justifiably called an insufferable brat or a spoiled bastard.

‘This setting fits perfectly for a third-rate extra villain.’

Seeing the details and stories that weren’t described in the novel being realized made him focus even more.

And after a while,

“Is this all?”

The maid’s lips curled slightly as she quietly puffed on her pipe.

“Why? Did you finish already?”

“Yes, somewhat…….”

If this was all, it seemed odd.

‘This is weaker than I thought, much weaker.’

Given Kamon Vade’s reputation and the students’ reactions, this couldn’t be it.

But if this was all Kamon had done…

‘How delicate are these kids to make such a fuss over this?’

At that moment,

“Wait a moment.”

Click, click.

The maid moved again.

Thud!

“Take a look at this too.”

“This is…….”

It was much lighter than before, but the red skull emblem on the cover was intimidating.

He cautiously reached out, picked up the documents, and began to read.

Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh!

His hands moved faster as he turned the pages.

Thud!

Finally, after setting down the last document,

“How is it? Do you need more explanations?”

“…….”

He couldn’t respond to the maid’s question, who still had the pipe in her mouth, and just stared at the documents on the desk.

[Consent for an illegal fight with third-year student Bern Kashien.]

The opponent received permanent injuries and dropped out.

[Mutual agreement on the assault and coercion of several students.]

At least eight innocent victims.

[Report of threatening and attempting to kidnap a commoner teaching assistant.]

No physical harm, but the shock led to her quitting the job.

Aside from these three standout cases, there were many other comparable crimes.

“Do you need anything else?”

“……No, that’s enough. Thank you.”

Shaking his head, he replied in a subdued voice.

Then,

Creak, thud!

He quietly left and walked slowly.

To somewhere quiet and dark.

And finally, when he reached a suitable place,

“Ha, hahahah.”

He let out a hollow laugh.

“Kamon Vade, you crazy bastard.”

At first, he lightly cursed the owner of the body he had possessed.

Then he recalled the incident that led to his expulsion from the family, the ‘attempted assassination of the princess.’

“What? A third-rate extra villain? Hah, what a load of crap.”

Damn writer, you crazy bastard.

How is this in any way a third-rate extra villain?

This was a top-tier criminal villain level!

And now the problem was……

“……I’m in the body of that bastard. Hahaha.”
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Chapter 7

Lying on the old dormitory bed, I stared blankly at the ceiling, recalling what had happened earlier.

– “…Well, this is just what has been officially proven, so it’s probably not everything. Take care, Mr. Kamon.”

Before I left the room, the maid supervisor exhaled a thick cloud of cigarette smoke and told me that.

“Yeah, I guess. No way that a heinous bastard like him wouldn’t do worse things, right?”

But still.

‘Isn’t this a bit too much, no matter how you look at it?’

Of course, I understand that the contents of this world might differ slightly from what I read in the novel.

But this goes beyond just a slight difference.

“Ah, this is driving me crazy.”

What was the author thinking, depicting this guy as a pathetic third-rate villain?

“Ah, who cares? That’s why the novel was a flop!”

I kicked the bed and vented my emotions for a while, then muttered again, feeling deflated.

“Should I just run away?”

Rather than risking my life here…

Couldn’t I make a living outside by selling something or doing manual labor?

No, wait, I have the knowledge of a modern 21st-century person.

Soap, explosives, hot springs, steelmaking, generators, etc.

I can’t follow every cliché of a fantasy possession story.

But I can imitate them… right?


“No, no way.”

Why should I leave here?

They feed me, give me a place to sleep, and I can stay safe and comfortable here. Why leave on my own?

Since I’ve come this far, I should endure till the end.

“Yeah, damn it. What’s the worst that could happen? I just die, right?”

I really considered that possibility.

What if I’m suddenly attacked while staying here?

For someone who has built up such a history of evil and grudges, I could get killed by a sword or magic while walking down the street.

Moreover, I’ve been demoted from a noble to a commoner now.

“Then I’ll just die.”

Though I said that, I was actually calculating quite coldly inside.

‘Even so, Kamon Vade’s infamy and fear must still be alive. Maybe because of that, they won’t easily harm me.’

That means…

“I must become the perfect Kamon Vade.”

Of course, I don’t mean to commit the same evil deeds, but I have to maintain at least the minimum level of infamy and image that Kamon currently has.

“Alright, Kamon Vade.”

I don’t know how I ended up possessing your body.

‘But from now on, I will truly live as you!’

And right now.

“I should stay inside as much as possible and hide safely. There’s no need to take unnecessary risks.”


Living as Kamon Vade is one thing, but I also need to maintain my current life.

I’m definitely not staying inside out of fear.

Really, I’m not…!

* * *

Thud!

After wandering around the academy, I returned to my dorm room and quickly took off the oversized coat.

“Yeah, this is it.”

Thunk!

“The basics of survival are scavenging.”

In my hand was warm steak and bread wrapped in paper.

“How much experience do I have with survival games?”

X-Ground, X-Ease, X-Out, X-Str, and many more that I can’t count with just my fingers.

This should be enough to last for a few days.

Chomp, chomp!

‘…As long as the ceiling doesn’t suddenly collapse while I’m sleeping.’

Seeing the still precarious state of the room, I sighed and muttered.

“Alright, let’s fix everything while I’m at it.”

Tap, tap!

Rumble, rumble!

Bang, bang!


In preparation for any unforeseen situations, I gathered some materials from outside the dormitory and finished repairing the room.

“Phew, now it feels a bit more livable!”

Plop!

As I threw myself onto the bed.

Creak.

Though there was a slight off-key noise, it no longer sounded like it would collapse at any moment.

“Done….”

Having finished all the repairs and cleaning, I lay down on the bed and looked around with a satisfied expression.

On the right bookshelf, neatly packed bread was stacked.

On the desk in front, though not visible, each drawer was filled with boxes of cookies and chocolate bars.

And in the wardrobe…

“Uh, I need to get more dry ice.”

Sterilized juice and milk bottles were placed, along with a container of dry ice I had stolen from the herbal lab, emitting white vapor.

Unexpected gains I found while wandering around the academy, looking for things to stock up on.

“Heh heh heh.”

A smile, no, a laugh naturally burst out.

All this was the result of my decision to live quietly and unnoticed in my room.

‘Quite a lot has happened.’

From sneaking steaks and bread from the cafeteria.

To smuggling dry ice and ice from the lab, and stealing clothes that wouldn’t easily reveal my identity while wandering around.

Even pilfering supplies like tissues, shampoo, and soap.

“Just looking at it makes me feel proud. It feels really solid!”

Half a year, no, a year? Maybe I could last until graduation from the academy?

“As long as I’m not kicked out, that is.”

Anyway, I felt like I had finally found something proactive I could do.

“Canned food would have been nice too… well, it’s greedy to expect everything from the start.”

Even if there were parts that were lacking right now, there was no need to be impatient. With that thought in mind, I soon got up and stood in front of a broken mirror I had found somewhere.

‘Raise your chin a bit more, look down on them… Curl the corners of your mouth just slightly, to look as sneering as possible!’

Yeah, that’s it.

Taking on a posture that exuded contempt and disdain, I opened my mouth.

“How dare a commoner… No, how dare a mere noble…”

I felt like I might go crazy from the sheer cringe of it.

No, I have to bear it and try again!

“Foolish people. Just die al… Kgh.”

Ugh, I can’t do it.

“Dammit, how do people actually do this?”

Thud!

Shouting like that, I threw myself back onto the bed.

“Actors are really amazing.”

Just as I was starting to feel a newfound respect for professional actors,

Knock, knock.

“Hmm?”

There was a knock on my closed door.

What? Did I hear wrong?

Knock, knock.

There was another knock.

‘Who, who is it?’

Was there someone who would come looking for me?

‘No, no one. Just don’t answer.’

Pretend I’m not here.

If they think the room is empty, they’ll leave soon. There’s no need to invite trouble, right?

Knock, knock.

“Mr. Kamon, please open the door.”

…What?

It was a very familiar voice.

“I know you’re in there. Open the door.”

Isn’t this the maid supervisor’s voice?

Clatter, creak!

As soon as I opened the door, the maid supervisor, holding something that looked quite heavy in one hand, smiled and greeted me.

“Hello, Mr. Kamon. Were you doing something? It took you a while to open the door.”

“What brings you here? All of a sudden?”

“I have some messages to deliver from Professor Delon, among other things.”

“What? Professor Delon?”

“First, take this.”

Thud!

“A letter?”

“Yes, letters from the professors addressed to you, Mr. Kamon.”

Letters from the professors to me?

Why all of a sudden?

“By the way, Professor Delon said that if you don’t attend the dungeon studies class tomorrow, he will fail you. He’s angry that you haven’t shown up since your suspension ended.”

“What?”

Classes? Failing? Suspension ended?

What am I hearing?

“The content of those letters is probably the same as what Professor Delon said.”

“Wait, hold on.”

I interrupted the maid supervisor and asked her to clarify.

“So, you’re saying my suspension has ended?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“When?”

“Didn’t you receive the suspension termination notice?”

“What? Termination notice?”

“I heard that your suspension ended last week. No, it definitely ended.”

Huh?

My suspension ended last week already?

“I believe it was eased because of the forced eviction from Elijah Hall. The punishment was very severe after all.”

“…Why?”

“Pardon?”

“I mean, why did they suddenly reduce the punishment?”

“…?”

The maid supervisor tilted her head and looked at me.

“Isn’t it good that the punishment was reduced? But why…”

“It’s, it’s too… great. I’ve been waiting, but why are you telling me this now? Hahaha.”

I quickly gave an awkward laugh and answered.

“Yes, it’s a bit strange. Usually, in such cases, the student council or the administrative office would send someone directly to notify you…”

Trailing off, she shrugged as if it didn’t matter.

“Anyway, you know you’ve been marked as absent without leave for two days now, right?”

“Absenteeism?”

“Yes, absenteeism.”

“Wait a minute. I didn’t get the termination notice, and now you’re marking me as absent? How is that fair?”

“You should probably take that up with the administrative office or the dean’s office, not me.”

The maid supervisor continued with her business.

“If you miss tomorrow’s class, you might actually fail.”

Creak.

As if she had said everything she needed to, she started to close the door but then added,

“Oh, just so you know, if you fail one more subject this semester, you’ll be expelled.”

“What?”

“You seem to like asking questions repeatedly, Mr. Kamon. Well then, I’ll be going now.”

Thud!

“…”

What is this?

If I don’t attend, I’ll fail, and if I fail even one more subject, I’ll be expelled?

“Ah, seriously… Calm down, let’s think, no, let’s organize first.”

I quickly opened the letters from the other professors that had been delivered to me.

As expected, the contents were similar to what the maid supervisor had said.

“Damn it. Just when I thought I was getting used to things!”

In a situation where the world wouldn’t leave me alone even if I didn’t want to go outside, I gritted my teeth and muttered.

“Should I just barge in? Yeah, that’s it. I have to charge in.”

Careful judgment and situation analysis?

Forget it, what’s the use of that now?

“If I don’t attend classes right now, I’ll be kicked out of the academy.”

Maybe this is a better opportunity for me.

“This might be for the best. I should learn magic or swordsmanship or something.”

I did study a bit in my school days. This is an academy after all, how hard could it be to learn something?

Right?
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Chapter 8

I was now attending Professor Delon’s dungeon studies class, which I had been summoned to.

In the classroom, I saw many familiar faces.

Among them were the Monster Trio who had picked a fight with me and lost, Princess Francia who had threatened me to stay quiet, and Kyle who was waving at me with a bright smile.

‘Why is he always so cheerful…?’

I shook my head slightly, hoping no one noticed, and quickly found an empty seat.

I felt the sharp stares around me but decided to ignore them.

‘Ignore them, ignoring is the best strategy.’

Focusing only on the front, I tried to disregard their gazes.

Then, the door opened with a creak.

A middle-aged man with a splendid beard, holding a book thicker than most dictionaries and wearing a gold-tinted monocle, entered the room.

‘Is that Professor Delon?’

As I expected, the middle-aged man tapped the desk and began to speak.

“Alright, let’s start the class. Everyone, focus.”

Professor Delon drew the attention of the students and asked,

“What class are we studying? Anyone answer.”

A female student quickly raised her hand.

“Go ahead.”

“We’re studying the principles of dungeon creation, discovery, strategy, and escape. Overall, it’s an exploration of comprehensive knowledge about dungeons.”

“Correct.”


Tap, tap.

[Fundamentals and Practice of Dungeon Studies]

He wrote on the whiteboard behind him with black letters.

“Until now, we’ve been learning the basic and fundamental knowledge about dungeons, how to strategize, escape, and survive within them.”

Professor Delon’s gaze swept over the students as he rested his hands on the podium.

“Then let me ask another question.”

Silence fell over the classroom.

“Who can answer the fundamental principles of dungeon creation?”

The same water-blue-haired girl who answered before raised her hand again.

“Go ahead.”

“It’s the distortion of magic power. Most dungeons are created through the natural condensation or explosion of magic power. We learned that understanding these principles can also allow us to create artificial dungeons.”

“…Excellent answer. You get an extra point.”

Professor Delon smiled with satisfaction at the girl.

She seemed very pleased with herself.

This scene feels familiar? Ah, right. Harry Potter… So, is she Hermione?

“Dungeons are created literally because of the distortion of magic power. So, what is the distortion of magic power?”

Distortion of magic power?

So, magic power is the force that creates magic.

And it gets twisted, right?

“Magic power is mana. When mana twists and gets out of alignment, that’s the distortion of magic power. Got it?”


Oh, I got it right.

“Now, who can answer the basic form of mana?”

My heart started to pound.

‘Is this where we finally start learning magic? Mana, magic power, magic! Whatever it is, I’ll learn it all.’

Fireball, Ice Spear, Hellfire, Teleport, and so on!

Ah, just thinking about it makes my heart race!

If I learn that, I can use magic too.

Come on, someone answer quickly.

At that moment, the girl raised her hand again.

‘Great, Hermione!’

Once again, the girl with the water-blue hair raised her hand.

So, what’s the basic form of mana?!

“E^2A=∝U&∂.”

What?

…What is that?

“That’s correct again.”

With a very pleased smile, Professor Delon nodded.

He then continued writing on the blackboard with white chalk, explaining further.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

“The basic form of mana is the formula ‘E^2A=∝U&∂’ as Chelsea said. And when that mana gets twisted, it converts into the distortion of magic power, ‘E*AS^⦡=Å+℃’, and this turns into ∞, creating a dungeon.”


With that, he turned to face the students.

“How is it, simple, right?”

…Pardon?

That’s simple?

* * *

“…Is that magic…?”

What is this?

Did I hear it wrong?

“So, the explanation for deriving the basic mana formula ‘E^2A=∝U&∂’ and the distortion formula ‘E*AS^⦡=Å+℃’ is detailed on page 782 of the book. Make sure to read it later, and next…”

On the blackboard were equations that looked like some alien language I’d never seen or heard before.

“So, the cause and origin of dungeon creation are very simple. As everyone knows, dungeons are like a virus. You know how your face breaks out during exams? That trouble applies to the world and mana, creating dungeons. So this E*AS^⦡=Å+℃’s ∞…”

Ah, I don’t get it.

No matter how I look at it, I don’t understand.

…I’m from the humanities department.

Then, Professor Delon asked the students again.

“How about now, simple, right?”

No, he’s not Bob Ross, how can he say this is simple?

Wait, maybe Professor Delon is teaching some unnecessarily advanced, in-depth course all at once.

That girl, she’s smart, so she knows everything.

Then maybe the other students don’t understand and can’t follow along like me?

‘Ah, why make it complicated? Just check.’

Tap, tap!

I immediately reached out to the student sitting next to me.

“Hey.”

The large guy sitting next to me flinched and looked at me with a startled expression.

Then, he answered in a slightly trembling voice.

“Wh-what? K-Kamon?! Wh-why?”

“Sorry for the sudden question. What’s your name?”

“Huh? B-Bren.”

“Okay, Bren. I have a question.”

“Wh-what is it?”

“Do you understand everything written on the board? Do you get what it means?”

“…Huh?”

“I mean, do you understand all that?”

I pointed to the blackboard and asked again.

“Um…”

Bren tilted his head for a moment, then made a troubled expression as if he had realized something.

What is it? What’s wrong?

Tear.

He suddenly tore a page from his notebook.

“Here.”

Then handed me the torn page.

‘Huh? What’s this…?’

“I didn’t miss any notes. T-today, this is really all I have. So, please…”

He trailed off, almost in tears, making me feel bewildered.

“Ah, no. I was just asking if you understood. I didn’t get it, so I was just curious. Why are you giving me your notes…”

Then he clasped his hands together and muttered desperately.

“Sorry, Kamon. This is really all I have right now. I’ll bring all the dungeon studies notes next time. P-please don’t hit me.”

‘Hit you?’

At that moment, I made eye contact with one of the monster brothers sitting diagonally across from me.

“…”

That guy’s really something.

“Hmm.”

Flinch.

Even at a minor sound, he flinched.

‘Well, it can’t be helped here.’

Whatever I do now will probably only backfire.

So, later, whether it’s a misunderstanding or whatever, I’ll clear it up slowly.

The notes Bren gave me were filled with formulas and key points that Professor Delon had been explaining.

Anyway, getting such perfect notes was quite a win, right?

“Thanks, Bren. Let’s focus on the class now.”

“Y-yeah.”

Bren quickly turned his head to look at the blackboard.

Switching between Bren’s notes and the blackboard, I pressed my forehead.

‘I don’t get it. I still don’t get it.’

The blackboard behind the podium was already filled with various equations, explanations, and annotations.

No matter how I looked at it, it seemed like a very complex mathematical formula to me.

‘Like quantum mechanics or string theory, or something like that.’

Professor Delon, oblivious to my struggles, continued his enthusiastic explanation.

“So, the change in terrain due to the distortion of magic power creates new α and β axes by skewing the X, Y, and Z axes, resulting in…”

Now it felt like he was talking about geometry, functions, and linear algebra.

“…”

Talent.

It’s often said that magic is a gift only those with innate talent can manifest.

‘What a joke.’

At least in this novel, a mage isn’t determined by talent.

‘It’s just that the smartest kid becomes the greatest mage and starts casting Hellfire and Teleport left and right.’

That’s right.

In this world I’ve been transported to, it’s not about talent; it’s just about being good at math and physics. Those who excel in those subjects become archmages.

‘Then again, studying is a talent, so maybe it is about talent?’

Ah, anyway!

Author, do you really think this setting makes sense?

“Damn it…”

Thud.

I put down my pen and held my face with both hands.

Flinch!

I could feel Bren next to me react again, but I roughly ignored it.

“Phew.”

I had jotted down the alien language on my notes, but…

‘I doubt I’ll ever look at them again.’

You have to understand something to study it or even decide whether to look at the notes again.

Alright, it’s time.

Let’s prepare. Think about and plan how to survive outside the academy.

…And so, I gave up on studying.

* * *

Tap, tap!

“Attention.”

In the middle of the class, Professor Delon suddenly banged the desk, drawing the students’ attention. He then smiled and murmured.

“Today, we will have a final pop quiz.”

At his shocking announcement, the students reacted with startled expressions.

“What?”

“Suddenly?”

“…Right before finals, a pop quiz?”

Professor Delon removed his monocle, placed it on the desk, and stroked his beard as he spoke.

“Finals are usually practical exams, but we still need to have a written test. You can call me old-fashioned if you want.”

“Seriously, what is this?”

“A written test? Suddenly?”

“How can we have a pop quiz without any warning!”

In response to the students’ complaints, Professor Delon leaned one arm on the podium and smiled faintly.

“Alright, it’s a bit sudden, isn’t it? I’ll give you five minutes. Consider it a break to cram quickly. We’ll start the quiz exactly in five minutes. Begin.”

“…”

“This sucks. What is this?”

“Hey, we’re doomed anyway. Let’s go to the bathroom.”

Clatter.

Some students, seemingly having given up on the quiz, got up from their seats.

Rustle, rustle!

“Professor, what’s the scope of the test?”

“What chapters are covered?”

Some students quickly opened their textbooks and began cramming in earnest.

“The scope of today’s quiz is chapters 8 through 10. Including today’s material, of course.”

“Ugh.”

The atmosphere among the students quickly split in half.

As for me…

“A quiz?”

I let out a chuckle and leaned back comfortably in my chair.

‘I’m screwed anyway.’

This life is over.

How could I take a quiz when I don’t even have the basic knowledge?

Bang, bang!

“Time’s up. Everyone take your seats!”

Professor Delon banged the podium again and then snapped his fingers.

Snap!

Instantly, sheets of paper flew from the podium to each student’s desk.

“Let’s begin the quiz!”

As he snapped his fingers again, a white light gathered on the ceiling, forming an hourglass.

“You have 20 minutes. No cheating, you know that.”

I wasn’t interested in what Professor Delon was saying.

Rather.

‘Is that magic?’

I was fascinated by the papers that flew to us and the floating hourglass.

“Oh, and those who finish early can submit and leave.”

…What?

You can leave once you finish?

It’s a waste of time to stay here anyway.

“Hmm.”

I looked at the quiz paper in front of me and read the questions.

White paper, black text.

“I have no idea what any of this means.”

I checked just in case, but…

‘I’ll just leave.’

No need to sit here staring blankly at a paper I can’t answer.

Clatter!

As I got up from my seat.

Whish!

All eyes turned to me.

But this time.

“…?”

The emotions in those stares felt slightly different.

What is it now?

“Already got up?”

“Did he finish it? This fast?”

“Was Kamon always this smart?”

I could hear the students whispering.

‘Yeah, I wish that were true.’

Step by step, I ignored their stares and walked up to the podium where Professor Delon stood.

“Hmm, finished already?”

Thud!

Professor Delon naturally reached for my paper but raised an eyebrow when he saw the completely blank sheet.

“…Kamon. What is this?”

“It’s a quiz paper.”

In my confident tone, Professor Delon stared at me in silence for a moment.

“…”

Then, nodding, he whispered softly.

“Kamon, let’s have a talk for a moment.”

“A talk? What do you mean…”

“Follow me.”

Without waiting for my response, Professor Delon headed out of the classroom, leaving me no choice but to follow.

Just outside the classroom, he abruptly asked,

“Kamon, are you thinking about leaving the academy?”

“…Excuse me?”
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“What do you mean by that…?”

I asked, confused, at Professor Delon’s sudden question.

“Do you know what your grades are like right now?”

“What?”

“You’ve already failed the midterms, and your overall grades are at rock bottom. Now you hand in a blank paper for the quiz? How is that different from saying you want to leave the academy?”

Professor Delon’s voice carried a hint of disappointment, and I hurriedly mumbled,

“No, it’s not that…”

How could I solve the test questions when I didn’t even understand them? But, of course, I couldn’t say that out loud.

Then, Professor Delon’s voice came again.

“Do you know why I’m angry? At the very least, with the ability I know you possess, you shouldn’t be getting these kinds of grades. However,”

He continued, clearly stating what had triggered his anger.

“Well, if that’s your decision, I’ll respect it. You’ll be expelled as soon as you receive another failing grade anyway.”

That damned failing and expulsion.

Ugh, my head hurts.

Why did I even fail the midterms in the first place?

“Sir, I want to avoid expulsion. Is there any other way?”

“What?”

At my question, Professor Delon looked at me in disbelief, prompting me to hastily add more.

“I haven’t been studying, so I thought it better to submit a blank paper than to write nonsense. But next time, I will definitely…”


Before I could finish, Professor Delon interjected.

“So you’re saying you’ll show something in the final exam?”

Huh?

No, that’s not what I meant. I meant I would try my best in the next test…

“Yes, if you score the highest in the finals, you might barely avoid failing.”

“The highest… score?”

The highest score in the finals?

‘Wait, isn’t that supposed to be Kyle’s score in the original story?’

“Yes, the highest score. Considering you submitted a blank paper, you need to score that high to avoid failing, don’t you think?”

At that moment.

Creak.

The classroom door opened, and the girl with water-blue hair walked out.

“Professor?”

“Oh, Chelsea. Are you done?”

What, Chelsea?

Hearing the familiar name, I looked at the girl who had been cosplaying Hermione.

“Yes, I left the test paper on the desk.”

“Good, you can go now.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

Chelsea bowed politely to Professor Delon and then passed by me.


‘Is she Chelsea?’

Distracted momentarily by the appearance of one of the heroines from the novel, I soon realized…

‘Now is not the time for this.’

“So, if I get the highest score in the finals, I can avoid failing?”

“Phew, that’s right. So I hope you do well in the finals.”

Creak.

With those words, Professor Delon re-entered the classroom.

Left alone in the hallway, I muttered softly,

“Do I have to compete with Kyle…?”

* * *

Back in my familiar dorm room, I quickly sat at my desk to organize my current situation.

“First, I’ve already been cut from the magic studies class, and the rest… They’re on the brink, but manageable.”

Fortunately, aside from dungeon studies, I could pass the other classes as long as I didn’t score zero in the finals.

But the problem was…

“To get the highest score in the dungeon studies final?”

In the original story, Kyle, or rather the group he belonged to, scored the highest in dungeon studies.

The dungeon studies final was a group project exam.

Which means…

‘I have to outperform Kyle and take the highest score?’

How on earth?


“……”

The thought of having to beat the protagonist with all his cheat abilities made my head spin…

Oh, wait.

Suddenly, an idea struck me like a bolt of lightning.

“Can’t I just join Kyle’s group?”

It felt like a ray of light piercing through the dark situation.

“Right. Since Kyle’s group will get the highest score, I can just join them quietly and ride along.”

I could take the role of a supporting character who sticks close to the protagonist and reaps the benefits.

A few days later, the dungeon studies class resumed.

Tap, tap!

“Attention, everyone.”

Professor Delon tapped the podium to gather the students’ attention and began speaking.

“Today, I’m going to announce details about the final exam.”

Resting one arm on the podium, Professor Delon stroked his white beard as he spoke.

“Some of you might already know, but this exam will be a bit special.”

“Special?”

“…What is it?”

“Why a special exam all of a sudden?”

As the students murmured among themselves, a faint smile appeared on Professor Delon’s lips.

“This exam will be done in groups.”

“What?”

“Groups?”

“Wait, a group exam?”

Tap, tap!

“Quiet, focus.”

After tapping the podium a few more times to quiet the students, Professor Delon continued.

“The theme of the exam is dungeon strategy and escape. It’s a chance to apply everything you’ve learned in dungeon studies to a practical situation.”

Professor Delon’s actions mirrored exactly how they were described in the original story.

“Of course, the exam will be held in a magical, virtual dungeon, not a real one. The monsters and traps won’t cause real harm.”

Naturally. They couldn’t actually put students in danger.

However, to simulate proper training, there would be a certain level of pain, and anyone deemed too injured to continue would be removed from the dungeon immediately.

“As I’ve repeatedly said in class, a dungeon is an unknown world where anything can happen. The only things you can trust are your own skills and your reliable companions.”

With that, Professor Delon began to look around at the students one by one.

“So, don’t be overconfident if you think you’re exceptional, and don’t belittle yourself if you think you lack abilities. Everyone is equal in the dungeon. This is why the final exam is a group project.”

Contrary to Professor Delon’s passionate speech, the students’ expressions grew increasingly grim.

“……”

But I, with a faint smile, glanced in the direction of Kyle.

‘Ah, enough talk. Let’s form our groups quickly so I can catch the sweet protagonist bus.’

At that moment, the girl with the water-blue hair raised her hand.

“Professor Delon, excuse me.”

“Is that a question, Miss Chelsea?”

“Yes, Professor. Regarding the group exam, will it be evaluated individually within the group, or as a whole group evaluation?”

“Naturally, it’s a group evaluation. Even if a member drops out midway, they will receive a score based on the group’s final result. Conversely, no matter how outstanding one individual is, they won’t get a score higher than the group’s result.”

“Understood.”

“No more questions for now. Let’s focus on forming the groups. You can organize the groups as you wish, but each group must have at least five members and no more than six.”

Professor Delon finished his explanation about the group formation, clearly indicating no more questions would be entertained.

“Now, go ahead and form your groups!”

‘Here we go.’

I dashed towards where Kyle was before Professor Delon had even finished speaking.

“Kyle, let’s be in the same group.”

“Huh…? Oh, Kamon.”

Kyle looked a bit surprised by my sudden approach but soon called my name with a bright smile.

See? That smile already shows how friendly he is.

It’s settled then. I’ll join his group, and I’ll just ride the bus comfortably…

“I’m sorry, but our group is already full.”

“…What?”

“Yes, it’s full. We finished forming our group well in advance since we knew the exam would be a group project, Kamon. Unfortunately, you’re too late.”

Princess Francia appeared, cutting between Kyle and me, and delivered this news.

They knew in advance?

Oh, this is really bad.

“I see. Understood, Princess.”

Despite the unexpected situation, I stepped back slowly, pretending it didn’t bother me.

“Pfft!”

I heard a snicker from behind me.

Turning my head, I saw the Monster Trio.

“What are you looking at?”

They quickly averted their gaze when our eyes met.

“….”

Frustrated, I scratched my head and started thinking.

Damn it!

‘This is a strategic miss, no, it’s a crisis.’

The plan to join Kyle’s group was dashed so easily.

“Sigh.”

No, stay calm.

Times like this require a slower approach.

I had already considered the possibility of being rejected.

‘If Plan A is impossible, I’ll go with Plan B.’

It’s much more difficult, but there was still a way.

‘After all, I already know everything about the dungeon test content.’

I just need to find a group that has a chance of getting the highest score, aside from Kyle’s.

‘There are other supporting characters in this class with significant potential.’

There’s still plenty of time.

…A bit later.

Tap, tap.

“Alright, let’s wrap up the group formation. Is everyone done forming groups?”

Professor Delon adjusted his monocle and asked the students.

“If anyone hasn’t joined a group yet, raise your hand.”

After a brief silence, I saw only one hand go up.

“…Kamon, you’re the only one left?”

“Pfffft!”

Following that, I heard someone trying hard not to laugh.

That’s right.

I failed to join a group.

“Is there any group with just five members?”

“….”

“Hmm? There shouldn’t be only six-member groups.”

Muttering, Professor Delon pointed at someone.

“Kyle.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“How many members are in your group? No, have all your group members raise their hands.”

Kyle and his friends around him started raising their hands one by one.

“One, two, three… and six. Hmm.”

Then.

“Chelsea.”

“…Yes, Professor.”

“Have all your group members raise their hands.”

“We have five members.”

Chelsea replied with a genuinely reluctant expression.

“Then Kamon will join Chelsea’s group. Is that okay?”

“…Yes, it’s okay.”

Chelsea responded in a voice and with an expression that clearly indicated it wasn’t okay at all.

“Alright then. Since the group formation is done, let’s end for today.”

With that, Professor Delon tucked the book under his arm and concluded.

“The class is over for today, but there’s still some time left. Use it to get to know your new group members and plan ahead. Good job, everyone. See you next time.”

Creak.

Professor Delon left the classroom, and at the same time,

Roar.

The students started gathering in their respective groups to talk.

“So, we need to buy more items…”

“Efficiently distributing roles is important.”

Seeing the students eagerly discussing as soon as the professor left, I glanced towards Chelsea’s group.

‘So I should…’

No, I felt like I shouldn’t go near them right now.

The group that accepted ‘me’ was showing a very different atmosphere compared to the others.

“…”

Of course, I understood.

‘I would hate it too if I were them.’

Being in the same group as Kamon Vade, anyone would feel awful unless they enjoyed suffering.

But I can’t just stand around doing nothing.

Step by step, I approached Chelsea’s group, trying to be as nonchalant as Kamon Vade but much gentler than usual.

“…Hello?”

“…”

Hmm.

Yeah, that’s a great reaction.

Sometimes, this kind of ignoring is better.

I saw the five group members sitting in a circle.

And among them was Chelsea Artin, the top student of the year.

‘Top student, model student, bookworm, and grade-obsessed.’

These words might mean different things to different people, but to me, they were very favorable.

Why?

Isn’t it obvious?

‘Chelsea Artin is one of the few characters who doesn’t care about Kamon Vade’s infamy.’

A character who would stop at nothing for the sake of grades.

Moreover, she possessed talent comparable to the protagonist, Kyle.

‘Thank you, Professor.’

Look at that. Chelsea Artin’s cold and indifferent…

Flare.

…fiery gaze.

‘Huh? Fiery gaze?’

Intense.

It felt like flames were blazing behind her, metaphorically speaking.

Of course, I didn’t dislike receiving a passionate gaze from a beauty.

Unless that passion was ‘contempt,’ ‘scorn,’ or ‘anger.’

“…”

I lowered my gaze.

It was an action Kamon Vade would never do, but I had no choice.

‘What is this?’

Something’s wrong.

Something is seriously wrong!

Otherwise, she wouldn’t be glaring at me as if I were her mortal enemy.

Then, someone spoke with a trembling voice.

“Um, Chelsea.”

“…”

“Well, we’re in the same group now. We have to work together…”

Then, I heard something that caught my attention.

“If it’s because of what happened in magic class…”

Huh?

Something that happened in magic class?
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“That doesn’t matter anymore.”

For the first time, Chelsea opened her mouth. Her voice was flat and devoid of any emotion, but her eyes were still blazing.

‘It sure seems like it still matters a lot,’ I thought.

“R-really? Haha. That’s a relief then.”

“…”

After that, a heavy and cold silence descended. I quietly whispered to the girl who had just laughed awkwardly.

“Hey.”

“…?”

“The magic group exam… did I do something wrong?”

“What?”

She looked at me with a mix of fear and curiosity.

“No, if I did something wrong, I need to know what it was…”

Suddenly, another voice interjected from a different direction.

“Ugh, this is absurd.”

“…?”

“Kamon, you’re really shameless. How can you say that? Did you really forget already? Or are you just messing with us?”

“M-Mellin. C-calm down…”

“Forget it, Elaine. If he’s pretending not to know, we should explain it to him properly! So everyone else can hear too.”

The girl who interrupted spoke in a very firm tone.


“During the last magic exam, Chelsea, Elaine, and you, Kamon, were in the same group. But Kamon suddenly left in the middle of the group exam to teach Kyle a lesson without any warning.”

What? Me?

“Because of that, Chelsea’s group failed the exam, and the entire group got an F.”

“M-Mellin.”

Ah, no wonder. So that’s why I got cut off in the middle of the magic class.

“What? And now you’re asking what happened during the magic class? Seriously, what are you thinking? No matter how shameless you are, that’s…”

“Mellin. I’m over it now. It’s in the past anyway, and Chelsea said she doesn’t care anymore.”

“Elaine! You almost got kicked out of the scholarship list because of that incident.”

“T-that was…”

The atmosphere was growing colder. From Kamon Vade’s perspective, there was no room for excuses. This was clearly his fault, after all. And I couldn’t even say that the Kamon from back then was different from the Kamon now.

Wait a minute.

‘Did he rush out like that and attack the princess?’

Following that, he was suspended and expelled from his family. Normally, this would have led to him leaving without ever facing these people again.

‘No, that’s not what’s important right now.’

In such situations, it’s best to bow my head and lie low.

“Um, so about that incident… it was my…”

“Hoo.”

At that moment, Chelsea, who had been staring at me, sighed deeply.

“Forget it. That’s in the past.”

“Chelsea! Why are you…”


“The groupings are already set. There’s nothing we can do about it. The professor won’t change them.”

“T-that’s true.”

“Kamon Vade.”

“Yeah?”

Chelsea glared at me and spoke.

“You turned in a blank paper during the last pop quiz, right?”

“Y-yeah.”

“…”

Chelsea slightly shook her head at my clean admission and continued in a cold tone.

“I don’t care what you were thinking when you did those things in the past, or why you turned in a blank paper for the written exam, or why you’re shamelessly showing your face here now. I honestly don’t care.”

She continued, her voice chilling.

“But if you cause any more harm to us for incomprehensible reasons, and if our grades suffer even a little because of you…”

“…”

“I will use every means at my disposal to make sure you pay for it.”

Chelsea bit her lips and glared at me.

“Got it?”

“…”

“I asked if you understand!”

“Y-yes, I understand.”

“Good.”


Chelsea looked at me as if she might commit murder at any moment.

“G-good.”

The girl called Elaine awkwardly tried to wrap up the situation.

“You made the right choice, Chelsea. After all, Kamon being in our group can be a huge help! His magic skills are top-notch in our grade. Right, Mellin?”

“Well, yeah. As annoying as it is, his magic skills are undeniably excellent.”

What? Me?

Top-notch magician?

‘What’s this nonsense all of a sudden?’

“Yeah! If we work well with Kamon, we might actually come in first place.”

“…”

Everyone, I think you’re misunderstanding something. The person standing here is a complete newbie with zero magic experience, just pretending to be Kamon Vade.

“Anyway, with Kamon in our group, our formation is more solid. Kamon can handle firepower from the back.”

“The frontline can be more aggressive then.”

“With a strong magician at the back, the front line will be much more comfortable!”

“Y-yeah. I was a bit worried being the only magician, but this is definitely good news.”

“Yeah. The professor is known for favoring dungeons with unnecessarily strong monsters. This way, we’re less likely to get hurt or be in danger…”

“W-wait a minute!”

Unable to bear it any longer, I raised my hand, and everyone’s eyes turned to me.

“Well, um…”

“Yes?”

“Just in case, though I doubt it would ever happen, what if I accidentally mess up a spell or can’t use it in time… what would happen then?”

At my question, Chelsea’s face twisted in frustration.

“Kamon, listen to me clearly!”

Chelsea stood up abruptly.

“Last time it was just a magic class, so the worst that happened was a drop in our grades. But this time, it’s Dungeon Studies! If you screw up, the people relying on your support at the front could get seriously hurt! Do you understand?”

“C-calm down, Chelsea,” Elaine said, trying to lighten the mood with an awkward smile.

“Th-that won’t happen. We haven’t had any casualties in the past three years.”

“Yeah, yeah. The incident that did have casualties happened because one of the party members suddenly fainted. That was a real accident. There’s no way Kamon would cause such an accident on purpose, right?”

“Yeah, no matter how reckless he is…”

“Right, he’s still the same person.”

At that moment, the bell signaling the end of class rang throughout the academy.

“Phew…”

With that sound, everyone started packing up.

“Well, it looks like we’ve sorted things out, so let’s call it a day for today’s group meeting. See you next time.”

Chelsea left the classroom without looking back.

“Okay, next meeting, let’s get our formation sorted!”

The big guy, Lois, also stood up with that statement.

“Hey, Chelsea, why are you going alone! Wait for us!”

“See you next time, Kamon.”

Mellin chased after Chelsea, who had left in a hurry, and Elaine, with a still trembling voice, said goodbye to me before leaving too.

Soon, the others, who had been quietly watching me, gathered their belongings and left the room as well.

Shortly after, the classroom was empty.

I was left alone in the deep shadow of darkness.

“…”

So, if the mage doesn’t do their job properly, people could die?

And that mage is supposed to be me?

“Haha. Right.”

They’re underestimating me.

No matter what, I wouldn’t deliberately cause an accident that would get someone killed. I’m not really Kamon Vade.

That would never happen. It wouldn’t.

I definitely don’t have that intention.

But if an accident did happen…

“It’s not on purpose, okay, guys?”

I really can’t use magic.

* * *

Back in the dorm, I lay on my bed, muttering to myself.

“So I… no, Kamon Vade had incredible talent in magic?”

I tore at my hair, trying to wrap my head around this unexpected revelation.

Why would the writer give such a background to an extra character who exits early in the original story?

“Sigh, really…”

I let out a deep sigh, venting all my complaints, and turned to lie on my back.

The familiar sight of the old ceiling gradually cooled my heated head.

“…Well, actually, this does make sense in a way.”

Considering that he was a major troublemaker at the academy, constantly opposing the protagonist Kyle, and even attacking Princess Francia…

“He couldn’t have been weak.”

He had enough power to bully others and cause all sorts of trouble.

“That’s probably how he built his current reputation. Damn it.”

On further reflection, it made sense that Kamon Vade would have been a magical prodigy or had some innate talent.

The problem was…

“I don’t know the first thing about magic and can’t use it at all right now.”

It wasn’t like I hadn’t tried to learn magic before.

I had grand dreams of reaching the pinnacle of this fantasy world and took an interest in “magic,” which I considered the ultimate goal.

But.

“How am I supposed to understand any of this?”

It felt like math, physics, or a completely new field of study, filled with incomprehensible jargon, so I gave up almost immediately.

What? Shouldn’t I start learning from scratch then?

That would be like asking me to start with “A B C” and “1+1=2” all over again.

“How could I… hmm?”

Wait a minute. No, that’s not it.

Let’s think this through.

‘Kamon Vade is the top magician in his grade.’

That means the character itself already possesses extraordinary talent and potential.

He must have worked tirelessly to reach that level.

And now, I have his body.

“…Oh?”

Suddenly, I felt a ringing sensation in my head.

“So what if I start learning magic from scratch properly?”

It was a simple shift in perspective.

But its implications were profound for me.

Even if I didn’t know much, the body itself would remember magic as a discipline.

So…

“Even if it takes some time, if I start from the basics, I can catch up quickly.”

Yes, that’s the answer.

As my cluttered mind cleared up, I felt like I had unlocked one of the world’s secrets.

So how am I going to study the basics of magic?

“Isn’t that obvious?”

Do you know how many fantasy novels I’ve read?

This is a classic, basic cliché.

The privilege of those who possess the body of a genius.

With Kamon Vade’s brain now in my possession…

‘If Kamon was truly a magical prodigy, his mind would be brilliant too.’

So if I head to the library and start learning the basic magic formulas, wouldn’t my brain just automatically memorize and understand them?

“If I quickly get through the basics… I might really be able to use magic.”

Finally, it felt like I had truly entered the world of a novel.

Isn’t this the essence of an isekai story?

“Alright, let’s do this!”
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The sound of a pen scratching against paper filled the air.

“E is flow, A is breath. =∝ is proportionate, ^2 is squared.”

As I wrote in my textbook and notebook, I absorbed the knowledge into my mind as well.

“Combining flow and breath squared makes it proportionate…”

I quickly and meticulously organized the vast amount of magic-related content in my notebook.

Finally.

“Finished.”

My notebook was filled to the brim with notes, underlined sections, and annotations. A near-perfect compilation of basic magical theories and formulas lay before me.

“This guy has a killer brain, doesn’t he?”

It wasn’t difficult at all to memorize the entire contents of the textbook after just one or two readings. The speed was a bonus.

“Alright, I’ve memorized the basics.”

I had swiftly and efficiently grasped the fundamentals of magic. However, there was a minor problem. A tiny, insignificant issue.

“What the hell is this nonsense?”

Despite looking at my notebook, the one I had personally written and organized, I couldn’t understand a thing.

What do you mean?

“So… flow and breath are proportionate, but what does that even mean?”

I had memorized the material, but I couldn’t comprehend it. How does that make sense?

“…”

Damn.


I barely managed to suppress a curse, shaking my head in frustration. I had misunderstood something.

I am not Kamon Vade. I’m Kang Hyunsoo, possessing Kamon Vade’s body.

The intelligence, creativity, and talent belong to Kamon Vade, but the soul inside is Kang Hyunsoo’s.

“So, memory belongs to the body, understanding to the soul. Is that it?”

I felt a deep sense of emptiness and futility, unable to grasp the situation with my common sense.

“…There’s no hope. Damn it, what am I supposed to do now?”

“Eek!”

…Huh?

Oh, right. I’m in the library.

Realizing the scene I had caused, I turned my head to apologize.

“Huh?”

The person startled by my outburst, the one glancing at me from over there, looked strangely familiar.

‘Who is that? Do I know anyone here?’

Oh, that’s…

‘Bren… is it?’

The guy who tore out his notes for me in the last class.

‘His notes were well-organized and easy to understand. They helped me a lot.’

Indeed, model students are recognizable anywhere. Such meticulous note-takers study in the library until this late hour. In Korea, someone like him would be immediately picked up by a professor and turned into a graduate school slave…

Huh?

Graduate school slave?


My eyes narrowed.

‘Wait a minute. But how do I…’

Just then, Bren, who had been glancing at me, jumped when our eyes met, hitting his head on the desk.

“Eek!”

But I had already stood up and approached Bren.

“Hey, Bren. Studying?”

“G-gah!”

Wow, what a reaction.

It almost makes me want to sponsor him.

“K-Kamon. H-hi? I-I’m…”

“Ah. Studying hard, I see.”

“Y-yeah. Exams are coming up soon. S-so, why are you here…?”

“What do you mean why? Is it weird for me to be in the library?”

“O-of course it’s weir…”

“Huh?”

“N-no! It’s not weird! J-just a moment.”

Rustle, rustle.

Bren hastily searched through his bag and pulled something out.

“H-here, Kamon! Here you go.”

“What’s this?”


“T-the notes. Isn’t this what you came for? You said you didn’t have them last time.”

“Did I?”

“Yeah. Here!”

Rustle.

I naturally opened the notebook he handed me.

Detailed annotations on various magic formulas and dungeon studies filled the pages. An invaluable A-grade, no, S-grade set of notes.

It even made a bit more sense to me.

‘This guy…’

His chubby face, bright eyes, and trembling cheeks from fear.

I like it.

I really like it…

“T-this is all the notes for Dungeon Studies. I-I really didn’t have them last time. Is this enough?”

“Hm.”

I suppressed a smile that was about to break out.

“Ah, thanks. Really, thanks a lot.”

“Huh?”

“But Bren.”

I casually sat next to Bren and put my arm around his shoulders.

“W-why are you…?”

“Shh. Shh. Quiet. This is a library. We have to be considerate of others.”

Bren started trembling under my arm.

“Bren, we’re friends, right?”

“F-friends?”

“Yeah, friends. Friends help each other when they’re in trouble, don’t they?”

At my words, Bren’s face crumpled, and he hurriedly pulled something out of his pocket.

Clink.

The sound of a few silver coins clinking together.

“T-this is all I have right now…”

What? Money?

Although it seems surprisingly tempting… no, this isn’t it.

“Hiss!”

“N-no?”

I almost instinctively took the money, but managed to suppress the urge and gently pushed Bren’s hand away.

“What do you think I am… That’s not it, Bren.”

“Huh? N-not that? Then what…”

Bren’s face filled with anxiety. He seemed unsure of what I was about to demand.

I gave him a faint smile.

“Teach me magic.”

“Huh?”

Bren stared at me with wide eyes.

“M-magic?”

“Yeah.”

“Me?”

“Yeah.”

“Teach you?”

“That’s right.”

I squeezed Bren’s shoulder tighter, wearing a bright smile.

“What do you say, can you do it?”

And so, I gained a great ‘friend.’

A very good friend.

* * *

“This formula, when applied like this…”

As Bren continued his enthusiastic explanations, I couldn’t help but feel satisfied.

I had really hit the jackpot with this.

A great slave… no, a great friend. Haha.

“…Um, Kamon?”

“Yeah?”

“I-I’m explaining this well, right?”

“Of course.”

Everything was becoming clear, thanks to Bren’s thorough explanations of basic magic, step by step.

‘Tutoring is definitely more efficient than self-study.’

However, there was one problem…

“So, applying this formula here will gather the mana.”

“Wait, Bren.”

“Y-yes?”

“What exactly does it mean to gather mana?”

“Huh? Gathering mana? Well, as you know, you have to transform the surrounding mana according to the formula and then, while rotating the circle, change E to A…”

“No, no. I understand the formula and the transformation. That’s not what I’m asking.”

“Huh?”

There was a fundamental aspect I couldn’t grasp, something I couldn’t understand at all.

And without understanding this, no amount of memorizing formulas would be meaningful, something I realized a long time ago.

“How do you gather mana?”

“Gather mana?”

“Yeah.”

“H-how to gather mana?”

Bren looked at me with a slightly perplexed expression.

What? Why is he looking at me like that?

Did I ask a forbidden question?

“Sigh, okay. So…”

Step by step, Bren approached me and started waving his arms vigorously.

Swish, swish.

“Do you see it?”

“Huh?”

“Can you see it?”

“See what? Bren, I can see you waving your arms…”

“No, the mana around my arms! It’s circulating and moving as I wave them.”

What?

Mana?

“Focus on my arms. As I wave them, the mana reacts. Do you see it?”

“Haha. Yeah, sure. I can see it. The mana is going wild!”

“Now, as I slowly draw it into my body… breathing deeply…”

Bren explained, his face suddenly serious, and looked at me again.

“How is it? Can you see the mana entering my body?”

“…Yeah, sure.”

Sigh.

All I see is a guy flailing his arms around.

“Alright, now I’ll apply the formula…”

As Bren continued, a peculiar light began to emanate from his arms.

‘A light?’

Poof!

Then, with a strange sound, a small flame appeared on Bren’s hand.

“See? By absorbing the surrounding mana, rotating the circle within my body, and applying the formula, I can create fire.”

Ah, so that’s how magic works.

But I can’t see any mana, so what should I do?

“…”

Alright.

I guess I just need to sense and absorb the surrounding mana and release it, right?

‘Let’s give it a shot.’

There’s nothing to lose. Maybe you don’t need to see it to use it.

Trying isn’t a bad idea.

“I’ll give it a try.”

“O-okay.”

I closed my eyes and…

“Slowly breathe and feel the surrounding mana,” Bren guided.

I concentrated, trying to sense the ‘mana’ that supposedly surrounded me.

‘Bren’s arms were glowing.’

That means there’s definitely ‘mana’ around me too.

Focus, Kang Hyunsoo.

Immerse yourself deeply, feel the energy around you.

Become one with your surroundings.

“Whew, inhale, exhale.”

At that moment, when I could even feel a single thread of breath…

Tickle.

Huh?

For a moment, I felt something.

A slight tickling sensation around my arms and legs.

‘Is this mana?’

Whatever it was, I felt some strange energy, so I started to absorb it.

Slowly, without haste.

Carefully and cautiously.

The tickling sensation began to spread throughout my body.

‘Got it.’

I could feel the ticklish energy inside my body.

I directed this mana to my fingertips.

Then, gathering it all at once, I chanted a powerful spell.

“Fireball!”

“K-Kamon. What are you doing?”

“Huh?”

When I opened my eyes at Bren’s call, there was no fireball at my fingertips.

‘What? Why didn’t the fireball appear?’

Maybe I wasn’t focused enough?

Let’s try again!

“Inhale! Fi…reball!”

“…”

“…”

Nothing changed, amazingly.

Why? Why isn’t it working?

I definitely felt the mana energy!

Why?

“Hey, Bren.”

I asked Bren, who was staring at me blankly.

“Mana… it’s supposed to feel ticklish and like something is touching you, right?”

“Huh?”

“Is it supposed to feel ticklish and like someone is touching your body when you sense mana?”

“…”

Bren hung his head low, saying nothing.

I realized instantly from his reaction.

‘No, it’s not that.’

Then what the hell did I just feel?
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Bang!

“…I can’t feel mana.”

I slammed my head on the library desk.

“And I can’t manage magical power either.”

I slammed my head again.

What’s the point of studying and memorizing the basics and formulas of magic if you can’t use mana?

For someone who can’t use mana, magic is nothing more than an academic subject.

“So basically, I… can’t use magic.”

Bang!

I felt the stares from those around me, but I couldn’t care less.

“…Damn it.”

To put it simply, the conclusion I’ve reached is:

‘This world is screwing me over.’

Seriously, does this even make sense?

Even a third-rate extra villain like Kamon Vade, who abandoned his reputation and character, had outstanding magical talent. But me?

“I’m just a Kamon Vade who can’t use magic. A complete piece of trash.”

And if Kamon Vade can’t use magic, it means…

“I’m just a walking experience bonus. A golden goblin with a pile of bad karma.”

Bang!


Might as well just die. Whether I die like this or like that, it’s all the same in the end…

At that moment.

“Oh my, you look like you have the weight of the world on your shoulders.”

“…?”

What now?

“Well, given the situation, I suppose it’s only natural.”

I looked up at the unfamiliar voice.

There she was.

“Pr… Princess Francia?”

“Even in such times, you should stay strong, don’t you think?”

She smiled sweetly, and I realized that the area was starting to get noisy.

“Oh my, oh my. The princess is talking to Kamon Vade?”

“How angelic she is, smiling kindly at the person who attacked her…”

Then Princess Francia spoke again.

“I heard about it. If you don’t get the highest score in the upcoming exam, you’ll be expelled, right?”

“What?”

She whispered in a low voice, almost to herself.

“Honestly, I hoped you’d just stay quiet and out of sight, but seeing you suffer and hit rock bottom has made me change my mind.”

What the hell is wrong with this woman?

Then, she raised her voice again, loud enough for others to hear.


“Still, you mustn’t lose hope. No matter how dire the situation seems, there’s always a way. Even when it feels like the end, it often isn’t.”

“…”

She leaned in closer and whispered again.

“I want to see you struggle all the way to the bottom, flailing and sinking even deeper.”

“…I see.”

“Well then, I’ll be on my way. I hope to see you smiling next time. Good luck.”

Click, clack.

I watched her leave, the sound of her heels echoing behind her.

“Is she a complete lunatic?”

I couldn’t help but express the feeling welling up from deep inside me.

She creeped me out a while ago, and now she’s outright provoking me.

‘Isn’t the reason I couldn’t get into the same group as Kyle all because of her?’

While not certain, someone with enough influence to know the group project topic for the Dungeon Studies final exam in advance could only be the princess.

“Nothing is easy.”

Enduring someone’s unilateral resentment and attacks.

Withstanding the world’s relentless unfairness.

There wasn’t a single thing that could be considered easy.

“Phew, let’s cool my head first.”

Squeak.

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and walked out of the library.


* * *

The Flance Imperial Academy had excellent welfare facilities for its students.

In particular, there was a large park near the library for students worn out from all-night studies or daily life.

“Is it because it’s medieval? The air here is amazing.”

There’s no fine dust or yellow dust here.

With the sky darkening into evening and surrounded by trees, I slowly walked and enjoyed the park.

The complex and suffocating thoughts in my mind gradually cleared.

“Yeah, no need to overthink it. Magic isn’t everything, right?”

I tried to comfort myself with these words when…

“…That’s right. Report him already. He’s nothing now.”

“We’ll cover for you if anything happens. Don’t worry and just do it.”

Familiar voices reached my ears, and I turned to look.

There, I saw…

“Damn it, do they not understand? We’re not asking.”

“Yeah, do we look like pushovers because we’re being nice?”

Sol, Crollin, and Mork.

The monster trio were surrounding someone, continuing their threats.

‘What are those idiots up to now…’

“N-no. I just…”

Huh?

That voice sounds very familiar.

Wait.

‘Isn’t that Bren?’

Looking closer, I saw Bren caught among the three fools, trembling.

“Damn it. Just report that bastard Kamon Vade already. He bullied you, didn’t he?”

“T-that’s…”

Bren stammered, obviously terrified. For some reason, a strange feeling bubbled up inside me.

“Hey!”

I shouted loudly in the direction of the three monster brothers and Bren.

“Huh?”

“What’s this? Oh, Kamon?”

The three turned their heads and our eyes met.

Bren, caught in between them, muttered in a shaky voice.

“K-Kamon?”

“What are you doing?”

At my question, Crollin and Mork cracked their necks with a twisted grin.

Mork sneered and opened his mouth.

“Wow, how do you show up at such a perfect time, dirty com…”

“Huh? Princess Francia?”

Quickly, I dropped Princess Francia’s name, and Mork abruptly changed his tone, skidding to a verbal halt.

“…fortable weather, isn’t it? Haha, don’t you think?”

“Dumbass, that’s a lie.”

“Huh?”

Crollin, who was beside Mork, frowned and spoke up. Mork, who had been looking around nervously, turned red with embarrassment.

“Did you fall for that?”

“What? You crazy bastard…”

“Hey, Mork. Let’s just go. Come on.”

Sol, sounding annoyed, tried to calm Mork down.

“Go? We’re not going anywhere. This bastard needs to get a taste of his own medicine…”

“I said, let’s go.”

Mork’s anger flared at Sol’s persistent attempts to deescalate the situation.

“No, damn it. If you’re scared, you can leave.”

“What? Did you just say that to me?”

“You idiot. Always acting tough, but when it comes to Kamon, you’re nothing but a coward.”

“…Are you out of your mind?”

“Hey, why are you guys fighting? Don’t fight.”

Seeing Sol and Mork bicker among themselves, I couldn’t help but smirk and mutter under my breath.

“Look at them, making a scene. Bren, just come over here quickly.”

“Uh? Oh, okay.”

Bren, caught between the three, started to move toward me. But then…

“Hey, move a single step, and your academy life will become a living hell.”

“Hic.”

At Mork’s threat, Bren froze and began to hiccup.

‘These bastards?’

I didn’t plan to play along with the three stooges or act like a hero of justice, but watching their antics was starting to get on my nerves.

‘Seriously, already annoyed by that crazy woman…’

I spoke in a low, threatening tone.

“Make his academy life a living hell? That’s amusing.”

“Is he laughing again?”

Sol, looking slightly uneasy, and Mork and Crollin, both clearly furious, stared at me.

“…”

I didn’t care anymore. From the moment I entered this academy, these guys have been bothering me non-stop. I had no reason to be kind to them.

“Bren, I have a question for you.”

“Huh?”

“If people commit crimes, one involving human trafficking, another smuggling prohibited items, and the last one from a family that colluded with an enemy nation, what kind of punishment would they face?”

“K-Kamon, stop it. Okay, okay, just stop.”

Sol tried to intervene, but I continued.

“What kind of punishment would they face?”

“Uh, what are you talking about, Kamon?”

Bren looked confused, not understanding my point, but the other three were different.

“How… how do you know?”

“…What are you talking about?”

They all looked at me, pale and horrified.

“It wouldn’t just end with expulsion from the academy, right?”

“Of course not. At the very least, they’d lose their titles, and if the crime is severe, they could even face… execution.”

“Execution, huh?”

I emphasized the word ‘execution’ with a sinister smile.

“I see. Then where should I report this?”

“W-wait, Kamon. Haha. Calm down and listen to me. This is just…”

Sol, now groveling, spoke hastily. I turned to Bren.

“Bren, why are you still there? Come over here.”

“Uh, but…”

Bren looked nervously at the monster trio, but…

“Go on, hurry up.”

“Yeah, Kamon is calling you. Just go.”

Sol and the others, sweating profusely, reluctantly let Bren go.

As Bren approached me, I whispered in his ear.

“Bren, meet me in front of the library later. Wait for me there.”

“Huh?”

Bren hesitated, glancing between me and the trio, but then nodded.

“Okay, Kamon. See you later.”

“Yeah, see you then.”

I smiled brightly at him, and he headed towards the library.

And then…

Thud!

“I-I’m sorry, Kamon.”

Sol, Crollin, and Mork all knelt before me, apologizing profusely.

“Sorry? For what?”

“For daring to act out of line… If we offended you, we’ll stay quiet from now on.”

“Yes, we’ll stay out of sight. Just please keep this a secret.”

Seeing them grovel so quickly after being caught, I shook my head and muttered.

“Just like that?”

“…What?”

“You said you didn’t want to see a filthy commoner like me acting out, so I should make sure you never see it again?”

“No, no. If you need anything, just tell us. We’ll do anything.”

Sol, the trio’s leader, declared confidently. I smiled in satisfaction and nodded.

“Alright, good.”

They seemed to think it was over, bowing their heads and thanking me.

“K-Kamon.”

“…Thank you so much.”

However…

“If I need anything, I’ll let you know later. But for now, we have something to settle, don’t we?”

“What?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, even though I’m a person, you guys have messed with me more than three times now. I can’t just let that slide, can I?”

Once in front of the administration office.

Twice in front of the noble dining hall.

And now here, three times.

Even the most patient and understanding person would say three times is enough. Don’t you agree?

Any more leniency, and I’d just be a pushover.

“Uh… So, what should we do?”

Seeing the monster trio asking cautiously, I smiled more wickedly than ever and spoke.

“So, tell me. How many hits do you want to take? Just enough to pay for what you did.”
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“…Oh, I’m dying here.”

“How does he manage to hit every spot that hurts? Is he a torture expert or something?”

Crollin and Mork groaned as they lay awkwardly on their beds, complaining.

“I told you we should stop and leave, but no…”

“Sol, stop repeating yourself. You’ve said that over ten times already.”

“Anyway… Ahhh!”

“Stop moving and just stay still. Moving makes it worse.”

At Crollin’s advice, Sol grabbed his buttocks in pain, then sighed deeply.

“Sigh, damn it. We’re really in a tight spot now. I’m terrified of what that madman might make us do next.”

“How does that guy even know all that stuff? It makes sense he knows about Sol since you told him before, but Mork…”

“What? It’s not human trafficking. I just captured some barbarians and sold them as slaves. Is that so wrong?”

“…Legally, it is.”

“Whatever!”

Sol continued, his voice filled with dread.

“He must have prepared beforehand. Otherwise, there’s no way he could know such details.”

The others nodded in agreement.

“Yeah, if it’s Kamon Vade, that crazy bastard, it’s possible.”

Mork tilted his head, looking puzzled.

“But isn’t it strange?”


“What now?”

“Kamon, that guy. He always used to be lazy about everything, using people or magic for even the smallest tasks. But recently, he hasn’t shown any of those behaviors.”

“Maybe he’s changed after being kicked out of his family.”

Crollin dismissed it as nothing, but Mork shook his head vigorously.

“No, no way. People don’t change that drastically overnight. Just look at today. Would the Kamon Vade we knew have beaten us up with his fists?”

“…”

“The Kamon Vade I knew would have burnt us to ashes with fire magic. But he didn’t use any magic today, just his fists. Something’s off.”

“Come on, what nonsense. Are you saying the almighty Kamon Vade can’t use magic anymore?”

“Well, no, but…”

Sol muttered in a meaningful tone.

“He probably didn’t want to leave any evidence.”

“What?”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it. You’re in pain all over, but do you have any bruises or injuries? No. But if he had used magic?”

“…There would be traces.”

“Exactly. That cunning bastard thought it through and beat us up without leaving any marks.”

Crollin and Mork, contemplating Sol’s words, looked impressed.

“So, what do we do now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do we just follow Kamon’s orders from now on, like before?”


“…Are you telling me to obey a commoner’s orders?”

Mork’s outburst made Crollin shrug and mutter cynically.

“What’s your alternative? Rebel and risk him reporting us to the authorities?”

“That’s true, but still.”

Sol, as their leader, spoke again, his voice somber.

“For now, let’s just keep quiet and stay out of his way. Don’t attract his attention.”

“Can we do that?”

“…We have to try.”

Despite Sol’s confident words, Crollin and Mork couldn’t hide their unease.

* * *

“Ah, I feel so refreshed.”

Beating up those punks had surprisingly lifted my spirits, clearing the frustration that had been building up inside me.

But.

Squeak!

“I can’t be satisfied with just this.”

Pulling the chair up to the desk, I sat down and stared at my notebook with determined eyes.

“Even if I can’t use magic, there’s still something I can do.”

Teaching those three a lesson made me realize something important.

I had been complaining about the unfairness of my situation and cursing my inability to use magic, but…

‘My thinking was too narrow.’


Scritch, scratch.

I started writing in my notebook, my pen moving rapidly across the paper.

“Not missing a single detail.”

Fortunately, thanks to possessing Kamon Vade’s body, my memory was now far superior to what it used to be.

‘I can remember everything, down to the smallest details of who Kyle met and what he ate at what age.’

Scribble, scribble!

“I know everything already.”

I was like a living book containing all the knowledge of this world.

As a reader of the original novel.

So.

Scribble, scribble!

I recorded everything Kyle did in the novel, the monsters he faced, the traps he encountered.

And most importantly, the reason he could achieve the highest score in the Dungeon Studies final exam.

Scritch, scratch!

“Who needs cheats?”

I didn’t have a status window, save and load, a dragon heart, a holy sword, or any ridiculously powerful talent or strength.

But I had one thing.

‘I know the future.’

That’s a power and ability unique to me in this world.

“So I don’t need to cling to anything else.”

What if I can’t sense mana?

So what if I can’t use magic?

“All done.”

I finished summarizing the episode where Kyle played a key role.

Every detail recorded perfectly in my notebook.

“Nothing missing, right?”

I reviewed the notes to ensure nothing was left out.

One clear pattern emerged.

“Wow, author. This is excessive.”

Most of my notes revolved around one thing:

[How Kyle dealt with the monster, the Grey Werewolf.]

“…He just decapitated it with his sword.”

[The solution to the trap, the Dense Darkness Swamp Hell.]

“He just powered through it.”

[The giant monster, the Mountain Giant Cave Snake.]

“He suddenly awakened and split it in two.”

With his sword, stamina, body, and sudden awakenings, Kyle would decapitate, behead, leap over, and break through everything.

“Even for a power fantasy, this is too much. The protagonist is a one-trick pony. Where’s the fun in that?”

So, how am I supposed to emulate Kyle’s actions without his extraordinary strength and talent?

‘Why would I try to emulate him?’

I’m not Kyle, I’m Kang Hyunsoo in the body of Kamon Vade.

“There’s no need to follow the same path as that third-rate author.”

I’ll solve these problems in my own way.

***

“The Dungeon Monster Encyclopedia, 101 Rare Monsters, Capturing the Ultimate Hunter Monsters, Strategies! Dungeon Traps and Monsters. Are you planning to borrow all these books?”

“Yes.”

“Um, but these books…”

The female librarian, with round glasses, murmured hesitantly as she pushed the books toward me.

“These are… for nobles only. Kamon, you’re a commoner, so you can’t borrow them.”

What? There’s a separate category for noble-exclusive books too?

What nonsense. Well, let’s see how this goes.

“So, I can’t borrow them?”

“If you have a noble friend, you can borrow them under their name. So, if you could…”

“No, that’s fine.”

“Huh?”

Thud!

I sat down right there at the library desk.

“I’ll just read them here.”

“What are you doing?”

“Can’t you see? If I can’t borrow them, I’ll read them here.”

“No, that’s not…”

The librarian, visibly flustered, glanced around nervously. Naturally, other students were looking at me with puzzled expressions.

“There’s a line behind you. If you want to read, please find another seat…”

“What? Is this seat also for nobles only?”

“No, that’s not what I meant.”

“Then it’s fine. I’ll stay here.”

Seeing me stubbornly refusing to move, the librarian sighed deeply and finally spoke.

“…I’ll lend them to you under my name.”

After borrowing the books and returning to my room, I immediately started my research.

To solve this problem my own way and achieve the highest score in the final exam.

And after some time…

Thud!

I closed the borrowed book and muttered briefly.

“I need money.”

To tackle the dungeon, I needed various supplies. And to get those supplies, I needed quite a bit of money.

“But I don’t have any money right now.”

So, what should I do?

“Damn, I should have extorted some money from those three idiots…”

Muttering to myself, I scratched my head and said quietly.

“…I may not have money, but I’m Kamon Vade, aren’t I?”

With that, I left my room without hesitation.

***

“…Sigh.”

Chelsea sighed deeply, pressing her forehead with one hand. Soon, her siblings would enter the academy, and she wondered how she could find a way.

“What way? I’m struggling too.”

It was always the same, repetitive story about how the estate was in trouble and they had no choice but to rely on scholarships.

And this time…

He said that getting a knight title is easier now than before. Speaking of which, a friend in the same year was granted the title of a knight. Are you close to that person?

Crumple!

Chelsea unconsciously crushed the letter in her hand.

What? Close?

What difference would it make if I were close?

Chelsea, you’re always the best, strong, and excellent. You know how much your parents believe in you, right?

Believe in what?

‘I’m strong and excellent?’

Don’t make me laugh.

You don’t know anything and just keep talking…

“Chelsea.”

Swish.

As soon as she heard the familiar voice, Chelsea quickly shoved the letter into her bag.

“Yeah, Mellin.”

“Hmm? What’s with your face? Did something happen?”

“No, nothing happened.”

“…Is it because of that guy?”

Seeing Mellin lower her voice and ask, Chelsea quickly shook her head.

“No, it’s not that. I’ve just been a bit stressed lately.”

“Stressed? Why, what happened?”

Elaine, who was beside her, asked urgently. Chelsea waved her hand dismissively and changed the subject.

“It’s nothing. How’s everyone’s preparation going?”

“Preparation? Well, I’m just getting by.”

“Yeah, Chelsea, I got some old materials from a senior.”

Mellin answered with an uncertain expression while Elaine responded cheerfully. Chelsea smiled warmly at them.

Top of the class.

It was a position she had to maintain at all costs.

‘Especially since it comes with a scholarship and prize money.’

But…

‘Can I keep it?’

If it were simply a matter of personal effort, she wouldn’t worry so much. She was confident in her skills, studies, and grades.

However…

“Let’s go in.”

“Yeah.”

Creak.

Inside, quite a few people had already arrived.

“Chelsea, you’re here?”

“Yeah, I see everyone’s on time.”

This was a meeting for the group project in Dungeon Studies, part of the final exam.

And…

‘He’s annoying.’

One face kept bothering her.

With arrogant eyes, acting as if he ignored the world.

“Kamon, you’re here early.”

Even at Elaine’s friendly greeting, he merely nodded slightly.

‘There’s nothing likable about him.’

Being flunked and getting an F in the magic class was the worst experience she had ever had.

‘Although, it did teach me that no matter how hard I try alone, some things are impossible.’

Fine, there’s no need to dwell on it.

Nothing would change anyway.

As long as he didn’t interfere, getting back on track with grades and everything else shouldn’t be too difficult.

Just…

‘I hate being in the same space with him.’

But what could she do?

She had already confirmed that there was no official way to exclude him.

“Has everyone done their research?”

“Yes, here! Senior Nathan gave me last year’s materials. The dungeon for last year’s exam was a cave maze.”

Elaine handed over a thick stack of papers in response to her question. Following that…

“…Here, I found materials from the library for the exams two and three years ago. Two years ago, it was an open-type dungeon, and three years ago, it was a temple-type dungeon.”

“My sister said there’s a high chance of a random dungeon this time. Though the form is random, there’s a pattern…”

Everyone started discussing the materials they had gathered.

Good.

Living at the academy and attending classes taught her one thing…

Two heads are better than one, and three are better than two.

Especially when working with people who share the same goal, the power is amplified.

‘Like these guys.’

Mellin, Elaine, Lois, and Claire.

A team she carefully selected and formed herself.

Of course, there was the unwelcome addition of Kamon, but well…

‘At least he promised not to be a hindrance in this exam.’

Although she didn’t fully trust him, she had no choice but to believe for now.

Hopefully, he had a sense of conscience and would keep his promise, just this once…

At that moment.

“Do you guys want to get the highest score in this exam?”

“What?”

Chelsea couldn’t believe her ears at Kamon’s sudden question.

“W-what are you talking about, Kamon?”

Elaine asked with a trembling voice. Kamon twisted his lips into a smirk and raised his hand.

Then he formed a circle with his fingers.

“…!”

Chelsea instantly realized what that gesture meant.

“This.”

But she shook her head slightly and muttered inwardly.

‘No, it can’t be.’

For the first time in her life, Chelsea wanted to pray sincerely to any deity that might exist.

If there is a god, please.

‘Please don’t let him say what I think he’s going to say…’

“Give me money if you want to get the highest score in the exam.”

…God is dead.
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“…”

“…”

“Hey, Kamon, are you crazy?” The expected reaction followed.

‘But what choice do I have?’

Given the current situation, this was the best course of action.

‘I really want to get the highest score on this exam too.’

That way, I won’t be expelled, and I can live comfortably at the academy. It’s the best win-win proposal.

So please, everyone, cooperate a bit.

Fwoosh.

“Kamon…”

At that moment, I felt that fiery gaze again. This time, it was laden with a palpable killing intent.

And then she spoke in a low, menacing voice.

“…So, why do you need the money?”

As expected of Chelsea, she was the kind of character who would sell her soul to the devil for the sake of good grades.

But at that moment, Mellin’s sharp voice cut through the tension.

“Chelsea! We don’t need to listen to his excuses. Let’s just tell the professor and get him excluded.”

“No, that’s impossible. I already confirmed with the professor.”

Chelsea’s response was quicker and more resolute than ever, leaving everyone else dumbfounded.

“What?”


“…The professor said the most important things in his class are teamwork and adaptability, and that moving with an unwanted team member is also part of the assessment.”

“What kind of nonsense is that!”

“So, the professor said that, huh.”

Various reactions emerged at Chelsea’s explanation.

When did she even have time to ask the professor about this? Well, it doesn’t matter.

“So? About the money? Are you giving it or not?”

Given that even the professor’s intervention wouldn’t work, could they refuse my proposal?

“Well, if you all want to fail, go ahead. It doesn’t matter to me.”

I stood my ground more firmly than ever. It was a bit of a bluff. Honestly, I was a bit, no, very nervous. But if I backed down here, it was all over.

“…Alright.”

“Chelsea!”

What? She agreed so easily?

Chelsea nodded more quickly than I expected and then asked.

“So, how much do you need?”

“…About five gold coins?”

Everyone simultaneously glared at me as I made my demand.

“What?”

“That’s too much.”

In the world of this novel, one gold coin was equivalent to the monthly expenses of an average family of four. In other words, I was asking for half a year’s living expenses upfront.

‘It’s a bit excessive, but I need to start strong.’


The other kids looked at me and Chelsea as if they were about to lose their minds. But Chelsea’s gaze didn’t waver at all. Instead…

“Is that all?”

What?

“Of course. That’ll be enough.”

What’s going on?

Was Chelsea from a family rich enough to use five gold coins as pocket money?

I… don’t think so.

“If I can ensure you won’t interfere in my exam by paying you, then…”

Her voice was chilling.

“No matter how much it costs, I don’t care.”

Her words didn’t convey simple anger, contempt, or a fiery rage. It was much colder than that.

It was more like cold fury.

‘If you interfere with me again, you’re dead. I’ll make sure you die.’

…That’s how it felt.

“…”

I felt a chill run down my spine, but I couldn’t back down now.

“Is that so? Then that’s good for me. So, the money?”

“I’ll give you what you want. But swear right now that you won’t interfere.”

“What?”

“Swear here and now that you won’t disrupt my exam.”


Chelsea continued, never breaking her gaze from me.

“…”

She stared at me with blazing eyes, while the other team members stood uncertainly, unsure of what to do.

I glanced at them and chuckled.

“Fine. I swear.”

To get the highest score, I had to go all out. What’s so hard about making a verbal pledge?

“I swear I’ll do my best to ensure we get the highest score in this exam.”

“No.”

“Hmm?”

Swish!

Suddenly, Chelsea drew her sword, and I was taken aback.

‘What? Why is she drawing her sword?’

Then.

Slash!

“Chelsea!”

Without hesitation, Chelsea sliced her forearm.

Drip!

Her red blood trickled down her pale skin onto the floor.

“…”

“What is this…”

“A blood oath. Swear with your blood.”

“What?”

Now she looked at me with a gaze that was not just chilling, but filled with a sinister aura.

“Don’t you know a blood oath? It’s a vow that, if broken, brings a lifelong curse.”

Mellin muttered in frustration beside her.

“Chelsea, that’s just a superstition. It’s not a magical oath and doesn’t have any real binding force…”

“Kamon Vade!”

But Chelsea ignored her, focusing solely on me.

I looked at the sword she was holding out toward me.

‘Is she really this crazy?’

I knew she was obsessed with grades, but I didn’t expect her to be this ruthless and insane.

But… I couldn’t back down now.

‘Just do it. It’s not like it has any real binding force.’

“Alright.”

Smack!

I grabbed Chelsea’s sword and, closing my eyes tightly, carefully nicked my fingertip…

Slash!

‘Damn, that hurts like hell.’

A tiny drop of blood welled up on my fingertip. I quickly let it fall toward the puddle of Chelsea’s blood on the ground.

Drip.

Seeing the blood drop mix, I looked up at Chelsea and asked, “Is this good enough?”

“…Don’t you ever interfere with me again, Kamon.”

With those final words, Chelsea turned her head away sharply.

* * *

Jingle.

“Transaction complete.”

“You’ll keep your promise…”

“Of course, of course. I have to, don’t I?”

I waved reassuringly and nodded, trying to dispel any doubts. Chelsea watched me with a cold gaze as I hurried away with the pouch containing five gold coins.

“Will it be alright?” Elaine asked anxiously, her worry clear.

“It’ll be fine,” Mellin reassured, shaking her head firmly. “Even if something goes wrong, he can’t prove it.”

Chelsea, puzzled by their conversation, turned to them and asked, “What are you talking about? What’s going to be fine?”

“Ah, well…”

“It’s nothing. Just a little prank. That bastard Kamon needs to be taught a lesson,” Mellin said with a twisted smile.

“A prank? What kind of prank?”

Concerned that there might be a problem she wasn’t aware of, Chelsea pressed for details.

Mellin proudly explained, “I coated one of the gold coins with a mild laxative.”

“A laxative?”

“Yes, it’s a colorless, odorless laxative. I only coated one coin, so he’ll only suffer for a day.”

“But what if he finds out it was us?”

“He won’t. The laxative is undetectable and only affects the first person who touches the coin. We’ll never get caught, don’t worry.”

Mellin continued with a mischievous grin. “I hope he soils himself in public and gets known as Kamon the Crappy.”

“Kamon the Crappy?”

Chelsea couldn’t help but laugh at Mellin’s blatant attempt to humiliate Kamon.

At least Mellin’s prank was rooted in a desire for revenge for the hardships she and Elaine had suffered.

‘Well, it’s only fair.’

Imagining Kamon Vade suffering from the colorless, odorless laxative, Chelsea nodded.

“Let’s go to our favorite café.”

“A café? Sounds good.”

“I want to try the new lemonade!”

The three friends laughed and headed toward the academy café.

* * *

Scritch, scratch!

As usual, Bren was diligently writing in his usual spot, feeling very content.

“…This is nice.”

Bren’s satisfaction was evident in his voice. His pen glided effortlessly across the notebook, feeling lighter and smoother than ever.

Is this what happiness feels like?

“Heheh.”

He couldn’t help but hum a tune. Despite only a few days having passed, it had made him realize the value of ordinary life.

There’s no need to express gratitude to Kamon for this experience.

“Hmph.”

On reflection, it was truly absurd.

“Asking me to teach him magic.”

Even if someone set out to bully him, doing so in such an unreasonable manner was crossing the line.

Especially since Kamon was already known as a magical prodigy at the academy.

“Still…”

He did save me when I was caught by those bullies.

‘Then again, he was the one who got me involved in the first place.’

Bren shook his head to clear his thoughts.

“Forget it, it’s all in the past.”

There was no need to dwell on it and cause himself more stress. Since then, neither Kamon nor the bullies had bothered him.

‘Just a random incident, nothing more.’

So now, he could quietly focus on his final exams.

Once the exams were over, he’d enjoy a nice cup of tea and relish his peace.

He wondered if the new tea leaves would have a pleasant aroma.

With these thoughts, Bren focused back on his studies.

Then suddenly…

Bang!

“Huh…?”

The usually quiet library. Everyone knew to be considerate and avoid loud noises.

But who was this maniac slamming the door…

‘No way. It can’t be…’

Bren quickly dismissed the worst-case scenario that flashed through his mind.

“Ugh, what a pointless thought. Let’s just focus and get back to studying…”

Tap, tap, tap!

“There you are, Bren!”

“…Huh?”

This must be a hallucination.

He was hearing things due to the stress. Yes, that had to be it.

“Bren!”

Whoosh!

Suddenly, he felt a strong hand grab the back of his neck.

“Get up, Bren. We don’t have time to waste here!”

Rustle!

‘What the…’

Bren realized he was being dragged out of the library by someone.

“Oh, oh… ohhh?”

Why was this happening?

Was he about to face another trial?

Tap, tap, tap!

Without looking back, the person holding him ran forward, gripping him tightly.

That person was…

“K-Kamon?”

Bren turned his head to see the familiar face.

“Hey, Bren. I need your help with something. We don’t have much time, so let’s head to ‘Bellium’!”

Kamon Vade spoke brightly, his voice carefree.

“…”

This had to be a dream.

It had to be.

A dream, a dream!
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“Ugh, come on! It’s my turn to prove myself already.”

“Give it a rest, Angela.”

“Why do you keep saying no? When do I get my initiation?”

“…When the right opportunity comes, I’ll let you know.”

“Oh, whatever! You’re so annoying, brother.”

Bang!

Angela Sailin, a girl with striking short red hair, slammed the door and stormed out.

“Welcome… Oh, it’s you, Angela.”

“Mind your own business, sis.”

“Sigh, that brat… I wish she’d talk a bit nicer.”

“Hmph!”

Snorting, Angela walked out of the building with the sign “Senbran General Store” and sighed deeply.

“Sigh, really…”

She was the younger sister of the head of the ‘Bellium’ branch of the dark guild, which dominated the underworld of the empire.

The dark guild, dealing in theft, pickpocketing, intelligence, contract killings, and slave trade—essentially handling all the under-the-table, illicit activities—had one key rule:

‘Those who haven’t undergone initiation are not family.’

As a highly secretive organization, the dark guild operated through compartmentalized cells. Those who hadn’t completed an initiation mission were not considered part of the guild.

“They keep saying ‘later, later!’ So when can I finally join the dark guild?”

Angela had long admired the dark guild, and she was proud that her brother was the branch leader. She was deeply frustrated that she hadn’t undergone the initiation to be recognized as a member of the guild.


“Pft!”

Spitting on the ground in frustration, she muttered to herself.

“Fine, who needs an official initiation anyway? If I can pull off a big enough accomplishment, that’ll prove my worth. Yeah, that’s the true spirit of the dark guild.”

Normally, initiation involved completing a mission assigned by the branch leader. But occasionally, if someone achieved an extraordinary feat or performed a deed that shocked everyone, they could bypass the initiation.

“…Should I just rob the mayor’s house?”

If she, a mere teenager, managed to rob the home of a city’s leader, that would be a significant accomplishment worthy of the guild’s recognition.

“Nah, robbing the mayor’s house is too risky. I might get caught and then my brother would kill me.”

Angela knew her own limits well. She didn’t have the skill to rob the heavily guarded mayor’s house alone.

Instead…

“Oh, I wish some high-ranking noble or the emperor himself would just pass by on the street.”

Her greatest skill was pickpocketing, a talent that was nearly unrivaled in the empire.

Step by step.

“Alright, who’s my target today?”

Angela, her face partially hidden by a yellow scarf, roamed the streets of Bellium, searching for a suitable victim.

Just then…

“Ka-Kamon, why did we come here?”

“I told you, we need to buy these things.”

“Why do you need me for that?”

“Because I don’t know where to get them.”

“Huh?”


“I need you to guide me, Bren. I can pay you well for your help, don’t worry!”

She spotted two academy students in white uniforms chatting and laughing.

‘There.’

And they practically announced they had money to burn, which was like an invitation to her. Angela wasn’t one to miss such an obvious mark.

So…

After ensuring her scarf was properly in place…

Step by step!

She quickly approached the taller of the two students—the one who had mentioned having money.

Bump!

“Ah!”

“Hey, watch it!”

Angela expertly bumped into him and smoothly slipped her hand into his pocket.

And…

Heavy.

‘Oh, yes!’

“Sorry about that.”

She apologized quickly, then briskly walked away.

The weight in her hand and the faint jingling sound were immensely satisfying. Angela disappeared into the crowd like a wisp of smoke.

* * *

“Come on, come on! It’s not every day we have a sale. All items 10% off today only!”


“Books, materials, mana stones for sale.”

“Basic equipment, specialty equipment, all sold at fixed prices, no bargaining.”

“Get your drake meat skewers here! Buy two, get one free!”

With Bren leading the way, I finally reached the bustling marketplace in Bellium.

In the chaotic and noisy market…

“This way, right?”

“Y-yeah. But… Kamon! S-slow down, you’re too fast!”

“We need to hurry!”

I urged Bren to move faster.

‘We’re running out of time.’

With only three days left until the exam, I needed to buy materials here to refine and synthesize.

It was a simple process of combining and mixing a few ingredients, but it required time.

And that time was at least…

‘Two to three days.’

“Bren!”

“Just up ahead and then turn right!”

Following Bren’s directions, I turned right.

[Senbran General Store]

A large sign and an even larger store came into view. It looked like a department store that sold everything imaginable.

“Here, you can get almost anything!”

Bang!

Bursting into the store, I shouted without looking around.

“Do you have salamander feathers, white nightshade powder, paralysis mushrooms, mandrake roots, and Graydon tree bark?”

“Welcome… What?”

The shop assistant, who was about to greet me, looked startled. Other customers turned to stare.

But I had no time to worry about that.

Rummaging through my pockets, I pulled out a list.

“Here!”

I immediately threw the list of items on the counter and shouted at Bren behind me.

“Bren, what are you doing? If you see anything, grab it quickly!”

“Oh, right! Got it!”

Bren quickly started searching through the store. The store clerk, looking flustered, spoke up.

“Uh… I’m sorry, but we only have paralysis mushrooms and mandrake roots in stock.”

“Then give me those.”

“Pardon? Oh, alright. One moment.”

The clerk hurried inside and brought out the items I mentioned. She then showed me the box containing the items and spoke again.

“…We have red monkshood powder, which has similar toxicity and effects to white nightshade powder. Would that be okay?”

“No, I don’t need that. How much for the items?”

“Uh, 28 silver.”

“Hold on.”

I reached into my pocket to get the money, but then…

“What? Where is it?!”

“What’s wrong, Kamon?”

“Wait a minute!”

I frantically searched my pockets again, but the pouch that had the gold coins was nowhere to be found.

“It’s gone.”

“What?”

“My pouch is gone…”

Suddenly, I remembered the yellow scarf and the person who had bumped into me earlier.

“No way…”

Did I get pickpocketed?

“If you can pay 28 silver, there won’t be a problem. But if there’s an issue, should I call someone?”

The clerk, sensing the situation, asked in a slightly cold voice.

“No, it’s fine. We’ll be back later.”

“Kamon?”

“Let’s go, Bren. We have a problem.”

“A problem?”

Bren, looking confused and worried, followed me out of the ‘Senbran General Store.’ Just then…

Bump!

“Ah!”

Bren, who was slightly ahead of me, collided with someone who was hurrying into the store.

“Hey, move!”

The person, annoyed, tried to push past Bren and rush into the store.

“Bren, are you alri… Oh?”

That yellow scarf, it’s the same person!

Yes, it’s definitely them!

I grabbed the person’s shoulder immediately.

“Damn it, let go!”

The person in the yellow scarf shouted irritably, trying to shake off my hand. But I held on tightly and shouted back.

“Where do you think you’re going, thief? Give me my money back!”

“What? Thief?”

The person turned to face me, their face pale with sweat dripping down.

“Dammit, it’s you, you bastard!”

“Bastard? You’re the bastard! Give me my money!”

“Let go, damn it!”

The person struggled fiercely to free themselves, and I urgently called out to Bren.

“Bren, help me grab this bastard!”

“Huh?”

“This guy pickpocketed us! Grab him!”

“Uh, okay!”

Bren quickly got up and helped me pin the yellow-scarf person to the ground.

“Please! Fine, I’ll give it back! Just let me go! Please, just let me go!”

The person, held by both of us, started flailing wildly, sweating profusely.

Like I’m going to let go that easily. Meeting the pickpocket here is a stroke of luck, there’s no way I’m letting them go.

“Not a chance. Give me my money! Bren, search him.”

“Okay!”

Bren followed my order and searched the person, finding a small pouch.

“Is this it?”

Jingle.

The sound of coins confirmed it. I nodded.

“Yeah, that’s our money.”

“Damn it! Now you’ve got your money, so leave… Ugh, please… No, I can’t take anymore… Please…”

As the person continued to struggle and cry out, more people started to gather around, curious about the commotion. Even the store clerk came out to see what was happening.

At the same time…

“Angela?”

“Vail… Please help me. I’m really… I’m going to…!”

The yellow-scarf person, now looking deathly pale and speaking in a near-death voice, cried out to the clerk.

‘What? They know each other?’

Thud!

The person suddenly stopped struggling beneath us.

Then…

Pfft, crackle!

A popping sound reached my ears.

‘…Crackle?’

What was that noise… Oh, what’s that smell?

A strong, pungent odor started to spread around us.

“What’s that smell? Did they… Did they just…?”

Bren, who was helping me hold the person down, jumped back, covering his nose.

“Ugh.”

I too backed away, covering my nose as the foul-smelling yellow-scarf pickpocket lay there.

Pfft, crackle!

More popping sounds followed, filling the area in front of the ‘Senbran General Store’ with a terrible stench.

And then…

“Sob… I’m ruined. I’m finished.”

The yellow-scarf pickpocket lay on the ground, crying, tears streaming down their face.
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“So, Angela stole Kamon Vade’s money?”

“Yes, that’s right. And because of that, she got thoroughly screwed.”

“Seriously, my brilliant sister shit herself right in front of the store.”

“…I’m going to kill that bastard, I’ll kill him! Sniff!”

Seeing Angela repeatedly muttering curses through her tears, Senbran, the branch manager of the dark guild ‘Velium,’ shook his head.

“So, what about the aftermath?”

“We handled it so there won’t be any issues. Instead of reporting us, we gave them what they wanted for free. Besides, the evidence was clear, so there wasn’t much else we could do.”

At the maid’s shrugging response, Senbran frowned and murmured.

“Of all people to mess with, she had to mess with Kamon Vade. So, is Angela’s condition that bastard’s doing?”

“I can’t say for sure, but from the looks of it, he didn’t seem to know either. If it was an act, then it was a damn good one. Anyway, we made sure no one will cause trouble for Angela in the future.”

“Good job.”

“Yes, boss. Angela, are you staying here?”

“I-I’ll kill him, sniff. I’ll kill them all… Hic.”

“Leave her be for a while. She brought it on herself anyway.”

Nodding again, Senbran’s words made the maid chuckle inwardly as she stepped outside.

* * *

“So, Bren, are these all top quality?”

“Y-yeah. These look really great, better than anything I’ve seen before. And they sell these in a shop.”

Paralysis mushrooms, mandrake roots, Graydon tree bark, white henbane powder, and even salamander feathers.


I succeeded in getting everything on my pre-prepared list in one place.

No, to be precise, I succeeded in getting them for free.

“But isn’t that place strange? At first, they said they didn’t have the items, but suddenly they did after Angela got involved?”

“W-well, we agreed not to report the pickpocketing, right? The maid said they helped because her sister was in trouble.”

“Hmmm.”

If you think about it positively, it makes sense…

“Wow, look at this feather. I’ve never seen such a shiny feather before.”

Seeing Bren mumbling as he checked the items’ conditions, I couldn’t help but tilt my head.

‘Can they really find and give away top-quality items like this so quickly?’

Even more, they handed over everything for free.

It feels a bit off…

Well, does it matter?

What’s important now isn’t some suspicious general store.

“Alright, let’s start preparing for the exam properly.”

* * *

All the students taking the dungeon studies class were gathered in a rather large gymnasium.

Screech.

At that moment, the familiar figure of Professor Delon entered through the front door and, in a loud voice, asked the somewhat nervous students.

“So? Are you all ready for the exam?”

“……”


Of course, no one answered.

“Whether you’re ready or not, the exam is today. So, get ready. Now…!”

Ziiiiing!

With Professor Delon’s signal, a rainbow-colored portal appeared in the middle of the gymnasium.

“Let’s start the dungeon studies final exam.”

Professor Delon announced with a grin.

“The first group is Shamus’ group. Please come forward.”

A few students approached the portal at the beckoning of the assistant who appeared out of nowhere.

And.

“…Still not here?”

“Yeah, Lois checked the dorm earlier, and he wasn’t there at all…”

“Is it happening again?”

Chelsea and her group members, located farthest from the center, were nervously looking at each other.

“He’ll be here soon. Didn’t they say you’d be expelled if you fail?”

“Sigh, Elaine. You still trust that crazy bastard? Kamon Vade doesn’t care about that stuff.”

“Maybe it’s because of that?”

“No way. He wouldn’t skip the exam for something like that. That doesn’t make sense.”

“Well, he could be in the bathroom…”

“Come on. It’s been days.”

Elaine responded to Melin’s words, but her expression hardened a bit.


Then, Lois mumbled with a troubled expression.

“W-wait a minute. What about the money we gave him?”

“Lois, is that important right now?”

“No, but… Ugh, if my sister finds out, we’re in big trouble.”

Lois stomped his feet anxiously, while Elaine glanced at Chelsea and spoke carefully.

“B-but if Kamon doesn’t show up…”

At that moment, Chelsea, who had been silent, finally spoke up.

“Maybe it’s for the best?”

“Huh?”

Everyone’s eyes focused on Chelsea at her unexpected words.

“Originally, the plan was for the five of us to do this. There shouldn’t be a problem.”

“R-right. It’s easier without him. Less hassle.”

“But if we’re short on people, won’t we be disqualified?”

Recalling the previous magic studies exam, Elaine asked in a worried voice.

“No, that won’t happen. I’ve checked the rules.”

“Really?”

“Yes, but let’s confirm it again…”

Reassuring Elaine with a slight smile, Chelsea turned her gaze towards the portal.

At that moment.

“Shamus’ group failed, next group get ready.”

With Professor Delon’s shout, Shamus’ group was summoned back around the portal.

“Already failed?”

“Is it that hard?”

Then, the assistant’s voice echoed again.

“Phelin’s group, get ready.”

The next group approached the portal with tense faces.

“……”

Watching quietly, Chelsea finally started walking.

Step, step.

And.

“Professor.”

“Hmm? Chelsea? What’s the matter?”

“We have a problem.”

“A problem? What problem?”

“……”

Chelsea glanced back before answering.

“We’re short on people.”

“Hmm? What do you mean…”

Professor Delon quickly moved his fingers to count the members of Chelsea’s group. Then he said,

“Five? Wait a minute. Where’s Kamon? Could it be…?”

“Yes, professor.”

Seeing Chelsea nod in response, Professor Delon couldn’t help but squeeze his eyes shut.

“Damn it. That bastard Kamon… Assistant!”

“Yes, sir.”

“When is Chelsea’s group scheduled?”

“Last, sir.”

“Is that so?”

Chelsea quietly waited for Professor Delon’s response, sensing something was going according to plan. Confirming the dungeon entry order, Professor Delon looked at Chelsea and tried to speak as gently as possible.

“Since there’s still some time before your group’s turn, let’s wait a bit longer…”

“What if he doesn’t come?”

“Huh?”

“What happens if he doesn’t show up by the time it’s our turn?”

“He’ll be disqualified.”

Chelsea nodded slightly at Professor Delon’s words but couldn’t help but ask again.

“Then what about us?”

“What?”

“Will we also be disqualified? After all, it’s a group test.”

Chelsea asked with a regretful expression, looking at Professor Delon.

“Hmm, that…”

“As far as I know, according to the academy rules, if a member of a group test is absent without a valid reason, even if the scoring is done for the whole group, they are treated as an exception.”

“Right, according to the rules. Even if Kamon doesn’t show up, you won’t be disqualified.”

“Yes, I understand.”

Having received the answer she wanted from Professor Delon, Chelsea immediately bowed her head and responded.

“Then let’s continue the exam. Has Phelin’s group entered?”

“Yes, they went in a moment ago… Ah, they’ve failed.”

Ziiing.

Seeing the students coming out of the portal, Professor Delon gave orders with a discontented look.

“Prepare the next group.”

“Yes, sir!”

Chelsea watched the assistant and Professor Delon’s actions and then quietly turned her head with a smile on her lips.

‘It’s more comfortable not to have any variables because of Kamon. So, if he doesn’t come…’

Bang!

Suddenly, a loud noise came from the gym’s iron door.

“……”

“……?!”

Everyone’s eyes turned toward the noise, and a person carrying a rather heavy-looking bag appeared.

“Ugh, so heavy!”

“…K-Kamon?”

“The exam hasn’t started yet, right?”

Kamon Vade asked confidently.

“You’re here.”

“Professor, what should we do with him…?”

“He arrived before the exam started, so there’s no problem, right?”

“N-no, sir.”

“Then, enter the portal with the next group!”

Ugh.

Chelsea couldn’t help but bite her lower lip hard.

* * *

“Next, Kyle’s group, get ready.”

Not long after I arrived, I saw the protagonist Kyle, the princess, and his followers enter the portal.

At that moment, a voice full of annoyance came from behind me.

“You look pretty confident for someone who’s late.”

Seeing Mellin glaring at me, I shrugged my shoulders and responded lightly.

“Should I apologize here?”

“What?”

“Don’t start unnecessary fights. I was late because I went to the bathroom.”

“B-bathroom?”

Mellin seemed a bit taken aback by my response.

‘What’s wrong with her?’

At the same time.

“K-Kamon. Are you okay? Aren’t you feeling well?”

Elaine asked worriedly, and I tilted my head as I answered.

“Uh, I’m fine.”

“G-good. That’s a relief. Hahaha.”

Elaine laughed awkwardly, and I shrugged again in response before putting down my bag.

Thud!

“……”

I immediately started sorting and checking the items I brought.

Rattle, clatter!

‘Thankfully, I didn’t forget anything.’

At that moment, I heard other students talking.

“This exam is really tough.”

“I overheard from the guys who finished early that it’s insanely hard.”

“But this group seems to be holding on for a while.”

I chuckled inwardly at their conversation.

Of course, it’s tough. In the original story, only one group passes this exam…

“Kyle’s group, pass!”

“Yeah, Kyle’s group is the only one… What? Already?”

Rattle!

Surprised by Professor Delon’s shout, I stood up abruptly.

“P-pass?”

“Wow, there’s actually a passing group!”

While the surrounding students voiced their surprise, I couldn’t afford to pay attention to them.

‘What…? They already passed?’

“Kyle’s group, fifty minutes and fifty-eight seconds. Pass!”

With the assistant’s shout, I dropped the item I was holding.

“Why, why is it different?”

In the original story, Kyle’s group passed the dungeon studies exam with a record of ‘one hour and twenty-three minutes.’

But what? Fifty minutes and fifty-eight seconds?

At that moment.

Ziiing!

The color of the dungeon portal changed, and the first passing group, Kyle’s group, appeared.

“Passers, please move to this side.”

Following the assistant’s instructions, Kyle’s group members started to move.

And soon, Princess Francia, a member of Kyle’s group, looked in my direction.

At the same time.

“Tsk!”

“…Princess?”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I just saw a funny face.”

“A funny face?”

“Yes, like the face of a worm wriggling on the ground.”

“What are you talking about…”

“Kyle, let’s go quickly. We’re going to be late.”

Click, click.

Watching her familiar footsteps walk away, I couldn’t help but clench my fists tightly.

‘That bitch…!’
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“Thirty minutes, huh…”

I clenched and unclenched my fists, trying to calm my breathing as I reflected on Kyle’s group’s record of clearing the dungeon much faster than in the original story. The unexpected situation made me a bit nervous, and I felt a slight sheen of sweat on my palms.

‘Why?’

Of course, I had considered the possibility of various variables.

‘I didn’t expect the clearing time to be shortened.’

Why did the result differ from the original novel?

“Could it be because of me?”

The only difference in this exam was the participation of Kamon Vade.

Could it be that just because of my presence, the clearing time was shortened by thirty minutes?

“……”

I didn’t understand many parts of it, but…

“Well, does it really matter?”

Whether it was because of me or for some other reason, it wasn’t important right now.

‘The fact that we need to clear it quickly doesn’t change.’

With that, I opened my prepared bag and started taking out the items inside.

After a while,

“Benton’s group, failed. Next group!”

“This is the last group. Chelsea’s group, get ready.”

The assistant’s voice caused a slight tension to appear on my teammates’ faces. However,


Clank!

At the sound of the heavy noise, everyone’s eyes turned to me.

“What the, what’s that? Armor?”

“…Why is a mage wearing that?”

I heard them mutter with stiff expressions.

Clank, clank!

As they said, I was now wearing very solid iron armor.

“It’s not bad for movement.”

Although I had already checked it in advance, I had worried that it might be uncomfortable in actual combat. But this was manageable…

However, seeing their gaze at me with a different meaning, I chuckled lightly.

‘What are you looking at? You’d do the same in my position.’

A swordsman who can’t use a sword, a tank who can’t use a shield. Then you’d have to make do with something else.

At that moment, Chelsea’s determined voice rang out.

“Is everyone ready?”

“Yeah, we’ve been ready.”

“Y-yeah. We’re ready!”

“…I’m ready too.”

With the team’s responses, Chelsea spoke again.

“Chelsea’s group is ready.”

“Alright, then enter the dungeon.”


Following the assistant’s instructions,

Ziiiiing!

Chelsea and the other members threw themselves into the blue glowing portal.

And I too,

“……”

Clank.

I looked at the portal with a determined expression.

‘Hoo, stay calm and don’t rush. If I act hastily, everything could go wrong.’

After all, the beginning isn’t that hard.

With that thought, I followed them into the portal.

Ziiiing!

‘Ah, I feel dizzy.’

As if riding a wild amusement park ride, I closed my eyes tightly against the dizzying sensation.

And then,

Clank, thud!

All of us were transferred to a new space.

“What the, why is it so dark?”

Hearing Lois’ voice next to me, I quickly opened my eyes and looked around. It was indeed shrouded in darkness.

Moreover, the musty smell and the slightly unpleasant stickiness of the air added to the atmosphere.

…It’s the same as in the original. It’s a cave-type dungeon.


The realism made it hard to believe it was a magically created virtual space.

“This is a cave-type dungeon.”

As if reading my thoughts, Chelsea’s voice echoed, making me turn my head.

Flap.

The sound of bats’ wings came from inside.

“Everyone, lower your voices and quickly adjust your eyes to the darkness.”

Chelsea gave her instructions in a firm tone, heightening her vigilance.

“A cave-type dungeon, so it’s dark.”

“No matter how cave-like, it’s too dark.”

“Yeah, I can’t see anything… Ah! Lois, you stepped on my foot!”

With Elaine’s scream and Lois’ flustered apology, the situation quickly grew chaotic.

“W-what? Sorry!”

“It’s fine… Ow! Lois!”

“Damn it, I can’t see anything. It’s pitch black!”

“Shh! Lois. Just stay still. Don’t bother the others.”

Mellin hurriedly shouted at Lois in the midst of their exchange.

“But how can I stay still when I can’t see anything?”

Indeed, it was pitch black, as if we were plunged into the heart of darkness.

And,

‘This is where the monster wave starts.’

In a situation where even the immediate surroundings aren’t visible, a sudden monster ambush would be hell for novice adventurers.

So,

Siiick.

I quickly took out the pre-prepared item from my backpack.

‘First, we need to secure visibility. Otherwise…’

At that moment,

Kieeeek!

“Monsters ahead. Everyone, get your weapons ready for combat!”

Chelsea shouted urgently at the sudden monster cry.

But,

“What? Monsters?”

“Damn it, I can’t see anything yet.”

“Elaine, use some light magic, quickly…”

In the midst of their panicked shouts,

Sss, whoosh!

I swiftly lit a torch.

“What, what’s that?”

“Fire?”

I immediately handed a torch to Lois.

“Take this, Lois.”

“…Huh? Oh, thanks.”

Sss, whoosh!

As I lit another torch, the surrounding darkness began to recede. Even though the situation was sudden, the torches allowed us to see our surroundings and identify the monsters.

Kieeek!

“A group of goblins!”

As Lois shouted upon receiving the torch from me,

Srrng.

Chelsea quickly drew her sword and continued.

“Everyone, don’t panic. Formations first, as we practiced!”

Kieeeek!

Swish!

Chelsea swiftly decapitated an approaching goblin and shouted in a cold tone.

“Dispatch them as quickly as possible.”

Squelch, swish! Kieeek!

The goblins’ screams echoed briefly.

And then,

Srrng.

“Clear!”

“All done here too.”

“…Yes. No other life forms detected. It’s really over.”

Elaine scanned the surroundings and smiled, reporting her findings. However, I shouted at them decisively.

“What do you mean over? Quickly, get back into formation.”

“What?”

“Hey, Kamon. Who are you to give us orders…”

As Mellin frowned and started to retort,

Grrr.

Another group of monsters appeared with a strange growling sound.

“What is that sound?”

“Gnolls!”

“What? There was nothing before?!”

“…Everyone, refocus. Prepare for combat!”

Following Chelsea’s command, the team members quickly moved despite their bewildered expressions.

And once again,

“Clear!”

“We’re not done yet, stay alert!”

Perhaps due to the previous situation, Chelsea maintained her vigilance this time as she shouted.

Ssss!

“Again?”

“Damn, a triple monster wave right at the start?”

“This time it’s orcs. Everyone knows how to deal with them, right?”

“…Of course, let’s get to it.”

Swish, kaaargh!

Slash.

Ssss!

Although the team was momentarily flustered by the unexpected monster wave, they successfully dealt with the flood of enemies without major issues.

‘Their skills are pretty good.’

While I never doubted Chelsea’s abilities, being the top student of the year and a main heroine in the original story, I didn’t expect much from the others. But they were doing better than I thought.

“Is it over now?”

“…Is there more? The fourth wave would be tough.”

“Whew, no wonder other groups failed so quickly.”

Having swiftly cleared the orc group, the team muttered tiredly. I quietly thought to myself,

‘The first hurdle is over. I prepared some small bombs just in case, but it looks like I won’t need them.’

Come to think of it, the monsters in this wave were goblins, gnolls, and orcs.

Are these the three monster brothers?

Did the author arrange it that way on purpose?

As I was lost in these trivial thoughts,

Thud, thud.

“Kamon.”

I heard Chelsea’s voice as she approached me. She stood before me without even wiping the monster blood off her blade.

“Hmm? What is it?”

“…Did you light that torch on purpose?”

“Huh?”

“Normally, lighting a torch at the entrance of a dungeon can attract monsters and put you in danger.”

Chelsea’s rigid, textbook-like admonition raised my eyebrow slightly.

“So?”

“You could’ve used light magic instead. It would have been enough to secure visibility…”

As she continued her lecture, I raised my hand slightly, cutting her off.

“No, what are you trying to say?”

“I’d appreciate it if you could tell us next time before doing something like that.”

“What…?”

“Anyway, thanks to you, we avoided a crisis.”

Muttering in a low voice, Chelsea averted her gaze. I stared at her for a moment before asking,

“Is that all?”

“…”

Without answering, Chelsea turned abruptly and called out to the other team members.

“Everyone, stay vigilant. Once you’re ready, let’s move out.”

* * *

Step by step.

Chelsea and her team quietly advanced through the cave-like dungeon.

“Wow, it’s really dark. We’d have had a hard time without the torches.”

“Come on, we could just use light magic. What’s the big deal?”

“Light magic? So you want the mage to act as a light shuttle the whole time? That’s an easy way to drain their mana.”

“Drain, my ass… Lighting a torch in a cave-type dungeon is stupid. Didn’t you pay attention in dungeon studies?”

“Hey, stop fighting.”

Listening to Lois, Mellin, and Elaine bicker, Chelsea slightly turned her head.

Clank.

A bit farther away, Kamon Vade was moving with them.

‘…’

Chelsea had been slightly startled by the relentless monster waves right after entering the dungeon.

‘Of course, we would have handled it. They weren’t that strong, and the difficulty wasn’t high.’

But if they hadn’t secured visibility, they might have faced significant danger even if they overcame the threat.

However,

‘It was a coincidence.’

Kamon’s action was dangerous under normal circumstances. While illuminating the area was a good move, it could have attracted more monsters.

Chelsea shook her head, dispelling her unnecessary thoughts.

‘Enough, stop overthinking. Focus on the task at hand.’

Resolving her thoughts, she kept an eye on Kamon’s movements, not fully trusting him yet.
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Chelsea, who had been severely burned by Kamon once before, still harbored deep suspicions about him. Therefore,

“Elaine, magic!”

“Okay, Ice Field!”

Zap!

“Mellin!”

“Got it, I was just waiting for your order.”

Whoosh, kaaargh!

She continued to tackle the dungeon while excluding Kamon’s involvement as much as possible.

Hiss, roar.

“It’s a Cave Orc Warrior!”

Of course, she didn’t hesitate to call on him when necessary.

“Kamon, right now…”

Bang!

“Huh?”

Everyone stared blankly as the Cave Orc Warrior fell, struck down by a small bomb Kamon had thrown.

“……”

“A bomb instead of magic?”

The team members looked at him with confused eyes.

“Focus, everyone!”


Chelsea immediately shouted in a determined voice, directing everyone’s attention back to the dungeon raid.

‘Why is he doing this?’

Though the results were not bad, she couldn’t help but feel frustrated internally.

As they explored the cave dungeon, dealing with various monsters and traps, they finally reached a wide-open space.

“It’s the boss monster!”

They came face to face with a huge creature that seemed to proclaim itself the master of the area.

Squeeeak!

“Is that really the boss monster?”

“Judging by the surroundings, it seems so.”

“But how can a slime be the boss monster?”

Just as the team members’ voices hinted at their slight confusion, the enormous slime loomed before them. Chelsea bit her lower lip at the sight of the boss monster.

‘Damn, of all things, it had to be a slime…’

“Switch to formation B!”

With her shout, the team quickly spread out around the perimeter.

Then,

“Physical attacks are ineffective against slimes. Mages at the back, handle this fight!”

This was precisely why Chelsea clicked her tongue in frustration.

‘Can Elaine handle this alone?’

While ordinary physical immune monsters could be dealt with by Elaine’s magic, a giant slime of this size might be too much for her alone.

Therefore, she naturally needed Kamon’s strength.


Although she was reluctant, Chelsea steeled herself and spoke up.

“Kamon, for this fight, your role is half…”

But at that moment,

Clank!

“……?”

Kamon suddenly dashed toward the giant slime.

“K-Kamon?”

“What’s he doing all of a sudden?”

Chelsea frowned deeply and quickly followed him.

Thud, thud.

“Chelsea?!”

‘Damn it, not again…!’

Despite her constant suspicion and vigilance, seeing Kamon recklessly charging in again, Chelsea decided she couldn’t let him do as he pleased this time.

“Kamon Vade, stop immediately! Stay where you are!”

Her voice came out rough and harsh, but Kamon ignored her, holding a torch as he charged forward.

“C-Chelsea just ran off too.”

“…What should we do?”

“Why is Kamon doing this again?”

The sudden chaos left the other team members in disarray.

“Huh?”


Kamon, who had closed the distance with the giant slime, raised his torch high.

“What’s he doing?”

“Is he really going to set the slime on fire?”

Squeeeak!

The giant slime, seemingly welcoming the challenger, extended its tendrils.

“Stop right now!”

Chelsea shouted as she chased after him frantically.

“Damn it! Kamon, I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but stop! Fire doesn’t work on slimes, you idiot!”

Her voice, filled with uncharacteristic profanity, rang out.

Clank.

Kamon suddenly stopped right in front of the giant slime and turned his head.

Then,

“Oh, really?”

With a broad grin that seemed to mock her, he thrust the torch into the slime’s body without hesitation.

Sizzle!

A burning sound echoed as the slime’s surface ignited.

“…It’s burning?”

In an instant, the entire slime began to burn intensely.

Flare! Fwoosh!

Squeeeak! Squeak! Squeeeak!

“It’s on fire?”

Seeing the flame consume the slime so quickly, Chelsea could only stand there in stunned silence.

‘…This is impossible. How?’

In the midst of the shock and disbelief, Chelsea heard the agonizing cries of the giant slime.

Squeeeak! Squeeeak!

Moments later,

Whoooosh.

“It’s… going to explode?”

Boom! Boom!

The massive body of the slime exploded into hundreds, thousands of pieces. Then,

Thud, thud, thud!

Like a rainstorm, the remnants of the slime began to fall furiously from the sky.

“What the hell…?”

Chelsea stared blankly at the pieces of the giant slime falling before her eyes. At that moment,

Clank.

“What about its non-flammability?”

Kamon’s voice, murmuring with a chuckle, came from beside her, startling her.

“It burned quite well, didn’t it? Anyway, the job’s done. Let’s move.”

Without hesitation, Kamon turned and started down the path behind the shattered giant slime.

“……”

Chelsea couldn’t say anything, only staring blankly at his retreating figure.

“What just happened?”

“Did that guy take down the giant slime in one go?”

“But isn’t slime supposed to be non-flammable? How did it catch fire?”

“Yeah, it’s so strange. Was it a special kind?”

The other team members began discussing the recent event, each sharing their thoughts. However,

“……”

One person was deeply lost in thought, not participating in the conversation.

“Chelsea, are you alright?”

“Huh? Yeah, why?”

“It’s just that you weren’t saying anything.”

“Oh… Sorry, I had something on my mind.”

Chelsea’s response made Melin frown, glaring intensely at something.

“Forget it, Chelsea. Don’t let that guy get to you.”

“What?”

Chelsea followed Mellin’s gaze to where Kamon Vade was walking away, having single-handedly dealt with the giant slime.

“It’s impossible to team up with someone like him. Just wait, I’ll teach him a lesson when the opportunity arises.”

“What?”

“It must be tough with that guy acting out all the time, right, Chelsea?”

“No, I’m…”

“Don’t worry. We’ll always follow your lead. You’re the only leader of our group.”

“That’s not it, Mellin.”

Despite Chelsea shaking her head with a weak smile, Mellin didn’t listen and nodded firmly.

“Huh?”

“I won’t bother you now. Take your time and rest.”

With that, Melin walked away slightly, leaving Chelsea to sigh and rub her forehead.

“Hoo.”

That’s not what’s bothering me…

What was really troubling Chelsea was something entirely different.

‘Is that even possible?’

She had witnessed the giant slime ignite and explode right before her eyes. It was an unbelievable sight, defying all her knowledge.

Despite her disbelief, she couldn’t deny what she had seen and experienced firsthand.

‘It really caught fire.’

But how?

Caught up in her thoughts, Chelsea suddenly recalled a passage from a deeply buried memory in her textbook.

[The powder made from Graydon tree bark can ignite non-flammable materials.]

The textbook for dungeon studies was thick and packed with information. The mention of “Graydon tree bark” was just a single line amidst the countless details.

“…I even forgot about that.”

Even Chelsea, who had memorized the entire textbook, took a while to recall it, as it seemed insignificant at the time.

But…

“Could he have known and prepared for this in advance?”

Muttering to herself, Chelsea looked at Kamon, who was walking a bit ahead.

Clank!

Wearing his heavy iron armor, he muttered something to himself as he walked. At the same time,

– “Hurry up. Don’t you want the highest score?”

She remembered his words about aiming for the top score.

‘Who is he?’

* * *

‘Wow, that was awesome.’

Reflecting on the recent events, I felt elated inside.

Even though I had prepared and planned in advance, everything fell perfectly into place.

‘I was so nervous…’

Especially when the giant slime was right in front of me, I felt my legs shaking.

Phew, I survived. I survived.

Calming my racing heart, I quietly clenched my fists.

“At this pace, we should be okay, right?”

Honestly, if Kyle hadn’t finished thirty minutes faster, I wouldn’t have done anything so reckless. I would have moved cautiously and taken my time.

‘Maybe this is for the better?’

Thanks to this, I managed to defeat the first boss monster in less than five minutes.

“Fifty minutes and fifty-eight seconds, right?”

My initial plan estimated the time at around an hour and twenty minutes. To shave off at least thirty minutes, some risks were necessary.

‘It’s fine, I can catch up.’

From now on, I’ll continue clearing the dungeon quickly. I can do this.

As my tension eased, more pleasant and fun thoughts began to surface.

“Ah, Bren should have seen this…”

Thinking of Bren, who had complained back in Velium City, I chuckled inwardly.

‘See, Bren. This is the power of someone who knows the future.’

Without powerful magic or aura blades, I completely took down a giant monster!

This is what a real raid is!
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“……”

After defeating the giant slime, a peculiar atmosphere began to spread among the team members. Specifically, they often stole glances in Kamon Vade’s direction.

Of course, this didn’t slow down the dungeon exploration. In fact, it sped up.

Grooowl!

“B-Beoigda. Boss Mons…”

Suddenly, Kamon quickly threw an item he had brought.

Whoosh!

Boom! Thud!

“Huh?”

The second boss monster, Beoig, was instantly thrown into confusion as it crashed to the ground. Seizing the opportunity, Chelsea shouted.

“Everyone, attack!”

And moments later,

Screeeech!

“It’s already over?”

“Yeah, we took it down so easily.”

The second boss, Beoig, a notoriously tough variant of the troll, was swiftly defeated.

Next,

Hisss!

“It’s a Giant Cave Snake. Even though it’s a degraded version of a Basilisk, if you look directly into its eyes…huh?”


Flash!

A sudden burst of intense light caused the giant cave snake to thrash its head wildly, losing its sight.

“Everyone, finish it quickly!”

Thud! Squeal!

The third boss monster, the Giant Cave Snake, was also easily defeated.

“……”

“……”

Naturally, the team’s atmosphere grew even stranger. Although they should have been happy about the faster progress and the lower perceived difficulty,

‘Is this really right?’

they couldn’t shake the unsettling feeling that they were playing into Kamon Vade’s hands.

Eventually,

“Hey, Kamon!”

Unable to bear it any longer, Mellin exploded.

“M-Melin.”

“Why are you suddenly like this?”

Elaine and Lois tried to calm her down with surprised tones, but Mellin ignored them and shouted irritably.

“Are you going to keep doing things like this? This is a group task. We all have to work together. But if you keep acting on your own and put us in danger…”

“Mellin, stop.”

At Chelsea’s restraining voice, all eyes turned to her.

“No, Chelsea!”


“We’ve completed the task. There’s no problem.”

“But!”

“We’re not in a real dungeon, we’re taking an exam. Reducing time is very important, so…”

Chelsea trailed off for a moment, then looked deeply at Kamon before continuing.

“…Let’s go.”

At Chelsea’s low command, the other team members glanced at Mellin before starting to move.

Melin shook her head in frustration and glared sharply at Kamon.

“……”

Although she didn’t directly confront Kamon again, Mellin soon muttered in an annoyed voice.

“Kamon, that bastard. Did he know the test questions in advance?”

“What?”

“Otherwise, how could he prepare items that perfectly match each opponent? It’s weird.”

“It’s a bit odd, but doesn’t it work to our advantage?”

“How is it not bad? If he gets caught cheating, we’ll all fail.”

“Come on, that’s a bit…”

“Ugh, this is driving me crazy.”

Hearing their muttering, Chelsea slightly shook her head. Of course, she hadn’t dismissed that possibility either.

But,

‘If that’s true, then why…?’

Before she could finish her thought, Elaine’s soft voice interrupted.


“But if Kamon really knew the test questions, why bring items? Couldn’t he just clear it quickly with magic?”

“Exactly! You’re just picking on Kamon because you don’t like him.”

“Ugh, seriously!”

Ignoring Mellin’s indignant protests, Chelsea quietly nodded. The most fundamental question she had was,

‘Why isn’t Kamon using magic and instead resorting to these bothersome tactics?’

Even if he knew the test in advance, it didn’t explain why he would go through the trouble of preparing and using specific items instead of simply using magic to solve the problems. For a mage of Kamon’s caliber, magic would be a much easier and more straightforward solution.

So why?

“……”

Still unable to resolve her doubts, Chelsea continued walking in silence.

As they proceeded with the dungeon raid,

Rustle, crack!

“Is that… a cliff?”

They arrived at a spot where two enormous cliffs faced each other.

Whooosh!

A cold, biting wind brushed past them, and they could see the deep, dark abyss below.

“Wow, it’s really deep.”

“If you fall from here, you’re dead.”

“Look over there.”

Elaine pointed to a bridge that looked like it could collapse at any moment.

“Are we supposed to cross that…?”

As Lois muttered anxiously,

Grrr.

“Huh?”

“What’s that…?”

A pair of yellow eyes glared at them from the middle of the bridge.

“It’s a Werewolf!”

Roaaaar!

As the werewolf let out a fierce roar and began charging at them from the cliff, Chelsea shouted, maintaining her composure despite the sudden crisis.

“Quickly, get into formation!”

“Lois, Claire, move to the front. And Elaine!”

“Got it. Fireball!”

Elaine immediately unleashed her attack magic at the werewolf speeding towards them.

Whoosh, boom!

The fireball struck the werewolf, but its speed didn’t slow down at all.

“It’s coming, brace yourselves!”

“…Gasp!”

The werewolf lunged at Claire, who quickly raised her shield.

Roar!

Crunch!

“Ugh…!”

Thud, boom!

Claire was thrown back, crashing to the ground with her shield.

“Claire! Damn it, I’ll handle this!”

Lois intercepted the werewolf’s next attack with his shield.

And then,

Creak!

“Argh!”

The massive shield couldn’t withstand the werewolf’s strength, crumpling as Lois was also knocked to the ground.

“Lois! Aaah!”

“Don’t, Mellin.”

As Mellin rushed to rescue Lois, Chelsea quickly stopped her.

“Chelsea! Lois is…”

“Going alone will only get you hurt. First, we need to…”

“Ugh!”

“Damn it, Lois!”

Drip, drip!

The werewolf, standing on the shield, began drooling on Lois’s body and head.

“Ugh, damn mutt!”

The werewolf, like a predator about to devour its prey, drew closer to Lois. Chelsea gripped her sword tightly, ready to spring into action.

At that moment,

“Hey, you crazy dog. Whistle!”

Whistling to taunt the werewolf, Kamon Vade appeared holding a large, fresh piece of meat, dripping with blood.

“Meat?”

“Hey, you want this, don’t you?”

Sniff, sniff!

The werewolf reacted strongly, sniffing the air.

“Come on, look here. There’s tasty meat right here, much better than that over there.”

Whistle, whistle!

Waving the meat in his hand, Kamon caught the werewolf’s attention, making it move away from Lois and focus on the meat instead.

“That’s right, this is your favorite. White henbane powder.”

With a smirk, Kamon muttered as he threw the meat in the opposite direction.

Whoosh!

Roar, thud, thud, thud!

The werewolf roared and dashed toward the meat, tearing into it with wild abandon.

“……”

“……”

Naturally, the other team members watched in stunned silence.

Chomp, chew, gulp!

As the massive piece of meat disappeared down the werewolf’s throat, Kamon spoke softly.

“Good job eating. Now, have a nice sleep.”

With a gentle voice, Kamon watched the werewolf growl contentedly and collapse.

“Huh…?”

“What the… Did it really fall asleep? The werewolf?”

“Ugh, what just happened?”

As the team members reacted with confusion, Lois slowly stood up with a pained expression.

Then,

Clank!

Kamon approached the sleeping werewolf.

Grrr…

He examined the sleeping creature and suddenly kicked it a couple of times.

“Hey, Kamon! What are you doing?”

“…Are you insane?!”

The team members shouted in shock, but Kamon chuckled lightly.

“Why so scared? It’s already deeply asleep…”

Twitch!

Everyone, including Kamon, froze for a moment.

Fortunately,

“……”

The werewolf twitched but remained asleep.

“Phew.”

“That was close. I thought it would wake up.”

As the team members breathed sighs of relief,

“Man, don’t scare us like that. I was terrified.”

Lois, with a half-joking tone, complained to Kamon. Kamon shrugged and started walking towards the bridge.

Clank, clank!

“……”

Watching him, Chelsea spoke firmly.

“Let’s go.”

“But if it’s really asleep, wouldn’t it be better to make sure it’s dead?”

Still annoyed by their earlier encounter, Lois suggested, glaring at the werewolf. Mellin immediately smacked his shoulder.

“Hey, Lois. Stop talking nonsense and let’s go.”

“What? Why?”

“How are we supposed to kill it without silver weapons?”

“Oh, right. Silver weapons.”

“If you could use an aura blade, we might have a chance, but too bad.”

“Like you can use one…”

“What?”

Ignoring Lois and Mellin’s bickering, Chelsea and the rest of the team started moving toward the bridge.
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“Wow, that was a close call.”

I sighed in relief, calming my momentarily panicked mind.

Why did it have to react so suddenly there?

When it flinched at my kick, I almost felt like my heart would leap out of my chest.

I was just trying to act like Kamon Vade…

“I absolutely can’t do that again.”

No matter how important acting is, it’s not worth risking my life for.

Still, this was almost exactly as described in the book.

Werewolves’ favorite thing is white mandrake, and wild ones especially enjoy eating it.

It’s like a drug to them.

“Consuming white mandrake powder usually knocks them out for at least half a day, right?”

Unless it’s a rare breed or a werewolf under the light of a full moon, the white mandrake powder should work.

“Ugh, yawn.”

Thinking that, I yawned and stretched widely, lifting my head.

Soon, through a small hole in the cave ceiling, I saw the bright, round moon shining down on me.

Feeling the warm moonlight, a smile naturally spread across my lips.

“Maybe because things are going well, the moonlight seems even more beautiful… wait, moonlight?”

Feeling a sudden sense of unease, I turned my head.

Flash!


A werewolf, eyes glowing yellow, opened its tightly shut eyes and glared menacingly.

“Shit…”

An unexpected situation made me curse involuntarily.

Grrrrr.

The werewolf trembled all over and started to stand up.

Then…

Awoooooo!

It threw its head back and let out a powerful howl.

“What’s that noise?”

“Look over there, it’s a werewolf…”

“It really woke up?”

The teammates following me turned their heads at the howling and confirmed the werewolf’s revival.

It was then.

Thud! Thud!

“Run quickly!”

“Chelsea?”

Without hesitation, Chelsea sprinted ahead of me.

Grrrrr! Thud! Thud!

The werewolf ran towards the bridge we were on at an incredible speed.

“Damn it, I knew this would happen!”


“Shut up and run faster!”

The other team members, realizing the seriousness of the situation, started running with clenched teeth.

I too…

Thud! Thud!

I pushed my legs to their limit, running towards the opposite cliff.

But…

Whoosh! Whoosh!

“What? It’s already catching up?”

Teammates with superior physical abilities quickly overtook me.

“Damn it, you’ve got to be kidding me!”

Mages are physically weak by nature.

That means I and Elaine, who handle magic in Chelsea’s team, were naturally falling behind…

Thud! Whoosh!

“Huh?”

I was stunned to see Elaine passing me by.

Because…

“Aaaaah, Haste! Haste! Haste!”

Elaine was casting haste spells on her legs like crazy, speeding up.

“Can you even use magic like that so recklessly?”

If you can do that, cast it on me toooo!


All the teammates had overtaken me before I knew it.

Then…

“Kamon, what are you doing! Run faster, you’ll get caught!”

Chelsea’s voice echoed from the opposite cliff, having already crossed the bridge.

“…”

When did you get there?

Didn’t you just pass me by?

It wasn’t a long distance, but it didn’t seem like a distance you could cross in an instant…

Grrrr!

The werewolf’s fierce roar echoed from behind.

“Damn it!”

Now wasn’t the time for other thoughts.

I had to get to the opposite cliff as quickly as possible.

Luckily, the distance wasn’t much… huh?

“Why is there still so far to go? I thought I was almost there?”

Strangely, the distance to the opposite cliff seemed unnervingly far.

Grrrr!

The werewolf’s howl echoed from right behind.

“Damn it, damn it! Why! Why! Shiiiit!”

Every curse I could think of came out, but there was nothing I could do.

“No, how can such a thing happen even if there’s a variable?”

I should’ve known something was off when it reacted weirdly to my touch…

Whoosh!

I felt hot breath on the back of my neck.

“Damn it!”

…I’m really going to die at this rate.

No matter how I think about it, this is too much.

Why is there a hole letting in the full moon’s light right there?

“There was no mention of that in the original story!”

Even if I’m usually unlucky, this is too extreme.

Cursing my luck internally, I reached into the bag on my back.

Clatter!

“Damn it, I brought this just in case of emergencies…”

Grrrr, snap!

Hearing the werewolf’s jaws snapping behind me, I…

“Whatever, aaaaah!”

Rip!

Tearfully, I ripped the scroll in my hand.

* * *

Fortunately, thanks to tearing the emergency escape magic scroll, I narrowly escaped the werewolf’s jaws and reached the opposite cliff.

Of course, as soon as I arrived, my teammates quickly destroyed the bridge, and the werewolf fell down the cliff.

“When we fought the werewolf, I thought we were doomed, but we managed to resolve it somehow.”

“Thanks to Kamon…”

“Thanks to Kamon? We could have done it ourselves without him.”

I could hear my teammates talking behind me, but I couldn’t focus on their conversation.

“That scroll was worth five gold. Five gold!”

Thanks to the shitty pickpocket I encountered in the city, I ended up spending all my remaining money to buy those items.

‘…My entire fortune is gone in one go.’

Of course, that fortune was money I extorted from my teammates, but it was still painfully regretful.

Sigh.

Well, it’s much better than getting eliminated.

I can always earn money again.

If I had been eliminated here so foolishly, I would have been expelled from the academy on the spot.

‘Still, it wasn’t easy.’

In the original story, the werewolf part ends with Kyle taking it down with a single strike.

So how was I supposed to know if it was under the full moonlight or not?

“Hoo.”

I shook my head and let out a short sigh, then steeled my wavering resolve.

‘No, I was too complacent. I got cocky because things were going well.’

I had been unintentionally riding high after defeating several boss monsters and seeing my prepared items work properly.

Although the werewolf situation this time was an unexpected variable.

‘If I had approached it more cautiously, there wouldn’t have been such a crisis.’

Maybe I could have noticed the hole in advance and found another direction.

‘What’s done is done; regretting it now won’t change anything. I just need to do better in the future.’

After self-reflecting on my previous behavior, I nodded to myself.

And not long after I resumed walking through the dungeon.

“…What’s that?”

Lois’s puzzled voice made the other team members tilt their heads in confusion.

What they saw was a series of seven roads resembling stepping stones, as if artificially constructed by someone.

Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and purple.

Each of the seven colors was made of marble, and at the end of each layer stood a giant statue.

It was a scene that screamed trap or hidden secret to anyone who saw it.

“It’s too obvious to be a trap.”

“Isn’t it just a puzzle? Something we can solve to get through.”

As the cynical Mellin muttered, Claire reached out.

“Look over there.”

She pointed to the first statue.

And there.

[To those who wish to pass this place, understand the flow of mana and find its meaning.]

The statue held a plaque with an inscrutable, scholarly phrase.

“Wh-what does that mean? Elaine, did you understand?”

“Th-the flow of mana? Finding its meaning?”

At that moment.

“The statues are all different. There must be some significance.”

At Lois’s words, all the other team members turned their eyes to the statues.

At that moment, Chelsea murmured quietly.

“The seven pillars of the magical world, the Magic Towers!”

“Chels…ea?”

Naturally, the other team members focused on Chelsea, who seemed to have found a clue.

Then, Chelsea continued.

“There are seven magic schools in total. And those colors…”

“Huh? Seven magic schools? Oh, right. I remember learning about them in magic class. The Ignite school is usually red, and the Seledion school is green…”

With Chelsea’s words, Elaine nodded, shouting as if she was agreeing.

“What, so those marble colors represent the magic schools? Then those statues?”

“They’re magic seals! Special magic seals for each school!”

Thanks to Chelsea, the wizard Elaine unraveled all remaining doubts.

At that moment.

Thunk!

“Huh?”

With a dying groan, Lois fell forward.

His body was directed toward the first yellow marble.

“Lois!”

“No, no!”

“Damn it, that idiot!”

The urgent cries of the team members.

Thud!

In the end, Lois collapsed onto the yellow marble.

“Ugh! Who pushed me!”

Shouting indignantly, Chelsea hurriedly drew her sword and shouted.

Shiiing!

“Everyone, stay alert!”

In the midst of their tense expressions, not knowing what might happen next.

Clatter!

The familiar sound of metal echoed.

“Turns out yellow was the right one to start with.”

Muttering that, I stepped onto the yellow marble where Lois had fallen.

‘I checked just in case…’

I had secretly nudged Lois from behind, making sure he landed on the yellow marble. I then recalled what I had memorized earlier.

‘Yellow-yellow-red-blue-purple-orange-orange-yellow-yellow-blue-purple.’

So the next one is also a yellow marble, right?

Clatter!

Fortunately, nothing happened on the second yellow marble either.

‘Thank goodness. The answer is the same.’

I had worried that the answer might change each time, but it was the same as when Kyle’s team passed through.

But then.

“K-Kamon?”

“Hey, what are you doing!”

I heard the bewildered voices of my teammates behind me.

But I…

Thunk!

Stepped onto the third red marble, turned my head, and spoke.

“Shut up and just follow me.”

Speaking in a cold voice, I then moved towards the fourth blue marble.

“…”

Of course, I didn’t hear any more voices from behind, but I didn’t have time to worry about that now.

‘Wasting time here is stupid.’

And finally.

Clatter, tap!

After stepping on the twelfth purple marble, I turned my head to look back.

And there.

“…”

I saw my teammates standing far away, staring at me blankly.

“What are you doing, hurry up and come!”

As I shouted, Chelsea suddenly threw something.

A rather heavy-looking pouch landed on the second purple marble.

At the same time.

Fwoosh!

Flames erupted from all directions, burning everything on the first marble.

“…”

Having confirmed that making a mistake triggered a trap, they shifted their gaze back to me.

“Huh? There was a trap?”

“Did he really solve it?”

As the bewildered reactions of the other teammates continued, Chelsea gave a short, calm command.

“…Follow me, stick close behind.”

Then they started moving, following the path I had taken.
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“Someone definitely pushed me!”

In response to Lois’s indignant outburst, Claire replied curtly.

“The only person behind you at the time was Kamon.”

“So, Kamon…”

“But Kamon already knew all the answers. He had no reason to push you.”

“No, I’m really telling the truth!”

“Hey, stop talking nonsense. Please get your head straight and stop fooling around. You always cause trouble like this.”

“Argh, seriously!”

Lois shouted in frustration at Melin’s reprimand, but no one paid him any attention.

“Lois, it’s okay. Everyone makes mistakes.”

The only one who tried to comfort him was the kind-hearted Elaine.

“Forget it, I don’t need that kind of comfort.”

“But Kamon is really amazing.”

“What?”

Even Elaine’s kind nature couldn’t prevent Melin from frowning at what she considered an over-the-top comment.

“What the hell is so amazing about that bastard?”

“He memorized all the magic seals of the Seven Towers. I mean, it’s still surprising that he could memorize all the magic seals of the Seven Towers like that…”

“Isn’t that something any wizard should know?”

Refusing to acknowledge Kamon’s prowess, Mellin spoke with skepticism, prompting Elaine to shake her head firmly for the first time.


“No, Melin.”

“What?”

“Each tower usually has about thirty unique spells. Only one or two of those are widely known.”

“…..”

“Although I couldn’t examine them closely, there were many seals among those statues that I had never seen before.”

At Elaine’s explanation, Lois, who had been silent due to the lack of attention, jumped into the conversation.

“What? So Kamon memorized all those seals? How?”

“I don’t know about that. Anyway, I also have memorized most of the representative seals of the towers, but there were ones even I didn’t know.”

“Wow, that’s amazing. No wonder they call him a genius mage.”

“Genius mage my ass. He just stupidly memorized them.”

Despite Mellin’s grumbling, Lois chuckled and remarked.

“Mellin, acting like that is a bit unbecoming.”

“What’s unbecoming is you constantly making excuses.”

“Argh, I’m telling you, someone pushed me from behind!”

“Stop fighting, you two.”

“We’re not fighting, okay? Why would I fight with an idiot?”

“What, an idiot? I’m just stating the facts!”

While the team members bickered and conversed, Chelsea, standing a bit away from them, silently watched Kamon Vade’s back with deeply sunken eyes.

* * *

Bubble, bubble.


“It’s hot, hot.”

“This time, is it a lava zone?”

They arrived in a clearing surrounded by boiling lava.

And at the center of that lava…

“Hey, that looks like another boss monster.”

“A mermaid? Then, is it a Volcano Mero?”

“No, look at its head. It’s wearing a crown. That’s a Mero Queen.”

Splash! Splash! Splaaash!

A gigantic mermaid monster swung its tail repeatedly, striking the lava-covered ground.

“Ha, there’s something worse than a werewolf.”

“Not just any Mero, but a Mero Queen?”

“Professor Delon, is he insane?”

The overwhelming appearance of the powerful boss monster brought a sense of despair to the team members’ faces.

Moreover…

“Th-there’s no way around. There’s lava on all sides.”

The boss monster had appeared in a place where every direction except where they stood was surrounded by boiling lava.

“What the hell… How are we supposed to defeat that thing, and how are we supposed to cross this lava field?!”

With no visible bridge to cross to the other side, the atmosphere naturally turned somber.

Just then, Lois abruptly asked Kamon Vade, who was nearby, while staring at the Volcano Mero Queen.

“Kamon, do you have any idea?”


“L-Lois?!”

“We can take that thing down, right? There must be a way.”

Lois looked at Kamon Vade with eyes full of trust and faith. Given Kamon’s track record of pulling off the impossible, Lois believed he might find a solution even in this dire situation.

‘You have a plan, right? There must be a way.’

Perhaps it was the sincerity in Lois’s plea that reached Kamon.

“Yeah, there is.”

Rustle!

Kamon immediately pulled something out of his bag and shouted.

“We’ll take that thing down with this.”

“I knew it!”

Lois shouted with a bright smile, but then Elaine’s trembling voice reached his ears.

“Huh? That…”

“What?”

Lois turned his gaze in response to Elaine’s reaction and quickly recognized the object in Kamon Vade’s hand.

“Isn’t that a Salamander Feather?”

“Yeah, it sure looks like it…”

Elaine and Claire continued, confirming Lois’s suspicion.

“No, that’s just a toy.”

Lois muttered under his breath. The ‘Salamander Feather’ was once a wildly popular toy among the noble children across the continent. Its feature of absorbing surrounding heat made it occasionally useful in hot regions or during summer, but its practical effectiveness was minimal, leading to a consensus on its lack of utility.

Ultimately, it was sold as a child’s toy, never once used in dungeon raids or similar contexts.

‘He’s going to take down a boss monster with a toy? This can’t be real!’

However…

“……”

Brrrr, zzzing!

Ignoring Lois’s inner turmoil, Kamon activated the Salamander Feather with a detached look in his eyes.

And then.

Rustle!

Kamon reached into his bag again.

Brrrr, zzing!

Brrrrrr, zzing!

“What…?”

The number of feathers activating around them steadily increased.

One, two, five, ten, twenty, a hundred, two hundred… Three hundred?

“How many did he bring?”

In a flash, Kamon Vade had set up over five hundred Salamander Feathers.

At the same time…

“The heat around us is decreasing.”

“What?”

The temperature actually started dropping as the activated feathers began cooling the surrounding area.

“The temperature is really dropping?”

Brrrrrrr!

“……”

“Wow.”

The sight of over five hundred Salamander Feathers vibrating wildly and dancing in the air was nothing short of spectacular.

At that moment.

Splash, splash!

The enormous mermaid with the red crown, the Volcano Mero Queen, flicked its tail rapidly in apparent irritation.

Whooosh!

Several powerful jets of scorching lava erupted.

But.

Brrrrrr!

The hundreds of activated ‘Salamander Feathers’ began shaking more violently.

Sssssss!

The lava pillars that flew toward them solidified in mid-air. And with the lava turned into ordinary rocks, it was easy to handle.

“…I’ll handle this. Enlarge!”

Boom!

Lois quickly moved forward, successfully blocking the falling rocks with his shield.

Rustle, tremble!

Despite the surrounding chaos, Kamon Vade continued to pull feathers from his bag and activate them without paying any attention to his surroundings.

* * *

By now, there were at least a thousand feathers activated and floating towards the center of the lava zone where the Volcano Mero Queen resided. I watched this scene unfold with a slight smirk.

‘It’s done.’

The Ultimate Hunter, Monster Hunter – Volcano Mero Edition. Prepare the ‘Salamander Feathers.’ Oh, you say it’s just a toy? Yes, it’s a toy. But what if you have a thousand, two thousand, or even ten thousand of them? A thousand feathers absorbing all the surrounding heat… it should be able to suck up all the heat from the Volcano Mero. Then it will just turn into an ordinary mermaid, which you can easily catch. Sounds easy, right?

‘Everything as per the strategy guide is ready.’

Splash, splaaash!

The Volcano Mero Queen’s movements seemed to slow as the surrounding heat dissipated. Having done everything I could, I turned my head to look at Chelsea.

“…”

Still silent, Chelsea was quietly watching me.

“What are you doing? I’ve prepared the meal, do I have to feed you too?”

I provoked her with a taunting remark.

And then…

Swish!

Whether my provocation worked, Chelsea drew her sword and shouted in an unusually cold, low voice.

“Everyone, form up!”

* * *

Screeee!

Defeating the Volcano Mero Queen, now devoid of its heat, wasn’t that difficult. The temperature dropped so much that parts of the lava field solidified into rock.

Following Chelsea’s commands, the team executed an almost perfect raid.

“We finally got it.”

“Never underestimate toys again.”

“Weren’t you the one who dismissed it the most, Lois?”

“Don’t underestimate the Salamander Feathers!”

Just then…

Thump! Thump!

A large floating stone bridge emerged in the center of the vast lava field.

“A bridge appeared?”

“Does it form automatically when we defeat the boss monster?”

“We should go up there. Let’s hurry.”

Without hesitation, Lois swiftly ran onto the floating stone bridge.

Thud!

“Hey, be careful. You might fall,” Melin cautioned sharply.

Lois shrugged and answered proudly.

“Come on, floating stones are sturdy.”

“Still, it might fall if there’s too much weight. Lois.”

“Forget it. Just hurry up!”

With Lois’s urging, the other team members began to move quickly.

But…

“…”

Thump!

Elaine, Claire, and Mellin were all on the bridge, and Lois asked casually.

“Hey, Kamon. Aren’t you coming?”

“Go ahead. I’ll follow shortly.”

“O-okay.”

Lois nodded quickly, responding to Kamon’s deeply sunk voice, and crossed to the other side without hesitation.

Thud!

“Hey, Lois. Where’s Kamon?” Elaine asked, already across the bridge.

“Oh, he said he’ll come soon. He told me to go ahead because he had something to wrap up.”

“Really?”

Lois, who spoke nonchalantly, soon started waiting for Kamon Vade with the other team members.

“…”

“…”

But even after a long wait, Kamon showed no sign of crossing the bridge, prompting Mellin to speak irritably.

“Hey, Lois. You said he’s coming soon. Why is he just standing there?”

“Wh-what? Did something happen?”

“Seriously, what’s going on with him?”

Kamon, standing still at the start of the bridge, had placed his bag down and was staring alternately at the lava and the cave ceiling.

“Hey, Lois. Go check it out.”

“What? Me?”

“You were the last one over. You even talked to Kamon.”

“Yeah, and you’re the closest to Kamon among us.”

“Huh? I’m close? Since when?”

Lois reacted with a confused expression to the first-time claim, but it seemed the consensus was that he should check.

“Ha, seriously…”

Sighing deeply, Lois climbed back onto the floating stone bridge.

Thump, thump!

“What’s the deal now… huh?”

Muttering in frustration, Lois’s eyes caught sight of Kamon Vade standing still on the first floating stone at the bridge’s start, looking alternately at the lava and the cave ceiling.

“Oh? Ka…mon?”

Standing still on the first floating stone at the beginning of the bridge was Kamon Vade, alternating his gaze between the lava and the cave ceiling.
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“……”

Only after noticing Lois looking at me with curious eyes did I manage to take a step. For a bridge connecting cliffs, it should be safely secured! You need to maintain balance by hanging ropes on huge pillars on both sides to keep the tension. What kind of floating magic bridge is this?!

‘No, it’s not because I’m scared. It’s just an incomprehensible situation, so it’s cognitive dissonance.’

Does it make sense for stones to float in the air without anything below them according to the laws of physics? Seriously, it’s not because I’m scared!

“Phew.”

Fortunately, once I took a step, the floating stone bridge quickly came to an end. I could feel my teammates looking at me with strange expressions, and I heard Mellin grumbling, but overall, they seemed to let it slide. It was an experience that made me realize I had fallen into a world different from the one I originally lived in.

After letting the other team members go ahead, I quietly focused on catching my breath.

‘I’m never crossing a bridge like this again.’

At that moment, I faintly heard the voices of my teammates who had gone ahead.

“We’ve come quite far in, so the dungeon should be almost over, right?”

“Maybe it’s nearly done? It doesn’t feel like we’ve been in here that long, but we’ve already defeated five boss monsters……”

Responding to Elaine’s words, Lois, as if realizing something, shouted excitedly.

“Wait a minute, then are we super fast? No, we must be fast. Then, maybe we can get the highest score? Awesome!”

“It’s not even over yet, what highest score. Focus on the strategy, Lois.”

“No, the highest score would be great. My grades in other classes are bad anyway. Dungeon Studies must be an A!”

At Mellin’s rebuke, Lois frowned and answered as if not to shatter his dream.

At that moment, Claire, the quietest of the group, nodded slightly.

“Yeah, at this rate, we’ll definitely get the highest score. It’s true that we’ve been progressing quickly thanks to Kamon.”

“Thanks? Thanks for what……”


“Ah, geez. Mellin, I’ve told you many times that jealousy is ugly. Ugh!”

Thud!

“Didn’t I warn you that if you said that again, you’d get hit, Lois?”

“No, did I say anything wrong? We wouldn’t have come this far this quickly without Kamon. Right, Elaine?”

“Y-yeah. Hehe.”

Elaine, laughing at the sight of Lois rubbing his hit back resentfully, nodded in agreement with his words.

Only Mellin seemed displeased with the atmosphere, pouting her lips, but she couldn’t refute it.

It was clear to anyone that the biggest contributor to this dungeon strategy was…

‘Yeah, it’s obviously me.’

I nodded lightly at the very obvious fact. Well, it didn’t make me particularly happy or proud.

It was something I had to do anyway to avoid getting expelled from the academy.

Still.

‘…Things will change a bit.’

I suddenly recalled how others treated me when I first came to the academy.

“……”

Due to Kamon Vade’s many notorious deeds and crimes, I couldn’t resolve or clear them all at once. But if I gradually cleared them one by one like this, wouldn’t the way people looked at me change a bit someday?

‘Well, honestly, it’s not my concern.’

As long as it doesn’t harm me, I don’t care if people ignore or curse me.

Right, I only need to try that much.

“Huh?”

At that moment, I heard something change among the teammates ahead.


“There’s a door over there.”

Everyone’s eyes turned toward Elaine’s words. And then…

“Wow, what is that?”

“It’s huge.”

“What’s with the sudden door?”

Lois asked, pointing at the massive door filled with all sorts of strange patterns and monster carvings, and Mellin shook her head.

“Isn’t it obvious? It’s the ‘final gate’.”

“I-I don’t want to go in just by looking at the door.”

The appearance of the huge black door, exuding a naturally dark and damp aura, made the team members’ expressions similar.

Then.

“…There’s a problem.”

Along with Claire’s short muttering.

“What? A problem? Did a monster appear?!”

Responding with a fuss again, Lois looked at Claire, who shook her head and opened her mouth again.

“No, there’s really a problem.”

“W-what problem, then?!”

“Stop talking nonsense and look over there. There’s a problem.”

“Eh?”

This time, Claire pointed towards the final gate, and Lois quickly shifted his gaze.

“It really is a problem.”


“What is that? It looks like there are a lot of letters.”

There were letters engraved on the huge door that seemed to be the final gate.

Those who seek the path.

Those who face complex labyrinths and hideous scenery without despair.

Those who move forward with courage, wisdom, and a steadfast heart.

Solve this problem to overcome the despair, darkness, and pain that appear before you.

“What is this, some kind of poetry or literature?”

“Hey, we’re solving a problem here. Be quiet, Lois!”

Eventually, everyone turned their eyes back to the remaining text.

The ancient, warm, and compassionate flame governed the hearts of all travelers and adventurers, bringing them calm and stability. However, as time passed, everyone forgot the warmth of that flame, and the master of the fire lowered her head. Those who seek the path. Those who face complex labyrinths and hideous scenery without despair. Those who move forward with courage, wisdom, and a steadfast heart. If you want to move forward, call out her name and ask to open the door.

“……”

“……”

Naturally, everyone fell silent, staring at the text.

“What…what does that mean? Her name?”

“The ancient warm and compassionate flame?”

Among the team’s confused voices, Chelsea’s deeply submerged voice was heard.

“The ancient deity ‘Birgetta’. The name of the goddess who governs fire.”

“Oh, Chelsea. What’s this?”

“…Amazing. You knew about the ancient deity?”

“Wow, then we’ve solved this problem too? Let’s open it quickly!”

Lois, muttering excitedly, raised his voice and shouted.

“Lady Birgetta, please open the door.”

But.

“……”

With the huge door showing no change, Chelsea opened her mouth again.

“You can’t do it in the current continental common language. The ancient deities only used the ancient rune language.”

“What? The ancient rune language?”

“Then we just have to shout it in the ancient rune language. What’s the problem?”

Lois tilted his head and asked, prompting Chelsea to reply with a bitter smile.

“We don’t know.”

“Huh?”

“We don’t know how to say it in Ancient Rune.”

“…Oh, then what do we do?”

Everyone’s faces froze at Chelsea’s unexpected answer.

“If we don’t know Ancient Rune, we can’t go inside at all?”

“But how did the princess’s team clear it?”

As Melin and Elaine voiced their concerns, I recalled the original story in my head.

‘Because Princess Francia personally recited the incantation.’

Having read almost all the books in the royal library, she was fluent in Ancient Rune and various other languages, histories, and traditions.

‘Should I be thankful for this?’

For a moment, I pondered this before shaking my head vigorously.

No, would I thank such a lunatic? I’ve memorized the original novel thoroughly too. So, here…

Clang!

Approaching the final gate, I recited the incantation from the original story, the one Princess Francia had proudly uttered alone.

“Birgetta, Aperi Portaum.”

Simultaneously…

Thunk!

The firmly closed massive door began to tremble slightly.

Bang!

Slowly, it started to reveal the interior…

“Huh?”

For a moment, a deep purple object flickered through the gap of the wide-open door.

“Purple…?”

And then,

Thunk.

Something seemed to push against my body.

Boom!

“Ugh!”

A powerful shockwave swept over me.

* * *

Bzzzzz!

A beam of light started gathering at the center of the gymnasium.

“It’s an eliminated team.”

“Then, only Kyle’s team passed?”

And then,

“One, two, three… Four people? What, it’s not a complete elimination?”

As the other students were talking, familiar faces appeared where the light had gathered.

“What, what happened?”

“Oh, it seems we were summoned outside?”

Lois, who was next to me, answered ambiguously.

“I remember the door opening, but after that…”

“Something came out from the door and attacked us. Then we were all summoned here in an instant.”

Claire, who was at the back, murmured with a determined voice.

“Could it be that we were eliminated?”

“Yeah, this is the gymnasium where we started, so we must be eliminated.”

Lois, looking around, nodded with a regretful expression.

Elaine hurriedly asked again.

“Then what about Chelsea? And Kamon? Are they still inside?”

“Uh, yeah… Why aren’t they here?”

“Phew, thank goodness. At least it’s not a total elimination.”

Elaine sighed deeply in relief, patting her chest.

At that moment,

Grit!

“Damn it, Kamon Vade…!”

“Me-Mellin?”

Everyone’s attention turned to Mellin’s sudden angry outburst.

“Damn it. Kamon Vade, that bastard knew it all along and did it on purpose!”

“What? What do you mean? He opened the door.”

“No, that bastard knew everything about the dungeon strategy up until now.”

Indeed, Kamon Vade moved as if he knew almost everything about the dungeon’s internal affairs.

“But this time, he just opened the door without any explanation, and the boss monster jumped out. There was no warning or anything.”

Melin spoke with unwavering conviction.

“He did it on purpose. I’m sure of it.”

“Nothing is confirmed yet. Calm down, Mellin.”

Despite Claire’s calm voice, Mellin was fuming with frustration.

“Claire, don’t you get it? That bastard did it on purpose to betray us! Damn, we should never have trusted him. Damn it!”

“Hey, no matter what, that’s a bit of a stretch…”

Glaring!

“What?”

“N-nothing.”

“……”

Lois, feeling Melin’s intense glare, couldn’t say anything further. The others exchanged awkward glances.

Watching all this from a distance, Princess Francia had a faint smile on her lips.

“It has come to this. It’s a pity they were eliminated.”

“But the test isn’t over yet. Chelsea and Kamon are still…”

“Yes, those two are still in. But that means only two are left. What can those two do?”

Princess Francia’s resolute tone left Fabian nodding in agreement.

“Indeed, considering the final boss…”

But then, Kyle shrugged and muttered.

“Huh? Why are you all acting like it’s over? It’s not over yet.”

“Kyle, you know better than anyone. The final boss is unbeatable.”

“Well, I’m not sure about that.”

“What do you mean? Sometimes you focus on strange things.”

“It’s not strange…”

Kyle scratched his forehead with one hand and mumbled.

“Chelsea and Kamon might be able to do it together.”

“What?”

“Honestly, I think if the two of them work together, they might overcome it. Maybe even the final boss.”

“……”

Kyle’s confident words brought sudden silence.
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“……”

I felt a sudden flash, and it seemed I lost consciousness for a moment.

‘What is this…’

When I opened my eyes again, I saw my bag lying on the floor behind me, with all its contents scattered and broken.

“Ah, fuck.”

At the same time,

Zooooom, crackle!

“Huff!”

From a distance, I saw the culprit behind this mess and Chelsea aiming a sharp sword at him.

“Virgas.”

A boss monster with dozens of tentacles, a giant purple body, and a large round green eye occupying more than half of its body—an enormous tentacle monster named ‘Virgas.’

‘Why is that bastard here…?’

He was supposed to be the final boss of the Dungeon Studies exam, the last obstacle to overcome.

But.

‘Why did it come out as soon as the door opened?’

In the original story, it was supposed to be summoned after entering the door.

At that moment,

Wham, thud.

Chelsea, who was swinging her sword at it, frowned.


Then,

Thunk!

“Gah!”

She was struck by a hard tentacle and flung into the air, flying away.

Thud!

“Ugh.”

Seeing Chelsea lying far away on the ground, I dragged my heavy body towards her and shouted.

“Hey, Chelsea. Are you okay…”

But.

“Don’t touch me.”

“What?”

“Shut up and get lost!”

Chelsea’s face contorted with pain as she shouted.

Then soon,

“…Shit.”

What?

Wait a minute, did I just hear that right?

‘Did Chelsea just swear?’

I was momentarily stunned by the shock of the unbelievable situation.

Slap!


She slapped her cheeks with both hands and muttered again.

“Everything’s so fucked.”

…Fucked?

No, what the hell.

Why are you suddenly swearing?

You’re not originally this kind of character, Chelsea.

* * *

At first, I was filled with nothing but annoyance and doubt.

‘Why? Why did I have to team up with him…?’

But soon, shaking her head, Chelsea composed herself again.

‘No, focus on the current situation. I just need to do what I have to. The most important thing is my grade.’

Then, when we entered the dungeon,

‘What?’

Contrary to her expectations, he showed remarkable performance.

He prepared torches in advance to defend against the monster wave.

He took down a giant slime in one blow.

“……”

At that time, only one thought dominated her mind.

‘Thank goodness.’

Unlike her initial fears, he did not interfere with the Dungeon Studies exam.


No, he actually helped a lot.

Without him, we wouldn’t have been able to progress through the dungeon so quickly.

Therefore,

‘…It was wise to swear an oath.’

She judged and thought optimistically like a fool.

But.

When he overcame the threats of Beoig, the Cave Snake, and the Werewolf using his abilities each time our team was in danger,

She felt something well up deep inside her.

“……”

And as he continued his remarkable performance, they started to navigate the dungeon faster than anyone else.

He found the path through the Seven Towers and successfully defeated the powerful monster, the Volcano Queen.

‘We’re fast. At this rate, we’ll definitely get the highest score…’

Thump.

What is this? Why?

Fast is good.

If we conquer the dungeon this quickly, we’ll surely score higher than Kyle’s team.

We were rapidly approaching the highest score I wanted.

Even though we were getting closer to our goal…

‘I don’t understand, why?’

With emotions surging, her brief doubt began to grow stronger.

‘Why doesn’t he use magic?’

At that moment.

– Birgetta, Aperi Portaum.

Chelsea saw him recite an incantation in Ancient Rune, a language she herself didn’t know, to open the sealed door. At that moment, memories flashed through her mind.

– Chelsea, you’re always the best, strong, and outstanding. You know how much your parents believe in you, right?

It was a letter from her mother before the exam. In a split second, amidst thousands, tens of thousands, and hundreds of millions of emotions striking her like lightning, Chelsea finally nodded.

She had come to terms with the true feelings she had been ignoring.

‘I hate Kamon Vade.’

No, more accurately.

‘I hate you because you’re better than me!’

It was jealousy, anger, and inferiority toward someone with exceptional talents she didn’t possess.

Sure.

She could accept the magic. There were inherent differences in natural talent that couldn’t be changed. But.

‘Dungeon strategies, items, solving problems, and even Ancient Rune.’

While she had struggled to the point of bleeding from her nose to barely achieve anything, he effortlessly attained far greater and more amazing feats. When Chelsea saw this, she realized something profound.

“…I hate you.”

The truth she had been avoiding all this time, the feelings she never wanted to acknowledge.

‘Kamon Vade.’

He was the embodiment of all the ‘geniuses’ she had loathed, envied, and resented her entire life. Yet despite that,

Gritting her teeth, Chelsea suppressed and hid her ugly true feelings.

‘…If we keep going like this, we’ll get the highest score.’

Faced with the tangible benefits of reality, she could tolerate her dirty inferiority complex.

Grades and being the top of her year.

The support and tuition for her underprivileged family.

‘If I can just endure a little longer, I can keep all of that.’

But then.

“Kyaaaa!”

“Gaaaaa!”

Her teammates, except for her and Kamon, were all wiped out in front of the final boss.

“What?”

Chelsea, who had barely managed to maintain her composure and mind, could only stand dumbfounded at the horrific sight before her.

‘This can’t be happening.’

Wham, thud! Clatter!

Seeing Kamon sprawled on the ground, Chelsea realized.

‘…It’s all over.’

With that thought,

Swish!

Chelsea drew her sword without hesitation and charged at the final boss.

“Aaaaah!”

She swung her sword, pouring everything she had held back until now into her attack.

But.

Thunk!

“Gah!”

She was thrown away without even putting up a proper fight. Yet Chelsea didn’t feel the pain from the physical impact.

Instead,

‘Damn it, fucking hell!’

The pain in her heart tormented her even more.

‘It’s over. Everything is over now.’

She hated everything.

This situation, herself, her family and external circumstances that pushed her this far.

Her lack of talent, the geniuses, and herself struggling and yet feeling an insurmountable wall…

‘I want to destroy everything.’

Filled with such thoughts, the last voice she wanted to hear pierced her ears.

“Chelsea, are you okay…”

At that moment, Chelsea lost her composure, no, her reason for the first time.

“Don’t touch me.”

“What?”

“Shut up and get lost!”

“Fuck.”

“Everything’s so fucked.”

She couldn’t stand the sight of his eyes, his expression, everything!

* * *

After confirming Chelsea’s condition, I clicked my tongue and shook my head.

‘Damn. Of all times…’

Zooooom!

‘Virgas’ made a bizarre noise, asserting its presence.

The creature inherently had an aura that gnawed at its opponent’s mental strength.

Moreover,

‘As soon as you meet its enormous eye, your body gets paralyzed.’

In other words, to fight it, you had to attack without making eye contact. Easier said than done.

Of course, I had brought items prepared for such a situation.

Crack.

But they were all shattered in the first surprise attack, the contents of my bag destroyed.

Thud!

“Move.”

I heard Chelsea’s familiar voice from behind.

Zooooom!

At the same time, the tentacles of the monster ‘Virgas’ were writhing, poised to strike us.

“Chelsea, first…”

“I said, move.”

Chelsea, gripping her sword again, shouted sharply.

I sighed and responded immediately.

“Why? Are you going to charge in again and get knocked away?”

“What’s it to you?”

Seeing her unusually rough and irritated attitude towards me, I let out a dry laugh.

“Ha, really… Hey, don’t you remember the oath we took before entering? Who exactly is getting in whose way now?”

I shouted back and asked Chelsea firmly.

“Chelsea, are you going to give up on this exam? Are you not going to conquer it?”

“…”

After my pointed remark, Chelsea glared at me silently for a moment, then her lips twisted slightly.

“Why? Can’t I give up?”

“What?”

“You always…”

She continued, looking at me with a contemptuous glare.

“…acted like it was all a joke.”

Chelsea continued without stopping, shouting at me.

“You’ve lived your whole life treating it like a joke. What do you know to be lecturing me?”

“Hey, what are you talking about…”

“This, that, always doing things your way. You always looked down on the world. Kamon, have you ever done anything sincerely in your life?”

“……”

Her continuous verbal attack left me momentarily speechless.

“Oh, you haven’t. If you had, you couldn’t have lived like that.”

She let out a sneer and muttered under her breath.

“You worthless piece of shit.”

“……”

I stayed silent.

‘Have I ever done anything sincerely in my life?’

Always, every time.

It was hard to explain, but I had always done my best. And yet.

‘Living your whole life like a joke?’

I knew.

All her words were aimed not at Kang Hyunsoo, but at Kamon Vade, the previous owner of this body. But still.

“What do you know?”

“What?”

“What do you know to act so high and mighty?”

For some reason, I couldn’t let Chelsea’s words slide this time. Because.

‘I’m not Kamon Vade!’

At least in this dungeon raid, I had put in more effort than anyone else and done my best.

Do you know how many nights I stayed up preparing for this dungeon raid?

I squeezed my brain to not miss any detail, even the ones briefly mentioned in the original story, and stayed up all night in the library planning the strategies… Damn it.

Zooooom!

Dodging the tentacle of ‘Virgas’ flying towards us, I shouted.

“You always pretend to know, pretend to be great, pretend to be something. Pretending and doing nothing right. How much do you think you contributed to conquering this dungeon?”

“……”

“If I hadn’t brought the items, could we have raided the dungeon this fast? No, never. We’d still be shivering in front of Beoig or would’ve been wiped out by the Werewolf.”

Everything I had been holding back began to spill out.

“And what? Have you ever done anything sincerely?”

It felt like a massive dam had broken, words pouring out endlessly.

“No, if you can’t do it, just admit you’re not capable. Say it’s too hard, you want to give up. Why whine and blame others?”

“What? Blame others?”

Thud!

Zooooom!

As we argued, the monster ‘Virgas’ let out a screech, reminding us of its presence.

Bang!

Dodging its attack again, I shouted sharply.

“Yes, blame others. What you’re doing now is exactly what losers do.”

At my harsh words, Chelsea bit her lower lip hard.

“Blame others? Loser? I’m stating facts, Kamon Vade. You…”

“Ha, facts? Don’t make me laugh.”

Who asked to be reincarnated into Kamon Vade’s body?

Who doesn’t want to give up?

Who can endure the absurd challenges of this world without complaint?

Nothing in my life ever went my way.

And now what?

A joke? Fun?

“Drop those excuses used by the incompetent. So, the great person who’s better than a piece of trash is now giving up on this exam? Why, did a tentacle slap wake you up?”

“I never said I was giving up!”

Her face turned red as she shouted, and I nodded mockingly.

“You asked if you could give up, but you never said you would?”

“……”

Clatter!

I retreated as far as I could and continued sarcastically.

“Okay, let’s say that nonsense is true. Then why is the person who always does everything sincerely and with their best effort suddenly acting like this? Why?”

“No matter what I do with someone like you…”

“Again, blaming others. I failed because of you. I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Enough. Kamon Vade, I have nothing more to say to you…”

“Oh, sure? Now you’ll just ignore me? Wonderful, Chelsea, really great. Clap, clap, clap!”

“Hey, stop it!”

Chelsea’s eyes were bloodshot as she shouted at me coldly. I shook my head and shouted back.

“Shouldn’t you be the one stopping, Chelsea? How are you going to conquer a dungeon with that mindset?”

“I’m telling you again, I will never give up…”

“Then shut up and listen to me!”

“No.”

“Damn it. You don’t want to give up, you want to conquer the dungeon, but you won’t cooperate? What kind of bullshit is that?”

“I have no reason to listen to you.”

“Oh, really? Then why did you follow my words and act up to now?”

“……!”

Chelsea was momentarily at a loss for words and glared at me with cold eyes. Then suddenly…

Thud!

Chelsea, who had been dodging Virgas’ attacks, stood in front of me.

“Then I’ll ask you, Kamon Vade.”

She muttered in a deeply sunken voice and continued.

“You’re saying this isn’t a joke?”

“What nonsense is that! If it was a joke, would I have struggled this much? It’s been so hard to get here…”

I finally exploded with the frustration I had been holding back.

Then.

“Then why haven’t you used magic all this time?”

“What?”
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“……”

Chelsea’s unexpected question left me momentarily speechless.

“If you’re really serious and not just messing around, shouldn’t you be using the thing you’re best at, your greatest ability, to move forward? But you haven’t used magic at all so far…”

Zooooom!

Thunk!

We quickly dodged the tentacle of ‘Virgas’ flying in our direction. Chelsea continued speaking simultaneously.

“The only way to interpret that is that you’re doing it on purpose, right?”

She twisted her lips into a sarcastic smirk and continued in a sharp tone.

“Kamon Vade is just having fun, playing around and mocking everyone. Isn’t that right? Or is this someone else’s fault too?”

“……”

I couldn’t say anything in response. Magic, that damn magic!

‘Why am I going through all this hell right now…!’

Clatter!

Thunk!

“You’ve always been like that, Kamon. That’s why I…”

“Fine, I can’t use magic!”

“What?”

Zooooom!

Thunk!


“That magic, I can’t use it. Even if I want to, I can’t right now!”

“……”

Chelsea stared at me, mouth agape, shocked by my sudden declaration.

Eventually,

“Don’t make me laugh.”

“What?”

“No one will believe such a lie now.”

No, damn it!

It’s true. I’m not lying.

I really can’t use magic. Even if I want to, I can’t!

“And I’ve already seen you use magic.”

“I…I did? When?”

When exactly?

“Yeah. When we were escaping the Werewolf. You used Blink magic to move from the bridge to the cliff.”

“What? No, that was…”

At that moment.

Zooooom!

As if annoyed by us dodging its tentacle attacks, ‘Virgas’ let out a massive screech and unleashed a sonic attack.

“Gah!”

“…Damn it!”


Without any time to explain further, we both kneeled under the sudden sonic assault.

* * *

‘Can’t use magic?’

Now it was beyond absurd.

Seeing Kamon freeze after She mentioned seeing him use magic…

‘Figures.’

Instead of getting angrier, Chelsea’s mind grew colder.

‘Enough, I don’t need to talk to him anymore. That guy is hopeless anyway…’

Zooooom!

Thunk!

Chelsea, losing her balance due to ‘Virgas’’ sonic attack, fell to the ground.

At the same time,

Shwoosh!

She saw the tentacle coming towards her.

‘Ah…’

Instinctively, she knew she couldn’t dodge the attack.

‘That’s it, let’s just end it here.’

She made a quick, cold decision about the current situation.

The dungeon raid was impossible now, and she didn’t want to be in the same place as that damned Kamon any longer.

Of course, being eliminated like this would mean losing not only the highest score for the Dungeon Studies final exam.


‘And also the top rank for the year…’

Oddly, she felt a sense of relief.

So,

‘Let’s just end this.’

With that thought, she closed her eyes.

Thinking of the impending pain and the regret of being eliminated.

‘It’s okay, Chelsea. You still did your best…’

Shwoosh! Clatter! Thunk!

“Gah!”

Suddenly, a loud impact from in front of her made Chelsea open her eyes.

Then,

“Ugh!”

“Hey, you…!”

Kamon Vade, who had blocked the tentacle attack with his body, was lying in front of her.

“Damn it! Fucking hurts so much.”

With a pale face from pain, Kamon Vade gritted his teeth and shouted.

“Damn it, listen to me for once!”

He then glared at Chelsea and continued.

“Damn it, that wasn’t magic, it was a scroll. If you want, I can show you the receipt later.”

“What?”

“So, I really can’t use magic!”

* * *

‘I really feel like I’m going to die. Maybe dying would be better?’

The pain from blocking ‘Virgas’’ attack was unimaginable.

It wasn’t just external bruises, but an agonizing pain that seemed to shake my bones and organs.

Why did it have to feel so real…?

“Damn, it hurts so much.”

Lying on the ground, I muttered and glared at Chelsea.

Why the hell was she acting up now…?

Even though I resented her actions deeply, there was no point in blaming Chelsea now. Without her, defeating this final boss would be impossible. That’s why I blocked the tentacles aimed at her with my body.

“For once, just believe me. Can’t you just pretend to be fooled for a moment?!”

I shouted with such desperation that it felt like a plea.

“…Then what should I do?”

“What?”

“You told me to listen to you. So, what should I do?”

For some reason, Chelsea’s demeanor seemed to have changed, and she asked earnestly. I quickly tried to respond.

“Well, um…”

Zooooom!

Shwoosh!

Just then, ‘Virgas’ launched another tentacle attack, and Chelsea swiftly lifted me and dodged to the side.

Thud!

“Chelsea, you…”

“Quickly, tell me before I change my mind!”

“Alright, alright!”

Shwoosh!

Once again, a tentacle barely missed her shoulder.

“First, put me down.”

Clatter!

Thunk!

Without hesitation, she dropped me to the ground.

“Ah, seriously…”

“You told me to put you down.”

“Fine. Chelsea, listen to me carefully.”

There was indeed a way to defeat ‘Virgas’ without any items or equipment. Of course,

‘I really didn’t want to do this…’

It was my last resort, something I absolutely didn’t want to choose.

“From now on, stay close behind me and approach the monster’s eye. The paralysis will affect me, so when we get close enough, stab that eye with your sword.”

“What?”

“If you destroy that eye, it’s just another monster.”

It was a simple yet effective plan. Exposure to ‘Virgas’’ gaze would paralyze the body, but if Chelsea followed me closely and avoided eye contact, she would be unaffected.

The problem was,

‘It’s not just going to hurt a bit; it’s going to hurt a lot, like hell.’

I had already felt its impact once, and taking multiple hits in a row could knock me out like the others.

But there was no other option.

“So just stick close behind me and follow.”

“…”

“Hey, Chelsea. Did you understand?”

“Yes, I got it.”

“Then stay close behind me and follow. Don’t look at its eye.”

“I’ll take care of that. Just don’t fall behind.”

“Alright, let’s go.”

With that, Chelsea and I started running towards ‘Virgas’ eye.

Clatter, clank.

Thud, thud, thud!

Seeing us approach, the monster flailed its dozens of tentacles wildly.

“Watch out!”

Shwoosh!

“Don’t look ahead, just follow me!”

Dodging a tentacle narrowly, I shouted to Chelsea behind me.

“Then you dodge properly! That was close.”

“I saw everything.”

“Yeah, right.”

At that moment, a tentacle came from my blind spot aimed at my head.

“Hey, duck!”

Shwoosh!

Barely avoiding the tentacle with Chelsea’s urgent warning, I turned my head.

“Did you really see everything?”

“Oh, shut up and trust me. Don’t look ahead!”

Clatter! Clank!

Thud, thud, thud!

We kept bickering as we approached ‘Virgas’ eye.

But as we got closer,

“Don’t slow down. You’re dragging your feet…!”

“My body’s stiffening… Damn it!”

“Use a paralysis release spell… No, I’ll push you. Hang in there!”

Chelsea began to push my paralyzed body from behind. But as a result, I could no longer dodge the tentacles.

‘Damn, I’ll have to tank this….’

Shwoosh, thwack!

“Argh!!”

It hurt, it hurt like hell.

Why did I agree to this?

“Hey, are you alright…?”

“Ugh. Shut up and just keep pushing!”

I had to endure it somehow. Being expelled from the academy was worse than this pain… no, no it wasn’t. This pain was so much worse. Maybe leaving the academy would be better than enduring this.

So maybe I should just…

“Uh.”

What, my tongue is paralyzed too?

Damn, I can’t even speak!

‘Damn it, I shouldn’t have agreed to this.’

Regretting my choice, I swallowed back tears.

‘Why did I… I’ll never do this again, even if I die!’

But before I could finish that thought, the searing pain came again.

Shwoosh, thwack!

“Aaagh!”

Shwoosh, crack!

“Gah!”

The pain made me feel faint, and my vision started to go dark.

“…Kamon!”

Huh?

Tap, clatter!

What, did I pass out?

…Wow, I’m still conscious?

If it wasn’t for Chelsea’s voice, I might have lost consciousness for real.

When I came back to my senses, I realized we were now very close to ‘Virgas’.

“Hey, Chel…sea. This… close enough, right?”

Swish.

Even though my tongue was paralyzed, Chelsea seemed to understand me and drew her sword.

“Yeah, this is close enough.”

“Al…right, just do… it.”

Suddenly,

Tap, tap!

Chelsea placed her hand on my shoulder for the first time.

“…?”

What’s this all of a sudden?

Then she spoke again.

“Here I go.”

Alright, just please make sure it works, okay?

If we don’t get the highest score after all this, I’ll seriously die of frustration!

So please!

“Hey, Chel…sea!”

“…?”

“Make sure… to succeed. I can’t do… this twice…!”

“What? Hah.”

She let out a small laugh before shaking her head and replying briefly.

“I can’t do this twice either.”

Thud, thud, thud!

And then,

It was as if time slowed down, Chelsea and ‘Virgas’ both moving sluggishly.

Shooook!

Chelsea’s sword aimed straight for the enormous, disgusting eye of ‘Virgas’ just a short distance ahead…

Zooooom!

And ‘Virgas,’ reaching out with its tentacles to stop her, using me as a shield.

But,

Swoosh!

Chelsea’s sharp sword pierced the eye first.

Splat!

Kraaaaaaaagh!

As time seemed to resume its normal pace, Chelsea’s sword drove straight through the giant eye.

“……”

Clatter, thud!

And with that, I completely lost consciousness.
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Inside the gymnasium, where the test had not yet concluded, many students had gathered. Among them were the members of Chelsea’s team, who had already been eliminated.

“Chelsea.”

“…Are they still fighting?”

“Let’s just wait a bit longer.”

Melin, Elaine, Lois, and Claire—all of them were waiting anxiously with their hands clasped.

“What’s going on? Why isn’t it over yet?”

“…Could they actually be fighting the final boss?”

“That’s ridiculous, but what if they really succeed?”

“No way, that’s impossible.”

“I told you, it’s impossible.”

“What’s the time?”

“If they come out right now, they’ll definitely be first place. They’ll take the lead for sure.”

Other students were chattering, waiting for the exam to end.

And.

“I wish they’d just die in there.”

“Hey, someone might hear you.”

“…I was just kidding.”

Among them were the Monster Trio, hoping for Kamon’s misfortune.

In the midst of the mixed atmosphere, one person had a particularly displeased expression.


“How much time is left?”

“…About three minutes.”

Listening to the report, Princess Francia, arms crossed, kept her eyes fixed on the portal.

“They should be out any moment now…”

She was certain they had failed the dungeon raid and were just waiting for the elimination portal to summon them.

At that moment,

“It’s impressive they’ve held on this long.”

“Huh? What’s impressive?”

“They entered the final boss fight around the same time as us. The fact they haven’t been eliminated yet means Chelsea and Kamon must be pretty skilled.”

Fabian muttered with interest, causing Kyle to tilt his head and respond.

“Isn’t there a chance they might succeed?”

“What?”

Fabian looked at Kyle incredulously before bursting into laughter.

“Man, that’s a good joke. Really funny…”

“Yeah, I found it amusing too.”

Princess Francia, joining the conversation with a faint smile, continued.

“Well, even reaching the final boss shows how talented Chelsea is. Being the top student isn’t for nothing, after all.”

Kyle, noticing Francia’s deliberate omission of Kamon’s name, responded briefly.

“I wasn’t joking.”

“What?”


“I really think they might come out having succeeded.”

“Haha, really? Shall we make a bet on it?”

“Oh, I like bets. I’m in, Princess.”

Fabian and Francia mocked Kamon and Chelsea’s chances, certain of their failure.

Fabian especially was confident of his win in this bet.

‘They’ll never beat it, not even if they were willing to die.’

But who would sacrifice themselves?

Chelsea? Kamon?

He couldn’t picture it. Laughing softly at the thought, Fabian shook his head and muttered.

“Seriously, what a ridiculous thought…”

Even if by some miracle they succeeded, could they beat the current record?

[50:10]

Less than a minute left for the first clear record.

‘No way, they can’t beat that.’

With that certainty, he glanced towards the portal.

Princess Francia’s voice, almost triumphant, echoed.

“Time’s almost up. Looks like we’re going to get the highest score after all… huh?”

Bzzzz!

“The portal?!”

A massive beam of light gathered, and a blue portal opened.


“What? The portal opened?”

As the light coalesced, a girl carrying an unconscious boy over her shoulder appeared through the blue portal.

“Che-Chelsea?”

The girl emerging from the portal was none other than Chelsea Artin.

“Waaaaah!”

“Chelsea!!!”

The team members, who had been holding their breath, rushed towards her, almost in tears.

“Did you really succeed?”

“The second team has cleared it!”

At the same time.

“What’s the time?”

Fabian quickly turned to look at the clock.

[50:57]

“What? Fifty minutes and fifty-seven seconds?”

Fabian stared at the clock in disbelief, muttering.

“They beat us by exactly one second?”

And then.

“Does that mean Chelsea’s team is in first place?”

“What?”

“First place?”

The news spread quickly, causing a stir among everyone.

Soon after,

“Chelsea’s team beat Kyle’s team. Chelsea’s team is first.”

“Chelsea’s team got the highest score!”

“They came out one second earlier.”

The dramatic turn of events led to loud cheers and applause.

The team members, still holding Chelsea, looked up at the clock.

“Wow, we got the highest score!”

“We’re in first place!”

“Chelsea did it. Chelsea!”

They shouted with emotional voices and expressions filled with joy.

“Unbelievable!”

Princess Francia, who had been watching, could barely contain her disbelief.

“How could this happen…”

Stammering, Princess Francia muttered.

“Did I win the bet?”

Kyle asked with a light smile.

* * *

“Chelsea! Chelsea!”

“Of course, it’s Chelsea. I knew her team would get first place,” the students cheered, praising her.

However, Chelsea only managed an awkward smile, forcing herself to accept their congratulations.

Then,

“Chelsea!”

Finally, the team members who had fought alongside her in the dungeon arrived.

“Mellin, Elaine.”

“I knew you could do it, Chelsea!”

“Chelsea!!!”

Elaine’s tearful face was soon joined by Lois and Melin, who all hugged Chelsea tightly.

“Guys, wait. I can’t breathe!”

Chelsea felt suffocated by their sudden embrace and shouted, but they showed no sign of stopping.

“We got the highest score, the highest score!”

“We came in first place!”

From a short distance away, Claire chuckled at the scene, prompting Chelsea to call out urgently.

“Claire, help me….”

“Oops!”

Even Claire ignored Chelsea’s plea for help, instead joining the others, making Chelsea feel even more suffocated.

“…Ah.”

Despite feeling a bit betrayed by her trusted teammate, Chelsea couldn’t help but smile.

‘It’s over. It’s all over.’

Just as she had hoped, they secured the highest score in the exam.

Everyone was celebrating together, and Chelsea couldn’t help but smile in this situation.

But then, her gaze wandered.

‘Kamon Vade.’

She looked at the figure of Kamon, who was still unconscious on the floor.

Her true feelings.

The intense sense of inferiority he made her realize.

At the same time,

‘Could I have passed the Dungeon Studies exam without him?’

“……”

It was an unintended question, but she quickly shook her head.

What was the point of considering possibilities now?

Whether they could have passed or not, they had already done it the fastest.

‘What? He said he couldn’t use magic?’

“Lying until the end…”

Chelsea let out a small laugh and shook her head.

She still couldn’t fully trust his words, but for now,

‘I’ll let it slide this time.’

“Huh?”

Kamon, who had regained consciousness, was sitting dazedly, looking around with a drained expression before staring at the ceiling.

“……”

Simultaneously, a small smile appeared on his lips.

‘He had a lot riding on this, too.’

She suddenly remembered that if he failed this exam, he would be expelled from the academy.

So,

“Ka…”

Chelsea was about to call out to Kamon, but then.

“…?”

Kamon’s face, which had been smiling faintly, suddenly stiffened as he looked in her direction.

What’s with that expression?

At the same time,

“Chelsea! Over here, over here!”

“Wait, Mellin! Don’t push. Whoa!”

Melin’s excited voice caused Chelsea to lose her balance momentarily.

“Oh, sorry. Are you okay?”

“Yeah, yeah. I’m fine. Just give me a second to stand up.”

Chelsea hurriedly got up, but when she looked back in Kamon’s direction,

“……”

He was already gone.

* * *

“So, they passed after all.”

“……”

The assistant confirmed Chelsea’s team passing the Dungeon Studies exam, but Professor Delon remained silent.

“Impressive, considering handling a monster like that isn’t easy.”

“They were just lucky.”

“Oh, come on, Professor. You can’t catch a monster with just luck.”

“You think they did it with skill?”

“What else would it be?”

In response to the assistant’s question, Professor Delon fell silent, shaking his head.

“You, who caught a corrupted centaur in your first year, should know better. Most people would call that a fluke.”

“Well, that’s different. That’s why I’m here, slaving away under you for my troubles…”

“What? Slave? Troubles?”

“Haha, just a figure of speech. I’m always learning and striving under your guidance for personal research and development.”

The assistant awkwardly covered his slip and then cheerfully resumed organizing the documents.

“…Anyway, he won’t get expelled.”

“What?”

“Kamon Vade. He was at risk of being expelled if he failed this exam. But since he passed the dungeon first, he won’t fail.”

Handing the paper with Kamon Vade’s name to Professor Delon, the assistant continued.

“He avoided failing and getting expelled.”

Watching Professor Delon write something on the report card, the assistant nodded and spoke excitedly.

“Wow, he barely escaped failure. That student must be thrilled.”

“Who knows…”

Professor Delon, with a curious glint in his eyes, looked at Kamon.

“Pardon?”

“The kid who’s always relied on his family’s power, now without it, will he be able to handle his karma alone?”

“Um… What do you mean?”

Seeing the assistant’s confusion, Professor Delon chuckled and muttered as if talking to himself.

“You don’t need to understand. But it’ll be interesting to see. I wonder if he’s nervous, knowing this now.”
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“Kiaaaaa, this is refreshing!”

Gulping down the apple juice I had stored away, I shouted at Bren, who was hesitating.

“Hey, Bren. What are you doing? Drink up already!”

“Oh… Okay.”

Slurp!

Bren also gulped down his apple juice in one go.

“How is it? Amazing, right? I’m telling you, this apple juice is the best.”

“Yeah, but isn’t this from the cafeteria?”

“Yeah, it is. Why?”

“…No reason. Haha, it’s nothing.”

Bren let out an awkward laugh and tilted his head slightly. However, I didn’t pay much attention to his reaction and expressed my pleasant mood openly.

“Anyway, it’s all over now. We can stay at the academy. I won’t fail the remaining exams even if I just wing them…”

Thunk!

As I opened the closed wardrobe, a cool breeze flowed out, revealing bottles of juice and milk stored inside.

“Bren, do you want something more to drink?”

“Wow… What’s this?”

Bren looked at me with amazed eyes and asked.

“What do you mean, what’s this? It’s a mini refrigerator.”

“Kamon, did you make this yourself?”


“Of course. Why?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s just amazing…”

Seeing Bren gaze at my homemade mini refrigerator with sparkling eyes brought a smile to my face.

‘My own little sanctuary.’

Not a life filled with fear of being expelled from the academy and never knowing when I might die… but a life where I could live safely and happily in the sanctuary I built, thanks to getting the top score in the Dungeon Studies final exam.

“Hey, Bren, what are you going to do after the exams? It’s winter break.”

“Uh… break? It’s only about two weeks, so I don’t have any plans.”

Mumbling, Bren cautiously glanced at me and opened his mouth again.

“Why? Do you have any plans, Kamon?”

“Me?”

“Y-yeah.”

Hearing Bren’s slightly trembling voice, I shrugged and replied immediately.

“Of course, I have a definite plan!”

“What?”

“I’m just going to stay in my room and do nothing but rest. Homebody, stay-at-home!”

Why bother going out pointlessly when I have my room, my home, my sanctuary?

“Oh, I see.”

Hearing my perfect plan, Bren nodded with a somewhat relieved expression.

‘Why is he always so scared?’

I felt a bit puzzled by Bren’s behavior, but it didn’t really matter, so I soon lost myself in thoughts while sipping my apple juice.


‘Is the second semester over now?’

The academy’s system followed a Western curriculum, not a Korean one. There were three semesters in a year, with short breaks at the end of each. Instead, after the final semester, there was a long break of more than three months.

So now…

‘Since the second semester is over, the next one is the final semester.’

If compared to reality, it felt like the Christmas-New Year holidays or Lunar New Year.

As I pondered this, I looked at Bren and opened my mouth again.

“Bren, do you want to stay in the room with me during the break? It would be more comfortable with two people than being alone.”

It was a simple suggestion, thinking it would be better to spend time with a friend rather than being miserably alone.

But.

“Huh? Well, I have club activities and need to catch up on and review my studies…”

Bren seemed eager to decline my offer.

Feeling a playful urge, I asked in a low voice, setting the mood.

“Why? You don’t want to stay with me?”

“N-no, it’s not that. Don’t misunderstand, Kamon. Really, I…”

“Hey, hey, I’m joking. Why are you so flustered?”

“A joke. Hahaha. Oh, right.”

At that moment, Bren’s eyes lit up as if he remembered something.

“What? What is it?”

“Well, there’s the magic society seminar during this break.”

“Huh? Seminar? What’s that?”


“….”

Completely clueless, I asked again, and Bren’s eyes wavered significantly.

What is it?

Magic society seminar?

Did that exist in the original story?

As my brain raced, I couldn’t recall any such event in the original plot.

“Oh, no. I heard there’s a big seminar held by the magic society during this break, centered around Professor Phelan, the head of the Magic Department.”

“Hmm?”

“And it’s such a big seminar that many guests from outside come, and there’s a lot to see. Oh, right. There’s even a rumor that the tower master of the Magic Tower might come.”

Seeing Bren talk with a slightly excited look made me chuckle inwardly.

‘So, he wants to go there with me.’

Cute.

Well, Bren was a model student and a mage, so attending such a seminar would probably be beneficial for him.

Since he’s the first… no, a friend I made in this world who wants to do that.

I can accompany him for that much.

With that thought, I started to speak to Bren.

“So you want to go there with me…”

But at that moment.

Thunk!

“Ah!”

“What, what’s wrong? Why are you suddenly acting like this?”

“No, I just realized that we have the Basic Magic Theory exam tomorrow, and I haven’t studied at all.”

With the topic of conversation shifting so suddenly, I scratched the back of my head and went along with him.

“Oh, right. We still have the Basic Magic Theory and Mixed Analysis exams left, huh?”

“Yeah.”

The atmosphere around Bren, as he momentarily recalled his grades, felt a bit untouchable.

Then, soon enough.

“Kamon, I’m sorry. I think I shouldn’t be here right now. Let’s meet after the exams. I’m going to study!”

“Oh, okay. Do your best, Bren.”

Unlike before, Bren spoke firmly without any tremor in his voice and hurriedly left my room.

“What was that about, all of a sudden?”

I looked at the spot where Bren had vanished, then downed the last of the apple juice in my mouth. I still had about three or four exams left, but…

“Yeah, I’m not going to study.”

The remaining exams were not like the Dungeon Studies exam; even if I flunked them, there was no risk of expulsion. Actually, they probably wouldn’t fail me anyway. So, there was no real reason to study.

“Oh, I wish these exams would be over soon.”

Saying something that my teenage self might have said once upon a time, I stretched out and lay down on the bed.

* * *

“You all did great on the Dungeon Studies exam. Let’s enjoy ourselves tonight!”

“…What’s the occasion, Lois? That stingy guy?”

“Stingy? Me? Hahaha, looks like some envious group is spreading useless rumors about me.”

“So, how’s everyone doing with their exam prep?”

“Well, sort of?”

“More or less. Hey, let’s not talk about that tonight!”

Lois, Mellin, Elaine, and Claire. Everyone who had tackled the practical exam in Dungeon Studies with Chelsea’s group was gathered together.

“But where’s Chelsea? Didn’t she say she was coming?”

“Oh, she’s probably still taking her exam. Wasn’t it Geographical Anomalies? She had that exam today.”

“Really? Then she’ll be here soon. It’ll be over before ten anyway.”

“No, but why does Chelsea have an exam right after the practical? Isn’t she tired?”

“Hey, the top student isn’t the top student for no reason.”

While the primary purpose of their gathering was to celebrate completing the Dungeon Studies final exam…

“Kamon’s not invited?”

“No, why invite that bastard? He stabbed us in the back.”

Mellin reacted sharply to Claire’s question.

“As I’ve said before, nothing has been properly clarified yet. And it’s technically a party to celebrate the highest score in the Dungeon Studies final exam.”

“Hey, Claire. You’ve been…”

“Mellin!”

Elaine intervened to stop Mellin, while Lois shrugged and muttered.

“I don’t know for sure either. I did contact him, but whether he comes or not is his choice.”

Then he pointed to the snacks and drinks in front of them and continued.

“Anyway, it’s all on me tonight, so eat, drink, and have fun!”

Just then,

Creak!

“Sorry, am I late?!”

The door opened, revealing Chelsea, carrying a heavy bag and books.

“No, no. You’re not late!”

“Oh, the real star of the night has arrived! Come here, the hero, Chelsea Artine!”

With Lois’s exuberance, even the cold atmosphere between Mellin and Claire quickly melted away.

“Here, this is your seat, Chelsea!”

“Yay, let’s start the party!”

Soon, everyone was laughing and chatting around the table with Chelsea at the center.

“I’m telling you, I didn’t expect him to charge forward so recklessly!”

“Reckless? Don’t eat that! I bought it!”

“There he goes again, being stingy. Fine, I won’t eat it!”

“Hey, just kidding, Mellin. Eat, go ahead!”

As they reminisced about what happened in the dungeon, Chelsea simply smiled quietly.

“…”

Her eyes drifted to an empty seat at the large table.

‘Kamon Vade.’

Although she didn’t expect him to come, for some reason, his absence bothered her a bit.

‘…I wanted to ask him something.’

Chelsea had started to have some questions about Kamon since the dungeon raid.

“Now, let’s hear from Chelsea Artin, the student who single-handedly took down the final boss and got the highest score!”

“Woooo!”

“Chelsea, tell us. How did you manage to take down the final boss alone?!”

With Lois’s prompting and Elaine’s enthusiastic response, Mellin asked a playful interview-style question.

Chelsea smiled lightly at their antics and stood up.

Screeech

Then she said,

“I didn’t do it alone.”

“Huh?”

“…What?”

“The raid, I did it with Kamon Vade.”

Chelsea confessed truthfully, feeling lighter than ever.

However.

“Okay, that concludes the humble interview of top student Chelsea Artin.”

“There she goes again! Yeah, we all tackled the dungeon together! Sure thing, sure thing!”

“Come on, let’s drink!”

Naturally, the other group members didn’t take her words seriously, treating them as a joke instead.
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In a very wide and antique-looking garden, there were two beautiful young ladies smiling. One had gorgeous blonde hair, while the other had dark gray hair. The girl with gray hair elegantly moved the teapot she was holding.

Pouring…

With a pleasant sound, warm yellow tea filled the teacup.

“Thank you, Lady Cecilia.”

“Fortunately, tea leaves of Fils Rosemary from the Forton region arrived just in time. The aroma is very nice, so please enjoy it slowly.”

Right after the exam ended, Princess Francia was quietly sipping tea in the garden of Lady Cecilia, who was her only rival and practically an enemy, having accepted her invitation.

“So, how was this semester for you, Princess?”

“The same as always. It passed without any problems, just like the last one.”

“Ah, I see. By the way, I heard you passed the practical exam for Dungeon Studies this time. Congratulations.”

At the soft and delicate voice of Lady Cecilia, Princess Francia momentarily paused with her teacup in hand, trying hard to keep her lips from twitching downward as she barely managed to continue speaking.

“Ah, yes. That’s right. Thank you.”

“I also took that class last year, and I remember it being quite difficult. Still, you must have received a good score.”

“I was lucky to have good teammates.”

As Lady Cecilia spoke in a sweet voice, gently stroking her gray hair, Princess Francia responded as defensively as possible.

Then, Lady Cecilia’s voice continued again.

“Did you work with that commoner again this time?”

“……”

At the sudden probing question, Princess Francia slightly twitched one of her eyebrows and sipped her Fils Rosemary tea.

Eventually.


“Yes, I passed the practical exam all thanks to Kyle. And he’s not a commoner anymore; he’s now a Junior Knight.”

“Ah, right. I heard he received the title of Junior Knight because of what happened last time.”

Nodding her head as she answered, Lady Cecilia continued to speak without erasing the smile from her lips.

“Unfortunately, I heard it wasn’t the top score…….”

“Yes, the top score went to Chelsea’s group.”

“Chelsea? You mean Chelsea Artin, the top student?”

“Yes. By the way, this tea has a really nice aroma.”

“Really? Then I’ll make sure to pack some for you later, Princess.”

Although the princess indirectly expressed that she did not want to discuss this topic any further, Lady Cecilia continued to provoke her as if she didn’t care.

“I heard Kamon Vade, or rather just Kamon now, was also in that group. Is that true?”

“……”

Clank!

At the mention of Kamon Vade’s name, Princess Francia slowly put down the teacup she had been savoring.

“I heard he was on the verge of being expelled from the academy. But if he got the top score…….”

“Well, that’s fortunate, isn’t it?”

“Pardon?”

“No one likes seeing a fellow student get expelled from the academy.”

“Ah, is that so?”

“Lady Cecilia, I believe Kamon has already paid the price for what he did.”

“Well, that’s true. Being demoted from a noble family to a commoner in an instant……”


Nodding her head as she murmured, Lady Cecilia soon looked at Princess Francia and smiled brightly.

“How can our princess be so angelic all the time?”

‘…Really, you do go too far.’

The fact that Kamon Vade survived without getting expelled was already bothersome enough, and now Lady Cecilia was openly mocking her, causing Princess Francia’s heart to naturally turn upside down.

But.

“This tea is really good.”

It was something she could never express outwardly.

“What? An angel? Ha, that’s funny.”

Returning to her dormitory after the meeting with Lady Cecilia, Princess Francia bit her lower lip hard.

‘This is all because of Kamon Vade.’

If he had been expelled from the academy as expected, she wouldn’t have to endure such humiliation.

He was like a pest, with an unnecessarily strong survival instinct.

“Huff, it’s okay. There’s no need to worry about it. Anyway, he will eventually……”

Knowing Kamon Vade, he would eventually cause trouble and get expelled.

It was then.

Knock, knock!

“Yes, what is it?”

A maid, who soon entered the room, spoke politely.

“Princess, a guest has arrived.”

“A guest? Who is it?”


“They introduced themselves as Sol, the child of Baron Crensh.”

“Sol?”

“Yes.”

Tilting her head at the unfamiliar name, Princess Francia soon replied briefly.

“I’m rather tired today, so I think it would be difficult to meet the guest.”

“Understood, Princess. I will convey that…….”

As the maid bowed politely again and was about to leave, the princess spoke once more.

“By the way, what did they say they came for?”

“Well……”

“Hmm? Why the face?”

“They said it was about Kamon Vade…….”

At the maid’s words, who seemed reluctant to even mention the name, Princess Francia immediately cut her off and shouted.

“Tell them to come in immediately.”

“Pardon?”

“Hurry!”

* * *

Scratch, scratch.

The boy sitting at the desk was more focused than ever, engrossed in his writing. All around him, notes filled with dense writing and wide-open books were scattered in a chaotic mess.

Scratch, scratch.

As he busily scribbled and concentrated on his studies, he looked up.

His slightly droopy eyes and gentle impression gave anyone the feeling that he was a kind person.

Whistle!

At the loud sound from an old kettle, the boy got up and slowly approached it, lifting the boiling kettle to pour into his cup.

Drip, drip, drip!

Soon, the teacup was filled with hot water, and the leaves within began to steep, releasing a light-colored essence.

“…Done.”

The room was filled with the fragrant aroma of tea, and although he was exhausted, the boy managed to smile contentedly and mutter to himself.

“Not much longer now.”

His gaze soon shifted to the pile of books on his desk.

[Understanding Basic Magic]

[Humans and Non-Humans]

[History of the Andrea Continent – Basic Edition]

[The Mysterious and Beautiful World of Pharmacology]

“Maybe I just need to study Phenomenal Magic now?”

His name was Bren.

As a first-year student at the Flance Imperial Academy, he was frantically studying for the upcoming second-semester finals.

“There’s only one subject left, so I guess I can take a little break.”

Bren lifted his cup, savoring the deeply brewed tea, enjoying a fleeting moment of blissful rest.

“Ah, this is nice.”

Bren, immersed in the quiet, clean, and peaceful atmosphere that brought a smile to his face, suddenly thought of someone.

“…Ugh.”

He shook his head and shivered as if a chill had run down his spine.

“But I won’t have to see them again.”

Just being associated with the academy’s most notorious troublemaker, who even attacked the princess, was a constant source of stress for the timid Bren.

Sip.

He calmed his mind with a sip of warm tea, then turned his attention back to his books.

And soon,

“Oh? It’s a salamander feather.”

Bren picked up the high-quality salamander feather he had gotten for free in the city of ‘Velium’ and chuckled.

“I really thought I was getting kidnapped back then.”

In the end, after the practical exam, they even had a small party together.

“But they weren’t as scary or vicious as the rumors said… No, what am I thinking? Back to studying.”

Muttering to himself as if reminding himself, Bren ended his brief break and returned to his desk.

* * *

“Everyone, leave your test papers and put your hands on your head.”

Unlike the full practical exam for Dungeon Studies, most other classes were conducted as written exams.

The class called Heterogeneous Analysis was no different.

Thud.

I put down my pen and looked at the problem I had just guessed on, tilting my head in confusion.

“Did I take it too lightly?”

Well, even if I fail, I won’t be expelled.

Professor Delon, who handles Dungeon Studies, is unusual, but most first-year liberal arts courses don’t fail students.

It’s just a pass (P) or no-pass (NP) system.

So even if I did it haphazardly, I would pass for sure.

“Alright, the person in the back, please collect the papers and place them on the desk.”

Rustle!

With the professor’s clear voice, a student from the back approached and took my test paper.

“Phew.”

As I let out a long sigh, finally feeling the end of the long second-semester finals, I noticed Bren on the other side, looking somewhat gloomy.

Seeing the dark circles under his eyes, I shook my head sympathetically.

‘He must have had twice as hard a time as everyone else.’

It’s true that he suffered in various ways after getting unexpectedly caught by me.

Although we had a small party after the exam…

‘Well, you can never have too many parties. Maybe we should have another one today to celebrate the end of all exams?’

As I considered having such an event, the Heterogeneous Analysis professor spoke with a bright smile.

“You all did well this semester. The final grades, including today’s exam scores, will be posted on the bulletin board tomorrow, so please check them. Great job.”

Hearing the professor’s words, I recalled a unique rule at the academy, or rather, in this world.

‘Why is the report card announced publicly instead of being given individually?’

Surprisingly, the Flance Imperial Academy publicly displays students’ overall grades on a giant bulletin board.

In other words, other students could see my report card.

Eh, whatever.

Forget the grades. Today, it’s all about the party, the party!

“Bren, how about we… huh?”

Clatter!

Before I could properly call him, Bren quickly left the classroom.

“What’s that about?”

Is he really that tired?

Yeah, if someone worked hard, they need rest too.

He looks like an introverted type.

Just for today, rest well, Bren.

“So, what should I do now?”

As the long-awaited end of the exams brought a slight thrill of anticipation, I started thinking.

Usually, after finals in the real world, friends would head straight to karaoke or PC rooms.

Is there anything different in this fantasy world?

Maybe something like magical escape rooms or fun activities!

As I looked around with those thoughts, I noticed something important that I had temporarily forgotten.

Most of the students had already left the classroom, leaving it very quiet.

Ah, right.

I originally didn’t have any friends, did I?
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The next day.

It was already noon by the time I went out for lunch. As I was passing through the academy square, I noticed something unusual.

‘What’s going on? Why are there so many people?’

Curious about the large crowd of students, I focused my attention on them. They were gathered around a gigantic bulletin board in the center of the square, chattering excitedly.

“Wow, look at that. Five A+s. That’s insane….”

“I heard they almost got A+ in every subject. It’s just recorded as P. I overheard another professor talking about it.”

Ah, so the grades are out already?

As I slowly approached and listened in, I caught snippets of their conversation.

“Hey, it’s the top student of the year. They should be getting those grades.”

“Yeah, I heard they got the highest score in Dungeon Studies this semester too. It’s the first A+ in Professor Delon’s class in three years.”

Most of the students were marveling at the incredible grades Chelsea Artin had achieved.

“So, are there less than ten students who got all A or higher this semester?”

“Chelsea, Fabian, Janus, Closer, Kyle… and even Princess Francia.”

As the students chattered about this semester’s top scorers, the conversation soon shifted.

“Wow, but what’s with all the Fs and Ds?”

“Crazy. That Delon guy is a total nutcase.”

The students shook their heads, staring at the report cards showing that more than half had failed.

“So, do we have to retake that course?”

“No, apparently you can’t even retake it if you got a D.”


“Why is he giving such grades in a compulsory liberal arts course, not even a major?”

“Hey, that professor is notorious. Anyone who took his class without knowing that is an idiot.”

“But isn’t that course only for freshmen? Unless you have upperclassmen friends or someone who knows, how would you get that information?”

“True….”

“So, apologize to me.”

“What?”

“Apologize to me, now.”

“What the hell, you crazy? Did you take that class?”

“Yeah, damn it!”

The group of students laughed and cursed at each other. Most of it was nonsense, but there was some truth in what they said.

‘What kind of professor gives out so many failing grades in a freshman liberal arts course?’

I nodded vigorously, deeply agreeing with the students’ sentiments.

At that moment.

“What’s with the C-? Didn’t they get the highest score in the Dungeon Studies final?”

“Hey, you can’t get an A just from the final exam. They skipped the midterms and had a lot of absences.”

“Wow, lucky them. Getting scores for being in the same group as the top student.”

“Jealous? If you wanted that, you should’ve been in Chelsea’s group too. Haha.”

“…”

Oh, they were talking about me?

The group was laughing and discussing my grades.


C-.

A grade that barely avoided a retake and failure.

‘Well, that’s good enough.’

I had no reason to aim for high grades at the academy. I just needed to maintain a score that would keep me from being expelled.

…Seriously.

It’s not just self-consolation; I mean it!

“As long as I keep avoiding failing grades, I’ll be fine.”

Just as I was muttering to myself, one of the students glanced my way.

And then.

“K-Kamon?”

They stammered, calling my name in shock.

“What? Kamon?”

“D-Did he hear us?”

The students who had been laughing and talking moments ago started looking at me with surprise and caution.

I stared at them silently.

“…”

The ones who had been frozen with tense expressions quickly averted their eyes and slinked away as if they were fleeing.

“Hah, what a letdown.”

Gurgle.

“Forget it, I’m hungry. Let’s go eat.”


* * *

“Welcome, Your Highness.”

“It’s been a while. I’m sorry I haven’t visited more often, Professor.”

“Haha, no need to apologize. Freshmen are often overwhelmed just trying to keep up with classes. It’s completely understandable.”

Professor Phelan Xavier, the head of the Magic Department, greeted Princess Francia with a hearty laugh.

The old man, with his mostly bald head, white beard, and plump figure, had twinkling eyes.

“So, what brings you here, Your Highness…?”

“It’s nothing special. I heard there’s a magic society seminar happening this vacation.”

“Ah, I see. Just so you know, you are, of course, invited as an honored guest.”

Professor Phelan nodded immediately and responded.

Princess Francia shook her head slightly with a faint smile.

“No, that’s not why I’m here…”

“Then what brings you here?”

“Have the students who will perform magic demonstrations at the seminar been selected yet?”

“Magic demonstrations?”

“Yes.”

At Princess Francia’s nod, Professor Phelan tilted his head in confusion. Despite her status as a princess, the handling of the Magic Society seminar was under his jurisdiction as the chief professor and the head of the society. Her inquiry could be seen as highly inappropriate. However, he maintained his composure and smiled warmly as he responded.

“The selection has not been finalized yet. We have a candidate list, though. May I ask why you are interested?”

At his question, Princess Francia’s eyes darkened slightly.

‘Why? It’s because…’

She recalled Sol Crensh, who had visited her a few days ago. Introducing himself as Kamon’s former confidant, he claimed to know all of Kamon’s behavior patterns and principles.

– It seems Kamon Vade can’t use magic. Or, to be precise, there’s something wrong with him.

His sudden visit and absurd claims left Princess Francia bewildered.

However.

– I heard it from a group member who participated in the Dungeon Studies exam with him. He didn’t use any magic during the entire test and only relied on items.

‘….’

He didn’t use magic during the Dungeon Studies exam? Why?

Moreover, he explained that Kamon used to abuse magic as easily as breathing. But since his suspension and demotion, he hadn’t been seen using magic.

‘Could there really be something wrong?’

Though she didn’t fully trust Sol Crensh’s words, it was worth verifying if something had indeed changed with Kamon Vade.

Therefore.

“I was wondering if Kamon Vade, or rather Kamon, is among those candidates.”

“Kamon?”

Professor Phelan’s expression showed brief surprise at Princess Francia’s sudden answer, but he quickly nodded and continued speaking.

“Yes. Kamon is indeed a strong candidate for performing magic at the seminar. Is that what you were curious about, Your Highness?”

Professor Phelan chuckled as he replied, and Princess Francia responded with a bright smile.

“Ah, I see. Thank you for the information.”

“Haha, no problem, Your Highness. If you have any other questions or requests in the future, please feel free to come to me. I am always at your service.”

Though he tried to smile kindly, the old professor’s grin appeared more sly than sincere.

‘Always at my service? He just wants to leverage royal power.’

Princess Francia knew well the true nature of Professor Phelan. Ambitious and power-hungry. She believed such a person could be manipulated to her advantage.

Seeing him act exactly as she had anticipated brought a genuinely satisfied smile to her face.

“Thank you, Professor Phelan. I look forward to your continued support.”

“Of course, anytime! Hahaha.”

* * *

“As expected, it’s Chelsea. Once again, she got A+ in all but one subject… Truly the top student of the year?”

“Thank you.”

Despite Professor Deyan’s praise, Chelsea’s eyes were fixated on the sole A on her report card, from the Introductory Magic subject.

“With these outstanding grades, you will be receiving a full scholarship and a top student scholarship next semester as well.”

“Ah, yes.”

One of the main reasons Chelsea clung to the top student position was articulated by Professor Deyan.

“Your dormitory and tuition fees will be covered by the full scholarship, and the top student scholarship will be issued at the start of the next semester from the administration office.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“You’ve worked hard this semester. Let’s aim for all A+ next semester, alright?”

Despite Professor Deyan’s bright smile, Chelsea responded with a stoic nod.

As she stepped outside after the counseling session, Chelsea felt the cold winter wind against her cheek.

“It’s over.”

The second semester had officially ended, and she had managed to maintain her position as the top student. However…

Clutching her report card, she crumpled it slightly to remove the bothersome A from the Introductory Magic subject from her sight.

‘Kamon Vade.’

While the single A didn’t significantly impact her—only a 0.1 point difference—it was a significant blow to Chelsea, who prided herself on perfection and achieving her goals.

“….”

But Chelsea soon shook her head to quell the anger that had been rising within her.

‘If it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t have gotten an A+ in Dungeon Studies.’

Chelsea, always harshly self-critical, realized while reviewing the practical exam that without Kamon Vade’s performance, she wouldn’t have surpassed Kyle’s group’s score.

“He takes one and gives one?”

Thanks to Kamon’s erratic behavior, she lost the grade in Introductory Magic but gained the highest score in Dungeon Studies.

“He’s truly unpredictable.”

Whether he was beneficial or detrimental remained unclear.

“Forget it. As long as I avoid getting entangled with him from now on.”

Chelsea concluded her thoughts about Kamon Vade and nodded firmly, speaking decisively.

“I just need to work harder. Focus on that.”

Resolving to keep her top student position in the upcoming third semester and aiming for all A+ this time, Chelsea steeled her determination.
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“Huff! Huff!”

Despite the finals being over, the lights in the training ground were still on.

Thwack!

“Hey, Kyle. What’s got you so fired up again?”

Fabian asked as he sat down, placing his long spear on the ground. Kyle, who was vigorously swinging his sword, glanced over at Fabian.

“It’s nothing.”

“Yeah, right. You’re swinging your sword this late, and it’s nothing?”

Fabian asked again, with an amused expression. Kyle just gave a faint smile and continued his practice.

“Hah!”

“Kyle, come on. Tell me why you’re doing this.”

“Fabian, aren’t you going to train?”

“Is this because of the Dungeon Studies exam?”

“…”

Thud!

Kyle paused for a moment at Fabian’s question, then shook his head.

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what?”

“I just feel like I can’t stay like this.”

“What?”


Fabian asked with a confused expression, but Kyle kept swinging his sword in silence.

“…”

Fabian watched Kyle quietly for a moment before picking up his spear and starting his own practice.

After a while, both of them put down their weapons and lay down on the ground, exhausted. Fabian turned his head to look at Kyle.

“Are you upset?”

“Hm?”

“Are you upset that we didn’t get the top score? Honestly, I’m still pissed off that we lost. I can’t believe it.”

“I wasn’t that upset. Just…”

“Ha, if you’re not upset, then why are you swinging your sword like a madman after the exam?”

Fabian chuckled and continued talking.

“I honestly can’t stand Kamon Vade.”

To Fabian, Kamon Vade was an unpleasant figure. Despite his impressive background and potential, Kamon’s arrogant and reckless attitude clashed with Fabian’s own values. If Kyle hadn’t been involved with Kamon, Fabian would have been the first to confront and teach Kamon a lesson.

“Did Kamon do something to you?”

“No, not really. It’s just his whole demeanor.”

“What about it?”

“It’s just…”

Fabian trailed off, then continued as he looked at Kyle.

“He’s annoying.”

“…?”

“Who likes someone who acts all high and mighty just because they’re from a good family and have talent?”


“Really?”

“Yeah, I’ve never gotten along with people like that.”

Fabian shook his head and continued.

“Besides, there’s a rumor going around that he cheated on the exam by getting the test answers beforehand.”

“Cheating?”

“He supposedly had all the items needed to beat the boss monsters in the dungeon. Without that, there’s no way he could’ve beaten us so quickly.”

Fabian shrugged, but Kyle shook his head slightly.

“That’s probably not true.”

“Huh? What do you mean, Kyle? Do you know something?”

“No, not really…”

Kyle trailed off, then got up from the ground.

“Kamon was serious.”

“What?”

“Did you see Kamon’s expression after the exam?”

“No, why would I look at that?”

“I don’t know how these rumors started, but I think they’re nonsense. Ungh!”

Kyle stood up and picked up his sword again.

“That’s why we need to get stronger.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Fabian shook his head with a smirk as he watched Kyle grip his sword.


“Anyway, you’re saying you want to get stronger, right? Then you’re definitely fired up.”

Fabian laughed and picked up his spear, standing up.

“Then let me join you. I’ll help.”

And so, the two of them continued their training late into the night, pushing themselves to their limits.

* * *

Back at the dormitory, I immediately opened the mini-fridge.

Gulp, gulp!

“Ah, finally, I feel alive.”

Drinking a cold apple juice, I felt as if everything that had been weighing me down was washed away.

I nodded to myself, feeling the weight of my pockets.

“Hmm, today’s haul was better than I expected.”

I took out the steak and lobster I had brought from the cafeteria, along with cookies for dessert, and even some Madeleine in fancy packaging.

“With this, I won’t have to worry about food for at least a week.”

I organized the things in my pockets and looked at my secret stash, feeling satisfied.

“This is the life.”

Living wasn’t just about achieving set goals. There needed to be a sense of abundance and fulfillment.

Thud!

I threw myself onto the bed.

“Home is the best.”

There was nothing better than relaxing in the comfort of my own space. Full stomach, comfortable body. What could be better?

I definitely didn’t want to go out and get bothered by others.

“…The outside world is dangerous.”

Alright, it’s just two weeks, but for the rest of the vacation, I won’t leave my bed unless absolutely necessary. It’s a reward for myself for all the hard work.

As I was indulging in my thoughts and enjoying my rest, I heard a knock on the door.

Who could it be? Bren?

“…Bren?”

As I called out his name and approached the door, an unexpected voice responded.

“It’s me, Kamon.”

“…Huh?”

“The supervisor. Open the door.”

It was the voice of the maid supervisor I had become quite familiar with.

But.

‘Why is she here all of a sudden? This feels ominous.’

“I’m a bit tired today…”

“Open the door.”

“…Yes, ma’am.”

Her firm tone left me with no choice but to open the door.

Creak!

“Hello, Kamon?”

As always, the maid supervisor greeted me with a bright smile, and I awkwardly raised my hand in response.

“Uh, hi. But, what’s this about…?”

Before I could finish my question, she handed me something and muttered.

“It’s a letter from Professor Xavier.”

“…Professor Xavier?”

Where had I heard that name before?

“Yes, he’s the head of the Magic Department.”

“Why would he send me a letter?”

“I don’t know. You should read it for yourself. I’ll be on my way now.”

She was about to leave but suddenly stopped and looked back at me.

“Oh, and congratulations on avoiding expulsion, Kamon. Goodbye.”

The unexpected congratulation left me speechless.

Thud!

With her job done, she closed the door and left. Holding the letter, I quickly tore it open to see what it said.

**Kamon Vade, I have something to discuss with you. Come to my office by 10 AM tomorrow.

– Professor Phelan Xavier**

“What? All of a sudden?”

Startled by the unexpected content, I stared at the letter with trembling eyes.

* * *

Following the letter’s instructions, I headed towards Professor Xavier’s office. The person who sent this letter was likely waiting for me now.

I could understand someone wanting to see me, but…

‘Phelan Xavier.’

The name alone brought back a sense of foreboding. He was a character from the original story. Not a major one, but significant enough. An old-fashioned stickler for honor and reputation, who tried to use Kyle for his benefit and ended up retiring in disgrace after his plan backfired.

‘In a way, he’s somewhat like Kamon…’

Why would such a character suddenly want to see me?

“Sigh.”

Before I knew it, I had reached his office. I took a deep breath and was about to knock on the door.

Bang!

“Damn it! That bastard!”

From inside, I heard someone cursing in frustration.

“…?”

What the hell?

Was there a fight going on inside?

Just then, the door flew open and a red-faced, white-bearded old man stormed out, only to stop and look at me with a puzzled expression.

“Hmm? Kamon?”

“Uh, hello, Professor Xavier.”

The old man was none other than Professor Phelan Xavier, head of the Magic Department.

“Ah, right. We had an appointment. Come in!”

So, he had forgotten?

Following his lead, I stepped into the office, and he asked,

“Tea? Coffee? Anything you’d like?”

“…I’ll just have water, please.”

“Water’s fine.”

Thud, thud!

Still irritated, Professor Xavier stomped around the office as he fetched my drink.

‘Why is he so angry? And why did he call me here?’

While I pondered these questions, he placed a bottle of water on the table.

“Here, mineral water from McGall Lake. It’s quite expensive, so don’t spill it.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The water had a slight sweetness, confirming its high quality.

‘This really must be expensive water.’

As I enjoyed the refreshing drink, Professor Xavier spoke again.

“So, you have an idea why I called you?”

“No?”

What the heck is he talking about?

Professor Xavier stroked his white beard and continued.

“The guests at this year’s Magic Society seminar aren’t ordinary. We must ensure its success.”

“…What?”

Wait a minute. This doesn’t sound good.

Given that he mentioned the Magic Society seminar, could it be?

“Well, considering your exceptional talent, Kamon, I’m not too worried. But remember, it’s rare for a freshman to get the opportunity to perform a magic demonstration.”

“Cough!”

“Don’t spill it!”

A magic demonstration?

So, he wants me to perform at the seminar?

Out of nowhere?

“Um, Professor.”

“Hm?”

“Are you saying I’ll be performing at this year’s Magic Society seminar…?”

“Yes, that’s correct. It’s a great honor for any student affiliated with the society.”

What the fuck.

Honor, my ass. What a load of crap.

And why on earth is he suddenly asking me to do this?
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Already, a small booklet lay open in front of me.

“For this demonstration, you’ll be performing the spell ‘Nine Rings of Fire.’ It’s a bit challenging, but considering your usual abilities, you should be able to handle it just fine.”

“…”

Excuse me. But I’m currently incapable of using any magic. How am I supposed to perform a magic demonstration in front of an audience?

No, I can’t do this. I need to tell him straight up that it’s impossible. If I get caught up in this, it could lead to the worst-case scenario.

Surely, refusing to do this one thing won’t get me expelled from the academy, right?

“Um, Professor. I’m currently having some issues…”

Just as I was about to confess my predicament,

Bang!

“P-Professor Xavier!”

The office door burst open, and someone rushed in.

“Hmm? Genjin?”

A middle-aged man, who appeared to be a fellow professor, shouted urgently.

“Did you hear the news… Oh? Are you in a meeting?”

“Yes, this is Kamon, the student who will be handling the magic demonstration at the upcoming seminar.”

“Oh, the demonstration. Is this the student recommended by the princess?”

What? The princess? Why is her name suddenly coming up here?

“Cough, recommendation. Kamon’s name was already on the list.”

“Ah, yes, of course.”


Nodding in agreement with Professor Xavier, the man then lowered his voice and muttered seriously.

“Professor Xavier, I need to discuss something…”

“Is this about that scoundrel Elmon?”

“Y-yes. How did you know?”

“I just heard about it myself. That damned Elmon is trying to shut down my society?”

“P-Professor, there’s still a student here…”

“It’s fine. He’s a member of our society. He should know.”

“Apparently, Elmon is using the dissolution of the society to undermine you. Given that our society’s performance hasn’t been linked to any tangible results, he’s exploiting that.”

“Elmon is really showing his age. As you said, he’s trying to maintain his power by checking others.”

“So, we need to make a strong impression at this seminar. Show everyone the history and power of our magic society.”

“Indeed, you’re right, Genjin.”

Professor Xavier nodded and then turned to me.

“Kamon, you heard that. A lot is riding on this magic demonstration.”

Suddenly?

“The upcoming seminar will have many important guests and dignitaries attending. So…”

Wait a minute. If I say, ‘I can’t do it because I can’t use magic,’ what would happen?

I don’t need to think too hard to know it would be a disaster.

“So, our society’s fate is in your hands. Don’t disappoint me.”

“…”

“What’s the matter? Can you give that bastard Elmon a proper smackdown or not?”


“Well, actually…”

“Professor Xavier, he’s still a student. Putting such pressure on him might be too much. It’s better to encourage him.”

The middle-aged professor, Genjin, interjected.

“Right, of course, he’ll manage. His skills are reliable. I trust you, Kamon Vade.”

Muttering to himself, Professor Xavier looked at me sternly.

“But remember, if anything goes wrong at this seminar, you will be held accountable. Understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

I had no choice but to nod at the imposing Professor Xavier.

What else could I do in this situation?

“You may go now, Kamon. Genjin, as I was saying…”

Without further ado, Professor Xavier dismissed me, and I quickly left the office.

Let’s recap.

Professor Xavier assigned me the magic demonstration for the society seminar. And the person who recommended me was…

‘Princess Francia, that damn lunatic?’

“Damn it.”

I couldn’t help but curse. What the hell am I supposed to do now?

* * *

After learning about the unexpected magic demonstration, I was racking my brain, trying to find a way out of this predicament.

‘Damn it. Should I learn magic somehow? But I can’t even sense mana.’

I had one unresolved question.


Kamon Vade originally could use magic and was a highly talented individual.

‘So why can’t I even sense mana now?’

This fundamental question might be the root of my biggest problem. But it was a problem I couldn’t solve immediately.

“I can’t ask anyone either.”

How could I admit that Kamon Vade can’t use magic? It would be disastrous.

Though I had no choice but to confide in Chelsea, reducing the risk of exposure was the wisest course of action.

“Sigh.”

If only there were a clear solution…

Growl.

“Forget it. I’ll think after I eat.”

Plodding along, I noticed many students were still around, perhaps because of the short break.

Seeing them carefree and moving in groups, I couldn’t help but mutter inwardly.

‘How carefree they are…’

I was projecting my frustration onto the innocent students when,

Thunk!

In a split second, someone slammed into my shoulder with a strong impact.

“What the hell?”

I immediately yelled out, glaring at the person who bumped into me. A slightly scruffy-looking student, not particularly large, stood there with a few friends who looked like his buddies.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t see you.”

The student quickly apologized, and though I frowned, I decided to let it go.

“Whatever, just go.”

The student nodded slightly and headed back to his friends, while I resumed my walk toward the dining hall.

Step, step.

But then, I overheard their whispered conversation from behind.

“Heh, crazy. Did you really do it?”

“Yeah, but what if Kamon had snapped and beaten you up?”

What? That guy bumped into me on purpose?

I was about to turn around when I heard something even more shocking.

“I told you, the rumors are true. Kamon can’t use magic anymore.”

“Right? If he could, he would have exploded in flames by now.”

“Still, isn’t it a bit much to provoke Kamon Vade like that? What if he actually retaliates?”

“Nah, if he’s no longer a noble and can’t use magic, he’s just a weakling. Why should I be scared?”

What? There’s a rumor going around that I can’t use magic?

“…”

Step, step.

Stunned by the unexpected revelation, I couldn’t even muster the courage to look back. I had to move quickly.

‘Fuck, what’s going on?’

Being forced to perform a magic demonstration was already a headache, but now there’s a rumor that I can’t use magic?

Could it be Chelsea? Or Bren?

Potential culprits of spreading the rumor popped into my head, but I quickly shook it off.

No, that’s not important right now.

If the entire academy finds out I can’t use magic, what will happen?

All the notoriety Kamon Vade had built up would come crashing down on me.

Could I even survive?

Feeling a chill run down my spine, I clenched my trembling fists.

“No, I need to find a solution. I have to figure out how to use magic again, no matter what!”

* * *

Back at the dormitory, I sat at my desk and began to analyze the current situation.

“Let’s break this down one step at a time.”

I only had about two weeks left. At the end of the break, I had to perform a magic demonstration at the society seminar. Meanwhile, rumors were spreading that I could no longer use magic.

First and foremost.

“I need to be able to use magic.”

Whether it was possible or not, without this premise, nothing else mattered.

Let’s assume I manage to regain my magic abilities through sheer effort. Then what?

I’d need to skillfully perform the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’ spell in front of an audience…

“Sigh, can I really do that?”

It was a rhetorical question, born out of sheer disbelief.

Even if I managed to overcome the two hellish prerequisites, the most daunting issue was…

“I can’t sense mana at all.”

Through my private lessons with Bren, I had confirmed that I couldn’t even see mana.

To cast magic, I needed to learn it first. To learn magic, I needed to sense mana. If I couldn’t sense mana, then…

It was all pointless!

“Ugh, this is driving me insane.”

With a deep sigh, I realized the only option left in this situation.

“Should I just run away?”

But I quickly shook my head.

“No, that’s not an option. The outcome would be the same.”

If I fled, I might end up disappearing without a trace, just like the original Kamon Vade.

So the only remaining option was…

“I need to find out why I can’t sense mana anymore, even though Kamon Vade could.”

Having identified the core issue, a name popped into my head.

“Jamie Hasellion.”

One of the few contenders for the strongest character in the original story’s universe.

Known as the Yellow Mage, part of the trio of mages designated by primary colors—Red, Blue, and Yellow. Jamie was the Yellow Mage, one of the continent’s top magicians.

“And currently a hidden character in the academy.”

For reasons not revealed in the novel, Jamie was hiding in the academy during the early chapters.

Although in the original story, Jamie didn’t play a significant role—only appearing occasionally and then fading away without much impact…

“At least Jamie might know the cause or a solution.”

From the original story’s knowledge, Jamie was the closest and potentially most helpful figure I could reach out to.

But…

“I really didn’t want to do this…”

Despite knowing about Jamie’s existence, I had postponed this option until now for a simple reason.

“The author certified her as one of the craziest characters in the novel.”
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It was vacation time after the end of the second semester, but most students were more focused on planning for the next semester rather than taking a complete rest. Elaine, who had taken the final exam for Dungeon Studies with Chelsea, also moved to set her future plans.

“So, what classes are you taking next semester, Chelsea?”

“Well, I haven’t decided yet…”

As a mage and Chelsea being a swordswoman, their overlapping classes decreased as they advanced in their years. Elaine, who wanted to spend as much time as possible with her close friend, hoped to take the same classes as Chelsea at least during their first year.

“I want to take the same classes as you, Chelsea. Can you let me know as soon as you decide?”

“Oh, then me too! I want to take the same classes too.”

Mellin, who was beside them, suddenly interrupted, shouting enthusiastically at Elaine’s words.

“…Okay. Everyone calm down. I’ll show you my schedule first when I finish it.”

Chelsea replied with a slight smile, and Elaine nodded with a wide smile.

“Okay, make sure to show us.”

“We must take all the same classes with Chelsea next semester!”

Mellin, who seemed to have the same thoughts as Elaine, shouted cheerfully beside her.

“Alright, alright, let’s take them together. I want to take classes with you guys too.”

Chelsea murmured happily, looking at her friends’ reactions.

At that moment.

“Chelsea Artin.”

A familiar voice was heard from somewhere. And there stood a person they did not want to see again.

“Ka, Ka…mon?”

“What is it, Kamon? Why are you here?”

Following Elaine’s reaction, Mellin responded with a nervous voice, showing clear hostility.

However, Kamon, who appeared before them, ignored the two and looked only at one person, opening his mouth again.


“Chelsea, can we talk for a moment?”

“What?”

Mellin shouted in disbelief at Kamon’s sudden request.

“Hah, this is ridiculous. Hey, why should Chelsea talk to you?”

“I’m asking Chelsea right now.”

Kamon’s cold voice towards Mellin made the atmosphere freeze instantly.

“Um…”

Elaine tried to calm the situation urgently, but Mellin’s fiery reaction was much quicker.

“What the hell are you going to do by making the atmosphere so tense? What? Are you going to hit us? But you know, right? Commoners can’t hit nobles…”

“Fine, let’s talk.”

“Huh?”

Mellin, who was firing off her words like a machine gun, turned her head with a dumbfounded expression at Chelsea’s completely unexpected reaction.

“Che, Chelsea?”

And there was Chelsea, looking at Kamon with an unusually deep and serious gaze.

“So, what do you want to talk about, Kamon?”

“It’s a sensitive matter, so I’d like to talk alone. Is that possible?”

At Kamon’s insistence, Elaine spoke up this time.

“Ah, no, but still…”

However.

“Alright.”


Chelsea nodded and approached Kamon quietly, murmuring as she did so.

“I’ll be right back after a short talk.”

Elaine and Mellin could only watch her in a daze, as if they were losing their dearest friend to the worst villain in the world.

Eventually, Kamon and Chelsea arrived at a spot a bit farther away.

“So, what do you want to talk about?”

Chelsea immediately asked, making Kamon’s eyes narrow strangely. His gaze seemed to pierce through everything about her, making Chelsea feel slightly uncomfortable.

At that moment.

“Jamie Hasellion.”

“What?”

Chelsea couldn’t help but react with surprise at the completely unexpected name that came out of Kamon’s mouth.

“You know that person, right? Where is she now? Is she at the academy?”

“….”

Chelsea couldn’t utter a single response to Kamon’s rapid-fire questions. Her mind was in complete chaos, as if a massive bomb had gone off inside her head.

‘What is this? How? Why?’

It wasn’t strange that Kamon Vade knew about Jamie Hasellion. She was an incredibly famous and remarkable person. But.

‘How does Kamon know that she is at the academy?’

Her suspicion towards Kamon and the questions she had been holding onto grew even larger. Yet, Chelsea responded with a calm voice, as if nothing was wrong.

“What are you talking about?”

“I already know everything, so can’t you just tell me? Jamie, she’s here at the academy, isn’t she?”

“….”


But Chelsea did not answer his question. She kept her mouth shut and just stared at Kamon.

At that moment.

“Chelsea, you know it too now.”

“What?”

“I can’t use magic right now. I need her help because of that.”

Kamon straightforwardly revealed his secret and weakness, causing Chelsea’s lips to tremble slightly.

‘Again?’

Naturally, Chelsea couldn’t help but doubt Kamon’s words. But.

‘Is that expression and gaze really just an act?’

Chelsea’s mind grew even more complicated as she looked at Kamon, who was staring at her with desperate eyes.

“….”

After pondering quietly for a while, she finally nodded and spoke.

“Yes, that’s right. She’s staying here.”

“I knew it! So, where is she? Can you tell me?”

Kamon asked again with a slightly excited expression and gaze. Chelsea just looked at him silently.

* * *

I was currently in the library, studying various books related to magic. Whether or not I met Jamie Hasellion later, I had to know what kind of magic I needed to demonstrate.

“In the end, the ‘Ring of Fire’ spell itself isn’t that difficult.”

The ‘Ring of Fire’ described in the magic compendium was a spell that any intermediate-level mage or above could cast. However.

[As the number of rings increases, the difficulty exponentially increases. For example, moving from one to two rings requires more than twice the effort and mana. Moving from two to three rings requires more than four times the previous effort and mana.]

“It increases quadratically? Can I even perform this demonstration?”

The more I read, the more I felt a sense of dread. Without delicate control and an overwhelming amount of mana, it was impossible to even cast the spell.

“Now that the vacation has just started, there’s about two weeks left?”

I had to resolve the issue of being unable to use magic and master the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’ within a very tight deadline. No matter how I thought about it, it seemed absolutely impossible.

‘But I have to do it somehow.’

Even if everything ended in failure, I had to at least try something. At that moment.

“Hmm?”

I felt a strange change in the atmosphere around me. It was like the air had suddenly frozen. When I turned my head to look around, I was shocked.

“What, what is this?”

Everything seemed to be frozen in time. Students reading books, people chatting, friends walking by—all of them were stopped in place as if time itself had halted.

‘Time… has stopped?’

What was happening? Why could I still move?

Just then, I heard a sound in my ears. Footsteps, echoing from somewhere both far and near. And then I saw a man, the only person moving in this frozen scene, walking towards me.

Creak.

He dragged a chair in front of me and sat down, speaking in a low voice.

“Are you Kamon Vade?”

At the same time, I instinctively realized who was standing before me.

‘Je-Jamie?’

But, wait…

‘Why is he a man?’

The Jamie Hasellion I knew was a female mage.

“W-who are you?”

“What’s your relationship with Chelsea?”

“Huh?”

I could only make a stupid expression at Jamie’s sudden question, who appeared in the form of a tall, handsome man.

“Are you her boyfriend?”

“N-no, it’s not like that.”

“Hmm, then why did she ask me for a favor? That’s not like her…”

What was this? How was I supposed to answer this? Meeting Jamie this quickly was something to welcome with open arms, but having him suddenly appear and ask if I was Chelsea’s boyfriend was just confusing.

“This is boring now.”

As Jamie spoke with a bored expression, I started to break out in a cold sweat. But I couldn’t just agree to something that wasn’t true.

I took a slow, deep breath and answered as calmly as I could.

“Are you Jamie Hasellion?”

“Yes, I am Jamie.”

“But why do you look like that?”

The man with a smile on his lips chuckled at my question.

“Oh, this?”

With a snap of his fingers, the man in front of me transformed into a petite girl with green hair.

“That earlier form was of a man named Jace, a professor at this academy.”

Jamie replied, still smiling, looking every bit like a teenage girl. But the situation she displayed was far from her innocent appearance. She had stopped time throughout the entire library, leaving only herself and me able to move. This meant the entire space was under her control.

‘Get a grip, Kang Hyunsoo. Even if you’re bitten by a tiger, you can survive if you stay calm… probably.’

It would be best to use formal language, right? But Kamon Vade would have probably been disrespectful and rude to anyone. No, let’s not gamble with my life.

“Nice to meet you, Miss Jamie Hasellion.”

“Yeah, sure.”

Jamie nodded slightly, acknowledging my greeting, which made me sigh in relief. Using formal language was the right choice.

“But you…”

She trailed off and looked at me sharply.

“How did you know I was here?”

“Huh?”

“Think carefully before you answer. Your life depends on it.”

Her words, openly threatening my life, made my heart race wildly.

‘Wow, the pressure is no joke.’

The presence of someone who was a top contender in the world’s power hierarchy was on a whole different level from just reading about it in a novel. But.

“…”

I bit my lip slightly and shook my head.

‘The die is cast. I knew this would happen, didn’t I?’

I had predicted that such a situation would come once I started looking for Jamie. Although she found me much faster than I expected, this was still a golden opportunity that I couldn’t miss.

So.

“Is that really important right now?”

“What?”

“Rather than that, please examine my… body.”

Damn it, my tongue twisted.

“No, I mean, please check my body. Not my neck, my body.”

I corrected myself as quickly as possible. Jamie tilted her head slightly at my strange request, then scanned my body.

“What are you talking about suddenly? There doesn’t seem to be anything worth bragging about.”

“Please examine the inside of my body. Then you’ll understand why I sought you out.”

As I spoke boldly, without retreating, Jamie stared at me intently, her lips silent.

“…”

“Now this is getting interesting.”

She replied lightly, smiling faintly, then raised her right hand. And with a snap of her fingers.

“…”

Everything went dark.
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‘…What is this?’

Seeing the surroundings suddenly change, I couldn’t help but shout internally.

We were definitely talking in the library, and just at the sound of a finger snap, we were teleported?

“Don’t be alarmed; we’ve just moved locations for a moment.”

Woosh!

Like a scene from a play, torches along the long hallway started lighting up one by one from where I stood.

“Where are we?” I asked in as calm a voice as possible.

“Can’t you tell? It’s a path. A path to my laboratory.”

Laboratory?

The word made me instinctively grimace.

“Shall we go? Since you wanted me to examine your body, it’s better to do it properly here.”

I felt an inexplicable sense of unease as she smiled slightly while speaking.

Ah, no.

Can I cancel this even now?

At that moment.

Splat!

…What the hell is this?

“Blood?”

I had stepped into a puddle of thick, copious blood.


“Hmm? Did some spill during the transfer?”

Transfer? What were they moving that caused this much blood…

‘No, snap out of it, Kang Hyunsoo.’

I was practically prey in a predator’s den.

Step by step, trying to calm my rising fear, I followed her down the long corridor.

‘What is that?’

Between the cracks of the hallway, I started to see rooms filled with strange objects.

Clink!

Rooms filled with bizarre torture devices.

Bang! Grrr!

Rooms containing large monsters in cages.

And at the very end of the corridor, we reached the laboratory.

‘No, this is…’

The place was filled with grotesque objects.

There were dissected monsters and various internal organs preserved in strange solutions.

Vrrrrr!

Machines with fearsome blades whirred ominously.

Just by looking, it was clear that this laboratory was far from a typical magician’s lab.

Gulp!

‘Damn, the original depicted her as somewhat of a lunatic, but I didn’t expect her to be this much of a mad scientist.’


I swallowed nervously and asked as nonchalantly as I could, “Are we checking my body here?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Jamie nodded and, looking at the cluttered desk, snapped her fingers again.

Instantly, the chaotic mess transformed into a clean, empty space.

Thud!

She placed a parchment there and began writing with a quill.

“New research specimen ‘Kamon Vade’, first internal examination…”

What, research specimen?

“…dissection currently not possible, internal scan with mana instead…”

Dissection? Internal scan?

The more I heard, the more eerie it sounded, and I looked around.

There were traces of once-living beings and blades stained with dried blood everywhere.

‘No, I need to get out of here…’

Jamie’s words combined with the surrounding environment threw me into a state of panic, and I began moving towards the door instinctively.

Step.

There. That’s the door we came in from. If I can just escape…

“What are you doing?”

A chilling, spine-tingling voice echoed behind me, causing me to stop in my tracks and slowly turn my head, like a rusty machine.

There she was.

Scritch-scratch!


Jamie continued writing on the parchment, her gaze fixed on me.

“Just… looking around.”

“Looking around?”

“Yes, it’s my first time in a mage’s lab, and it’s quite fascinating.”

“Is that so? But that’s the exit. There’s not much to see there. If you want to see something interesting, try opening the door on the other side.”

Her response, accompanied by a faint smile, made me sigh deeply inside.

‘Phew, she didn’t notice…’

At that moment.

Vrrrr!

Clank, clank, clank!

Suddenly, various devices in the secret lab started operating.

Sharp blades and saws began moving, and sparks flew and explosions erupted.

‘What the hell? Why are these things suddenly working? Are they really going to dissect me? Didn’t she say dissection wasn’t possible earlier!’

Barely suppressing a scream, I tried to control my panic.

“Where is it?”

Jamie, rummaging through the whirring machines, seemed to be searching for something.

After a while.

“Found it!”

She held a small, transparent orb. Inside it, a blue-grey flame flickered.

“With this, I can confirm everything.”

Jamie smiled and nodded, then turned to look at me.

“Kamon, come here. It’s time to start.”

…What?

What the hell are you going to do?

“It might hurt a little, but just bear with it. You won’t die.”

“What?”

“Oh, right. I don’t want to hear any screams, so let me shut your mouth for a bit. Understand?”

Snap!

With another snap of her fingers, my body and mouth were paralyzed.

“Mmph! Mmph!”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. It’ll just sting a little.”

Sting? Like hell it will… No, don’t do it. Fuck, don’t do it!

“Then let’s begin.”

With Jamie’s brief declaration, the orb in her hand containing the blue-grey flame began to glow.

And then.

“Mmmpf, mmmpf!”

Suddenly, a prickling sensation started spreading all over my body, as if being lightly electrified.

‘Huh?’

I was extremely tense due to Jamie’s words, but if the pain was only this level, I could definitely endure it…

“…Hnng! Grrraah!”

Endure, my ass.

Ahhh, I’m dying. I’m really going to die!

At this rate, getting expelled from the academy would’ve been better. Why did I insist on regaining my magical power…

Grooooan.

Just as I started to regret bringing this calamity upon myself.

“Alright, it’s done.”

The pain that had been racking my entire body vanished instantly.

And Jamie spoke immediately.

“You’re truly interesting. How are your mana routes blocked?”

What?

Mana routes?

Her words, hinting at a solution, snapped me out of my pain-induced haze.

“But I can see traces of mana flow in those routes. That’s strange. Normally, blocked mana routes are congenital, so there shouldn’t be any traces of mana flow. But forcibly closed mana routes? I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Jamie muttered to herself, tilting her head as if talking to herself.

“Could it be a massive curse? Hmm, maybe then it could forcibly close. But such a curse would require at least an Ancient Dragon or Demon King level…”

“Mmm! Mmm!”

“Oh, sorry. I got lost in thought and forgot.”

Jamie snapped her fingers with a radiant smile, and I regained my bodily and vocal freedom.

But before I could even relish that freedom, I hurriedly spoke to her.

“Phew, so what does it mean that my mana routes are closed?”

“It means exactly that. The pathways through which mana should flow are all blocked, so the mana from your mana heart can’t spread.”

Blocked pathways preventing mana from emerging?

Why are they blocked?

Could it be because my soul and Kamon Vade’s soul switched?

“And if that continues, the accumulated mana will eventually explode. Literally, you’ll die in a bang!”

“Die?!”

“That’s right. You’d vanish without a trace from an internal mana explosion.”

What? Explosion?

Vanish without a trace?

The implications were beyond what my mind could easily grasp and accept.

“Is there a solution?”

“Well, it’s hard to say anything definitive since this is the first time I’ve seen such a case. But…”

Jamie trailed off ambiguously, then looked at me with a faint smile.

“Don’t worry; it won’t explode right away. It would take at least a few more years of accumulation before that happens.”

“Is there no other way? A way to unblock my mana routes?”

I was desperate. Desperation and frustration boiled over in my heart.

I had just discovered the cause, and now my life had a countdown…

How could this make sense?

“Hmm.”

Jamie, lost in thought, shook her head.

“Right now, it’s almost impossible to unblock your mana routes. Any method would be extremely dangerous. Forcing open the closed mana routes could actually kill you. But…”

“…?”

“But it’s not like there are no solutions at all. There are ways to release the accumulated mana even if your routes are blocked.”

“What are they?!”

I shouted in a voice filled with more excitement than ever before.

If Jamie had a solution, I wouldn’t die from a mana explosion and could regain my magical power.

“But before that…”

Jamie’s lips curled into a deep, almost sinister smile as she continued.

“Could I… dissect you for experiments? If not, can I at least take some samples for separate experimentation? What do you think? Wouldn’t you like to contribute to the advancement and innovation of magic? This is the first time I’ve had such an interesting and fascinating specimen. What do you think? Your body could bring great change and progress to the world.”

What?

Dissection? Contribution to magic?

“Hehehe.”

Jamie’s smile, which seemed like it could tear her lips apart, suddenly turned into mad laughter.

“A special and fresh specimen with postnatal blocked mana routes came to me voluntarily?”

Laughing crazily, Jamie suddenly hardened her expression and looked at me with the most chilling and terrifying gaze, caressing my cheek.

“Missing such an opportunity would be dereliction of duty as a magician!”

Her eyes, filled with a desire to dissect and research me alive, made my legs buckle involuntarily.

“…”

I sat down, unable to utter a word, trembling as I looked at her.

“Sigh.”

Unexpectedly, a small sigh came from her.

And then.

“Sorry, I guess I got a little too excited. Did I scare you?”

Jamie, with a soft smile, spoke gently as if nothing had happened.

I muttered in a daze.

“You get… overly excited.”

And internally, I couldn’t help but shout.

‘…Fuck. What the hell is this?’

She’s practically the most insane and psychotic person in the entire universe!
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Damn it. Stay calm, Kang Hyunsoo. Get your head straight and focus on the current situation!

I asked her with a determined expression, “First, I need to know the method.”

“Hmm?”

“What’s the way to release the mana accumulated inside me?”

If things continue like this, I’ll either get expelled from the academy and die a vagrant, explode from the mana building up inside me, or get dissected by this insane witch. Every ending currently leads to my death.

Escaping this life with a countdown comes first.

“Tell me the method first. Then I’ll consider your proposal, Jamie.”

My firm tone made Jamie nod her head with an interested look, scanning me from head to toe.

“Is it just me, or does it feel like the roles are reversed here? I thought I made the proposal first.”

Then, nodding towards me, she continued.

“Well, fine. The one in need usually concedes in a deal anyway.”

Muttering to herself, Jamie scratched her forehead and began to explain what she knew.

“Mana naturally flows from areas of low concentration to areas of high concentration.”

“…Characteristic?”

“Yes. It’s one of the most basic characteristics of mana.”

Nodding as she mentioned this basic characteristic of mana, Jamie started walking.

“So, what you need to do is utilize this characteristic. If there is something outside with a more powerful mana than your mana heart, mana will try to flow towards it, right?”

“But the mana routes are blocked…”

“Mana exists everywhere, so it can move even without relying solely on the mana routes. Although mana fixed in the mana heart won’t move easily.”


Thud!

She approached the desk in the room and sat on it, continuing her explanation.

“That’s why you need something special. Like a dragon heart or a lich orb?”

“What?”

Dragon heart or lich orb? What kind of bullshit is that?

In games or novels, those items are practically endgame treasures. Why is she mentioning them now, barely halfway through the plot?

“Heh, I figured you’d react like that.”

Jamie chuckled slightly and snapped her fingers.

Clap!

Then, in the dark space of the ceiling, light particles began to gather.

“Let’s assume this is the mana heart, and that is the dragon heart. If you start drawing mana using such an item, in your body…”

Clap!

With another snap of her fingers, the light particles in the two places started moving. The light particles in the less glowing area moved towards the brighter light.

“See? That’s how mana moves. It will take some time, but steadily, it will flow towards the other side.”

Jamie got off the desk and, with a still-smiling face, muttered to herself while looking at me.

“So, even mana fixed in the mana heart will naturally move towards the more potent mana. Like a beast drooling over a piece of delicious meat.”

Clap!

With that final snap, the lights decorating the dark ceiling vanished completely.

“Of course, this is only a temporary measure; it doesn’t fully heal your body.”

Jamie looked at me again and asked in a subtle tone.


“So, what about my proposal? Now that you know the method, are you okay with becoming my research subject?”

“…”

‘Fuck, is she kidding?’

No, she’s a grand mage, and the best method she can come up with is a dragon heart? A lich orb? I could think of that too.

It’s like telling a dying person to find an elixir and sprinkle it on themselves. How is this any different?

“Sigh.”

“…?”

Jamie tilted her head as I suddenly let out a deep breath.

‘Well, it was impulsive, but the information wasn’t bad.’

Dragon heart, lich orb. Both are ultimate items that are hard to get.

But I had information about substitutes in my head.

The ultimate cheat only I could use.

‘…Preemptively acquire items from the original story.’

With that thought, a bit of competitive spirit rose within me as I looked at Jamie.

You think you can easily deceive me with such information? If I didn’t have knowledge of the original story, I would have been completely fooled.

“The method isn’t that impressive.”

“Oh, really? But that’s all I know. I’m not hiding anything from you. So…”

“Ah, then the deal is off.”

“What?”

Shrugging and muttering as if I were teasing her, Jamie raised one eyebrow slightly.


“…Kamon, it seems you’re misunderstanding something.”

“There’s no misunderstanding. I don’t want to let you experiment on my body under these conditions.”

“….”

My firm tone seemed to momentarily silence Jamie. She stared at me, then her lips curved into a slow smile as she muttered.

“It looks like you’re confused, Kamon Vade. The reason you can stand up to me right now is purely due to my leniency. This isn’t a proposal.”

“Really?”

“Indeed. So, until when are you going to…”

“What if I request help from the Seven Table?”

“What?”

“If my body is so coveted by you, the Yellow Mage, wouldn’t the Seven Table be interested as well?”

The Seven Table. It was the highest council of the seven magical towers on the continent. And the current chair of that council…

“Considering the Blue Mage is one of the primary colors, they might be quite interested.”

“Stop!”

At the mention of the Blue Mage, Jamie’s expression twisted.

“Don’t mention that old man.”

Jamie’s voice was sharp, making me shut my mouth.

“…”

For a moment, she stared at me, seemingly lost in deep thought, her eyes trembling slightly. Finally, she spoke.

“You’re quite bold.”

“Yes, I’ve been told that many times before.”

“Alright. I don’t particularly dislike rebellious kids. So…”

Though she was smiling, her eyes remained cold and unchanged. It was clear she was very displeased.

“Are you really suggesting a deal?”

“It’s not a deal. I just want to revise the conditions a bit.”

Though I phrased it differently, it was essentially the same thing.

“…”

“…”

A heavy silence fell between us. Then, Jamie spoke again.

“Selling yourself to the old men of the Seven Table is a foolish idea. They won’t treat you like a human.”

“Are you different from those old men?”

“Me?”

Pointing to herself, Jamie looked incredulous.

“Of course, I’m different!”

“In what way?”

“Ha, really…”

She let out a laugh of disbelief, then looked at me and spoke quietly.

“Alright, Kamon Vade. I’ll humor your boldness. I’ll take you as my disciple.”

“What?”

“I’m nothing like those rotten old men of the Seven Table. I don’t see humans as mere tools. So…”

So she would take me as her disciple?

This is a golden opportunity!

Jamie’s unexpected counter-proposal made my mind race.

In the original story, Jamie Hasellion had two disciples: Chelsea Artin and Ariel Adeline. Both were heroine characters who assisted the protagonist, Kyle.

‘Of course, I won’t be at their level.’

But as a disciple of one of the strongest contenders in the world, I wouldn’t die a vagrant death on the streets, would I?

“However, I’ll conduct a few experiments and research on you from time to time. It might be a bit painful or difficult, but… it will be for the purpose of unblocking your mana routes. Isn’t that a beneficial deal for both of us?”

As Jamie spoke with a slight smile, I thought to myself.

‘Beneficial for both? It’s more like a very, very thank-you-very-much-for-me deal.’

Having the Yellow Mage as my mentor would give me a stronger background than the Vade Marquess family. Moreover, the solution Jamie suggested was only a temporary measure for my survival, not a permanent fix.

But if it’s Jamie, she might eventually find a way to completely unblock my mana routes.

“Well… the terms aren’t bad.”

“So, do we have a deal?”

Jamie asked quickly, not wanting to wait any longer. I bowed my head politely and shouted.

“Greetings, Master.”

“Haha! Yes, disciple! Welcome, welcome!”

Jamie burst into laughter and responded energetically, then her eyes gleamed as she muttered.

“You’re my disciple now.”

With that, Jamie’s expression turned manic again as she whispered to herself.

“Now that you’re my disciple, even if something goes wrong during experiments, it won’t be a big deal. Accidents and deaths during magical experiments are common.”

Wait a minute. What do you mean by that?

Deaths? Accidents?

“Yes, teaching my disciple and doing whatever I want with them is my prerogative. Not even those old men can interfere. The same goes for everyone else!”

Hey, Jamie. Wait a minute. No matter how close our master-disciple relationship is, you can’t just do whatever…

“Sigh.”

Taking a deep breath, she wore a bright smile and an affectionate expression as she looked at me and softly whispered.

“Alright, my disciple Kamon Vade. When should we start the first experiment? Now? Or tomorrow? Pick a time that suits you.”

Damn it. I think I made a big mistake.
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Chelsea had finished cleaning and organizing the place where Jamie stayed and was now quietly sitting, waiting for her return.

“….”

However, despite the considerable amount of time that had passed, Jamie had not yet returned, causing Chelsea to feel increasingly anxious.

‘Could something have gone wrong?’

At that moment.

Creak!

“Hmm? You’re still here?”

Accompanied by a familiar voice, the green-haired girl, Jamie Hasellion, appeared.

“You’re back, Jamie.”

“Yes, indeed. Oh my, you’ve tidied up the house quite nicely. Thank you, Chelsea.”

Seeing Jamie’s satisfied expression, Chelsea spoke up again.

“Did you meet Kamon well?”

“Yes, I met him very well, just as you requested.”

With a faint smile, Jamie licked her upper lip seductively and continued speaking.

“It was quite—no, very interesting. That guy was really entertaining.”

Jamie spoke playfully, but Chelsea felt an inexplicable chill.

Jamie, who usually showed no interest in anything other than her research, had given such a high evaluation of Kamon Vade?

“By the way, Chelsea. I’m going to start my research again.”

“Re…search?”


“Yes, I got a pretty good sample this time.”

‘She met Kamon and got a good sample?’

Chelsea felt a slight sense of unease at Jamie’s words.

“Well then, I need to start my research right away, so see you later, Chelsea!”

“Wait a moment! Jamie!”

As Jamie snapped her fingers with a bright smile, Chelsea tried to stop her in a hurry.

Whoosh!

But Jamie was already outside where she resided.

“…It should be fine.”

Although a little uneasy, Chelsea shrugged her shoulders and began heading towards her dormitory.

* * *

Thud.

Having just met my new mentor, Jamie Hasellion, I returned to my dormitory and collapsed onto my bed.

All the tension drained from my body as I lay there, completely exhausted.

“Sigh…”

I let out a deep sigh and stared at the dark ceiling, speaking to myself.

“So, for some reason, my mana pathways are blocked.”

I began to slowly piece together the conversation I had with Jamie.

“Because of that, mana keeps accumulating inside me, and if enough time passes, I’ll explode and die?”

I hadn’t expected to be given a terminal diagnosis.


Although she did provide a temporary solution.

“Use external items to draw out the mana within me? And those items have to be at least…”

A dragon heart or a lich orb, huh?

Each item was enough to make anyone gasp just at the mention of their names.

In the original story, such items only appeared briefly near the very end, and acquiring them was nearly impossible.

But…

‘There’s no need to get such amazing items if all I need to do is draw out the mana, right?’

The problem was the endlessly accumulating mana inside me.

And.

‘I know about an item that’s perfect for drawing out and absorbing mana.’

“Orb.”

In the original story, it was an item introduced as a trap with the effect of ‘Mana Drain.’

And I knew very well about that item.

Why?

I recalled my memories from before I was reincarnated into this novel world.

Title: Oh, the Orb Looks Promising.

Date: May 16th.

Content: The ‘Orb’ I got this time seems awesome? The setting is that mana drain can’t be used as magic, but this item makes it possible? Won’t this be a crucial item later on?

Title: Why Isn’t the Orb Showing Up?

Date: August 13th.


Content: Why haven’t they utilized the item with the ‘Mana Drain’ characteristic found in the trap yet? It’s been mentioned as something amazing, but still no use of it? This was from over a volume ago.

Title: Seriously.

Date: September 9th.

Content: They could have used that mana-absorbing item against this boss. They described it as significant when they found it early on, but why isn’t it being used?

Title: Did the Author Forget?

Date: November 22nd.

Content: Ariel’s mana rampage? Couldn’t they resolve it with the Mana Drain? They obtained the Orb, so why not use it? Fuck, did the author forget about it?

Title: Just Go Die Already

Date: February 30th.

Content: How can you be a writer if you forget your own settings and plot points? The only item in the world that absorbs mana? Ah, MacGuffin? Hey, a MacGuffin keeps showing up with importance, but this was mentioned once and hasn’t appeared for over 100 chapters. This isn’t a MacGuffin, it’s just neglected bait, you fucking idiot author.

Those were posts from the community forums that had stirred up a lot of discussions.

And I couldn’t help but deeply relate to them.

Because the person who wrote those posts…

“Was me, you idiot.”

An item the third-rate author had given importance to but ultimately forgotten, never to reappear.

‘Orb’ was an item with the extremely special ability of ‘Mana Drain.’

There was nothing better for simply absorbing and drawing out mana…

“Forget the flow from less to more; just extract it.”

Moreover, with the title of the Yellow Mage, if I told Jamie about this item, she might be able to refine or modify it into an artifact.

‘Although she’s a bit crazy, her skills are exceptional.’

This could solve the problem of not being able to use magic…

Moreover, acquiring the ‘Orb’ wasn’t too difficult.

‘It’s just at the end of the hidden ruin.’

The ‘Orb’ was a trap at the final barrier of the hidden ruin left by the first Golden King, Dranthe Fren.

And…

‘The timing is perfect.’

In the original story, Dranthe’s Hidden Vault is discovered just as the second semester of the first year ends, kicking off a new episode. Everything was perfectly set and prepared.

“But there’s one major problem.”

I leaned back in my chair, repeating the name written in my notebook.

“Diana Fren.”

She was the character I had to confront to obtain the ‘Orb.’

“Of all people, why does it have to be her…”

She was the one character from the original I wanted to avoid the most.

‘The Golden Calamity,’ Diana Fren.

‘A woman of iron will who will do anything to achieve her goals and interests.’

‘Repays kindness twofold, repays grievances tenfold.’

‘Diana Fren never forgets a debt.’

‘To her opponents, there are only two outcomes: submit now or be forced to submit later.’

These phrases all had one thing in common:

‘A person you should never have as an enemy.’

Even the protagonist of the novel, Kyle, had endured numerous hardships due to his entanglements with Diana Fren.

“Sigh, is there no other item besides the Orb?”

I desperately combed through my memories, but there was no other item as effective as the ‘Orb’ for solving my problem.

“Damn it, what good is knowing useful information if it’s just one mountain after another…”

Currently, Diana Fren and her brother, Elliot Fren, were likely in a fierce competition to claim Dranthe’s Hidden Vault. They were fighting for the leadership of the Fren Merchant Guild.

‘Dranthe’s legacy was the crucial tipping point in that power struggle.’

In the original story, the one who claimed Dranthe’s legacy and won the succession battle was Diana.

“So, in the end, I have to face her.”

I just wanted to live quietly.

I didn’t want to cause any trouble or stir up any incidents, just hiding quietly in the academy until the protagonist, Kyle, defeats the Demon King and brings peace to the world and the continent…

“It’s all just my selfishness. Yes, it’s my greed.”

I sorted out my thoughts and decided not to resist the fate approaching me.

“Alright, I have no choice. I’ll meet Diana Fren and join her quickly.”

As I mumbled this to myself, there was a knock at the dormitory door.

…What?

Who could it be at this hour?

The unexpected situation made me tense, remembering my meeting with Jamie.

Knock, knock!

There was another knock at the door, but I remained silent, observing the situation.

Then.

“Are you really not there?”

A very familiar voice came from outside.

‘Huh? That sounds like Chelsea’s voice.’

Why is she suddenly looking for me?

Surprised by the unexpected visitor, I was momentarily confused, but then a thought crossed my mind.

‘Could Jamie have sent her?’

After all, Jamie came to see me after contacting Chelsea.

Creak!

At the same time.

“Kamon Vade!”

Chelsea called out my name in a slightly higher-pitched voice than usual.

“…What, what is it?”

Startled by the sudden situation, I looked at Chelsea with a confused expression.

“Oh, you were here?”

“What? You came to find me and then…?”

“Alright, then. See you next time.”

She turned to leave immediately, leaving me speechless.

“Huh? Hey, what’s with you? You came and now you’re just leaving? Hey, Chelsea!”

I shouted hastily at her retreating figure, but…

“…”

Chelsea left without paying any heed to my words.

‘What was that about…’

Both the master and the disciple were utterly unpredictable.

* * *

The next morning.

I woke up earlier than usual and prepared to head out.

‘In the original story, the protagonist Kyle and Diana Fren first met in Dranthe’s Hidden Vault, right?’

That meant Diana’s victory was supported by Kyle’s actions.

‘I just need to follow along and grab the opportunity when it comes…’

Oh, wait a minute.

This feels strangely familiar, like a déjà vu.

Wasn’t it similar during the dungeon studies test?

“Eh, it’s fine. That time it was Princess Francia who messed things up. She’s not here now, so nothing should go wrong this time, right?”

With Kyle, the ultimate cheat character supported by the creator of this world, I just needed to stay alert and seize my chance when it came.

So.

‘Meet Diana and join her.’

It felt like walking into the lion’s den voluntarily, but there was no other choice if I wanted what I needed.

Currently, she was attending the Flance Imperial Academy where I resided.

Was she a second-year now?

Should I call her senior when we meet?

Ah, whatever.

Anyway, I needed to meet her first and see how things unfold.

With that in mind, I headed towards where Diana Fren would be.
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The exterior of the grand mansion known as ‘Petrine Forest’ was incredibly luxurious. The gardens adorned with dragon statues spouting water and vibrant spring flowers, and even the white marble path leading into the building, exuded opulence. There wasn’t a single spot that wasn’t extravagant.

Tap, tap.

Inside the mansion, down a long hallway decorated with beautiful angel sculptures, walked someone.

“…”

The young man, armed with a tidy uniform and neatly groomed hair, had impressive dark circles under his eyes. Despite his appearance, which suggested he was a competent and stylish servant, he had an air of weariness about him.

At that moment.

Tap, tap, tap!

Other servants quickly passed by him. They weren’t running, but their brisk pace was evident. Their destination was clear—the most grandiose and imposing door at the end of the hallway. The young man with the notable dark circles also headed towards the closed door.

“Sigh.”

Upon reaching the door, the young man checked his appearance one last time and cautiously knocked.

Knock, knock.

A tired voice answered from inside.

“Don’t knock, just come in.”

Creak!

“Excuse me.”

“Oh, Clark. Just wait a moment, I’m in the middle of some paperwork.”

The office was as grand and magnificent as the mansion itself, filled with antique furniture. The soft textures and rich colors of the high-quality wood were impressive, but the most striking feature was…

A large portrait hanging on one of the walls. The painting depicted a beautiful young woman with a radiant smile. She wore a black dress, her silver hair and emerald eyes sparkling enchantingly. Her beauty was so ethereal that it almost seemed otherworldly.

But what drew even more attention was…


“…”

The countless servants lined up in front of the massive wooden desk.

Swish, thud!

“This one’s done, next.”

The girl sitting behind the desk, working quickly with her hands, was the same person as the one in the portrait.

“Here it is. But you need to process this quickly…”

“I’m working on it, can’t you see?”

She snapped irritably. Unlike the dreamy figure in the painting, she had greasy, slick hair and wore large glasses that covered half her face. The dark shadows under her eyes gave her the look of someone who was utterly worn out and burdened by reality.

Scratch, scratch.

“Here, take it.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

The servant bowed and took the document she handed over, revealing the endless line of others waiting their turn.

“Sigh, it’s never-ending. Never-ending.”

Knock, knock!

“Just come in! Stop knocking!”

At the sound of another knock, she reacted irritably, causing the servants to flinch with fear.

She was Diana Fren, the owner of ‘Petrine Forest’ mansion and a contender for the successor of the Fren Merchant Guild.

Creak!

“And leave the door open; more will be coming anyway!”

Clark, watching her shout at the servant who had brought more documents, carefully spoke in a low voice.


“Miss, are you alright?”

“Hmm? Clark? Oh, right. What is it?”

“A student named Kamon Vade is here to see you. What should I do?”

“What? Kamon Vade?”

Thud!

She put down her quill instantly, her expression turning into a deep frown.

“Why is that trash here again? Does he need money again?”

“He said he heard about our recruitment of mercenaries for our business.”

“What? Mercenaries? That guy wants to be a mercenary? Ridiculous.”

Diana let out a derisive laugh.

Squeak.

“Sigh, really…”

She let out a deep sigh and held her head in her hands before heading to the luxurious sofa on the opposite side of the room.

“We have a guest, so leave the documents for now. Everyone except Clark, leave.”

“Yes, Miss!”

At her command, the other servants quickly exited the office, leaving only Diana and Clark behind.

Thud!

Slumping onto the sofa, Diana pressed her fingers to her temples and asked.

“So, what’s his real reason for coming? Did he ask for money again?”

“No, he really mentioned mercenary work.”


“What’s his game now? He was kicked out of his family; ignoring him might be better.”

“Shall I do that, then?”

“No, never mind. That was just a thought. Picking a fight with that lunatic could cause more trouble.”

Diana stopped Clark and retrieved something from the drawer next to the sofa. She lit a small tobacco pipe and took a light puff.

Sizzle.

“Sigh.”

The smoke from her lips enveloped her, giving her a slightly ethereal look reminiscent of her portrait.

“Bring him in.”

“…”

“We need to hear what he wants. Sigh.”

She took another deep puff of her pipe, looking at Clark with a tired expression. Clark bowed and immediately went to fetch Kamon Vade, who was waiting outside.

Left alone in the office, Diana tapped the armrest of the sofa with her finger, taking another deep drag of her pipe.

“Kamon Vade… What should I do with this guy?”

* * *

‘Is this really a mansion for a rich family?’

In the grand mansion named ‘Petrine Forest,’ a place that could be the setting for a novel, manga, or drama, I couldn’t help but be awestruck by its opulence. Diana Fren, one of the successors of the Fren Merchant Guild, resided here. The mansion had been selected as the finest dormitory within the Flance Imperial Academy, though it served only her needs.

“It’s even grander than Elijah Hall.”

Compared to the dormitory where Kamon Vade originally stayed, this place was far superior.

‘Indeed, money is king everywhere. Social status can be overcome with enough wealth.’

The Fren family held the title of viscount, but the power of the continent’s top merchant guild was evidently stronger than most high-ranking nobles.

At that moment.

“Please follow me. She’s waiting inside.”

The voice of the butler, who looked utterly exhausted, opened the door.

Creak!

‘Phew, is this the beginning?’

I never thought I would come to see Diana in person…

I used to imagine what I would do if I were the protagonist in a novel. Every time, I thought the last thing I’d want was to get involved with Diana Fren.

‘Now here I am, seeking her out myself.’

Life truly is unpredictable.

Step by step, I followed the butler down the corridor, marveling at the interior of ‘Petrine Forest.’ Naturally, a mansion this grand would have all its interiors filled with luxury items… right?

Wait, why is it so empty?

The interior, contrary to its lavish exterior, was surprisingly sparse and spacious.

And…

‘Isn’t that a folding bed? Why are there so many in the hallway?’

The corridors, with their high ceilings, had several single-person folding beds scattered about.

‘This feels off…’

The odd and overwhelming atmosphere of Diana’s mansion made me increasingly tense.

A short while later.

Knock, knock.

“Miss, your guest has arrived.”

“Come in.”

Creak.

The butler opened the door without hesitation. Inside, a girl was sitting on a very plush-looking sofa.

“…You’re here?”

‘Is that Diana Fren?’

The girl with large glasses covering half her face, silver hair tied back, and bloodshot eyes was quite different from the iron-willed woman depicted in the original story.

“…”

She looked like a complete mess, not the perfectionist and iron-blooded woman I had expected.

“I’ve brought him, Miss. This is Kamon Vade, the student who…”

“I know. I just saw him. Sigh.”

Thick smoke billowed from the pipe held between her lips.

A pipe?

“Have a seat. We’re not going to talk while standing.”

Her voice, slightly cold, prompted me to walk slowly to the opposite sofa and sit down.

‘Huh? Is this because I’m Kamon Vade?’

Her eyes and expression radiated strong hostility and annoyance.

“So, why are you here?”

“…?”

“You came to see me for a reason, right? Why did you come?”

“Of course, I have business…”

“Business?”

Her eyebrows twitched slightly before I could finish speaking.

Wait a minute.

Did this guy already know Diana?

Judging by the current atmosphere and reactions, it seemed likely.

Then naturally…

“Busi…ness.”

I took a deep breath and managed to switch my tone to a more casual one at the end.

Despite the awkwardness, it seemed my last-minute switch to informal speech worked, as Diana’s eyebrows settled back down.

“Of course, you’d have business. So, what is it? You’re not here to ask for money, are you?”

She exhaled another puff of smoke from her pipe.

“Could you hurry up? Do you know how much time I’m wasting just talking to you?”

“Dranthe’s Hidden Vault.”

“What?”

“I want to help with the excavation, Diana Fren.”

I spoke as firmly as possible.

“Huh, that’s your aim?”

Her lips curled slightly into a smirk as she nodded.

“So, how will you help?”

“Uh?”

“I mean, you want to help me, right? How will you assist in the excavation?”

“Well, obviously…”

I was planning to navigate the traps and quickly reach the Orb.

“Obviously?”

“As someone with some expertise in magic, I’d like to take a key role in the excavation.”

“Ah, so…”

Holding her pipe in one hand, she exhaled a thick cloud of smoke before continuing.

“You, the renowned Kamon Vade, will personally assist in making the excavation smoother and more perfect?”

“Yes, exactly. That’s what I mean.”

Contrary to the initial hostile atmosphere, she seemed to be receptive. I smiled, relieved.

But then.

“Ha, fuck.”

What?

Fuck?

“This guy is hilarious.”

Diana Fren’s voice turned sharper and harsher.

“Kamon Vade, are you playing games with me?”
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“Kamon Vade.”

Diana’s voice was like a bitter wind from the Arctic, carrying an icy chill. She let out a short, mocking laugh as she called my name again. The murderous glint in her bloodshot eyes was unmistakable.

“You think I’m a joke?”

“…?”

“Just ask for money as you usually do. You worthless piece of trash.”

What? She wants me to ask for money like usual?

As expected of Kamon Vade, this idiot.

He had already established some connection with Diana Fren.

“What makes you think you can even mention our family’s vault? You’re not even part of the Vade family anymore. You’re just a commoner now. Huh?”

Diana put down her pipe roughly and scowled at me.

“I’m not sparing you because I’m scared of you. People around you keep praising you as a magical genius, so you think you’re something special?”

Damn it, what kind of relationship did Kamon Vade have with Diana, this lunatic?

I quickly waved my hands, trying to calm her down.

“Wait, I think there’s a misunderstanding…”

“Misunderstanding, my ass. Listen, everyone has basic lines they shouldn’t cross. Basic human decency. But you keep crossing those lines.”

“No, I didn’t mean…”

“Just shut up and get lost before I really kill you!”

Diana shouted with a fierce expression, then turned to the butler beside her.

“Clark, get him out of my sight.”


“…Yes, Miss.”

With her firm order, the young butler called Clark approached me with a few guards, grabbing my arms forcibly.

“Wait a minute!”

“Don’t resist. You’ll get hurt.”

Clark warned calmly, and I looked at Diana in disbelief.

“Diana, please listen to me… Damn it, really!”

“Stop now.”

“Let go of me! Let go!”

I struggled against the butler’s grip, but it was no use.

The guards who had approached from both sides held me firmly and started dragging me out of the mansion.

Thud!

Thrown out of ‘Petrine Forest’ by the guards’ rough hands, I stood there for a while, dazed.

“…”

I turned to look back at ‘Petrine Forest.’

Then I shouted.

“Why does everything go wrong like this?!”

Before I reincarnated, Kamon Vade seemed to have some sort of monetary relationship with Diana Fren.

Although I didn’t know exactly what kind of relationship it was, from the conversation, it was clear that Kamon Vade had behaved terribly.

‘This idiot must have been a real asshole, leveraging power he didn’t have.’

He had already piled up a mountain of karma with Diana Fren, a character you should never make an enemy of.


“You moron, you deserve to die!”

Of course, now Kamon Vade was me.

“Sigh, no, calm down. Getting angry won’t change anything… but still, damn it!”

No matter how I thought about it, this was just too much.

If Diana Fren was already my enemy, how was I supposed to survive this?

‘What kind of difficulty level is this? This isn’t ultra-hardcore hell mode.’

“Huh, hahaha.”

The more I thought about it, the more frustrated I became, leading to a bitter, angry laugh.

“No, no. It’s fine. It’s already happened.”

I tried to think positively.

The relationship with Diana Fren was irreparably bad.

And now, she was already engaged in the excavation work.

But I had knowledge of the original story.

“If we’re enemies anyway…”

I might as well take the first shot.

Of course, there was the risk that the original story could be distorted.

But.

“So what?”

In a situation where the relationship was beyond repair, was I just supposed to stand by and take it?

If I didn’t get the ‘Orb,’ I’d die.


“Now there’s only one way.”

Diana Fren was a character you should never make an enemy of.

But since she was already an enemy, it was better to thoroughly crush her.

So.

“The vault, I’ll take it all.”

I would get the ‘Orb’ with the ‘Mana Drain’ effect, solve my life-threatening problem, and regain my ability to use magic.

* * *

“Diana’s excavation is over 30% complete.”

“…She has hired quite a few mercenaries, and they will be deployed as soon as the entrance is found.”

“The number of people entering and leaving ‘Petrine Forest’ has increased. It seems to be at least three times more than before.”

“The main family has contacted us. They are very interested in this excavation…”

Amidst the flood of endless reports, a handsome man with the same silver hair as Diana’s shook his head and shouted.

“Enough, enough!”

At his outburst, those delivering the reports fell silent and bowed their heads.

“So, what you’re saying is we’re far behind Diana.”

“…”

“And, of all things, our father is paying attention to this.”

Elliot’s voice was weak as he questioned, and one of the servants nodded.

“Yes, sir.”

“Sigh.”

Thud!

Elliot slumped into an opulent chair adorned with luxurious silk and soft fur, burying his face in his hands.

“It’s over. Everything’s ruined.”

Muttering despairingly, he leaned back and rested his head against the chair.

“The successor of the Fren Guild and our family is Diana. There’s no way to beat her. What am I supposed to do? How can I ever defeat that monster?”

“……”

“……”

Compared to his younger sister Diana, Elliot lacked basic skills and achievements. He believed the successor competition was already hopeless.

“But the excavation of the first guild master’s vault isn’t finished yet. If we succeed in that first…”

“We’re already behind in the construction progress! How are we supposed to get it first?!”

Elliot snapped at the servant who was trying to comfort him.

“Get out. All of you, get out. I want to be alone.”

The servants who had been reporting to him quickly left the room as Elliot issued his dismissal order. Once they were gone, Elliot snapped his fingers.

Snap!

The lights in the office went out, plunging the room into darkness.

“Shit… Fuck.”

He slumped in his chair, feeling completely drained.

“Both the guild master’s position and the family head position are hers. It’s all over for me. I can’t compete with her.”

From a young age, Elliot had been locked in fierce competition with Diana, and he was filled with bitter defeat. He had always been manipulated and outwitted by her, leaving him psychologically broken by her dominance.

“It’s all Father’s fault. This is all because of him. I was the only legitimate heir, but he brought in that girl from God knows where and made us compete. How does that make sense?”

Elliot Fren and Diana Fren shared the same father but different mothers. Elliot was the only child of the legitimate wife, while Diana was the daughter of a concubine, a former slave.

Originally, the position of heir should have belonged solely to Elliot.

“A dirty slave’s bloodline continuing the family? Does that make sense? How can that be?”

But.

“…If I were Father, I might have done the same. She’s a monster. A crazy monster.”

At the same time, Elliot knew better than anyone how terrifying Diana was. Her abilities and ruthless nature were something he could never match. For the growth and development of the Fren family and the guild, there was no more suitable successor than her.

“Sigh.”

Elliot let out a deep, heavy sigh and nodded with a defeated expression.

“Yeah. It’s not so bad to step back this way instead of resisting and getting killed.”

He knew that Diana was someone who would not hesitate to take his life, regardless of any familial ties. For Elliot, it was a relief just to survive.

“If I stay alive, another opportunity might come someday. Who knows what could happen then…”

At that moment.

Bang!

The firmly closed door burst open, allowing a faint light to seep in.

“What the hell? I said I wanted to be alone… Huh?”

Step!

Through the light, a dark figure appeared.

“What… what is this?”

“……”

The shadow said nothing as it approached Elliot, who was hidden in the darkness of his office.

Step, step.

Elliot was naturally filled with fear by the stranger’s actions. His eyes widened in terror as he asked in a trembling voice.

“Wh-who are you?”

At the same time, the light from outside briefly illuminated the shadow’s face.

“……?!”

Recognizing the face, Elliot covered his mouth in shock and muttered.

“K-Kamon Vade?”

With an expressionless face, Kamon Vade walked briskly up to Elliot.

Step, step!

“Wh-what is this? Why are you here? Why now?”

“……”

Step, step!

Ignoring Elliot’s panicked questions, Kamon Vade continued to approach.

“Don’t come closer! Stay back! Damn it!”

Terrified, Elliot shouted, his voice filled with panic.

At that moment.

Swish!

Kamon Vade’s hand appeared in front of Elliot’s eyes.

And then.

“Elliot Fren.”

In a low voice, Kamon Vade called his name.

“You’re still in the succession battle, right?”

“Huh?”

With a twisted smile that reached his ears, Kamon Vade’s face reflected in Elliot’s eyes.

“Then I’ll make you the head of the family, Elliot.”

“What… what did you say?”

“So let’s do a job together.”
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Boom!

With the sound of something exploding, a bustling construction site was underway in the heart of a mountain range. This place was presumed to be the entrance to the hidden vault of Dranthe Fren, the first Golden King and creator of the Fren Merchant Guild.

“Hey, be careful! If you die here, it’ll be a dog’s death!”

“……Slowly! Safety first!”

Workers wearing thick gray safety helmets shouted as they diligently continued the excavation work.

“We’re blasting again. Three, two, one!”

Boom!

A powerful roar echoed as a large amount of magical explosives detonated, shattering giant rocks into pieces.

Watching this scene from a hill a little distance away were a few people observing the construction.

“As you can see, we’re sparing no expense with explosives and materials. We’re working at maximum speed, so you don’t need to worry, Miss.”

The girl in the black safety helmet directed her gaze to the young man beside her at the words of the current site manager responsible for the entire project.

“About 50% of the construction is completed. If we maintain this speed, all work will be completed within six days at the latest.”

Butler Clark bowed politely as he reported the detailed current status.

Diana nodded briefly in response.

“What about Elliot’s side?”

“Compared to us, they are at least half behind.”

Upon hearing Butler Clark’s quick report on the opposition’s situation, Diana spoke decisively.

“Really? Hmm, but six days is too long. Everything must be finished before the academy break ends. So, three days. Finish the construction in three days.”

“Th-three days? No matter what, that’s a bit…”


The site manager, visibly flustered, trailed off at her words.

At that moment, Diana spoke again.

“If you finish all the work within three days, I’ll pay double the agreed amount. What do you say, can you finish it?”

“Do-double? Ah, understood. I’ll do my best to ensure it’s finished within three days!”

The site manager nodded vigorously in response to Diana’s offer to pay double the construction fee.

“No, there’s no need to do your best.”

“Pardon? What do you mean…”

“Just make sure it’s done by that date.”

Diana continued speaking as she looked around.

“The weather is good today, so you can work late, right?”

“Yes, it seems we’ll have clear weather for the next few days.”

“Good, then you can work through the night.”

Diana, staring at the blue sky, murmured to herself in a way reminiscent of the ethereal image depicted in the portrait that once hung in the office. Her striking presence naturally drew the attention of everyone around her.

“Alright, regarding the construction progress and speed, what about the list I mentioned?”

“Yes, Miss. I have already placed the organized documents in the office.”

“Hmm, bring it here. I’ll stay here until the construction is complete. As soon as we find the entrance, we must enter immediately.”

Diana declared she would not stay in the office doing paperwork but would remain on-site.

The butler Clark and the site manager’s gazes wavered slightly.

“So bring the prepared personnel and the mercenary group here as well…”

Just as Diana was about to continue speaking.


Boom!

A powerful explosion that shook the entire mountain range erupted from the opposite side of the construction site, quite far away.

“It’s dangerous! Miss!”

Butler Clark quickly reached out to the slightly swaying Diana, but she lightly regained her balance and tilted her head.

“Hmm? What’s this all of a sudden? Sabotage?”

“I-I’ll find out immediately.”

The site manager shouted urgently, his face pale.

But then.

“Mi-Miss!”

From the opposite side, a servant was seen running towards them in a hurry.

Sensing that something had happened, Diana quickly shouted.

“What is it? Just give me the main points!”

“We-we just received news that Young Master Elliot’s side has found the entrance to the vault.”

“What?”

For a moment, Diana could hardly believe her ears.

“It appears that a hidden entrance was revealed by a recent explosion.”

Despite feeling a sudden headache at the servant’s report, Diana maintained a calm exterior. Simultaneously, Butler Clark called out to her.

“Miss?”

“Move to where Elliot is right now. Prepare yourselves!”

Her resolute shout quelled the confusion on the others’ faces, and they promptly nodded in acknowledgment.


“Understood, Miss!”

Tat-tat-tat!

As they ran towards Elliot’s construction site, Diana continued her thoughts.

‘…Something’s been bothering me all along.’

Despite the experts she had commissioned and the team she had put together, all claiming that the entrance was most likely where they were currently working, and despite their construction speed being significantly faster, Elliot had somehow found the entrance first.

‘No, the reason doesn’t matter right now.’

Clearing her mind of the perplexing thoughts, Diana focused on the present situation.

‘The event has already occurred. What I need to do now is assess the situation accurately and make a decision.’

Soon after, they arrived at Elliot’s construction site, filled with the buzz of numerous people. As the crowd parted, a familiar face came into view.

“Elliot Fren…”

In the moment when the focus was on her brother Elliot, who could never meet her eyes under normal circumstances, another figure emerged from the shadows behind him.

“…?”

A shadow waved at her.

“Even if it’s just for appearances, I can’t say it’s… good to see you.”

“Kamon Vade?!”

The figure waving at her was none other than Kamon Vade. For the first time, Diana showed a hint of surprise and confusion in her expression.

‘Why is that bastard here…?’

Before she could process her thoughts, her eyes caught sight of Elliot standing in front of Kamon Vade.

‘That idiot…’

The voice of Elliot, who always looked timid in front of her, reached her ears.

“Diana, what brings you here?”

“I just heard that you found the entrance. Is it true?”

Holding back the urge to spew a stream of curses, Diana forced a smile.

Elliot, with a satisfied expression, shouted confidently.

“Yes, we found the entrance first. I, Elliot Fren, the rightful heir of the Fren family, have found the entrance to the vault of our ancestors’ legacy!”

“……”

Ignoring Elliot’s triumphant shout, Diana silently analyzed the situation at high speed.

“So, you joined hands with that lunatic?”

“Do not insult my friend, Diana!”

Elliot, placing his hand on Kamon Vade’s shoulder, shouted at her sharp words.

“What, friend? Ha…”

‘Is he out of his mind? Why is he calling Kamon Vade a friend? Doesn’t he know what kind of bastard he is?’

It was clear that Kamon Vade had approached both herself and Elliot with a specific purpose. Otherwise, he had no reason to interfere in the succession competition of the Fren Merchant Guild.

In the worst-case scenario…

‘We might lose all of Dranthe’s legacy to that lunatic.’

Gritting her teeth, Diana glared at her brother Elliot.

‘That idiot must have accepted his hand without a second thought. Damn it! He doesn’t even know Kamon Vade’s purpose for being here, why?!’

Despite sharing the same blood, Diana could not bring herself to care for Elliot, who always engaged in such foolish behavior.

‘…It’s a disgrace to share the Fren name with him.’

“Hey, Diana. Why aren’t you answering? Are you in shock or something?”

With a sneer, Kamon Vade’s mocking voice reached her, and Diana steadied herself and spoke slowly.

“Shock? Ha, yeah. It’s surprising. I didn’t expect an idiot and a moron to join forces.”

“What? An idiot and a moron?”

“Yes.”

Diana, revealing her true feelings, twisted her lips into a sneer and continued.

“The entrance to the vault? I’ll let you have it first. It doesn’t change anything anyway.”

“Tch! You still don’t understand, do you, Diana? Finding the entrance first means our ancestors recognize me as the true heir. So now…”

“When did you become so talkative, my wretched brother?”

“Kuh, khem. S-so, what I mean is…”

Elliot, who had been speaking in a trance, suddenly stammered at Diana’s cold response.

Kamon Vade, standing beside him, waved his hand dismissively.

“Oh dear, this sibling rivalry is fiercer than I thought. No matter what, he’s still your brother. Don’t glare at him like that.”

“……”

“Y-yeah, that’s right, Diana Fren! I’m your brother! Watch your mouth!”

Elliot, seemingly reinvigorated by Kamon Vade’s support, shouted in a stern tone.

Unintentionally, Diana let out a genuine snort of laughter.

“Ha, you really are something.”

Then, glaring at them with eyes darker than ever, she spoke coldly.

“Interesting. Both of you are really interesting. Fine, let’s see how this plays out.”

At Diana’s chilling words, Elliot flinched slightly, but Kamon Vade shrugged and waved his hand dismissively.

“Yes, yes, understood. I get what you’re saying, so why don’t you leave now? Elliot, let’s head into the vault.”

“O-okay. Let’s go in right away.”

As Kamon Vade continued to mock and taunt her, Diana’s eyebrows twitched with anger.

Then she turned around.

“Let’s go back!”

“Yes, Miss.”

Following Diana’s command, the butler Clark and all the others bowed respectfully and began to move.
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“D-Did she leave?”

In response to Elliot’s weary question, which sounded like a great weight had been lifted off his shoulders, I nodded.

“Yeah, she’s gone.”

As soon as we discovered the entrance to the vault, Diana, who had found us, quickly assessed the situation and then left immediately. The intense look she gave me still lingered in my mind.

‘I thought lasers were going to shoot out of her eyes.’

I know my current actions are insane if you think of her as depicted in the original work, but what choice do I have? If I don’t get the ‘Orb’ right now, I’m as good as dead. Better to make an enemy of Diana than to die.

At that moment,

“Will we be okay? What if we provoked her for no reason…?”

“Elliot.”

“…”

He seemed to have exhausted himself during the argument with Diana, his eyes unfocused… Wait, unfocused?

“Hey, Elliot!”

“Huh? Oh… Kamon, what is it?”

I shook my head at his vacant gaze and slapped his cheek lightly.

“Hey, hey. Snap out of it. She’s gone. Hey, Elliot!”

“Oh, right.”

Finally regaining his senses, Elliot’s eyes focused as he looked at me, deep in thought.

“Hey, Elliot. We haven’t even started the excavation yet. Get it together.”

“Right. Now’s when it really begins.”


At my stern but cold shout, Elliot Fren finally nodded firmly. I couldn’t help but smile to myself.

‘This feels familiar.’

Meeting Elliot Fren in person, he didn’t seem like a simple incompetent and stupid villain, but rather a weak-willed person who wasn’t fit to lead the renowned Fren Merchant Guild, known to be the best on the continent. That’s probably why he couldn’t stand up to Diana and ended up falling so miserably.

Yet, I felt an inexplicable sense of familiarity with him.

‘He kind of reminds me of Bren…’

Just as I was thinking that,

“Young Master Elliot, the mercenary group and excavation team have been assembled as per your orders. We can enter the vault whenever you give the command.”

Elliot Fren’s servant reported with a voice full of emotion. Elliot, too, seemed filled with anticipation as he raised his voice.

“Great, then let’s start the excavation…”

“Ah, Elliot. Wait a moment.”

“Huh? Kamon, what is it?”

I asked him briefly.

“How much money do you have right now?”

“Huh?”

“How much money do you have? I need to buy something before we enter the vault.”

“How much do you need?”

Despite being one of the heirs to the wealthiest merchant guild on the continent, Elliot Fren was incredibly stingy about spending money. No, to be exact, he was extremely hesitant about spending large sums of money due to his naturally timid nature. It’s not just because of his stinginess and timidity that he was pushed aside by Diana, but…

‘I’ll fix that right now. I’ll even teach him how to spend money properly.’

Smiling more broadly than ever, I spoke to him.

“How much can you support, Heir of the Fren Merchant Guild, Elliot Fren?”


* * *

“That and this too. Oh, we need that one over there as well.”

“Uh, Master Kamon. We have a prepared list from the professional excavators we hired, so it would be best to leave it to them…”

I turned and glared slightly at the servant assisting Elliot Fren.

“So why were those so-called professionals always slower than Diana?”

“Well, that’s because…”

The servant, momentarily at a loss for words, was quickly called by Elliot.

“Elliot?”

“Hey, everyone shut up and pack everything. Kamon wouldn’t ask for it without a reason. You incompetent fools!”

“But, this potion increases weight. Why do we need such a thing…?”

“Just pack everything!”

At Elliot’s firm order, the servants could no longer question my instructions and began purchasing the items.

“Pack that too. Oh, yeah. Let’s just buy that entire box. Pack all of it!”

Soon after,

“Everything is loaded.”

I smiled contentedly at the sight of ten fully loaded wagons. Just then, Elliot asked his servant in a low voice,

“How much did all of this cost?”

“We’ve used 230 gold coins. We have about 70 left.”

Wow, we still have 70 left? As expected of the heir to the continent’s top merchant guild, he had an incredible amount of assets at his disposal.

“It didn’t cost as much as I thought. I was worried it wouldn’t be enough.”


What?

Not much?

“Elliot.”

“Yeah, Kamon, do you need anything else?”

As Elliot turned to me with a gentle expression, I gestured with my finger.

“Give me five gold coins.”

“Five gold coins?”

At my request, Elliot tilted his head in confusion.

“Why do you need money now? If there’s something you want to buy, just tell me, Master Kamon.”

The servant intervened sternly, trying to stop my actions.

‘Not working, huh?’

I had hoped to make some pocket money since there was plenty left, but…

Just then,

“Hey, what are you doing?”

Elliot scolded his servant in a low voice, frowning.

“Y-Young Master.”

“If my friend needs five gold coins, why do you need to know what for? Huh?”

Elliot, raising his voice in irritation, put his hand on my shoulder and spoke again.

“Five gold coins? Bring fifty!”

“But, Young Master.”

“Do you want to lose your head?”

“No, sir!”

At Elliot Fren’s firm shout, the servant quickly took out a hefty pouch from his coat. The pouch jingled as Elliot handed it to me with a smile.

“Kamon, if you ever need money, just tell me. I can always provide you with that, at least.”

“Th-Thanks.”

I was slightly taken aback by the weighty pouch I received.

‘Five gold coins turned into fifty just like that? This is what being rich is like?’

I was just trying to make some extra pocket money.

Though it felt a bit overwhelming, thanks, Elliot!

“Then let’s head out…!”

“Wait.”

Just as Elliot was about to resume the excavation, I quickly stopped him.

“Huh? Why?”

“There’s not much time. If we delay any longer, they might beat us to it.”

The servant glared at me with a disgruntled look as he said this. Elliot, slightly shaken, turned to me with a puzzled look.

“Kamon, why are you doing this all of a sudden? Is there a problem?”

“There’s an issue we need to deal with before we start the excavation.”

“An issue?”

At Elliot’s confused question, I looked at his still-pouting servant.

“Yeah, we need to eliminate the rats first.”

“What?”

* * *

Tap! Tap!

Diana sat on a very ergonomic-looking sofa with her legs crossed. She had an elegant pipe in her mouth and was repeatedly tapping the table in front of her with her foot.

“Are you alright, Miss?”

Butler Clark quickly asked, realizing her displeasure.

“What?”

“…Never mind.”

Clark took a step back as Diana exhaled thick smoke and responded.

“What’s with you, being so boring? So, how’s the current operation going?”

“It’s progressing as planned.”

“What about Elliot’s side?”

“They just started the excavation.”

“They’re moving quite fast.”

As Diana nodded and answered, Clark cautiously opened his mouth.

“Um, Miss.”

“Ugh, you’ve been acting like a puppy that needs to go for a walk. What? If you have something to say, just spit it out.”

Diana uncrossed her legs and shouted irritably, prompting Clark to continue.

“How about dispatching our mercenaries to seize the entrance Elliot’s team found?”

“What?”

“Our mercenaries are much stronger in terms of skill and force, and they’re currently focused on the excavation…”

As Clark carefully presented his idea, Diana’s lips twitched slightly.

“So, you’re saying we should stab them in the back?”

“Yes, exactly.”

With Diana’s team yet to even find an entrance while Elliot’s was already excavating, it was clear that they were lagging behind in terms of time. To catch up, an all-or-nothing decision was necessary.

“…”

Diana, quietly watching Clark with interest, soon burst into a laugh.

“What do you think? Our side thinks this way; is that okay with you?”

Suddenly speaking in formal language, Diana’s servant looked puzzled. At that moment,

“Of course, if that’s what you wish. The result is all that matters.”

A low male voice came from nowhere, and Clark instinctively moved to block Diana.

“Who’s there?!”

“Clark, step aside.”

Tap!

But she placed her pipe down and shouted annoyedly.

“Ugh, move aside.”

“But Miss.”

Clark tried his best to perform his duty in this unexpected situation, but Diana’s eyes sharpened.

“Loyalty is admirable, but if you’re that slow-witted, there’s no reason for me to keep employing you, Clark.”

“Pardon?”

“Can’t you see? He’s a watchdog sent by our esteemed head of the family.”

“Th-The head?”

Before Clark could finish his question, the air in one corner of Diana’s office shimmered like a mirage. Simultaneously,

“I’m not a watchdog; I’m a sentinel, Miss.”

A middle-aged man with a neat goatee and a stylish suit appeared.

“I don’t care if you’re a sentinel or a watchdog. The point is, the ultimate victor is what’s important, right?”

“You would know best, Miss.”

The middle-aged man responded casually to Diana’s question, showing no change in expression.
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Boom! Boom!

“Hurry up, move quickly.”

“Carry it carefully, but don’t go too slow!”

“Dig faster. Let’s see what we can find.”

Boom! Boom!

At the construction site, many people were working tirelessly day and night.

“Tsk!”

In stark contrast to the chaotic scene, Diana, a beautiful girl, clicked her tongue in irritation.

“How much longer will this take?”

“They said it will take about two more days of digging.”

“And Elliot?”

“I heard the entrance construction is almost complete. They might be able to enter the vault by tomorrow morning…”

Diana frowned deeply at the butler Clark’s report and muttered briefly.

“Tsk, not a single piece of good news?”

“…”

“Is it at least a day, or maybe two? Normally, that’s an insurmountable difference.”

Diana was assessing the situation more coldly than anyone.

“Why did the entrance have to be there?”

She shouted in frustration, then cast a deeply sinking gaze over the construction site she had chosen.


“Whether it’s luck or the last chance given by my ancestors, I won’t let it slip away.”

This wasn’t just any ordinary dungeon or treasure excavation. It was the excavation of Dranthe’s Secret Vault, the Golden King’s vault. Everything of the Fren family was at stake there: the position of head, the leader of the merchant guild, and all the wealth and power her and Elliot’s father currently held.

“…”

Could she lose everything because of just a single day’s difference?

“Don’t make me laugh.”

At Diana’s words, Clark cautiously spoke up.

“Miss, if I may be so bold, why not follow the suggestion I made earlier? The sentinel also…”

“No, I don’t like it.”

“Pardon?”

“What? Important is the result? What a joke. If that were the case, I wouldn’t be here competing with that idiot Elliot for the heir position, right?”

“Well, that’s…”

“What was the proposal our noble and wise head of the family made this time?”

“He said that whoever first excavates the vault of the first head of the family will be made the heir.”

“Even if our father thinks so, the elders of the guild and family might think differently.”

Memories of the past quickly flashed through Diana’s eyes as she spoke.

“This time, I need a flawless victory that no one can argue against. So, I’ll attack the vault my way.”

With eyes larger than most coins glinting sharply, Diana’s demeanor silenced Clark.

“By tomorrow afternoon.”

“Pardon?”

“Find the entrance by tomorrow afternoon, by any means necessary.”


Muttering as if to herself, she tucked her hair behind her ear and continued.

“Can’t we just blow them all up?”

“Pardon? Blow up the rocks?”

“Whether we excavate with tools or explode them with magic, there’s no big difference, right?”

“That’s too dangerous. We might end up with casualties or severe injuries…”

“Then the chances of me losing the heir position to Elliot increase, don’t they?”

“…!”

At Diana’s low-voiced question, Clark fell silent.

“Clark.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“I don’t want to lose the position of head of the Fren family or the leader of the Fren Merchant Guild. Especially not to that stupid, moronic Elliot.”

“I understand.”

“So, proceed as I say. Blow it all up by today. We must enter by tomorrow afternoon.”

Like a switch being flipped, Diana issued her order firmly. Clark knew better than anyone that no words could persuade her now.

“I will follow your orders.”

He could only bow and comply.

“Oh, and…”

Suddenly, as if remembering something, Diana raised a finger and continued.

“There are people on Elliot’s side who are on our payroll, right?”

“Yes, there are.”


“Tell them to do whatever it takes to slow down the excavation.”

“Understood.”

“Not just half-heartedly, but risking their lives. Threaten them with the money they’ve received so far and their families’ lives if necessary.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Clark quickly bowed and responded. After her brief but intense speech, Diana nodded in satisfaction.

“Phew, good.”

She then tied her hair into a sleek ponytail and spoke again.

“Let’s take it slow and see who really wins.”

* * *

“N-No way. Those guys were working for Diana?”

“Yeah, thanks to that, all our information was leaking out.”

“That bitch, doing something like this…!”

Discovering that his long-serving butler had been bribed by Diana, Elliot trembled with betrayal and muttered.

“But Kamon, how did you know? Even I, who’ve been with them for years, didn’t notice.”

“Well, that’s because…”

I trailed off, looking at Elliot. In the original story, Elliot is betrayed by his subordinates at the final stage of the vault. Especially the butler, who leaves him for Diana, causing Elliot to cry out in despair and rage. Diana, enjoying his misery, tells him it’s his own fault for being a tyrant.

Of course, I couldn’t say that outright.

“I have a separate source for information.”

“An information source?”

Elliot tilted his head and mumbled.

“Did you make a deal with the dark guild?”

“I can’t say in detail. Think of it as something like that.”

“Oh, I see.”

Elliot trusted my words without a hint of doubt, making me sigh inwardly.

‘Before feeling betrayed, try being a little suspicious.’

I wasn’t sure if he was naive or just plain dumb. The more I looked at him, the more he reminded me of Bren.

“So, now that the cleanup is done, can we start the excavation?”

“Yes, let’s go in now.”

“Alright, let’s do it.”

We headed towards the entrance of Dranthe’s Secret Vault, where the legacy of the Golden King was hidden.

Creeeak, creeeak!

At the location where the entrance made of giant stones was discovered, workers known as excavation specialists were busily trying to break through the stones. The enormous stone gate was covered with bizarre, incomprehensible patterns.

‘There seems to be a special way to open that…’

However, that part wasn’t mentioned in the novel, so I had no idea how to proceed. Thus,

Creeeak! Creeeak!

The numerous workers hired by Elliot were gathered in front of the closed entrance, forcibly trying to break it open.

“So, when can we open the entrance?”

“At the current pace, it should be broken through by tomorrow morning.”

Nodding lightly at the construction manager’s response, Elliot came up to me and murmured.

“I heard Diana’s side still hasn’t even found a proper entrance. Heh, at this rate, it’s almost decided in our favor, isn’t it?”

“We haven’t entered yet, so don’t get too relaxed, Elliot.”

“Of course, I won’t.”

Though Elliot nodded vigorously at my words, judging by the wide smile on his face,

‘He’s already excited.’

I had a feeling that my warning wouldn’t be taken seriously. Well, it didn’t matter.

‘As long as we can enter the vault tomorrow, I’ll definitely be able to find the ‘Orb’.’

If the excavation proceeds in earnest, as Elliot said, Diana wouldn’t be able to catch up to us. However, there was one thing we had to be vigilant about.

“Elliot, have you found out about the whereabouts of that guy I asked you to look into?”

“Oh, Kyle Perrion? He’s still at the academy. Why, is there a problem?”

“No, no problem.”

Yes, the protagonist of the original story, Kyle. He was the only variable that could overturn everything.

‘It’s all over.’

The Dranthe’s Vault episode was originally a story prepared for Kyle Perrion and Diana Fren. During the vacation, Kyle, who intended to leave the academy for training, accidentally (?) entered a cave and got caught in a trap, encountering Diana, who was excavating Dranthe’s Vault.

The rest of the story was, of course, obvious. Although they met unexpectedly, Kyle joined Diana in the fight against Elliot, allowing her to easily claim the inheritance.

‘But if I eliminate the meeting itself, nothing will happen.’

Twisting the original story was risky, but this episode was only meant to start their relationship, not to cause significant changes to the main plot.

Besides,

‘Diana isn’t even the main heroine.’

Not even a sub-heroine. She’s more of a villain.

So,

“I just need to get what I want with peace of mind.”

* * *

Boom! Boom!

The sound of explosions echoed as debris and stones scattered everywhere, making it look like a war zone. Inside the office,

“What’s the current progress?”

“We’re about 97% complete. We’ve visually confirmed the end of the entrance.”

“See, I told you it’s possible.”

Diana smiled contentedly. However, the expressions of everyone else were stiff. The construction manager, in particular, looked pale and sickly.

“Miss, the construction will be completed soon.”

“Good work. But there were some issues during the construction, right?”

“Haha, no, not at all.”

No issues? They had forced the impossible construction, resulting in many casualties. Although there were no fatalities, six workers had suffered permanent disabilities, and more than twenty were seriously injured—all within one night.

“Haha.”

Yet, he tried to smile. If he upset the girl in front of him, their sacrifices would be in vain.

“You’ve completed it much faster than originally planned.”

“Yes, in terms of the deadline, it’s done.”

“Well done. Clark, pay these people four times the original contract amount, and if there are any issues, make sure to provide ample compensation and medical expenses.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“…!”

The construction manager, taken aback by Diana’s unexpected generosity, fell to his knees.

“Th-Thank you, Miss!”

“It’s nothing. You worked hard and brought great results. I reward people who do their jobs well.”

Diana’s gentle smile made the manager repeatedly bow his head until it seemed it might break.

“Thank you, thank you so much…”

“Enough, you may leave.”

“Yes, Miss!”

As soon as the construction manager left, Diana immediately lit her pipe.

“Phew, Clark, you know what to do?”

“I will handle it promptly.”

“Make it look like the manager, blinded by greed, ran off with the money and was caught and ended his life?”

“What about the payment?”

“Reduce it by half. The workers will still be grateful for that.”

Nodding, Diana took a deep drag on her pipe and asked,

“Phew, what about Elliot’s side?”

Clark hesitated slightly before responding ambiguously.

“Well, that’s…”

“What’s with that reaction? Is there a problem?”

“All those connected to our side have been removed from their positions.”

Creeeak!

“What?”

Diana abruptly stood up, her face contorting in anger.

“What do you mean, removed from their positions?”

“I’m not sure of the details, but I heard it was done at Kamon Vade’s request.”

“Kamon Vade?”

Grit!

Just hearing the name of that infuriating individual made Diana grit her teeth as she asked sharply,

“So, has Elliot started the excavation?”

“Yes, they probably started as planned.”

Bam!

Diana kicked the table, her eyes flashing with fury.

“Damn it, fuck! Why does Kamon Vade keep interfering?!”
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‘Is someone talking about me?’

Scratch, scratch.

What the heck, why are my ears so itchy?

“Kamon, are you okay? You’ve been scratching your ears constantly.”

“Oh, I’m fine. They just feel strangely itchy.”

“Really? Then rest here. I’ll handle the strategy myself.”

I shook my head and chuckled at Elliot’s confident demeanor.

“No, it’s fine. Let’s keep going.”

And what do you mean you’ll handle it yourself? The excavation leader will handle everything, not you…

“Proceed cautiously and keep an eye out. If you notice any movement or change, report it immediately!”

As I thought, the current excavation leader was in charge.

Dranthe’s Secret Vault was a massive underground fortress.

Although buried beneath the mountain range, it had multiple entrances.

Thus, at each gate, there were guardians resembling guards to prevent intruders.

‘The guardians at the entrances are all bronze golems.’

Krrrrrrr!

“It’s a guardian!”

“Move slowly as planned!”

“Yes!”


At the rough shout of a man who seemed to be the excavation leader, the well-trained members started moving.

Soon, they took something out of their pockets.

“Throw it on my signal. One, two, three!”

Whoosh!

At least a hundred glass bottles were thrown at the bronze golem.

And then…

Ssssssss!

“It’s melting!”

“They’re all… melting.”

Knowing the bronze golem would appear, I had prepared the perfect item to deal with it.

‘Oxidation solution from the Desert Chameleon.’

It was a precious and expensive chemical that cost five silver coins per bottle.

“Don’t hold back, throw them all!”

Whoosh!

Watching the glass bottles flying through the air again, I thought,

‘Ha, if we had this during the dungeon exam, we could’ve saved almost ten minutes.’

I would never forget the convenience that money brings.

Krrrr!

The bronze golem, hit by the oxidation solution from the Desert Chameleon, crumbled and fell like a broken reed.

“What are you doing? Finish it off.”

“Attack!”

“Destroy the mana stones! The golems’ weak point is always the mana stones!”


Following the orders, the excavation and mercenary teams unhesitatingly destroyed the mana stones embedded in the golems’ chests.

Creak!

With the mana stones gone, the bronze golems stopped functioning and turned into heaps of scrap metal.

As we quickly dealt with the guardians at the entrance, everyone looked at Elliot in awe.

“All clear.”

“I saw that.”

Elliot looked at me with a deeply moved expression and said,

“As expected, following your advice made it easy, Kamon.”

“No, it’s because your team is outstanding.”

“Well, thanks for saying that.”

Without further delay, he shouted again,

“Let’s move out!”

“Let’s go!”

“Let’s finish this quickly!”

We began exploring the vault at a rapid pace, encountering traps and attacks from guardians.

“Damn, it’s a poison arrow! Everyone, avoid it!”

“Fire! It’s a fire spell!”

“What’s that? A gargoyle? A giant gargoyle! Don’t make eye contact!”

Following my instructions, Elliot ordered the use of pre-prepared items and artifacts.

“Antidotes! We have plenty of antidotes, use them immediately!”


“Use the water barrels. If there’s fire, just put it out quickly.”

“Didn’t you get the petrification antidote?”

Though there was some commotion and difficulty, we used the prepared items appropriately to neutralize the traps and guardians without much damage.

The excavation team’s morale soared sky-high as we quickly overcame the guardians and traps.

“With Young Master Elliot, we can definitely win.”

“Long live the young master!”

“The true owner of the guild is Young Master Elliot.”

Hearing the cheers, Elliot’s eyes started to glisten with emotion.

Clap!

I was puzzled when he suddenly grabbed my shoulder.

“…?”

“Thank you, Kamon. It’s all thanks to you.”

“Huh?”

“You know, no one has ever approached me first to help without any hidden motives. Everyone always wanted something from me. You’re the only one who approached me without any ulterior motives.”

“Oh, really?”

I was a bit taken aback by his sudden change in tone but responded casually.

“So Kamon, you’re my one and only friend.”

What? Suddenly?

How long have we known each other, anyway?

Besides,

‘I approached you because I wanted something too…’

“Uh, right. Thanks for thinking of me that way. True friends understand each other!”

“Right?!”

Though a small part of me felt guilty seeing Elliot’s bright smile,

Well, as long as I’m not harming him, I’ll just keep quiet.

No need to stir up trouble.

“Alright, then let’s continue…”

Just as Elliot was about to give orders to the excavation team,

“Young Master!”

Someone was seen running towards us from a distance.

“Hm? What’s going on?”

Outside the encampment, one of Elliot’s subordinates approached in a hurry. Elliot tilted his head in curiosity and asked, “What’s going on?” The subordinate, out of breath, managed to speak.

“Lady Diana’s team has opened an entrance and started their excavation.”

“What, already? Didn’t they say it would take at least another day?”

“They blew up everything blocking the entrance…”

“Blew it up?!”

Elliot, looking flustered, turned to me and said, “That crazy bitch Diana has lost her mind. She’s trying to bury us alive…”

Just as Elliot said, Diana’s method was extremely radical. The vault beneath the mountain range was particularly vulnerable to external shocks, making it prone to collapse. I quickly spoke to Elliot.

“Let’s pick up the pace. We need to move before they catch up to us!”

“Right. Everyone, move faster! Keep excavating as quickly as possible!”

At Elliot’s command, the excavation team increased their pace. And then…

‘So they’re coming after us like this? Fine, let’s see how this goes.’

Boom!

Breaking through a massive boulder blocking our way, we entered a new area.

Screeech!

“Vampire bats! There are vampire bats in the air!”

Thick, dark clouds of bats seemed to fill the entire vault, flying towards us. Elliot Fren, looking annoyed, shook his arm and shouted.

“Throw the blood we prepared! And cover yourselves with your cloaks!”

Splat!

At his command, the excavation and mercenary teams began splashing red liquid onto the ground. The bats flying towards us immediately dived to the ground.

Screech!

After consuming the blood laced with neurotoxin, the vampire bats let out strange cries and died one by one.

“…Easy.”

Elliot, looking at me with a light smile, said casually. I nodded in agreement, smiling back. As we continued our excavation…

“There’s a blockage up ahead!”

“And there’s something strange written here… Huh?!”

Hearing the voices from the front, I urgently shouted.

“Fall back quickly!”

At my command, everyone hurriedly retreated. From the middle of the blocked path, a bright golden mass began to emerge.

“Wh-what is that?”

“A light?”

“What’s happening? Another trap?”

As everyone stared warily at the golden mass, it suddenly burst into a radiant light and transformed into a golden dragon about the size of a human.

“A d-dragon?”

“A gold dragon!”

“But why is it so small?”

Everyone reacted with confusion and fear, and even Elliot next to me stammered with a slightly terrified look.

“A d-dragon among the guardians?”

I shook my head lightly and looked at the golden dragon.

“No, that’s not a real dragon.”

“What?”

“That’s a money bug, or rather, the Spirit of Gold.”

Among the various guardians protecting Dranthe’s Secret Vault, the most special one was this dragon-shaped creature known as the Spirit of Gold. If you knew how to handle it, it was easy to get past, but…

‘If you confront it, it could be the worst enemy.’

[Uninvited guest to my palace, are you a friend? An enemy? Or something else?]

At that moment, the voice of the mini gold dragon echoed, making everyone hold their breath. I quickly shouted.

“We are descendants of the Golden King Dranthe, here to reclaim our ancestral legacy.”

[Descendant of the Golden King?]

The mini gold dragon’s eyes sparkled for a moment. I swiftly pushed Elliot forward and said,

“This friend here is Elliot Fren, the descendant of Dranthe Fren.”

[…]

The mini gold dragon stared at us silently for a moment.

“K-Kamon, what is this…?”

“Just wait a moment.”

Clink.

I then took out the fifty gold pieces Elliot had given me earlier.

“As a tribute to the guardian spirit who keeps the treasure, we offer this gift. Please open the way to the legacy.”

I tossed the purse of gold towards the small dragon.

Whoosh, thud!

“Kamon, that…?”

“Shh! Just stay quiet.”

The golden mini dragon looked at the purse, approached it, and then put its snout inside. After a moment…

[It’s been a while since I’ve seen such a respectful descendant. Very well, I shall open the way for the heir of my old friend, Elliot.]

With a very satisfied tone, the mini dragon returned to its golden mass form.

Zing!

The purse I threw was also absorbed into the light. Soon…

Rumble!

With the entire vault shaking,

“A-a door?”

“A path has opened.”

An arched door formed in the middle of the previously blocked wall.

“Let’s go.”

“Oh? Oh, right. Everyone, through that door!”

Following Elliot’s command, everyone began to enter the newly formed door. As they did, I approached the golden mass and whispered something quietly.

In response, it glowed even more greedily…

[Kamon Vade, was it? Very well, I shall be expecting you.]
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Roarrr!

“Slowly, stay calm.”

“Damn it!”

“None of our attacks are working!”

Diana’s excavation team was struggling to deal with the bronze golem in front of them. However,

Clack! Clack!

Diana, clearly displeased, tapped her small fan repeatedly before shouting at her subordinate.

“Send in more people.”

“Miss, that…”

“What? We have a mercenary group on standby, right? Tell them I’ll double their contract fee if they come quickly.”

“The space is too confined for a large number of people to fight. If we force it, we might end up harming each other.”

Diana frowned slightly at butler Clark’s explanation.

“I understand that. But send them in anyway.”

“But…”

“Elliot’s excavation speed is much faster than ours, right? We need to do something to catch up. Deploy them immediately. Also, buy up all the supplies from the nearby cities.”

“…Understood.”

Unable to do anything else, Clark could only comply with her firm orders.

Roarrr!

Thud!


Several massive bronze golems finally collapsed under the sheer force of their numbers.

“Is it over?”

“We’ve dealt with them all.”

Although Diana’s side suffered considerable losses, they managed to cut down the expected excavation time by more than half.

“Damn it.”

“Help, please!”

“Medic! Over here, quickly!”

But the problem was…

“Miss, we should rest a bit…”

“No, we continue immediately.”

Despite the excavation leader’s earnest plea, Diana shook her head without hesitation.

‘We can’t stop here.’

“Gather all operable personnel and continue the work.”

“Yes, understood.”

The excavation leader, with a dissatisfied expression, bowed his head and gathered all the able personnel to resume the excavation.

“Have you figured out where Elliot’s team is?”

“We can’t be sure, but we estimate they’re more than halfway through.”

“Tsk, why are they so fast?”

“From what I’ve heard, Kamon Vade’s preparations have significantly sped up their progress…”

“What? Kamon Vade, that bastard again?”


Hearing the name she never wanted to hear again, Diana bit her lower lip and shouted.

“Damn it, we need to move faster.”

Desperate, Diana poured everything she had into this excavation of Dranthe’s Secret Vault.

“Use everything we have. No matter what, we cannot be slower than those bastards!”

Shouting her orders, she turned to Clark.

“Find out everything Kamon Vade has prepared. Get everything you can.”

“Yes, Miss!”

“No matter what, the legacy is mine!”

Just as her desperate cry indicated, the speed of their excavation increased rapidly. It was an incredible pace achieved by sheer manpower. Additionally, the items Clark brought from the nearby cities made the strategy smoother.

Sssss!

Boom!

Roar!

Swiftly overcoming various traps and guardians, Diana’s team soon caught up with Elliot’s. And then…

[Uninvited guests to my palace, you are surely my enemies.]

A small golden dragon appeared.

“What the hell is this?”

At the sudden appearance of the mini dragon, Diana murmured.

[If you offer a tribute of fifty thousand gold, I will open the path you desire.]

“What?”

[If you do not wish for death, offer the tribute quickly.]


Seeing the dragon gleaming and shouting, Diana chuckled incredulously and immediately ordered the excavation leader.

“What are you waiting for? Take it down quickly.”

“Yes, Miss!”

Diana’s team prepared for battle.

[So it comes to this?]

“Fifty thousand gold? Just die already, you filthy lizard.”

[The words of Elliot Fren, the descendant of an old friend, and Kamon Vade, his companion, were true.]

“What? Elliot? Kamon?”

Diana, shocked by the unexpected names, asked again.

[Prepare yourself, my enemy. The fifty thousand gold you have is now mine.]

The small golden dragon, now regarding them as enemies, began to emit a strong light without further response.

* * *

[Arghhh, you filthy humans! I will never forget this humiliation!]

Watching the golden dragon disintegrate, Diana’s expression remained cold and stern.

Thud!

“Gasp, gasp…”

The person gasping for breath and slumping to the ground was the excavation team leader under Diana’s command. Even someone of his caliber, comparable to the captain of a noble family’s knights, was utterly exhausted.

“What the hell is this…?”

“Miss, we have a serious problem. The damage is too severe. Over half of our personnel are incapacitated. And…”

“Enough!”

Diana swiftly raised her hand to stop Butler Clark’s report and stared deeply at the spot where the golden dragon had been.

“That lizard… it definitely said Kamon Vade.”

Muttering to herself, Diana’s beautiful face twisted into a rage, and she began to lash out wildly.

“Fuck, that bastard!”

“M-Miss!”

“I’ll kill him, I swear I’ll kill that crazy fucker!”

Glaring at Clark with a frightening intensity, she screamed,

“Send in all the reserves outside. No, teleport all the mercenaries we’ve previously contacted here.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And…”

Trailing off, Diana recalled a name in her mind.

“The guy who saved that princess… yeah, Kyle Perrion. Find him immediately.”

“All of a sudden?”

“Yes. Offer him ten thousand gold, no, twenty thousand gold to get him here, no matter what.”

“But Miss, with our current finances, it’s impossible to proceed with everything.”

Hearing for the first time that there wasn’t enough money, Diana looked at him in disbelief and let out a hollow laugh.

“What? We don’t have enough money?”

“Yes, because of the overlapping contracts and increased fees with the mercenaries, we lack available funds…”

She, one of the heirs of the Fren family, known as the richest merchant guild on the continent, didn’t have enough money?

Ha, seriously.

“Use my name for credit. Gather all available funds and use them. Got it?”

“T-That will…”

“Just do it!”

“Understood, Miss.”

Butler Clark hastily ran out of the vault. Watching his retreating figure, Diana bit her lower lip hard.

Thunk!

Biting so hard that her lip split and blood oozed out, she didn’t care. Instead,

“I’ll really kill you, Kamon Vade.”

Muttering with an icy rage, her voice carried an unmistakable chill.

* * *

Boom!

“What? That spirit wasn’t the last of it?”

“We’re almost there. Just a bit more.”

“But what if Diana catches up to us at this rate?”

“Probably not.”

I reassured the anxious Elliot. If Diana foolishly confronted the Spirit of Gold, she would suffer significant losses. Or perhaps even be wiped out?

In the original story, the Spirit of Gold was a formidable enemy that pressured both Elliot and Diana’s excavation teams until Kyle showed up. Though it was a dim-witted, money-grubbing spirit, its power was immense.

Well, anyway.

‘Without Kyle, there’s no need to worry so much.’

Then,

“We found a closed door up ahead.”

“And there’s something written on it.”

“What is that?”

In front of a massive door covered with strange symbols, there were some writings.

“Where are the linguists? Call them quickly!”

Elliot’s excavation team included various experts. Before long, an elderly scholar approached and shouted,

“It’s written in ancient fairy language. If I translate it…”

[Who are you? Prove yourself with your blood.]

It was clearly some sort of riddle. Elliot’s eyebrows arched slightly.

“Really? I think I can solve this.”

Muttering briefly, he took out a small knife from his pocket and cut his palm.

“Young Master.”

Despite the concerned voices of the servants, Elliot gazed at the blood flowing from his wound, approached the blocked path, and smeared his blood while muttering,

“Ertumo.”

Boom!

With a loud noise, the blocked wall began to descend.

“How did you…”

“Ertumo. It means ‘descendant’ in ancient fairy language.”

“…!”

“Only the direct descendants of the first Golden King, the owner of this vault, can open this door.”

Repeating the explanation I had given earlier, Elliot strutted proudly. I stifled a laugh at his cuteness.

“You’re truly amazing, Young Master.”

“There’s nothing you don’t know.”

“Ahem, this is basic knowledge!”

Blushing from the surrounding compliments, he rubbed his nose and smiled broadly. At that moment,

Boom!

The entire vault shook with a massive tremor.

“What, what’s happening?”

“Is the vault collapsing?”

No, this means the Spirit of Gold we faced has been destroyed.

Damn, already?

‘In the original, it was such a struggle. Why so fast now?’

The unexpectedly rapid pace made me uneasy.

“Elliot, I think we need to speed up now.”

“Really? I wanted to go faster anyway. Fine, no base camp today. Let’s move out immediately. As fast as possible!”

Thus, we continued the excavation, sacrificing sleep and rest.

Eventually,

“We seem to have arrived.”

“This looks like the place.”

With the quick reports from the excavation team, a massive staircase descending underground appeared before us.

“We’re here. This is it.”

Once we go down these stairs, we’ll find the ‘Orb’ I’ve been longing for.

“Are we really the first ones here? Did I really discover the vault?”

Elliot, on the verge of tears, asked in disbelief. I smiled brightly and nodded.

“Yes, we got here first. Now we just have to go down there…”

Boom!

Suddenly, a loud explosion came from the opposite side, and the massive wall crumbled.

Crash!

And emerging from the thick cloud of dust…

“Oh, it’s Kamon.”

A very familiar face waved at me with a knowing smile.

Yes, it was him. The all-powerful character who made the impossible possible, the protagonist of this novel world, Kyle Perrion.

‘No fucking way! Kyle, why are you here?!’
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The first to appear was Kyle, accompanied by the sound of footsteps that didn’t fit this place at all.

Click-clack.

Soon, a girl slowly walked in, covering her mouth and nose with a luxurious handkerchief.

“Seeing you again here, Elliot.”

“Damn it, Diana! How long are you going to keep interfering with me?”

“Interfering? Aren’t we in a legitimate competition for the heir position?”

Diana shrugged her shoulders as she answered, causing Elliot to shout out loudly, as if he couldn’t bear it any longer.

“Legitimate competition, my ass. You bribed people around me…….”

“Ha, calling me a bitch in front of all these people. Do you really have a death wish?”

Diana interrupted him with a voice sharp as a knife, her expression turning stern.

“No, I mean…….”

Seeing Elliot retreat slightly in fear, I chimed in from the side.

“Hey, Diana. As I said before, no matter what, threatening your brother with death is crossing a line, don’t you think?”

“Shut up, Kamon Vade.”

“What?”

Her voice was much lower and calmer than when she was talking to Elliot.

“I’d love to tear your mouth open and kill you right now, so keep it shut.”

Why does she have to say such scary things?

Not that I was scared.


Seriously!

“Why should I listen to you? I can say whatever I want with my mouth.”

I replied lightly to Diana and then shifted my gaze.

“Kyle Perrion.”

“Huh?”

“What are you doing here?”

“Well, that is…….”

“Of course, I called him.”

Before Kyle could answer, Diana Fren cut in, making me narrow my eyes naturally.

“Why? Are your legs shaking because you’re facing someone who beat you once?”

Diana, who had been glaring at me as if she would kill me, smirked and mocked.

“What?”

“I called him just in case, and it seems I did the right thing.”

So Diana personally called Kyle here?

If that means she approached him intentionally rather than coincidentally encountering him like in the original story.

“…….”

I alternated my gaze between her and Kyle as I continued to think.

‘Is this all because of me?’

Is this snowball effect happening because I interfered with the original plot to get the ‘Orb’?

“It seems like you have a lot of enemies around you, Kamon. Otherwise, the Princess wouldn’t have given me such help.”


“The Princess?”

The mention of a completely unexpected figure made me frown deeply.

Could it be that crazy Princess Francia again……?

“Um, Kamon. It just happened that way. Sorry.”

Kyle, who met my eyes, awkwardly scratched the back of his head and mumbled with an ambiguous smile.

Then.

Tap.

“Kamon.”

“……?”

I turned my gaze to the voice calling me while slightly poking my arm.

“Since they’ve caught up to us, we should settle things here.”

“Settle? What are you talking about?”

“Since they must have exerted a lot of effort to get here, their stamina would be low. We, who arrived here first, have a slight advantage…….”

“Wait, Elliot.”

Hey, Elliot, you seem to be misunderstanding something……

This isn’t an issue of ordinary excavation team members or mercenaries’ stamina.

‘They have a completely asymmetrical power, a tactical, no, a strategic weapon!’

A character with the power equivalent to a nuclear bomb is on their side.

“…….”

I looked at Kyle, who was digging his ear with his pinky as if he didn’t have a care in the world, and firmly shook my head, shouting decisively.


“That’s a bit…….”

“Are you hesitating because of Kyle Perrion?”

“What?”

“I don’t know the details, but I’ve heard that you and Kyle have some kind of relationship due to that incident. But I don’t care, Kamon.”

Elliot, who seemed to have made up his mind, grabbed my arm and continued speaking with a solemn expression.

“Not everything in the world is decided by one victory. If it weren’t for you, Kamon, I wouldn’t have had the courage to challenge that crazy bitch again. So now, it’s your turn.”

No, what kind of nonsense is this?

What challenge and what competition are you talking about!

“Kamon, you should also take this chance to have a proper revenge time against that Kyle guy.”

Seeing Elliot talk with shining eyes, I couldn’t help but be taken aback.

This is bad.

This bastard seems to be high on something.

“Hey, wait. Elliot, calm down. You now…….”

“I don’t know what kind of scheme you two are plotting again, but don’t you think it’s too late?”

Diana lowered her voice, speaking with a more chilling gaze than ever.

“Anyway, all of you are going to disappear here.”

Then she immediately commanded.

“Kill them all!”

With her sharp command, the excavation team and mercenaries who followed her began rushing towards us.

Clang!

Elliot, watching this, also drew his weapon and shouted.

“I am the true heir of the Fren family! Wipe out all those traitors!”

“Uwaaah!”

“Kill them all!”

In an instant, people from both sides began swinging their weapons, clashing fiercely to eliminate each other.

And then.

“Damn it!”

Realizing that the situation had already spiraled out of control, I grabbed Elliot’s shoulder and shouted, “Elliot!”

“Kamon, this is our revenge battle…….”

“No, hey! Elliot, stop talking nonsense and listen to me!”

I shook him strongly, then shouted again, “Let’s take only the elite and move to the next stage quickly.”

“What? We’re in the middle of a battle…….”

“Elliot. Wasn’t your original goal to seize the inheritance? If we reach the place where Dranthe’s inheritance is hidden first, it will all be yours.”

“But if I disappear from here…….”

Elliot showed a moment of hesitation, so I spoke firmly once more, “Listen, Elliot. In the last stage of Dranthe’s vault, there’s a powerful trap designed to stop intruders. We can use it to wipe out those guys. If we get there first, the inheritance will undoubtedly be yours.”

“…….”

Elliot Fren looked at me in silence for a moment. Then.

Thud!

He placed his hand on my shoulder and smirked, “You should have said that earlier, friend.”

With a bright smile, Elliot immediately shouted to the people around him, “Excavation team leader! Gather only the elite and move now. The rest, hold on! Grab those guys’ ankles!”

Though we had suddenly plunged into battle, Elliot seemed to decide that betting on a sure win was better than gambling on an uncertain victory.

“Alpha teams, gather! The rest, block the enemies with the mercenaries. Don’t let them get past the stairs!”

The excavation team leader quickly reorganized the situation at Elliot’s command.

Thud-thud-thud!

“Move aside, don’t block the way!”

Elliot and I managed to cross the chaotic battleground and reached the stairs leading underground.

I glanced back slightly.

“Kyle, what are you doing? Catch those guys!”

Watching our movements, Diana shouted irritably.

“That wasn’t part of the deal…….”

“What?”

Diana’s face showed her bewilderment at Kyle’s unexpected reaction.

“I agreed to help with the excavation, not to fight.”

“No one told you to fight! Just block their way and subdue them!”

Diana’s voice was filled with frustration.

“Oh, really?”

“Go and block them now!”

“Yes, yes, you don’t need to shout.”

Finally, Diana’s persuasion seemed to work.

“Ugh!”

In an instant, the soldiers blocking his way started falling one by one.

The excavation team leader urgently shouted at us, “Damn it, get down quickly, we’ll hold them off here!”

“Alright, got it.”

Elliot and I quickly descended the stairs.

Thud-thud-thud!

We arrived at a spacious area with a round, circular altar in the middle.

‘If I activate the altar here, it will descend like an elevator, and the inheritance will be stacked below.’

According to the original story, that’s how it should proceed, but right now, I couldn’t care less about the King’s golden inheritance.

What mattered to me was one thing.

What was intensely catching my eye was the elaborate and gigantic dragon carving at the front of the altar.

It was similar in form to the money-grubbing mini gold dragon I encountered before, but……

“Is this it? Where’s the inheritance?”

Elliot, who had reached the final stage of Dranthe’s vault, started shouting excitedly.

“What do we do now? Kamon!”

Elliot’s urgent voice calling my name echoed in my ears, but I wasn’t in the right mind to answer.

“Orb.”

My eyes were glued to the milky white, round orb placed in the mouth of that gigantic dragon carving.

The ‘Orb’ that I had been desperately searching for was there, flaunting its presence.

‘I just need to get that.’

“Kamon, what should we do now?”

Just as I turned my head to answer Elliot’s urgent voice, I heard a groan from the stairs.

“Ugh!”

Thud!

“Mon…ster.”

“Leader.”

“…….”

Kyle had completely dealt with the excavation team leader who was blocking his way.

“I’m sorry. But if you keep attacking me like that, I have no choice. Anyway, I’m really sorry.”

Mumbling apologies with a genuinely remorseful expression, he then.

“Ugh!”

“Ugh!”

Disabled all the remaining soldiers around him.

“Damn it, Kamon. They’ve caught up with us…….”

Click-clack.

At that moment, the sound of footsteps echoed again.

Diana Fren descended the stairs, a triumphant smile on her face.

“Did you enjoy struggling, everyone?”

“You monster bitch.”

“First a bitch, now a monster. How far will I evolve in your eyes?”

Diana wiggled her fingers at Elliot.

“I think it’s time for my dear brother to give up. How about it? If you surrender now, I’ll let you leave here alive.”

Diana spoke as if she were granting mercy, then turned her cold gaze toward me and added in a chilling voice.

“Of course, not you, Kamon Vade.”

Why am I the exception?!

Then she continued in an even more sinister tone, “I’ll tear apart not only your skin but also your bones, so look forward to it.”

“What?”

Her words, spoken so nonchalantly, sent a shiver down my spine.

‘Something seems terribly wrong here.’
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At Diana’s ominous words of threat, Elliot shouted back with a resolute tone.

“Don’t be ridiculous, Diana. No one’s dying here. Kamon is my friend. I won’t let you do that to him.”

“Haha, oh dear. Such touching friendship. You two are quite the pair.”

Diana burst into mocking laughter at his words, prompting Elliot to shout once more.

“And the inheritance here is mine. Only the legitimate successor of the Fren family can claim it…….”

“Ha, fuck. Legitimate successor, huh? What does that matter? Elliot, you’re seriously mistaken about something. Our goal is to see who excavates Dranthe’s vault first. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Then stop pissing me off with that crap. It makes me want to kill you.”

“What? So you’re willing to kill your own kin to get what you want?”

“Kin? Come on, since when were we ever kin? Did you ever treat me like a sister in the first place?”

Diana continued with a smile curling at her lips.

“Hah. So I’m giving you one last chance out of ‘kinship.’ Give up everything now and leave quietly. Then you can live out your life in peace.”

Then.

Thud!

Elliot nudged my arm again, signaling something with his eyes.

But.

‘What’s he trying to say?’

I couldn’t understand what Elliot’s signals meant.

Diana, noticing his actions, sneered and shouted.


“Hah, fine. It seems you have no intention of giving up. Then let’s end this. Kill them al…….”

At that moment, Elliot quickly pulled something out of his pocket and said, “Kamon, cover me with magic. We can handle this situation ourselves.”

“What?”

Elliot demanded magic support from me out of nowhere, and without waiting for my response, he chugged the potion he held.

“Uooooooooh!”

His eyes turned bloodshot, and his previously scrawny body began to swell.

“B-Berserker potion.”

Someone identified the potion Elliot had consumed and shouted.

“Geez, how pathetic. My brother…….”

“Dianaaaaaa!”

Elliot, now more than twice his original size and seemingly losing his mind, roared and charged at her.

Boom, boom, boom!

Damn it.

What am I supposed to do when he suddenly goes berserk like this?!

“What are you doing? Subdue him quickly.”

Diana commanded, gesturing with her chin at the approaching Elliot, then twisted her lips into a smirk as she looked at me.

“You just wait there, Kamon Vade.”

“What?”

Boom, boom!

“Stop him! Subdue him no matter what!”


Diana’s men rushed to stop the berserk Elliot.

“Out of my way!”

Boom!

The Berserker potion wasn’t for nothing, as Elliot’s swollen body seemed to have increased his strength several times over.

“Ugh!”

“W-Why is he so strong?”

Diana’s men, flustered by Elliot’s insane power, were in disarray, causing their leader to urgently shout, “Protect the lady! Make sure she doesn’t get hurt…….”

But.

“Forget it. Just deal with him quickly.”

“Yes, miss.”

With everyone’s attention focused on Elliot, a path to the dragon sculpture with the ‘Orb’ opened up for me.

‘Thank you, Elliot!’

I silently shouted and started running towards the dragon sculpture with the ‘Orb’.

Thud, thud, thud!

Even though I couldn’t support Elliot with magic or take down the enemies.

If you can’t get Dranthe’s inheritance, neither can Diana.

So just hold on a bit longer!

“Raaaaargh!”

At that moment.

“Catch that bastard! Get Kamon Vade first!”


I heard Diana’s sharp, irritable voice from behind.

And then.

“Kyle! Capture Kamon right now!”

Her shout for Kyle was followed by, “Yes, I understand.”

Whoosh!

I heard the sound of something slicing through the air from behind.

‘Shit, why now! Damn it! Just a bit more, just a bit more!’

Thud, thud!

I ran with all my might without turning back.

Whoosh, smack!

But suddenly, Kyle appeared in front of me and spoke apologetically, “Kamon, sorry. I have to because of the contract. But given the situation, I’ll do my best.”

What? Do your best?

No, just go easy on me……

Whack!

“Argh!”

“What? Kamon, why didn’t you block that?”

I was kicked in the stomach and lifted off the ground by Kyle’s unexpected attack.

Whoosh!

‘Crazy bastard, how am I supposed to block that?’

Whoosh, thud!

I flew quite a distance and crashed to the edge of the altar, groaning in pain from the blow to my abdomen.

It hurts so damn much.

“Argh, Dianaaaa!”

Thud!

At the same time, Elliot, who had been rampaging like the Hulk, finally collapsed under the combined attacks of Diana’s men.

“Hah, hahahaha!”

Diana laughed in delight as she watched.

“It was bound to end like this. Why do you struggle like worms? I can’t understand.”

Muttering to herself, she slowly approached the subdued Elliot and swung her arm forcefully.

Slap!

“Ugh!”

Elliot, with his lip split and bleeding, groaned.

“Hoo, that feels better.”

Diana, staring at Elliot’s blood on her hand, then turned her gaze to me.

“And you, Kamon Vade……”

Her voice, filled with pent-up rage, called my name as she took a deep breath and shook her head.

“Hoo. Never mind. It’s over anyway. There’s no need to rush. Securing the inheritance comes first.”

Suppressing her emotions, Diana gestured to her men.

“Clark, properly bind them and take them away. The rest, find my inheritance.”

“Yes, miss!”

Wait, what?

In movies and comics, villains often let their guard down at the last moment, giving the protagonist an opening. And now, too.

‘Is this really happening?’

I noticed a hidden lever not far from where I had fallen.

‘I mean, I’m not the protagonist, but thanks for the opportunity. In times like these, luck has to be on my side.’

How many times have I had bad luck so far……!

Watching the approaching figures, I quickly got to my feet and started running.

Thud, thud, thud!

“What, what’s happening?”

“Catch him quickly!”

And finally.

“Got it.”

I managed to grasp the hidden lever.

“Stop your pointless resistance and come here quietly.”

“Yeah, let’s not waste energy.”

Diana’s subordinates tried to coax me, but I just chuckled and shook my head.

“Why would I……?”

“What?”

“Hah, then you leave us no choice. Don’t blame us later if you get hurt. Attack!”

Thud, thud!

They rushed towards me, and I looked at the lever in my hand.

‘Originally, it was the key to guide the altar to the lower floor…….’

If someone other than Dranthe’s bloodline pulls this, it turns into a trap instead of a key.

So.

“Who said it was your inheritance?”

I smirked and yanked the lever hard.

Rumble, thud!

Clatter, whoosh!

“What, what is this?”

“Water? Water is pouring in!”

Suddenly, a massive amount of water started pouring down from the ceiling above the altar where everyone stood.

Thud, thud, thud!

As the torrential water rained down, the expressions of everyone on the altar changed to one of panic.

“W-What is this…….”

“Miss, it’s dangerous! Quickly, retreat to the stairs!”

Even amidst the chaos, there were those who didn’t hesitate to protect their master.

“Damn it!”

“Hold on! Grab onto something!”

“No, no! Aaaah!”

Most of them lost their balance and were swept away by the trap meant to flood the altar.

While holding onto the lever, I endured the deluge, focusing only on one spot.

“…….”

Kyle Perrion stood there, unfazed, despite the powerful downpour, without any change in his expression.

“Kamon, what the hell did you do?”

“What?”

“You did this, didn’t you!”

“So what if I did?”

“Stop it right now!”

Shouting, he started moving towards me through the torrent of water.

Thud, thud, thud.

Like a scene from a martial arts novel, he ran towards me over the rapidly falling water……

‘Walking on water?’

Is that even possible?

I mean, he’s not Jesus, so how is he walking on water?

But I smirked and muttered, “Why? Kyle, are you coming here? What about those people being swept away?”

“What?”

“Uaaaaaah!”

Following my words, screams from those being battered against the walls and altar by the water reached his ears, making him turn his head.

“…….”

Then, he looked back at me.

Tap, tap, tap!

He started moving towards the people in danger over the water.

‘Got it.’

Seizing the moment when the most threatening enemy was distracted, I turned my gaze to the dragon sculpture.

‘Now I just need to go there and get the ‘Orb’.’

With that thought, I pulled out a potion from my pocket.

Gulp, gulp!

After downing the bitter potion with a hint of lemon, I released the lever and quickly moved forward.

Splash, thud!

Despite the continuous downpour, I could support myself due to the increased weight on my steps.

“Alright, I can make it like this…… What?!”

Whoosh!

Suddenly, I felt a scorching heat brush past my cheek.

‘What the hell was that?’

Barely dodging, I saw a round fireball hurtling past.

“Take that bastard down first!”

Looking towards where the fireball came from, I saw Diana Fren pointing at me furiously from the top of the stairs where the water wasn’t reaching.

“Hah, but miss, the water is too strong. We can’t aim properly.”

“Add more weight! Break through the water like that bastard!”

“But we’ll get swept away……”

“What are the mages doing? Fire magic quickly!”

With Diana’s orders, her subordinates began moving.

Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!

Fireballs and magic missiles flew towards me, with the occasional arrow.

“Hmmph!”

Splash, splash!

I moved as quickly as possible.

Splash, thud!

“Ahhh!”

“No, save me!”

Those who followed Diana’s orders and jumped into the strong currents couldn’t withstand the force and were swept away.

“Useless idiots! Freeze the water! Make a path, you fools!”

Her new orders prompted the mages to stop their attacks on me and start freezing the water.

Crack, crack!

“A path is forming.”

“Then go! Catch that bastard!”

“Yes, miss.”

Whoosh!

Those who hadn’t been swept away and the excavation team leader jumped onto the newly formed ice path.

But.

Crack!

“What, what is this?!”

“No, no! Aaah!”

The ice wasn’t thick enough to hold their weight, breaking instantly.

Crash!

The excavation team leader and remaining soldiers were swept away by the current.

Watching all this, I taunted Diana, “Diana, why do something so stupid when it’s clearly not going to work? Struggling like a bug.”

“You bastard……”

“I can’t understand it. I only feel sorry for your subordinates. They suffer because of their foolish master.”

Mocking her just as she did Elliot earlier, Diana glared at me from the stairs with a murderous expression.

“I will kill you, Kamon Vade!”
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Seeing Diana, who had fallen for my provocation, crying out my name like a madwoman made me chuckle. I started moving again immediately.

Splash! Splash!

Sure, teasing Diana was fun, but the most important thing right now was to get the “Orb.”

Just as I was making my way toward the dragon statue, I heard an unfamiliar sound behind me.

Whiz, whiz!

“Huh?”

I turned my head back to see what it was.

“What the… Are you kidding me?”

There was Diana, using a whip like a vine, flying through the air by latching onto the columns.

Whiz, snap! Whiz, snap!

What is she, Tarzan of the jungle? Using a whip to swing around?

“Miss! That’s dangerous!”

“Shut up and wait for my signal!”

Diana shouted at her subordinates without stopping her movements.

“I’ll tear you apart with my own hands, Kamon Vade.”

Her eyes, filled with a crazed intensity, were fixed solely on me, making me shiver.

‘Did I provoke her too much?’

No, there’s no turning back now. I’ve already crossed the point of no return. Just ignore her and keep going.

At that moment…


Vroom, vroom!

I saw Diana gripping the whip with both hands, swinging back and forth around a huge pillar, gaining incredible momentum.

Like an acrobat performing a high-flying act in a circus, she created a powerful pendulum motion and…

Whiz! Snap!

Without hesitation, she released the whip and launched herself into the air.

“Miss!”

“Watch out! Miss!”

Everyone cried out in shock as they watched her.

“Now! Freeze the water with magic!”

At Diana’s command, the mages reached out towards the raging water.

Crack!

Simultaneously, the water began to freeze over again, forming a thin sheet of ice.

Crack, snap!

With a light step, Diana landed on the ice and took off into the air again.

‘Did she just… succeed again?’

I watched her with my mouth agape, then shook my head and quickly moved on.

Splash! Splash!

Damn, at this rate, she might really catch up to me.

“Stop right there, Kamon Vade!”

“Why should I, you crazy bitch?”


Hearing Diana’s voice much closer now sent chills down my spine.

Whiz!

I heard a sharp sound behind me, as if something was flying towards me.

Splash, thud!

I quickly dodged to the side, just as a long whip brushed past where I had been.

“What the hell?!”

“Almost got you!”

The distance between Diana and me had narrowed to where her whip could reach.

Swish!

I narrowly avoided the whip again and shouted at Diana.

“For fuck’s sake! Just leave me alone, you crazy bitch!”

Thud!

Diana, who had leapt into the air again, yelled back angrily.

“I told you.”

“What?”

“I will kill you no matter what. How dare you covet what’s mine? I’ll tear you apart, limb from limb.”

Seeing Diana scream with a half-crazed look in her eyes, I strengthened my resolve and pushed forward.

Splash! Splash!

To be fair, Diana, I came looking for you first!

Splash, splash.


Finally, I reached the dragon statue and quickly climbed up, aiming for its mouth.

But…

Whiz, snap!

Diana’s whip was faster, wrapping around the dragon statue’s arm…

“Where do you think you’re going!”

Swish!

She swung through the air, latching onto the dragon statue.

“What? Is that what you were after?”

Diana laughed mockingly and swung her whip again.

“No, don’t!”

I screamed in panic and reached out as fast as I could.

Swish!

Her leather whip made a sharp sound as it flew towards the “Orb,” seemingly faster.

“Got it.”

“What?”

With Diana’s short exclamation…

Whirr!

Her whip swiftly changed direction and wrapped around my hand.

“Ugh!”

The sting of the whip wrapping around my hand and arm was intense.

With a bitter smile, Diana sneered.

“Heh, heh heh. It’s over for you now, Kamon Vade.”

“What the hell are you talking about, you crazy bitch!”

“I won’t let you die easily, Kamon Vade. I will make sure you suffer…”

“Gah!”

I pulled the whip wrapped around my arm as hard as I could, throwing myself down towards the strong water flow below the statue.

“What, what the hell are you doing… Ah!”

Diana, taken aback by my sudden move, hurriedly pulled the whip.

But the weight of my falling body, enhanced by gravity, was too much for her to handle.

“Damn it, why are you so heavy…?”

Of course, I drank a potion to increase my weight to cross the strong water currents!

The potion I used to get through the trap had become an unexpected weapon in my favor.

“Ugh!”

Grabbing the whip with both hands and gritting her teeth, Diana tried to pull me up.

“How is it? Heavy, isn’t it? But it’s going to get even heavier now, huff!”

With a slight smile, I grabbed the whip wrapped around my arm with my other hand.

“What are you doing?”

“Let’s fall together.”

“You bastard… Ahhh!”

Caught off guard by the unexpected force, Diana missed the timing to let go of the whip and fell with me beneath the dragon statue.

Swoosh, splash!

Watching Diana plunge into the stream after me, I immediately used my heavy weight to plant my feet on the ground. Then, swiftly,

“Phew!”

I quickly climbed back onto the dragon statue.

“Kamon Vade, you bastard!!!”

Diana, having fallen into the water and clinging to the edge of the statue, screamed in rage.

“I’ll never forgive you. I will definitely kill you!”

Splash, splash.

Seeing her struggling desperately to avoid being swept away by the current, I shook my head and muttered.

“How many times have you threatened to kill me now? It’s not even intimidating anymore. And you might drown before you get the chance to kill me.”

“Aaaargh!”

Leaving Diana behind as she screamed in furious frustration, I turned my attention back to the “Orb” shimmering inside the dragon statue’s mouth. I was about to climb up to it when…

Crack!

I heard the sound of something freezing.

“Hurry up, you idiots!”

Diana, who had been on the brink of being swept away, was now climbing up using the ice that had formed around her.

“Damn, she’s persistent!”

Muttering to myself, I ignored her and moved quickly to grab the “Orb.” But then,

“You’re dead now!”

Diana, gritting her teeth, began to climb the statue at an incredible speed.

Tap, tap!

Despite being soaked, she clung to the statue and climbed like a spider, her speed making me shiver with dread.

‘Fuck. This crazy bitch isn’t just crazy, she’s absolutely insane!’

“Kaaamon!”

Chasing after me with a voice rough as if possessed by a demon, I averted my gaze and quickly reached out.

Finally,

Clack!

I felt the sensation of the “Orb” in my hand.

“I got it. It’s all over…”

Grab!

“Who said it’s over?!”

Diana, now right below me, grabbed my leg with bloodshot eyes.

“You crazy psycho… Huh?”

Vroooom!

“What, what is this?”

The “Orb” in my hand suddenly began to react.

‘Is it absorbing mana?’

Vroooom!

At the same time, the milky white orb started to glow and stuck to my hand.

“Ugh! What’s happening?!”

It felt like a powerful vacuum was sucking in everything around it.

“Gah, ugh!”

I felt an indescribable, bizarre pain. Moreover, my body felt paralyzed, unable to move.

Seeing the “Orb” crazily sucking something out of my body, Diana shouted fiercely.

“What is that? Give it to me! It’s mine!”

‘Shit. What the hell is this?!’

“Ugh, ugh.”

Just as I felt like my body would be torn apart, the orb, which had been frantically absorbing my mana, began to change.

Its light grew stronger.

“What?”

Crack!

Suddenly, with a cracking sound, the intensely glowing orb began to absorb all the air around it.

“What the hell…”

Diana’s voice, clinging desperately to my leg, was cut off as,

Boom!

A massive shockwave burst out from the orb, emitting a blinding light.

Boom!

Bang!

Rumble!

With a powerful explosion of magical energy that swept everything away, everything on the altar was blown away. Even,

Sizzle.

The water that had flooded the trap around the altar rapidly evaporated.

The surprising part was,

“What the hell just happened…?”

I was the only one who wasn’t affected by the explosion, thanks to the “Orb.”

“…”

Everyone else was knocked out and scattered around the altar. Even Diana, who had been clutching my ankle, was now unconscious with her head stuck under the statue.

All of Diana’s subordinates, who were on the stairs connected to the altar, were also down.

“What the hell…”

Momentarily speechless at the overwhelming situation, I looked at the orb in my hand.

“Did it go berserk?”

It occurred to me that there might be more to the “Orb,” which had only been used as a trap item so far.

But I quickly shook my head to clear my thoughts.

“This isn’t the time for this. I need to get out of here.”

With both Elliot’s forces and Diana’s forces down, and with the “Orb” in my possession, escaping quietly was my best option.

Tap!

With my thoughts organized, I quickly climbed down the statue.

“…Vade.”

Despite being unconscious, Diana seemed to murmur my name.

“Ugh. This is really scary.”

I shook off my unease and started to walk away quickly. As I hurried to escape the chaos left by the orb’s rampage,

Bang!

I heard something break behind me.

At the same time,

“Stop right there!”

‘Huh? That voice…?’

Thump!

Wet footsteps approached as a voice called my name.

“Kamon Vade, don’t take another step.”

No way. Kyle, why are you doing this to me?!
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“Stay still, Kamon.”

Kyle Perrion, the protagonist of the original novel, stood before me as if he were the hero of this story, invincible against any adversity. I couldn’t say a word.

“……”

Ha, Kyle. Are you really going to keep doing this until the end?

“Kamon.”

Kyle called my name again in a slightly hushed voice, then looked around and continued.

“Did you do all this?”

“……”

“Answer me, Kamon. Did you do all this?”

Why do the protagonists in novels and comics always act like this? They see the results right in front of them. Why ask when the answer is obvious?

“What if I did?”

“What?”

“What if I did it all? What are you going to do about it?”

I shot back, annoyed.

“You asked me the same thing earlier, so why are you asking again now? What answer do you want to hear?”

“Kamon, you……”

“Yeah, I did it. I did it all!”

From the start, this situation had veered far from my plans. Kyle appearing here, Diana hindering me until the end, and now facing Kyle in this place—all of it!

“So, is this the answer you wanted?”


Kyle nodded slightly at my sneering question and replied.

“Yes. Kamon, you’re right. There’s no point in asking now.”

“What?”

Kyle slowly moved his hand to his sword and muttered.

“What’s done can’t be undone, but at least I can manage it somehow.”

Shing!

“Kamon, from now on, don’t take a single step. If you move even a little……”

Raising the tension, Kyle trailed off before finishing briefly.

“I’ll cut you down.”

His overwhelming presence left me feeling suffocated.

‘So, this is how it ends?’

Ha, after all I’ve been through to get here, everything falls apart like this.

No, this is just bad luck. This is someone’s prank to keep me from winning!

“Damn it, seriously!”

With the monster-like Kyle Perrion blocking my way, there was no chance of escaping with the “Orb.” He had broken through the powerful traps and was unaffected by the shockwave of the “Orb.” What could I do against him?

“……”

No, no. Kang Hyunsoo, don’t give up till the end. There must be a way out.

‘Even if you’re caught in a tiger’s den, stay calm and you’ll survive.’

I can’t give up here.

Then,


“Kamon. Put down that orb in your hand.”

“What?”

“Put it down. Either place it on the ground or throw it to me.”

Kyle’s stern command felt like a bolt of lightning in my mind.

‘This is it!’

“Okay? Then catch this.”

Whiz!

“What?”

Kyle quickly reached out and caught the flying “Orb.”

Clap!

“Good. You made the right choice, Kamon. There’s no need for us to fight…… huh?!”

Vroooom!

‘It’s working!’

Thud!

“Ugh.”

Kyle, holding the “Orb,” plunged his sword into the ground and knelt on one knee.

“What is this……?”

Tatatak!

I swiftly moved to a hiding spot, away from Kyle.

‘It’s going to explode soon.’


The “Orb,” having absorbed a certain amount of mana, would emit a massive wave and cause a light explosion.

‘Just like it did before.’

Since I couldn’t feel mana, I wasn’t affected when the “Orb” absorbed it all, but Kyle wouldn’t be the same.

‘If all his mana is drained, something will change.’

So, I would endure the explosion and retrieve the “Orb” afterward.

With a hasty plan in mind, I crouched down, bracing myself against the light’s shockwave to avoid passing out.

Thirty seconds, one minute, two minutes… then about three minutes passed.

“What? Why hasn’t it exploded?”

Could it be the protagonist’s luck again?

“Damn it, again?!”

I quickly emerged from my hiding place and surveyed the area.

And there,

“What?”

I saw Kyle lying unconscious on the ground.

The “Orb,” rolling towards me slowly, fell to the ground.

“What’s going on? Why didn’t it explode?”

Unlike before, the “Orb,” which had absorbed a lot of mana, didn’t release a light shockwave.

I couldn’t understand why it had turned out differently, but…

“Well, whatever. Works for me.”

With a smile, I retrieved the “Orb” from the ground.

“Heh, heh heh. I did it. I did it!”

Looking at the unconscious Kyle, I muttered to myself.

“Guess I’m really on the villain path now.”

No matter what Kamon Vade had done before, I was the one who had caused this mess.

Even if someone accused me of being a villain, I wouldn’t be able to argue.

“Well, but…”

Life is about striving for what you want, clashing and fighting for it.

I wanted the “Orb,” and others failed to get what they wanted.

It’s not about who’s good or evil. It’s about everyone pursuing their desires.

‘Just think of it as a valuable life experience.’

“Alright, time to go.”

With a satisfied smile, I took a step forward.

Then,

Sparkle.

“Huh?”

Something caught my eye, emitting a faint light in the darkness.

Step by step, I approached the light without realizing it. There lay Diana Fren, unconscious.

Twinkle.

The light that caught my eye again came from a large diamond necklace around her neck, roughly the size of a fist.

Gulp.

‘That must be worth a fortune, right?’

While my main goal was to get the “Orb,” and I had achieved that, I thought, ‘Why not go all the way and become a real villain?’

The shimmering diamond necklace ignited my greed. My gaze shifted to Diana’s sleeping face.

“You were the one who accused me of being a thief first, weren’t you?”

Snatch!

With that thought, I slowly reached out and seized the enormous diamond necklace.

“Oh, right.”

I suddenly remembered that Elliot probably had something valuable on him too.

“He definitely had a ring on his hand.”

I began to feel around Elliot’s right and left hands, looking for something valuable.

“Ah, here it is.”

As I lifted his hand to remove the ring,

“Gah!”

“Fuck! That scared me!”

Elliot stirred and groaned in pain, slowly opening his eyes.

“Ka…mon?”

Hearing him call my name, I quickly grabbed his left hand and shouted, pretending to be concerned.

“You’re awake, Elliot!”

I put on an expression and tone as if I had been worried about him.

“What… what happened…?”

Elliot, still not fully conscious, mumbled towards me.

“Dranthe’s Secret Vault flooded. All the artifacts are underwater now.”

“What? Floo…ded?”

“We don’t have time to stay here. We need to get out.”

I hurriedly helped Elliot up, pretending the situation was urgent.

“What about Diana? What happened to that crazy bitch?”

Barely standing, Elliot asked about his sister in a trembling voice. I silently gestured to the opposite side with my chin.

Elliot saw the unconscious Diana and muttered,

“She’s… fainted.”

Shaking his head, he spoke again.

“I remember being swept away by a sudden flood, but after that, I don’t know. What the hell happened?”

He didn’t seem to realize that I had triggered the trap.

“The trap was triggered, and the vault flooded. That’s all.”

I gave a brief explanation, omitting the part where I was the one who flooded the vault. There was nothing to gain from admitting that.

Then, Elliot pointed at the “Orb” in my other hand and asked,

“Kamon, what’s that?”

“……”

Damn, he’s so curious about everything.

“It’s a trap item.”

“Huh? A trap item?”

“It’s an artifact designed to drain all health and mana from anyone who touches it, mistaking it for a treasure. Want to try?”

“N-no, thanks!”

“We need to get out of here quickly. If someone regains consciousness…”

Twitch!

As I was speaking, I saw Kyle’s body twitch slightly on the ground.

‘He’s already recovering?’

Despite being drained by the “Orb,” how could he recover so quickly?

“Hurry! If someone wakes up, we’re screwed.”

I urgently pulled Elliot, but he was still weak from the berserker potion’s aftereffects, groaning and shaking his head.

“Kuh, Ka…mon. Go slower…”

“We don’t have time for that. Grab my shoulder!”

I half-dragged the still groaning Elliot as we moved quickly.

Then,

Thump!

I saw Kyle’s upper body rise.

“Hurry up!”

Tatatak!

We quickly climbed the stairs before Kyle could fully get up.

Finally, as we left the altar ravaged by water and the magical explosion,

“……”

“What the…?”

The mercenaries of both Diana and Elliot, who had been fighting above, were all lying on the ground, seemingly unconscious.

‘Did the “Orb’s” power reach here?’

I recalled the blinding light explosion and shook my head.

What does it matter? Right now, the priority is to get out of here.

With that thought, I grabbed Elliot harder.

“Hurry up.”

“Wait a minute. Ugh! I’m still…”

“We need to move faster.”

Otherwise, Kyle would catch up to us.

At that moment,

Step!

I heard footsteps behind us and immediately knew.

‘Damn, it’s Kyle.’

“Elliot, run!”

“Huh? Suddenly?”

“Just run!”

I shouted and started sprinting at full speed.

Elliot followed, albeit clumsily.

“Wait! Why are we running suddenly… Kamon, wait up!”

I started to run quickly, following behind me.

He started running after me as quickly as he could
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“Huff, huff. I’m really going to die. I’m out of breath, I might just collapse and… ugh.”

“You won’t die from that. Keep running.”

“No, but why did you suddenly choose a path we don’t even know…”

“Anyway, we shook them off, didn’t we?”

“I almost died several times! That’s not what I’d call ‘shaking them off’! Ugh, it was just luck.”

Elliot responded firmly to my stern tone.

‘Luck? Yeah, we were definitely lucky this time.’

Indeed, we escaped in a completely different direction than the path we took to get here.

Why?

‘Obviously to avoid being chased!’

Before Kyle could fully recover, we hastily fled, only to be horrified by voices coming from afar.

Diana, who had somehow regained consciousness, was giving orders to Kyle, who had just gotten up.

‘Kyle, catch those bastards!’

Luckily, we had moved quickly and gained quite a bit of distance.

Tatadat!

But Kyle closed the gap in an instant, forcing us to change directions multiple times to shake him off.

‘He’s really tormenting me to the end, that bastard.’

“Ptui!”

Thinking of Kyle, the protagonist and cheat character of this world, I spat on the ground.


“Hey, why are you suddenly spitting… Ugh. Kamon, slow down a bit. I mean, let’s take a break. They’re not chasing us anymore. Huff.”

I turned to look at Elliot, who spoke with a voice that seemed like he would collapse any moment.

Still suffering from the aftereffects of his berserk state, he was walking with heavy steps, looking extremely exhausted.

‘It’s a wonder he didn’t get left behind.’

“Alright, let’s take a break.”

To evade Kyle’s persistent and relentless pursuit, we had taken an unknown path, continuing our forced march.

Thanks to that, we encountered numerous traps and uncharted guardians, suffering considerable damage, difficulties, and pain along the way, but we managed to shake off the pursuit.

“Do you think they really can’t catch up anymore?”

Elliot, who was lying flat on the ground, still seemed anxious as he stared at the direction of the entrance to the vault with shaky eyes.

“Yeah, they won’t be able to follow us anymore. Like you said, we were lucky. We found that secret passage by chance.”

It was an exit cleverly hidden among the traps, a path even the protagonist Kyle wouldn’t know about.

“Yeah, we were really lucky.”

Nodding at my words, Elliot soon burst into a chuckle.

“What’s so funny all of a sudden?”

“No, I just thought about how we managed to give that damn girl a good hit. It’s making me feel good.”

“Hey, you didn’t get the inheritance either. This isn’t the time to be laughing.”

“Hahaha, right. I didn’t get the inheritance. But she didn’t either.”

Still laughing, Elliot turned his head and continued.

“When I collapsed at the last altar, honestly, I almost gave up on everything. The inheritance, the position of head, the merchant guild… But…”

Elliot stopped talking and slowly sat up.


“Anyway, the opportunity has come again. Neither Diana nor I got the inheritance, so now we can compete fairly again. It’s a pity our ancestor’s treasure is submerged, though.”

“Ahem, if that’s how you see it…”

Elliot didn’t know that I was the reason the inheritance was completely submerged.

‘Let’s keep my mouth shut for now.’

There’s no need to stir up trouble unnecessarily.

Feeling somewhat guilty, I looked at the ‘Orb’ in my hand and spoke to Elliot again.

“Anyway, let’s get back as soon as possible. I need to prepare for the magic demonstration at the seminar.”

It took about ten days to come here and obtain the ‘Orb.’

If I can return to the academy within four days and get used to the ‘Orb’ in that time, I should be able to perform the magic demonstration without any issues.

Though I hadn’t yet moved the mana, the necessary formulas and operational methods were already in my head.

“Huh? Wait, Kamon. Did you just say ‘magic demonstration’?”

“Yeah, I have to attend it. It’s almost mandatory. If I don’t show up, I’ll probably get expelled from the academy immediately.”

Because of that damn magic demonstration, hahaha.

I tried to sound cheerful and spoke in a light tone.

“But can we afford to stay here like this?”

“Huh?”

What’s he saying now, making me nervous.

Then, Elliot’s voice continued.

“No, it takes at least four days to get to the academy from here.”

“……”


I stared blankly at Elliot, momentarily speechless.

The unexpected news from Elliot made my mind go blank as I barely managed to ask again.

“Four… days?”

“Yeah, at the quickest pace, it’s four days. No, even at the slowest, it’ll take five days.”

Seeing Elliot shrugging nonchalantly, I…

“Hahaha.”

Unconsciously burst into laughter and tightly shut my eyes.

Yeah, no wonder we’ve been so lucky.

* * *

Whiz, thud!

A fat old man hit a white ball on the floor with a long stick.

Roll, thud!

The ball rolled and soon fell into a small hole in the middle.

Clap clap clap!

“Wow. Count Benner, you’re really amazing!”

A slick middle-aged man clapped rapidly with both hands, and the fat old man burst into laughter.

“Hahaha. That’s why I always want to play ball with you, Velion.”

“Oh dear, how can I have any fun when you always torment a novice like me? I want to win at least once, Count!”

“Haha, you’ve improved a lot since last time. You might catch up to me soon.”

“There you go again, teasing me. Fine, then let’s have another match next time?”

“Alright, alright. I’m always ready, just call me.”

“Haha, got it, Count Benner. Then I’ll ask you again next time.”

“Sure, you’ve done well today!”

The fat old man left, still in a good mood, and the slick middle-aged man, Velion, started picking up the white balls scattered around.

Thump! Thump!

At that moment.

“I have something to report.”

A sudden, unfamiliar voice stopped Velion’s hand as he picked up a ball.

“Is it over already?”

“Ah, yes. It’s over, but there’s a bit of a problem…”

“Enough, I’ll hear the details inside.”

Thud!

Velion answered and put down the ball bag, heading somewhere.

A little later.

“So the entire inheritance in the vault is submerged?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Before the excavation of Dranthe’s Secret Vault, a man with a goatee knelt on one knee in Diana’s office and answered her.

“So, in the end, neither Elliot nor Diana managed to obtain the inheritance.”

“……”

“That means I still have no successor.”

The slick middle-aged man summarizing the situation was none other than Velion Fren, the head of the Fren family and the merchant guild.

“What orders will you give to those two?”

“Both made the mistake of losing their ancestor’s inheritance, so they’ll have to pay for that mistake.”

“Understood.”

Creak!

Velion, indicating he had no more to say, stood up from his seat. The goateed man hurried to follow him.

At that moment, Velion spoke again.

“Oh, by the way.”

“Yes?”

“The one who submerged the vault is the eldest son of the Vade family?”

“Ah, he’s currently exiled and downgraded to a commoner. His name is Kamon.”

“Kamon, is it.”

Repeating his name briefly, Velion smirked and continued.

“Interesting.”

“……?”

“Even my clever daughter can sometimes be outwitted. Heh.”

Chuckling quietly at the mention of Diana, Velion asked again.

“He was moving with Elliot, you say?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Well, recruiting people is also a skill.”

Muttering this to himself, Velion began massaging his shoulders and sighed.

“Hah, it’s exhausting to lose on purpose every time. That Count Benner, he’s really terrible at playing.”

* * *

“Thank you all for attending the 23rd Magic Academy Seminar…”

At Flance Imperial Academy, amidst the murmuring of many people, the opening ceremony for the seminar was about to begin.

“Still no news on him? You haven’t found him yet?”

“I’m sorry, Professor. We’ve searched the academy and even the surrounding cities thoroughly, but…”

“Don’t just apologize. Find that bastard immediately. Bring him to me as soon as you find him.”

The face of the old bald professor in a fine suit was flushed with anger.

He was Professor Phelan Xavier, the head professor of the magic department at Flance Imperial Academy.

“Where on earth are you hiding, Kamon Vade?”

He muttered Kamon’s name through gritted teeth.

Soon after, the distinguished guests and notable figures that the seminar attendees had eagerly awaited began to appear.

“Now, please give a big round of applause. Here is the person leading Flance Imperial Academy, Dean Elmon!”

An old man with impressively long white beard appeared, waving with a benevolent smile. But people’s attention was drawn elsewhere.

“What, he really attended?”

“The scale is bigger than expected.”

The dwarf-like, stout magician had the emblem of the ‘Seven Tables’ with the number ‘7’ on his chest.

“Wow, I never expected a member of the Seven Tables to come.”

“Yes, indeed! One of the seven pillars supporting the magical world, Master of the Magic Tower ‘Glagos’, Xavier Partizan is here.”

The host shouted with excitement, but the more they did so, the more Phelan muttered under his breath.

“Damn it.”

‘Why did the Master of the Magic Tower have to come…’

Until the seminar began, Phelan hadn’t been overly worried about the magic demonstration.

Regardless of any problems, most of the guests and researchers present were already his followers.

So, whether the demonstration succeeded or failed, his research was bound to receive applause.

Even with Dean Elmon there, his voice was more influential in the magical community.

But if the Master of the Magic Tower was present, everything changed.

In front of a person with much greater power and fame, no magician could afford to act deceitfully.

Thus, Phelan’s expression grew increasingly distorted.

“What are you all doing?”

Noticing the assistants hesitating before him, Phelan shouted more irritably than ever.

“Move quickly! Find that bastard. If you don’t bring him back before the demonstration, you’re all finished too!”

Seeing the assistants’ faces turn pale at his harsh tone, Phelan’s frustration mounted.

“Yes, Professor!”

“Understood!”

Watching the assistants scurry off, Phelan shook his head.

“Useless, all of them! They can’t do anything right! Just wait, once this seminar is over, all of you are done for!”

After venting all his anger, he was about to return to his seat when…

“Is there a problem, Professor?”

“Ah, Princess Francia.”

Seeing Princess Francia approach, Phelan forced an awkward smile and slightly bowed his head.

“From your expression, it seems something has gone wrong…”

“Haha, it’s nothing.”

“Is that so?”

As she tilted her head and asked again, Phelan scratched the back of his head, pretending to give in.

“Yes. There’s a small problem, but it will be resolved soon.”

“A small problem?”

Seeing her eyes gleam as she asked, Phelan sighed deeply.

“Sigh. Kamon Vade, he has disappeared.”

“What? Kamon Vade?”

“Yes, we will find him soon, but I’m sorry to say this to you, Princess. I know you had quite an interest in him…”

“Oh, no. I’m fine. Isn’t it more of a problem for you, Professor?”

“Hahaha, it’s fine. He’s not the only participant in the demonstration.”

‘It’s not fine at all. I want to wring his neck right now!’

Hiding his inner rage, Phelan smiled and narrowed his eyes at the princess.

‘Perhaps it’s all your fault. If you hadn’t mentioned Kamon Vade, none of this would have…’

But Phelan wasn’t foolish enough to voice his thoughts openly.

Instead,

“It’s unfortunate, but that’s how it turned out. I apologize once again.”

Phelan Xavier, a man who could bow to the powerful faster than anyone, said.

“Now, I must go to continue the seminar.”

“Yes, Professor. Good luck!”

After exchanging farewells, the two parted ways.

“……”

Princess Francia watched Phelan walk away, bowing his head. She quietly smiled and whispered to herself.

“Pft. What? Disappeared? Is he still there?”

With a tone full of mockery, she spoke to herself before quickly changing her expression.

She then gracefully greeted the new people approaching her.

“Hello, Professor.”

“Yes, yes, I’ve been well.”

“Oh my, thank you so much for saying that.”

Princess Francia, responding warmly and softly to each person she met, looked happier than ever.
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Crash!

“Ah, ah! This, this is….”

A student on stage looked extremely flustered as the flames he had summoned burst uncontrollably.

Bang!

“Argh!”

Soon, safety personnel hurried onto the stage to rescue the failed performer and manage the situation.

“Nigel Royal Academy is still lacking.”

“But their research content wasn’t that bad. The demonstration was just a bit lacking.”

“I’ve heard rumors that if their research results aren’t good this time, the Nigel Kingdom might shut down their magic academy.”

Listening to the conversations of the distinguished guests, Professor Phelan chuckled inwardly, feeling slightly relieved.

‘Hehe, thanks to Nigel Royal Academy’s mishap, my potential embarrassment is somewhat lessened.’

But soon.

‘No, why am I even relieved about this?’

Briefly recalling his own situation, he grimaced, thinking about the source of all his troubles.

Grit.

‘Where the hell is that bastard hiding?’

Just as his anger towards the still-missing Kamon Vade was reigniting,

“Hey, Professor Phelan. Just in case, is there anything we need to be concerned about?”

“Haha. What do you mean, Dean? Concerns?”


Dean Elmon, still smiling, pointed to the stage with his finger.

He pointed at the extravagant banner hanging right above the stage where the failed demonstration had occurred.

23rd Magic Academy Seminar: Nigel Royal Academy, Flance Imperial Academy, Jason Magic Institute, Vincent Magic School, Carcerian Joint Magic Research Institute, Celadin Public Academy.

The names indicated the academies participating in this seminar.

“I’ve said this repeatedly, the essence of the seminar is research. No matter how you dress it up, it’s meaningless without research results. Moreover, isn’t the Master of the Magic Tower attending this time?”

‘What? Is Elmon trying to pick a fight with me right now?’

Given that Dean Elmon had threatened to shut down the seminar if there were no proper results, Professor Phelan felt a strong urge to lash out at him.

But.

‘Huff, no. If I can successfully conclude this seminar, my reputation will resonate throughout the empire.’

All the distinguished guests and researchers here would undoubtedly be impressed by his research results.

‘I can smooth over one magic demonstration. Considering what these bastards have received so far, they should at least cover this.’

Organizing his thoughts, he glared at Dean Elmon and continued to think.

‘Just wait until this seminar is over. I’ll crush your disgusting face and take your dean position.’

Then Professor Phelan forced a vague smile and was about to speak again.

“There’s no need to worry. Everything prepared is perfect….”

But then.

“Oh, the final presentation magic is the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’? Isn’t that too much for a freshman to perform?”

‘What, what’s going on? Who’s making unnecessary comments?’

Turning his head towards the sudden voice, he saw,

“Sa-Sabiel?”


Saviel Partizan, a member of the Seven Tables and Master of the Magic Tower ‘Glagos,’ was reading the seminar introduction with interest.

“Nine Rings of Fire? Isn’t that a high-level magic?”

“The final presentation? Ah, it’s the research demonstration from the Imperial Academy, right? Is it simplified enough for a freshman to demonstrate?”

“No matter how simplified, having a freshman perform that?”

“Well, if it’s the Imperial Academy, they must have something up their sleeve. They wouldn’t have assigned it if they weren’t confident.”

At that moment, Dean Elmon smirked and muttered softly.

“If the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’ is such a remarkable and outstanding magic, wouldn’t it be impressive to show even a glimpse of it? Especially by a freshman.”

“You’re right, Dean Elmon. I’m looking forward to it.”

As the Magic Tower Master, Sabiel, nodded in agreement, Professor Phelan’s face turned pale.

“No, wait! What is this all of a sudden…?”

“Hmm? What’s wrong, Professor Phelan? Is there a problem?”

“That, that is….”

Caught off guard by Dean Elmon’s sudden question, Professor Phelan shook his head awkwardly, laughing it off.

“Ah, it’s nothing. Haha.”

‘Damn it, is this really happening?’

The magic demonstration was supposed to be a brief example at the end of the research presentation.

Something that could have been dismissed as a formality.

But now, thanks to that damn Magic Tower Master’s comment, everyone’s attention was focused on the demonstration.

‘If it turns out that the student isn’t there to perform the magic….’

With the Magic Tower Master’s interest, even those who didn’t follow Professor Phelan would be eager to find fault.


Previously, Kamon Vade not appearing on stage would have slightly tarnished Professor Phelan’s reputation.

But now,

‘There’s a high chance I’ll be buried in the academic world.’

In the magical world, the weight of the Seven Tables was on another level.

‘And that damn Dean Elmon is definitely….’

As Professor Phelan stared blankly, he could vividly imagine Dean Elmon’s smirking face, speaking mockingly.

“It seems the student couldn’t handle the pressure and fled. Didn’t I warn you multiple times that this research was too much for the seminar? How will you take responsibility for this? Our Imperial Academy’s reputation has been severely damaged. Merely canceling the seminar won’t suffice…”

The vision felt so real that sweat began to bead on Phelan’s forehead.

‘Should I confess now? No, it’s too late. Even if I explain, all the blame will fall on me. The seminar would be dissolved immediately.’

Thinking that everything he had built could crumble in an instant, Professor Phelan gazed helplessly at the distant closed main door.

‘Damn it. Where are you, Kamon Vade?!’

* * *

**Boom! Whoosh!**

“Firework magic? What was the research topic again?”

Someone seated in the audience mumbled as dozens of small fireworks filled the stage.

The performer quickly moved his hands, altering the magic.

Then,

Whizz!

“The fireworks are merging.”

“What shape is forming?”

“Isn’t that a dragon?”

The small fireworks combined to form a giant red dragon.

Then, with another gesture from the performer,

Whizz! Boom! Bang!

The dragon’s mouth opened, and another round of fireworks exploded.

“It’s illusion magic!”

“This demonstration perfectly matches Vincent Magic School’s research on ‘Combining Various Magic Applications.'”

“They mixed firework magic, transformation magic, and illusion magic for a fleeting display? That’s fascinating.”

Those evaluating the research were mostly positive, visibly excited by the display.

Even the Magic Tower Master Sabiel nodded with a satisfied smile.

“Haha, I’m glad I attended the seminar after a long time. It’s an intriguing and enjoyable experience.”

“Seeing this, I feel a renewed respect for the world of magic.”

But with each positive reaction,

**Click! Click!**

Professor Phelan’s face grew darker, and he began grinding his teeth unknowingly.

‘Damn it, damn it! What should I do? What can I do…’

As he trembled with anxiety, the seminar proceeded swiftly.

“Next up is Jason Magic Institute. Let’s…”

And so, the final presentation drew nearer.

“Flance Imperial Academy is up next. Please get ready.”

At the organizer’s call, Phelan quickly ran off somewhere.

“…….”

Dean Elmon, who had been quietly observing, left his seat and followed Phelan backstage.

“We’re the only ones left for the magic demonstration. Are you well prepared? Even a member of the Seven Tables seems quite eager… Hmm?”

“Should I say something… No… I can’t… This seminar… It’s ruined…”

“Professor Phelan, is there a problem?”

“…….”

But with Phelan still unresponsive, Elmon called his name again, perplexed.

“Phelan?”

“I’m finished.”

Muttering in a low voice, Phelan raised his head, his face no longer red but a deathly pale.

“What? Professor Phelan, what are you talking about…”

Before the stunned Elmon could say anything more,

“Now, folks, have you enjoyed the seminar so far? We’re down to our final presentation. Please welcome our last speaker from Flance Imperial Academy with a round of applause.”

The announcer’s voice rang out, signaling the final presentation.

Attendees and researchers fixed their sharp gazes on the stage, filled with suspicion, jealousy, and wariness.

‘The Magic Tower Master is interested.’

‘Why the interest in Phelan’s magic demonstration of all things…’

‘Nine Rings of Fire? Ridiculous. Is that even possible?’

‘If anything worthwhile comes out, Phelan’s reputation will skyrocket.’

Already high, Professor Phelan’s standing could soar to double or triple its current level with the Magic Tower Master’s endorsement.

But,

“Hmm?”

“What’s going on? Why isn’t anyone coming out?”

No one appeared on the stage, despite the repeated calls.

“It’s Flance Imperial Academy’s turn. Please come out!”

Even with the repeated calls from the announcer, no one showed up.

As time ticked by,

“What’s this?”

“Did something go wrong?”

The audience began murmuring in confusion.

And in this situation, Professor Phelan, who had organized and planned this seminar,

“Heh, it’s all over! I’m ruined.”

Seemed completely deranged, muttering to himself.

“Professor Phelan, what are you doing? You need to go out there immediately! What on earth is going on…”

Just as Dean Elmon reached out to grab Phelan,

*Bang! Creak!

The doors to the seminar hall burst open with a loud noise.

“What’s going on?”

“What was that noise?”

Everyone’s eyes naturally turned toward the entrance.

“Ah?”

Through the now wide-open doors, bright light poured in, silhouetting a lone figure standing there.

The figure, breathing heavily, entered the hall where the seminar was taking place.

“Huff, huff. Am I not too late?”

As the shadow lifted in the bright light, the figure holding a milky-white orb was revealed to be a young boy.
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“Kamon!”

Professor Phelan, who had been watching, couldn’t help but shout out.

“……?”

Dean Elmon turned his gaze, bewildered by Phelan’s sudden outburst. At that moment, someone quickly approached the host on stage and whispered something in their ear.

Then.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome with a round of applause. Here comes the student who prepared this magic demonstration, Kamon!”

The host’s quick thinking smoothly continued the sudden situation.

“And now, the presentation will start with the magic demonstration. Also, don’t forget that today’s magician is a first-year student at our academy, known as a prodigy. Kamon, please come up on stage!”

With the host’s flowing voice, some researchers unconsciously began to applaud.

“Quite an impressive production. It’s captivated everyone’s attention.”

“What good is a production? We’re here to see research results.”

“Haha, let’s not be so harsh. After all, a magic demonstration is part of the research presentation.”

“But such a noisy display isn’t exactly pleasant. It feels like our magic research is being reduced to mere entertainment.”

The audience was divided into those who followed Professor Phelan and those who did not, exchanging their opinions.

Soon after, however.

“So, the magic this student will perform is the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’, right?”

“Yes, it’s the part I’m most looking forward to.”

“But that student’s name, it sounds very familiar…”

As someone muttered this, another who knew Kamon Vade’s identity shouted in a cold tone.


“Isn’t he the infamous perpetrator of the attempted assassination on the princess? The eldest son of the Vade Marquis family, who was expelled from his house.”

“Oh, the so-called magic prodigy…”

“Prodigy? He’s just a criminal.”

Kamon Vade’s notoriety seemed to be well-known among these VIPs and other researchers, leading to unfavorable judgments.

“Whoever chose such a problematic student for the magic demonstration also has issues.”

“……Nothing’s happened yet, but if something does go wrong, they will have to take responsibility.”

Of course, the true target of their words was not just a mere student like Kamon Vade. It was aimed at the head of the Flance Imperial Academy’s magic department and chief professor, Phelan Xavier.

“……”

However, amid the noisy situation, one person remained silent, only watching the stage.

‘Nine Rings of Fire.’

The one responsible for all this. One of the Seven Tables and the master of the magic tower ‘Glagos’, Saviel Partizan, silently repeated the name of the magic in his mind.

It was a very simple yet highly destructive and straightforward magic.

‘The significant amount of mana required is one issue, but more than that, it needs delicate control, sustained effort, and mental strength.’

Thus, unlike typical high-level magic, it wasn’t that the magic itself was difficult or complex, but rather the casting was tricky. Even apprentice magicians who had just entered the magic tower were often hesitant to cast the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’.

‘And a mere student is going to show this? I don’t know how well-prepared he is, but I’ll watch closely with my own eyes.’

“Please, don’t disappoint me, Phelan Xavier.”

Though people didn’t know it yet, Saviel Partizan, who once called Phelan his disciple, slowly turned his gaze to the student appearing at the entrance, Kamon Vade.

‘And if there really is a student who can successfully perform that magic, that would also be intriguing.’

***

‘W-what is this all of a sudden?’


I was taken aback by the barrage of stares directed at me the moment I rushed through the door. I was further shaken by the host’s call and the reactions around me.

“Well, this is…”

Though I had rushed madly for three days to get to the academy on time, it seemed I made it without being late.

‘What an amazing timing.’

I never imagined I’d arrive precisely when I was supposed to do something. This felt more like a scene from a movie or drama.

“Kamon, what are you doing? Please come up on stage.”

With the host’s repeated request, I had no choice but to step onto the stage.

Thud!

For some reason, my footsteps echoed loudly in my ears.

“……”

With all eyes on me, and remembering that most of them belonged to the magic community, I couldn’t help but feel stifled.

“Phew, let’s get a grip.”

Shaking my head to refocus, I looked at the ‘Orb’ in my hand.

‘I’ve done all the preparation I can.’

I memorized the magic formulas and methods, and I had obtained the ‘Orb’ that allowed me to use mana. Though more time to catch my breath would have been nice, wishing for that now would be greed.

‘Even with more time, there wouldn’t be much else I could do.’

Of course, I might have practiced a few more times. But whether this succeeds or fails…

Now, I should only focus on casting the magic.

With my thoughts organized, I began to recall the formula and application method of the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’ that I had memorized tirelessly.

‘To form a ring of mana, I need to control the mana flow. If I can shape the rotating flow, the ring’s form will follow my imagination…’


Once I succeeded in creating one ring, I could slowly create the next and then another.

“……Let’s do this.”

Nodding firmly, I removed the gloves covering my hands.

One thing I discovered on the way here was that the ‘Orb’ needed direct skin contact to work.

Thus, with bare hands holding the ‘Orb’, I closed my eyes and concentrated.

Woooooong.

“Ugh!”

As if in response to my actions, the ‘Orb’ began to absorb mana.

With my eyes closed, I started to sense the flow according to the theory written in the book.

Around the center of my chest, slightly to the right of my heart, something was flowing.

‘Is this the flow of mana?’

Finally feeling the flow of mana, I began to focus.

And soon.

Ssshing!

‘Oh?!’

I could sense the mana flow that had been heading to the ‘Orb’ slightly tremble at my fingertips.

Though it was only a fleeting moment, I noticed a change and concentrated even more.

Eventually, the unidirectional mana began to slowly change its direction according to my will.

‘Got it!’

Having finally induced a change in the flow, I started shaping it into a circular form around the ‘Orb’ as I had memorized.

A round, fiery ring in my imagination. Thick, powerful, and emitting intense flames.

‘It has to be bigger and thicker than the rings in a circus that lions jump through.’

“……!”

Suddenly, the mana flowing towards the ‘Orb’ began to rush like crazy.

At that moment.

“It’s a ring of fire!”

I heard someone’s brief exclamation.

But I didn’t stop there.

‘One isn’t enough. The magic I need to cast is the Nine Rings of Fire.’

As I imagined nine rings in my mind and focused,

Swooooosh!

It felt as if my entire body was being pulled into the ‘Orb’.

“Huh!”

Feeling as though all my strength was being drained,

“It’s really nine rings of fire!”

“But are those fire rings normally that big and thick?”

Amid the astonished voices, I opened my eyes wide.

Right in front of me were…

Whoosh!

Nine huge, perfectly formed rings of fire, much larger and more impressive than I had imagined, burning intensely while connected.

Looking at them, I muttered without realizing it.

“I, I created this?”

Kamon Vade, no, Kang Hyunsoo’s first created magic.

It was the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’.

***

“……”

“……”

Despite the tremendous magic displayed before them, the audience remained silent, not easily opening their mouths.

The nine rings of fire adorning the stage were significant for many reasons.

At that moment.

Clap, clap, clap, clap!

“He really succeeded.”

The applause breaking the silence came with the voice of Saviel, the master of the magic tower.

Perhaps due to his reaction, others began to speak up one by one.

“Indeed. I can’t believe this is possible…”

“I’ve never seen such thick fire rings in my life. And to think a mere student created them.”

“He’s a freshman, too.”

With someone adding this information, others’ mouths gaped open in astonishment.

As the chatter grew, Saviel quietly whispered to Dean Elmon.

“Dean Elmon.”

“Yes, Master of the Tower. What is it?”

“What was the name of the student who performed the magic earlier?”

“It’s Kamon. He used to be the eldest son of the Vade Marquis family but was expelled and lost his name.”

“Ah, expelled from his family?”

Dean Elmon could somewhat grasp Saviel’s intention from his intrigued tone.

“He is an exceptionally talented individual with great potential in magic. However, he has some issues with his character and behavior, making it challenging to guide him at the academy.”

“Haha, if he has the skills, character flaws shouldn’t be a big problem, right?”

“Still, he is a student at our Imperial Academy, so we must do our best to teach him. If the opportunity arises, I’ll introduce him to you personally, Master Xavier.”

“Introduce him? There’s no need. Just…”

Saviel smiled faintly and shook his head at Dean Elmon’s suggestion.

He then pulled something from his pocket and handed it to the dean.

“If you get a chance, please give this to the student.”

“This, this is?”

Dean Elmon’s pupils widened at the sight of the small pendant emitting a blue glow.

“Such a precious item,

how could you give this to a mere student?”

“If a young mage, not yet twenty, can perfectly cast the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’, he certainly deserves to meet me.”

The pendant given by Saviel Partizan, one of the Seven Tables and master of the magic tower ‘Glagos’, was a kind of invitation, granting the holder the right to visit and have a private audience with him.

“Then I’ll see you at the banquet later, Dean Elmon.”

With his business concluded, Saviel Partizan left, while Dean Elmon stood there, dazed, holding the pendant he had received.
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While the academy’s researchers were dealing with a whirlwind of events, the atmosphere among the general public was more fervent than ever.

“This is incredible!”

“I’m so glad I came to watch. Wow, what is that magic?”

“Kamon Vade really deserves the title of a magic prodigy.”

“Prodigy? More like a monster!”

People couldn’t contain their amazement and admiration for Kamon Vade’s magical prowess.

Not far from there.

“You’ve found something quite amusing, my student.”

A sharp-eyed male professor, staring at the ‘Orb’ in Kamon Vade’s hand, muttered to himself. He adjusted his glasses and spoke to the female student standing next to him.

“Chelsea, it seems my time at the academy is becoming more enjoyable thanks to you. Should I be grateful?”

“No, Jamie—no, Jace.”

Correcting herself quickly, Chelsea addressed the male professor next to her, who was the disguised Jamie, the Tri-Color Mage.

“But…”

Jamie, watching the stage with satisfaction, frowned slightly and looked towards the VIP seats above.

“What are those vermin plotting up there?”

“Excuse me?”

“No, it seems those insignificant fools are coveting the prey I’ve already claimed.”

With a disdainful smile, Jamie’s expression made Chelsea tilt her head in confusion. However, Jamie, who had been staring at the VIP seats for a while, smirked and muttered to himself.

“A pendant, huh?”


As if fully understanding what was happening in the VIP seats, Jamie raised an eyebrow and spoke again.

“Does ‘Glagos’ dare covet my student? Ridiculous.”

Scoffing, Jamie turned to Chelsea and said.

“I’ve always taken care of those who touch my belongings. Should I deal with those bastards this time too?”

“Isn’t that a bit too much? After all, they are one of the Seven Tables.”

“What’s so great about the Seven Tables? Except for that damn blue old man, none of them are a big deal.”

Jamie spoke dismissively, then asked again.

“I’ve had my fun, so I’m leaving now. What about you, Chelsea?”

“Ah, I…”

Surprised by Jamie’s question, Chelsea glanced at the huge, dazzling Nine Rings of Fire still displayed on the stage, then nodded.

“I’ll go with you, Jace.”

“Alright, let’s go.”

Without any hesitation, Jamie turned and walked out, with Chelsea following closely behind.

As she walked, Chelsea kept glancing back at Kamon on the stage and the magic he had cast, the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’.

In her clear, transparent eyes, the nine flaming rings were beautifully etched.

And,

“Liar.”

Leaving only those words behind, Chelsea followed Jamie out of the seminar hall.

***

“Is it all over?”


Lying on the bed in my little hideout built just for me, I muttered quietly. Though I still felt like I was being chased or about to be engulfed by a huge wave whenever I closed my eyes, the only thing I saw now was the old ceiling, which seemed like it could collapse at any moment. But why did that sight make me feel so at ease?

“This is really home now.”

At some point, this dorm room had truly become my cozy haven.

Rustle.

Pulling the blanket up to my chin, I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Did I really use magic?”

The nine thick, giant rings that adorned the air. The fact that I created such a blazing spell still seemed unbelievable.

“Who would have thought I’d experience something like this at my age?”

It was like something out of a novel, comic, or animation, happening right in front of my eyes. And it was on a stage with many people watching…

“I didn’t even really notice that at the time.”

I was more worried about Professor Phelan harming me because I was late. I feared he might scold me or cause some trouble. But surprisingly, Professor Phelan didn’t do that.

“No, to be precise, he didn’t care about me at all.”

As soon as the seminar ended, he left laughing heartily.

Well, anyway.

“At least my life isn’t in danger now!”

Of course, it’s not entirely certain yet. Whether the ‘Orb’ will truly solve my fundamental problem and free me from the threat of death, or if I’ll be able to use this new power called magic, remains to be seen.

“At least I’ve done everything I can, right?”

I looked at the milky ‘Orb’ on the desk. Its glowing appearance made me smile.

“Anyway, I’ve made a new rich friend, Elliot, and got the ‘Orb’.”

Despite all the events and incidents, everything wrapped up nicely. Maybe it couldn’t have gone better for me…


“Sss. Usually, when things go too well, something bad happens.”

No, no. Let’s get rid of such negative thoughts.

Everything will be fine from now on.

“Phew, tomorrow I must meet Jamie first.”

Muttering to myself, I closed my eyes and drifted into a blissful sleep.

***

The next day.

At dawn, I visited Jamie with a light step, carefully presenting the ‘Orb’ and explaining its functions and my experiences.

“So this item has the effect of ‘Mana Drain,’ and using it, I was able to…”

“Alright, I understand what you’re saying, so take your time explaining. Shall we have some tea first?”

Jamie, smiling faintly, handed me a cup of warm tea.

“Oh, tea? Thank you.”

I liked the fragrant aroma, so I quickly took the cup she offered and sipped it.

“This is called an ‘Orb,’ and with it… huh?”

What is this? Why am I suddenly so sleepy?

Oh, no.

As I was being swallowed by a deep slumber, I caught a glimpse of Jamie’s face. Was she smiling?

“Take a good nap, my student.”

Damn it. I got fooled.

And I fell into a deep sleep.

Snap!

I woke up abruptly and sat up immediately.

I heard a familiar voice next to me.

“Are you awake?”

Jamie, with a gentle smile that resembled the Virgin Mary, asked as she looked at me. I felt a chill down my spine.

“What did you do to me? What did you give me?”

“I had some work to do.”

“Work…?”

I felt an oddly cold and empty sensation, and when I looked down, I noticed that my upper clothes had been removed.

“…!”

What the hell is this?

I quickly crossed my arms to cover myself and shouted at Jamie.

“Wh-what did you do to me?”

“You? What law says a student should address their teacher as ‘you’?”

Her soft voice and gentle words made me even more flustered.

“No, I mean…”

“Ha, just kidding. There’s no need to look so worried. I just checked your physical condition for a moment.”

“My… physical condition?”

“Yes. Since a guy who had his mana routes blocked suddenly used magic and collapsed, it was my duty as a teacher to check if there were any problems, don’t you think?”

“Ah.”

But couldn’t she just tell me and do it? Why use something like a sleeping drug to do it forcibly?

Although I still had unresolved questions, it seemed pointless to argue here and now.

“You could have just told me beforehand. I would have been more comfortable with it.”

“Really? So next time, will you let me check your body whenever I ask?”

Jamie’s eyes sparkled with a greedy look as she scanned me up and down, making me smile awkwardly.

“Ha, haha. Depends on the situation, right? It’s kind of awkward to show my body to others so easily.”

“Others? Hmm. Kamon, to you, am I just a complete stranger?”

Jamie responded with a seemingly hurt expression, making me wave my hands quickly.

“No, what I mean is…”

“Kekeke. Just kidding, just kidding. You’re quite fun to tease, Kamon.”

I squinted at Jamie as she giggled.

‘No matter how I look at it, it doesn’t seem like a joke.’

“Now that everything is done, stop the pointless talk and get dressed. And about the ‘Orb’ you brought.”

As she continued, I paused and listened attentively.

“Yes, please go ahead, teacher.”

“It’s quite an interesting item. But it seems it needs some research.”

“Re-research?”

“Yes. The mana that had accumulated in your body has been resolved. But using the ‘Orb’s’ mana drain feature to forcibly open your mana routes is very dangerous. You could end up hurting yourself more.”

Jamie explained in a slightly worried tone, then continued.

“So, we need to check how it draws out the mana.”

With a determined tone, Jamie’s demeanor clearly resembled a researcher deeply engrossed in magic.

“How long will the research take?”

“Well, we won’t know until we start.”

With a slight tilt of her head, Jamie’s words made my expression harden.

Even though Jamie was a great archmage, understanding and analyzing an artifact at once was impossible. But it mustn’t take too long.

“Will the research take long?”

“No, it shouldn’t take too long. I just need to verify a few things.”

“Really?!”

“But using the ‘Orb’ is another issue. We’ll need to modify it to suit your body’s condition.”

Nodding firmly, Jamie’s decisive tone made me smile brightly.

“Yes, of course, I understand.”

“Alright, then. There’s nothing more to discuss today, so you can leave.”

“Ah, yes. Understood.”

With her dismissal, I quickly stood up.

“Then I’ll come back later. Or just contact me when the research is done. I’ll come right away.”

“Alright, see you later.”

Jamie’s unusually kind smile gave me a slight sense of unease

.

‘Well, it should be fine.’

With that thought, I left without hesitation.

Squeak, bang!

“Now I just need to wait.”

As I thought last night, solving all my problems now was just a matter of time.

***

“He’s quite cute.”

Staring at the closed door, Jamie giggled as she recalled the small mark on the back of Kamon Vade’s neck.

“Kekeke, I won’t let anyone take what’s mine.”
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Click, click, click.

“Greetings, Your Highness.”

“Greetings, Your Highness! It’s been a while.”

“Where are you headed?”

As Princess Francia slowly walked, many students gathered around her, greeting her warmly. She responded to each one with a bright smile.

“Hello, Lady Wikran.”

“Indeed. I almost forgot what you looked like.”

“I just finished my class and was heading back to my dormitory.”

No matter what anyone said, she was someone who always drew everyone’s attention wherever she went. She lived constantly in their gaze, always maintaining the demeanor of a kind, diligent, and exemplary noblewoman. She was the only member of the royal family currently at Flance Imperial Academy.

“See you next time.”

“Let’s have a meal together soon.”

“See you in class later.”

Princess Francia continued to greet everyone with a smile covering her face.

Click, click, click.

“You did well today.”

She whispered to herself, quietly praising her efforts.

“The air is nice, the atmosphere isn’t bad. Oh? Is there a breeze?”

Whiiiiish!

As a cool, gentle breeze blew, Princess Francia smiled softly. With a lighter heart and step than ever, she headed towards her dormitory. At that moment, she overheard a conversation.


“So, it was all just rumors?”

“Yeah, we confirmed everything. Didn’t you see? That magic was amazing.”

“Who said Kamon Vade couldn’t use magic? Whoever spread that rumor went too far.”

“Exactly. I want to see that guy’s face.”

A little distance from the laughing group, Princess Francia suddenly stopped in her tracks, biting her lower lip hard.

‘Kamon Vade.’

Recalling the name of someone she never wanted to see again, the happiness she had felt moments ago vanished completely.

Click! Click!

With a hardened expression, she walked quickly and firmly to her destination.

A little later, she stood face-to-face with a group.

“So, everything you told me was a lie?”

“N-no, Your Highness, that’s not—”

The ones she had summoned were Sol Crensh and his friends, who had recently spread the rumor that Kamon Vade might not be able to use magic—the Monster Trio.

“Sigh, never mind. I didn’t trust you from the beginning anyway.”

With a sigh and a shake of her head, Princess Francia spoke. The Monster Trio, with expressions of deep regret, bowed their heads.

“We’re sorry, Your Highness. We truly believed that guy had lost his ability to use magic.”

“But then he showed off an incredible spell in front of all those people?”

“Th-that was…”

“The only reason I listened to you was to verify the truth for myself.”

Her words made it clear she hadn’t been fooled by them, but rather was checking the facts. The Monster Trio reacted immediately.


“O-of course. You did the right thing, Your Highness.”

“You’re very wise, Princess!”

With awkward smiles and flattering words, they tried to appease her, but Princess Francia’s expression twisted slightly.

“No, that’s not why I brought this up!”

“Ah!”

“Sorry.”

“Enough with the useless talk.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Understood.”

“Anyway, since you were the source of those rumors, Kamon Vade might come after you soon.”

“W-what?”

“W-what do you mean by that?”

Crollin and Mork were shocked, but Sol, the leader, quickly understood.

“Princess, what do you need us to do? We are ready to do anything for you!”

With a resolute tone, Sol spoke up, and Crollin and Mork quickly followed suit.

“Yes, just give us orders.”

“Anything you need, Princess!”

For the first time, Princess Francia smiled faintly at their eager responses.

“Do you mean it?”

“Absolutely, we are sincere!”


“Just give the order.”

“Good, then.”

Nodding, Princess Francia continued.

“Remember, this isn’t an order from me.”

“…?”

“From now on, I want you to monitor Kamon Vade’s every move. What he does, who he meets—report everything to me.”

“W-what?”

They looked confused, not understanding her request. Seeing this, Princess Francia sighed again.

“Sigh, forget it. Just pretend I didn’t say anything…”

“N-no, no. We are perfect for this job. Leave it to us, Princess. We’ll investigate and report everything about Kamon.”

Realizing the seriousness in Sol’s voice, Crollin and Mork quickly agreed.

“Of course, we are good at this.”

“No need to worry!”

Though still unconvincing, Princess Francia nodded and spoke again.

“Remember, this is something you’re doing on your own, understand?”

“Yes, of course. This is just something we’re doing because we dislike Kamon. Don’t worry, Your Highness!”

***

Click, click, click.

Francia was returning to her dormitory, her mind heavy with the recent encounter. As she walked, she overheard a conversation about Kamon Vade’s magic demonstration. Biting her lip in frustration, she quickened her pace and sought out Sol Crensh and his friends.

“So, you lied to me.”

“N-no, Your Highness. We truly thought he couldn’t use magic.”

“Sigh, I never trusted you anyway.”

Princess Francia sighed, acknowledging that she had only used their information to verify the truth. She instructed them to monitor Kamon Vade and report back to her, a task they eagerly accepted.

“Remember, this isn’t an order from me.”

“Understood, Your Highness. We’ll do it because we dislike Kamon.”

Princess Francia walked away, her mind still troubled, but determined to keep a close watch on Kamon Vade.

Nodding slightly at Sol’s response, Princess Francia gave a brief answer.

“Good, that’s all. You may go now.”

“Then we’ll see you next time.”

As she watched the Monster Trio bow politely and exit, Princess Francia let out a frustrated sigh.

“Ha, really.”

Though she didn’t trust them at all, she had decided to use them since the situation had unfolded this way.

“After all, they can’t defy my words.”

She would use them as much as she could.

“…….”

Her thoughts returned to Kamon Vade, who had successfully cast powerful magic on stage.

“Tsk!”

She clicked her tongue and furrowed her brow unconsciously.

“Let’s see how long you can keep this up.”

One way or another, she would make sure he was expelled from the academy.

She would do it herself!

* * *

I had visited the academy administration office for the first time in a while and was staring at the paper in front of me, lost in thought.

“Why is my schedule such a mess?”

As soon as the weekend ended, the second semester would begin. Normally, I would have chosen my subjects and classes for the second semester much earlier, but…

‘Where have you been all vacation?’

The annoyed voice of the academy staff left me bowing my head in apology. I had spent the entire vacation outside the academy to obtain the ‘Orb,’ missing the appropriate timing for class selection.

The only silver lining was that the core general education courses for first-year students were automatically registered.

The problem was…

‘The class times are all over the place.’

My schedule was filled with core subjects like ‘Magic Studies,’ ‘Swordsmanship,’ ‘Dungeon Studies,’ ‘Basic Ethics,’ and ‘Imperial History.’

And each class…

“Swordsmanship is on Monday and Friday mornings, Dungeon Studies on Monday through Thursday afternoons, Magic Studies on Wednesday and Thursday mornings, and Imperial History is on Monday and Thursday late afternoons to evenings?”

In addition to these, there were other courses like Herbology and Potion Making scattered throughout the week.

There was no day off, and the free periods between classes were terribly placed.

“Ha, seriously…”

As I stared at my chaotic schedule, feeling like I was back in my college days, a voice pierced my thoughts.

“Don’t be late next time.”

“Yes, I understand.”

I responded absentmindedly to the academy staff’s sharp voice and walked away, mentally exhausted.

“It would be so much easier if they were all lumped together… Ah, exam time is going to be hell.”

Shaking my head at the thought of exams, I tore my eyes away from the schedule.

“Well, it’s too late to change it now. Let’s just go.”

As I neared my dormitory.

“Kamon?”

I turned at the familiar voice from behind to see someone waving at me—someone I wasn’t too happy to see.

“Hello… caretaker.”

It was the maid who managed my dormitory.

“Hello, Kamon.”

She greeted me with a polite bow and continued speaking.

“I was just about to visit your room, but I’m glad I ran into you here.”

“Visit me? Why?”

Instinctively, I looked at her with wary eyes. Every time she sought me out, something seemed to go wrong or some incident happened. I had developed a habit of being cautious around her.

But then I thought, ‘Surely nothing will happen again, right? And even if something does happen, I can deal with it. I’ve handled tough situations before.’

I was different now from the old Kang Hyunsoo, or rather, Kamon Vade.

With that thought, I relaxed my guard and asked in a softer tone.

“Is there a problem?”

She smiled gently at me.

“Not a problem, per se… I was looking for you because your tuition and dormitory fees for the second semester haven’t been paid yet.”

“Tuition and dormitory fees?”

“Yes, you need to pay the full amount before the next semester starts to attend classes and stay in the dormitory.”

Money, suddenly?

Though taken aback by the unexpected news, I quickly gathered myself. In the past, I would have despaired or screamed silently in such a situation, but things were different now.

“Kamon?”

“So I need to pay the tuition and dormitory fees before the weekend ends, right?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Where do I pay? Can I give the money to you?”

“Yes, you can give it to me, or pay directly at the administration office.”

“Got it. See you later, caretaker.”

She tilted her head slightly and made a curious comment as I walked away.

“Hmm, you seem very different now, Kamon.”

“Excuse me? Suddenly?”

“Goodbye, Kamon.”

With a light farewell, I quickly moved away from the caretaker.

Squeak, bang!

Back in my dorm room, I climbed onto the bed and reached up to the ceiling. I inserted my fingers into a small gap and removed a wooden panel. I quickly pulled out a small box with a lock hidden there and opened it carefully.

Squeak.

From the box spilled a bright white light.

“Yes, this is it.”

Inside was the large diamond necklace I had received (or more accurately, was gifted) from Diana Fren.

I hadn’t expected to use it this quickly…

“This kind of bad luck is nothing now.”

Having endured so much absurd misfortune, I had developed a significant resilience. It would take much more to shake me now.

“See, it’s good to have things saved up for moments like this.”

I praised my past self for deciding to take Diana Fren’s necklace.

“Great, I’ve even found connections to fence the stolen goods, so let’s get this over with quickly.”

Muttering to myself, I set out to find someone who could help me.
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Late at night, as if meeting for a secret deal, I quietly showed the diamond necklace to Elliot, keeping an eye on our surroundings.

“You want me to convert this into cash?”

He stared at the necklace in the box for a moment, his eyes widening in surprise, then looked at me with a slightly dazed expression.

“Where did you get this?”

“Um? Well, of course, I… No, but why? Do we need to prove acquisition for fencing stolen goods these days?”

“No, it’s not that.”

Elliot, with a slightly trembling voice, continued to look back and forth between me and the necklace.

“This is Diana’s.”

“What?”

How did he know?

Well, considering a necklace with such a large and prominent diamond, it might be quite famous.

“Really? I just happened to find it by chance in Vico. I thought it was one of Drante’s treasures.”

I muttered, pretending not to know, but Elliot kept scratching his head nervously, unable to take his eyes off the necklace.

“So, can you sell it or not? Just tell me that.”

“No.”

Elliot replied firmly and continued.

“Kamon, I think you should return this necklace to Diana immediately.”

“Huh? Why suddenly?”

Frowning, I asked, and Elliot explained in a slightly trembling voice.


“This is called the ‘Tears of Elune,’ an incredible treasure with only one in existence on the entire continent. Moreover…”

After pausing for a moment, Elliot nodded as if making a decision and continued.

“Although not my mother, it’s the only keepsake left by Diana’s mother, who has already passed away.”

“What? A keepsake?”

“Yeah. When our father met Diana’s mother, he got it as a gift for her. So, Diana probably holds it dear.”

Thud!

“Elliot, take this!”

I quickly shoved the box into Elliot’s hands.

“Why would I take it? You found it, Kamon!”

Refusing the box, Elliot raised his hands, leaving me no choice but to close my eyes tightly.

‘Damn, did it come to this?’

Even if Diana is an insane lunatic, if it’s her deceased mother’s keepsake…

‘She’ll probably flip the world upside down to find it.’

If she finds out I’m the one who stole it?

…I’d have to hide forever. Selling it is out of the question.

“Elliot, keep this a secret that I have it. Got it?”

“What? You’re not going to return it? If Diana finds out, you’re really…”

“I said, got it?”

“Yeah, okay. I get it. It’s a secret.”

Looking a bit disappointed, he sighed and continued.


“But are you sure you can keep it hidden? If that crazy woman really looks for it, she’ll find out soon enough. No one else knows?”

“……”

After staring at me for a moment, Elliot sighed deeply.

“Okay. It’s your choice. Just know that you’ll have to bear the consequences.”

“Of course. I’ll take full responsibility, so don’t worry. Anyway…”

Having settled the issue of Diana’s diamond necklace, I changed the subject.

“Elliot, can you lend me some money right now?”

“Money? Why suddenly?”

Elliot asked, tilting his head in confusion, and I explained my current situation.

“I need money for next semester’s tuition and dorm fees. I don’t have any spare cash right now, so I’m hoping to borrow it. It’s not a big deal for you, right?”

Considering Elliot was a candidate heir of the continent’s largest merchant guild and part of an immensely wealthy family known as the Golden King, the tuition and dorm fees for a semester should be pocket change…

“Uh… Kamon.”

What? Why that expression?

“Didn’t I tell you yet?”

Elliot’s face darkened suddenly, and a sense of foreboding washed over me.

“Tell me what?”

“I’ve been disinherited.”

“What?!”

The unexpected news made me jump in shock.

I finally thought I had a wealthy friend…


And now he’s disinherited?

“Due to the failure in Vico, both Diana and I are banned from using family and guild funds.”

“Banned?”

“Yeah, we can’t use any funds. Everything is completely seized.”

Elliot replied with a bitter smile, leaving me stunned.

He continued, patting me lightly on the shoulder.

“Well, it’s not just me. Diana also got hit, so it’s not that bad. Actually, it’s a bit satisfying, seeing her get a taste of her own medicine…”

Elliot then said in a slightly resentful tone.

“Kamon, don’t look at me like that. I’m fine. Just because I don’t have money doesn’t mean I can’t live. You don’t have to worry about me.”

No, it’s not about you.

I’m worried about myself, you idiot!

“If Diana had taken my inheritance, things would be much worse. At least I get a living allowance every month. That’s more than enough.”

Elliot, you might be satisfied with that, but I’m not.

It’s far from enough, extremely insufficient!

I don’t have money to pay for tuition, what’s there to be satisfied about?

“Phew.”

For a moment, I felt my mental state waver slightly, but I shook my head firmly and took a deep breath to regain my focus.

‘It’s fine. It’s not like there was only one way.’

In the past, I would have cursed the world for screwing me over again.

But now, things are different.

“Okay, got it. Elliot, let’s meet again later.”

“Huh? Suddenly? You’re just leaving like this?”

“Yeah, I have something I need to do right now.”

* * *

It was an early weekend morning, and the surroundings were eerily quiet.

“Phew, this won’t be easy, will it?”

Even though I had spent a lot of time thinking and planning, the outcome was still uncertain.

‘But I have no choice.’

If things continued like this, I would be expelled from the academy before I knew it.

Thump, thump!

Without hesitation, I knocked on the closed door.

“Who is it? I don’t remember inviting anyone at this hour.”

There was a hint of irritation in the voice of the person disturbed from their weekend morning.

I knocked again, harder.

Thump, thump!

“Whoever you are, wait a moment!”

Soon after, with a loud creak, the door opened, revealing an old man with a bald head and a flushed face.

“Kamon? What are you doing here?”

“Good morning, Professor Phelan. I apologize for the early visit. I have a favor to ask.”

“A favor?”

“Yes, a favor.”

I nodded, and Professor Phelan looked at me with a deep, contemplative gaze.

“So, should I let a student who suddenly shows up on a weekend morning into my house? Why?”

‘As expected, he’s grumbling.’

I had anticipated this and prepared accordingly.

“Yes, of course. I believe you would let anyone in, Professor. After all, you are renowned for your hospitality, saying, ‘Even if a guest has sinned, hospitality should remain blameless,’ as you wrote in your book.”

It was written in his own book, so he couldn’t easily refute it.

I feared I might be too blatant, but knowing Professor Phelan’s character, who valued his honor and reputation, it was more likely to please him.

“Hmm.”

Sure enough, I saw the corners of Professor Phelan’s mouth twitch slightly.

‘Got him. It worked.’

“Well, it seems you’ve read my book, so come on in.”

He moved aside to make space for me to enter, and I quickly walked past him into the house.

Thud!

“This way.”

It looked like Professor Phelan had been enjoying breakfast, as the table was set with a steaming cup of tea and some light pastries.

“Sit on the sofa.”

He gestured lightly with his hand and walked toward the kitchen, speaking again.

“Do you need anything to drink?”

“No, I’m fine.”

“Good. I didn’t feel like making a new pot of tea anyway.”

Returning from the kitchen, Professor Phelan began adding a bit of milk to his steaming tea and stirred it with a spoon, looking at me intently.

“So, what kind of favor would make you visit me so early on a weekend? Sigh.”

Muttering in a disgruntled voice, Professor Phelan paused and sighed deeply.

“So, why did you come to see me?”

Realizing it was finally time, I took a deep breath and answered.

“Well, you see…”

“Yes?”

“I need money urgently.”

“What? Money?”

“Yes, I need to pay for next semester’s tuition and dorm fees, but I don’t have the money right now.”

I explained quickly, but Professor Phelan’s expression remained incredulous.

‘This is the crucial moment.’

I continued my explanation without stopping.

“If I can’t pay the tuition, I will be expelled from the academy. Although I’ve already been disowned by my family, and it wouldn’t be particularly shameful or regrettable to leave the academy, there’s something that bothers me.”

“Bothers you?”

“Yes. As someone who represented the academy’s magic society and demonstrated magic at the seminar, if news spreads that I was expelled because I couldn’t pay my tuition…”

I trailed off, watching Professor Phelan’s reaction. He seemed to be getting drawn into my story, shaking his head vehemently.

“No, that can’t happen!”

‘Perfect, that’s the reaction I need.’

With Professor Phelan reacting as expected, I hardened my expression and continued.

“Yes, I was worried that this situation might damage your reputation, even though it’s not your fault. That’s why, shamelessly, I came to you for help.”

“…….”

‘It’s working, he’s thinking about it.’

Giving him a moment to process, I saw his eyes flash with fierce anger—not at me, but at the situation.

When Professor Phelan’s face turned bright red, I seized the opportunity.

“So, Professor Phelan, I was hoping you could cover my tuition and dorm fees for next semester. Could you help me?”

“Hahaha, so that’s the problem.”

Despite his face looking like it was about to burst, he laughed heartily and downed his tea.

Gulp!

“Alright, I’ll solve that problem for you.”

“Really? Thank you…”

“But!”

Interrupting me, he spoke in a loud voice, his face still flushed.

“I believe you understand what it means to accept my help.”

Click.

He stared at me intensely, almost threateningly, as he set down his teacup and spoke again.

“So, don’t disappoint me in the future.”

His low warning made me nod quickly.

“Thank you, Professor Phelan. I will…”

“Enough, you can leave now!”

His voice filled with irritation, he dismissed me.

“Yes, I’ll take my leave then!”

Squeak, thud!

After some time had passed and I had walked a fair distance from the faculty residences.

“Wow, it really worked?”

I muttered in a low voice, then lifted my head, a wide grin spreading across my face as I shouted.

“Haha, I did it!”

It was pure joy and triumph, bubbling up from within.

Regardless of my relationship with Professor Phelan, I had achieved my goal!
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“Payment confirmed.”

The favor I had asked of Professor Phelan was surprisingly fulfilled within the day. I received news through the maid that both my tuition and dorm fees for the next semester had been fully covered by the scholarship fund of Flance Imperial Academy.

“See? It worked out. It was faster than I expected, though…”

Of course, there might be some future issues regarding my relationship with Professor Phelan. But ultimately, if the result is good, nothing else matters.

And it’s not an immediate problem!

“Phew, tomorrow really is the start of a new semester.”

Technically, it was the third semester of the first year, the last of my freshman year at the academy. It felt like a long time had passed, but in reality, it hadn’t been that long.

It just felt long because so many things had happened since I woke up and came here.

“But Kamon Vade, that bastard, really was something. How did he manage to gain such a notorious reputation in just two semesters?”

Actually, it wasn’t even two full semesters. He had committed all sorts of misdeeds and even attacked the princess before the first semester was half over, resulting in his suspension.

Of course, it was due to the author’s forced settings to advance the plot, but now in this fully realized world, Kamon Vade’s actions had become real events.

“Enough. As I’m starting fresh, I should have a new mindset as well. Let’s enjoy this life as a student in a fantasy world.”

Since entering Flance Imperial Academy, my life had been a series of desperate survival attempts.

“Now, I just need to live quietly and comfortably until the end of this novel.”

If I stay put, the protagonist Kyle will take care of all the conspiracies and evil deeds, even dealing with the Demon King.

“…….”

Probably?

I mean, I did get transmigrated before the novel concluded, but what could possibly go wrong?

So, I just need to…


“Lie here and get a good night’s sleep.”

With that thought, I ended the last day of the vacation.

* * *

“Such a perfect day.”

Maybe it was because it was the first day of the new semester, or perhaps my mood was much more stable and cheerful than usual. For some reason, the weather outside seemed incredibly bright and beautiful.

After quickly getting ready and stepping outside, I saw the dormitory hallway already bustling with students.

“Did you hear the news?”

“First day, and we have swordsmanship class?”

“I’m starving, let’s go eat.”

They gathered in groups, chatting and moving around. The atmosphere was lively and full of youthful energy.

‘Why do I feel like an old man?’

I shook my head to rid myself of such unnecessary thoughts.

When I reached the first floor, where most people gathered, I saw a notice posted by the dormitory manager.

There will be a dormitory-wide cleaning session every afternoon and evening during the first week of the semester. A schedule will be posted, so please make sure to attend. Those who do not attend without a valid reason will face penalties.

– Manager –

“Uh? Cleaning?”

I tilted my head, observing the mood.

“Ugh, cleaning again?”

“They do this at the start of every semester. At least it’s only for one day.”

“But I don’t like anyone coming into my room. Shouldn’t we clean our own rooms?”

“Dude, just hide your weird stuff beforehand. Don’t get caught and become a rumor.”


“What? Only someone like you would have stuff to hide. I have nothing like that!”

“Yeah, sure, whatever.”

Listening to the noisy conversation about the cleaning, I nodded.

‘It’s just a regular cleaning session.’

It didn’t seem like anything unusual.

But wait.

‘People coming into my room?’

What about the mini-fridge and the food stash?

Should I hide them?

I found myself empathizing with the students who joked about hiding things.

‘Why should anyone else come into my room to clean?’

My designated cleaning time was Thursday evening.

Growl.

“First, let’s get some food.”

Trying to stay positive, I headed to the cafeteria for breakfast.

“What’s on the menu today? Oh, meat for breakfast? Not bad.”

By now, I was very familiar with the cafeteria. Smiling at the delicious smell, I muttered to myself.

After quickly grabbing my food, I looked around for a place to sit.

“Hmmm.”

Since it was the first day of the new semester, the cafeteria was packed with students. Unlike my first day here, there weren’t many people staring at me.


‘Well, I guess they’ve gotten used to seeing me.’

Clang!

I found a suitable spot and put my tray down.

I could feel the students at the table looking at me.

‘This table is mine now.’

Come on, move.

I want to eat alone.

But.

“So, what did you do during the break?”

“Really? That sounds awesome.”

Surprisingly, they didn’t move away or avoid me.

‘What’s going on?’

The situation was completely different from what I expected, leaving me momentarily baffled.

‘I guess they’ve really gotten used to me?’

I mumbled to myself but couldn’t feel upset about it.

In fact, it was a good thing.

‘Yeah, it’s nice not to feel like a zoo monkey anymore.’

Feeling a mix of slight annoyance and relief, I decided to focus on eating and picked up my utensils.

Just then.

“Kamon.”

Clang!

“Seriously, again?”

Just like the first time I visited the cafeteria, Kyle approached and sat in front of me. I sighed deeply.

“Is it okay if I sit here with you?”

“…….”

“If I say no, will you actually leave?”

“Haha, you’re so witty, Kamon. I knew you’d joke.”

Laughing brightly, Kyle’s response made me scream internally.

‘Why even ask if you’re not going to listen?!’

Despite the sudden rise in irritation, I shook my head.

‘Phew. No need to get annoyed.’

“So, can I sit, Kamon?”

Hearing Kyle call my name again, I waved my hand dismissively and answered irritably.

“Do whatever you want.”

“Thanks. Enjoy your meal, Kamon.”

As always, with a friendly smile, Kyle began eating his food. Then.

“Oh, right. I heard you were amazing at the seminar! Everyone’s talking about it, Kamon.”

“What?”

“And that orb you had, what was that? It was fascinating, sucking up all the mana instantly…”

“Hey, Kyle.”

“Yeah?”

Kyle tilted his head with a bright expression, and I couldn’t help but frown.

“What are you doing?”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“I mean, we’re not exactly on friendly terms to be chatting and eating together like this.”

Kyle tilted his head again, then smiled slightly and asked, “Why? Is there a problem with us eating together?”

“It’s just that…”

“If it’s because of Diana, don’t worry about it. I was just following a job then.”

Don’t give me that crap. Who was the one threatening to cut me down back then?!

“The job’s over, and I have no other connections with her. So there’s no need for us to feel awkward or argue.”

Kyle continued to explain earnestly, then looked away and added, “Besides, I lost fair and square that time because I was careless. I’m not going to hold it against you.”

“What?”

“Whether it was a trap or not, I got caught because I was lacking. So we’re even now, right?”

“Even?”

Kyle’s cheerful demeanor left me dumbfounded.

Sure, from my perspective, I should be grateful that you think that way. But frankly, I have no intention of fighting you.

“By the way, can you really cast the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’? Everyone says it’s a really difficult spell…”

Kyle kept talking, a broad smile on his face.

“I mean, to have that kind of skill, no wonder you did so well against Diana…”

“Can you just shut up and eat?”

“Oh, sorry. Yeah, let’s eat first.”

Kyle nodded, agreeing, and started eating. After a few bites, he spoke again.

“By the way, Kamon, our first class is the same, right?”

“What?”

“The swordsmanship class. With Professor Serian.”

I quickly checked my schedule in my bag and saw that it indeed listed a Professor Serian.

‘Damn, why do I have to take a swordsmanship class as a magician? And with him, of all people…!’

I internally screamed, but who was I to blame? I didn’t make the schedule.

‘Damn it! Did this really snowball like this?’

“So let’s go to our first class together, Kamon.”

“No. Why would I?”

“Come on, it’ll be fine. We can go right after breakfast.”

“…….”

Why would I go to class with you?

* * *

“See? It was good to come together.”

Kyle’s cheerful comment made me frown again.

‘Isn’t this a bit too much, damn it?’

“Today, we will start with a one-on-one sparring session with your assigned partner. Don’t hold back just because you’re familiar with each other; show your full abilities.”

Professor Serian’s voice echoed as I covered my face with both hands.

‘Damn it. What is this?’

“Let’s do our best, Kamon.”

Kyle said, oblivious to my turmoil. I gritted my teeth.

The weather was beautiful and dazzling in the morning, but now…

“Good my ass. It’s hot as hell.”

Then, Professor Serian announced the start of the match.

“Alright, begin—”

Before he even finished his sentence, Kyle’s wooden sword was already hovering above my head.

“I won, right?”

Damn it. I almost got hit!

“Pr-Professor, I surrender!”

Trying my best to hide my trembling voice, I raised my hand.

“Alright. Kyle, Kamon, your match is over. Everyone else, continue!”

Professor Serian’s indifferent tone made me glance at Kyle and mutter,

“Can you move that already?”

“Oh, right. Sorry!”

Kyle hurriedly withdrew the wooden sword from above my head.

Meanwhile,

“Hiya!”

“Take this!”

Swish, thud!

All around us, students were still clashing in their matches. Chelsea, who retained the top spot in our grade, moved almost like the wind.

‘She’s impressive, too.’

Watching the other matches, I quietly made my way to a distant chair and sat down.

Thud!

Kyle, of course, followed me quickly.

Can’t you just leave me alone?

“Want something to drink, Kamon?”

“No.”

Can’t you just leave?

While internally complaining about Kyle, he suddenly said something unexpected.

“It was a surprise, though.”

“……?”

“I didn’t expect you to take a swordsmanship class, Kamon. You didn’t take it last semester.”

“Oh, that’s…”

‘The administration added it for me.’

…was something I couldn’t say.

I missed the course selection deadline because I was busy chasing the ‘Orb.’

Phew, this is my burden to bear.

“Still, this class can be fun. Even if your talent lies in magic, you might discover a hidden talent for swordsmanship. Professor Serian is a great instructor. Do your best this semester.”

“…….”

Yeah, mind your own business.

I stayed silent, listening to Kyle’s well-meaning but intrusive advice.

After the exhausting swordsmanship class, we headed to our next class.

“Glad to see you again, Kamon. Everyone, take your seats. The class is starting.”

It was Professor Delon’s Dungeon Studies class.

“Since we haven’t met for weeks, let’s start by reviewing last semester’s content. Dungeon mana conversion operates on [SΩT±V㍶ψ].”

Here we go again, another incomprehensible lecture.

Then, in the evening,

“Welcome to Imperial History class. Through this course, we’ll explore the founding, growth, crises, and triumphs of the Flance Empire, learning how our current empire was formed and has evolved.”

I nearly fell asleep just listening to the introduction.

Thud.

“Ah, finally over.”

I collapsed onto my bed, mumbling tiredly.

Physically, I was exhausted. But it was almost miraculous to think I was back to living a student’s life.

“Maybe this isn’t so bad after all.”

My life satisfaction wasn’t extraordinarily high or anything, but it was enough to think I could manage this for a few years.

After organizing my thoughts, I prepared for bed, looking out at the dark sky through my window.

“I hope the weather is nice tomorrow, too.”
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Since it was the first week of the semester, most of the students were bustling around, chatting with their friends.

“Did you hear about that?”

“Oh, I already miss the vacation.”

“Should we just skip class today?”

Unlike them, I didn’t have anyone to hang out with or any particular interest in others, so I always attended classes or moved around alone.

Then, at some point.

“Hmm?”

Seeing a familiar face, I immediately approached him.

“Bren!”

“Huh, Kamon?”

Bren, responding with an awkward expression, quickly had my arm slung over his shoulder.

Thud!

Having not seen Bren even once during the break, he seemed to have gained a bit of weight, as if he had been eating well.

“What’s this? Bren, where have you been hiding all this time?”

“Huh? Oh, I was just in the dorm.”

“Really? Then why did you gain weight? You must’ve been really comfortable.”

“Yeah, I guess?”

“Hey, no matter how much you like staying in, friends should at least see each other’s faces.”

“Uh?”


“So, how was the Magic Society Seminar? They said they wanted to see you.”

“Oh, yeah. I saw it.”

“Oh, really? Did you enjoy it?”

“Yeah.”

Seeing Bren nodding in response, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“How was it? Your big bro’s amazing performance, huh? It was incredible, right?”

Proudly asking, Bren nodded vigorously.

“Yeah, it was really amazing. The way you performed magic so perfectly, it was truly impressive.”

“Huh?”

I had exaggerated a bit to ease Bren’s awkwardness, but his compliment made me feel a bit embarrassed.

I rubbed my nose and continued talking.

“Ahem, yeah, I guess I do have some talent.”

“……”

Bren, who had been watching me silently, slowly opened his mouth.

“Kamon, by the way.”

“Huh? What is it, Bren?”

“If you’re so good at magic, why did you ask me to teach you back then?”

“Huh?”

Momentarily at a loss for words, I quickly tried to come up with an excuse.

“Well, you see, that was because…”


“Actually, a few people recently asked me if you really couldn’t use magic.”

“What?”

Bren’s serious tone left me speechless.

“I told them no. That time you asked me to teach you magic, Kamon… it was just to mess with me.”

“Hey, Bren. That’s not true at all!”

I waved my hands frantically, denying it, but Bren’s eyes were resolute.

“No, it’s okay. It wasn’t the first time it happened, and others did it too, so I can understand. But…”

Bren’s expression wavered slightly as he continued in a trembling voice.

“If you keep treating me like this, I don’t know what to do. I just…”

“I can’t use magic.”

“Friend… What?”

“It’s true, Bren. I can’t use magic right now. According to experts, my mana routes are all blocked.”

I confessed everything to Bren.

“Mana routes?”

“Yeah. Because of that, I can’t feel the mana around me, and I can’t properly use magic.”

“You’re lying. Then what about at the seminar…”

“Did you see the orb I was holding?”

“Huh? Yeah, I saw it…”

“With that, I can forcibly open my mana routes. It was risky, but thanks to it, I successfully performed the magic demonstration.”

“……”


Despite my explanation, Bren still looked at me with disbelief.

“Bren, whether you believe me or not is entirely up to you. But I want you to know that I’m telling you a truth I haven’t told anyone else.”

I sighed and nodded.

“Whew. Honestly, I wouldn’t believe it either. But if you want, I can show you later…”

Just as my tongue started to loosen and I kept adding words,

“Okay, I believe you.”

“Huh?”

“I believe you.”

Bren nodded lightly.

“Kamon, you said we’re friends, right? Friends just go along with things like this.”

Thud!

“You little rascal!”

I instinctively pulled Bren into a headlock.

“I spoil you, and you start acting tough. What, friends?!”

“Ow, ow! Kamon, that hurts! It hurts!”

I tightened my arm even more, but couldn’t help but chuckle.

‘What the hell am I doing?’

Honestly, it was embarrassing.

I was flustered by Bren’s words for a moment.

I hadn’t told him the truth.

‘Yeah, friends should be honest with each other.’

As I continued holding Bren in a headlock,

“Kamon!”

A familiar voice called out from a distance.

“Elliot?”

“What are you doing there? Are you guys fighting?”

“Huh? No, it’s not like that!”

I immediately let go of Bren’s neck and shook my head.

“Keek, kek. I thought I was going to suffocate and die.”

Bren spoke while coughing repeatedly.

My new friend, Elliot, alternately looked at me and Bren with a confused expression.

“We were just joking around as friends. Ha, hahaha.”

“What? Friends?”

My awkward laughter prompted Elliot to respond in a peculiar tone.

* * *

“Bren, did you hear what’s for dinner tonight?”

“Huh? I haven’t heard yet, senior.”

“It’s steak and chicken. Let’s wreck the dining hall tonight.”

“Wow, awesome. All the chicken is mine.”

“Hey, what’s with the chicken? If you’re a man, you should go for the steak!”

“I think the chicken tastes better.”

“What? Bren, what kind of nonsense is that?”

These guys, making so much noise without including me… Yeah, that’s right. It was Bren and Elliot.

The two had gotten close much faster than I expected after meeting through me.

I don’t know how much time has passed for them to become this friendly already.

“Kamon. Do you prefer steak or chicken?”

“Isn’t it obviously steak?”

How would I know which one tastes better, chicken or steak? I slowly shook my head, watching them argue so freely.

“Sigh.”

“Ah, senior Elliot. Kamon is struggling because you keep forcing him.”

“What? Forcing? When did I?”

“Just now. You were gaslighting him, saying steak is the best.”

“Ga-gaslighting?!”

Bren seemed to have become less timid after befriending Elliot.

Of course, he still seemed unaware that Elliot was a candidate to inherit the Fren Merchant Guild.

Well, that’s something for them to sort out.

“Hey, if you guys are going to chat so noisily, just leave. I, a poor commoner, need to go nibble on some bread.”

“No, it’s not like that.”

“Ka-Kamon. Sorry.”

Elliot and Bren reacted strongly to my joke.

I burst out laughing and waved my hand.

“It’s a joke, a joke. Why are you taking it so seriously?”

“Huh? Oh, it was a joke.”

“That kind of joke isn’t funny, Kamon Vade.”

Muttering that, Elliot soon looked at me and spoke.

“Kamon, so are you going to keep eating alone?”

“Well, mostly. Sometimes I get unwanted guests.”

“Unwanted guests?”

“Ah, there’s such a thing.”

I vaguely answered and then asked Bren.

“Bren, what’s your afternoon class today?”

“Um, rhetoric and magic circle studies.”

“Wow, tough ones. Especially rhetoric, it’s really a headache. I thought my head was going to explode when I took it last year.”

“You took rhetoric too, senior? Then maybe…”

Bren looked at Elliot with sparkling eyes, and he nodded with a meaningful smile.

“Of course, junior Bren. There’s always a record somewhere. Haha.”

“Senior, I love you!”

Bren shouted with a bright expression, and Elliot burst out laughing again.

“Love might be a bit much. Come to my dorm later, and I’ll give you the notes for rhetoric.”

“Yes, senior! By the way, where is your dorm?”

“Huh? You still don’t know where I live? It’s….”

After parting with the two who were getting along well, I had dinner alone at the commoner’s dining hall.

When I returned to the dorm, I saw quite a few students gathered in front of the first-floor hall.

‘Oh, right. The big cleaning.’

I heard the students chattering.

“There’s a student council president election this semester, right?”

“Yeah, Elik’s term is over, so they’re electing a new president.”

“Who’s the leading candidate? Should I run?”

“Oh, come on. A commoner as president? That’s only for nobles.”

“Well, yeah, but there’s no actual rule against it. Commoners can run too.”

“Then go ahead. You’ll learn your lesson after getting humiliated.”

“I’m not saying I definitely will…”

“Scared? Haha.”

Amid the noisy chatter, the word “student council president election” caught my ear.

‘Student council president election.’

Come to think of it, in the original story, Princess Francia won the election, right?

With Kyle’s help, she became the academy’s first first-year president, leading to various episodes and character interactions.

‘But that has nothing to do with me.’

Whoever becomes the president, it’s none of my concern.

Clap! Clap!

Just then, the applause drew attention, and a maid supervisor appeared among the students gathered in the hall.

“We’ve posted the assigned areas for each of you on the notice board. Please take the cleaning tools provided and clean your designated areas. Once finished, come to me for inspection.”

Students muttered as she mentioned the inspection.

“Inspection? Why bother?”

“Don’t worry. It’s all a lie. They don’t check properly anyway.”

“So we can just finish quickly?”

“Yeah, it was like that last time. Just do it half-heartedly.”

The students soon giggled, planning to slack off, but I slightly shook my head.

‘No way. I won’t give them any reason to criticize me.’

“Now, please start cleaning.”

Following her instructions, the students checked their assigned areas and began to move with cleaning tools.

And so did I.

‘The entire B section of the 4th floor corridor?’

The dorm I stayed in had a total of seven floors.

Usually, higher floors were occupied by higher grade students.

This was because every year, dorm room allocation was done by grade order.

‘Even in the 21st century and this fantasy world, everyone prefers higher floors.’

“Ah, the 4th floor again? This is really annoying.”

Turning my head, I saw a commoner freshman about my age, sighing and muttering, having experienced a big cleaning once before. His friend patted him on the shoulder and said shortly.

“I got the 5th floor, friend.”

“Oh, sorry.”

Watching those students, I could only nod.

From the 3rd floor onwards, it was usually a mix of second and third-year students, and the 5th or 6th floors likely housed seniors.

A typical freshman might feel pressured about cleaning the upperclassmen’s dorms.

“Upperclassmen? They’re just kids anyway.”

After all, I’m over thirty and have work experience.

Besides, cleaning is just sweeping some dust and wiping with water, right?

Thinking it wouldn’t be too difficult, I reached the 4th floor.

“Shit.”

I could only close my eyes tightly and curse.
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 54

				
Chapter 54

‘Is this a place where people live? Or a pigsty?’

The hallway was a chaotic mess with trash scattered everywhere, evidence of the ignorance of fools who knew nothing about sorting waste.

It was a sight so unbelievable that I could hardly believe my eyes.

“Hey, you’re supposed to sort the trash by type! Why is it all piled up in one place?!”

Although I knew no one was listening, the frustration rose up inside me and burst out.

“Ah, seriously.”

I sighed shortly, shook my head, and immediately started focusing on sorting the trash. Paper, cloth, glass, and scrap metal all needed to be separated. I wasn’t sure about the recycling practices in this world, but at the very least, they should separate what can be burned from what can’t be.

Wow, they even threw away food?

“If I catch whoever did this, I’ll kill them.”

After sweeping and cleaning the trash-filled hallway and finally sorting the recyclables, the fourth-floor hallway felt significantly cleaner.

“Phew, now it looks like a place where people live.”

In my past life as Kang Hyunsoo, I wasn’t obsessed with cleanliness or crazy about cleaning. But at least I kept my living space decently tidy.

‘There, done. What’s the point of talking?’

Those who don’t clean wouldn’t change even if I nagged a hundred times. How do I know? Because I’ve experienced it many times. Whether it was living in a gosiwon (a small, cheap room for students) or sharing a room with a roommate, it was always the same.

“What the… this place is clean? These bastards…”

Surprisingly, the rooms themselves were quite clean compared to the hallway. There was even a pleasant scent, indicating some effort towards cleanliness and management.

“Why is the common hallway such a mess then, you damn bastards?”

The second room was dirtier than the first, but it still showed signs of some level of upkeep.

“Seriously, so selfish. So selfish.”


Is this why there’s a big cleaning every semester? Muttering curses at the unknown room owners, I slowly swept and cleaned the floor, ceiling, and window sills. According to the students, the inspection was just a formality and they usually let things slide, but…

‘Do you think I’d fall for that? I won’t leave any room for complaints. I’ll do it right the first time.’

If there’s no inspection, I’d have just cleaned thoroughly. But if there is an inspection, cleaning properly would be beneficial.

There were six rooms in the B section of the fourth-floor hallway. After finishing the first and second rooms and the dirtier third room, I said to myself,

“Three left.”

If I worked quickly, I could probably finish the remaining three within the time.

With that thought, I entered the fourth room.

And then.

“Huh, what?”

I felt a vague sense of discomfort as soon as I opened the door and instinctively looked around quickly.

The room’s owner seemed to have obsessive-compulsive disorder; everything was perfectly aligned and organized in place…

“Is this person a symmetry freak?”

Everything was almost perfectly symmetrical, even more spotless than the first two rooms, without a speck of dust.

It was a space that made me feel like I never wanted to get involved with the person living here.

“Rond Malion Galera?”

I saw the name written on the desk and figured that must be the room’s owner.

“Well, there’s nothing to clean here.”

Seeing the room’s immaculate state, I thought there was no need to do anything and was about to leave when…

Thud!

“Ouch!”


I accidentally hit my leg on the shelf above the bed.

And then…

“Huh?”

One side of the shelf, which should have been aligned, was slightly protruding, revealing a thin drawer.

Instinctively, I reached for it and opened the hidden drawer at the head of the bed.

“Photos?”

Inside were dozens of photos.

“What… is this?”

They were pictures of various people attending or residing at Flance Imperial Academy.

There were photos of Dean Elmon, Professor Phelan, Kyle, Princess Francia, Student Council President Elik, Diana, Chelsea, and even…

“Is this… me?”

There were photos of Kamon Vade before I possessed him, from before the princess assault incident.

‘Judging by the angles, it looks like these were taken secretly rather than willingly.’

The photos had an obvious paparazzi-like quality. I quickly put the photos back into the drawer and closed it.

‘I don’t need to get involved. It’s probably just some paparazzi or an obsessive otaku.’

Though I felt a bit creeped out, I swiftly left the room, sensing the presence of a true ‘weirdo’.

I then quickly finished cleaning the fifth and sixth rooms and headed to the maid supervisor on the first floor.

“I’ve finished everything. Please check.”

“I’m done too.”

“Me too.”


“Can we leave now that we’re done?”

The maid supervisor smiled slightly and nodded at the students’ questions.

“You’ve all worked hard. Now, let’s proceed with the inspection.”

“What?”

“I-Inspection?”

The students’ faces stiffened at the maid supervisor’s meaningful words.

“Yes, I mentioned it earlier. Once you finish cleaning, you need to get it inspected.”

Clap!

With that, she put on white gloves she took out from a drawer, her expression resembling that of a well-versed demon.

And…

‘I knew this would happen.’

I internally cheered while maintaining a nonchalant expression.

* * *

“There’s quite a lot of dust, isn’t there?”

“Are you sure you really finished cleaning?”

“Clean it again.”

“Again.”

“Again!”

The more the inspection that began on the first floor continued, the shorter the maid supervisor’s words became. Simultaneously, the expressions of the students watching turned pale or hardened coldly.

“……”

“What the heck, didn’t they say there wouldn’t be an inspection?”

“They said it was a bluff. Couldn’t we have just done it roughly?”

The students, bewildered by the totally unexpected situation, whispered among themselves, but it was too late to turn back now.

“Sigh… really…”

As the maid supervisor let out a deep sigh, all the students under inspection held their breath and watched her. With a broad smile on her face, she nodded and spoke.

“It seems that the students assigned to this major cleaning lack a clear concept of what major cleaning entails. Before you start cleaning again, those responsible for each section need additional training.”

“A-Additional training?”

“Yes, additional training. Isn’t that better than getting demerits?”

The maid supervisor’s expression, speaking in an even tone, appeared more chilling than ever.

‘She really looks pissed off.’

Anyone could see that she was coldly expressing her anger, which had reached its peak, making the students extremely tense and cautious.

“Then, students responsible for the 1st and 2nd floors, please go down to my office first. We will proceed with the training afterward. Now, shall we go up to the 3rd floor?”

“……”

At her sharp yet cold tone, the students responsible for the 1st and 2nd floors hung their heads and started down the stairs. The students responsible for the 3rd floor wore expressions as if being dragged to their execution.

Thud!

The maid supervisor, who had already changed gloves several times, smirked as she looked at the dust covering her fingers once again.

“I don’t need to tell you what to do, right?”

As she spoke to the students responsible for the 3rd floor, a few of them, like criminals who had committed a grave sin, bowed their heads and descended to the lower floors.

‘Tsk tsk, they should have done it right the first time.’

After inspecting the entire 3rd floor, the maid supervisor slowly began climbing the stairs to the upper floor.

“Now, let’s check the 4th floor.”

With those words, the maid supervisor started inspecting row A on the 4th floor. But soon,

Thud!

Taking off her gloves, now blackened, her expression remained unchanged.

“It’s the same here.”

Muttering to herself, she soon turned her head to look at me.

“So, is it now row B’s hallway?”

Step, step.

With only a few students left to be inspected, the maid supervisor finally headed to the area I was responsible for. She slowly began checking the state with her newly changed white gloves.

“……?!”

Soon, she paused and stared intently at her gloves. For the first time, she seemed slightly flustered by the gloves that had not changed color.

“What’s this, why is there no dust?”

“Did he really clean it all?”

“Wow, what’s going on?”

I could hear the whispers of the students secretly watching from behind. Then,

Scrape, swoosh!

Noticing the difference from the previous dusty hallways, the maid supervisor’s movements changed. She diligently checked the fine parts under the columns, the gaps in the doors, and the windowsills, but…

“There’s no dust?”

Naturally, her gloves remained pristine white. As everyone, including the maid supervisor, stared at the gloves in astonishment,

“If you go over there, I’ve sorted all the trash, so please check that too.”

I said nonchalantly.

Tap tap tap.

Hurriedly moving to the end of the hallway, the maid supervisor stood dumbfounded, looking at the meticulously sorted trash.

“……”

Seeing her like that, I approached her quietly and asked in a low voice.

“Is the inspection over?”

“Oh, yes. It’s over.”

Snapping back to her senses at my voice, the maid supervisor hastily muttered and then turned to look at me.

And then,

“You’ve done an excellent job cleaning, Mr. Kamon.”

Despite her smiling as she spoke, her expression was extremely distorted and twisted.

‘Hey, if you’re going to compliment someone, do it properly. Otherwise, it sounds like a mockery!’

I muttered inwardly and shrugged lightly as I replied.

“I’m not that good, I just know a bit.”

“I see. Well, you worked hard, Mr. Kamon. Since the inspection is over, you may go in.”

“Oh, really?”

For the first time since the inspection began, the maid supervisor told someone to go in, leaving the surrounding students dumbfounded.

“Did Kamon Vade really do the cleaning?”

“He even passed the inspection.”

“Wow.”

Satisfied with the expected result, I enjoyed the reactions of the surrounding students and nodded.

“Then, I’ll be going now. You too, take care.”

“Yes, I understand. Please be careful… as you go in, Mr. Kamon.”

As the maid supervisor hesitated and spoke ambiguously, radiating displeasure, I felt a strange sense of victory, clenched my fist, and nodded.

‘Heh heh heh. I did it! I got her good!’

Screech, thud!

Having descended from the 4th floor and returned to my sanctuary, I quickly threw myself onto the bed.

“Sigh, I feel great.”

I didn’t think the maid supervisor had intentionally targeted me. However, she had played minor pranks and made unreasonable accusations against me before, so it was enjoyable and satisfying to retaliate properly this time.

“Well, there wasn’t much she could do but make those ambiguous expressions. Heh heh.”

Relishing the memory of the maid supervisor’s flustered look, I glanced around my cleaned room.

“Hmm. Well, at least the room is clean.”

Though most had done a shoddy job under the guise of a major cleaning, the person responsible for my room seemed a bit diligent, making it feel quite tidy.

“It even smells good. Heh heh, nice.”

Whether it was because I was in a good mood or due to the effects of the major cleaning, I didn’t know. But lying on the bed in a cleaner, more pleasant room, I felt more comfort and coziness than ever, slowly drifting into a peaceful sleep.
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“Major cleaning? Do they really do that?”

“Commoners really love to make their lives difficult.”

Bren and Elliot reacted this way after hearing my story, as we gathered after class.

“Shut up, you bourgeois bastards.”

For people like them, a strong guillotine should be presented…

“Well, it’s a relief that it was resolved without any issues. Kamon, I heard you were the only one who passed?”

As Bren nodded and spoke, Elliot showed a displeased expression.

“Ugh, do you have to stay there, Kamon? No matter how it is, a noble like you living with those commoners…”

Uh, in this case, the guillotine punishment is a bit much.

Is there anything else?

Hahaha.

“Elliot, are you going to pay for my dorm fees then?”

“What? I-It’s not that I can’t, but right now, due to personal circumstances, it’s impossible to arrange… If that’s solved, then I will immediately…”

“Forget it. I’ll just take the sentiment.”

As expected, this guy is perfect for the guillotine punishment.

A revolution, a great and mighty revolution is needed!

Just then, Bren, who was looking at the clock, urgently shouted.

“Oh, sorry. I have to go to the library first.”

“What? Suddenly?”


“Yes, senior. I have a lot of assignments from class, so to finish them today, I need to start as soon as possible.”

“Assignments? When is the deadline?”

“Um, is it next week or the week after? There’s still plenty of time, but it’s better to finish early…”

“You little!”

Wham!

Elliot reached out and smacked Bren on the head.

“Ow, what was that for?! Why did you hit me out of nowhere?”

“Bren, listen carefully with those two ears of yours.”

“…?”

“There are two types of people I hate in this world. First, those who are better than me and annoying. And second…”

Wham!

“Argh! Senior, please stop!”

“People who act like goody two-shoes like you!”

As Elliot smacked Bren on the head again and shouted, Bren held his head, looking teary.

“You’re ditching us to go to the library over some measly assignments?”

“But, students should study…”

“What? You haven’t had enough yet?!”

“K-Kamon. Help me!”

“Hmm? Me? With what?”

“I mean, Elliot keeps using violence… Ah, and Kamon, you’re in the same class as me.”


Seeing Bren looking to me for help while glancing at Elliot, I couldn’t help but feel playful.

“Hmm, why should I help someone who says they don’t need friends to study just because of some assignments?”

“No, that’s not…”

“And the deadline is still a long way off, isn’t it?”

“…”

As Bren hung his head and fell silent, Elliot and I laughed and continued.

“Haha. Bren, I’m kidding. Go ahead to the library. But show me your finished assignments later, okay?”

“Yeah, okay.”

Seeing Bren nodding weakly, Elliot placed a hand on his shoulder and spoke.

“What’s wrong? Feeling down? Are you sulking because of this? A man shouldn’t be so petty over something like this!”

“No, it’s just that you, senior…”

Seeing Bren regain his strength from Elliot’s taunting, I couldn’t help but smile warmly.

It felt like being back in the memories of playing and enjoying time with friends during school days.

‘Not bad.’

So, I simply enjoyed the current situation.

If it’s like this, adapting and living in this world might not be so bad…

* * *

“Hello, I am Beroen Clarence. Due to Professor Genjin Deytan’s personal circumstances, I will be taking over the Intermediate Magic Studies class this semester.”

With perfectly slicked-back hair, a tall stature, sharp eyes, and a monocle on one eye that hinted at a deep backstory, he was the epitome of a dashing gentleman.

But.


‘What the hell, why is he here all of a sudden?’

Beroen Clarence.

The villainous boss responsible for the early-mid part of the original novel. He torments Kyle and meets a miserable end out of jealousy. And now, he’s my professor for Intermediate Magic Studies?

“…”

Well, fine. I can understand up to this point.

But then,

“Some of you might know me, but I usually teach Advanced Magic Studies. I’ve been quite troubled by the stupidity of students who took Intermediate Magic Studies before moving up. I don’t expect this time to be any different.”

Suddenly, Beroen was provoking all the students in the current class at once.

‘What an asshole.’

Hearing such words from someone who looked like a gigolo made it incredibly hard to tolerate.

Of course, other students seemed to share my sentiment as their faces turned slightly red.

Then, Beroen continued speaking.

“…However, I heard there’s someone quite remarkable among you this time. Kamon Vade?”

“Huh? Me?”

Startled by my sudden name call, I asked back in a surprised voice, and he nodded and added briefly.

“Your performance at the academic seminar was quite impressive.”

“Oh… Yes.”

Wait, why is he suddenly talking about the academic seminar?

The murmurs spread around, and soon, my story reached even those who hadn’t heard about the magic seminar yet.

‘Seriously, just stop paying so much attention to me.’

I’m already having headaches from constantly getting entangled with that protagonist kid. If I get involved with a villain character like Professor Beroen…

“I look forward to your future endeavors, Kamon Vade.”

Did I say that living in this world might not be so bad?

‘….’

No, I take that back.

I can never adapt to this world!

“Regardless of what curriculum was followed last semester, this class…”

Professor Beroen’s voice droned on, but I couldn’t pay attention. The other students were still whispering and staring at me.

Damn it!

Once again, I’ve attracted unwanted attention.

Despite my feelings, the class continued.

“So, I have decided that through this opportunity, we should elevate the level of students taking Intermediate Magic Studies. For this semester, our classes will be entirely practice-oriented.”

At his firm declaration, a girl with aquamarine hair, the top student and model of the year, Chelsea, raised her hand.

“Do you have a question?”

“Yes, Professor. You mentioned that from now on, the classes will be practice-oriented, but we haven’t yet fully mastered the theories of Intermediate Magic. So, the theories…”

“Of course, you will have to study them on your own.”

Interrupting Chelsea’s words sharply, Professor Beroen fiddled with his monocle and smiled faintly.

“But since today is the first class, I’ll give a light ten-minute theoretical explanation.”

And with a snap of his fingers,

Tadak, tatatatak, tadak!

Chalk started moving on its own, writing and drawing something on the blackboard.

“This is the basic formula for mana operation, the most fundamental aspect of magic. You all know this, right?”

[Φ±ш^3∊⊕㎷³Ω]

Huh? What kind of alien language is that?

“And if you transform this…”

Tadadadak, tadak! Tatatatatatak!

[2S^ζþ₄∧∭ð㎷³Ω]

“You get this kind of application.”

What the hell is he talking about?

It seemed like a new academic concept that far surpassed any notion of mathematics.

‘Should I just give up on this magic class too?’

As I was lost in thought,

“Kamon.”

“….”

“Kamon Vade?”

Huh? He’s calling me again?

“Uh, yes?”

“Explain the difference between these two.”

“Ah.”

Startled by Professor Beroen’s sudden question directed at me, I couldn’t help but widen my eyes.

‘Damn it, how could he ask something like that out of the blue?!’

I didn’t even understand what he was talking about, so how could I know the difference?

“Explain it.”

“Uh, well, that’s because…”

As I fumbled for words, a familiar voice spoke up.

“The transformed mana operation method subdivides the properties of mana from the basic mana operation method. When it comes into contact with external mana…”

“Enough!”

With an extremely annoyed voice, Professor Beroen stopped Chelsea’s explanation, glaring at her sharply.

“I asked Kamon Vade the question, didn’t I? Are you Kamon Vade?”

“No, I am Chel…”

“I’m not interested in your name.”

After shouting firmly, Professor Beroen turned back to me.

“Kamon, answer. What’s the difference?”

“Chelsea is right. The difference between the two is whether or not the properties of mana are subdivided, isn’t it?”

Listening closely to Chelsea’s words, I quickly responded.

‘Thanks, You always save me.’

“….”

Professor Beroen, who had been staring at me with deep-set eyes, burst into a small laugh.

“Yes, you’re correct.”

Then he hardened his expression and glared at Chelsea.

“But you, who interrupted without knowing your place, lose points.”

At his sudden declaration, Chelsea stood up with a shocked expression, and I was equally taken aback.

Screech!

“What?!”

“No, Professor, she was just…”

Thud!

Slamming his hand on the podium, Professor Beroen twisted his lips and looked back and forth between me and Chelsea.

“Do you have any complaints?”

“N-No, sir.”

Sensing that arguing would only lead to more trouble with this villain character, I quickly shook my head.

“But I can’t accept this. How is answering a professor’s question in class a point deduction?”

Naturally, Chelsea protested boldly.

Beroen shrugged as if finding her defiance amusing and answered shortly.

“Didn’t I say? For interrupting.”

“But that’s…”

“Hmm, you seem to be mistaken. Adjusting student grades is a professor’s prerogative. I’m exercising my authority, what’s the problem?”

Gritting her teeth, Chelsea sat back down reluctantly. It was clear to everyone that his actions were unjust, but there was no immediate way to correct it.

“Are you going to keep standing there? Then I’ll deduct more points…”

Screech!

Before Professor Beroen finished speaking, Chelsea sat down, her face flushed with anger. Satisfied, he nodded and continued the lesson as if nothing had happened.

“Now, let’s continue the class.”

Seeing Chelsea glaring at him with her lips tightly sealed, I couldn’t shake off a bad feeling.

‘This doesn’t look good at all.’
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“That’s it for today.”

At Professor Beroen Clarence’s words, I let out a deep sigh of relief as the anxiety that had gripped me eased.

‘Phew, thank goodness.’

Not only did I not understand any of the alien words thrown around during the entire class, but I also felt suffocated, constantly wary of Professor Beroen and Chelsea’s reactions.

Of course, I don’t necessarily need to care about them.

‘Still, a person should have some sense of decency. I feel like they lost points because of me.’

That thought made me feel uncomfortable every time I saw Chelsea.

Anyway, now that the class is over, I should leave quickly…

“Kamon Vade.”

At that moment, Professor Beroen’s voice startled me, making me turn around in shock.

“Yes, yes? Me?”

“I need to talk to you for a moment.”

“Oh, okay. I understand.”

His sudden call left me very flustered, but I couldn’t just refuse him outright.

‘Why is he suddenly wanting to talk now?’

Unable to grasp the situation, I felt like livestock being led to the slaughterhouse as I followed Professor Beroen to his office.

Creak, thud!

“Sit wherever you feel comfortable.”

Professor Beroen Clarence’s private office was spotless, not a speck of dust in sight.


People do say that a person’s environment reflects their personality, and this neatness matched his demeanor perfectly.

Carefully sitting on one of the sofas, I slowly opened my mouth.

“Why did you want to see me separately?”

“Do you want something to drink first?”

“Oh, no, I’m fine.”

“Really? Then wait a moment.”

Thud!

He then proceeded to take out a teacup and put some dried tea leaves into it with practiced movements.

“……”

As he gazed at the slowly steeping tea leaves, Professor Beroen finally spoke.

“How was today’s class?”

“Excuse me? Oh, it was good. Very good.”

I nodded immediately and replied.

I had a broad smile on my face, but inside, I was seething.

‘Damn it, what am I supposed to say to such a blatant question?’

I was obviously filled with annoyance.

“Really? What did you like about it?”

Ugh, seriously.

Why is he so curious about everything?

“The freshness that I didn’t feel in previous classes, perhaps? The way you succinctly summarize the key points made me realize why you’re Professor Beroen.”


Desperately trying to find words that would please him, I offered my response, and Professor Beroen took a sip of his tea and lightly nodded.

“I see.”

‘Did it work?’

Flattery is no easy task.

If you’re not careful, it can make the other person uncomfortable.

In that sense, the sycophants who made a name for themselves in history were truly impressive… No, this wasn’t the time to be thinking about that.

“……”

Just as I was silently observing Professor Beroen and waiting for him to speak, he finally did.

“The reason I called you is simple.”

“……?”

“I need a student to assist with my classes. You could say a teaching assistant.”

“What?”

“As you might have noticed, my classes are a bit different from other professors’. But I believe you can handle this role well enough…”

Thud!

Trailing off slightly, Professor Beroen placed his teacup down and continued.

“From now on, I’m counting on you, my new teaching assistant.”

What?

T-Teaching assistant?

* * *

“……”


Having left Professor Beroen’s office, I wandered aimlessly without saying a word.

‘What is this?’

Professor Beroen Clarence’s sudden request for me to become his teaching assistant.

Of course, I immediately refused.

However…

‘I am not making a suggestion, Kamon Vade.’

Professor Beroen had firmly insisted, and as a result, I found myself reluctantly becoming the assistant for Intermediate Magic Studies.

“Damn it.”

Why does everything have to go this way?

As a magic assistant, there will undoubtedly come a time when I’ll have to use magic, right?

But I can’t use magic right now.

If something goes wrong…

“I’m really screwed.”

Rumors had already been circulating within the academy for a while now that Kamon couldn’t use magic.

I had barely managed to quash those rumors during the seminar.

And now, here we are again?

“Fuck.”

Another obstacle, an endless series of absurd challenges that left me at a loss for what to do.

“Hoo.”

But even so, there wasn’t anything I could do about it right now.

‘I should just keep studying theory until I get the ‘Orb’ so I can at least keep up.’

The unexpected need to study magic like a madman was extremely stressful.

Growl!

“Alright, let’s eat first.”

After practically inhaling my lunch, I left the cafeteria, patting my distended belly.

“Ah, I’m full.”

With a satisfied smile, I left the cafeteria and began to think again about the role of a magic class assistant.

However.

‘Ah, whatever. There’s nothing I can do about it right now anyway. Let’s study theory first.’

If I could use magic properly, being an assistant wouldn’t be so bad. I’d be exempt from midterms and finals, get an automatic A grade, and…

‘Didn’t they say I could give bonus points or deduct points from the students?’

The authority of an assistant wasn’t insignificant. If that’s the case, it might be worth it.

Having sorted out my thoughts, I remembered my appointment with Bren and Elliot and headed towards Lupinus Café.

The distance from the commoners’ cafeteria to Lupinus Café was about 15 to 20 minutes on foot. It was a perfect distance to walk off lunch.

Step, step.

“I’m full, the weather is nice. It would be perfect if I didn’t have any worries.”

Enjoying the warm sunshine and the leisurely afternoon, I was suddenly interrupted by an unexpected taunt.

“From the look on your face, life must be pretty good, huh?”

Turning slightly at the sound of the provocative voice, I saw Diana Fren glaring at me with sharp eyes.

“Oh, Diana?”

I raised my hand casually, pretending not to be surprised at all.

“Diana? Is that how you address a senior? Whatever.”

Muttering to herself, Diana signaled to her attendants with a tilt of her chin.

“Huh?”

In an instant, a wall of people formed around us in the middle of the academy, isolating the space where Diana and I stood.

What’s going on? Is she planning to confront me right here?

Amid the sudden situation, Diana’s voice reached my ears.

“You took my necklace, didn’t you?”

“What?”

At Diana Fren’s sudden mention of her necklace, Elliot’s face flashed through my mind.

‘No way, did that bastard already spill the beans?’

“Necklace? What necklace?”

Feigning ignorance, I shrugged my shoulders and asked back. Diana took a step closer, speaking in a cold voice.

“Give me back my necklace, Kamon Vade, while I’m still asking nicely.”

Her confident voice left me momentarily flustered.

‘What, did she really find out?’

But how?

Knowing Elliot’s personality, he wouldn’t have told her. Could there be some kind of magic involved?

If there’s a theft prevention spell or a tracking spell on it…

‘Damn, that would be really bad.’

Realizing this, I shook my head internally.

‘No, she doesn’t know yet. She has no evidence.’

The person standing before me was Diana Fren. And the necklace I stole was her deceased mother’s only keepsake.

There’s no way she’d let the thief go easily.

‘In this situation, I have to feign ignorance no matter what.’

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about, Diana…”

I muttered, looking at the human barrier as I continued.

“But I’m a bit busy right now. Can we talk later?”

“……”

Despite my words, Diana continued to glare at me silently.

“Diana?”

“No matter how I think about it, you’re the only one who could have taken it, Kamon Vade.”

“Hmm, me?”

“That necklace wouldn’t come off my neck unless someone forcibly took it. And.”

As she explained, her voice grew colder, and her eyes darkened.

“The necklace disappeared right after I lost consciousness in Dranthe’s Secret Vault. Considering the timing, location, and circumstances…”

I could make an accurate judgment of the situation.

‘She doesn’t know yet. She has no proof.’

Diana was here solely based on a process of elimination.

In that case, there’s no reason for me to get dragged along by her.

“So, you’re accusing me without any evidence?”

“What?”

“I mean, that’s the situation, isn’t it? You have no concrete evidence or witnesses, but you come to me and demand the necklace?”

“No. I’m certain you took it, Kamon Vade. There’s no one else who could…”

“Look, I get your situation, but if you’re so upset, just report it. Don’t waste time by falsely accusing someone.”

Mocking her, I approached the human barrier and spoke lightly.

“Excuse me, can you move? I have an appointment, and I need to go.”

“……”

Diana, who had been glaring at me like she wanted to kill me, sighed deeply and nodded.

“Hah, fine. Open it.”

Snap!

With a snap of her fingers, the human wall moved aside, creating a path for one person to pass through.

‘Phew, let’s get out of here quickly.’

“Well then, excuse me…”

“Kamon Vade.”

But at that moment, Diana’s voice called out again from behind.

“This time, you can get away because there are many eyes watching and the situation is like this, but next time, I promise it won’t be the same. This is your last chance.”

Her voice was much higher than usual, probably because of her rising emotions. Smirking, I nodded.

“Yes, yes, got it.”

And quickly slipped through the gap in the human wall.

Outside, several students were already gathered, looking on with interest and a bit of concern.

Well, it’s natural.

Who wouldn’t be curious if a human wall suddenly appeared in the middle of the road?

‘But Elliot said his family support was cut off, so why does she still have so many attendants?’

Just a rough count showed over a dozen people…

Realizing that Diana’s influence and power were still strong, I shook my head and continued walking.
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“Kamon!”

“Over here, over here!”

Upon arriving at Lupinus Café, Bren and Elliot, who had already secured a spot, greeted me warmly.

“Hoo, I’m tired.”

“Why? What happened?”

“What’s with that look on your face?”

Bren and Elliot, noticing my expression, began to question me curiously. I gave them a vague account of my recent encounter with Diana.

“D-Diana Fren?”

Bren mentioned her name with a darkened expression, as if he had heard something unspeakable.

“What’s up, Bren? What’s wrong?”

“N-Nothing… She’s one of the heirs of the Fren Merchant Guild, right? I’ve heard she’s terrifying.”

“Yeah, that crazy bitch is indeed scary.”

Elliot nodded in agreement, murmuring in a supportive tone.

“C-Crazy bitch? Elliot, what if someone hears you?”

“What if they do? She is a crazy bitch.”

“Elliot, there are lots of people from the Fren Merchant Guild at the academy. Stop it, please.”

“Alright, alright… Mmph! I said I got it! Let go! I won’t say it anymore!”

“…”

What’s up with him?


Doesn’t Bren know that Elliot is from the Fren family?

They’ve been hanging out long enough that he should’ve picked up on it by now.

Shaking my head at Bren’s cluelessness, I took a sip of the drink they had ordered for me.

“Oh, right. Kamon, I wanted to clarify something just in case you misunderstood. I…”

“I know.”

“Didn’t tell you… Huh?”

“I know you didn’t tell me.”

“Oh, okay. As long as you know.”

Elliot responded with a slightly embarrassed expression, and Bren interjected again.

“Huh? What are you guys talking about? What didn’t you tell?”

“Oh, it’s nothing. You don’t need to know. Shoo, shoo.”

“Elliot, why are you like this? Tell me what it is.”

“There’s nothing to tell to a junior who clamped his senior’s mouth shut.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!”

Elliot laughed and teased Bren, who looked flustered and didn’t know what to do.

Watching the two of them getting closer day by day, I thought to myself.

‘How can they be so close and still not know each other’s identities?’

“Fine, if you don’t want to tell me, keep it to yourself.”

Bren shouted in frustration, then turned his head away from Elliot and looked at me.

“Oh, right, Kamon. Did you hear?”


“Hear what?”

“Princess Francia plans to run in the upcoming student council president election. If she wins, she’ll be the first freshman president in the academy’s history…”

“No, that’s unlikely.”

Elliot, who had been ignored by Bren, interjected in a firm tone.

“I wasn’t talking to you, senior.”

“Our lovely junior is sulking again.”

“I’m not sulking.”

“Sure, sure, you’re not. Hehehe.”

Elliot laughed and teased Bren once more before continuing the conversation.

“Anyway, even if Princess Francia runs, it’s hard to see her becoming president.”

“Why?”

“Because her opponent is Lady Cecilia.”

“Lady Cecilia?”

“Yes, she’s the treasured daughter of Prime Minister Wade, who’s known as the head of the empire, and the niece of Grand Duke Axelion, who’s called the ‘North Wall’ of the empire.”

“Grand Duke Axelion? Isn’t he from the current president’s family? So she’s the current president’s relative?”

“Yes, Lady Cecilia has the support of students across all grades and many professors. From birth, she’s been a fierce competitor and a natural rival to Princess Francia. So, no matter how much of a princess Francia is, it’ll be tough to win.”

“…”

Already knowing the original story, I knew who the actual winner would be.

Even though Lady Cecilia had such an impressive background and conditions…

‘The protagonist’s buff is unbeatable.’


Since the outcome was predetermined, there was no need for me to take an interest in the fight. I sipped my sweet drink and pondered whether to get another dessert.

At that moment.

“Kamon Vade.”

“Huh?”

A familiar voice called from behind.

Turning my head quickly, I saw…

“Chelsea?”

It was Chelsea, who had been fiercely clashing with Professor Beroen just a while ago, making her appearance. I was momentarily taken aback.

“Oh, why? What’s up?”

“Professor J…is looking for you. You’d better go quickly.”

“What, my mentor?”

Whoosh!

But as soon as she said that, she ignored my follow-up question and walked away.

“What’s with her?”

Tilting my head in confusion, I watched Chelsea walk away, leaving Jamie’s message behind. I took another deep sip of my drink and said,

“Bren, Elliot, I have something to take care of, so I’ll be leaving first.”

Screech!

“Okay, see you later, Kamon.”

“Alright, let’s meet in Bren’s room tonight.”

“Why my room again?”

Leaving behind Bren, who protested in frustration, and Elliot, who teased him, I quickly headed off to meet Jamie.

* * *

Responding to Jamie’s call, I hurried to her office.

And then…

Thud, slam!

I opened the closed door without hesitation and shouted.

“Mas…ter!”

Inside was a young male professor wearing a monocle, Jace.

He was sitting, holding a book as if he had been reading something. He glared at me sharply and spoke coldly.

“Wouldn’t it be more polite to knock before opening the door so abruptly?”

“Oh, I’m sorry…”

“And I’m not your master. Right now, I’m a professor at this academy.”

‘Well, you’re the one hiding your identity. Why do I have to play along?’

Swallowing my dissatisfaction, I slightly bowed my head and cautiously opened my mouth.

“Yes, Professor Jace. I heard you were looking for me…”

As I mumbled, Jamie—or rather, Professor Jace—nodded and gestured to a chair opposite him.

“Sit there.”

“Yes, Professor.”

I quickly plopped down on the chair he indicated. Then, Jace slowly placed his book on the desk and snapped his fingers.

Snap!

Instantly, the surroundings changed, and I found myself sitting in Jamie’s lab, which I had visited before.

“Hah, now I can breathe easier.”

Jamie’s voice, now in the familiar form of the green-haired young girl, filled the room.

‘If being in disguise is so uncomfortable, why bother? Just don’t hide.’

“What’s with that weird look? Come over here.”

Jamie beckoned with her fingers, and I quickly approached her, speaking up.

“So, did you finish researching the ‘Orb’?”

“Yes, it’s finished.”

Wow, it’s done. Finally.

Now I don’t have to worry about my body exploding anymore.

Just knowing that made me incredibly happy.

“As expected of my mentor! I knew you’d succeed!”

“Why are you so happy? I haven’t explained everything yet.”

“Come on, it’s obvious. The continent’s strongest mage in charge of yellow among the primary colors has completed the ‘Orb’ research… That means I’m no longer in danger, right?”

If Jamie’s research was truly complete, it meant that the threat of death no longer loomed over me. And being able to use magic through the ‘Orb’ was a bonus.

But then…

“Huh? That’s not it.”

“Pardon? What’s not it?”

I quickly asked, seeing Jamie’s puzzled expression.

“My research results don’t mean you’re safe.”

“What?”

“Simply put, if things continue as they are, you’ll die.”

Wait a minute.

What is this…?

Come on, stop joking. That’s not funny at all.

“That’s not funny. Stop joking…”

“I’m not joking.”

Jamie cut me off with a firm tone and continued.

“I have never once joked with you. And this is based on solid research data. If things continue, you will die, Kamon.”

“…”

What?

How did this happen again?

There’s no way.

I brought the ‘Orb.’

It definitely resolved the mana built up inside me!

Then why… why do I have to die?

‘Shiiiiit.’

At that moment, as if reading my mind, Jamie’s voice echoed in my ear.

“It’s true that the ‘Orb’ temporarily resolved the mana buildup in your body. But forcibly drawing out mana like that must have left significant shock and damage in your body.”

As Jamie continued her explanation, I listened silently.

“Repeating that method of drawing out mana is very dangerous. If it only leaves scars, that’s one thing, but if you keep it up, the paths and links where mana flows could be completely destroyed, leaving you crippled.”

“…”

So, while the ‘Orb’ temporarily alleviated my mana buildup, it was more of a painkiller than a cure?

Then what am I supposed to do now…

“But there’s no need to worry too much. There’s a solution.”

“What? A solution?”

Hearing there was hope, I quickly lifted my head and asked.

“Yes, a solution.”

Snap!

With the sound of her snapping fingers, a milky white orb appeared in the air.

“This ‘Orb’ can absorb and release mana, functioning as a sort of ‘power source.’ But because it enforces this function, it places a heavy burden on the user. Hence, a safety device to reduce that burden is necessary.”

“A safety device?”

“Yes, something to absorb and release mana freely through the ‘Orb,’ while cushioning the resulting backlash. With that, your anxiety and danger would be mitigated.”

Jamie’s words prompted me to ask urgently.

“So what exactly is this safety device?”

“It’s a kind of artifact. A device that allows you to use the ‘Orb’s’ function more safely.”

“Oh, do you have this artifact, by any chance?”

“No, I don’t have it.”

“Then… can you make it?”

“I could, theoretically.”

After this round of Q&A, I finally got the answer I wanted and nodded, speaking up.

“Then please make it…”

“If you can wait at least ten years, that is.”

“What?”

That just means you can’t do it.

In ten years, my body would have already exploded and rotted away.

“…”

“You don’t have to be so disappointed. I was talking about creating something from scratch.”

“Then…?”

“If we have a top-tier magic artifact, converting it into a safety device would be much quicker.”

“A top-tier artifact?”

“Yes. At least an artifact of the ‘Unique’ grade.”

A top-tier magic artifact of the kind Jamie mentioned was a treasure so rare it could be counted on one hand across the empire, or even the continent.

Even in the original story, ‘Unique’ grade items appeared only towards the end, and only a couple of them.

‘Hah, I should’ve known. When she mentioned Dragon Hearts and Lich Gems, I should’ve seen this coming. What next, ask me to bring the Spirit King’s soul?’

Just as I was sinking into despair from Jamie’s explanation…

“Fortunately, there’s one artifact of that caliber here at the academy.”

“What? In the academy?”

Even knowing the original story, I had no idea such an item existed here now.

And Jamie knew?

‘Does it matter?’

Whether I knew or not was irrelevant.

If there’s a top-tier magic artifact hidden here, I just have to find it.

‘I’ve done well so far. Just go to a dungeon or labyrinth and find it. So now…’

“Yes, the item is currently in Princess Francia’s possession.”

“The Princess?!”

Why, oh why!

Couldn’t it be hidden in some dungeon or labyrinth?

Why does it have to be with Princess Francia?

At the unexpected revelation, I could only stare at Jamie in a daze.

“She probably doesn’t know the true value of what she has. So Kamon, you need to somehow get that artifact—a ring.”

“A ring?”

“Yes, a ring.”

Jamie nonchalantly continued, her lips twitching into a smirk.

“That’s the only way you can survive, Kamon.”

This is driving me crazy.
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Tap!

Roll!

I couldn’t help but let out a deep sigh as I kicked a blameless stone.

“Ha, seriously.”

You want me to steal a top-grade artifact from Princess Francia?

“It would be much easier to catch a dragon instead.”

Among all the people currently at the academy, the one I least wanted to encounter was:

‘Princess Francia and Diana Fren.’

Among them, the one who directly and repeatedly got involved with me in the worst ways was Princess Francia.

“Ha, why did I even go through all that hell to get the ‘Orb’?”

Anyway, if things continued like this, I was bound to die.

No, seriously, would Princess Francia, on a whim, hand over that artifact ring to me?

“Then should I steal it? How? Isn’t it bad enough that I already attacked her, now I’m supposed to steal her treasure too?”

I was in a situation where I no longer had any background or family to protect me.

What if I got caught doing that?

‘I could really be executed.’

“Whew, I’m going to lose my mind.”

Just as I muttered that and let out another deep sigh,

Rustle!


“Huh?”

I felt something moving behind me.

What is it, is someone there?

I turned my head casually to look, and there they were…

‘Why are those bastards here?’

The monster trio who had been beaten badly by me before were awkwardly hiding behind a tree.

‘Do they think they’re hidden? I can see them so clearly.’

These guys, who couldn’t do anything right, seemed to be tracking and monitoring me.

‘Why? For what reason?’

Are they trying to find my weakness or plan some kind of counterattack?

Considering my past interactions with them, it wasn’t strange for them to devise such plans.

However…

‘Come to think of it, didn’t Bren say those guys were persistently asking him questions?’

During the conversation with Bren after clearing up our misunderstanding, their names came up.

– The ones who were asking me questions, that’s Sol. Remember, from the library back then…

Recalling a piece of memory deeply embedded in my mind, I glanced at them with darkened eyes.

They seemed unaware that I had noticed them and kept cautiously following me, looking around.

“Ha, great. This works out well.”

I was already feeling down and depressed…

Some convenient punching bags had shown up to help me relieve stress.


‘Thank you very much.’

Having organized my thoughts, I turned around and shouted with a big smile.

“Hey, Monster Trio. I can see you all hiding there, so come out while I’m still being nice, okay?”

* * *

“Why are they doing that?”

“Who knows? Maybe they ate something bad?”

“Well, seeing them like that does make them look pitiful.”

“Pitiful my ass. Those guys always bully kids from commoner backgrounds and deliberately cause trouble. What’s so pitiful about them?”

Students passing through the academy hallways reacted in various ways.

What they saw was the Monster Trio.

The three of them were standing in the academy hallway holding large placards.

[We apologize. We will never spread false rumors again.]

[We will never do bad things again.]

“……”

Seeing the three silently holding their placards, some passing students giggled, while others pretended not to notice and walked by.

A few watched curiously, like they were observing amusing monkeys at the zoo.

Eventually, unable to contain his emotions, Mork shouted at them.

“Fuck, what are you looking at? Get lost!”

“Hey, Mork! Stop it!”

Sol’s immediate reprimand made Mork mutter resentfully.


“What the hell, Sol. This is so humiliating. Honestly, I shouldn’t even have to do this.”

“Mork, are you really going to talk like that without any loyalty? What if the situation were reversed?”

Mork let out a deep sigh at Crollin’s reproach.

“Ha, yeah. I’m sorry about that. But why is the princess doing nothing? Isn’t she supposed to protect us in times like these?”

“Shh, keep your mouth shut, Mork.”

“Damn it!”

Sol Crensh, who had forcefully silenced Mork, frowned and fell into thought.

Last night, when they were caught tailing Kamon…

“Were you the ones spreading the rumor that I can’t use magic?”

Kamon had abruptly confronted them with that question.

Sol Crensh quickly shook his head.

“No, no, we didn’t.”

“Then what’s this I’ve heard?”

“I don’t know who told you that, but we definitely didn’t spread any rumors.”

“Really?”

With a look that said “keep talking,” Kamon stared at him. Sol continued speaking.

“We were just…”

“Just?”

“Following the princess’s orders.”

“What? The princess?”

Sol, quick-witted and adept at thinking on his feet, had already devised a plan for handling this situation from the moment Princess Francia tasked them with investigating Kamon.

‘The fact that she’s using us without abandoning us means she’ll cover for us to some extent.’

“Yes, that’s correct. The princess instructed us to find out the truth about the rumor, so we investigated. But we didn’t spread the rumor ourselves.”

Kamon’s expression subtly shifted in response to Sol’s somewhat logical explanation of their actions.

“Princess Francia ordered you?”

“Yes.”

“But because you kept asking people about it, the strange rumor spread even more. Even if you weren’t the source, you acted as amplifiers, didn’t you?”

“No, that’s…”

“What, are you going to deny that too?”

“……”

Sol expected there to be no way out once Kamon started nitpicking, so he answered with silence.

At that moment,

“What, do you have any proof?”

“Hey, Mork!”

Mork’s sudden outburst continued.

“Seriously, we don’t have to stand here and be interrogated. You’re not a guard, so why are you grilling us without any evidence?”

“Right, if you’re so wronged, go find the real culprit or talk to the princess. Why are you harassing us?”

Crollin, also harboring resentment towards Kamon, joined in.

‘These idiots…!’

Sol’s anger surged, but he quickly began trying to control the situation.

“Look, what they’re trying to say is…”

“That was a good point. Right, I’m not a guard, and I have no proof.”

“K-Kamon?”

Kamon answered with a slight smile, then nodded and asked again.

“But you guys are taking the Intermediate Magic class, right?”

“Huh?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Well, I am.”

Among the Monster Trio, Sol and Crollin were the ones taking the Intermediate Magic class.

“Two of you are taking it, and one isn’t?”

“……?”

Kamon’s smile grew even wider.

“Well, I’ve been assigned as an assistant by Professor Beroen this time. One of the assistant’s privileges is to give or take away points from students in the class.”

Sol and Crollin felt a strong sense of threat from Kamon’s low tone.

“K-Kamon!”

“What, are you threatening us with grades?!”

At Crollin’s strong rebuke,

“Yes, it’s a threat. Why, can’t I do that?”

With Kamon Vade’s smile widening, the Monster Trio couldn’t utter another word.

And now,

“Damn, how long do we have to do this?”

“Wait. The situation will change soon.”

“What?”

Sol had already simulated and anticipated such situations from the moment Princess Francia forcefully involved them.

‘The opportunity for a counterattack will come eventually.’

Thinking this, Sol lifted the placard in his hand more firmly and muttered,

“Hold on, a man’s revenge is never too late.”

* * *

“Alright, let’s end today’s class here.”

As the elderly professor announced the end of the class, the students hurried to pack up and leave.

Among them, there was a particularly striking beautiful girl with platinum blonde hair.

“What are you doing after class, Princess?”

“When’s the next, or tomorrow’s, class?”

Surrounded by people and smiling as she left the classroom, I frowned.

‘That crazy bitch has been up to something again, hasn’t she?’

Last night, I heard from the Monster Trio that Princess Francia was plotting against me.

I didn’t entirely believe their words, but…

‘It’s entirely plausible. She’s definitely capable of that.’

Given Princess Francia’s past actions and behaviors towards me, it wasn’t strange at all.

The problem was,

‘I need to get that top-grade artifact from her right now…’

Whether by stealing, taking, or receiving it.

“Whew.”

This is really not easy.

Princess Francia, always in the spotlight and drawing attention wherever she went, made my head throb.

‘Still, I have to confront her.’

Yes. To survive, one must be able to love even their enemy.

Step by step.

I approached her, buried in the crowd, and spoke without hesitation.

“Princess Francia.”

At my call, a lot of attention turned towards me.

“K-Kamon Vade?”

“What’s he doing all of a sudden?”

While everyone looked at me with shocked expressions and whispered among themselves,

“Kamon? What’s going on all of a sudden?”

Princess Francia, the one I called, asked back without any sign of agitation.

“Could I talk to you for a moment?”

“Talk? With me?”

“Yes. There’s something I need to discuss.”

Her eyes widened as she looked at me, then she nodded with a light smile.

“Sure. What’s the matter, Kamon?”

“It’s not something to discuss publicly, so I’d like to request a private audience.”

As I looked around at the students, Princess Francia’s expression subtly changed.

Her smile deepened as she whispered a single word.

“Private?”

Amid the murmurs of the students,

“What’s this, suddenly asking for a private audience?”

“Shouldn’t we stop this?”

“But it’s Kamon Vade…”

I noticed Princess Francia’s eyes twitch slightly as she maintained her deep smile.

Then she spoke.

“Sorry, Kamon. A private audience might be difficult. I already have a prior engagement. If you wish to speak with me, you’ll need to formally invite…”

Before she could refuse, I quickly interrupted.

“It’s about the student council election, Princess.”

“What? The election?”

“Yes, it’s related to the election. You might regret not hearing this now. Are you sure you’re okay with that?”

Although I never wanted to get involved in the academy’s student council election, I had no other choice.

‘There’s no other way to approach her properly.’

“……”

Princess Francia, who was silently watching me, twitched her temple again.

“Ha, seriously. Kamon, you really are… Fine. Let’s talk briefly then.”

“Your Highness!”

“No, you can’t. We need to call someone right now…”

Despite those around her trying to dissuade her, she shook her head with a smile.

“It’s fine. At least for now, it’s safe. Besides, this person…”

She trailed off, glancing at me with a slight smile.

Then,

“Lead the way, Kamon.”

I immediately led her to a quiet place where we could talk without being overheard.

Step by step.

Click clack.

“This place should be quiet enough.”

Her cold and icy voice came from behind me.

Turning around, I faced Princess Francia.

“So, what is this about the student council election?”

With her straightforward question, I brought up the prepared topic.

“I heard you plan to run for student council president.”

“Hm, so?”

“I want to support you in this election.”
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“What? What did you say?”

Naturally frowning at my statement, Princess Francia asked again, prompting me to quickly add more to my explanation.

“Of course, I’m sure you’ve already prepared thoroughly, Your Highness, but with my help, you can secure an even quicker and more certain victory.”

In the original story, the student council president episode at the academy ends with Princess Francia’s victory.

And by a tremendous margin.

‘So all I have to do is ride on that and seize what I want.’

With my thoughts sorted, I didn’t hesitate any longer.

Whish!

“……!”

I immediately bowed my head at a 90-degree angle towards her and continued speaking in a calm voice.

“So, I would be grateful if you would give me the opportunity to assist you, Your Highness.”

“What, this is so sudden…”

“If you need an apology for past events, I sincerely apologize. Also, if you need a promise, or even an oath from me, I can do that too.”

Princess Francia’s expression changed subtly as she seemed a bit taken aback by my earnest plea.

“Why?”

She asked, her lips curling slightly.

“Why are you suddenly acting so submissive towards me, Kamon?”

“……”

“Be honest. Do you want something from me?”


Yes.

The ring on your finger right now.

Her subtle tone made me bite my lower lip hard.

‘Should I just come clean?’

No, that’s not a good idea.

Bringing it up now would only become a weakness.

I should be as indirect as possible…

“I only want a small favor if Your Highness achieves the results you desire.”

“A small favor?”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“I figured as much.”

As I bowed my head again and answered, Princess Francia covered her mouth with her hand and mumbled, as if trying to suppress a smile.

“So you’re saying you’ll help with the student council president election to receive some kind of help from me? Then what if I refuse? Will you be in a difficult position?”

“Excuse me?”

“Honestly, from my standpoint, I don’t need your help at all. In fact, I think it would be much better if you were the one in trouble.”

“……”

With a faint chuckle, Princess Francia continued, looking straight at me.

“Isn’t it obvious? Kamon, I’m probably the person in this world who most wants to see you screwed over. Don’t you think so?”

Well, Diana might have a different opinion…

But that’s not something to argue about right now.

‘Damn it, Francia!’


I’m lowering myself this much, can’t you just accept it?

I’ll really do my best from now on!

I won’t call you a crazy bitch anymore, just this once…

I sincerely prayed, but there was no wavering in Princess Francia’s eyes.

“And even if you bow your head now, nothing will change between us.”

With a resolute tone, she spoke and then gave me a mocking look.

“Still, it’s quite interesting. Seeing you bowing your head in front of me feels oddly refreshing.”

“……”

“Anyway, my answer is no, Kamon. I don’t need your help to win this election.”

Speaking with confidence, she then added with a bright smile.

“So stop trying these petty tricks and just get out of my sight.”

“……”

I quietly closed my mouth at her near-insulting words.

Seeing this, Princess Francia’s expression changed as she asked in an exaggeratedly concerned tone.

“Oh, did I go too far?”

“No, it’s fine.”

“Really? Then that’s a relief…”

“But are you really confident?”

“What?”

“I asked if you are confident in winning the academy student council president election, as you said earlier.”


“Wait, Kamon. Right now…”

At that moment, as Princess Francia frowned as if annoyed and tried to speak again.

“But what if?”

“……?”

“If I don’t help you, you will lose this election.”

“What did you say?”

“The position of the next president of Flance Imperial Academy will go to Lady Cecilia.”

As soon as I finished speaking with a smirk, her expression subtly shifted.

* * *

“Hah, this is ridiculous.”

Laughing in disbelief, Princess Francia glared at Kamon.

“Is that all you could come up with? Such a nonsensical threat?”

“Threat? Do my words sound like a threat to you?”

Seeing Kamon’s unwavering demeanor, Princess Francia was dumbfounded.

‘What is this crazy bastard saying right now?’

Losing the presidential election to Lady Cecilia?

Without Kamon’s help?

“Hah, this is unbelievable.”

Princess Francia laughed out loud and continued.

“Fine. You don’t want to swallow your pride until the end. Then let’s hear your great reason. On what grounds are you making such claims?”

“I told you. If I don’t help, you will lose, Your Highness.”

“No, so!”

In a moment of unrestrained emotion, Princess Francia shouted in a sharp tone, struggling to control her breathing before asking again.

“Why? Why do you think I’ll lose?”

“Well, naturally…”

“Naturally?”

“Because I’ll be helping Lady Cecilia.”

“Ha.”

Princess Francia sighed, her expression deflating as if air had been let out of a balloon, showing a hint of pity.

“So, Kamon, you’re saying…”

Then her previously lowered lips curved into a faint smile.

“You’re saying that whoever you help will inevitably become the student council president?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Kamon answered mechanically, causing Princess Francia to burst into laughter once more.

“Ha, really.”

Shaking her head, Princess Francia soon hardened her expression as she looked at him.

“Enough. Let’s stop this. This is just…”

“How about this?”

“What… what now?”

“If Your Highness wins the student council president election without my help.”

“If I win?”

“I will leave the academy.”

“……”

For a moment, Princess Francia, caught off guard by Kamon Vade’s unexpected proposal, closed her mouth. She then calmed herself and asked with as much composure as she could muster.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, it’s like a kind of bet.”

‘What is this? Is luck really falling into my lap like this?’

Princess Francia struggled to suppress the smile that threatened to spread across her face.

‘Alright. Finally, a legitimate chance to get rid of that bastard.’

She then carefully asked, trying to keep her emotions in check.

“Hmm, so what if I don’t win the president’s position?”

“Then you’ll provide me with the small favor I mentioned earlier. How about it? I think it’s a mutually acceptable bet and deal.”

“……”

“Or, do you not have confidence in winning the election?”

Despite Kamon Vade’s provocation, Princess Francia remained unfazed. Instead, she tried hard to control the growing excitement within her.

“Hoo, fine. I accept your proposal. But…”

Snap!

“This is a contract. Sealed by the power of a spirit.”

As she snapped her fingers, a translucent paper materialized.

“A spirit contract?”

“Yes, that’s right. If you break the terms of the contract, you will suffer considerable pain.”

“……”

“What’s the matter? Do you want to change your mind now?”

“No.”

Shaking his head firmly, Kamon answered decisively, prompting Princess Francia to continue immediately.

“Then place your hand on this contract and declare that you accept.”

“Very well. I accept.”

Whish!

As the translucent paper shattered and transformed into blue and green light, the two streams of color emitted a cool breeze that enveloped both Princess Francia and Kamon.

Soon, the light was absorbed into their bodies, leaving a refreshing sensation behind.

“Now, the contract is sealed.”

“Is it over?”

“Yes, it’s all done.”

As Princess Francia answered, she tried hard to suppress the laughter that threatened to burst forth.

However.

“Pfft!”

Unable to hold it in, she burst out laughing, sneering at Kamon as she looked at him.

“Even if you wanted to keep your pride, to go so far as to do something this stupid. Really, Kamon, you are…”

With tears forming at the corners of her eyes, Princess Francia finally shook her head and cleared her throat.

“Hmph. Well, I think we’ve said everything we need to, so let’s end our conversation here.”

‘Better get out of here before he asks for anything else.’

With her thoughts sorted, Princess Francia quickly distanced herself from Kamon.

Clack, clack.

Finally.

‘Is this really happening?’

Princess Francia glanced at the wind spirit with a blue glow fluttering around her and smiled.

‘Finally, the end of that loathsome face.’

Although she didn’t understand why Kamon Vade had suddenly come to her and bowed with such a request, she was immensely satisfied with turning the situation to her advantage and using it to cleanly dispose of him.

Moreover, she made sure he signed a ‘spirit contract,’ making it impossible for him to break it.

‘Now you’re finished, Kamon Vade.’

“Humm.”

Humming with joy, she headed towards her private dormitory.

At that moment.

“Your Highness.”

“Hello, Head Maid Sine.”

Princess Francia greeted with a light smile, but the middle-aged head maid Sine replied in a strict voice.

“Your Highness, were you wearing that expression outside?”

“Pardon?”

“I’ve told you repeatedly that as the face and representative of the royal family, you must not show such a foolish expression, even in the academy! It would bring great disgrace to the royal family!”

“Oh, no, what do you mean all of a sudden?”

“Look at this!”

Head Maid Sine immediately took out a small hand mirror from her bosom and held it out in front of her.

And when Princess Francia checked her reflection in the mirror.

“This, this is…?”

Her lips were stretched into a wide grin, almost reaching her ears, and her eyes drooped as if they were about to touch her mouth.

“Was I really making this face?”

“You’re seeing it yourself, aren’t you?”

“No way.”

Startled by her own expression, Princess Francia quickly patted her face with both hands.

No matter how good she felt, she was still the imperial princess.

She was someone who should never wear such a foolish expression!

Slap! Slap!

After slapping her cheeks several times, Princess Francia spoke with a flushed face.

“I’ll go inside quickly. Have you prepared the bathwater?”

“Yes, it is ready.”

“Well, then, I’ll take a bath right away. Haha.”

With an awkward laugh, she quickly ran into her private dormitory.

Watching her retreating back, the head maid Sine shook her head and muttered softly.

“I wonder what made her so happy that she’s overjoyed like she was as a child… Should I be glad about this or not?”
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“……”

Watching Princess Francia disappear quickly, as if running away, I soon let out a deep sigh.

“Phew, this really isn’t easy.”

Since hearing that I needed to obtain the ‘unique’ grade highest-level artifact ‘ring’ from Princess Francia, I had been deeply troubled and unable to sleep.

How on earth could I get that?

Stealing or snatching it was impossible.

So I had to receive it naturally…

‘Considering my relationship with her, getting it as a favor is out of the question.’

In such a worst-case scenario, I could consider this a reasonable success.

“Ah, damn it, I wanted to go about this more easily.”

The whole reason I bowed so low, almost to the point of groveling, was to choose the best possible course of action.

But.

“She really is a damn brat.”

Remembering Princess Francia’s mocking eyes as she watched me bow, I shook my head.

Who was it that had provoked and annoyed me from much earlier…?

‘During the dungeon exam and with Diana too.’

In any case, I provoked her, and in the end, I succeeded in drawing her into the bet, into the arena of this duel.

‘It seems I’ve managed to handle it for now, but…’

“Damn it.”


Of course, I felt frustrated that this problem, which could have been solved more easily, had become so tangled.

‘But can I turn this around?’

Until now, I had managed to resolve and overcome issues using the knowledge of the original story.

But this time, the essence itself was different from the previous problems.

I was directly changing the content and the outcome of an episode.

Moreover.

“I’m not even sure if making Lady Cecilia the president is the right move.”

A simple description of Lady Cecilia from the original story would be this:

[A girl from a prestigious noble family, with her head in the clouds, zero social skills, pure or stupid, somewhere in between.]

Thanks to this, in the original story, Princess Francia won the student council president election without any issues.

But for me…

‘I have to make someone like her the president.’

“Ah, damn it! Why did I have to get reincarnated into this third-rate novel…!”

Can’t I just ride the bus comfortably too?

Why do I keep facing such trials and unreasonable hardships?

“Ah, fuck it. Whatever!”

Having come this far, what else can I do?

If I have to argue, it’s all because I got reincarnated as Kamon Vade in the first place.

Still, since things have turned out this way.

“I will make her the president no matter what.”


Whether the original story twists or the difficulty level increases.

I will pour everything I have into making Cecilia the student council president.

* * *

“The current situation is that contact has been lost with both the Marquis of Fenelli and the Marquis of Ravenia.”

At the sharp-eyed man’s report, the beautiful woman in a luxurious yellow dress bit her lower lip hard.

“What… what’s going on all of a sudden…?”

“It was unexpected for Your Highness to run for the position. But news from your home should arrive soon, so there’s no need to worry too much, Lady Cecilia.”

Despite the secretary’s attempt to reassure her, Lady Cecilia’s expression did not soften at all.

“The fact that they are acting simultaneously suggests that something was prepared in advance. Report this to my father accurately, Albion.”

“Yes. I have already reported it, my lady.”

“Hoo.”

Sighing deeply, Lady Cecilia reached out, picked up a small teacup, and gazed out at the academy’s scenery.

Grit.

She clenched her teeth hard.

In her mind’s eye, she could see Princess Francia’s confident stride and her serene smile that seemed to embrace everything.

“She’s always like that.”

Recalling how Princess Francia always got under her skin, Lady Cecilia irritably ran her hand through her hair.

Unlike her own dull hair color, Princess Francia’s platinum blonde hair shone brightly, and her smile alone had the charm to attract people.

“Should I dye my hair too?”

“Yes? My lady?”


“Nothing, forget it.”

Waving off her secretary Albion’s reaction, Lady Cecilia thought again of her rival, Princess Francia.

The atmosphere of the election, which had seemed decided, was rapidly changing, and it looked like the outcome might shift.

If she did nothing, Princess Francia would easily snatch the student council president position from her…

“No, I will never let that happen.”

Lady Cecilia, who had grown up without facing any difficulties or hardships, found Princess Francia, who constantly clashed with her, to be a thorn in her side.

“Oh, by the way, my lady, there is one more thing to report.”

“What is it?”

“A student named Kamon, who was expelled from the Marquis Vade family, is waiting outside to see you.”

“Kamon Vade?”

“Yes, the one who attacked Her Highness before…”

“Yes, I know.”

Lady Cecilia was already familiar with the name Kamon Vade.

She had felt a certain satisfaction knowing he had managed to get one over on Princess Francia, and had once used him to irritate her further.

‘But didn’t he get demoted to commoner status?’

“It would be best to refuse, so I will handle it…”

“No, wait.”

Normally, she would never have allowed a private meeting with someone of commoner status.

‘They said he’s not on good terms with Her Highness, right?’

“Alright, I will meet him.”

“M-My lady?”

“Tell him I will see him.”

“Yes, understood.”

* * *

“……”

“……”

The man and woman sat opposite each other in the drawing room, quietly sipping tea without exchanging a word.

Thud!

“Are you going to continue sitting there without saying anything?”

The first to speak was Lady Cecilia.

‘I really don’t like this guy at all.’

The mere fact that she was having a private audience with a commoner was already a huge concession for her. Yet here he was, sipping tea arrogantly and remaining silent?

It reminded her that people should associate with those similar to themselves…

“Are you planning to hand over the position of Flance Academy’s student council president to the princess?”

“What?”

“I asked if you plan to give up the student council president position to Princess Francia.”

“……”

Cecilia was momentarily speechless at Kamon Vade’s sudden, direct question.

‘What is with this guy?’

Regardless of his status as a commoner now, shouldn’t someone from a noble family adhere to basic etiquette and protocol? The way Kamon spoke so rudely left her flustered.

“What… what are you talking about?”

“The people who were supposed to be part of your election team have sided with Princess Francia, and the general student consensus is already expecting her victory.”

“……”

“If you continue to do nothing like this, won’t the position naturally go to the princess?”

Lady Cecilia felt anger for the first time at Kamon Vade’s remarks, delivered with a faint smile.

“So, what exactly are you trying to say?”

“My point is this: Are you okay with Princess Francia taking the president’s position?”

“……”

Lady Cecilia, now silent, looked at him with eyes dark with anger.

“Kamon, you are an incredibly rude person.”

“Pardon? Rude?”

“How can you ask such brutal questions so casually…”

“Ha, is that so?”

Kamon chuckled and nodded, prompting Cecilia to respond in disbelief.

“You’re… you’re laughing? Do you find what I said funny?”

“No, it’s not funny. However.”

“However?”

“I can understand why people would easily leave you and side with the princess.”

“What did you say?!”

Unconsciously, Cecilia stood up, her barely contained anger now fully visible. Never in her life had she encountered someone as rude and shameless as Kamon Vade.

‘Disgusting, dirty, and too much!’

With her anger reaching a peak, tears began to form in her eyes.

At that moment.

“But I am different from them.”

Kamon continued speaking, not erasing the smile from his face.

“I intend to make you the student council president.”

“……!”

For a moment, Lady Cecilia felt as if she were falling from a great height.

‘What is this feeling?’

“I’ll ask again. Will you give up the president’s position?”

“……”

Lady Cecilia stared at him for a moment before shouting firmly.

“No! I won’t give up. Why should I give up?”

Her voice had risen to a higher pitch, and she glared at the person who had shaken her so much.

“You’re right, Kamon. The situation has certainly become difficult. But I will try my best and make sure I secure that position.”

Princess Francia and Lady Cecilia’s rivalry was an inevitable fate, a clash between the royal faction and the noble faction. The election for the next student council president of Flance Imperial Academy was an extension of this competition.

“Especially if the opponent is Princess Francia, I definitely don’t want to lose.”

Thud!

Kamon quietly placed his teacup down and spoke.

“Hard work alone doesn’t guarantee success. If that were the case, everyone who worked hard would achieve their dreams and goals.”

“What are you saying?”

“But the determination not to give up is very important.”

With a slight smile, Kamon continued.

“I will help you win this election.”

“……?!”

Lady Cecilia’s body froze in place, surprised by his sudden offer.

And then.

“Why all of a sudden?”

“It’s not sudden. I have a plan to ensure your victory in this election.”

“……”

Cecilia was momentarily speechless at his baseless confidence.

“You’re lying.”

“What?”

“You’re mocking me. Because people abandoned me, someone like you is making fun of me…”

“Lady Cecilia, I am not lying, nor am I joking.”

Kamon’s response was more serious than ever.

“I understand that it’s sudden and hard to believe. So…”

Kamon nodded calmly and continued with a serious expression.

“Listen to my plan first and then decide.”

“A plan?”

“Yes, a very innovative strategy to make you the president.”

Kamon Vade spoke with a confident smile, leaving Lady Cecilia feeling an inexplicable sense of unease.
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A short while later.

“……”

Despite explaining my ‘plan’ to her, Lady Cecilia sat blankly without saying a word, making me feel a bit anxious.

‘Tsk, her reaction is somewhat ambiguous.’

In the original story, Lady Cecilia was portrayed as a pure ‘villainess’ heiress, oblivious to the ways of the world. However, facing her directly now…

‘Rather than feeling like a villainess, she comes off more like a naive fool.’

To put it in more detail, she was like a pampered princess who had grown up extremely sheltered. Perhaps that’s why she showed a glimpse of a ‘villainess’ side, but the reality was different.

Nevertheless.

‘This doesn’t mean she’ll be easy to deal with.’

If she were as straightforwardly insane as Princess Francia, communication might be simpler. But with her naive purity and stubbornness, future issues were likely.

At that moment.

“So…”

“Yes, Lady.”

“If I follow your plan, can I really win the election?”

She blinked her round eyes as she asked, and I nodded without hesitation.

“Yes, you can.”

“How? The current support rate shows over 90% in favor of the princess.”

“Well…”

Trailing off, I spoke with utmost confidence.


“We just need to catch up by any means necessary. That’s why I can confidently assure you that you will be elected.”

“……”

Lady Cecilia tilted her head slightly, looking confused, so I extended my hand to her.

“Take my hand, Lady.”

No matter what, I would make this woman the next student council president of Flance Imperial Academy. And as for Francia, that bitch…

‘I’ll drag her to the depths of hell and get that ring.’

“I will make sure you become the next president of Flance Imperial Academy.”

“Wait. Before that, I have a question.”

“Go ahead.”

I responded politely, bowing my head, and she stared at my hand before asking.

“What are you?”

“Excuse me?”

“What exactly are you?”

“……”

What kind of question is that?

She continued, her mouth opening again.

“Honestly, no matter how lacking I may be, this situation is very confusing and doesn’t make sense.”

“What do you mean…”

“I still don’t understand why Kamon Vade is suddenly offering to help me, but more importantly…”

Speaking slowly, Lady Cecilia looked straight at me.


“How can someone like you come up with such ideas?”

“Pardon?”

Someone like me? What does she mean by that?

“You were a noble, right? From the Marquis Vade family, correct? If so… ah, is that why you were expelled and demoted?”

“What?”

“But even so. This is too low-class. Do commoners naturally come up with such lowly thoughts?”

Lady Cecilia spoke without hesitation, then nodded to herself, muttering.

“Well, given that their world is different from ours, they might have unique perspectives. It was an interesting idea. However…”

She shook her head firmly.

“This is too low-class. Sure, it might attract dirty and vile attention, but you want me to do this? How can I?”

“……”

Her ridiculous words left me speechless.

Low-class? Vile? Dirty?

What?

Naive flower in the head?

Not feeling like a villainess?

‘This is exactly the kind of line a noble villainess would utter.’

“Hm? Why are you looking at me like that? Oh, was I too honest? But it’s the truth.”

As I sighed and pondered how to persuade her, she suddenly grabbed her face with both hands and shook her head vigorously.

“No, no. Even if it’s low-class, it was interesting. Maybe I’m stuck.”


“……?”

“Right. I’ve been narrow-minded. To trample that bitch, I might need to step in this shit.”

What? Shit?

Are you calling my idea shit?

“Kamon Vade!”

“Yes?”

“Clearly, I wasn’t thinking straight. Just ignore what I said earlier.”

“……”

She’s utterly self-centered.

She says hurtful things and then tells me to ignore them?

At that moment, Lady Cecilia spoke again.

“The students at this academy aren’t all nobles. If we go by what you say, wouldn’t the commoner students like this low-class strategy?”

“……”

“And as the student council president representing the academy, one should be able to embrace the preferences and intentions of such people too, right?”

“Wait a moment, Lady.”

Seeing her continue to talk to herself like a runaway train, I quickly stopped her and took a moment to gather my thoughts.

‘In essence, she’s saying that while she wouldn’t normally do such things, she’s willing to do them to become the student council president, even if she dislikes it.’

“So, you mean that my plan isn’t bad, and you’re willing to go through with it to become the student council president?”

“Yes, exactly. I really want to put Francia in her place.”

Nodding vigorously, she then grabbed my hand, which had already been lowered.

Thud!

“……?”

“So, Kamon, I’ll join hands with you. Even though I don’t like the method, make me the president.”

I stared at the pale, delicate hand of the lady that was now clutching mine.

‘Uh, is this really okay?’

Although I was the one who sought out Lady Cecilia to offer to make her president, actually speaking with her left my head spinning.

‘She’s an unpredictable character. Much more than I thought…’

Just then.

Thump, thump, thump, clunk!

Suddenly, the closed drawing room door flew open, and someone rushed in.

“Sister, wait a moment… Oh, oh? It really is Kamon!”

A familiar face burst in, shouting in a hurried tone.

At the same time.

“Hey! Lois, what kind of rude behavior is this?!”

“Lois?”

It was Lois, my fellow tank who took the practical dungeon exam with me.

‘What the heck? Why is Lois here?’

* * *

“A cousin?”

“Yeah, my mother and Cecilia’s mother are sisters.”

At Lois’s explanation, I could only nod.

‘So they’re connected like this?’

Even though I read the original story, I couldn’t have memorized the entire family relationships of the characters.

I would only remember those connected to the protagonist, Kyle.

“Hey, Kamon. But you know…”

“Yeah?”

“My sister is really kind and pure, you know? So…”

What? Kind and pure?

If your sister is kind and pure, then all the truly kind and pure people in the world are dead.

However.

“Don’t worry, Lois. I’ve got a rough idea.”

Hiding my true feelings, I nodded at the worried Lois.

“She might be awkward in how she speaks and deals with others, but she’s genuinely kind.”

If that’s awkwardness, she could verbally tear someone apart if she gets any worse.

“Please, Kamon.”

“Got it, Lois. See you later.”

“Yeah, bye.”

After parting ways with Lois, I sighed quietly as I found myself alone.

“Phew.”

Cecilia Romanoff.

She was definitely a unique and peculiar character, different from my expectations.

From our brief conversation and the few explanations Lois provided, I could infer…

‘Her character is much stronger than in the original story.’

She’s clueless about the ways of the world and lacks common sense.

Her potential as a villainess was quite high.

But the burning desire to compete with Princess Francia and her strong will to become the student council president were positive traits.

Even if it meant changing her will to achieve her desires…

‘It’s not just a decent trait; it’s a good one.’

If I had a choice, would I have picked her?

If there was a way to join Princess Francia without her mocking and rejecting me…

“Damn, I’d have gone under her for sure. Why would I put myself through all this?”

From the start, I had no other choice.

There was no other candidate with the potential to compete against Princess Francia.

“Well, even if the support rate is 9:1…”

Having even 1% chance is better than none.

No matter how much of a villain or trash Cecilia might be, I had to support her to become the president.

“Sigh, what’s the point of thinking more?”

After venting my frustrations, I realized that wasn’t the important part.

Regardless of what kind of person Lady Cecilia was, what I had to consider was…

“The important thing is whether she will listen to me and follow my lead.”

What’s the point of having great plans and strategies to surpass Princess Francia if she doesn’t follow them?

“Tsk.”

On that front, Lady Cecilia didn’t seem so bad.

Despite disliking the task, she expressed her determination to do whatever it took to achieve her desires.

Sure, she might still act stubbornly or independently later on, but…

“Phew, when have things ever been easy for me? I should be used to this by now.”

Muttering to myself like this, I shook my head with a bitter smile.

From the moment I fell into this world, my fate was practically set.

If the world unfairly challenges and torments me, I will resist and fight back with all I have to seize what I want.

‘Whether it’s for my survival or my way of life.’

So.

“I’ll make it happen somehow.”

With that resolve, I left my meeting with Lady Cecilia and headed back to the dormitory.
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Chapter 62

The next day.

The students at the academy were buzzing with shock and heated discussions about a particular topic.

“What’s with that list?”

“Vice President Obern, Lucas Fenelli, Edin Berzen, Arian Marquis, Rosen Ravenia?”

“Are all these people really part of Princess Francia’s election team?”

“Senior Lucas is the top student in the third year, and Edin Berzen is that crazy swordmaster, right?”

“And Lady Rosen of the Marquis Ravenia family, and Lady Arian of the Marquis family? Both are the most famous in the second and third years… Wow, this is insane.”

“Hey, just having Vice President Obern on her team means it’s already over. All the previous student council’s factions are supporting Princess Francia.”

“It’s like an unbeatable luxurious army. How can anyone win against this? They’re dominating from the start.”

“But weren’t those people originally on Lady Cecilia’s side? I heard President Alex and Lady Cecilia are related by marriage?”

“Shh! Be quiet.”

“I heard the atmosphere on Lady Cecilia’s side is completely doomed right now.”

As the students commented on the election team list posted on the notice board, a familiar voice broke through the chatter.

“Oh, I thought this election would be interesting, but it’s going to be one-sided again.”

“Well, it’s not over yet.”

Elliot’s words made Bren glance at me nervously.

Indeed, objectively speaking, Lady Cecilia’s strength was now nowhere near enough to defeat Princess Francia.

It wasn’t just a matter of losing support; it was like being blinded and deafened.

‘This isn’t even 9:1, more like 9.5:0.5? No, it feels like 99:1.’


Then Elliot spoke again.

“So when does the election campaign start?”

“There will be a declaration of candidacy ceremony in a week, and then the official campaign starts.”

Right, the declaration of candidacy ceremony.

It’s where candidates for the student council presidency announce their vision and plans, marking their official start.

“But Kamon, you’re not seriously thinking of helping Lady Cecilia, are you?”

Elliot suddenly asked, looking at me, and I shook my head slightly.

“No, I am. We’ve already talked, and I’ve registered for her election team.”

“What? Already?”

Bren asked in a trembling voice.

“Are you sure about this, Kamon?”

“What about it?”

“Isn’t the situation…”

“I’m fine. I expected it to be a tough battle. But the problem is you guys.”

“Huh?”

“W-What do you mean? What’s the problem?”

Seeing their confused expressions, I smiled broadly and answered.

“When I registered for the election team, I also put your names down.”

“What?”

“Pffft!”


Elliot, who had been drinking water, spat it out and asked in shock.

“W-Wait a minute, Kamon. What do you mean by that?”

“K-Kamon?”

“What I mean is, from now on, you two will be working with me in the election campaign. Nice to have you as partners.”

I grinned widely and extended my hand to them.

* * *

Slurp.

“Bren? The tea is overflowing.”

“Huh? Oh, sorry.”

Bren quickly pulled his hand back from the teapot, mumbling an apology.

“B-Bren. Are you okay?”

“Is something wrong? You’ve looked upset since earlier…”

“N-No. I’m fine. Nothing’s wrong. Really, I’m fine. Sorry, I’ll clean this up.”

Thud!

Bren put down the teapot and began to clean up, but the other students stopped him.

“No, we’ll take care of it. Just sit down and have a cup of tea.”

“Yeah, that seems best.”

“Thanks, senior.”

Bren was currently at a regular meeting of his tea-time club. The club, composed mostly of tea enthusiasts, had a very gentle and calm atmosphere.

“So what’s wrong, Bren? If you’re having a tough time or dealing with something difficult, why don’t you tell us? We want to help if we can.”


The club leader, a girl with large glasses, spoke gently, making Bren look at her with a slightly touched expression.

“Senior Shatran.”

Like her soft gaze, this tea-time club was the perfect place for Bren to relax and heal.

So.

“It’s really nothing. I’m sorry for worrying you.”

“Really? There’s nothing wrong?”

“Yes, senior. I swear.”

“Are you sure?”

Shatran’s persistent questioning made Bren smile awkwardly and force out a response.

“Really, it’s nothing, haha.”

“Alright. But remember, you can always come to us with anything. We’re always on your side, Bren.”

“Your words alone are enough, senior.”

‘I thought things had changed.’

Even though Kamon Vade still acted unilaterally sometimes, Bren felt a sense of camaraderie after going through several things together. He even shared some of his secrets with Kamon, considering him a friend.

But.

‘Why does it have to be Lady Cecilia’s election team? I can’t do this anymore. I need to tell Kamon firmly that I can’t do it!’

Resolutely deciding, Bren went to find Kamon after the tea-time club meeting.

Seeing him talking with Elliot, who had arrived before him, Bren steeled his nerves and approached them.

“Kamon, I want to withdraw from this election…”

“I’ll do my best to help you, Kamon!”

“What? S-Senior?”

“Hmm? Bren, did you come to finalize your decision too? Good thinking. Friends should help each other when they’re in trouble.”

“Uh, Bren? What were you going to tell me earlier? I couldn’t hear because of Elliot’s shouting.”

“Ah, well…”

Despite coming with a firm resolve, Bren was now greatly shaken by Elliot’s talk of friendship.

“What else could it be? Bren probably came with a similar mindset to mine. Right, Bren?”

“Uh, yeah…”

With Elliot’s unknown pressure, Bren eventually gave in.

“Y-Yeah. Let’s work hard together for this election.”

Forcing a smile, Bren spoke words that were contrary to his heart.

“Really? Good thinking, Bren. Thank you!”

Kamon stood up, placing his hands on Bren’s and Elliot’s shoulders, and Bren could only manage a weak smile, shedding invisible tears.

* * *

The massive fountain garden at the academy’s center was often used for events and gatherings. This year, it was chosen as the site for the student council president’s declaration ceremony.

A new stage was set up around the fountain, and so many people were interested in the election that the paths leading to the garden were all blocked.

“When is Princess Francia’s turn?”

“It says here. She’s first!”

“Wow, Princess Francia is the first to declare? Well, this election is pretty much decided then.”

“Is there a good spot to see her up close? I want to get a better look at the princess.”

From the excited chatter of the students, it was clear that Princess Francia was the star of the declaration ceremony.

“……”

In the designated area for candidates, Lady Cecilia stood quietly, showing no particular change in expression.

“There are really a lot of people.”

She muttered in a calm tone, nodding to herself.

“They’re all waiting for Princess Francia, aren’t they?”

“Yes, probably.”

“I expected it, but seeing it in person makes it a bit more painful.”

Lady Cecilia smiled ambiguously, and I scratched the back of my head.

“This kind of situation will continue. You’ll need to toughen up…”

I started to say something comforting when she interrupted.

“To them, we must look like the villains, right?”

“Pardon?”

Just then, the host’s voice echoed from the stage.

[Everyone, please focus your attention.]

[Now, we will begin the 136th Flance Imperial Academy Student Council President Declaration Ceremony.]

“Woo-hoo!”

“It’s starting!”

“Princess Francia, please come out!”

The atmosphere was electric, like a stage for a top idol or diva, with everyone eagerly awaiting one person’s appearance.

And then.

Click, clack.

[Fellow students of Flance Imperial Academy, nice to meet you all.]

“Wow, it’s the princess!”

“Look this way!”

“She’s so beautiful today too!”

The cheers of her supporters were so loud it felt like the ground was shaking.

“……”

Lady Cecilia remained silent, staring at the hologram projection of the ceremony.

Soon.

Thud! Thud!

Several people lined up on stage to escort her.

They were members of Princess Francia’s election team, gathered to support her victory.

“Kamon.”

Lady Cecilia, who had been silent until now, finally spoke up.

“Yes?”

“You said you understood why those people left me, right?”

Did I say that?

“Yes, I did mention that. Why do you ask now?”

“Can you tell me the reason?”

Lady Cecilia turned her gaze from the hologram to look at me intently.

“……”

[The people here have volunteered to support me in this election. Starting with former Vice President Obern…]

As Princess Francia’s clear voice introduced her team, Lady Cecilia continued to press me.

“Can you tell me?”

Sighing briefly, I replied.

“I’ll tell you later. Let’s focus on the declaration ceremony for now…”

“No, tell me now.”

“But Lady…”

“……”

She bit her lower lip as she looked at me, making it hard to refuse.

“Then just one thing.”

“……?”

“Can we really win?”

Her voice trembled slightly as she asked. I pondered for a moment.

Looking at the current scene, it was easy to feel overwhelmed by the atmosphere alone.

It felt like fighting the whole world, not just a 9:1 odds scenario.

But then I nodded firmly.

“Yes.”

“Really?”

“Yes, we can win.”

“Honestly?”

“Would you prefer if I said we’ll lose?”

“No, thank you. I appreciate your confidence, Kamon. That was a good answer.”

Lady Cecilia smiled and gave me a thumbs-up, and I couldn’t help but shake my head quietly.

‘This feels like consoling a child.’

“At least I feel a bit better. It’s nice to have someone say that.”

Relieved, she exhaled deeply, and I slowly turned my gaze back to the hologram.

‘Honestly, I can’t guarantee victory, but…’

Still.

Sparkle.

I noticed the ring on Princess Francia’s left hand.

‘I must win to save my life. I’ll do whatever it takes. Right?’
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“…Thank you!”

Princess Francia, having completed her speech without any issues, looked around with a satisfied expression.

Clap clap clap!

The sound of applause filled the area, accompanied by cheers directed at her. Smiling brightly, she waved to the students for a while before stepping off the podium.

Click clack.

“You did a great job, Your Highness.”

“With such a reaction, the election is over.”

Everyone around her spoke with slightly flushed faces, but Princess Francia shook her head and replied.

“No, this is just the beginning. Don’t let your guard down and stay focused.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Understood.”

Returning to the waiting room set up for the candidates, Princess Francia began removing the cumbersome jewelry and outer garments she was wearing.

“Everyone, you worked hard. Now, take a break. Oh, and I’d like to be alone for a while if that’s okay?”

“Of course, Your Highness.”

“If you need anything, just call us. We’ll be waiting outside.”

Thud!

After the others left and the door closed, leaving her alone in the waiting room, Princess Francia let out a deep sigh and muttered to herself.

“Phew, this isn’t easy.”

Although she was used to receiving attention as a princess, actually standing in front of such a massive crowd and giving a speech was a different experience.


Plop!

“I’m tired.”

Taking advantage of the privacy, she collapsed onto the sofa in the waiting room. She could feel her dress crumpling, but she didn’t care.

‘It doesn’t matter right now.’

Even if several dresses were ruined, she needed this moment of mental relaxation.

[…That concludes my declaration of candidacy.]

Far away, a magical artifact was broadcasting the declaration ceremony happening outside.

“This is really boring.”

The reaction and atmosphere outside were nowhere near as lively as when she was on stage. There were no proper cheers, no significant reactions.

“…”

It felt as if the result of this student council election was already decided. The overwhelming disparity made the whole event feel pointless.

“I don’t even know if I should be happy about this.”

Even at the Imperial Academy, which gathered the brightest talents of the empire, the outcome was determined by her royal lineage.

It was somewhat disappointing. But at the same time…

“What was Kamon Vade thinking when he suggested that bet…? Well, it works for me.”

She chuckled, recalling Kamon Vade’s provocative challenge.

Just then.

[The last candidate is Cecilia Romanoff.]

As the host announced the final candidate, her only rival, Lady Cecilia, stepped onto the stage.

Click clack.


“Hmm?”

However, Princess Francia’s eyes were not on Lady Cecilia. Instead, they were fixed on a person behind her.

“Ha, so he really went over there?”

She chuckled again as she noticed Kamon Vade standing behind Cecilia, wearing a broad smile.

* * *

As the declaration ceremony continued, members of the various election teams mingled and chatted.

Not everyone was socializing; some were keeping to themselves, standing apart from the crowd.

“Hey, Chelsea?”

Kyle, who had just greeted someone, called out to a familiar girl with aqua-colored hair.

“Hi, Kyle.”

“Chelsea, are you part of the election team too?”

“Yes. The princess asked me to join.”

Chelsea Artin, the top freshman, was a valuable addition to any election team. Having no issues with the princess, she accepted the request to help as long as it didn’t interfere with her studies.

“Kyle, you too?”

“Yeah, the princess asked for my help, so I joined.”

Kyle nodded with a bright smile, and Chelsea simply nodded back, remaining silent.

She glanced around before speaking in a cold voice.

“Everything here seems done, so can I leave now?”

“Huh? Already? The other declarations aren’t finished yet…”

“Is there any point in watching? The princess is going to win anyway.”


“Well, that’s true, but still…”

“No, staying here any longer is a waste of time.”

Chelsea cut him off firmly and continued.

“I’d rather spend this time reading another book or training.”

She muttered to herself before her eyes lit up with an idea, and she looked at Kyle.

“Kyle, do you have some time?”

“Huh? Suddenly?”

“Yes. Want to spar with me?”

“What? Spar? I’d love to!”

Despite Chelsea’s sudden request, Kyle answered excitedly with sparkling eyes.

“But today, it might be a bit difficult until this declaration ceremony is over. I’m assigned to guard the princess…”

“I can wait.”

“Oh, really? Alright. Then just wait a little. The declaration ceremony is almost over anyway. Ah, here comes Lady Cecilia. She’s the last one!”

As Kyle’s words made Chelsea glance at the screen absentmindedly, she suddenly tilted her head.

“Ka…mon?”

As she muttered the familiar name, Kyle’s voice pierced her thoughts.

“Huh? It really is Kamon. So Kamon is on Lady Cecilia’s election team?”

* * *

“How was it, Kamon? Did I do well?”

Lady Cecilia, who had just come down from the podium, asked with a slightly flushed face. She seemed a bit tense or excited.

“You did well.”

“Ah, just ‘well’ isn’t enough. I wanted them to see my performance and regret leaving me!”

“……”

I looked at Lady Cecilia and couldn’t help but chuckle internally. She was likely referring to those who had abandoned her for Princess Francia.

But when I glanced to the side, those people weren’t even paying attention to Lady Cecilia. They were busy chatting among themselves.

‘This must be the frustration of the weak, the humiliation…’

It felt like she was shadowboxing alone while the other side felt no threat. I couldn’t help but laugh at their indifference.

“Huh? What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, just a thought.”

“What thought? Tell me.”

Lady Cecilia followed me persistently, demanding to know.

But I just shook my head with a smile.

“Ah, come on, tell me!”

“It’s nothing.”

I couldn’t help but think of the day when those who ignored us now would one day turn to look at us with twisted expressions.

‘How could I not laugh at that?’

How could I hold back laughter when imagining Princess Francia and her team’s dismayed faces?

Wait a minute.

This feels too much like a villain’s perspective…

Well, who cares.

Kamon Vade was originally a villain, so why not embrace it and become a proper antagonist?

“Kamon!”

“Let’s go in.”

“Ah, seriously. Tell me!”

* * *

Knock knock knock.

“Yes, come in.”

Princess Francia, who had been lying on the sofa, sat up and tidied her clothes as she answered.

Click!

“Your Highness, the organizers have requested that all candidates come up to the stage.”

“Alright. Tell them I’ll be out soon.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Thud!

After the student delivering the message left and the door closed, Princess Francia muttered to herself.

“So he really teamed up with Cecilia, that naïve girl? Ha, seriously…”

People had often referred to Lady Cecilia as her rival, but she had never thought of Cecilia that way.

Cecilia was never someone who could be compared to her.

‘She’s a stubborn fool with her head in the clouds.’

“For the first time, I’m actually interested in this.”

Up until now, the situation had been too one-sided to be interesting, but the fact that a fool and a piece of trash had teamed up was quite exciting news.

Knock knock, click.

Suddenly, the door opened, and Kyle, her assigned guard for the day, entered.

“Your Highness, I’ve come to escort you.”

“Ah, Kyle. Just a moment. I’m almost ready.”

Princess Francia quickly adjusted the crooked hologram artifact.

Watching her, Kyle looked around before speaking.

“Did you see earlier?”

“See what?”

“Kamon showed up in Lady Cecilia’s declaration ceremony. Didn’t you see him?”

“Yes, I saw him.”

“It would have been nice if he were on our side, a bit disappointing.”

“Is that so? I think it’s more fun this way.”

“Pardon?”

Princess Francia shook her head, still smiling.

“Never mind. Kyle, can you open the door? It’s time to go.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Click!

Stepping out of the waiting room, she addressed her waiting election team.

“Have you contacted the former student council presidents and the professors?”

“Yes? Ah, yes. We’ve already sent the letters. We haven’t received replies yet, but…”

“Send them again in my name. Let’s ensure everything is clear.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

After finishing her conversation with the election team members, Princess Francia walked quietly.

Click clack.

‘Kamon Vade.’

She recalled his name and face, smirking internally.

‘Fine, let’s see who wins this bet.’

The king of beasts, the lion, always puts its best effort into every hunt, and the end of that hunt is always the predator’s victory.

“Wow, it’s Princess Francia!”

“Princess Francia!”

Hearing the students cheer for her, Princess Francia smiled brightly and waved naturally in response.
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“Are we really proceeding as discussed?”

Lady Cecilia asked with a faint smile, holding the report I handed her.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Thank you. I’ll read it through one more time.”

Lady Cecilia smiled lightly at me before focusing on the report.

After a while, she spoke again.

“But is this strategy really feasible?”

“Yes. It’s a draft, but there won’t be any significant changes.”

“……”

She pondered my confident answer with a deeply contemplative expression.

Then, she spoke in an almost admiring tone, her eyes wide with curiosity.

“Wow, really…”

“How do you come up with such low tactics? Are all commoners like this?”

“Pardon?”

Stunned by her casual yet rude comment, I found myself asking back in disbelief. Lady Cecilia quickly waved her hands in denial.

“Oh, no. I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just fascinating. Propaganda? Fake news? False rumors? I’ve never seen anything like this before. The more I read, the more intriguing it gets.”

“……”

Watching her skim through the report again, I couldn’t help but feel a bit frustrated.

“Kamon, will these tactics really work? I mean, wouldn’t normal people see through them?”


“Lady Cecilia.”

“Yes?”

“Have any friends or servants told you that you’ve lost weight or look prettier recently?”

Her eyes widened in surprise at my question.

“Weight? Why? Do you think I’ve gained weight?”

“No, that’s not it… Just answer my question first.”

“Oh, yes. Every time I attend a party or tea time, other ladies often say I’ve lost weight and look prettier. It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Have you ever heard anyone say you’ve gained weight?”

“What? Oh no, I must have gained weight. I’ve been snacking a lot due to stress recently.”

Lady Cecilia looked distressed, her face falling. I continued speaking patiently.

“No, I just want to know if anyone has ever told you that.”

“No, never. This is the first time I’ve heard that, Kamon.”

“That’s it.”

“What?”

“If someone started a rumor that you’ve gained weight and become unattractive, would your close friends believe it?”

“Well, those who know me well would definitely deny it. They’d know it’s a malicious rumor.”

“But what if this rumor spread at a party you weren’t invited to, or among noble ladies far away? And what if it was impossible to verify immediately? Especially if it came with a plausible reason?”

“……”

Lady Cecilia fell silent at my continued questioning. She wasn’t a fool. She was simply an idealist who saw the world in a certain way.

“You’re right, Kamon. If it’s something they can’t easily verify, they might believe it. There would be no way to confirm the truth.”


Phew, finally.

You’re not an idiot, Cecilia.

You can understand reason.

Seeing her finally nod in realization, I felt a weight lift off my chest. But then she looked at me and asked again.

“Still, if we spread false information, won’t Princess Francia be hurt? If rumors spread that I’ve gained weight, I’d be really sad…”

“What does that matter?”

“Pardon?”

“We are in a battle with Princess Francia for the election. Who worries about hurting the enemy in a war?”

“Well, still… It’s a lie.”

“Lady Cecilia, didn’t you say you wanted to win?”

“Yes?”

“The person who said she absolutely wants to beat Princess Francia and become president is now asking such questions?”

“……”

I had no room for soft values like morality or justice in this battle. From the standpoint of the underdog, I had to use any means necessary to win.

Even if it was despicable, cruel, or unjust…

Lady Cecilia nodded with a determined expression.

“Alright!”

She then spoke to me with conviction.

“I’ll support this strategy fully, so let’s go ahead with it.”

What? Suddenly?


You’ll support it fully?

Well, thanks, but…

Isn’t that a bit too emotional?

“Are you serious?”

“Yes? Why ask that? You said this plan would work, Kamon. Were you lying to me?”

Seeing her frown, I quickly shook my head.

“No, I’ll do my best.”

Despite the unexpected shift, I had achieved the desired result. Now, if we just proceed…

“Oh, Kamon. You should take Lois and use him as you see fit.”

“What? Why suddenly?”

“He’s my cousin, but he’s still naive. I think he could learn a lot from a friend like you.”

“……”

Her playful wink left me speechless for a moment.

‘What? Lois is naive? And you’re saying that?’

* * *

“I’ve heard everything. The next student council president should definitely be Princess Francia.”

“Thank you, Senior Devran.”

“Haha, it’s been years since I graduated from the academy. You don’t need to call me senior.”

“Oh, but once a senior, always a senior, isn’t it?”

“Thank you so much for saying that, Your Highness.”

The man with a scraggly beard smiled, and Princess Francia responded with a slight bow and a smile.

‘No matter what, I have to do my best.’

Although her royal status and the subtle support of the imperial family were evident, she didn’t want her victory to be attributed solely to that. She wanted to prove her own abilities and strength, which is why she was striving for a more decisive victory.

“Until next time, Senior Devran.”

“I hope to see you again at the palace.”

As the guest departed, someone quietly spoke to Princess Francia.

“A letter with the signatures of the supporting professors has arrived. Additionally, some professors have expressed their intention to participate in the next speech event.”

Obern, the former vice president and current strong supporter among the third-year students, reported to her, and Princess Francia nodded lightly.

“Thank you, Obern. Thanks to you, the election has become much easier.”

“No, Your Highness. This is all because of your excellent character and charm, which have influenced everyone at the academy…”

At that moment, another member of the election team, Rosen Ravenia, spoke up.

“But it seems that the former president hasn’t said anything yet, has he, Vice President Obern?”

“President Alex declared a long time ago that he would remain neutral so as not to interfere with the election, Rosen.”

“Is that so? But the rumors say otherwise.”

“What do you mean?”

“There are rumors that he’s actually supporting Lady Cecilia because they are related by marriage.”

“Rosen, can you back up that claim?”

“Everyone is saying it, so what’s there to back up? I’m more curious about why the vice president is saying otherwise.”

“Rosen Ravenia!”

The argument between the two made others start looking around uncomfortably.

“Everyone, please stop. There’s no need for us to argue right now.”

Princess Francia cut off the argument with a gentle smile and continued speaking.

“President Alex must have his reasons and circumstances. I respect his free will. There’s no need to pressure him unnecessarily.”

With her unique gentle charisma, Princess Francia successfully mediated the internal conflict within her election team. She then sat down at her desk, ready to move on to the next agenda.

“There’s still some time until the next event…”

Bang!

“Your Highness!”

Suddenly, the door to her office burst open, and someone entered with a very confused expression.

“We are in a meeting. What’s so urgent that you barged in like this…”

“Here! Look at this, Your Highness!”

The student who had rushed in ignored Obern’s reprimand and handed a large poster to Princess Francia.

“What is this?”

“What nonsense…”

“Oh, come on. Now someone is stooping to such disgraceful tactics?”

The poster depicted Princess Francia in a defiant pose, a cigarette hanging from her lips. Below the image was the headline:

“Exposing the Shocking True Face of Princess Francia.”

“……”

The crude and inflammatory wording made it look worse than a third-rate tabloid.

* * *

[“We thought she was just an ordinary smoker, but the princess is actually a heavy smoker?”]

[“Rumor has it that Princess Francia enjoyed gang fights with her servants in her youth, and she has scars on her back from those days. Is it true?”]

[“The princess, who grew up sheltered in a greenhouse, is actually a classist who despises commoners?”]

All sorts of provocative and scandalous content, paired with crudely edited photos, spread throughout the academy.

At first, people reacted with disbelief to the posters that appeared overnight, defaming Princess Francia with lies.

“Who would put up such nonsense?”

“Our Princess Francia would never be like that!”

“This is just another jealous group trying to slander the princess.”

“There are some real weirdos out there.”

“Whoever did this, they’d better watch out when we find them!”

“Do you think the princess actually smokes?”

“Hey, what are you saying? You believe that?”

“No, of course not! But it does make you wonder.”

The posters were quickly taken down, but they reappeared soon after, each time with different content.

“Could this be true?”

“There must be some reason these rumors keep appearing.”

“And each time, the details get more specific. Maybe…”

Eventually, some began to entertain doubts about the false rumors concerning Princess Francia, casting curious glances.

“Hey, why are you believing such nonsense?”

“Whoever’s doing this should be crushed!”

Despite the general public’s negative view of the culprits behind these acts, the rumors started to seep in.

“Can I back out now, Kamon?”

“Bren, what are you saying? Are you really going to bail now and show no loyalty?”

“But, Elliot, if we get caught, we’re dead. We’re targeting the princess herself…”

“Keep quiet, Bren.”

Elliot quickly covered Bren’s mouth and scanned the surroundings, while I chuckled and spoke.

“Don’t worry. We haven’t been caught yet, so it’s fine.”

“But, Kamon, I mean…”

“Not being caught so far doesn’t mean we won’t get caught later, right?”

“It’s fine. We won’t get caught. I’ve already secured the patrol schedules and routes. As long as we don’t make mistakes, there’s no chance of getting caught.”

I reassured them with a smile, trying to alleviate their fears.
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Chapter 65

“Yeah, you’re right. Kamon’s actions might seem a bit strange, but they’ve been effective. Remember the dungeon exam?” Lois nodded in agreement, prompting Elliot to whisper irritably.

“Kamon, why are you dragging that guy around all of a sudden?”

“It’s Lady Cecilia’s orders.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah, she said to keep him close and use him as much as possible.”

Of course, she added that he was a naive fool, but I kept that part to myself. No need to cause Lois any unnecessary stress.

“So, what should I do next, Kamon? Is there anything else I can help with?”

“You’re quite eager, Lois.”

“Of course! Lady Cecile has to become the student council president!”

For a moment, I considered that Lady Cecilia might not have been entirely wrong about Lois, but I nodded and spoke.

“Then let’s all do our best. The good news is that our efforts are starting to show results faster than expected.”

“Results? What results?”

“People are starting to take notice. That’s the most important part.”

Having experienced modern society firsthand, I knew the power of media and public opinion better than anyone.

For some reason, the student council president election at this medieval fantasy academy was conducted using a democratic system. Every student had an equal vote and could participate in electing the president.

This might be a limitation of a third-rate novel, but it worked in my favor.

Most people, when exposed to shocking and provocative information repeatedly, would eventually start harboring doubts. Once those doubts grew and reached a tipping point, they’d start to accept it as fact.

Whether it was true or false didn’t matter. There’s a famous saying: “Where there’s smoke, there’s fire.”

Yes, there is smoke. Thick, hot smoke billowing up.


I knew this from countless examples and real experiences, but what about the people in this world?

Elliot’s subtle question interrupted my thoughts.

“Kamon, are the things we wrote on those posters true?”

I could feel Bren and Lois’s eyes on me.

‘There’s no way Kamon would make up things out of thin air.’

‘No way it’s a lie, right?’

I chuckled and gave a short reply.

“Of course, it’s all lies.”

“What?!”

“No way, hold on!”

“Hey, why are you two so surprised? It’s obvious Kamon’s just messing with us. Relax, Kamon, stop teasing and tell them the truth.”

Elliot nudged my shoulder, but I shrugged and replied.

“No, seriously. It’s all lies.”

“Come on, stop joking!”

“Believe me or not, it’s up to you, Elliot. But I don’t joke about this.”

“What? No way… Seriously?”

“Kamon, please tell me you’re kidding. It can’t be all lies, right? Please say it isn’t.”

“Kamon?”

I smiled and stayed silent.

“……”


“……”

It was a short moment, but their eyes conveyed more than any words could.

“Should we just run away?”

“It’s too late. Our names are already on the election team list.”

“I can’t run either. I’ve committed to my sister, and we’re family.”

“Yeah, I can’t run either. I need to graduate from the academy.”

Feeling as if they were facing the end of the world, the three exchanged words of despair, then held hands and shouted.

“Let’s survive together.”

“Let’s stick it out. We just need to not get caught.”

“Yeah, live together, die together.”

I spoke up again.

“We’re going to double the number of posters.”

Seeing their faces turn to horror, Bren was the first to voice his dissent.

“No, I can’t. I quit. I’d rather drop out of the academy…!”

At that moment, someone put a hand on Bren’s shoulder.

“Bren, even though we weren’t born on the same day, we’re now bound by the same fate.”

Elliot spoke softly, his voice filled with a strange sense of camaraderie.

“We’re in this together now. We live and die together.”

“Senior…?”

Even Lois, who wasn’t particularly close to Bren, put his arm around Bren’s shoulder and added.


“When our goals and purpose align, we shouldn’t fear death. We’re a team, after all.”

“Lois?”

Bren looked back and forth between Elliot and Lois, but their expressions remained unchanged.

Finally, Bren sighed and nodded.

“Alright. I’ll stay. I don’t understand why our deaths have to be synchronized, but I get it.”

“That’s the spirit, Bren. From today on, you, me, and… Lois, are brothers who live and die together.”

Watching this sudden brotherhood unfold before my eyes, I couldn’t hold back my laughter.

* * *

The class on ‘Potion Making and Application’ was quite popular among first-year students.

“Once you’re done making your potions, just submit them and leave.”

The professor in charge had little interest in managing or teaching the students.

“Follow the instructions on the board and the textbook to make your potions. Once you’re finished, submit them and leave.”

The assistant, not even the professor, gave the instructions and then left the room.

Naturally, the classroom quickly turned into a hub of chatter and noise.

I slumped over my desk, letting out a groan.

“Ugh, finally, a break.”

These kinds of classes were the only chance to get some rest. I was exhausted.

Neither the professor nor the assistant actually checked the submitted potions. The act of submission was all that mattered.

“Let’s just get some sleep.”

Mumbling to myself, I closed my eyes, ready for some quiet time. But just then, a conversation among some nearby students caught my attention.

“I heard it’s true about Princess Francia.”

“No way, that’s too much.”

“I don’t know, but that’s the rumor. There has to be a reason for all those posters.”

“Yeah, even the school newspaper mentioned it recently.”

“I don’t care, I’m still going to believe in Princess Francia.”

Their chatter pierced through my thoughts.

‘The rumors are spreading quickly.’

Instead of falling asleep, I found myself perking up my ears to catch more of their conversation.

‘How’s that, Princess? This modern election propaganda sure packs a punch, doesn’t it?’

I imagined her lying in bed, angrily tearing apart her pillows.

At that moment:

“Can’t you all focus on the class for once?”

“Me, Mellin?”

The sharp voice broke in, causing me to glance up. There was Elaine, looking flustered, while Melin stood beside her with a slightly flushed face, glaring at the chattering students.

‘So they’re in this class too, huh.’

“Stop spreading useless rumors and disrupting everyone’s studies, okay?”

“What’s her problem?”

“Does she think she’s part of the princess’s campaign team or something?”

Naturally, the gossip shifted from Princess Francia to Melin and Elaine.

“If you’ve got something to say, come and say it to my face instead of cowardly whispering behind my back.”

“……”

Her firm retort silenced the gossipers, who then quietly muttered among themselves.

“Let’s go.”

“Who does she think she is?”

As the group of girls walked away, Elaine spoke to Mellin with a slightly reproachful tone.

“Mellin, why do you have to pick fights? There’s no need to argue with them.”

“I don’t care. They were being annoying and disruptive. Let’s just finish and leave.”

Watching them, I couldn’t help but think they were the same as always.

Unable to resist the pull of sleep any longer, I finally drifted off.

***

“Everyone, please submit your potions. Time is up.”

I woke to the sound of the assistant’s announcement. I got up and grabbed the roughly made potion from my bag.

Plop.

I dropped the potion into the submission box and nodded briefly to the assistant before leaving the classroom.

At that moment:

“You’re not involved in this, are you, Lois?!”

“What are you talking about? No, I’m not.”

Right in front of me, Lois and Mellin were having a heated exchange, with Elaine looking flustered beside them.

“I heard it was done by Lady Cecilia’s camp, so I had to check. You know it’s meaningless if you win through such underhanded tactics, right?”

“Seriously, it wasn’t us. This is so unfair!”

“Yeah, Melin, he said it wasn’t him.”

Elaine tried to diffuse the tension, but Mellin’s eyes glinted mischievously as she muttered.

“Who knows? Maybe Lois is the only one who doesn’t know.”

“Do you think I’m an idiot? If you’re so curious, I can introduce you to Lady Cecilia. Ask her yourself.”

“That’s not necessary.”

“Hey, Mellin, are you part of Princess Francia’s campaign team or something? Why are you always suspicious and critical?”

“Does it matter what team I’m on? I’m just asking legitimate questions as a fellow academy member.”

“Oh, here comes the knight in shining armor.”

“Chelsea! Claire! Come over here and help me with these two!”

Elaine’s shout drew familiar faces towards us, including Chelsea and Claire. They spotted me at the same time.

“Huh? Kamon?”

“What? Kamon? Why bring him up?”

“Kamon is here? Where?”

Ah, I wanted to pass quietly… but now I should at least greet them, right?

“Hey, long time no see. Good to see you all.”

“K-Kamon. Hi… long time no see.”

“Why are you acting like we’re close, you jerk?”

As expected, their reactions were varied.

I approached Lois, slinging an arm around his shoulders.

“I need to borrow Lois. We have a meeting to attend, don’t we, Lois?”

“A meeting? What meeting? We have a meeting?”

“A meeting?”

“Of course, the election team meeting. Lois and I are both part of Lady Cecilia’s campaign team.”

“What? You two are on the same team? Wow.”

“No wonder there’s been bad rumors from that side lately. Makes sense now.”

Ignoring Mellin’s continued hostility, I began to lead Lois away, but not before saying goodbye.

“Anyway, we have to go now. See you all later.”

“……”

Chelsea remained silent, her expression unreadable.

“Yeah, see you later, Lois. And goodbye, Kamon.”

Elaine, as always, was bright and friendly in her farewell.

“Hmph, go or don’t, I don’t care.”

Mellin, as usual, was visibly annoyed.

As I walked away with Lois, someone suddenly called out.

“Wait, I’m coming too.”

Turning around, I saw Claire, the quiet one.

‘Oh right, she was in the same group.’

But what does she mean by coming too?

I gave her a puzzled look, and she spoke again.

“I’m also part of Lady Cecilia’s campaign team. I joined yesterday.”

“What?!”

“Claire, you too?!”

Everyone’s shock and confusion were palpable.
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Chapter 66

“How many days has it been?”

“Well… it’s been about nine days. We’ve definitely inquired with the Election Management Committee, but they say they’re doing their best. I’m sorry, Princess.”

One of the members of Francia’s campaign team bowed deeply, apologizing in response to her quiet question.

“No, there’s no need to apologize to me. This isn’t anyone’s fault.”

Shaking her head gently, Francia replied softly, causing the other students to look at her with admiration.

At that moment, Rosen Ravenia’s voice rang out.

“Well, the culprits are obvious, aren’t they? Who else but Lady Cecilia’s camp would do such a thing?”

“But there’s no evidence, is there?”

“Evidence? Hah, right. There’s no evidence. It’s all circumstantial.”

“I still can’t believe that such a naive person would do something like that.”

“Oh, come on, senior. Whose campaign team are you on?”

“I’m just saying how I feel.”

Vice President Obern frowned and replied firmly to Rosen’s sarcastic remark.

Rosen, still sounding annoyed, continued.

“Can’t we just increase the number of patrols and surveillance? We can catch the culprits right away.”

“Well, that’s true, but it’s easier said than done.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Night patrols are entirely the responsibility of the academy’s guards. Students can’t form their own patrol teams.”

“Seriously… this is ridiculous.”


According to academy regulations, students were not allowed to roam freely after midnight unless they had an urgent matter or special permission. Consequently, Francia’s campaign team had requested increased night patrols and surveillance from the guards, and the guards had complied.

However…

“Increasing patrols with the existing personnel has its limits. They can pay extra attention for a day or two, but any longer than that is difficult, or so we’ve been told.”

The posters being put up around the academy were cunningly and cleverly placed. The culprits seemed to be masters at evading detection. They paused their activities when patrols were strengthened and resumed as soon as they were eased.

“This is beyond incompetence. Let’s request permission from the Election Management Committee to form our own patrol team. We can’t just sit back and watch this happen.”

“I’ve already told you, Rosen. That’s the guards’ job. We can’t form our own patrol team.”

“So what, we just keep watching this? Do you know what people are saying about Princess Francia these days? Even my friends are asking if those rumors are true.”

“……”

Repeated false information and rumors were starting to shake Francia’s image. In less than ten days since the posters first appeared, people began to associate her name with terms like ‘heavy smoker,’ ‘thug,’ and ‘commoner hater.’

“Everyone, please wait a moment.”

When Francia raised her hand, Rosen, Obern, and the rest of the campaign team focused their attention on her.

“Vice President Obern.”

“Yes, Princess. Please, speak.”

“To my knowledge, the student council president has the authority to form a patrol team. Is that correct?”

“Well…”

Obern nodded and replied.

“Yes, that’s correct. The student council president can form a patrol team.”

“And President Alex is still maintaining his neutrality?”

“Yes. He has declared that he won’t influence the election in any way, so… he likely won’t take any action.”

“Ugh, even Senior Alex!”


“Alright then. Given the circumstances, we can’t just ignore this any longer. We’ll start officially countering these absurd rumors and fake news. And…”

Continuing, Francia turned to Obern.

“I want to respect President Alex’s wishes as much as possible. However, there’s a risk that an overheated election could negatively impact the students at the academy. Could you please convey to him that I would like to meet with him?”

“Yes, Princess. I will certainly relay the message.”

“Lady Rosen, please prepare materials to refute the content of those posters.”

“Yes, Princess!”

“Then let’s conclude today’s meeting here.”

With that, Francia ended the meeting and headed to her office.

* * *

“Is this right?”

“Yeah, do we really have to go this far?”

Crollin and Mork grumbled with displeased expressions, while Sol urgently hushed them.

“Shh! Be quiet, all of you.”

The monster trio were currently hiding around the academy, searching for the culprits who had put up the posters.

“How many days has it been?”

“We haven’t slept for three days, I think?”

“Hey, I told you to be quiet, didn’t I?”

Sol’s firm response made Crolin mutter in frustration.

“Are those guys really going to show up here? What idiot would put up posters in such a busy spot?”

“Exactly. Shouldn’t this be the job of Princess Francia’s campaign team? We’re not even part of the team, so why are we doing this?”


Annoyed by their continued complaints, Sol Krenz also looked irritated.

“Hey, what was our order? To thoroughly investigate Kamon, right? And they suspect he’s behind those posters, so what choice do we have?”

“That’s what I can’t believe. Is it really Kamon? Is he the one who put up the posters?”

“They don’t have any evidence. They’re just guessing. Why would Kamon Beyde do this?”

“If you keep whining like that, go tell the princess directly that you can’t do it.”

“Uh?”

“Hey, Sol, why do you always have to talk like that?”

“Seriously, just shut up.”

Sol Crensh didn’t like being caught between Francia and Kamon Beid, causing him to suffer. Initially, he obeyed Francia’s orders and paid attention to Kamon out of fear.

‘Why the hell are we even doing this?’

If he were truly one of her trusted followers, he wouldn’t have had any reason to complain. When he went alone to report information about Kamon to Francia:

– Is that all?

Her question, with deeply sunken eyes, left him speechless.

– Don’t come to me on your own again. I’ll contact you later. Wait for it.

Francia’s immediate dismissal forced him to leave in a hurry.

‘Kamon, that bastard, and Francia, that bitch!’

Their submission to both Kamon and Francia wasn’t due to genuine loyalty but because of the power and leverage those two had over them. As their discontent grew towards both Kamon Beid and Princess Francia, the Monster Trio noticed something.

“What’s that?”

“What’s going on over there?”

Shush!

A figure in a black cloak appeared on the path.

“Shh, be quiet.”

The cloaked figure pulled something from their cloak and quickly began posting it on the wall.

“…!”

Then, as the figure swiftly left the area, the Monster Trio quickly followed.

But…

“Huff, huff. What the hell? That guy is so fast…”

“Yeah, seriously quick.”

In the end, they lost sight of the black cloak that vanished at an incredible speed.

“What do we do now?”

Crollin scratched his head roughly, and Sol responded irritably.

“What else can we do?”

“Huh?”

He pointed back to their original spot.

“We go back to hiding there.”

“Damn it! Seriously!”

As the Monster Trio loudly vented their frustration, not far from them, behind a building, the figure in the black cloak panted heavily.

“Phew, those guys were hiding there?”

The figure lowered their hood and spoke again.

“How should I deal with them?”

The person who posted the flyers in a black cloak was Kamon , the very culprit the Monster Trio was desperately searching for.

* * *

Clang, clash, clang!

“Whoa, the sword feels pretty heavy today.”

Kyle moved swiftly, his voice full of excitement.

“…”

Swoosh!

Chelsea increased the speed of her sword without a word.

“With that weight and speed, it’s not easy to parry!”

Despite his constant chatter, Kyle blocked every single one of Chelsea’s relentless attacks. She bit her lower lip in frustration.

Chelsea gathered all her strength for one powerful strike aimed at breaking through Kyle’s defense.

“Hup!”

With more force than ever, she swung her sword at Kyle.

Swoosh!

But…

“Wow, I really can’t block that!”

With a light exclamation, Kyle narrowly dodged the attack.

“Stop, stop. Let’s call it a day. Someone’s going to get hurt at this rate.”

Landing gracefully, Kyle set his sword down and quickly gestured to stop.

“Phew.”

Chelsea, also lowering her sword, looked at Kyle with deep, piercing eyes.

‘I couldn’t hit him even once.’

Since the duel began, Chelsea had focused mainly on offense, especially today, pouring all her strength into a relentless attack without holding back. Yet she hadn’t landed a single blow.

“Your sword was pretty fierce today. Is something bothering you, Chelsea?”

Kyle asked with a gentle smile. For a moment, Chelsea felt like hitting him on the head.

Despite always playing the defensive role and taking her attacks, his ability to block them without fail showed the significant gap in their skills.

“No, nothing much…”

“I thought maybe something was wrong today. Things have been a bit tense around here lately.”

As Kyle mentioned, the atmosphere at the academy had been odd since the posters started appearing everywhere.

“I’ll start cleaning up.”

Kyle began putting his sword away and tidying the training ground. Chelsea found herself muttering to herself.

“What? Am I in a bad mood?”

Remembering Kamon’s face from that morning, Chelsea shook her head firmly and muttered again.

“There’s no need for unnecessary thoughts.”

Chelsea gathered her resolve, put away her sword, and spoke up.

“Hey, let’s do it together!”

She then began helping Kyle with the cleanup.
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“What? You lost them?”

Princess Francia glared at the Monster Trio with a hardened expression.

“They were incredibly fast…”

“It was like they used magic or something.”

Despite their fervent attempts to explain, their words only fueled Princess Francia’s anger.

“Of course they were fast. They can’t afford to get caught. What’s the point in stating the obvious…”

‘No, I can’t act like this.’ Realizing she was getting carried away, Francia took a deep breath and shook her head. “Alright, I understand.”

“…”

“I’ll call you when I need you again. Until then, don’t come back.”

“Yes, understood.”

Sol Crensh, trying to maintain a neutral expression, nodded respectfully as the others, less composed, followed him out.

Click!

Once the Monster Trio left the office, Francia clenched her fists tightly, her shoulders trembling with fury. “They lost him? That bastard?”

Most people suspected that Cecilia’s faction was behind the recent slander campaign, but Francia knew who the real culprit was.

“Kamon Vade.”

The figure the Monster Trio failed to catch was undoubtedly him.

“So, this is how you want to play it? This is getting interesting.”

Muttering to herself, Francia glanced at the parchment on her desk. “Alright then. Let’s start lightly.”

Scratch, scratch!


Sitting at her desk, she began writing swiftly.

* * *

I was sipping a drink at a café when I received a letter that left me somewhat moved.

“Wow. I didn’t expect our princess to be this fiery.”

“Pfft! Damn it, you made me spill. What? That letter’s from the princess?” Elliot, wiping juice from his lips, asked.

I nodded, chuckling. “Yeah.”

“Why? What does it say?”

“Want to see?”

“Uh, is that okay?”

Seeing Elliot’s hesitant look, I handed him the letter from Princess Francia.

“Here, take a look.”

“…”

After a moment, Elliot exclaimed, “This letter is to you?”

“Yeah, see the seal? The Flance royal seal, boom! Right there!”

Pointing to the two seals at the bottom of the parchment, I grinned as Elliot nervously sipped his drink through a straw.

Just then, Bren appeared with a familiar voice.

“Hey, what are you guys talking about?”

I immediately handed Bren the letter. “Bren, check this out.”

“Huh? What’s this? ‘It’s you, right?’…?”

Bren read the letter, then looked back and forth between Elliot and me. “What’s this about? Who sent this? And it’s just one sentence?”


“Princess Francia sent it to this idiot.”

Elliot, still sipping his drink, shook his head in disbelief.

“What? Eek!” Bren yelped, throwing the letter back at me. “Did she catch us?”

“We don’t know yet. The letter only says, ‘It’s you, right?’ But it seems likely.”

Bren and Elliot, both pale, exchanged worried glances, and I chuckled.

“Why are you two so scared? There’s no proof. Sending a letter like this means she can’t do anything.”

“Still, it’s scary.”

“Maybe not for you, Kamon, but for us, it’s different. We’re dealing with a princess.”

As they spoke, another familiar voice joined in.

“Everyone’s here. I…”

“Lois! You haven’t forgotten, right?” Elliot immediately questioned Lois, who looked confused.

“What? Forgotten what?”

“We’re in this together, no matter what.”

“Uh, what?”

As Lois stared back in confusion, Bren showed him the letter.

“What’s this?”

“A letter. Princess Francia sent it to Kamon.”

“Aaah!”

How could their reactions be so identical?

Maybe that’s why they got along so well?


Well, not that it’s a bad thing.

“So Kamon, what are you going to do?”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you going to keep…?”

Lois trailed off, his face full of fear. I nodded briefly and answered.

“I’m going to take a break.”

My shocking declaration elicited simultaneous reactions from all three of them.

“What?”

“The posters are done?”

“Kamon, that’s a good decision. There’s no need to provoke her any further.”

Elliot, who spoke with determination, reached into his pocket.

“In that case…”

Clink.

“What’s this?”

“Gold coins?”

“What’s that for, Elliot?”

“If my friend is risking his life, I can’t just sit back.”

With a determined expression, Elliot continued proudly, “I asked my family. I told them I would use my right as an heir to ensure Cecilia becomes the student council president. In return, I requested some funds.”

“What?”

“Kamon, this means we’re in this together now. Let’s go all the way.”

“…”

Is this guy for real?

“Really? You’re staking your heir rights on an academy student council election? Do you know how valuable being the heir to the Fren Merchant Guild is?”

“Hey, you don’t need to be so moved, Kamon. We’re friends, right?”

“But, senior, isn’t that a bit too much money for an heir right…?”

“Huh? Oh, well, my family does have a lot of money. Haha.”

Watching Elliot laugh without understanding the gravity of the situation, I momentarily lost my words.

“…”

However, I thought, ‘Well, I do need the money, right?’

Given the situation, instead of questioning or criticizing him, I decided to make the most of it.

“Alright, Elliot, how much funding can you secure?”

“Huh? Uh, well…”

“You did stake your heir rights, so this can’t be all, right?”

“Haha, of course not. As much as you need. Just tell me, and I’ll get it.”

‘So, this is all he’s got?’

It didn’t matter. This money would come back multiplied in the end.

“Okay, then let’s get started on something else.”

“Something else? What do you mean?”

Bren asked worriedly, and I grinned widely.

Since the effectiveness of the posters was waning, I had already been planning to switch strategies. Now that I had a reason, there was no reason not to proceed.

“Elliot, do you know anyone who’s good at voice manipulation?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, someone who can manipulate voices so well that it’s untraceable.”

I asked, my smile growing even wider.

* * *

“All the rumors currently circulating around the academy are false and have nothing to do with Princess Francia.”

As Arian Marquis, the current second-year top student, declared confidently, Rosen muttered.

“This should have some effect, right, Obern?”

“Honestly, I don’t see the need to respond so directly, but the reaction doesn’t seem bad.”

“This election is more exciting than previous ones, don’t you think? It feels more intense, and fights are supposed to be dirty and ugly to be fun.”

“Quiet, Lucas. We’re not playing around here.”

Obern, the vice president, scolded Lucas, the top third-year student, with a stern tone.

“Alright, alright. Whatever you say, Mr. Vice President. Our rigid Obern is always right.”

“Lucas, Obern is right this time. This is serious.”

“I know, I know. Geez, even lovely Rosen is nagging me now. Sniff sniff.”

“Senior!”

“It’s a joke. Don’t get mad.”

“Enough, everyone. Keep monitoring public opinion and report any changes.”

“Got it.”

“Understood, Vice President.”

Thanks to Princess Francia’s official statement, the fake news and provocative rumors spread through the posters began to dwindle.

A few days later…

“I think we’re in the clear now.”

“Yeah, no more new stories are coming up, and the posters aren’t being updated. People are losing interest.”

“Good job, everyone.”

Princess Francia praised her team with a bright smile.

“And, I have an announcement for you all.”

As the election team focused their attention on her, she spoke with a gentle smile.

“I recently had a private meeting with President Alex and secured his support for this election.”

“Really?”

“No way!”

“President Alex is going to support you?”

“Yes. He plans to make a formal endorsement and give a supporting speech tomorrow.”

“That’s amazing!”

“This is over then.”

Alex Axelion, the current student council president, was the most influential person at the academy. His support meant the election was practically won, and the team couldn’t hide their joy.

“…”

Watching the scene with satisfaction, Princess Francia recalled the conversation.

* * *

“You’ll help me resolve this matter?”

“Yes, with the imperial endorsement, breaking off your engagement won’t be a problem.”

With a gentle smile, Francia responded to Alex’s desperate tone.

What could be more unfortunate than an engagement without love?

Alex, the heir to the Grand Duke of Axelion, and Giselle, the heiress of Count Kysel, were facing an arranged marriage decided by their families. However, both wanted to pursue their own love interests, leading to ongoing stress.

But dissolving such an agreement for personal reasons wasn’t feasible.

‘But if there’s a good reason, it’s not hard.’

Francia had moved directly to solve the issue, recommending Alex to the ‘Silver Eagle’ knight order, a royal order for unmarried knights.

And.

– If that’s your wish, so be it.

With her father, the emperor’s approval, Francia met Alex to finalize the matter.

“After serving for at least five years, you can leave the order without any issues. You can reconsider marriage then.”

“Thank you. Truly, thank you, Princess Francia!”

“It’s nothing…”

With a detailed plan in place, Francia also met Giselle and convinced her.

In return for her help, Alex agreed to support Francia in the election.

* * *

‘It wasn’t easy, but it was worth it.’

No matter how difficult the task, Francia could always accomplish it if she set her mind to it.

“And it looks like I’ll win this bet, Kamon Vade.”

She muttered with a satisfied smile.

______________
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The pivotal point that decisively changed the outcome in the original episode involving the student council president was the declaration of support for Princess Francia by the current student council president, Alexander Axelion.

His support of Princess Francia, despite his familial ties with Lady Cecilia, had a profound impact on many students.

“He’s just trash who likes to fool around with women if you really think about it.”

In fact, due to his messy affairs with women, he faced significant trouble later on, even causing the downfall of the Axelion Dukedom, renowned in the north.

With that in mind, I decided to act before Princess Francia could exploit his weaknesses.

*Knock, knock!*

“Wh-who is it?”

Standing outside the upper dormitories, I knocked on someone’s door and answered the cautious voice from within lightly.

“It’s Kamon Vade. I’m a fellow student staying in the same dormitory.”

“What? K-Kamon? W-why are you here?”

“I have something to discuss. Can you open the door, senior?”

*Knock, knock, knock!*

I knocked harder, and with a soft sigh from inside, the door cautiously creaked open.

Creak.

“What is it?”

A male student with large glasses covering half his face looked at me with fearful eyes.

“Let’s talk inside. It’s a bit chilly out here.”

“Ah, um… Okay, come in.”

Although he seemed unwelcoming, I forced my way in. The room, as always, was a mix of symmetry and obsessive cleanliness.


‘Just looking at it gives me the chills.’

“So, your name is Jack Galera, right?”

Gasp!

He inhaled sharply, looking at me with surprised eyes, and I smiled.

“Is that right?”

“H-how did you know that name?”

“Why are you so scared? Did you do something wrong?”

“N-no, it’s not that…”

His trembling hands and nervous response made me chuckle softly as I asked again.

“Then should I call you Senior Jack?”

“Huh? N-no. My name is Rond Galera.”

“What?”

“T-the name Jack is not my real name, it’s a pseudonym I use for my works…”

“Aha?”

So, the name Jack Malion Galera was a pen name or nickname? But that wasn’t important right now. I had a specific reason for coming to him.

“Alright, Senior Rond. I’m here to make a deal with you.”

“A d-deal?”

“Yes, a deal.”

“W-what kind of deal would you make with me out of the blue?”

“Do you have any interesting photos related to President Alex?”


“Huh?”

Shuffle!

Senior Rond took a step back, and I blocked the door to prevent him from escaping.

“I need photos of him. I’m willing to purchase them.”

“Haha, I don’t understand what you’re saying. Why would I have photos of President Alex?”

Feigning ignorance, he defensively denied it, and I glanced towards the bed.

“You seem to be mistaken.”

“…?”

“Should I open that?”

“N-no!”

He lunged towards the bed, determined to block it, showing his desperation. I shook my head slightly and spoke firmly.

“I already know everything, so stop doing foolish things. Do you think you can stop me?”

Whimper.

Seeing his body tremble with fear at my low tone, I slowly spoke again.

“So, I’ll ask again. Do you have President Alex’s photos or not?”

“…”

“Answer.”

“Yes, I have them. I’ll show you everything I have. Just please, Kamon, keep this secret. Please don’t report me…”

“Of course.”

“Huh?”


“We’re going to be doing a lot of business together from now on. Why would I report you?”

As I responded with a relaxed expression, Senior Rond, who was staring blankly at me, seemed to have finished calculating and moved quickly.

*Shuffle!*

He opened a secret compartment above his bed and took out several photos.

“You asked for photos related to President Alex, right? Here they are.”

“Thank you.”

Receiving the photos from Senior Rond, I smiled and examined the person in the pictures closely.

‘Perfect, these will do.’

* * *

“Huh? Alex? Why all of a sudden?”

“Just prepare a thank you speech for the day of the speech. Don’t ask why.”

“Wait, Kamon.”

Lady Cecilia stopped me, looking at me with clear eyes.

“Why shouldn’t I ask? Tell me honestly, what’s going on?”

“…”

Her persistent questioning reminded me of a child, and I paused for a moment. Then, shaking my head, I gave a brief answer.

“You’ll regret knowing.”

“It’s better than not knowing. Tell me. Hurry up!”

Slap!

I took the photos from my pocket and laid them on the desk.

“What is this?”

“You’ll understand once you see it.”

“Hmm?”

Her eyes moved to the photos I laid down, and a moment later, she was staring at them with wide eyes, more shocked than I had ever seen her.

“How can someone be so shameless…!”

“I told you it would be better if you didn’t know.”

“Is this real? It’s not a fabrication, right? This isn’t like the fake news or rumors we spread before?”

“No, these are genuine.”

“…”

Lady Cecilia, speechless, stared at the photos Senior Rond had handed over and then slumped into her chair.

“What should I do? My uncle will be terribly disappointed. And Lady Giselle…”

Seriously? Is she actually worried about Grand Duke Axelion and Giselle Kaisen right now? No, there’s a limit to being kind.

‘Shouldn’t you worry about your own situation first?’

At that moment, Lady Cecilia shook her head with a stern expression.

“This won’t do. I won’t accept Alex’s support declaration.”

“What?”

What kind of nonsense is this now?

“How can I thank a scumbag who does such shameless things while leaving his fiancée behind? I’d rather not accept it.”

“But, Lady Cecilia, we are in the middle of an election. You need to separate personal feelings from public duties…”

“No.”

“Lady Cecilia! If we don’t do anything now, President Alex will support Princess Francia. All the votes that favored him will go to her. Are you just going to let that happen?”

“Alex said he would remain neutral. Why would he support the princess?”

“That’s why I’m taking action now!”

“…”

Lady Cecilia pursed her lips and averted her gaze. Damn, stop acting like a child. What are we supposed to do if you start acting like this now?

“Fine. Then there’s another way.”

“Another way?”

“We’ll make these photos public. That will disappoint all of Alex’s supporters, and those votes will vanish. Even if he supports Princess Francia, it will backfire on him.”

“No, we can’t do that!”

“Why not now?!”

“Lady Giselle is my friend! She would be deeply hurt if she knew about this!”

Damn it. So what? Are you going to give up everything for your friend?

“So you’re giving up the presidential election?”

“No. Why should I give up?”

“Then why are you saying no to everything? Are you just going to whine like a three-year-old?”

Unable to hold back, I let out all the words I wanted to say. My sharp words seemed to shock Lady Cecilia, and she stood there, dazed.

Then.

Knock, knock!

“Lady Cecilia, you have a visitor.”

Lady Cecilia, who had been in a daze, snapped out of it and responded to her secretary Albion’s voice from outside.

“A visitor? Who is it?”

“Well…”

“Lady Cecilia, it’s me, Rosen Ravenia. Long time no see.”

Rosen Ravenia? Why is someone from Princess Francia’s campaign suddenly here?

As I was wondering, the door opened suddenly without permission.

“I’m coming in.”

Creak!

“Wait, hold on!”

Albion’s voice trying to stop her was heard, but I quickly grabbed the photos from the desk and hid them in my pocket.

And then.

Click, clack.

“Huh?”

Rosen Ravenia, who had already entered, looked at Lady Cecilia and me alternately before speaking again.

“Oh, you have a guest already. But I guess it doesn’t matter?”

Click, clack.

She then sat on the sofa with a faint smile and addressed Lady Cecilia.

“Is it alright if I stay here, Lady Cecilia?”

What is this crazy woman up to now? Seriously, why did this insane woman just barge in here without permission? I sighed deeply. Fine. I’ll come back later to persuade her.

“Since you have a guest, I’ll leave for now…”

“Oh, you’re Kamon Vade? The crazy guy who attacked the princess.”

The crazy one is you, you lunatic.

“What?”

“No wonder things have been weird around here lately.”

Rosen Ravenia muttered with a sly smile, propping her chin on her hands and continuing to speak.

“No matter how I think about it, it’s strange. An airhead suddenly uses a strategic broadside? No way. Someone must have been playing tricks behind the scenes…”

She then looked at me and winked.

“And the culprit is you. Gotcha.”

“What are you trying to do?”

“Huh? I’m not trying to do anything. I was just curious and came to visit, and then I found the culprit.”

“…”

I knew this world was full of lunatics and weirdos. But I didn’t expect even the characters who didn’t appear properly in the original story to be like this.

‘Is there not a single normal person here?’

At that moment, Rosen Ravenia spoke again.

“So, I want you to stop corrupting our pure and innocent princess. Can’t you?”

“It’s not something a filthy traitor who abandoned her master should say, right?”

“Oh my, you’re quite rude, aren’t you? But it’s fine. I don’t hate bad boy types.”

I felt my sanity slipping away as I watched Rosen Ravenia’s sly smile.

Staying here any longer would be unbearable, so I decided to leave.

“It’s best to avoid crazy people.”

“Lady Cecilia, I’ll take my leave now…”

Just as I was about to speak to Lady Cecilia.

“No, Kamon. Stay here.”

Lady Cecilia’s voice was more resolute than ever, stopping me in my tracks.

And then.

“The one who should leave my office is not Kamon, but that shameless trash sitting over there.”

“…?”

Did she just curse?
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“Hah, what was that? Did I hear that wrong just now?”

Rosen laughed incredulously as she stood up from her seat.

“Lady Cecilia. It’s me, Rosen Ravenia.”

“I know.”

“But what did you just say…”

“A shameless piece of trash sitting there. Or should I call you a brazen delinquent? Honestly, if you had any sense of shame, you wouldn’t have dared to come here.”

Lady Cecilia spoke with unwavering conviction, leaving Rosen, Secretary Albion, and me stunned.

“L-Lady Cecilia.”

“…”

What the hell? Why is she suddenly acting so crazy? Though her words weren’t excessively vulgar, each one was filled with the intent to crush and humiliate.

“Haha, unbelievable.”

Rosen Ravenia couldn’t hold back her laughter.

“Have you lost your mind, Lady Cecilia?”

“No, I’m clearer than ever. Just like you said earlier, this head is filled with flowers, so I can’t handle the stench of filth like you. So please, get out of here, Rosen Ravenia.”

“Cecilia!”

“This is not a request; it’s an order.”

Lady Cecilia’s firm tone made her shout at Secretary Albion.

“What are you doing? Call someone.”

“Y-Yes, Lady Cecilia!”


Albion quickly dashed out of the room. Watching this, Rosen Ravenia curled her lips and alternated her gaze between me and Lady Cecilia.

“You, who once claimed you couldn’t stand being around those of different ranks, have fallen quite far.”

“I’ve had some bad experiences with people of my rank, so living in a flower field wasn’t feasible.”

“Fine. Now I see you two fit well together. But let me ask one thing.”

“What is it?”

“Are you confident you won’t regret today?”

Rosen Ravenia’s chillingly low tone caused Lady Cecilia to respond with a scoff.

“Fine. Got it. See you around.”

Click, clack.

Rosen Ravenia walked out without saying another word, leaving the room in silence.

Creak, thud!

Then.

Thud!

As soon as she left, Lady Cecilia collapsed into her chair, seemingly exhausted.

“…”

The atmosphere, as if a fierce storm had passed, left me inwardly applauding.

Wow, impressive. I sensed she had potential when she called me lowly and all, but Lady Cecilia has quite a temper. She has significant potential to play the role of a villainess.

Anyway, it’s best to leave before things get more complicated.

“Lady Cecilia, I’ll be…”

“No, Kamon. Let me speak first.”


“Yes?”

“What Rosen said earlier. Flower-head, fool, and pure princess.”

She recited the insults thrown at her and continued.

“Is that why people left me?”

“…”

“You once told me you understood why everyone around me abandoned and betrayed me. Is this it?”

Her slightly trembling voice made me pause. Should I just tell her the truth bluntly? This incident and the truth might force her to deny her entire life up to now.

But.

‘That’s not my concern.’

I needed to make her the president, and for that, I needed a stronger and more ruthless Cecilia than the flower-headed fool she had been.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“I see.”

Nodding, Lady Cecilia had an expression I had never seen before, filled with deep sadness and gloom, as if she had lost everything.

“Just like you said, calling me a three-year-old… I might really have been a child.”

Her voice quivered as if she were on the verge of tears. I shook my head and spoke slowly.

“Then you need to change.”

“What?”

“If you’ve been a child till now, it’s time to become an adult. That’s why I’m here to help you.”

“…”

Lady Cecilia was silent for a moment, then nodded with determination.


“Alright. Let’s do it.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“President Alex. Meet him. And demand his support for me using those photos.”

Her eyes blazed with intensity, a stark contrast to her usual demeanor.

‘She’s definitely emotional.’

But that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, especially in moments like this. Besides, people don’t change so easily. She might revert to her usual self after some time, but even a small change would be good.

At that moment, Lady Cecilia spoke again.

“But Kamon, be careful.”

“Huh?”

“President Alex, no, Alex is from the Axelion Dukedom. They never forget a grudge. So…”

“There’s no need to worry about that, Lady Cecilia.”

I chuckled and smiled lightly. I was already used to being hated and resented. What difference would a few more enemies make?

“I’ll handle it swiftly.”

* * *

The next day, people began moving about as soon as the sun rose.

Before the sun had fully risen, news spread that Alex Axelion’s speech was ready.

“What’s President Alex going to announce?”

“Who knows? Maybe he’s going to declare his support for someone?”

“But wasn’t he supposed to be neutral?”

“Looks like he’s had a change of heart.”

Students, filled with curiosity, flocked to the venue where the president’s speech would take place, creating an atmosphere as charged as during the initial campaign announcements.

Finally, Alex Axelion, the current student council president, appeared, walking steadily towards the podium.

“There he is, the president.”

With his black hair flowing and the characteristic orange eyes of the Axelion family glinting, Alex gazed at the crowd.

[Today, I stand here to support one of the candidates running in this election.]

“Wow, it really is a support declaration.”

“Who is it? Who?”

As everyone’s interest peaked, several individuals appeared behind Alex on the platform.

“Hey, isn’t that Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia?”

“They’re from Princess Francia’s campaign team, right?”

“Looks like it’s a declaration for Princess Francia.”

And then.

“It’s Princess Francia!”

“This election is over.”

“With President Alex siding with the princess, there’s no contest left.”

Princess Francia took a seat behind the podium and began to breathe steadily.

“Hoo.”

‘The moment my name comes out of his mouth, it’s all over.’

To savor her ultimate victory, Princess Francia prepared to display her most composed self, smiling gently with slightly drooping eyes and small wrinkles around her lips and eyes—a perfect image of a kind, beautiful, and elegant princess.

[Thus, I shall support this candidate in the upcoming election. And that person is…]

As Alex paused, Princess Francia slowly stood up.

‘Just walk out slowly like usual. Don’t get nervous. Slowly…’

She repeated to herself as she prepared to step forward. Just then, Alex continued with a characteristic broad smile.

[The candidate I support is Lady Cecilia Romanoff!]

What?

Cecilia Romanoff?

“…”

“…”

Everyone was stunned into silence by the sudden turn of events.

“What’s going on?”

“President Alex is supporting Lady Cecilia, not Princess Francia?”

“Then why is the princess here?”

Naturally, the students watching were bewildered and began murmuring. However, no one was more shaken than Princess Francia, who stood still on the platform.

‘What in the world…’

But.

Clench.

Despite the fury welling up inside her, she maintained her smile.

‘Keep it up. You have to keep it up, Francia!’

At that moment.

Click, clack.

From below the platform, the sound of footsteps echoed.

“Lady Cecilia?”

Dressed in a lush purple gown that matched her ash-grey hair, the beautiful Cecilia ascended the platform with elegant steps.

Click, clack.

Passing by Princess Francia, she smirked.

‘Did that bitch just laugh at me?’

Though they had always been rivals, Cecilia had never openly provoked her like this before. Princess Francia found it hard to suppress the rage rising from within.

“Damn it…”

‘No, hold it in. Francia, you must hold it in!’

Mustering her strength, she tried to maintain her smile.

“Welcome, Lady Cecilia.”

“Thank you, President Alex.”

Cecilia’s voice was calm and confident as she bowed slightly.

[Greetings, fellow students. I am Cecilia Romanoff, a candidate in the student council president election.]

Her commanding tone and presence elicited cheers from the students.

“Lady Cecilia, fight on!”

“So beautiful! So cool!”

“Wooohooo!”

With the cheers of what seemed like prearranged supporters, more students began to listen to her speech.

[I am deeply honored that President Alex has chosen to support me, not Princess Francia.]

Lady Cecilia’s words, clearly meant to provoke and irritate Princess Francia, left the crowd in silent anticipation. Finally, Princess Francia’s smile cracked.

Unconsciously, she gritted her teeth and clenched her dress tightly.

At that moment.

“Princess, let’s leave. This way.”

“Walk with confidence. Don’t let anyone misunderstand.”

Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia approached quickly, unusually united in their effort to assist her.

“Hoo, I’m fine. Just give me a moment…”

Regaining her composure, Princess Francia began to step away slowly, as instructed.

But then.

“…!”

She made eye contact with someone just below the platform.

And.

Smirk.

Seeing the wicked grin on his face, she couldn’t hold back her anger any longer.

“Kamon Vade!”

______________
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“What… what is all this?”

“You mean all of this is real and not fabricated?”

Bren and Elliot asked, their expressions and voices filled with disbelief.

“Where did you get these pictures, Kamon?”

Lois, who had somehow joined our group, was also staring at the photos, clearly shocked.

“These are things you can’t see even if you pay for them. Look closely.”

What they were looking at were hundreds of photos that I had obtained from Senior Rond as a favor (or rather, a threat).

“They’re all genuine photos.”

I chuckled and waved the picture of President Alex, which had become my most powerful weapon in this situation.

In the photo, President Alex was clearly captured enjoying a secret rendezvous with a young female student who looked like a freshman.

“Wow, so Senior Alex is a man after all. I always thought he seemed too perfect… Heh, it’s impossible for a person to be that flawless, right, Bren?”

“S-So you’re saying this is all real? Ha, I can’t believe President Alex did something like this.”

Current student body president Alex Axelion was a figure who received almost unanimous support and respect from nearly every student at the academy.

With his handsome appearance, outstanding abilities, gentle voice, and excellent personality, it was natural for people to hold him in high regard.

But.

‘Everyone has a weakness.’

If there was one flaw in the otherwise perfect President Alex, it was that he was an incorrigible playboy.

Despite having a fiancée, Lady Giselle, he had been involved in countless secret affairs with numerous women.

‘Unfortunately for him, he got caught by Senior Rond.’

Well, perhaps it was fortunate for me.


I could still vividly recall the sight of President Alex, who had lived without fear, suddenly bowing his head in desperation.

“K-Kamon. So, uh… What do I need to do?”

Seeing that bastard, who usually acted so arrogantly, lower his head was quite satisfying.

At that moment.

“Huh?

So Lois and President Alex were related?

‘Ah, damn it. I didn’t think that far…’

“No, no. Cecilia and I are cousins on her mother’s side, and President Alex is related to her through her father. So, there’s no direct relation with me.”

Then he added quickly,

“Wow, but this is shocking. How could President Alex do something like this?”

Seeing Lois look at the photos as if it was nothing eased my tension.

“This is why you should never judge a person by their appearance alone. Right, senior?”

“Huh? Yes, that’s right. What matters is what’s inside. Like me!”

“…?”

“…”

Elliot’s declaration, while thumping his chest, made Bren and Lois exchange puzzled glances.

Then Lois turned to me and asked,

“Kamon, did my sister really give you permission to use these?”

“Yes, she did. That’s why I got them to declare their support for us.”

“Wow, what’s gotten into my sister? I never thought she’d approve given her personality…”


Hmm, Lois.

There’s a lot behind that story.

But you don’t really need to know, do you?

Just then.

“Kamon, but…”

“Hmm?”

When I turned at Lois’s continuous call, he was holding a photo with a serious expression.

“Can I take this photo?”

“Huh? All of a sudden?”

“What is it, Lois? What photo is it?”

Bren and Elliot, too, started showing intense interest in the photo Lois was holding.

“Oh, it’s a friend I know.”

“A friend?”

Elliot and Bren exchanged knowing smiles as their eyes met briefly.

“Hey. Give that photo to me, Lois!”

Thud, thud!

At the same time, Elliot reached out towards him, and Lois quickly retreated, reacting strongly.

“No, you can’t!”

“Oh, resisting, huh?”

Elliot mumbled, looking intrigued, and clenched his fists.


Given their sizes, it didn’t seem like Elliot could match up to Lois.

“No, stop! It’s just an ordinary photo!”

“Would you hide an ordinary photo like that? Then just show it!”

“Well, that’s…”

“What is it? What kind of photo is it?”

“Bren, what are you doing? Grab his arms and legs!”

“Huh? Me?”

“Yes, we need to see what he’s hiding!”

With a fierce glare and a shout from Elliot, Bren reluctantly began approaching Lois.

“No, stop! Don’t come any closer!”

“Sorry, Lois. But I’m curious too…”

“Hehehe, let’s see the photo!”

“No, Kamon, help me!”

Lois looked at me desperately, but I just raised one hand with a faint smile.

“Sorry, I’m a mage. I’m not good with physical stuff.”

And then.

“Got it!”

“Aaaah! Noooo!”

After a long struggle, the two finally managed to wrest the photo away from Lois.

And then.

“Rosen Ravenia?”

What the hell? Why is that crazy bitch’s name coming up here?

Elliot tilted his head and immediately questioned Lois.

“Hey, Lois. Do you and Rosen…”

Thud, thud!

Suddenly, there was a knock on my dormitory door.

“Huh? Who could that be suddenly?”

“Were we too loud?”

“Nah, it’s not that bad.”

Then.

“I know you’re all in there. Open the door. I just want to talk for a moment.”

Hearing that familiar voice from outside, all of our eyes widened in shock.

“P-Princess Francia?”

“What? Is it really the princess?”

“Why is the princess here?”

Thud, thud, thud!

“Kamon? Can we talk for a moment…?”

As Princess Francia’s soft voice came through the door again,

‘What the hell? Why is that crazy bitch looking for me?’

I felt a chill run down my spine.

“What are you doing, Kamon? Are you just going to stand there?”

“Shouldn’t you open the door?”

“Y-Yeah. She is the princess after all. Judging by her tone, she doesn’t seem too angry.”

Of course, they weren’t wrong.

If I didn’t know Princess Francia’s true nature, that is.

‘But I can’t avoid this.’

Ignoring her was only possible for so long.

“Phew.”

With a short sigh, I approached the door.

Creak, thud!

“Kamon, are you just going to keep… Hmm? You opened the door. I didn’t think it would be this hard to see your face, Kamon.”

A beautiful girl, Princess Francia, with a wide smile on her lips stood at the door.

“Oh, so it’s not just the princess who came?”

“Hello, Kamon.”

Kyle greeted me with a bright expression, lightly waving his hand.

And then.

‘Who the hell is this?’

“The… the Sword Phantom?”

“What? Oh, it really is Edin!”

From the voices of Bren and Elliot behind me, I could identify who he was.

‘Ah, so this guy is the Sword Phantom?’

In the latter part of the original story, he appears as a supporting character and an enemy of the protagonist, not quite a villain but still an adversary. I looked at him with renewed curiosity.

“So, Kamon, could we have a chat for a moment?”

“Uh, right now?”

“Yes, I assume that’s what it means since we came all the way here to talk.”

Princess Francia’s words, spoken with an unwavering smile, made me awkwardly laugh and shake my head.

“Haha, what could someone like you possibly have to discuss with someone like me…”

“You’ll find out soon enough. By the way, could we talk just the two of us?”

“Uh, if you have something to say, just say it here.”

Despite my firm stance, Princess Francia looked inside and spoke as if she hadn’t heard me.

“Excuse me. Could I have a moment alone with Kamon?”

“Of course, Your Highness.”

“Yes, certainly. We’ll step outside.”

“Let’s go, guys.”

Before I could say anything, Bren, Lois, and Elliot moved far away, shouting as they left.

“Call us when you’re done talking!”

“Get in touch later, Kamon.”

With the three of them gone, Princess Francia turned to Kyle and Edin.

“Kyle, Edin. Could you both wait here for a moment as well?”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“…”

Click.

Princess Francia took a step further into my room and slowly moved her hand to close the door.

Creak, thud!

“Now, before we start our conversation…”

Suddenly, she reached into her pocket, and I couldn’t help but be startled.

‘Is she going to attack me out of nowhere?’

“W-What are you doing?!”

“Hm?”

When her hand emerged from her pocket, it was holding an artifact that looked like a candle.

Fwoosh! Zzzing!

As the wick lit up, a blue barrier enveloped my entire room.

“This is a Silence Barrier. It blocks sound.”

“Oh…”

“Were you surprised?”

Princess Francia laughed lightly and asked. I quickly shook my head.

“No, I mean, I was just…”

“Never mind, I’m not that curious.”

Princess Francia then looked at me with serious eyes.

“How did you do it?”

“Pardon?”

“How did you manage to blackmail President Alex, someone so stubborn…!”

Her voice had risen with a surge of emotion, but she took a deep breath and continued.

“How did you make him betray me in the end?”

“Your words are strange.”

“What do you mean?”

“Betrayal? I don’t understand what you mean, Princess.”

I played dumb, maintaining ignorance in the face of her accusations.

Without concrete evidence, it would be hard for her to press me further.

Princess Francia sighed deeply.

“Hah, just as I expected.”

“…?”

“You’ve always been like this.”

She muttered and then glared at me, continuing her speech.

“I came to warn you because you seem to be under some misapprehension.”

“Warn me?”

“Yes, it’s true that I’m competing with you in the President election. But that doesn’t give you the right to engage in such dirty tricks and smear campaigns.”

“Ha, haha. What do you mean? I don’t understand…”

“Kamon Vade.”

Princess Francia called my name in a low voice, interrupting my feigned ignorance.

“I told you. It’s a warning. This might be the last one.”

She took a breath and continued with a calm demeanor.

“The election for the Flance Imperial Academy’s President is not something trash like you should tarnish. Many students are already suffering because of your actions. So, stop with these petty tricks…”

“Excuse me, Princess.”

But I interrupted her, scratching the back of my head.

“I think there’s a misunderstanding.”

“Misunderstanding?”

“The bet we made was that you wouldn’t become President, not that we’d compete in an election.”

“What are you talking about? Are you playing word games?”

Princess Francia frowned and asked, to which I responded with a slight smile.

“I’m not trying to win against you in the election, but to make sure you don’t win at all. Princess Francia.”

I don’t care if students suffer or not.

I just need to win the bet!
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Princess Francia, having urgently summoned the election committee members, asked in a voice colder than ever before.

“When was our official pledge announcement day?”

“The official pledge announcement is in five days, Your Highness.”

“And the pledge to abolish status discrimination?”

“Well, that… it’s still under discussion, so it was decided to be postponed until the last day…”

“No, the situation has changed. Let’s announce the pledge to abolish status discrimination quickly. Tomorrow afternoon would be good.”

“What?”

“Y-Your Highness. What do you mean all of a sudden…?”

The abrupt declaration to change the pledge selection and announcement schedule left the other election committee members bewildered.

“Your Highness, is something the matter?”

As Vice President Obern quickly stepped forward and asked, Princess Francia looked at him and countered.

“Does something need to be the matter?”

“No, it’s not that, but…”

“Announcing a pledge that hasn’t even been fully discussed internally poses a significant risk.”

Rosen Ravenia, who usually opposed Vice President Obern on every matter, also voiced her confusion.

“A significant risk?”

“Yes, Your Highness. Although most of us here sympathize with and understand the purpose of the pledge, other students might not.”

“Right. They might feel like we’re suddenly taking away their candy.”

For the first time, Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia agreed on something and spoke in unison.


“…….”

The pledge to abolish status discrimination that Princess Francia mentioned was aimed at prohibiting the implicit discrimination between nobles and commoners within the academy. It was a very radical and progressive policy that would abolish the clause preventing commoners from harming nobles, and unify the separated dining halls and dormitories based on status.

Therefore, even within Princess Francia’s election committee, there were heated debates and discussions about the feasibility of this pledge and the potential voter reactions.

Then, Princess Francia, who had been silent, spoke again.

“There’s one thing I’m curious about.”

Muttering this, she continued with a faint smile.

“Can we really reach an agreement on this pledge before the election ends?”

“……!”

Everyone looked at Princess Francia as if they had been struck on the back of the head.

Indeed, assessing whether this pledge would be advantageous or disadvantageous before the election was an extremely challenging task.

Vice President Obern finally opened his mouth, his voice lacking confidence.

“But still, we have to try…”

At that moment, Princess Francia’s voice interrupted again.

“The pledge to abolish status discrimination between nobles and commoners is the most dangerous card we have.”

“…….”

“But at the same time, it’s the most powerful card to attract everyone’s attention.”

Speaking in a determined tone, Princess Francia looked at the other election committee members.

“I learned that in elections, only those who seize the issues can win. Therefore, since the election began, we’ve been trying to seize issues continuously, whether they were good or bad.”

As she continued to speak, all the election committee members kept their mouths shut and quietly listened.

“But right now, we’ve lost that issue.”


“That’s…”

“You’re right.”

“When President Alex declared support for Lady Cecilia, most of the students’ attention shifted there. So don’t we need a corresponding response from our side?”

The key point of this pledge was that, regardless of its impact on the election, the content of the pledge itself would become a powerful issue that could attract people’s attention.

“Once lost momentum is hard to regain. That’s why I want to proceed with this as a decisive move.”

With Princess Francia’s firm determination, Vice President Obern, one of the most influential figures in the meeting, slowly spoke.

“I understand your intention, Your Highness. Then let’s proceed as…”

“Wait a minute, senior.”

Suddenly, Rosen Ravenia interrupted him.

“Certainly, as Her Highness said, there’s nothing like this to seize the issue and draw people’s attention. But still, this pledge is too dangerous. If we’re not careful, we could face an uncontrollable backlash. Moreover…”

“Moreover?”

“Not everyone in the election committee agrees.”

“…….”

Vice President Obern, looking deeply troubled, spoke again after staring at Rosen Ravenia.

“You’re saying we shouldn’t proceed because we haven’t reached internal consensus?”

“Yes, if we’re not careful, some committee members might oppose or resent Your Highness.”

“Rosen Ravenia!”

Vice President Obern shouted her name loudly, speaking in a stricter and more determined tone than ever.

“Who dares harbor such thoughts against Her Highness? We are the election committee members gathered to make Her Highness the student council president. If anyone wavers over such a pledge, it would be better if they just leave.”

“No, senior. Please stop saying such frustrating things…”


“This isn’t frustrating, it’s the right principle.”

“Ah, someone who likes principles so much got betrayed by the previous President you served?”

“What?!”

As the two began arguing again, the expressions of the other committee members darkened.

At that moment.

“Both of you, stop.”

Princess Francia, mediating between Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia with a firm tone, solidified her stance with unwavering eyes.

“Even if there isn’t internal consensus, I intend to proceed as planned. We will revise the existing plans entirely. I will personally announce the ‘Pledge to Abolish Status Discrimination between Nobles and Commoners in the Academy’ tomorrow afternoon.”

“As you command.”

Vice President Obern immediately bowed his head and responded.

“Ugh, this is so frustrating. If that’s the case, why did we have internal meetings at all? Do as you please!”

Bang, bang, bang!

Rosen Ravenia shouted in an annoyed voice and stormed out of the meeting room.

* * *

“Does anyone know what this formula is?”

[Þⁿ∑ʓA/2⇌я㍵+8⦡]

Pointing to another alien script written on the blackboard, Beroen Clarence asked in a cold voice. A girl with aquamarine hair raised her hand high, but Professor Beroen ignored her and looked directly at me.

“Assistant?”

“Uh, it’s a formula for optimizing heated mana.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

With a sly smile, he nodded. Meanwhile, Chelsea, the girl who had raised her hand, glared at the professor with discontent. However, Professor Beroen continued his explanation without paying any attention to Chelsea’s gaze.

“As Kamon said, this is a formula for optimizing heated mana. Is there anyone here who doesn’t know what heated mana is?”

‘Why does he keep picking on me?’

Caught between Professor Beroen and Chelsea, I was the one getting unnecessary attention. Who cares what heated mana is anyway? I couldn’t even understand what they were talking about in this class.

I was just…

‘…memorizing the textbook word for word.’

Then, at that moment.

“Just in case there are any idiots who don’t know, let’s hear a more definitive answer.”

Oh no, surely it wouldn’t be me again?

But what was heated mana again? I don’t think it was in the textbook.

“Alright then, Assistant…”

Damn, I knew it.

As I faced another crisis, cold sweat started to pour down, making it hard to think straight.

‘This is bad. What the hell is heated mana?’

As my mind began to go blank.

“…Heated mana refers to mana refined into a mana heart. It’s the state before magic conversion.”

‘Thank you, Chelsea!’

Chelsea’s voice rang out, saving me with an answer I hadn’t even thought of. However,

“Who said you could answer without permission?”

Professor Beroen shouted sharply, shaking his head.

“Points deducted. Assistant, make a note of it.”

“Ah, yes, Professor.”

Without mercy, Professor Beroen deducted points from Chelsea, whose expression hardened once again.

‘Chelsea, can’t you just stay quiet? Stop getting into pride battles with this crazy professor.’

Despite being obsessed with grades, she kept clashing with this lunatic professor.

“Alright, let’s start today’s practice. Today we will handle heated mana…”

Professor Beroen’s voice was about to resonate through the room again.

Knock, knock!

The sound of knocking was followed by the classroom door opening, revealing a familiar face.

‘Huh? Master?’

One of the professors from the Magic Studies faculty, Jamie, who was acting as Jace, had arrived.

“Professor Jace? What brings you here all of a sudden?”

“Oh, there you are. Professor Beroen, I’d like to borrow a student.”

“A student? Who do you mean?”

“Student Kamon.”

“What? The assistant, Kamon?”

Jace’s soft voice filled the entire classroom, directing all eyes toward me.

“May I ask why you need him?”

“I need Kamon’s help with a personal research project.”

“Hmm. Kamon is my assistant, so I don’t usually let him leave during my classes…”

Though his voice carried some dissatisfaction, Jace smiled lightly at him.

“I’ll make sure to compensate you for this. Please excuse him just for today.”

“Well, if you insist. Kamon!”

“Yes, yes!”

“Professor Jace is calling for you. I’ll relay today’s lesson to you later, so you may go now.”

“Ah, yes. Thank you.”

“Then, I’ll be going.”

“Yes, Professor Jace. Let’s have tea sometime if we get the chance.”

“If you invite me. Let’s go, Kamon.”

Jace gave a brief nod and led me out of the classroom.

Step, step.

“Kamon.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Call me Professor here.”

“Ah, yes, Professor.”

“How are things going?”

“Yes, Professor. It’s not certain yet, but I should be able to get it soon.”

“Really?”

His smile deepened, and he lightly tapped my forehead with one finger.

Whoosh!

A cool breeze seemed to sweep through my entire body.

With a serious expression, Jace spoke in a low tone.

“Your body is changing again. At this rate, you might become a ticking time bomb ready to explode.”

“…….”

“I’ve already prepared everything. As soon as you bring the Princess’s artifact, we can start the process.”

“Yes.”

“Move as quickly as possible. We don’t have much time.”

“Thank you, Master… I mean, Professor.”

“No need to thank me. And take this.”

Flick!

“What is this?”

“A single-use invisibility tool. If all else fails, just take it by force. You’ve already attacked once, so a second time shouldn’t be too hard, right?”

“…….”

Couldn’t you just do it yourself, Master?

“I know what you’re thinking, but it’s impossible. If I get involved, things will get… complicated. Very much so.”

“Ah, yes.”

“I’ll see you later.”

With that, my master—Jamie, or rather, Jace—walked away quickly.

“Not much time, huh?”

No matter what, living a life with a deadline never got easier.

I struggled desperately to survive, but it felt like a net tightening around my neck.

Shaking my head to clear my thoughts, I took a deep breath.

“Alright, just keep going like this.”

I looked at the small clip in my hand.

Seeing that Jamie had given me a tool to use in case of emergency, it was clear she was doing her best to help me.

So.

“I will get it.”

Resolving myself, I strengthened my determination to take the artifact from Princess Francia.

______________

Rate us on Novel Updates to motivate me translate more chapters (For every rating new chapter will be released).
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“Elliot used his rights as collateral to get money from the family?”

At Diana’s question, asked while she groomed her fine silver hair, her secretary bowed politely.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Hmm, he’s been working quite hard. I’m enjoying a break for the first time in a while…”

Sighing delicately, Diana checked her face in the mirror and asked again.

“So, how much did he manage to get?”

“It’s not confirmed yet, but it’s said to be about two months’ worth of his usual allowance.”

“Two months’ allowance? Did he take about five hundred gold coins?”

Muttering to herself, Diana started applying cosmetics, reputed to be good for the skin, to her face.

“Um, Lady.”

“Hmm?”

“Shouldn’t we also take some action? Since Young Master Elliot has sided with Lady Cecilia, we should…”

“No.”

Diana shook her head firmly without a moment’s hesitation at her secretary’s suggestion.

“We’re in a period of self-restraint right now. If we act hastily, we might only complicate the situation.”

Turning to look at her secretary, Diana continued.

“The self-restraint period isn’t that long anyway, so there’s no need to rush.”

Rising from her seat, Diana continued mumbling as she donned an elegant dress.

“The very fact that he used his rights as collateral shows that he’s not fit to be the head of the Fren family. So, we just need to stay put, quietly doing nothing…”


“Understood, my lady.”

“Still, keep an eye on his movements. Especially on Kamon Vade, be very thorough.”

Diana’s expression hardened, her eyes narrowing sharply, revealing the cold anger she felt.

Her secretary, noticing this, bowed again and responded.

“Yes.”

“Oh, by the way.”

“…Yes?”

“Weren’t there quite a few who suffered because of him?”

“Pardon?”

“Check if there are any around who harbor ill feelings towards Kamon Vade. Not a single one should be missed.”

“I will execute your orders.”

***

Lady Cecilia, reading a new report, was startled and exclaimed.

“Is this really true?”

“What’s wrong, my lady?”

“No, this is on a completely different level. This could turn the entire royal family against us!”

“So, are you not going to do it?”

“It’s not about not doing it; we can’t do it. Does he not realize because he’s a commoner?

No, Kamon is a noble too, so he should know. This is truly dangerous.”

“We won’t be able to identify the original author anyway.”

“Are you sure? Can you take responsibility?”


“No, why should I? The responsibility lies with you, my lady.”

“Hey, that’s not fair.”

“Then you’ll lose the presidential election.”

“……”

“Even your blood relative, President Alex, was threatened. What more is there to lose?”

“But…”

Seeing Lady Cecilia falter, I shrugged my shoulders and spoke.

“If you’re that hesitant, let’s not do it. Just watch Princess Francia become the student council president.”

“No, that’s not what I mean. And honestly, Kamon shouldn’t be doing this to me.”

“Pardon?”

“What did Kamon say to me? He said to trust him! That he’d take care of everything if I just trusted him!”

Listening to her words, which could be easily misunderstood by others, I hurried to stop her.

“My lady, it’s just…”

“No, he told me to trust him. But now he’s asking me to do something like this? What if our family is accused of treason and gets wiped out? Will Kamon take responsibility?”

“Come on, that’s unlikely. This is just an academy election.”

“The problem is that I’m running against the princess in this academy election. Damn it!”

Damn it?

She’s using harsh words again?

It’s true that Lady Cecilia’s demeanor had slightly changed since Rosen Ravenia’s visit.

It felt like her once pure and kind soul was gradually being corrupted.


“Haa, alright. This is really not okay. It’s too risky.”

Seeing her shake her head and adamantly oppose, I too retaliated strongly.

“Then what will you do, my lady? You’ve been enjoying the benefits all this time thanks to me, but now you keep opposing everything. What do you expect me to do?”

“Pardon? Are you saying I’ve just been taking advantage of you?”

“I’m sorry if that upset you, but it’s the truth. And is there a more certain way to turn the tide against Princess Francia?”

“Of course, with better policies…”

“What policies?”

“Well, we’ll have to think about it.”

“What is there to think about? No matter what policy you propose in this situation, you won’t be able to steal Princess Francia’s support.”

“But still!”

“Fine, do as you wish. I can’t do this anymore. I hope you manage the election on your own.”

“Wait, no! Ugh! Aaah!”

Lady Cecilia grabbed her head and started making strange noises again.

“Damn it! Damn it all!”

I continued to watch her different appearance as she kept spewing harsh words.

Of course, Lady Cecilia’s words weren’t wrong.

This was quite over the line, and honestly, it was a dangerous thing to do.

‘That’s why I checked it two or three more times. I also received assurances that the author couldn’t be found out.’

After confirming through various methods, no one could properly figure out the truth behind the manipulated items.

They surely realized it was manipulated, but they couldn’t find out who or how it was done.

Besides.

‘Since I had such a conversation with her, she won’t just stay still. I have to prepare properly.’

Regardless of what actions Princess Francia’s side takes, it was essential to have a card ready that could turn the tables instantly.

“Do I really have to do this?”

Seeing Lady Cecilia still mumbling with a bewildered look, I couldn’t help but smile inwardly.

Of course, saying I couldn’t do it anymore was a complete bluff.

‘If I give up here, there’s nothing but a bad ending with death, so how could I quit?’

Then.

“Ha, I really don’t know anymore. Are you sure they can’t find the author?”

“Yes, my lady. I’ve checked multiple times, and no one could find out.”

“Ah, shit… Fine.”

After confirming with me once more, Lady Cecilia nodded with a resigned expression and spoke.

“Let’s do it. What can we do? It’s not like a civil war will break out over a single academy presidential election, right?”

Seeing Lady Cecilia shout like that, I momentarily recalled an episode from the original story but quickly shook my head to dismiss the memory.

***

The next day, a large crowd began to gather again at the wide fountain park in the center of the academy, where the previous declaration of candidacy had taken place.

“It was the same when President Alex made his announcement. Do you think there’s going to be another shocking announcement?”

“But wasn’t that just President Alex backstabbing everyone? That’s what Princess Francia’s election camp says.”

“He must have lost in the behind-the-scenes fight to Lady Cecilia. So, how will they retaliate this time?”

Due to the incident with President Alex, the students’ interest was more focused than ever, and it drew high anticipation.

And the person who drew that anticipation was.

“Whew.”

Taking a short breath in the waiting room, she looked at the mirror in front of her.

“Get a grip, Francia. It’s almost time.”

Repeating her smile practice, Princess Francia murmured to herself as she checked her appearance one last time.

Then.

Clatter, creak!

The door suddenly opened, and a member of the election camp hurried in.

“Uh, Princess!”

“What’s the matter? No, be careful. Rushing like that could lead to an accident.”

“Th-thank you, Princess. But, um…”

“What is it? Is there something urgent?”

“Information just came in. Right after your campaign announcement, Lady Cecilia’s camp has booked a slot for their own announcement.”

“Lady Cecilia?”

“Yes. Upon checking, it’s a reservation for this central garden.”

“I see, thank you for the news.”

After the election camp member left, having delivered the news, Princess Francia looked back at the mirror and muttered to herself.

“What are they planning this time?”

The face that came to her mind was Kamon Vade.

Thinking of that bastard who was doing everything he could to bring her down made her blood boil.

But soon.

Smack!

“Enough! It doesn’t matter what he’s planning. No matter what, they won’t be able to surpass our pledge. Once the announcement is over, it’s all done.”

The pledge she had prepared for the announcement was so shocking and powerful that it was a game-changer.

But just in case…

“Is anyone out there?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Please deliver this note to Senior Obern and Lady Rosen.”

“Understood.”

The person who received the note from the princess hurried outside.

And a moment later.

Knock, knock!

“Princess, it’s time.”

Hearing the words from outside, Princess Francia stood up gracefully and nodded.

“Just stay calm as usual.”

Click, clack.

“Wow! It’s Princess Francia!”

“Princess Francia!”

As she stepped onto the podium in the central garden filled with many students, Princess Francia waved at them with a bright smile on her face.

[Hello, everyone. Greetings. I am Francia Khan Flance, running for student council president in this election.]

After easily finishing her self-introduction, she began to deliver the prepared speech.

[Today, I want to talk to you about the implicit but widespread ‘darkness’ within our academy. Until now, we have…]

Speaking in a low and serious tone, her appearance drew intense attention from the students.

[…Therefore, I promise to completely abolish the status discrimination between nobles and commoners within Flance Imperial Academy.]

Princess Francia declared firmly as she looked down at the students.

Whoosh.

A cool breeze brushed past her, making her hair flutter, giving her the appearance of a noble goddess who had triumphed on the battlefield.
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“How was the reaction?”

“Thank you for your hard work, Princess. As expected, the reaction and results were as predicted.”

“There was a tremendous response. It definitely had an effect.”

“Really? Then that’s a relief.”

As Princess Francia let out a sigh of relief, someone shook their head with concern.

“It’s premature to say it was good. Some students didn’t look pleased. This is a significant gamble.”

“But the overall atmosphere wasn’t bad. There’s no need to view it negatively.”

“Of course, it’s because they were swept up in the moment. Once they’ve cooled down, they might feel differently.”

Rosen Ravenia continued to express her negative opinion about the announcement

.

Princess Francia, with a smile, gently spoke to her.

“I understand what you mean, Lady Rosen. But there isn’t a more certain issue than this right now, is there?”

“Still…”

“I’ll leave the details of the pledge to you, Lady Rosen. Please help me implement it smoothly without any problems.”

Rosen Ravenia couldn’t argue further and closed her mouth, moved by Princess Francia’s sincere voice.

“Rosen, thinking negatively won’t help.”

“Shut up, senior.”

Rosen Ravenia, responding curtly to Vice President Obern, nodded.

“I understand what you mean, Princess.”

“Thank you, Rosen.”

Princess Francia, who responded as such, then looked around and asked again.


“Isn’t Lady Cecilia’s speech next? Where is she now?”

“I’m here, Princess.”

At that moment, Lady Cecilia, wearing a dazzling blue dress, appeared before her.

“Oh my, nice to see you. And there are some familiar faces beside you?”

Seeing President Alex and Kamon Vade standing next to Lady Cecilia, Princess Francia smiled.

Lady Cecilia, unfazed, slowly began to speak.

“I didn’t expect your announcement at all… It seems I’ve been quite outmaneuvered.”

“I just put into action something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. Thankfully, I have good people around me.”

Princess Francia pointed to Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia standing nearby.

Though Rosen Ravenia didn’t look very pleased.

“I’m just grateful that these capable people are assisting someone as lacking as myself so well.”

“Haha. Is that so? Well, everyone there is indeed remarkable.”

Lady Cecilia forced an awkward laugh.

Princess Francia nodded and continued speaking.

“Thanks to them, someone as lacking as me can stand here.”

“That’s right.”

“There are capable people by your side too. Let’s have a good competition until the end…”

Just as Princess Francia was about to conclude her words.

“A good competition, my ass.”

“…?”


All eyes turned towards the male student who muttered with a smirk.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to speak out loud.”

It was Kamon Vade who apologized ambiguously.

Grr.

Though anger boiled deep inside her, Princess Francia responded with a bright smile.

“Haha. It’s okay. It happens.”

‘Like hell it happens. That bastard… Phew, calm down.’

Thinking he was deliberately provoking her, she twisted her lips and looked at Kamon.

“So, did you listen to my pledge, Kamon?”

“Oh, me? Yes, I listened. It seems you made that pledge just for me, thank you.”

“No. I did it for all the commoner students at the academy…”

“Pfft!”

Zap!

A sharp killing intent flashed from Princess Francia’s side.

“You laughed?”

“Did you just laugh?”

Naturally, Rosen and Vice President Obern added their words.

At the same time, people from Lady Cecilia’s side stepped forward to prevent any possible clash.

“Kamon, apologize.”

Following Lady Cecilia’s voice, Kamon Vade raised one hand, still looking unapologetic.


“Ah, sorry. I just thought of something funny for a moment.”

“Is that something you should say…”

“Obern senior, stop. I’m okay.”

“Princess!”

Princess Francia stopped Vice President Obern with a wave of her hand, still maintaining a faint smile as she looked at Kamon and Lady Cecilia.

‘An idiotic girl and an annoying guy combination… Alright, let’s see how far you can go.’

“Then I will listen carefully to Lady Cecilia’s announcement today.”

“Yes, you must. Please listen carefully.”

Though both sides exchanged words with smiles, the tension was so thick that no one could breathe easily.

Click-clack.

Soon, the two parted ways, and Lady Cecilia appeared on the platform.

[Good day, everyone. I am Cecilia Romanoff, running for student council president.]

Watching the hologram projection in the waiting room, Princess Francia quietly spoke to Obern and Rosen beside her.

“Have we figured out what they prepared?”

“We haven’t gathered any solid information yet. But most predict it won’t be anything significant.”

“No, whatever they bring won’t be able to beat us. Unless Lady Cecilia suddenly starts stripping on stage.”

“Rosen! That’s too low…”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“It’s alright, it’s just a joke.”

[Today, I stand here to reveal a certain truth to you all.]

Unexpectedly, Lady Cecilia began with something surprising.

“Huh? Isn’t she supposed to announce her pledge?”

“What does she mean by revealing the truth?”

“Is it about rumors related to President Alex?”

As the unexpected development caused murmurs to rise, Kamon Vade handed a box containing many crystal balls to her on the platform.

“What’s that?”

“It looks like crystal balls. Probably used for recording voices or images…”

[These crystal balls contain recordings of someone’s words. Today, I will expose the lies of that person.]

“What did she just say?”

“What kind of record is being revealed?”

“She mentioned a deceitful appearance, but what could that be?”

As everyone tilted their heads in curiosity and focused on Lady Cecilia’s words.

[“I wish those worm-like bastards would all just die.”]

[“What the hell, how can they even think they’re worthy of competing with us? Those trash who don’t even know their place…”]

A familiar voice echoed throughout the central garden and through the hologram projection in the waiting room.

“Huh?”

At that moment, Princess Francia’s face and expression hardened involuntarily.

And then.

“Wait a minute, isn’t that voice really familiar?”

“Who would say something like that…?”

As the unknown voice continued to emanate from the crystal ball, not only the students in the central garden but also the members of Princess Francia’s campaign team began to stir.

“Hold on. This…”

[“So those bug-like commoners don’t even know their place and dare to climb up.”]

Suddenly, Vice President Obern shouted urgently to the other campaign members.

“Stop it immediately. Someone get on the platform and stop that crystal ball! Hurry!”

“Yes, understood!”

Thud thud thud!

In that moment, a student’s voice from the central garden was picked up by the hologram.

“Hey, isn’t that the Princess’s voice?”

* * *

Lady Cecilia had revealed a crystal ball containing the shocking voice of Princess Francia.

And naturally, they reacted quickly.

“All the voices in that crystal ball are fake. They’re all fabricated. So the academy election committee should respond immediately to this matter…”

But they couldn’t stop the rumors that had already spread throughout the academy.

“Did the Princess really say that? No way!”

“No, I heard it myself. Lady Cecilia held up the crystal ball, and Princess Francia’s voice came out…”

“So the Princess hates commoners?”

“She talked about supporting commoners and abolishing social discrimination at the academy, but deep down, she considers us less than insects.”

“I had a feeling something was off.”

“Damn it, so you really can’t trust anyone?”

However, some people were skeptical and expressed their doubts.

“I can’t believe the Princess would say something like that. Isn’t it really fabricated? The Princess’s campaign team is also responding strongly.”

“Fabricated? Who would be crazy enough to fabricate something like that? They could be executed for defaming royalty.”

“But considering the Princess I’ve personally seen and interacted with, I can’t imagine her saying such things.”

“Hey, didn’t the voice in that crystal ball sound a bit strange? It kept cutting off and had weird words.”

“Really? I don’t remember. I was too shocked at the time…”

Additionally, the number of people with these opinions was significant enough to show how much trust and reputation Princess Francia had built among the people.

However.

“Either way, it’s disappointing.”

“Huh, I never thought the Princess would be like that.”

“Right. Maybe those rumors and weird stories were true.”

“Yeah, yeah. That makes sense.”

The leaflets that had been distributed earlier combined with this incident, creating a synergistic effect.

And eventually.

[“We demand the truth from Princess Francia.”]

Finally, students appeared with signs reading “Truth from Francia,” marking the peak of the incident’s impact.

“What are you guys doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious? We’re demanding the truth. We want to know if the Princess really hates commoners.”

“Don’t you know this is against the school rules? Stop it!”

“Don’t suppress the students’ right to freedom!”

“Right, the truth must be revealed!”

Naturally, such radical actions caused various conflicts and chaos.

The groups still supporting Princess Francia tried to stop these actions, and the “Truth from Francia” group responded immediately.

“They’re oppressing us on the Princess’s orders! The Princess must reveal the truth!”

As the election turned extremely chaotic and everyone was in disarray.

Thud!

I put down my tray and savored the commoner cafeteria food with a smile.

“Sigh, does this mean I’ll never get to eat in the noble cafeteria again?”

“You couldn’t enter the noble cafeteria as a commoner in the first place. Why are you disappointed now?”

“Well, still. I had a little hope.”

Next to me, a girl sighed deeply, and another girl quickly comforted her.

“Forget it, don’t worry. It was impossible from the start.”

“If that’s the case, they shouldn’t have given us hope. What is this?”

Humans are truly fickle beings.

When someone tells them that something impossible can be achieved, they harbor hope.

Those who hoped and expected the impossible soon felt disappointed when it seemed unattainable.

And that disappointment quickly turned into anger and resentment.

At that moment, a loud voice from outside the window.

“Reveal the truth!”

“Princess, reveal the truth!”

A girl eating in the cafeteria looked out the window and muttered to herself.

“Should I join them too?”

“Are you crazy? Why are you saying that?”

“No, the more I think about it, the angrier I get! I feel like I’m the only fool who believed!”

As I finished my meal and left the cafeteria, I encountered the “Truth from Francia” group holding signs and shouting slogans.

And at the center, the student shouting the loudest made eye contact with me.

“……”

“……”

We both nodded simultaneously, exchanging knowing smiles.

‘Money really can do anything, huh?’

The “Truth from Francia” group was a faction I had secretly funded and organized.

The money Elliot had obtained by mortgaging his inheritance rights had been put to good use.

“Reveal the truth, Princess!”

“We demand the truth from Princess Francia!”

‘Yes, keep doing that.’

When I first figured out Princess Francia’s plan, I was slightly taken aback.

A pledge to abolish social discrimination, something never mentioned in the original story.

‘She must have felt confident in the election and didn’t think she needed to take such a risk.’

However, as the election chaos increased due to my interference, Princess Francia seemed to have made a bold move in her own way.

But.

How about now, Princess Francia?

What? Abolishing social discrimination?

Did you think you could gain the upper hand with just that?

Pfft.

Public opinion warfare is not that simple.

…Do you understand?

And soon.

“Ex-excuse me, can I join you?”

“Of course. Any academy student who follows the light of truth is welcome.”

“Th-thank you.”

I saw the girl who had complained in the cafeteria earlier joining them.

“Re-reveal the truth, Princess!”

Seeing her shouting loudly after joining them, I couldn’t help but laugh out loud.
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Chapter 74

“[How dare these worthless bugs, less than trash, dare to defy me…]”

“[…I wish they’d all just drop dead. I don’t even want to look at those verm-ints.]”

Cecilia repeatedly activated the manipulated crystal orb that stored Princess Francia’s voice.

Click!

“[Nobles and commoners can never truly mix…]”

“Pfft!”

She suddenly burst into laughter and looked at me.

“Kaaamooon!”

“Uh? What is it all of a sudden?”

She then rushed over to my side and grabbed both of my arms.

“…?!”

Surprised by her sudden action, I tried to step back, but…

“Kamon!”

Calling my name loudly once more, Lady Cecilia smiled and murmured.

“Thank you.”

“Excuse me?”

“Thanks to you, I feel so much lighter and refreshed!”

Seeing her bouncing around excitedly, I could only manage an awkward smile.

“Haha, is that so?”


“Ah, I should have seen the princess’s face then. Such a pity. Did you see it, Kamon? Her face?”

“Uh, well…”

I did see it.

The iron mask that almost cracked, barely holding back her grimace.

“Since things have come this far, I’m just thinking everything will work out somehow, no matter what happens. Honestly, it’s more satisfying to see the princess taken down a notch than to worry about something that might not even happen!”

Seeing Lady Cecilia still chuckling made me feel guilty.

‘Have I corrupted her too much?’

“By the way, Kamon, do you know? It seems ‘Pjinyo’ is making quite a splash too. Maybe because they’re commoners, they know how to stir people’s emotions so well?”

“Lady Cecilia, that sounds very discriminatory.”

“Oh, sorry. I’m not used to these kinds of conversations yet. Anyway! Kamon, you have such guts. It’s no wonder you attacked the princess. This is outright defiance of the imperial family.”

“No, I do not defy the imperial family…”

“Oh, don’t lie! So, what’s the next strategy? Should we bribe someone from the election committee? Or maybe fabricate something to get the princess expelled?”

Seeing Lady Cecilia now taking it a step further, I could only stare at her in a daze.

She soon chuckled and shook her head.

“Kidding, no need to make that face.”

Lady Cecilia, who now seemed to have let go of a lot, stretched and spoke nonchalantly.

“Ah, we’ll see what happens in the future when we get there. Anyway, thank you. That’s sincere. Honestly, I thought this was a fight I could never win, but now it feels like there’s a chance.”

At that moment.

Boom!

The door of the office where Lady Cecilia and I were standing burst open, and someone familiar ran in.


“Big, big trouble!”

“Elliot?”

He, soaked in sweat, looked back and forth between me and Lady Cecilia, gasping for breath.

“The, the one who manipulated the voice has been caught.”

Both Lady Cecilia and I reacted with shock to Elliot’s sudden news.

“What?”

“What do you mean? Explain clearly.”

“So, well…”

With a pale face, Elliot began to divulge the information he had learned.

* * *

“They’ve all been caught?”

“Yes, all of them. Every single one.”

All the illegal and illicit groups scattered across the cities surrounding the academy were simultaneously arrested.

The person who handled our job got swept up in it too.

“Does this even make sense?”

Every misfortune imaginable seems to fall on me, but this is just too much.

How can I be so unlucky?

At that moment.

“This is the imperial family.”

“What?”


“The princess must have moved the imperial family. Otherwise, they couldn’t have arrested so many people so quickly.”

“If it’s the imperial family… no way…”

“Yes, it’s probably the princess who took action to identify those involved with the voice manipulation.”

Lady Cecilia, with a slightly pale face, looked at Elliot and me.

“Can you really trust that person?”

“The guy I know is pretty tight-lipped…”

“Being tight-lipped isn’t enough. Can he be trusted to not spill anything even if his life depends on it?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“…”

“…”

The office quickly fell silent, enveloped in a gloomy atmosphere.

It was natural.

If the imperial family really was involved at the princess’s command, it was only a matter of time before all our tracks were uncovered.

Everyone’s minds were filled with the thought that we were, quite literally, screwed.

‘Wait, but is this even physically possible?’

In any case, this incident involved the administrative power to turn several cities upside down.

But could this really have happened just because of a request from a single princess?

If any problems arose, could a mayor or a mere noble take responsibility for it?

‘Absolutely not.’

Such an operation would require a direct order from the imperial palace.

Considering the distance between the imperial palace and the academy, it was impossible for them to act so quickly after the crystal orb’s revelation.

So, in other words…

“Someone from the imperial family was already here?”

“What?”

“Huh? What do you mean, Kamon?”

“It’s strange, isn’t it? How could the imperial family move so precisely and quickly right after the incident? Such swift action is only possible if their people were already positioned here.”

“Then what do we do? Isn’t this even worse? It means we’re fighting the imperial family.”

Seeing Elliot’s anxious and trembling voice, I firmly shook my head.

“No, not at all.”

In fact, if the imperial family made the first move, we had a case to argue as well.

I quietly looked at Lady Cecilia.

“…?”

As one piece of the puzzle clicked into place, other previously unresolved questions began to clear up.

Why did so many people abandon Cecilia for Princess Francia so quickly?

Was it because Lady Cecilia was just a naive, clueless individual?

No. If that were the case, those people wouldn’t have stayed with her in the first place.

But if the imperial family’s influence was behind all this?

‘Then it all makes sense.’

Although it was not depicted in the original story, living in this world has allowed me to infer these hidden backgrounds.

I called out to Lady Cecilia.

“Lady Cecilia.”

“Yes, Kamon.”

Sensing something, she responded with a serious expression.

“There is something you need to do.”

“Me? What is it?”

Lady Cecilia in front of me was by no means an ordinary person.

She was related to two powerful families that wielded great influence in the empire: the Grand Duke Axelion’s house and the Romanoff Ducal house.

“Do you have any means to directly contact your father?”

“My father?”

“Yes, is there a way to communicate immediately with Duke Romanoff?”

Lady Cecilia, puzzled by my sudden question, soon nodded slightly.

“Yes, there’s a communication crystal orb… but why?”

Hearing her answer, I smiled broadly.

“It seems adults have gotten involved in the children’s fight.”

* * *

“This is clearly a fabrication. We must demand the election committee to uncover the truth.”

“No, Obern, it’s meaningless to argue now. The situation is already chaotic outside with all the talk.”

“We can’t just sit back and do nothing! We must take action!”

“And what happens when the truth is revealed? People will just say, ‘Oh, it was a lie,’ and move on.”

Rosen continued, looking around at the others.

“Nobody in the academy is talking about our promises. Oh, wait, there are some. Those who say it was a scheme by the commoner-hating Princess Francia to deceive them…”

“Rosen!”

At Obern’s rebuke, Rosen Ravenia frowned and raised his voice.

“See, I warned you. This kind of thing needs to be handled carefully. Can this mess even be resolved?”

“That’s why we’re here discussing it! I will go directly to the election committee.”

“I’m telling you, that’s pointless right now!”

“Shut up, Rosen!”

As the two of them yelled at each other with flushed faces, Princess Francia, who had been quietly sitting, raised her hand.

“Enough, everyone stop.”

Her weak voice silenced them both.

Princess Francia continued.

“You’re right, Lady Rosen. It has turned out just as you said. I’m sorry. I must have been too shortsighted.”

“Your Highness!”

“I’m not asking for an apology. We need to figure out what to do now…”

“Don’t worry about that.”

“Excuse me?”

“What do you mean, Your Highness?”

“The imperial family will likely take direct action.”

“The imperial family?”

“Yes, this incident affects the honor of the Flance Imperial family. The secret unit under the imperial family is already in motion. It may take some time, but the overall problem will be resolved. However…”

Princess Francia hesitated for a moment before continuing with a bitter smile.

“The biggest problem is that the current rumors may affect the election.”

“As long as the facts are clearly established, it shouldn’t be a big problem. The support rates haven’t changed much, so there’s no need to worry too much…”

“No, that’s not the issue, Obern.”

“What?”

“What Her Highness means is to eliminate the suspicion in the hearts of the academy students that ‘the princess might hate commoners.’ That could influence the election right now.”

“…”

“…”

Rosen’s cold assessment, pinpointing the core of the problem, made the atmosphere among the election team somber.

“So, what do you suggest, Rosen? Your Highness, the damage is done. We can only correct the facts and rely on the royal unit to…”

“No, senior. Time will solve those issues. It’s this single-minded approach that earns you a rigid reputation.”

“So, what are you trying to say, Rosen!”

“An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.”

“What?”

“We can’t just silence or correct the rumors. Even if possible, it will take a long time. But what if another shocking rumor or news spreads?”

Realizing what Rosen was implying, Obern’s eyes widened.

“You mean we should spread false news too?”

“Yes, we have plenty of sources. What if President Alex, who claimed neutrality, suddenly supported Lady Cecilia? What if there were some secret relationship between them?”

“That’s because they are relatives.”

“Which makes it even more explosive. Something like a forbidden…”

Leaving the rest to imagination, Rosen’s suggestion caused a few people to gulp.

“No, that’s too risky! It could provoke both the Grand Duke Axelion and the Romanoff Ducal House.”

Anticipating this reaction, Rosen slightly nodded and twisted her words.

“Well, it’s not just President Alex around Lady Cecilia, is it? There’s also that problematic junior.”

At that moment, Chelsea, who had attended the meeting but remained silent, finally spoke.

“Kamon Vade?”

“Yes, that’s right. Why not use him too?”

Everyone held their breath as they listened to Rosen Ravenia’s chilling and fiery plan.

______________

Rate us on Novel Updates to motivate me translate more chapters (For every rating new chapter will be released).
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 75

				
Chapter 75

“Kamon! That guy has been released without any charges. Everything’s been resolved perfectly!”

Elliot shouted to me joyfully as he returned with the great news.

“So? What’s next?”

“I took care of the rest. You probably won’t see him in the empire anymore.”

Seeing his eyes sparkle as he answered, I lightly patted his shoulder.

“Well done.”

“Thanks, but it was just what I had to do. But Kamon, how did you manage it?”

“Hmm? What do you mean?”

“No, did Lady Cecilia really contact Duke Romanoff and make this happen?”

“……”

At his words, I closed my mouth for a moment and recalled the memory of that time.

When Lady Cecilia mentioned she had a crystal orb that could directly connect to Duke Romanoff, I immediately wrote down the script she needed to follow.

Soon, we headed to the place where the crystal orb was…

‘There’s no one as doting as him.’

Though I couldn’t see his face, I heard the voice from the crystal orb.

Just a few seconds after trying to contact him, Duke Romanoff’s excited voice came through.

– Oh, my one and only lovely daughter, you called because you wanted to hear your dad’s voice again, didn’t you?

I felt something was terribly wrong and tried to leave the spot quickly, but Lady Cecilia calmly delivered the script I had given her.

When she mentioned that there might be royal forces hiding behind the student council election, Duke Romanoff got furious and promised to handle it immediately.


And now.

“Well, it seems to be true.”

“Whew, Kamon. You really worked hard too.”

“Hardly… It’s just the beginning.”

Honestly, I hadn’t expected the Flance Imperial family to be directly supporting Princess Francia from behind.

That’s why such a problem had arisen.

‘I’ll have to be more careful and cautious from now on.’

Blaming it on the fact that it didn’t appear in the original work was just an excuse.

While reflecting and reviewing the recent incident.

“There he is!”

“Ka-Kamon!”

I saw Bren and Lois running towards me with very urgent expressions.

“What is it, you two? What’s going on?”

Elliot, who was nearby, asked upon seeing their state.

But the two didn’t even answer Elliot’s question and shouted towards me.

“Hey, Kamon. You bastard…!”

“Lois, wait. We haven’t confirmed it yet.”

Quickly stopping Lois, Bren hurriedly handed me something he was holding.

“L-look at this.”

“……”


“What is it, what’s going on?”

Finally, as I took the large piece of paper they handed over, my reaction and Elliot’s were quite different.

“Pfft, what’s this?!”

“Damn, what is this?”

“Kamon Vade, explain this properly. Is it true? It’s not, right?”

With Lois’s angry question, the content of the paper that caught our eyes was simple.

[The Hidden Relationship Between Lady Cecilia and Kamon Vade, When Did They Become Secret Lovers?]

It was a scandalous article targeting both me and Lady Cecilia.

* * *

Even at quite a late hour, the lights of the academy’s training ground were still on.

Some students were still there, working hard for personal training or growth.

Creak, bang.

“Good job today, Chelsea.”

“Kyle, you did well too. See you next time.”

Chelsea, who had another one-on-one sparring session with Kyle, left the training ground covered in sweat.

After saying goodbye to Kyle, she headed straight to the shower room and saw some people murmuring there.

“Is this true?”

“Probably just a rumor like before. No way would Lady Cecilia be in such a relationship with that guy.”

“But the content is oddly specific for a rumor.”

Ignoring their noisy chatter in the changing room, Chelsea quietly undressed, preparing to shower.


At that moment, she overheard a familiar name.

“Yeah, why would Lady Cecilia accept someone like Kamon Vade?”

“Right?”

Chelsea paused for a moment, then approached the group she had only exchanged casual greetings with before.

“Could you tell me what you were just talking about?”

“C-Chelsea?”

The group seemed startled by her sudden action, but soon, a blonde girl who appeared to be their leader casually handed her something.

“Here, this was distributed throughout the academy earlier.”

Chelsea took the paper, similar in size to the posters used for Princess Francia’s rumors before, and read through its contents.

“Amazing, right, Chelsea?”

“We honestly can’t believe it either, but the details are quite specific, so it’s a bit suspicious.”

A few of them spoke to Chelsea in a friendly manner.

At that moment.

Crunch!

Chelsea crumpled the poster in her hand unconsciously.

“Hmm…?”

“Chelsea, what’s wrong?”

When the worried group of girls asked Chelsea about her reaction, she shook her head and replied coldly, “No, it’s nothing.”

Seeing her response, the girls nodded in understanding and continued their chatter.

“Some people threw up when they heard this news. They couldn’t believe someone like Kamon could be in a relationship.”

“Honestly, even if you gave me a thousand gold coins, I couldn’t date a crazy guy like Kamon.”

“Isn’t Kamon just a commoner now? They say he was kicked out of his family.”

“A romance between a noble lady and a poor commoner, huh?”

“Maybe Lady Cecilia has a fetish for that kind of thing. Haha.”

As they openly mocked and ridiculed Kamon and Cecilia, Chelsea closed her eyes briefly.

‘I don’t feel good about this.’

She felt as if something was about to spill out of her, just like someone had mentioned earlier.

‘Though I already had some idea…’

As someone who attended Princess Francia’s campaign meetings, she could foresee what would happen next.

But facing it as a reality was making her feel uneasy and queasy.

‘Is it because I know this is a lie?’

As she pondered briefly, Chelsea shook her head.

‘No, I shouldn’t care. It’s not something I should be interested in anyway.’

Having sorted her thoughts, Chelsea opened her eyes and prepared to leave.

“Chelsea, are you going to shower?”

“Yeah, I’m really sweaty.”

With an awkward smile, Chelsea replied and then hesitated before asking them in a low voice, “By the way, do you believe this?”

“Huh? Oh, no. We’re just looking at it. No one knows if it’s real or not. There’s so much fake news these days…”

“Got it.”

Nodding at the answer from the blonde girl who seemed to be the leader, Chelsea walked into the shower room.

The group, watching her leave, whispered to each other in confusion.

“What’s up with her? She didn’t look too happy.”

“Maybe she felt sick after seeing it, like the other girl.”

“Chelsea never seemed interested in these things, though. Strange.”

* * *

“Damn, why are we doing this crap?!”

“Oh, stop complaining. At least we’re screwing over Kamon.”

“Yeah, but still. I’m losing sleep over this.”

“Well, at least we know the best spots to put these up from our previous experience.”

“Haha, true.”

The ones posting rumors about Kamon and Lady Cecilia all over the place were none other than the Monster Trio.

“Stop chatting and focus on putting up the posters.”

Thwack! Thwack! Rip!

Sol Crensh’s order, as he set an example by sticking up the posters, prompted Crollin and Mork to start working faster beside him.

“Do you think it’s true?”

“No idea.”

When Mork asked, Crollin tilted his head in doubt. They then turned to Sol.

“Sol, what do you think? Is it true?”

“I don’t know. Who cares? Let’s finish up first and chat later.”

“Why’s he so grumpy lately?”

“Yeah. Is he on a diet or something?”

“Diet? He doesn’t have any fat to lose. Maybe you should think about that, Mork.”

“True. I need to lose some weight. Haha.”

As the two joked around, Sol Crensh snapped again in frustration.

“Hey! Are you going to keep messing around?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Geez, you act like you’re our boss.”

“Well, we got paid, so we should earn our money.”

“Fair enough.”

Nodding, the two started sticking the posters diligently.

Watching them, Sol Crensh grumbled internally.

‘Damn it, now she’s treating us like her lackeys?’

He had accepted the job without much hesitation since it was a way to get back at Kamon Vade.

‘That bitch is getting on my nerves more and more.’

Princess Francia’s attitude towards them and her recently announced pledge had both been annoying him.

A pledge to abolish class discrimination?

He had been furious when he heard that.

Although the scandal involving Lady Cecilia had somewhat tempered his anger, it was still simmering.

‘A princess sucking up to commoners just to win an election? Ridiculous.’

To Sol Crensh, Princess Francia was increasingly crossing the line.

Thwack, thwack, rip!

“Is it all done?”

After putting up the last poster, Sol Crensh turned to Crollin and Mork, who were finishing up.

“Yeah, we’re done.”

“I’m hungry. Should we get something to eat?”

“At this hour?”

“Who cares about the time? I’m hungry.”

“True. Let’s go for a late-night snack.”

As the two chatted, Sol Crensh watched them with darkened eyes and then spoke up.

“Hey, you two. Wait a minute.”

“…?”

“What’s up, Sol?”

Looking puzzled, Sol Crensh finally revealed what was on his mind.

“Whenever you have time, keep an eye on Princess Francia and her campaign members. Find out who they’re meeting.”

“Huh? Suddenly?”

“What’s this about?”

Ignoring their questions, Sol Crensh just smiled enigmatically.
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“Come on, who would believe this? Even for a rumor, it needs to have some context!”

“They believe it?”

“Yeah, quite a few do.”

I responded harshly to Bren’s short reply and Lois’s agreeing nod.

“What? Who? Where? Why?”

“Well, I overheard some kids talking about it earlier.”

“Yeah, I heard it too. They were saying it finally made sense why Lady Cecilia accepted Kamon into her campaign.”

Elliot nodded in agreement as he added.

“Are you serious? There are idiots who believe such bullshit?”

“Shouldn’t we be the last ones to talk, considering we’re the ones who put up the posters?”

Crack!

Lois, standing next to me, clenched his fist and muttered to himself, his eyes slightly wild.

“Kamon. Even if you’re Kamon Vade, if you mess with my sister Cecil…”

“So, Lois, what’s your relationship with Rosen Ravenia?”

I retorted lightly to Lois, who was burning with determination, causing his expression to crumble.

“Huh? Oh, well, that’s…”

“Yeah, you kept your mouth shut back then, didn’t you, Lois?”

Elliot chimed in, making Lois shout in frustration.

“No, that’s not the point right now!”


“Oh, right. This is probably Princess Francia’s doing, isn’t it?”

Elliot’s cautious voice made Bren nod in agreement.

“Probably. There’s no one else who would do this.”

Hiss.

Honestly, receiving the same method I used wasn’t bad. It was quite surprising, though.

‘I didn’t expect a counterattack like this, but it’s quite refreshing.’

Whether by chance or intention.

‘I didn’t expect them to use a strategy like covering one issue with another, like in modern election campaigns.’

‘This means they’re expecting a proper reaction from our side, right?’

Princess Francia’s image was already significantly damaged due to the continuous attacks with posters and the Pjinyo (anti-Princess Francia) movement.

Since the situation was beyond repair, they were trying to drag us into a mudslinging fight…

‘There’s no need for us to respond in kind.’

A scandal like this wouldn’t have a significant impact on the election itself.

The poster operation I used was more about laying the groundwork for a fabricated voice recording.

… Or so I thought.

“There has been significant damage to our image. We’re being criticized for not distinguishing between public and private matters, and there are a lot of harsh criticisms.”

“What?”

“Our support rate has dropped by more than 6%. It seems this will affect the actual votes.”

As Claire’s cold report continued, my head dropped lower.

What? Our support rate is wobbling because of a simple romance scandal?


No matter how you look at it, does this make sense?

“Discussions about the Princess Francia faction’s hatred for commoners have significantly decreased.”

“The public criticism against the princess has also subsided. Most of the attention has shifted to this scandal instead.”

“The group demanding the truth from Princess Francia has lost momentum. Many students are expressing fatigue over this issue.”

With each successive report, the atmosphere in the meeting room grew heavier.

“Wow, this time we got hit hard, didn’t we?”

Meanwhile, Lady Cecilia looked unaffected, staring at the poster detailing her scandal.

“This issue can be easily resolved with an official rebuttal statement from the campaign team.”

“Last time, the Princess Francia faction also chose to directly address such fake news and saw results. It seems best for us to approach it the same way.”

Despite the suggestions from Claire and Elliot, Lady Cecilia remained unfazed.

“……”

After staying silent for a while, she looked away from the poster and turned towards me.

“Kamon?”

“Yes?”

I, who had my head down, finally looked up at Lady Cecilia’s call.

“Did you call for me?”

“Yes, Kamon.”

With a faint smile, Lady Cecilia continued in a calm voice.

“How do you feel? Being the subject of such rumors? I feel kind of excited and thrilled.”

“……”


Hah, is this really the time to feel thrilled?

Some of us have a headache that feels like it’s going to split open.

“How about you, Kamon? You don’t look very happy. Do you not like the rumors? Or is it because I’m the one involved…?”

“No, it’s not that,” I said, feeling a sudden wave of relief at Lady Cecilia’s words.

“So stop hanging your head like that. It’s not even true, right?”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“Then let me ask you another question. Kamon, how should we respond to this?”

At Lady Cecilia’s question, I slowly turned my head to look at Elliot, Claire, and the others. Then I spoke up.

“Of course, I thought that issuing an official rebuttal statement, as everyone here has suggested, is the proper way to handle this.”

The temporary drop in support due to the fake news would eventually recover over time. Rather than getting swayed by such events, it would be more beneficial to continue focusing on what we need to do.

“However, if we had been moving by the book all this time, it would have been impossible to catch up to Princess Francia, let alone defeat her in this election.”

“So?”

“If the other side is playing dirty, we should respond in our own way.”

“Our own way? What do you mean by that?”

“Well, that is…”

* * *

Thump, thump!

[Hello, I am Claire Jartion, a member of Cecilia Romanoff’s campaign for student council president.]

At the central fountain park of the academy, Lady Cecilia’s camp had started an emergency statement.

[Due to various circumstances, many rumors and stories are circulating. Our campaign intends to set the record straight. Lady Cecilia herself will speak directly about this matter.]

“They must be really desperate.”

“They’re reacting faster than expected.”

Rosen Ravenia’s murmurs were met with a nod from Vice President Obern.

“What do you think the statement will be about?”

“They’ll probably issue an official rebuttal, just like we did.”

“If they do, it’s good for us. We’re ready with the next step.”

“Don’t go too far. Just because the other side crossed the line doesn’t mean we can do the same.”

“What, are you afraid their backers will make a move?”

“It’s not a good look for this to turn into a proxy war between the royal family and noble factions.”

“Well, if you put it that way, I’m also from a noble family.”

“That’s not what I meant!”

Firmly cutting off Rosen’s playful remark, Obern continued.

“Anyway, this incident has significantly diluted the perception of Princess Francia as a commoner-hater. You’ve done well, Rosen.”

“Let’s save the congratulations for after we’ve won.”

Waving her hand dismissively, Rosen Ravenia turned her attention to the podium with a serious expression.

Then, click-clack.

[Hello, fellow students. I am Cecilia Romanoff, running for student council president.]

“It’s really Lady Cecilia.”

“What’s she doing? Is she trying to settle this once and for all?”

“Well, nothing’s more effective than the person themselves denying it.”

[I’m here today to address the recent rumors spreading around the academy.]

Starting her speech calmly, Lady Cecilia began to clearly state her position.

[When young students spend time together, it’s natural for feelings to develop between them.]

“Huh?”

“What does she mean?”

“Is she saying they’re dating?”

The students’ curiosity was piqued by the unexpected preface before getting to the main point.

[But more important than anything is sincerity and true feelings. It can be problematic to criticize such emotions due to external perceptions and institutional procedures. In that sense, I am not someone who judges people by their status.]

Subtly targeting Princess Francia, Lady Cecilia began addressing the audience directly.

[It is natural for young men and women to meet, fall in love, and become lovers. And Kamon Vade is a person who has been talked about a lot in various ways.]

After pausing to take a breath, Lady Cecilia continued with a confident expression and voice.

[Currently, I, Cecilia Romanoff, and Kamon Vade are not in a romantic relationship. However, I will not categorically deny that there could be a possibility in the future.]

“Wow!”

“What? Is she admitting it?”

“Is Lady Cecilia really in a relationship with Kamon?!”

“Quiet, it’s not over yet!”

The sudden buzz and chatter filled the venue, making it noisy.

[I do not believe that someone’s past mistakes or simply being a ‘commoner’ should prevent them from being in a relationship with me.]

“What is she saying?”

“Shh, just listen.”

Rosen Ravenia exclaimed in shock while Obern frowned, focusing on the announcement.

[I, Cecilia Romanoff, will not be swayed by cowardly schemes spreading false rumors and fake news. Whether it’s a relationship or love, if there’s anything true, I will be honest and open about it. And…]

Pausing to draw everyone’s attention, Lady Cecilia smiled slightly and continued.

[Unlike someone who deceives fellow students with a two-faced facade, I plan to be sincere and fair. So, no matter what surprising events occur, I hope you won’t be too shocked. Whether it’s about my love life or my victory.]

With a wink at the end, Lady Cecilia finished her speech.

“What?!”

“We’ve been outplayed.”

Rosen Ravenia and Vice President Obern shouted in disbelief.

“What was that? A confession?”

“So she’s saying she’s dating Kamon?!”

“No, she said they’re not in a relationship yet. It’s more like they’re getting to know each other.”

“Wow, this is huge!”

The students erupted in excitement as if a bomb had gone off.

And then.

“Damn, did she really just turn this around like that? That brainless idiot has truly gone crazy.”

Rosen Ravenia, who knew Lady Cecilia’s true nature better than anyone, could only shake her head in disbelief at how she handled the controversy.

______________
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“No, no way.”

“Are Kamon and Lady Cecilia really in that kind of relationship?”

“No, they’re just getting to know each other.”

“That’s basically the same thing!”

“No, it’s not. There’s a big difference!”

“Hey, let it go. He’s a fan of Lady Cecilia. Don’t get him all worked up.”

“Oh, really? I didn’t know that. My bad!”

For a while, the academy was buzzing with rumors about Lady Cecilia and Kamon Vade.

“But she was really cool. Even though she knew it wouldn’t benefit her, she went for it

head-on for love… As expected of Lady Cecilia!”

“So, if Lady Cecilia actually dates Kamon, are you going to support them?”

“Shut the fuck up. If you don’t want to die.”

Even though the harsh words were unexpected from a girl, everyone just burst into laughter.

“Hey, Lois. Is that bullshit?”

“I don’t know either.”

“How can you not know? Lady Cecilia is your cousin!”

“M-Mellin.”

“It doesn’t make sense that you wouldn’t know about an official announcement from your cousin’s election campaign.”

“I don’t attend the major meetings.”

“But you attended that meeting with Kamon last time.”


“Ah, that was a bit different.”

“How is it different?”

“I…”

Lois, who was reminded of Kamon Vade’s face at Mellin’s question, opened his mouth to say something but then closed it again.

“…Never mind.”

“What? Tell me.”

“Forget it, I don’t want to talk about it.”

Mellin looked at Lois with an incredulous expression as Lois turned his head away sulkily.

“Hey, are you sulking?”

“No, I’m not.”

“You are sulking.”

“I’m not sulking!”

Lois, who shouted in frustration, fell into deep thought with a slightly sullen expression.

‘They both told me it wasn’t true.’

Both Kamon Vade and Lady Cecilia had assured him that the rumors were absolutely false. So why did the official announcement say otherwise? Although his mind was a mess, Lois decided it was best to keep his mouth shut here.

“Lois, are you okay?”

“Phew, I don’t know if I’m okay or not…”

“Hey, why are you so down again? Let’s go to the café. I’ll buy you a drink today, so cheer up.”

Mellin lightly patted Lois’s shoulder and eventually, the three of them headed to the famous ‘Lupinus’ café at Flance Imperial Academy.

And there…


“How the hell did he win over Lady Cecilia?”

“He didn’t. She just fell for Kamon’s charm while he was just standing there.”

“Huh? Kamon’s charm? Well, he doesn’t look bad, but doesn’t he look kind of scary?”

“Even though he looks a bit scary, he’s not actually scary… right?”

“Ha ha ha, Kamon is quite manly. They actually make a good pair.”

“Who says they make a good pair? Please, stop talking nonsense!”

A noisy group was causing a commotion.

“What the hell are those people?”

Mellin, of course, frowned and muttered in a disgruntled tone, and Lois let out a deep sigh beside her.

“Ugh, why are they doing that here again?”

“Huh? Do you know those people?”

“Lois, who are they?”

At that moment, one of the group members made eye contact with Lois.

“Oh, brother!”

He immediately called out cheerfully and gestured toward Lois.

“What are you doing? Come over here. We were having a pretty interesting conversation!”

“Lois, who are they? Do you know them?”

Elaine asked naturally, while Mellin’s tone was slightly cautious and combative, making Lois shake his head unconsciously.

“Well, you see…”

“Hey, Lois. Come quickly! We’re all fired up about Kamon and Lady Cecilia right now!”


“Oh! Can you please shut up, Senior Elliot?!”

Finally unable to bear it, Lois shouted irritably.

“Huh?”

“Senior, stop it. Lois is angry.”

“What? Why is he suddenly angry?”

Elliot looked puzzled at Lois, then shouted in disbelief.

“What, are you trying to act tough because there are girls with you? That’s not good. This elder brother won’t allow such behavior.”

“Ha.”

At Elliot’s nonsense, Lois turned to Mellin and Elaine quietly.

“Sorry, but I don’t think I can go to the café with you today. Let’s go next time.”

“What? Lois. W-where are you going?!”

“Hey, what the hell? Why are you just leaving… Hey!”

With that, Lois quickly left the Lupinus café, leaving Mellin and Elaine standing there in a daze, watching his retreating figure.

At the same time…

“That bastard ran away? A guy who abandons his brother should be struck by lightning.”

“Senior, please stop.”

The empty chatter between Bren and Elliot echoed hollowly.

* * *

Clang, thud!

“Phew, I got lucky.”

“Damn, it was so close… Well, that’s the difference in skill.”

Fabian grumbled regretfully, while Kyle shook his head and mumbled.

“Come on, it wasn’t about skill. I just got lucky this time.”

“Stop it, you’re making me feel worse.”

“I’m serious! I almost lost.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever. I just didn’t try hard enough.”

Laughing, Kyle and Fabian sat down on the training ground after their sparring match, exchanging such banter.

“Hey, Kyle. Aren’t you sparring with Chelsea today? Is something wrong?”

“Huh? No, nothing like that. Chelsea just said she wasn’t feeling well and wanted to rest today.”

“Oh, so you got ditched by Chelsea and had no choice but to come to me?”

“Ditched? It’s just one day off. And stop making weird comments and focus on training.”

“Haha. Okay, okay. By the way, did you hear the news?”

“What?”

“Lady Cecilia and Kamon are really dating.”

“What? Where did that come from? That’s just fake news.”

As part of Princess Francia’s election team and knowing about the plan, Kyle couldn’t help but be surprised.

“Well, I don’t know the details either. Recently, there have been rumors about it, but last night, Lady Cecilia herself acknowledged it.”

“Lady Cecilia herself?”

“Yeah. She gathered people in the fountain garden and made an emergency announcement. Now the whole academy is in an uproar.”

“Hmm…”

“What’s with that reaction?”

“Nothing.”

Kyle instinctively felt that something had gone wrong, but he wasn’t foolish enough to show it.

“I just think Kamon doesn’t seem like the type who would go well with Lady Cecilia…”

“Are you seriously discussing their compatibility now? Kyle, this isn’t the time for that. Worry about yourself.”

Fabian laughed incredulously and then seriously asked his close friend Kyle.

“How are things with Princess Francia lately?”

“Princess? Same as usual.”

“Even that crazy bastard Kamon is in a relationship, so you should step up your game.”

“Step up what game? There’s nothing like that between the Princess and me.”

Fabian shook his head at Kyle’s firm tone and grabbed his spear again.

“Geez, whatever. Let’s go another round.”

“Sure, let’s go!”

* * *

“So, what happened?”

“….”

“….”

Princess Francia’s sharp question left everyone speechless. Especially Rosen Ravenia, who had planned and led this, stood with a flushed face and head bowed, unable to speak.

“We never expected Lady Cecilia to find a breakthrough in this way.”

Vice President Obern spoke up in her stead.

“However, I believe the first goal of the plan, to eliminate negative perceptions about the Princess, was effectively achieved, so it’s not a complete failure.”

“That’s right. It’s not a failure.”

Princess Francia nodded in agreement with Vice President Obern’s words and then spoke in a cold voice.

“But I’ve heard that there’s been a significant change in Lady Cecilia’s approval ratings?”

“That is…”

Since Lady Cecilia gave a somewhat ambiguous but acknowledging statement about her scandal with Kamon, her approval ratings had slightly increased.

“It’s ridiculous that her ratings went up because of a mere scandal.”

“Everyone here is full of hot-blooded teenagers. Still, it’s not yet a significant threat. There’s still a consistent gap of about 20%.”

Rosen murmured, shaking her head, while Vice President Obern continued his report.

Princess Francia, who had been watching them, spoke again.

“That’s the situation now. What about later?”

“….”

“If they keep catching up like this, we might end up being overtaken without anyone noticing. That’s what worries me.”

“Honestly, who would’ve expected that crazy bitch to acknowledge it like that? Especially with that lunatic Kamon Vade!”

“Rosen!”

“I mean, it’s true! It can’t be real. It must be fake news. Unless… were they really dating? Damn, that’s just ridiculous.”

Rosen Ravenia, who had been muttering to herself, shook her head with a drained expression.

“Sigh, I’m sorry, Princess. This is all my fault. I’ll take responsibility and resign…”

“That’s enough, Lady Rosen.”

Princess Francia gracefully raised a hand to stop her.

“I didn’t call this meeting to blame anyone or demand responsibility. Instead, I want to hear how we can stop Lady Cecilia’s side from continuing their pursuit.”

Princess Francia looked at them for a moment and then spoke again.

“But it seems the atmosphere has become a bit heated, so let’s end the meeting here. At the next meeting, please present a more definitive solution rather than excuses.”

After Rosen Ravenia and Vice President Obern left, Princess Francia remained alone and quietly closed her eyes.

Clenching her fists tightly under the table, she whispered the hated name.

“Kamon Vade.”

There was no significant change that posed a real threat yet. But…

‘He’s irritating.’

From the posters to President Alex and the voice manipulations, everything he did was dirty and underhanded, aiming to bring her down. So she tried to mimic his actions this time…

‘And he gets away like this? Dragging me into this filthy mud fight?’

Princess Francia seethed with quiet fury but soon calmed herself.

‘Rosen is right. That foolish Cecilia must be out of her mind.’

No sane noble lady would ever acknowledge Kamon Vade as a lover.

‘How could she acknowledge that? Unless… are they really dating… Ugh, it makes me sick.’

Grimacing at the thought, she let out a sigh.

“Ha, really, those two are a perfect match.”

She briefly considered that they might actually suit each other, but then…

“Yeah, if they’re going to go this far, they must want to see it to the end. Fine, I don’t dislike this kind of battle either.”

Princess Francia muttered quietly towards the unseen Lady Cecilia and Kamon.

“I will never lose. The next president of this academy will be me, Francia Khan Flance.”
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“Kamon?”

“Yes?”

“What’s with that expression? Do you dislike being associated with me?”

“…”

As Lady Cecilia kept looking at me and asking, I let out a deep sigh and shook my head.

“Do I look that displeased?”

“Yes.”

She replied, lowering her head despondently, but then soon smiled and continued speaking.

“But don’t worry. I’ve made it clear to my father and the other elders in the family that it’s not true.”

“Oh, right.”

Am I supposed to be happy about that? Seeing Lady Cecilia constantly smiling and chattering away, I earnestly wished I could live as carefree as she did.

“By the way, should I have sent a letter to Marquess Vade as well?”

“No, it’s fine.”

I quickly shook my head to stop her and then nodded quietly. This incident was bound to cause a huge stir.

Lady Cecilia was a member of the Romanoff Duchy and had ties to the Grand Duchy of Axelion. Even though I was kicked out of my family, I was still the eldest son of the prominent Vade Marquessate in the Empire.

The relationship between us was not just an academy affair; it had the potential to create significant political repercussions throughout the entire Empire.

“Oh, the Dean also contacted me a while ago. So I told him it wasn’t true. I did well, right?”

Like a puppy seeking praise, she kept asking me in such a manner. I rubbed my face dryly and replied.

“Lady Cecilia, please calm down. The election isn’t over yet.”


“Oh, right. Got it. But hasn’t our support rate risen quite a bit? From rock bottom, it feels like we’ve climbed up to at least knee level…”

“The problem is the opposition is at shoulder or even head level.”

“So what’s our next strategy? What should we do next?”

At least she seemed motivated, which wasn’t bad.

“We have a few things prepared, but let’s proceed as usual for now. We need to continue announcing our pledges and campaigning.”

“Huh? Will that be enough?”

Having been exposed to more provocative strategies, Lady Cecilia seemed no longer satisfied with ordinary measures.

“So what do you suggest? Should we launch an attack on the princess?”

“Oh, a revenge match?”

Revenge, my foot.

“Stop having such pointless fantasies. Let’s get on with the campaign.”

“Fantasties? When did I ever say that?”

Knock, knock!

Just then, a knock sounded at the office door, and Cecilia’s secretary, Albion, entered.

“Lady Cecilia, it’s time to go. Please change your clothes.”

“See you later then, Lady Cecilia.”

“No, Kamon!”

I quickly left the office, escaping outside as Lady Cecilia tried to continue her argument.

* * *

“Princess Francia should be the next president.”


“Everyone, it’s Francia. Please vote for her. The true choice for the academy, Francia Flance!”

“The only suitable president for Flance Imperial Academy is Francia Flance!”

“The ruler of the Empire is the Emperor, and the president of the academy is candidate number one, Princess Francia!”

From early morning, a huge number of volunteers gathered, chanting slogans and campaigning vigorously.

Even to the naked eye, the scale and resources of Princess Francia’s campaign team were overwhelmingly superior to those of Lady Cecilia’s.

Academy students started voicing their opinions.

“Wow, this is overwhelming.”

“It really seems like all the truly capable people are on Princess Francia’s side.”

“Is this even a contest?”

“But the support rate has caught up quite a bit, hasn’t it?”

“Isn’t it practically a victory just to have fought this much? They were in completely different weight classes from the start.”

They began discussing and evaluating the current president election.

Indeed, at the beginning, the support rate seemed insurmountable at 9:1, but it had now closed to about 7:3 or even 6:4.

“But it’s not over yet. There’s still some time until the actual voting day.”

“Oh, that’s just wishful thinking. How can they overturn such a big gap?”

“By the way, where is Lady Cecilia’s campaign team? Are they not campaigning?”

“They probably are? My friend said they were recruiting volunteers yesterday.”

Just as people were questioning Lady Cecilia’s campaign efforts.

Tada-da-da-da-dan!

A loud sound started coming from one side.


Simultaneously,

[Candidate number four, Cecilia. Kind-hearted Cecilia, loving Cecilia, perfect president Cecilia with no accidents. The ideal president for Flance Imperial Academy, candidate number four, Cecilia Romanoff.]

A catchy song, reminiscent of a commercial jingle, began to play.

Naturally, people’s attention and interest were drawn to the direction of the song.

[Kind-hearted Cecilia, loving Cecilia, like a refreshing oasis in the desert, Cecilia who doesn’t miss a thing, perfect president Cecilia without accidents, vote for candidate number four, Cecilia.]

With a full orchestra, including flutes, oboes, trumpets, harps, lutes, and timpani, they kept repeating the song.

Then,

“This is a song solely for Cecilia, by Cecilia, and for Cecilia. Please vote for candidate number four, Cecilia.”

“Everyone, over here. Please take a flyer. Candidate number four, Cecilia.”

“Remember candidate number four, Cecilia. Here’s a business card.”

“Good things might happen if you take a business card?”

On the other side, students were distributing flyers with Cecilia’s face on them.

Bren, Elliot, and Lois were among those quickly handing out the flyers…

“Excuse me, is what’s written on the back of this true?”

“Shh!”

Elliot quickly put a finger to his lips, looking around.

“It’s true. Go to Room 3 in the basement of the Oblate Hall.”

“Really?”

“Yes, please remember candidate number four, Cecilia.”

Winking as he spoke, Elliot watched as the bespectacled student nodded rapidly and ran off somewhere.

The student, Charlie, soon arrived at the Oblate Hall, which housed mainly social science classrooms.

Usually, classes were held on the ground floors, while the basement was used for storage or as a library.

“I’ve never been here before.”

Step by step, Charlie descended into the basement, which had a strangely dark atmosphere despite the bright daylight.

Quietly descending into the basement of Oblate Hall, Charlie soon encountered someone wearing a mask.

“Have you come seeking a miracle?”

“What?”

The masked person held up a business card, pointing to the back.

“…Have you come seeking a miracle?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Then, go to room 3 over there.”

The masked person pointed to a closed door a short distance away. Charlie felt quite scared and anxious, but he still stepped towards it.

Step, step.

Finally, standing in front of room 3, Charlie slowly reached out and grasped the doorknob.

Gulp.

Swallowing once, he cautiously opened the closed door, not letting his guard down.

Creeeeak!

With a loud creaking noise, the door opened, and there…

“Welcome, customer. This is the miracle warehouse of candidate number 4, Cecilia. Please show me your flyer.”

Claire greeted him in a very business-like tone.

Charlie quickly handed the business card he received from Elliot to Claire.

Then, thump!

Claire placed the card on the table and punched a small round hole in it with a sharp metal punch, wearing a professional smile as she murmured briefly.

“Miracle, confirmed.”

Jingle!

At that moment, a small pouch on the desk caught Charlie’s eye.

“Is it really okay to take this?”

“This is a miracle from candidate number 4, Cecilia.”

“Are you sure I can take it?”

“This is a miracle from candidate number 4, Cecilia.”

Repeating the slogan over and over, Claire’s reaction made Charlie eventually snatch the pouch.

Jingle, jingle.

“Money!”

Seeing the pouch filled with dozens of coins, Charlie’s eyes widened more than ever.

“The miracles of candidate number 4, Cecilia, will continue. Remember room 4 after the election.”

“Oh, I understand!”

Having unexpectedly received a considerable amount of pocket money for a student, Charlie nodded vigorously, unable to hide his joyful expression as he ran outside.

Watching his retreating figure, Claire sighed briefly and muttered.

“Is this really okay?”

But soon after,

“I was here first.”

“No, I got here first!”

“Everyone, please line up. Let’s receive the miracles one by one.”

“Don’t cut in line, damn it!”

Room 3 in the basement of the Oblate Hall was nearly bursting with people rushing in hopes of witnessing a miracle.

And those who experienced the miracle…

“Candidate number 4, Cecilia! Candidate number 4, Cecilia!”

They wandered around the academy, chanting the slogan repeatedly.

Thunk!

In the midst of it all, a business card fell to the ground.

On the back of the card…

Do you wish for a miracle? Then vote for candidate number 4, Cecilia. We will grant you two miracles in your life: one before the election and one after the election. Oh, what kind of miracle, you ask? (laughs) Coin illustration. Maybe a good miracle? OV. B1-3.

* * *

The student council president election at Flance Imperial Academy was no longer a one-sided affair.

“Vote for Princess Francia.”

“Candidate number 1, Francia Flance.”

Though Princess Francia still had the upper hand in terms of campaign manpower and support…

“Miracle! Miracle! Candidate number 4, Cecilia!”

“The miracle cannot be stopped. Candidate number 4, Cecilia!”

Lady Cecilia’s supporters, spreading her message covertly, were conducting intensely passionate promotions.

Naturally, Princess Francia’s team discovered what they meant by ‘miracle.’

“What is the election committee doing? This is clearly vote-buying!”

“I’ll personally meet with the election committee members.”

Vice President Obern himself stepped in, making complaints and filing protests through various channels, but no effective measures were taken.

The surprising reason…

Flutter!

“I’ll make sure this photo is handled discreetly, so just keep quiet during the election period.”

“This is unacceptable.”

“What’s not to accept? We all need to make a living. Isn’t that right? Do you want to be expelled from the academy for righteously managing the election?”

“Understood. So, the photo… please…”

“Good, deal made?”

“Deal.”

Watching the election committee student, whose face had turned pale, I smirked and nodded.

“Then, I’ll count on you next time too.”

“……”

Step, step.

As I walked out, Elliot, who had been intimidating someone else, asked with a slightly anxious expression.

“Kamon, is this really okay?”

“What?”

“Blackmail is one thing, but won’t this cause trouble later?”

“Well, it might.”

Nodding as I answered, Elliot’s expression stiffened.

“What? Then what do we do?”

“What do you mean? We’ll think about that when it happens.”

“What?”

Seeing Elliot’s bewildered expression, I responded with a faint smile.

Whether it was vote-buying or anything else…

We had to do whatever it took to win right now.

We’d worry about the consequences later.

For now,

‘I need to survive first.’

______________
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“The margin is at least 6:4, maybe even 5:5.”

“We won’t know for sure until the actual votes are counted.”

Claire and Lois spoke in slightly excited tones. Lady Cecilia nodded with a bright smile.

“We might really see a ‘miracle’ happen.”

However, I poured cold water on their heated reactions.

“It’s not over yet, so stop talking nonsense and focus on what we need to do.”

“Ah, Kamon.”

“…”

The atmosphere turned cold in an instant, but it couldn’t be helped.

‘If we get carried away or pop the champagne too early, who knows what might happen.’

In the military, they say to be careful even of falling leaves when you’re close to discharge. It was better not to get carried away and risk things going awry.

After finishing the meeting, I returned to the dormitory.

Thud!

“Ahhhh.”

Lying on the soft bed of the dormitory, staring at the familiar ceiling, I thought to myself.

‘When you think about it, the original story has twisted quite a bit now…’

Well, wasn’t that expected?

Since I had decided to make Lady Cecilia the student council president, it was natural for the story to change.

Of course, worrying or thinking about it now wouldn’t change anything.


I’m a dead man walking, who could explode any day now. Could I afford to worry about the distant future?

“Sss, but it still feels unsettling.”

In the novels, movies, or other creative works I’ve seen, when the past is changed due to regression or reincarnation, a massive butterfly effect often occurs.

As someone who was now in the world of a fantasy novel, changing outcomes based on my knowledge, I had no idea what impact it would have.

“Hmmmm.”

Even though this was the only way for me to survive…

“Could some variable cause the protagonist to suddenly die or change the ending?”

Since I had been transported into this novel’s world, my top priority had always been ‘survival.’

So far, I had vaguely hoped that reaching the end of the novel might return me to my original life.

But if my actions or the butterfly effect altered that ending, and the story’s conclusion changed?

“Ah, forget it!”

There was no need to excessively think negatively right now.

“After all, worrying about something that hasn’t happened yet won’t solve anything, will it?”

I was on the brink of death. First, I needed to resolve that.

Right?

Whish!

Muttering to myself as if to reassure myself, I turned my body on the bed.

And at that moment.

“…Huh?!”

I made eye contact with someone outside the window.


“Wha-what…! Who are you?!”

In the sudden situation, I froze and shouted in a trembling voice.

Squeak, clatter!

The dark figure outside the window opened the closed window naturally.

Then,

“Are you Kamon Vade?”

What the hell, really, what is this?

Was he an assassin sent to kill me?

‘But this is the academy.’

Could an outsider move around so freely like this?

What were the guards doing?

“Wh-who are you?! Who do you think you are just barging in here… Are you an intruder?!”

As I forced myself to shout, the shadowy figure muttered as if it was amusing.

“Pointless actions.”

“What?”

“No matter what you shout or scream here, no one will hear you. Everyone around is in a deep sleep, and a sound-blocking spell has been cast on this room.”

“…!”

“Ah, don’t misunderstand. I’m not here to harm you.”

Creak!

Shaking his head lightly, the shadowy figure sat on my chair.


“Kamon Vade, you have a history of attacking Princess Francia Flance, correct?”

“…”

“Not answering, huh.”

“Did the imperial family send you?”

“The imperial family?”

The shadowy figure chuckled and shook his head as if it were ridiculous.

“You seem to be mistaken, but the imperial family doesn’t care about a guy like you.”

Smirking, he continued.

“Like I said, you don’t need to be scared. I’m here because I need you. In a way, we’re on the same side.”

“Same side?”

“Yes. Some in the organization call you a traitor, but I don’t share that view.”

“Or…ganization?”

Wait, what now?

Things were rapidly progressing in an incomprehensible direction.

“Anyone can fail a mission. It’s how you handle it afterward that matters. In that sense, you’ve been doing your part.”

“What?”

“Weren’t you staying at the academy, biding your time for another opportunity to assassinate Princess Francia?”

“…”

Hold on.

None of this was mentioned in the original novel.

‘Was Kamon Vade part of some organization?’

And he attempted to assassinate Princess Francia under their orders?

It wasn’t just an accident born out of inferiority to Kyle?

“So, I have a proposal for you.”

“A proposal?”

“Yes, a proposal. Or maybe an opportunity. We’re planning to attack Princess Francia again, and the order from above is to handle it cleaner than ever. The reason I’ve come to you is simple…”

The shadowy figure, who had suddenly declared an attack on Princess Francia, spoke to me in a sly tone.

“Help us from the inside.”

“…”

‘Isn’t this from an original episode?’

In the original story, there was indeed an attack on Princess Francia around this time.

Of course, the protagonist Kyle made a timely appearance and thwarted the second attack on the princess, which deepened their relationship.

Moreover, Lady Cecilia, who was accused of being behind it, fell into disgrace and exited the stage.

‘So, this was all part of an organization’s plan to assassinate Princess Francia?’

At that moment,

“Hmm. Who’s this rat? A new guest?”

“Who… huh!”

“Shh!”

A familiar voice came from an empty space, stopping the shadowy figure in his tracks.

Rip!

At the same time, the space tore open, revealing a girl with green hair, Jamie Hasellion.

“Master?”

“Quiet, quiet. We need to be quiet in the dormitory. We wouldn’t want to alarm the students now, would we?”

Jamie said nonchalantly, her eyes fixed on the dark figure. Then, she turned to me and continued.

“So, were you having a reunion with an old colleague, Kamon?”

“Huh? Oh, no. I don’t know this person.”

“Hmm? Really? I thought I heard earlier that you were from the same organization.”

“It must be a misunderstanding. I don’t know this person.”

Knowing nothing about Kamon Vade’s complete past, I could only deny it completely.

Jamie chuckled, nodding as if amused by my response.

“Alright, I also have a past I can’t talk about. But hiding things from your mentor is a bit much, don’t you think?”

“No, it’s not like that…”

“It’s fine. The more past someone has, the more desperate they become.”

“What?”

Unexpectedly satisfied, Jamie turned to the subdued figure.

“Well then, how about we have a cozy little chat with this sneaky intruder who decided to visit my dear student?”

Snap!

At her finger snap, the dark figure’s body stiffened, and he groaned in pain.

“You… Who are you… Ugh!”

“Shh. I told you to be quiet. I’m the one asking questions here.”

Jamie wiped the smile off her face and lowered her voice.

“Who are you?”

“…”

“You won’t answer? Fine.”

Snap!

With another snap, the dark figure let out a painful groan.

“Aaagh…”

“Now, let’s try again. What’s your name?”

“I… I can’t say.”

Despite the pain, the figure refused to reveal his identity.

“Oh, I like you. I appreciate strong and resilient people.”

Jamie murmured with a wicked smile, her eyes glinting dangerously as she stared at the dark figure.

“Flowers that bend easily aren’t fun. Let’s see how far we can go.”

Snap!

“Aaaaargh!”

The figure’s screams filled the room, but thanks to the soundproofing spell, no one came to check on us.

While the figure writhed in Jamie’s magical grip, he finally screamed in a desperate tone.

“Just… kill me!”

“Oh dear, such scary words. How could I kill anyone? I’m just having a little fun.”

Jamie’s sinister smile and words seemed to pale the figure’s unseen face.

But then,

Whizz!

“Hmm?”

Something slipped through the slightly open window.

And then,

Whoosh!

Thick smoke started pouring out rapidly.

At the same time, several figures similar to the dark figure rushed in through the window.

“Oh, interesting. Mice coming in groups now?”

A wide smile spread across Jamie’s face as she prepared to take action again.

Then,

“Yellow Mage, Jamie Hasellion.”

The voice of the dark figure’s leader came as he stood before Jamie, making her frown.

“Ha, these guys…”

“Wait, we have no intention of fighting you.”

“What? And yet you come sneaking into my dear student’s room like this?”

“It was our mistake not realizing Kamon Vade was your student. We will compensate for that later.”

Evidently not wanting to engage in a conflict with Jamie, one of the continent’s most powerful mages, the shadowy group acted defensively. Jamie replied in a voice dripping with sarcasm.

“And why should I trust the words of rats like you?”

“……”

The leader of the shadows paused before speaking again.

“Alright, will this suffice?”

Swish!

As he finished speaking, two stones flew towards Jamie through the shadows.

Thud!

Jamie caught the two stones effortlessly and examined them with a gleam in her eyes.

“High-grade mana stones?”

“With two stones of that purity, you can consider today’s incident forgotten.”

But my mentor, Jamie, was not someone to be easily placated.

“Tsk, that’s a bit lacking.”

“We will provide an additional stone of the same purity later.”

“Is that so? Fine, I’ll accept your offer.”

Smiling brightly, Jamie nodded. The leader of the shadows seemed relieved and began to speak again.

“Thank you for accepting our offer…”

“But what about the mental damages my student suffered?”

“What?”

“You came here and threatened my student. How will you compensate for that?”

“……”

The shadowy leader fell silent, unable to respond, while Jamie continued.

“Another stone of the same purity should suffice. That would cover my student’s share.”

‘It seems like the one doing the blackmail here is my mentor…’

Finally,

“…Fine.”

The shadowy leader answered reluctantly in a low voice.

“Deal! Now, get out.”

Jamie said cheerfully, and the shadowy leader gave the order.

“Everyone, withdraw.”

The shadows vanished out the open window one by one.

“……”

I watched in a daze, then quickly gathered my wits and bowed to Jamie.

“Thank you, Master.”

“It’s only natural for a mentor to do this.”

Jamie shrugged and replied proudly. I immediately asked her what I was most curious about.

“But how did you know I was in danger and show up just in time?”

“What?”

“No, the timing was…”

“Enough with the pointless questions. Tell me, what’s your connection with those guys?”

Jamie’s tone turned sharp as she interrupted me.

“What? I told you, I don’t know them.”

“Is that so?”

“It’s true! I really don’t know them!”

How could I know about Kamon Vade’s hidden past?

“Alright, fine.”

Jamie nodded, cracking her neck.

Crack!

“Kamon, if you choose this difficult path…”

Seeing her about to snap her fingers again, I hurriedly shouted.

“M-Master? Wait a minute. No, really. I don’t know them! I swear!!”
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“Alright, today’s class will cover the ‘First Lion War’.”

Attending the always dull and boring history class, I wore a heavily displeased expression.

‘Ah, my whole body aches.’

That night, I was subjected to over an hour of what felt like torture at Jamie’s hands. Although it wasn’t actual torture, the pain of having each joint twisted while being immobilized was excruciating, worse than many real tortures I had experienced.

‘It felt deliberate…’

When I asked how she found me, she evaded the question and simply tormented me relentlessly. Eventually, she realized I was telling the truth.

‘Hmph, she’s hiding something from me.’

I shook my head, trying to erase the terrifying memory I never wanted to experience again.

Regardless, I needed to organize my thoughts about the new information I had gathered through the presence of the dark figure.

‘So, there’s a force trying to assassinate Princess Francia, and Kamon Vade was originally a part of this organization?’

Unlike what was portrayed in the original story, Kamon Vade had deliberately attacked Princess Francia.

Perhaps the reason Kamon disappeared from the novel afterward was because he was quietly eliminated for failing his mission.

“Sigh, this complicates things.”

Though I no longer had to worry about being killed by that organization as Jamie’s apprentice, I still wondered.

‘What exactly is this organization?’

In the original, there was no organization targeting Princess Francia. Sure, high-ranking noble factions were somewhat hostile to the imperial family, but they didn’t resort to assassination.

‘Are they a force opposed to the current imperial family? If so, they would target the Emperor, not just the princess.’

What was the author thinking, hiding such a backstory? If only they had properly included some setup or a MacGuffin!

Lost in these thoughts, I was snapped back to reality by the history professor’s voice.


“Prince Theo, known as the ‘Black Lion’, won the ‘Battle of Charan Plains’ but was ultimately defeated by Crown Prince Depin, the ‘White Lion’. It’s a classic example of winning a battle but losing the war.”

The students, bored by the old professor’s lecture, listened with glazed eyes.

“Though Crown Prince Depin ascended to the throne, he soon died of illness. Theo’s eldest son, Theo II, succeeded him, leading to the ‘Second Lion War’. Princess Francia here is a direct descendant of Theo II.”

The students’ eyes lit up as they all turned to look at Princess Francia. But my attention was on someone sitting next to her.

‘Kyle will handle everything, right?’

The one sitting next to Princess Francia was, of course, the novel’s protagonist, Kyle Perion.

Left alone, he would likely solve everything as per the original storyline…

Given Kyle’s asymmetric power, whatever they tried, it would be difficult for them to succeed.

“Sigh, I can’t just tell it as it is.”

After my private conversation with Jamie, I asked her if we really needed to let go of what happened with those people.

She shrugged nonchalantly.

‘Well, that’s up to you. As long as I get my mana stones, I don’t care. Do whatever you want, Kamon.’

Jamie added a final comment.

‘I’d prefer if you didn’t bother me with this. It was quite troublesome today.’

With the Yellow Mage as my background, I had little to fear, but I couldn’t rely on her help all the time.

“I can’t just ignore it.”

Hearing an assassination plan and pretending to know nothing felt wrong to my ‘conscience.’

“Maybe I should give a vague warning?”

* * *

“What? Kamon Vade wants a private audience?”


“Yes, Your Highness. He’s waiting outside.”

“…”

Princess Francia fell silent, lost in thought, before nodding.

“Let him in. I’ll meet him.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

With her permission, Kamon Vade, whom she found repulsive, finally appeared before her.

Sip.

As Kamon Vade nonchalantly sipped tea, Princess Francia spoke first.

“You seem to be in good spirits. Have you had some good news lately?”

“Oh, yes, quite a bit. Especially related to the election.”

“I heard Lady Cecilia’s support has risen significantly. You must be thrilled.”

“Yes, it is thrilling. We’ve climbed to a 50-50 split now. But why do you ask? Are you feeling down lately, Your Highness?”

“…”

Princess Francia’s eyes flickered slightly at Kamon Vade’s retort.

“So, what brings you here? You’re not just here to boast about your rising support, are you?”

“Of course not. My life isn’t worth risking for that…”

Grimacing, Princess Francia gripped her dress under the table, forcing a smile.

“Hahaha, is that so?”

“Of course. I’m not like you, Your Highness.”

Thud!


Princess Francia slammed her teacup down, clearly irritated by Kamon Vade’s provocations.

“Let me ask again. Why are you here? Get to the point.”

“It’s not something I can summarize briefly. Oh, this tea has a wonderful aroma.”

“Well, it should. These are expensive leaves. You’re not worth serving it to… Anyway, why are you here?”

“I suggest you increase your personal security for the time being, or perhaps indefinitely.”

“What? Security? All of a sudden?”

“Yes, there’s a significant possibility that a malicious group is targeting you, Your Highness.”

Sipping his tea again, Kamon Vade’s words made Princess Francia’s pupils tremble.

“Targeting me?”

“Yes. I don’t know what foolish group they are, but someone might be targeting you, Your Highness. So, until the election is over, I suggest you strengthen your guards and take extra precautions.”

Princess Francia’s expression changed rapidly as she listened to Kamon Vade’s nonchalant warning. Finally, she looked at him with a strange smile and spoke slowly.

“Kamon Vade, it’s rather nostalgic hearing you tell me to be careful.”

“Indeed. I never imagined a day like this would come, but what can we do?”

“What?”

“It might sound funny coming from me, but safety is paramount. I recommend increasing your security by at least fourfold.”

“Hah, really!”

Princess Francia could no longer contain her rising emotions and shouted.

“Is this how you mock me now?”

“Mock? What do you mean?”

“Think about it. The person who directly attacked me in the past is now giving me warnings. Am I supposed to say, ‘Oh, thank you so much for ensuring my safety’?”

For the first time, Princess Francia’s face twisted with anger as she addressed Kamon Vade by name.

“Kamon Vade, you are truly…!”

Had he come to provoke her about the student council election or to tease her about her support rate, she could have responded with a smile. But this…

‘This is crossing the line!’

“Enough. This conversation is over. It was foolish of me to allow you a private audience in the first place.”

“Hmm, I understand what you mean, Your Highness. It’s hard to believe anything I say right now. However…”

Thud!

Placing his teacup down, Kamon Vade spoke with a serious expression and tone.

“I have given you my warning.”

“A warning?”

“Yes, a warning. I’ve said all I needed to say, so I’ll take my leave.”

“Really, until the end…”

Creeeak.

As Kamon Vade rose from his seat, Princess Francia glared at him and snapped.

“I sincerely hope this is the last time I see you.”

“Yes, well. Goodbye, then.”

Step, step.

Watching Kamon leave without hesitation, Princess Francia picked up her teacup, muttering in disbelief.

“What? An attack? Increase security? A warning? This is ridiculous… truly.”

* * *

Several days passed after my private audience with Princess Francia.

“Kamon, did you hear the latest poll results? It’s 52% to 48%! We’ve almost caught up!”

“The margin of error is 4%, so it might even be a tie.”

“We’re so close. This could really become a historic election!”

Bren shouted excitedly, while Lois and Elliot added their comments beside him.

“Didn’t I tell you not to get ahead of ourselves?”

Despite my attempts to temper their enthusiasm, Bren protested.

“But this is something worth celebrating!”

“Is the only thing left the handshake event? We can make our final move there, right?”

“Yes, that’s the last event.”

“Let’s hope we can maintain our support until then.”

The handshake event was the final opportunity for candidates to solidify their support by personally meeting and shaking hands with students over two days. It was a tradition that often determined the outcome before the official vote.

‘The attempt on Princess Francia’s life happened on the first evening of the handshake event.’

Remembering this, I shook my head. I had warned them, so nothing should go wrong. Besides, with Kyle around, any problems would likely be resolved by him.

“Just keep doing what we’ve been doing. I’m sure Kamon has prepared the next steps. Right, Kamon?”

“Well, I do have a plan, but…”

I did have an idea, though I was hesitant to reveal it unless absolutely necessary. I had shared it with Bren, just in case.

“Kamon, what’s wrong? You look uneasy.”

“Hmm? What’s up?”

Seeing Lois and Elliot suddenly concerned, I waved them off.

“No, just tired. I haven’t slept well in days.”

“Really? Then you should rest. We need to be at our best starting tomorrow.”

“Yeah, I should.”

It wasn’t entirely a lie. Ever since the appearance of the dark organization, I hadn’t had a peaceful night’s sleep in the dormitory.

Even though I knew they couldn’t touch me with Jamie around…

‘Thoughts and reality are different matters.’

Maybe the shock had left a bit of a trauma.

Then,

“Hey, look over there.”

“It’s Princess Francia.”

Following Bren and Lois’s gaze, I saw a sizable group moving together.

“Oh, it’s really her? Wow, why are there so many people around her?”

Elliot commented, and Bren answered, tilting his head.

“They look like bodyguards.”

“Bodyguards? Why so suddenly…?”

“She must have increased her security due to recent troubles.”

Seeing Princess Francia surrounded by guards, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Hah, seriously.”

“Why, Kamon? What’s so funny?”

“Nothing.”

Despite her annoyance at me, she did increase her security after all.

Watching Princess Francia wave at the crowd, I continued to chuckle inwardly.
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The next day.

“Hello, nice to meet you. I’m Cecilia Romanoff, candidate number 4. Please cast your precious vote for me.”

“Hello!”

“I’m Cecilia, candidate number 4!”

The academy was bustling with the ongoing handshake event that had started yesterday. Naturally, all members of the campaign teams were mobilized to participate in this event. I was among them, helping Lady Cecilia with the handshakes.

And simultaneously,

“Princess Francia, candidate number 1. Please vote for me!”

Across from us, Princess Francia was energetically greeting everyone with a smile on her face. As usual, she was surrounded by a substantial security detail.

“Kamon!”

“Yes?”

“What are you doing? You’ve been looking over there all this time.”

Caught off guard by Lady Cecilia’s sudden call, I scratched the back of my head and answered briefly.

“Oh, nothing. I was just thinking.”

“Thinking? About what?”

“That’s a secret.”

“What? A secret? Come on, tell me too!”

As Lady Cecilia began to pester me, I quickly signaled to Lois.

“Ma’am, there are a lot of people over there. Let’s go greet them and continue shaking hands.”

“Oh? Really? Alright.”


Watching her hurriedly rush off, I chuckled and shook my head.

“Alright, let’s focus on the handshake event.”

“I’m Cecilia Romanoff, candidate number 4. Please give me your enthusiastic support.”

We continued campaigning and shaking hands until the sun began to set.

“Thank you all for your hard work today. Please give it your all one more day!”

“You did great too, Ma’am.”

“We’re almost there. Let’s keep it up!”

With the first day of the handshake event coming to a close, everyone began to disperse.

“Good job, everyone.”

I greeted the others in passing and looked over at Princess Francia’s campaign team. She was still surrounded by people, greeting them as her guards led her away.

“Tonight’s the night, right?”

Fortunately, Kyle and Edin Berzen, known as the Sword Phantom, were among her guards, ensuring her safety.

“Well, there’s nothing to worry about.”

I had given the warning, and security had been increased. This was the best I could do.

“Kamon, you’ve been looking over there all this time. Are you planning to switch sides? It’s too late for that now. Just look at today’s handshake event alone…”

Lady Cecilia suddenly appeared next to me, chattering away. I shrugged nonchalantly.

“No, I was just observing the atmosphere.”

“The atmosphere?”

Lady Cecilia glanced over to the other side, tilting her head in curiosity.

“Why are you observing the atmosphere all of a sudden? Is there a problem over there?”


“No, nothing like that.”

“Geez, how disappointing. It would’ve been nice if someone had betrayed them.”

Giggling, Lady Cecilia then beamed and continued.

“Don’t worry. Though it’s still a secret, I heard some good news last night.”

“Good news?”

“Yes. As of noon yesterday, our support rate has surpassed Princess Francia’s. It’s still within the margin of error, but a win is a win!”

“Ah…”

“What’s with that reaction? Aren’t you happy? Are you planning to betray us?”

“No, it’s just within the margin of error. I think it’s too early to celebrate.”

“Of course, but this is the first time we’ve surpassed them. Isn’t that something to celebrate?”

Seeing her protest with a sullen face, I couldn’t help but smile.

True, coming from a seemingly impossible 9:1 ratio to exceeding 5:5 was a significant achievement and indeed something to celebrate.

However,

“It’s still too early to celebrate. We need to secure a decisive victory first.”

“Hmph, fine.”

Lady Cecilia distanced herself slightly, pouting, and waved her hand dismissively.

“See you tomorrow, you cold-hearted Kamon!”

Right after parting ways with Lady Cecilia,

“Oh man, I’m so hungry. Let’s go get some dinner. Lois, you’re coming too, right?”

“Yes, of course.”


“And Bren?”

“Me? I’m not that hungry.”

“Too bad, you’re coming anyway.”

“What? Why?!”

“Kamon, are you coming too?”

“Well, I’d like to, but I can’t get into the noble dining hall.”

“Don’t worry about that. We’ll just take the food to Bren’s room.”

“What? My room? All of a sudden?”

“Your dorm is closest to the dining hall.”

“Well, that’s true, but…”

Seeing Bren’s frustrated expression, I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Alright, let’s go.”

“K-Kamon?!”

“Great, Lois, let’s go grab the food.”

“Uh, is it really okay to go to Bren’s room?”

“Of course it is. Right, Bren?”

“…”

Realizing he couldn’t refuse, Bren nodded with a defeated look.

“Alright, let’s go.”

So we headed to the noble dining hall to get our food.

* * *

“Wow, why are there so many people here today?”

“It’s probably because of the handshake event. We might have to wait a while.”

“But why is it so chaotic here? It doesn’t even look like there’s a line. Hey, don’t push!”

The front of the noble dining hall was crowded with people who had come all at once. The situation was chaotic, with people not even standing in line properly.

“Hey, stop pushing!”

“Line up, there’s a line here.”

“What’s wrong with everyone? Do they have no sense?”

Hearing the irritated voices of students all around, I shook my head and muttered.

“I’ll just go to the common dining hall. You guys eat here.”

“What? What are you talking about, Kamon?”

“I don’t want to wait in such a crowded place.”

My head was already throbbing, and I didn’t want to stay in such a noisy place.

“Senior, Kamon says he wants to eat at the common dining hall. What do we do?”

“What? That’s so unfaithful, Kamon.”

“There’s no need to eat here. We can have a proper meal together later.”

“What? No way…”

“Then I’m leaving first. See you tomorrow.”

Before they could say anything else, I quickly made my exit.

“Wait a minute.”

“Hey, Kamon!”

I ignored the voices calling me from behind and hurried away. When I finally reached the common dining hall, I couldn’t help but mutter to myself.

“Damn, it’s the same here.”

The common dining hall was just as crowded as the noble one had been.

“Form a line first!”

“Stop pushing.”

“Damn it, can’t you guys follow basic rules?!”

It was the same chaos all over again.

“Sigh.”

Watching the scene, I let out a short sigh.

“Maybe I’ll just skip dinner today.”

Honestly, even if I managed to get food, I doubted I’d be able to eat it properly.

‘They must be encountering each other by now, right?’

In my mind, I pictured Princess Francia surrounded by shadows under the dark sky, guarded by her escorts, with Kyle ready to defend her.

They would be caught off guard by the sudden attack, with most of the guards falling quickly, leaving Kyle to stand alone, defending the princess.

“…”

As a fan of the original novel, I had always found that scene quite exciting.

“If it were a webtoon, it’d be pretty cool. But no, a third-rate novel like this wouldn’t get a webtoon adaptation…”

Chuckling at my own thoughts, I shook my head and joined the line.

“Still, I need to eat something.”

Growl.

Ignoring the rumbling of my stomach wasn’t an option. I didn’t have that much self-discipline.

As I waited in the long line at the common dining hall,

“Hey, Kamon?”

An all-too-familiar voice called out from behind me. I turned my head, my movements stiff and creaky.

And there he was, smiling and waving at me.

“K-Kyle?”

Seeing him, my whole body froze.

What is he doing here…?

“Yeah, it’s Kamon. Are you here to eat?”

“W-what? Why are you here?”

“Hm? I just finished everything and got here. Shall we eat together?”

His innocent smile and question made my mind go blank.

And then,

“Shit! This is really driving me crazy.”

Bang, bang, bang!

I started running as fast as I could.

“Huh? Kamon? Where are you going?!”

“Kyle! Princess Francia is in danger!”

“What?”

Thud, thud, thud!

Running like a madman, I couldn’t help but curse.

“Damn it! Fucking hell!”

I had been too complacent!

Simply existing in this world had created countless variables.

How did I believe everything would resolve itself without any issues?

If Princess Francia’s safety was compromised…

‘How will we deal with the butterfly effect?’

Until now, I had been dealing with manageable variables, but if something happened to one of the main heroines?

Princess Francia’s death or disappearance would change the story, the settings, and even the ending I knew.

Moreover,

“I need that ring!”

My life depended on the top-tier artifact that Princess Francia possessed.

Without it, I wouldn’t even live to see the ending.

“Please, let nothing happen!”

With all my strength, I pushed off the ground and ran, shouting.
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“Ugh. Princess, you need to get to safety… Ugh!”

“Edin, senior!”

The boy, kneeling on one knee and bleeding profusely, was Edin Berzen, known as the Sword Phantom within the academy and regarded as one of the strongest. However, his level was limited to that of his peers, just other students.

“Who are you people?” Princess Francia’s eyes were filled with tension, but she raised her voice louder than usual, trying not to lose her composure.

“It’s over, Francia Khan Flance. Accept your fate.”

“What? Fate? So, you’re going to kill a member of the Imperial family?”

The black shadows said nothing in response to her exclamation, merely holding their weapons loosely. Edin, kneeling and guarding the princess, whispered to her in a low voice.

“Princess, I will buy you some time. You must escape during that time.”

“But, senior…!”

“If you don’t, the situation might become irreversible. Please, Princess, follow my advice… Ugh!”

Around them, many students who were supposed to be guarding Princess Francia had already fallen. The princess, clenching her eyes shut, finally nodded slightly.

“Okay, Edin senior. I’m sorry.”

“It’s my duty, that’s all. Huh!”

Edin, speaking with a determined tone, used his sword as leverage to stand up. He tried to shout at the shadows before him.

“No one will get… Ugh!”

But his actions were abruptly halted.

Thud!

“Your heroics end here.”

A black shadow slipped between Francia and Edin, striking Edin’s nape and knocking him down. Francia, facing the shadow, was paralyzed with fear, unable to move.


“Princess Francia, any last words?”

The shadowy leader raised a bloodstained sword, his voice low and ominous.

Buzz.

The moonlight shone on his sword, illuminating the scene. Francia couldn’t help but think of death as she watched, feeling as if a grim reaper had come to claim her life.

Whoosh!

The shadow’s sword moved toward her, and Francia closed her eyes.

‘Is this really the end?’

There were times—perhaps for a long time—when she imagined her end.

Sometimes she woke up drenched in sweat from terrible nightmares, other times she woke up crying. But those were all dreams, figments of her imagination.

‘But this isn’t a dream.’

In the face of real fear, Francia realized that the past pains she endured were nothing compared to this.

‘This is true death.’

Her body trembled uncontrollably as forgotten memories resurfaced.

‘Francia, you belong to me!’

She recalled the image of someone staring at her with crazed eyes. It felt like a massive snake was coiling around her body, tightening its grip.

‘I can’t breathe.’

Even though she felt she couldn’t breathe, her consciousness became even clearer. The pain intensified, and with no way to stop or escape it, she thought sincerely.

Grit.

‘Maybe it would be better to just die.’

She wished the assassins’ swords would end her suffering.


But…

‘I didn’t expect it to end like this.’

Was this the result of all her struggles to escape the nightmares of her past?

“Goodbye, Princess Francia.”

The voice of the shadowy figure echoed in her ears, preparing her for the imminent pain.

But then.

Thud.

“Move, you idiot!”

An unexpected, familiar voice shouted as she felt herself being pushed. Francia’s eyes snapped open.

She saw a boy taking the hit from the shadow’s sword on his shoulder.

Slash!

“Damn, that hurts like hell!”

“K-Kamon Vade?”

Shocked, Francia shouted. The shadowy leader who had intended to kill her was equally surprised.

“Why are you here?”

Kamon ignored the shadow, focusing solely on Francia.

“Damn it, what are you doing? Stop spacing out and run!”

He grabbed her hand and started running. Instinctively, Francia followed, her feet moving to keep up with him.

Thud, thud, thud!

‘What is this?’


Francia’s mind was a whirl of confusion, trying to piece together what had just happened.

‘Is this a dream?’

But only for a moment.

“Run faster! Do you want to die?”

Kamon’s sharp shout and the feel of warm blood hitting her cheek brought her back to reality.

“…!”

No, this wasn’t a dream. This was real.

Thud, thud, thud!

Regaining her senses, Francia forced her trembling legs to move faster.

“Yeah, that’s more like it. Do I always have to yell…”

For the first time, Francia properly registered Kamon Vade, who grumbled while running.

‘Why?’

Hundreds of questions filled Francia’s mind. Why was Kamon Vade here? How did he know to come save her? Though she had no answers, she shook her head firmly.

‘Surviving comes first.’

“Run faster!”

“I am running! Can’t you see?!”

Francia shouted back irritably, her previous fear and nightmares momentarily forgotten.

* * *

The sudden turn of events caused confusion among the shadows.

“What do we do? Do we chase them?”

“What were you thinking? You should have stopped that bastard from getting here!”

“But he’s that crazy woman’s disciple. How could we stop him?”

“Damn it!”

“Forget it, let’s take this chance to deal with the traitor too.”

One of them suggested harshly, but the leader shook his head and muttered.

“Opposing one of the Three Color Mages is the dumbest thing you could do. We just complete the mission. Chase them.”

“Tch, understood.”

“Just focus on killing the princess. Move!”

The shadowy figures quickly began pursuing the two. The leader, retrieving his sword, barked orders.

“We must succeed. Start a slow, controlled hunt. No one else is here but us.”

Thud!

He also sprinted after them.

* * *

“Ow! My hand!”

Holding Princess Francia’s hand, I dashed forward, her voice from behind making me grimace.

“Damn it, I’m the one who’s in pain. Can’t you see my shoulder?”

You’re the one I got hurt saving, you lunatic! Of course, I kept these thoughts to myself.

“I see it. You’re bleeding.”

Her nonchalant response made my jaw drop.

“What?”

“But can you let go of my hand first?”

“….”

I reluctantly released her hand. As Francia rubbed her reddened hand, I couldn’t help but comment.

“You must’ve been raised quite delicately, huh? Always looking out for your body.”

“Weren’t you raised just as delicately? You’re from the prestigious Vade family, after all.”

No, I was raised quite modestly, actually. That retort stayed lodged in my throat.

‘You wouldn’t understand.’

Sure, Kamon Vade was raised like that, but I, Kang Hyunsoo, was not. Pushing aside old memories, I glanced behind us. Thankfully, there was no sign of the pursuers.

“We don’t have time to waste here. Let’s keep moving; it’s still dangerous.”

Whether they were off guard or letting us think we escaped, we’d managed to get out. But we weren’t safe yet; they could be on our heels any moment.

“What are you waiting for? Let’s go.”

“Wait a moment.”

Rip!

“Huh?”

I turned to see Princess Francia tearing her skirt.

“What are you doing?”

“We need to run fast, and this skirt is too long. Also, here…”

She handed me a piece of the torn fabric and pointed to my shoulder.

“Use this to bandage your shoulder. You’re still bleeding.”

“What?”

Her unexpected action left me speechless.

“If you leave a blood trail, they’ll follow us.”

Oh, so it’s not concern for my injury but to prevent the pursuers from tracking us. That made sense.

“You’re more thorough than I thought. Thank you.”

I nodded, taking the fabric to bandage my right shoulder. But…

“Damn it, why is this so hard?”

It was difficult to wrap my shoulder alone.

“Give it here!”

Francia snatched the fabric from me and started wrapping my shoulder herself.

“Can’t a man even do something like this?”

“Careful, that sounds quite sexist.”

“Why? Am I wrong?”

“No, but… Ow! Take it easy, that hurts.”

“Just bear with it. You need to compress the wound to stop the bleeding. Isn’t that basic knowledge?”

“True, but hearing that from someone who’s been attacked twice isn’t pleasant.”

“What? You’re saying that’s my fault?”

“Never mind, just hurry up. We don’t have time.”

“….”

For once, I managed to silence her.

“Done.”

I checked her handiwork; she had wrapped my shoulder quite well. Moving my arm felt much less painful now.

“How is it?”

“Good. I didn’t expect you to be so skilled…”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing, thank you. Now let’s go.”

Francia adjusted her torn skirt and asked,

“Do you know where we’re going? This part of the forest is unfamiliar to me.”

“….”

Of course, I had no idea. I’d just been running to escape. The Imperial Academy was vast, and I wasn’t familiar with the remote areas.

“We haven’t seen any guards along the way. We need to get back to the academy’s center quickly.”

“Obviously. Do you know the way?”

“Well, no…”

Her hesitation told me she was just as lost.

We were lost in the academy.

“We can’t stay here; it’s too dangerous. We need to keep moving, even if we don’t know where we’re going.”

“Okay.”

Surprisingly, she agreed without argument and started following me.

Thud, thud.

This time, we moved more cautiously, keeping an eye out for any threats.

“Kamon Vade.”

“Yes? What is it?”

Her hesitant tone made me turn to her, answering sharply.

“Why did you come here?”

“What do you mean?”

“Just curious. Why did you suddenly show up to save me? You hate me, don’t you?”

“What? Even when I save you, you’re complaining?”

“No, I mean… Never mind. Asking you was stupid.”

“Shh!”

I covered her mouth quickly. She looked annoyed but didn’t protest. We were in a dangerous situation, after all.

Rustle, rustle.

The sound of something moving through the bushes made me tense up. In the distance, familiar shapes emerged.

“Damn it, the pursuers.”

They were the shadows that attacked Princess Francia.

“They’re over here!”

“We heard something over here!”

Hearing their shouts, Francia cursed.

“Stop standing around like an idiot and run!”

At the same time,

“Wendy, help us!”

A cool breeze brushed past my legs.

“What the…?”

“It’s a wind spirit. Now hurry!”

“….”

Thud, thud, thud!

With the help of her wind spirit, our speed increased, and we quickly put distance between us and the shadows.

“Damn it!”

“Huff.”

After running faster than I thought possible, we spotted something.

“Look… there’s something there.”

“A building?”

“Yes. I don’t sense anyone around, but let’s check it out.”

Beyond the dense foliage, we saw an old building on a low hill. Feeling our strength waning, we headed toward it without a word.

Finally reaching it, we found…

“What is this?”
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Chapter 83

“It looks like a building that was abandoned a long time ago. What was it used for?”

The building seemed on the verge of collapsing, having not been touched by human hands for ages.

At that moment…

“They’ve entered the bushes!”

“Search every corner!”

We heard the shouts of the shadowy figures from behind us.

“Damn it, hurry and get in…”

Creak!

Before I could even suggest it, Princess Francia had already opened the door and gone inside.

“…”

The unpleasant creak of the door revealed what once must have been a grand and luxurious temple.

“It’s a chapel.”

Princess Francia murmured nostalgically, looking at the large statue in the center of the building.

“The goddess of the earth, Demeter.”

She was the most beloved goddess in the empire, but that wasn’t important now. My life was in danger.

“Damn it, there’s nowhere to hide.”

As it was a chapel dedicated to a deity, the entire building was open and spacious.

Seeing no place to hide our bodies, I turned to Princess Francia.

“We need to find a place to hide here. If we go outside, we’ll be spotted immediately.”


“But no matter how much I look, I don’t see any place to hide.”

“That’s why we’re looking!”

“Ah, why are you yelling! Are you trying to announce our presence to the whole neighborhood?”

Her sharp tone made me grit my teeth and scan the surroundings.

We had to buy more time somehow.

‘Damn it, by now, someone should have noticed something strange and come…’

A princess of the empire was being attacked. Not only her, but her entire escort was also under assault. Someone should have witnessed the situation or reported it by now.

‘Didn’t I shout for him?’

When I rushed to save Princess Francia, I had yelled at the protagonist, Kyle, that she was in danger.

‘So why hasn’t he come yet?’

No, calm down. If I lose my cool now, it’ll only get more dangerous.

Taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, I pointed towards the large statue of the goddess that Princess Francia had been looking at.

“Let’s go behind that.”

“Huh?”

“There’s no place to hide. We can at least hide behind that. Move quickly.”

We headed towards the large statue of the goddess Demeter, which was a blind spot from the front of the building.

‘There’s a high chance we’ll be discovered, but we need to buy some time.’

Surely, a rescue team was on its way to save us.

Or at least Kyle should be coming.

Oh, right.


But that guy has a terrible sense of direction.

Damn it, fuck!

“We have to hold on here somehow. Can’t you use the wind spirit again? To get rid of our scent…”

“I’m already doing it without you telling me.”

Princess Francia frowned slightly as she replied.

“Ah, that’s good then.”

At that moment…

Creak!

“Start searching from the inside.”

“There’s no other place to escape to!”

“They’re trapped like rats now.”

As the building’s front door opened, we heard the voices of the shadowy figures entering.

“Ugh!”

Princess Francia quickly held her breath and pressed herself against the statue.

I did the same, carefully watching the situation outside.

The shadowy figures began to search the temple, looking for us.

As they approached the statue, the tension became unbearable.

“…”

I glanced at the small clip attached to my school uniform.

‘A one-time invisibility tool, duration about ten minutes.’


This was my last resort, a tool given to me by my master, Jamie. Whether it could conceal both of us was uncertain.

But I had to try.

“Princess, can you use the spirit to… huh?”

Suddenly, a vibration.

What was that?

I turned my head to see…

“P-Princess?”

Princess Francia, drenched in sweat and trembling uncontrollably, her face pale as if she might collapse at any moment.

‘What’s wrong with her all of a sudden?’

As I was about to use the invisibility tool to hide us, I grabbed my head in frustration seeing her half-unconscious and shaking.

Then she started mumbling incomprehensibly.

“P-please stop… S-save… me.”

Her eyes had lost focus entirely.

“Ha.”

Seriously, she’s a handful.

Whether she was trapped in her own world or overwhelmed by some personal trauma, I couldn’t tell.

‘Why, of all times, is she doing this now!’

The shadowy figures continued to search the chapel, looking for us like hunting rats.

“Damn it, I don’t care anymore.”

Grabbing the trembling Princess Francia, I didn’t hesitate and hugged her tightly, pressing the small clip.

Ziiing!

The invisibility magic stored in the clip activated, turning both our bodies into a greyish hue.

But still…

Shiver, shiver.

“Please, stay still. Get a grip!”

Suddenly.

Stop!

Princess Francia’s shaking stopped abruptly.

Her eyes gradually regained focus and…

“Wh-what? Huh?”

With a bewildered look, she reflexively tried to push me away.

I tightened my grip, holding her close.

Smack!

“Shh, quiet! Don’t move.”

I quickly continued speaking.

“Use the spirit to block out any sounds from us!”

If it were the wind spirit, blocking out small sounds should be possible.

At this, Princess Francia, who was struggling in my arms, nodded and stopped moving.

At the same time, I felt a slightly cool breeze around us.

Just then.

Thud, thud, thud!

I heard footsteps rapidly approaching the statue.

‘They’re here!’

Finally, one of the shadowy figures searching the entire chapel had reached the statue of Demeter.

‘Will this work?’

We had done everything we could with the invisibility magic and the wind spirit, but whether or not we would be discovered was still uncertain.

Whoosh.

The shadowy figure peeked behind the statue where we were hiding.

“…!”

I felt Princess Francia tremble slightly in my arms.

‘It should be fine. Jamie made this artifact. It should definitely work… It will, right?’

I couldn’t be certain, but I clung to the slim chance, praying silently.

‘Just go away!’

“Hmm?”

Step!

However, the figure tilted its head in confusion and then tried to push its entire body behind the statue.

‘Oh, please. Just fuck off!’

I screamed internally, but the figure reached its hand towards us.

“…”

“…!”

Princess Francia and I both felt the inevitability of being discovered.

Just as the figure’s hand was about to touch us, a massive explosion echoed from outside.

Boom!

“What, what was that?!”

“An explosion? What kind of explosion?”

Bang!

Simultaneously, the chapel’s front door burst open, and someone shouted urgently.

“We’ve been found! The academy has located us. We need to retreat immediately!”

At this urgent shout, the figure in front of us quickly withdrew its hand.

“How many enemies?”

“Not sure, but we confirmed one person.”

“What? Just one?”

‘It’s Kyle!’

From the voice in front of the statue, I recognized that it was Kyle who had arrived.

“Then just quickly deal with him and find the princess to kill her!”

“But that guy is a real monster. Even the captain is struggling!”

“What? The captain?”

“We’ve already lost more than five of our men.”

Boom!

Another huge explosion sounded, and the shadowy figures showed signs of panic.

“Damn, look at that. I think we can handle him with enough numbers, but he’s been fighting noisily like that on purpose to call for reinforcements.”

“Damn it!”

Thud!

The leader of the shadowy figures, seemingly frustrated, kicked something and shouted at his subordinates.

“Stop the search and sweep the entire chapel with all attack methods. Then retreat.”

‘What? Suddenly?’

Both the subordinates and I were baffled by the sudden command from the second-in-command.

“All of a sudden?”

“Are we just supposed to attack randomly?”

“Yes, the princess can only be hiding here. She probably used some artifact to hide, so attack everywhere and bring the building down. That should ease my mind a bit.”

And then.

Whoosh!

Boom!

Crash!

The shadowy figures began attacking the entire chapel.

‘Damn it, what kind of nonsense is this?!’

Even with the invisibility magic, we were helpless against such attacks.

‘Fuck, this really isn’t easy.’

I prided myself on having experienced all sorts of unfair situations, but this was the worst.

But what could I do?

“Just keep your head down and stick close to me.”

“K-Kamon.”

I hugged Princess Francia even tighter and whispered to her.

Soon.

Whoosh!

Boom!

Bang! Crash!

Swords, magic, and explosions rocked the entire Demeter chapel.

Simultaneously.

Crack!

The giant statue of the goddess we were hiding behind began to crack under the onslaught.

“Will we be okay?”

“I don’t know.”

Damn, that thing looks like it’s going to fall on us.

The direction of the crack was right towards our hiding spot.

Given my terrible luck…

“It’s over! Retreat now.”

At that moment, I heard a shout from outside, and I felt a glimmer of hope.

‘Get out of here quickly. We need to get out of here. We’ll really get crushed if we stay.’

But then.

Crack, boom!

‘Fuck, of course… Just my luck.’

The head of the goddess statue, unable to withstand the attacks, began to fall towards us.

“Ah, shit. Keep your head down!”

I curled up as much as possible, shielding Princess Francia with my body.

And then.

Thud!

“Ugh!”

A tremendous pain shot through my body, as if it were breaking apart.

“Kamon!”

I heard Princess Francia urgently calling my name.

“…Fuck…”

I managed to utter a short curse before losing consciousness.
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Shoo-shoo-shoong, boom!

Whoosh!

Outside, the sounds of a fierce battle were raging, but inside…

“Snap out of it, Kamon! Hey!”

Slap, slap!

Princess Francia, paying no heed to the situation outside, was frantically slapping Kamon, who still had her in his arms.

“…”

But Kamon Vade, already unconscious, showed no response to her actions.

“You’re not dead, right? Hey, you’re just trying to scare me, aren’t you? Don’t do this. Wake up! Kamon Vade, open your eyes!”

Whack, whack!

No matter how much she shouted or hit him, Kamon showed no signs of waking up, causing Princess Francia to finally look desperate.

“Please don’t do this. You can’t die like this.”

“…”

She had never liked him, not even once, and she never wanted to see his face. He was the very person who had attacked her in the past, causing her to relive her traumas.

She had tried everything to get rid of him from her sight.

But…

‘This isn’t how I wanted it to end.’

No matter the past, he had rushed to save her. It was not right to let someone who tried to save her die.

She never wanted him dead, only gone from her sight.


“Fuck, are you really dead? You’re not, right? You can’t be.”

Whack!

“Kamon Vade. Wake up! Open your eyes, please!”

As she shouted, even swearing, which she usually never did, Kamon let out a faint groan.

“Ughhh…”

The slight sound brought a dramatic change to Princess Francia’s tone.

“Kamon! Kamon Vade! You can’t die like this. Ha, haha.”

Princess Francia let out a hollow laugh, feeling a strange knot inside her loosen.

She then lightly hit Kamon’s chest.

Whack! Whack!

“Ha, really, why do you always… Never mind, you’re alive. That’s all that matters.”

Mumbling to herself, Princess Francia recalled the recent events.

The surge of tension and fear had caused her long-forgotten trauma to resurface, plunging her into a nightmare.

She had managed to recover quickly, but…

‘Maybe I showed another foolish side of myself.’

She might have shown a side of herself she never wanted anyone to see.

But…

‘Well, does it matter now?’

Looking at Kamon’s face, Princess Francia had that thought for a moment before shaking her head vigorously.

‘Why was I in his arms in the first place?’


She had countless questions she wanted to ask Kamon if he woke up.

Just then…

Creak!

“What is this place? A chapel?”

“Search the area. They might be hiding here. Also, find the princess and the student.”

“Call the third squad and the South Gate guards. Form a perimeter and don’t let anyone escape.”

Hearing the sound of the door opening and the conversation that followed, Princess Francia recognized them as academy guards.

“Here! We’re here!”

“That voice… Is it the Princess?!”

“Yes, it’s Francia. Hurry, help us. There’s an injured person here!”

Her urgent voice prompted a quick response from the guards.

“Quickly, call for the rescue team!”

“The princess is buried here! Get people over here now!”

“Injured person? Princess, are you alright?”

“I’m fine. But someone here is in critical condition. Please hurry!”

After responding, Princess Francia turned back to Kamon, slapping his cheek again.

Slap!

“Kamon, wake up. We can’t stay here like this.”

“Ugh…”

Kamon still only let out faint sounds, unable to regain full consciousness. Princess Francia spoke more firmly than ever.


“…You won’t die here. I won’t let that happen.”

* * *

“Ugh…”

I woke up with a feeling of my whole body being shattered.

“Oh? Kamon, are you okay?!”

“Get someone over here!”

A white ceiling, and familiar voices.

“Bren? Elliot?”

“Yes, Kamon. It’s us. Can you see us clearly? Can you hear us?”

“Yeah, I can hear and see you clearly.”

“Phew, thank goodness.”

At that moment.

Creak!

“Is he awake? Where is he?”

The door suddenly burst open, and another familiar voice was heard.

“Oh, Lady Cecilia. We were just…”

“Step aside for a moment.”

Pushing past Bren and Elliot, Lady Cecilia approached.

“Kamon, are you alright?”

“…”

I was momentarily at a loss for words at the sight of Lady Cecilia’s face so close to mine.

“Why aren’t you answering? Can’t you hear us? We need to get a doctor, or maybe a priest…”

As she rambled in a panic, Bren quickly waved his hand.

“No, Lady Cecilia. He can hear us. He just spoke to us.”

“This guy, pretending to be sick in front of the lady again? Hey, Kamon. Stop fooling around.”

Tap!

“Ouch!”

As Elliot lightly tapped my body, I felt immense pain and couldn’t help but scream.

Lady Cecilia glared at Elliot with anger.

“Are you crazy?!”

“Ah, no. I mean, I just…”

Elliot, who had never been scolded by Cecilia before, was thoroughly shocked.

“Apologize immediately. No, just leave. You don’t deserve to be here.”

“S-Sorry. Alright, I’ll go. I’ll leave now.”

“And you, too. Out.”

“Why me?”

“Just go!”

In a flash, Cecilia chased them out of the room and then collapsed into a chair, looking at me with concern.

“Kamon, are you really okay?”

“…”

After a brief silence, I nodded.

“Yes, I’m fine. But what exactly happened? What about the princess? The attackers?”

“After worrying everyone so much, the first thing you ask about is Princess Francia? How disappointing.”

“Well, it’s just…”

“Don’t worry, Kamon. Everything has been taken care of. The princess is safe, and although we couldn’t catch the culprits, the academy has been thoroughly searched and deemed secure.”

“I see. That’s a relief…”

At that moment.

Whack!

“Ouch! Why did you hit me?”

“Relief, my ass! You’re hurt, and you call that a relief?!”

“Well, I mean…”

“Quiet.”

Lady Cecilia cut me off firmly, glaring at me as she continued.

“Kamon, do you know how long you were unconscious?”

“What?”

“Three days, Kamon. Three days! You were out for that long. And you call that a relief?!”

“Three days? What about the election…?”

Realizing more time had passed than I thought, I straightened up and asked Lady Cecilia seriously.

“Lady Cecilia, what’s the status of the election?”

“…”

She stared at me for a moment before letting out a laugh and shaking her head.

“Is that what’s important right now?”

“Yes, it is important.”

“Haa, fine.”

With a deep sigh, Lady Cecilia began to explain the current situation.

“The election is in two days. Do you know what the current support rate is? Over 80% of the students support Princess Francia.”

“What? 80%?”

What? Why all of a sudden? Wasn’t it fifty-fifty?

“Yes, it’s true. Sympathy votes. Princess Francia faced an assassination threat at the academy. Who wouldn’t feel sorry for her? Sigh.”

Letting out another deep sigh, Lady Cecilia continued, poking me as she spoke.

“The problem is that the hero who saved that princess is surprisingly someone from my election team.”

“I’m sorry.”

“What do you have to be sorry for? Kamon just did what he had to do.”

Muttering helplessly, Lady Cecilia rested her head on the bed and spoke softly.

“But do you know what’s even more absurd?”

“…?”

“I had an incredibly horrible thought. I thought it might have been better if Princess Francia had died. I must have gone crazy for a moment.”

As she spoke, she continued to look at me, revealing her inner thoughts.

“Isn’t it ridiculous? This is just a student council election, yet I wished for someone’s death because of it… Maybe it’s because I’ve been hanging out with you too much lately, Kamon.”

Her bitter smile and lighthearted joke snapped me to attention.

‘If we lose the election, all our efforts will be in vain.’

Why did I join Lady Cecilia’s side and do all this in the first place? It was to win the bet against Princess Francia and get the ring.

But now…

‘One incident turned everything around?’

Damn it, no way. I can’t accept this. If we lose here, I’ll be expelled from the academy!

No, I might even get killed before that!

“Lady Cecilia!”

“Yes?”

“It’s not over yet. We still have two days left. And we still have one last plan.”

“Oh, that? It’s already over.”

“What?”

“Who dared to open our family’s sacred ground without permission? What? An annual school trip?”

“Oh, that was leaked?”

I recalled the final card we had prepared. It was supposed to be a bombshell announcement at the last moment of the election campaign.

The plan was to declare that the ‘Vishran’ hot springs, the sacred ground of the Romanoff family and one of the continent’s top ten attractions, would be open for school trips.

‘Opening a place that only a select few can visit annually to the academy students?’

This was an incredibly bold strategy and the best and most effective promotional tactic that would make anyone drool.

“Yes, while Princess Francia was gaining sympathy votes, Claire and your friends announced it on their own. Without consulting me. It gave me a huge headache…”

“So how did it go?”

“The response wasn’t bad. But what’s the point? It barely managed to keep the support rate at 20%. I never imagined sympathy votes could be this overwhelming.”

“But still…”

“No. It’s over. There’s no way to win now, no matter what we do.”

Lifting her head from the bed, Lady Cecilia smiled a bit relieved and looked at me.

“Although we’re falling apart at the last minute because of you, Kamon… Honestly, I won’t blame you because it’s thanks to you that we’ve come this far.”

No, it’s not about blame. We can’t give up here!

My life depends on this!

“No, Lady Cecilia.”

“Eh?”

“We must not give up. We still have two days left. There must be a way…”

“Kamon.”

Lady Cecilia called my name softly, shaking her head.

“Stop it. The official campaign period is over. We can’t do anything in the remaining two days.”

“But.”

With a faint smile, she gently held my hand.

“You’ve worked hard, Kamon. Maybe you’re a really good person. No, you are a truly good person. It’s over now, so just rest. You need to recover first.”

Her words, spoken with a resigned look, made me shout out loudly.

“Who says it’s over?!”

“What?”

“I can’t lose. I won’t end it like this!”

“K-Kamon.”

What should I do? What can I do now?

Should I go to Princess Francia and ask to void the bet?

No, I could just say it’s a draw.

I saved your life, didn’t I? That should make us even, right?

‘No, that damned woman would never agree.’

She’d probably laugh and mock me instead.

‘Damn it, I can’t just give up and die here.’

Should I just steal it?

Yes, there’s no need to take the hard way. I could just sneak in and take the ring.

After all, I have the invisibility clip that Jamie gave me… Ah, damn it. I used it already.

In a short span of time, countless thoughts and worries swirled in my head.

Then, Lady Cecilia’s voice broke through again.

“Kamon, I’m okay. So…”

No, I’m not okay, you idiot!

Creak!

Suddenly, the door opened, and a large man entered the room.

“Kamon, are you awake?”

“Vice President Obern?”

“Oh, Lady Cecilia, you’re here too?”

Bowing respectfully to Lady Cecilia, Vice President Obern was met with her cold gaze.

“What are you doing here?”

“Uh, well…”

Momentarily faltering under Lady Cecilia’s icy tone, Vice President Obern soon spoke again.

“Princess Francia wishes to see Kamon.”

“What?”

At his words, Lady Cecilia’s eyebrows shot up sharply, and she shouted.

“Are you out of your mind? Asking someone who just woke up to come see her? Even if she’s a princess, that’s too much!”

“Well, that’s…”

“Oh, how frustrating. Senior, just say it clearly. Why are you so scared?!”

At that moment, a third voice cut in, drawing everyone’s attention.

“Rosen Ravenia?”

“Long time no see, Lady Cecilia. How have you been? Well, let’s skip the pleasantries. Hey, you’re okay now, right? Then come with us. The princess is calling for you.”

“What are you people…!”

Creak!

Lady Cecilia, unable to hold back any longer, stood up abruptly.

But I quickly reached out and stopped her.

“Wait a moment.”

“K-Kamon?”

“Did Princess Francia ask for me?”

“Yes, she asked for you to come to her as soon as you woke up. So we came to get you.”

Nodding with a smug look, Rosen Ravenia made my decision clear.

“Fine, let’s go.”

“Wait a minute? Kamon, what is…”

As Lady Cecilia called my name in a flustered tone, I responded with a faint smile.

“We have to see this through to the end.”

What else? I have to see this through to the end, no matter what.

My life depends on it!
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Left alone in the hospital room, Lady Cecilia sat down heavily without saying a word.

“……”

She thought about Kamon Vade, who had been led away by Vice President Obern and Rosen Ravenia.

‘We have to see this through to the end.’

With his smile directed at her and his determination, Lady Cecilia couldn’t bring herself to respond.

Because…

‘Why?’

The question lingering in her mind went unanswered. The same question kept repeating.

Why? Why? It’s okay to give up. We’ve already lost. So why?

It was a battle she had already given up on herself.

Yet Kamon shook his head and insisted on seeing it through to the end.

Though he had promised before to make sure she became the student council president…

“Why go that far?”

Even in the worst circumstances, his unwavering determination left Lady Cecilia in a deep confusion and mystery.

She reflected on everything from their first meeting to the present.

Then suddenly…

“No way…”

A thought, like a fleeting lightning bolt, flashed through her mind.

“That’s absurd.”

Quickly shaking her head, she muttered, her face turning slightly red.


“No, that can’t be it.”

Talking to herself in the empty hospital room, Lady Cecilia bowed her head.

“But there’s no other explanation for all his actions…”

Her ears and the nape of her neck had already turned bright red.

After sitting like that for a while, Lady Cecilia finally raised her head, covering her face with her hands.

“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t know!”

She wiggled her feet restlessly, a mixture of excitement and nervousness showing in her actions.

“Hoo.”

Finally taking a deep breath, she nodded and accepted the possibility that had come to her mind.

“It seems Kamon likes me…”

Given her knowledge and common sense, there was only one conclusion that made sense of his actions and words.

“He likes meee!”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

With that conclusion, Lady Cecilia began to dance wildly in the empty hospital room.

* * *

Creak.

Since I was still too weak to walk on my own, I was moving in a wheelchair.

I was worried about having to be assisted, but fortunately, the conveniences of the original world’s setting came through.

“How are you feeling?”

“Not too bad.”


As Vice President Obern pushed the wheelchair and checked on me, I nodded lightly in response.

As we headed towards where Princess Francia was staying, I noticed the security had been significantly tightened.

Of course, it was only natural, considering the imperial princess had been attacked not once, but twice, and both incidents happened within the academy.

Even the academy’s dean and several officials must be under extreme pressure.

‘They might actually be replaced this time.’

In the original story, the dean was replaced when Kyle was in his second year anyway.

“This way.”

Following Vice President Obern’s guidance, the guards moved slightly to make way for us.

Step, step, creak.

As we moved deeper inside without saying a word, Vice President Obern spoke to me.

“Kamon Vade.”

“Hmm?”

“I wanted to say this now, as I might not get another chance.”

With that, Vice President Obern stopped pushing the wheelchair, came around to the front, and bowed respectfully.

“Thank you for protecting the princess.”

“……?”

I felt a bit flustered by his sudden action.

And it seemed I wasn’t the only one.

“Senior, what are you doing?”

Rosen Ravenia’s sharp tone echoed, but Vice President Obern remained bowed and spoke firmly.


“He’s the one who saved the princess. It’s only right to thank him.”

“But still…”

“I’m not forcing you to do the same. But don’t object either.”

Cutting off Rosen Ravenia’s protest, Vice President Obern turned back to me.

“Once again, thank you, Kamon.”

“Uh, sure…”

In the end, I could only awkwardly nod and accept his thanks.

I didn’t do it for gratitude, but…

Just then.

“Well, thanks to this kid, we won the election, so it’s not a bad idea to express our gratitude.”

With a mocking voice, Rosen Ravenia let out a chuckle.

“I appreciate it too, Kamon. Thanks to you, we gained a lot.”

“……”

Hearing Rosen Ravenia’s sarcastic gratitude only made me more alert.

‘Get it together, Kang Hyunsoo.’

She wasn’t wrong. My rescue of Princess Francia had turned public sympathy into votes, and it had drastically swayed the student council election.

‘I need to find a way to turn things around.’

Resolving to do so, we finally arrived at the treatment room where Princess Francia was staying.

Knock, knock.

“Come in.”

At the familiar voice from inside, the door opened.

Entering, I saw Princess Francia looking a bit pale but gazing at me from her white bed.

“You really woke up, Kamon Vade.”

“……”

Not exactly what someone who summoned me immediately upon hearing I was conscious should say.

“How are you? Is your body alright?”

“As you can see, apart from some difficulty moving, there’s no major problem.”

“Oh, I see.”

With a faint smile, Princess Francia nodded and then addressed the people around her.

“I need to talk with Kamon alone. Could you all please leave?”

At that moment, a female knight who seemed to be her attendant spoke up urgently.

“Your Highness!”

“Kamon is the benefactor who saved me from the attack, Jasmine.”

“Of course, I understand that. But still…”

“I want to speak with Kamon alone.”

With Princess Francia’s repeated persuasion, the knight named Jasmine shot a sharp look at me but eventually bowed her head.

“As you command.”

Step, step.

With that, Jasmine and the other people left the treatment room.

Soon, only the two of us remained, and an awkward silence filled the air.

‘Damn, where do I start?’

If I suggested calling it a draw now, she would surely laugh and refuse. But if I hadn’t saved her, she’d be in the afterlife by now, not worrying about the student council presidency.

“You seem to be in good spirits for someone who went through such an ordeal.”

Princess Francia broke the silence first, prompting me to nod quickly.

“Yes, Your Highness. Thanks to you, I have no major issues.”

“Is that so.”

Should I just bring it up now? Should we call it a draw…

“So, this bet means I won, right?”

“What?”

“Voting will start soon, and with further election activities prohibited, it means I win, doesn’t it?”

Seeing her talk with a faint smile left me momentarily speechless.

She’s taking the lead like this?

“Your Highness, if we look at it purely from the results, that’s correct, but the competition isn’t officially over…”

“What’s this? Why is the great Kamon Vade stumbling over his words?”

“……”

Damn it!

Did she call me here just to mock me? To vent all the frustration and grievances she’s endured?

I can understand that. One-sided gloating might be seen as a winner’s right.

But it’s not over yet.

“You’re not hoping I’ll concede the bet because I saved your life, are you?”

“That’s…”

Her sarcastic smile made me realize there was no room left for negotiation.

‘Is it really over? Am I just going to die like this, so pathetically?’

Sparkle.

Suddenly, I noticed the ring on her finger.

‘Damn it.’

Should I just snatch it?

It’s better to die trying than to die without doing anything. She’s just a girl; I can take the ring from her!

As those extreme thoughts crossed my mind, Princess Francia spoke again.

“So, do you know why I called you here immediately after you woke up?”

“Is it to mock me like you’re doing now?”

“Oh, spot on. You’ve gotten quite smart.”

With a chuckle, Princess Francia then looked at me seriously.

She slid the ring off her finger and held it up.

“This, right?”

“What?”

“This little favor you wanted from me, wasn’t it this ring?”

“……!”

Her sudden action left me stunned, unable to say a word.

“Don’t ask how I knew. Really, why did you make a bet when you couldn’t even hide your true intentions?”

Was it that obvious?

Well, since things have come to this, there’s no need to hide anymore. I might as well ask confidently.

Student council election bet? I feel sorry for Lady Cecilia, but honestly, that wasn’t what mattered to me.

‘If I can just get that ring…’

Then everything would be solved.

Getting expelled from the academy?

‘I’m about to die; who cares about the future?’

“Yes, I want that ring.”

“Honesty is good. Here, take it.”

Ting!

“Huh?”

Princess Francia tossed the ring toward me, and I instinctively reached out to catch it.

What? She’s giving it to me this easily?

“Oh, don’t misunderstand. It’s not because you saved my life.”

“What?”

Princess Francia waved her hand and continued nonchalantly.

“I plan to withdraw from the student council election.”

“What?”

Her sudden and absurd statement made me quickly ask for clarification.

“Why? All of a sudden?”

Princess Francia twisted her lips as if to say something, then changed her demeanor.

“Of course… Actually, I don’t see why I need to explain it to you.”

“Oh…”

Her abrupt change in attitude and the smirk on her face left me dumbfounded.

And then she added.

“I’ve said all I needed to say, so you can leave now.”

“……”

“What? Why are you just standing there? Oh, do you not want the ring? Then give it back.”

“No, that’s not it.”

I quickly shook my head, bowed politely to her, and left the room.
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“You managed to bring it?”

Jamie said, looking at the ring in her hand.

“Yes, somehow…”

“Well, you risked your precious life to retrieve it. If you hadn’t, dying might have been the better option.”

“Why do you always say things like that?”

“I was just joking. No need to look so disappointed. Anyway, you did well.”

Waving her hand dismissively, Jamie chuckled and began infusing mana into the ring she received from Princess Francia.

While I was momentarily captivated by the dazzling colors emitted by the artifact,

“As expected of a high-grade artifact, its mana absorption rate is impressive.”

“Do we just wait now?”

“Yes. At most four days, or as little as two.”

Nodding her head, her green hair fluttering, I clenched my fist quietly and pulled it back in a gesture of triumph.

‘Yes, I did it!’

Thousands, no, tens of thousands of thoughts flashed through my mind in an instant.

‘From the Orb incident to now. Or even earlier?’

If I were to pinpoint it, it was since I woke up in Kamon Vade’s body and was expelled from the family that I started struggling to adapt and survive in this world.

Anyway!

In the end, I managed to survive in this dirty, treacherous world.

At that moment, Jamie muttered in amazement.


“But the princess is quite something, handing over such an artifact without hesitation.”

“Well, I did save her life, so she could give it to me.”

“Who was it that attacked last time?”

“That was…!”

“I’m joking, I’m joking. You looked so smug, it annoyed me a bit. Sorry, I’m naturally mean.”

Jamie burst into laughter again at my momentarily speechless reaction.

“…”

Honestly, I never expected Princess Francia to hand over the ring so easily.

‘I thought she’d mock me endlessly, claiming victory…’

Fortunately, things went smoothly before any unpleasant incidents occurred, but in hindsight, I thought it happened because I was too complacent.

‘But honestly, how could I predict that someone would target the princess?’

Oh, right.

But is Jamie okay with all this?

After all, we had a sort of non-aggression pact with that faction back then.

Did I cause any trouble by getting involved?

“Uh, Master.”

“Hmm? You’re still here?”

“Ah, yes. But is everything okay?”

“Problem? What problem?”

“I was worried that the organization that attacked the princess might cause you trouble.”


“Oh?”

Jamie looked at me with an amused glint in her eye and made a strange sound.

“…?”

“Our student is worrying about their master, you’ve grown quite a bit.”

“No, it’s just that…”

“Look over there.”

Before I could finish my sentence, Jamie pointed to the opposite side.

Turning my gaze, I saw transparent boxes filled with massive blue mana stones.

“What’s that?”

“That’s the compensation I received to drop the matter.”

“What?”

“They almost killed my disciple. This much is only fair, don’t you think?”

“…”

I was at a loss for words as Jamie shrugged and asked me.

“Well, they must have someone smart over there, since they immediately brought double the amount to beg for forgiveness… But I couldn’t just let it slide, could I? After a few ‘discussions,’ they prepared that much. I’m not cruel enough to keep berating someone who knelt and begged, so I accepted it.”

Accepted?

Wait a minute, I’m the one involved here.

Why did Master make the deal on my behalf…?

And how is that even a deal?

It’s more like extortion.


Perhaps the other side quickly realized that reasoning with us was futile.

Even though we blatantly breached the agreement, why is Master the one receiving compensation?

At least I learned one crucial lesson from this incident.

‘In the face of overwhelming power, normal and abnormal don’t matter.’

Is this what true romanticism is?

I pondered this as I shook my head and bowed politely to Jamie.

“Then, I’ll come back later, Master.”

“Yes, once it’s done, I’ll call for you. Go rest.”

Without even looking my way, Jamie waved her hand, and I wheeled myself out.

Creak.

Outside, I encountered an unexpected person.

“Chelsea?”

“…”

She seemed to have rushed here, as there were slight traces of sweat on her forehead.

“Are you here to see Master? She’s inside…”

But.

Whoosh!

Before I could finish my sentence, she turned and walked away, leaving me puzzled.

“What the heck, what’s her deal now?”

Since the dungeon exam, Chelsea’s behavior had been increasingly hard to understand.

‘Does she just dislike being associated with me?’

I shrugged off my thoughts, dismissing them as unimportant for now.

* * *

Soon, rumors began to spread around the academy that Princess Francia was voluntarily withdrawing from her candidacy for student council president.

“No way.”

“Is it true? She’s really withdrawing? Why? Why would she suddenly withdraw?”

“Did something happen?”

“Could it be that the wounds from the attack haven’t healed yet?”

“Those damned bastards, who the hell dared to harm our princess!”

Naturally, sympathy for Princess Francia grew stronger among the academy students.

And their anger towards those who attacked her increased exponentially as well.

But at the same time…

“So, does this mean Lady Cecilia will be the next president?”

“Yeah, normally that would be the case, but something feels off.”

“Wasn’t Kamon part of Lady Cecilia’s campaign? How did he end up rescuing the princess?”

“Could it have been some kind of plot?”

Conspiracy theories began to spread, creating a complex public opinion.

“No way… Anyway, it’s a fact that Kamon saved the princess. Kyle and the other guards testified.”

“Yeah, but it still feels off.”

My close friends weren’t much different in their reactions.

“K-Kamon, you didn’t really blackmail the princess, did you?”

“What’s going on? Why is the princess suddenly withdrawing?”

“What did you do this time, Kamon?”

They all crowded around me, looking half out of their minds, which was starting to get on my nerves. Annoyed, I shouted back.

“Blackmail? Do you think she’d listen to me if I tried?”

“Well, otherwise, it doesn’t make sense. Why would she?”

“I didn’t do anything like that.”

“Ha, what the hell is going on?”

Even though it was just a rumor, it had already caused such an uproar throughout the academy. I couldn’t imagine what would happen once Princess Francia officially announced her withdrawal.

“How’s her campaign team reacting?”

“They’re in complete chaos too. Vice President Obern and Senior Rosen are constantly fighting, I heard.”

“Really?”

Given that they were like oil and water from the start, it wasn’t surprising they were clashing over this. With less than two days until the official vote, everyone was bound to be unsettled and react in various ways.

Thinking of Rosen Ravenia’s likely twisted expression made me feel oddly satisfied…

So what?

If the princess herself says she’s quitting, what can you do about it?

I felt a surge of satisfaction as I silently mocked her.

Shortly after the rumor of Princess Francia’s withdrawal swept through the academy, her official announcement followed.

[…For these reasons, I am voluntarily withdrawing from the student council president election.]

Her once grand and illustrious campaign team, which had captured everyone’s attention, was now more than half disbanded.

Aside from Obern, who stood by her side, key figures like Rosen Ravenia were nowhere to be seen as Princess Francia announced her withdrawal.

‘Lady Cecilia must be thrilled with this.’

I imagined her jumping for joy and chuckled, then tilted my head in thought.

‘But I haven’t seen her around lately. Is she really busy?’

Just as I was processing various matters,

Screech!

“Kamon!”

Lady Cecilia burst through the closed door, calling my name loudly.

“Lady Cecilia, it’s been a while. And congratulations…”

“K-Kamon. No, what’s going on? I, I really…”

Seeing her in such a dazed state, I smiled brightly and nodded.

“Yes, Lady Cecilia. Congratulations. Should I call you president now?”

“…”

Step, step.

Lady Cecilia slowly walked towards me, head lowered, without saying a word. Her shoulders trembled slightly, as if she was deeply moved…

‘Is it really that great?’

I couldn’t fully grasp the emotions she was feeling, not being in her position. But it seemed like a mix of various complex feelings.

Suddenly,

Smack!

Lady Cecilia stopped in front of me and raised her head, her eyes glistening with tears.

“W-What do we do now, Kamon?”

“Huh, what?”

Wait, is she crying?

Why? Her expression looks strange.

It wasn’t the reaction I expected; she looked more confused and close to despair…

But she won the election.

She’s about to become the student council president, so why does she look like that?

“Becoming president means I have to open our family’s sanctuary. I haven’t even discussed it properly with my father. No, it’s not something we can just discuss. I might get expelled from my family. Kamon, I might get exiled like youuuu!”
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[……With 87% of the total votes, Lady Cecilia Romanoff has been elected as the next student council president.]

“Waaaah!”

“Long live President Cecilia!”

“We did it, we really did it!”

A scene of many students shouting and rejoicing unfolded.

Especially those affiliated with Cecilia’s election campaign were genuinely thrilled, as if they had heard the news of a demon king’s defeat.

And there was one person watching this scene from afar.

“They seem quite happy.”

“Because for them, that victory is almost like a miracle.”

At Vice President Obern’s subdued tone, Princess Francia responded with a vague smile.

“A miracle… that’s a word I’ve heard quite often, isn’t it?”

“Haha, is that so? Ah, well, Lady Cecilia’s side did use that kind of franchise.”

“Anyway, you’ve worked really hard, Obern.”

“No, Princess. It was something I had to do.”

The election campaign was already disbanded, and those under her had scattered.

Only Vice President Obern remained by her side, fulfilling his final duty.

There were also rumors that Rosen Ravenia, who wielded the strongest influence alongside him, had rejoined Lady Cecilia’s camp.

At that moment.

“Pardon me, but may I ask you one thing?”


“What is it?”

“Like everyone else, I still can’t understand. Why did you step down so suddenly?”

Upon Obern’s continued question, Princess Francia quietly closed her mouth.

“…….”

What everyone was most curious about was the reason.

Why did Princess Francia voluntarily withdraw from the student council president candidacy?

Even though she had overwhelming support, and it was evident that the glory would have been hers if she had stayed still.

Was it as the rumors suggested, some kind of deal? Or was it blackmail?

But Princess Francia had declared her withdrawal voluntarily, making it clear that it was her own decision during the announcement.

“Was it because of Kamon, that student?”

“Kamon Vade all of a sudden?”

“Yes, Princess.”

For a moment, Princess Francia’s expression subtly hardened.

It was as if she had heard the name of someone she did not want to hear.

But soon, she shook her head with a faint smile.

“No, it has nothing to do with him. Rather, it’s better to say that he had no influence at all.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

Seeing her respond more firmly than ever, Vice President Obern did not press further.

“…….”


“…….”

In the awkward yet silent atmosphere, Princess Francia had a thought for the first time.

‘Because of Kamon Vade, I gave up the presidency? That’s ridiculous.’

Of course, considering the outward appearance, she could understand why there might be such misunderstandings.

However.

‘I just didn’t want to be someone who received pity from anyone.’

No, aside from that.

What on earth is it about that guy that keeps entangling with me…

“I’m sorry, I think I asked something unnecessary.”

Vice President Obern quickly apologized, sensing the shift in atmosphere, and bowed his head, to which Princess Francia waved her hand.

“No, it’s understandable why you would ask. I just clarified it to prevent any misunderstandings.”

“I see.”

“Yes, my decision has nothing to do with him.”

Though there were certainly parts of this incident for which she was grateful to Kamon Vade.

After all, it was true that she escaped the crisis of the attack thanks to him.

But.

‘I lost consciousness again.’

She had already shown a side she never wanted anyone else to see to that guy twice.

‘I’ve already repaid the debt, haven’t I?’

She felt she had done her duty by giving him the ring she had been wearing.


‘Nothing has changed. He’s still Kamon Vade. I must expel him from here.’

She didn’t want to maintain a long connection with Kamon, who knew her darkest sides.

This time she let it pass, but next time, if given the chance, she would definitely expel him.

* * *

“Damn, this means we’re done for, right?”

“Why the hell did she suddenly step down there…”

Crollin and Mork murmured as they watched Lady Cecilia’s inauguration.

“That bastard Kamon will surely come to kill us.”

“Shouldn’t we strike first?”

Seeing familiar faces among Cecilia’s campaign members, Sol Crensh spoke.

“So, have you finished investigating the people around the Princess?”

“Yes, we’ve confirmed everyone she meets.”

“Isn’t there really something between Kamon and her? I heard the Princess had a private meeting with that bastard recently.”

“What, a private meeting?”

At the new piece of information, Sol Crensh’s eyes sparkled, and he nodded as if he had a good idea.

“Great, good. I don’t know what happened.”

He muttered as if plotting something sinister, and soon firmly spoke to the two.

“We need to meet someone.”

“Huh? Who?”

“Someone who can screw both Princess Francia and Kamon.”

* * *

Bang! Swoosh!

“Phew. Good job, Chelsea. You finished strong.”

“Yeah, you too.”

As usual, Chelsea and Kyle exchanged final words after their sparring session.

“It was quite fun all this time, but it feels a bit empty now that it’s over.”

“Now that the election is over, the campaign is disbanded.”

Clang!

Chelsea responded casually to Kyle’s words while packing her personal belongings.

“I didn’t expect time to pass so quickly. Ah, if we had a few more matches, I might have completely lost? It was really close at the end.”

“…….”

Chelsea shook her head slightly as she listened to Kyle’s regretful chatter and thought to herself.

‘Close…’

Each time their sparring continued, Chelsea felt it.

There was a significant gap in skill between her and Kyle, one that couldn’t be bridged with simple practice and training.

Even when she attacked one-sidedly, Kyle evaded or blocked everything without any difficulty, making Chelsea feel like there was a ‘wall’.

Clack.

As Chelsea finished organizing her personal items and seemed ready to leave.

“Well then, I’ll be…”

“Oh, right. Chelsea, have you seen Kamon?”

“What?”

For a moment, Chelsea stopped what she was doing and glared at Kyle with an incredulous expression.

“Well, when we heard that Kamon was injured, you were really shocked. I saw him coming to see the Princess the other day from a distance, but you didn’t get to see him.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Oh, I just thought you might be worried.”

“Worried? About him?”

Annoyed by Kyle’s unnecessary chatter, Chelsea frowned and spoke to him in a cold tone.

“I’m leaving.”

“What? Chelsea, wait. Let’s go together. Hold on a sec…!”

Kyle hurriedly tried to finish packing up, but Chelsea didn’t wait for him and quickly left the training hall.

Tap tap tap!

Leaving the training hall with hurried steps, Chelsea muttered quietly to herself.

“Idiots.”

* * *

“Cheers!”

“Can you believe this? This isn’t a dream, right?!”

“Ah, Lois! Stop fussing and just drink already!”

“Why is everyone in my room, though…?”

Elliot, Lois, and Bren.

All of us had gathered in Bren’s room to celebrate our election victory.

“I really never thought we’d win.”

“I knew we’d win the moment Kamon chose Lady Cecilia. Haha.”

“If the Princess hadn’t withdrawn, we would’ve lost. It was 8:2, after all.”

“Hey, Bren. Be quiet and get some more juice!”

“Alright, alright… Gulp! Gulp!”

I couldn’t help but laugh along with them as I watched the scene.

Everything that had been weighing me down was lifted, and I no longer had anything to worry or fear.

‘The mana problem is solved, and there’s no longer a risk of getting expelled from the academy. Now, I just need to live quietly.’

Wow, keeping that one thing is so hard?

It’s really not easy, not at all.

At that moment, Elliot spoke up.

“Now that Lady Cecilia is the new president, the officers will be reorganized, right?”

“Yes, the student council will be restructured. Since there aren’t many officers, they’ll probably only pick a vice president, a secretary, and an assistant.”

“Oh, so the vice president position is open?”

“What, Elliot? Are you aiming for the vice president position?”

“Hey, don’t get your hopes up. The vice president position has already been decided.”

At this, Lois shook his head and gave Elliot an incredulous look, to which Elliot quickly responded.

“Oh, really? So who’s the vice president?”

“Rosen.”

“What?! But he was with Princess Francia’s campaign.”

“Yeah, why did that happen all of a sudden?”

“Well, that’s something my sister handled, so I don’t know the details. But I heard that Rosen left the Princess’s campaign and joined us at the last minute…”

“Ugh, is this some kind of backroom deal? Well, those positions are usually reserved for high-ranking nobles anyway. But at least the secretary and assistant positions are still open.”

“That’s probably impossible too. The secretary or assistant position will likely go to Kamon.”

“Huh? Kamon?”

“Yeah, me?”

Everyone’s eyes turned to me at Lois’s unexpected statement.

“Isn’t it obvious? Kamon has been leading the campaign strategies. Who else would take that position?”

“Lois has a point. Even if not the vice president, you’re definitely fit for the secretary position.”

“So, does that mean Kamon will be part of the student council?”

At Bren’s question, I shook my head firmly.

“No, I’m not doing it. Why would I take on such a bothersome task?”

“What? You’re refusing? Why? The student council secretary position is still…”

I didn’t know what kind of power they thought the student council had.

But I had no desire to get involved in bothersome tasks.

The only reason I was active this time was that my life depended on it.

If it weren’t for that, I wouldn’t have bothered.

“Even if Lady Cecilia personally came and kneeled to offer me the position, I’d refuse. No way!”

“Then, Kamon, is there a way for you to pass the secretary position to me…?”

“Elliot, please stop with the nonsense.”

“It’s not that nonsensical. I invested money in Lady Cecilia’s campaign too…!”

Elliot was the only one still clinging to his perceived rights.

“Alright, enough. Let’s just keep drinking today. Cheers!”

“Ah, we really need some booze for a celebration!”

“Let’s not ruin the party and just enjoy it. We can have plenty of fun with what we have.”

As we continued our celebration, laughing and chatting,

Thud, thud!

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.

“Huh? Was someone else supposed to come?”

“No, I don’t think so. Who could it be?”

“Did someone report us for being too loud?”

“What? We already asked for understanding from the neighbors.”

“Wow, you really planned well, Bren!”

“No, it’s not that…”

Thud, thud!

With the knock repeating, Bren, the host, went to the door and opened it without hesitation.

“Yes, who is i—… P-Princess?”

Standing there was the unexpected guest, Princess Francia.

As everyone stared in shock, she began walking towards me.

Click, clack.

“……”

Everyone held their breath, watching her every move. Princess Francia’s voice rang out.

“Kamon, is this your doing?”

Thud!

At the same time, she slapped a poster against my chest.

“What?”

[Kamon Vade – Cecilia Romanoff – Francia Flance: A Love Triangle? Is it true?]
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Chapter 88

“You all came here just because of that?”

Diana, seated on her golden throne, spoke with a very bored expression.

“It’s a good story for everyone, isn’t it?”

The man who replied with a friendly smile was none other than the former student council president, Alex Axelion. Familiar faces surrounded him.

“We just wanted to help you, senior.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

With the oily flattery of the Monster Trio and a shivering ordinary student next to them, there stood Rond Galera, the one who had handed over Alex Axelion’s photo to Kamon under threat.

“Alright, take this.”

Diana tossed something towards the Monster Trio and Rond Galera.

Thud, jingle!

“Thank you, senior.”

“T-thank you.”

Holding the pouch they received, they repeatedly expressed their gratitude while staring at the golden glow inside. Diana Fren gestured with her chin as if tired of the whole affair.

“You’re done here, so you can go now.”

“See you next time.”

With a faint smile, Sol Crensh, the leader of the Monster Trio, replied softly to Diana’s dismissal.

“There won’t be a next time…”

Diana shook her head, but the others cautiously exited without further response.

“Is it really necessary to treat them so coldly? After all, they’re students of the same academy.”


“So, should I have bowed and handed over the money, Alex?”

“Haha, that’s not what I meant. I was just joking.”

Alex laughed heartily, shrugging it off, while Diana’s eyes narrowed.

“So, did you come to see me because of their instigations?”

“Well, not exactly…”

Alex shrugged, slightly trailing off as he looked at Diana.

“I just felt it was unfair to let this go.”

“Ah, you mean you want revenge on Kamon for the humiliation you suffered? And you chose me as your weapon?”

“Hey, weapon is a bit harsh. I’m just asking a favor from a junior I know well.”

“No matter how I think about it, I’m certain that getting closer to you, Alex, is a bad idea.”

“Whoa, Diana, don’t say that. Even I’d be hurt by such bluntness.”

Exaggerating his expressions and actions, Alex’s reaction made Diana smirk.

“Sure, sure. Why not?”

Diana remembered the day Alex had come to her with a photo, shaking it in front of her.

– Diana, how far can we push Kamon Vade with this?

The photo depicted Princess Francia handing a ring to Kamon.

“Anyway, our deal is set with this. If I need a favor from the Axelion family in the future, you must comply, senior.”

“Of course. If the next head of the Fren Merchant Guild asks, I’ll always listen.”

“It sounds like you’re saying you’d backstab me if I don’t become the guild head?”

“Hey, no way. I’m a man of loyalty.”


“I hope that loyalty lasts.”

Despite Diana’s consistent coldness, Alex continued to jest.

“Hey, Diana, haven’t you heard the saying? ‘The North always keeps its promises.’”

“Yes, and I also remember ‘The North never forgets its enemies.’”

“Haha, I can’t win in a verbal battle. Alright, I’ll be on my way.”

“I won’t see you out. Take care.”

As she watched Alex leave, Diana spoke up.

“Alex Axelion, and everyone who came here today, assign someone to follow each of them. Report every detail of their actions to me.”

A voice came from the empty space in response to her command.

“As you wish, my lady.”

* * *

“Kamon, are you alright?”

“No, not at all.”

“I-I see. If you need anything else, just let me know. I’ll get it for you somehow.”

“Thanks, Bren.”

I expressed my gratitude to Bren, who had brought me food, and glanced through the curtains. Outside, numerous students surrounded the commoners’ dormitory, holding signs, stones, and some even dangerous weapons. Of course, they couldn’t do anything because of one person standing at the entrance.

– …If you take one step forward, you will face the consequences.

The maid supervisor, smiling broadly, kept the crowd at bay, forcing them into a silent protest.

“I’ll be going now.”

“See you later, Bren.”


“Yeah. Elliot and I will come by this evening. And Lois…”

I shook my head at Bren’s cautious tone.

“I already know, you don’t need to say it.”

I was well aware that Lois was the one leading the protest outside.

“See you later.”

Creak.

As the door closed, I let out a deep sigh.

“Hah, why is everything getting so complicated again?”

Since being kicked out of my family and arriving at the academy, I had faced many challenges and incidents. But none had put my life in as much direct danger as this one. A love triangle scandal involving the two most popular people in the academy…

Both Princess Francia and Lady Cecilia had defended me, saying the information was incorrect.

“But that made things worse.”

Now I was seen as a sly villain who had manipulated two innocent girls with my smooth tongue, turning them into helpless victims trying to protect their love.

“Who’s the real victim here!”

I was used to being unfairly treated, but this was too much.

Still…

“At least I won’t be expelled or killed outright.”

With that thought, I tried to stay positive.

I sat on the bed, sipping the remaining juice, trying to remain hopeful. If I held out long enough, people would eventually forget.

Then, suddenly.

Knock, knock!

“…Huh?”

A sudden knock startled me, making my heart race.

‘Damn it, who now?’

I thought the maid supervisor had taken care of visitors at the dormitory door.

Who could be so brazenly…

Knock, knock.

“Kamon, it’s Chelsea.”

“What? Chelsea?”

“Professor Jace sent me. I know you’re in there, so open the door.”

“Oh, okay. Just a moment!”

Chelsea’s unexpected visit made me hastily get up and move towards the door.

Slowly, I opened it just a crack and peeked through to see Chelsea Artin standing there with her aquamarine hair.

“What the hell, it’s really you?”

At my exclamation, she looked at me through the gap with deep, somber eyes.

“So, why did Professor Jamie…”

“Are we really going to talk here?”

“Ah, sorry. I’m in a situation here. Come inside quickly.”

I opened the door fully and glanced around outside, trying to ensure no one was watching.

“There’s no one. I checked on my way here.”

“Oh, thanks.”

As Chelsea entered, I quickly closed the door behind her.

Creak, thud!

“So, what’s up with Professor Jace…”

“Are you eating here?”

“Huh? Oh, well, you know it’s not safe for me to go outside right now. So I’m eating here.”

“…”

Chelsea silently stared at the food on the desk.

“Anyway, what did the professor want? Is there an issue?”

“Everything’s done.”

“What?”

“He said everything you asked for is finished. He wants you to come see it as soon as possible.”

I immediately understood what Chelsea meant.

‘It’s finally done.’

The task of merging the ‘Orb’ with Princess Francia’s ring was complete.

With this, the problem threatening my survival was resolved, bringing a rush of relief.

“Great, so I can go right now?”

“…”

“Chelsea. The professor is in his lab, right?”

Watching my slightly excited expression, Chelsea pointed towards the window and muttered quietly.

“Are you sure it’s safe to go out now?”

“Ah.”

Her words brought a harsh dose of reality, and I quickly calmed my excitement and shook my head.

“No, not now. Can you tell the professor I’ll visit later tonight, Chelsea? After midnight…”

I spoke with a bitter smile.

* * *

“So I have to keep wearing this?”

“Obviously. Do you want to die?”

“No, but…”

“To keep the blocked mana routes open and continuously release the built-up mana using the ‘Orb,’ you need to maintain contact with it.”

Jamie’s firm tone made me look at the ring in my hand.

“…”

The milky-white orb, once the size of a fist, had shrunk to a much smaller size, fitting like a gemstone in the middle of the princess’s ring.

“Why are you staring at it like that? Because it’s a gift from your lover?”

“Excuse me? What are you talking about?!”

“Haha, rumors are all over the academy about you and the princess being in a relationship.”

“That’s not true. Why are you saying that?”

“I don’t know the details. But wasn’t the one you had a special relationship with the newly elected president, Lady Cecilia…”

“Professor!”

“Haha, your reactions are priceless. Anyway, visit me once a week from now on. I need to check if there are any issues.”

“Got it.”

“Now, put it on. We need to make sure it works.”

Urged by Jamie, I put Princess Francia’s ring with the ‘Orb’ on my right middle finger.

Then…

Voooom!

A gentle light emanated from the ‘Orb’ set in the ring, spreading through my body.

A warm sensation coursed through me, accompanied by a strange tingling feeling.

“Ugh…”

Unable to help myself, I let out a strange sound, which made Jamie nod seriously with a smile.

“It’s working.”

“Ugh, is it supposed to feel like this?”

“Maybe?”

“Maybe? What kind of vague answer is that?”

“This is my first time with this too, so I’m not sure what the exact reaction should be. But the fact that the mana in your body is responding means it’s working.”

“Really?”

Jamie’s confident explanation made me ask with doubt in my eyes.

She smirked and continued.

“Yes, but we should examine it closely.”

Snap!

With a snap of her fingers, the same binding ropes from before reappeared, wrapping around me.

“You’ve experienced it once, so you can handle it, right?”

“What? Wait, hold on. Suddenly?!”

But my objections were ignored as expected.

“Ugh…ahhh!”
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The excruciating pain blurred my vision, making the seconds feel like hours.

“Alright, perfect. The mana inside your body has stabilized. The completely blocked pathways have also been overlaid with the power of the ‘Orb’.”

“Huff, huff.”

Drenched in cold sweat, I panted heavily, not wanting to experience that agony ever again.

“So, is it all done now?”

“No, not yet. Now, close your eyes.”

“What? All of a sudden?”

“Close your eyes and try to sense the mana around you. You should be able to feel it now.”

Jamie’s words brought back memories of when Bren first tried to teach me magic, moving as if he were dancing. Back then, I couldn’t feel a thing. Would it be different this time?

“Hurry up.”

At Jamie’s urging, I slowly closed my eyes.

“Phew.”

I concentrated, trying to sense whatever might be flowing around me.

‘Mana, mana. Please this time…’

In that desperate moment,

“……!”

I felt an incredibly intense energy, incomparable to the tingling I had once thought was mana. It was like being suspended in a massive electromagnetic field. A colossal force was swirling around me, from my head to my toes.

‘Is this mana?’

The sheer magnitude of the energy made my heart pound as I felt as insignificant as a speck of dust.


‘So this is what mana feels like.’

In this extraordinary new experience, I increased my concentration. If this really was the mana I sensed, it would move according to my will.

‘Slowly, and with utmost focus.’

Calming my almost bursting excitement, I focused on the energy circling my body. Soon after,

‘It’s working.’

Part of the immense energy began to gather according to my will. Despite its strong resistance, trying to return to its flow, I kept my focus and controlled its movement.

‘Now, I need to channel this mana using the one within me, right?’

I recalled the basic spell formulas I had diligently learned.

Fwoosh!

A small flame appeared before me.

Unconsciously, I opened my eyes and shouted in excitement.

“It worked!”

Whoosh!

But as soon as I exclaimed, the flame vanished, leaving only a wisp of smoke.

“Alright, you’ve confirmed it. Now, go back. It’s quite late, isn’t it?”

Jamie’s cold voice snapped me back to reality. I quickly bowed to her.

“Thank you, master. Because of you, I…”

“Enough. Just come regularly for check-ups.”

“Yes, I will.”

“I’ll say it again: don’t take it off unless you want to die. Unless you’re considering suicide.”


“I’ll keep it on.”

With a respectful bow, I left her lab and returned to my dormitory.

Thunk!

As soon as the door closed, I looked at the ring on my finger. The milky ‘Orb’ reflected the moonlight, making me smile as I closed my eyes again.

Then,

Whooosh!

I could still feel the massive energy swirling around me, gathering and dispersing according to my will. It moved from my head, to my chest, my hands, and my feet, clustering and then dissolving back into the larger flow. I could only mutter to myself in awe.

“I’ve finally mastered real magic.”

It felt like I was being rewarded for all the absurd and unfair situations I had been through since falling into this novel’s world. Overwhelmed by emotions, I lay on my bed, staring at the sparkling ring.

“Now, let’s seriously study magic.”

* * *

The murderous atmosphere among the academy students towards me began to fade with time. Each day, the number of students gathered in front of the dormitory decreased noticeably. After about four days, only a handful remained.

“Nom, nom, chomp. Kamon, I think you can go out now.”

“Ah, Elliot. Finish eating before you talk. It’s distracting.”

“Sorry.”

Elliot apologized sheepishly, his mouth still full of food.

“I was planning to go out soon anyway. I can’t miss more classes.”

I had asked the professors for understanding immediately after the incident, and they had been sympathetic. But now, two weeks had passed since I holed up in my room. Last night, through the maid supervisor, several professors had sent letters saying they couldn’t excuse my absence any longer.

“Are you sure? Even if the number of people has decreased, the hostile atmosphere is still there.”

“…Well, there’s no other way. I have to face it. I can’t stay hidden forever.”


I answered Elliot, who looked worried. Bren, also looking concerned, spoke up.

“Kamon, are you going to keep wearing that ring?”

“Hmm.”

I looked at the ring on my right hand, Princess Francia’s ring. It was clearly visible in the scandalous news and photos that had spread throughout the academy.

‘If I keep wearing this, the public opinion about me will likely worsen.’

But I had no choice. To stay alive, I needed to wear the ring. Moreover…

“Yes, I have to.”

It was an essential artifact for learning, mastering, and using magic.

‘I worked so hard to get this; I’m not giving it up.’

I had endured much hardship due to Kamon Vade’s notorious reputation as a talented mage. But now, things were different.

‘Because I can use real magic now.’

* * *

As Cecilia Romanoff, the newly elected student council president of the Flance Imperial Academy, read the letter in her hand, she faced an unwelcome visitor.

“Well, President. Have you finished reading the letter?”

“…”

Without a word, Cecilia put down the letter and took a sip from her teacup.

“I trust that with your quick wit, you’ve understood everything. So, we’re on the same side now, right?”

The visitor, with a sly smile, was Rosen Ravenia, who had been part of Princess Francia’s campaign team. Despite being scorned and called trash by Cecilia, she now smiled as if none of it mattered.

Maintaining her silence, Cecilia finally spoke.

“So why…”

“Hmm?”

“Why did you bring a letter from my family?”

Cecilia asked while looking at the letter bearing the Romanoff family seal, which Rosen had delivered.

Rosen laughed, her tone mocking.

“Haha. How is it that your first question is exactly what I expected, Cecilia?”

Rosen Ravenia couldn’t stop laughing for a while. Eventually, she slapped her own face to calm down.

“Ah, I’m sorry. I overdid it, didn’t I?”

“…”

“To give you an understandable answer… it’s because there was a legitimate transaction between our families. I was also present during the meeting.”

“What?”

“Is there a problem?”

Cecilia couldn’t respond further to Rosen’s words. The content of the letter matched the one from her father, with his seal. The letter contained…

“So, the position I will be taking is Vice President, right, President Cecilia?”

It was her father’s order to appoint Rosen, from the Marquis of Ravenia, as the Vice President of the student council.

* * *

A grand hall, as Oblate and majestic as a royal palace, housed a magnificent throne. Sitting upon it was none other than Vitell Romanoff, a central grand noble. With a sharp jawline and slightly upward-turned eyes, Duke Vitell Romanoff looked ahead. Kneeling before him, a courier respectfully lowered his head.

“Here is a reply from the Lady.”

The courier handed the letter to the Duke.

“…”

Duke Romanoff read the reply in silence, the weight of his presence naturally creating a heavy atmosphere.

Then.

“What did the Lady say?”

A plump middle-aged man standing to the side broke the silence with a leisurely voice. Duke Romanoff, glancing at him, then smiled faintly.

“As expected of my one and only Cecilia. She said she would do as I instructed.”

“Is that so?”

The plump man responded immediately, smiling broadly and nodding his head.

“It seems the Lady is very wise, just like you, Duke. My daughter should learn from her.”

“She is much wiser than me.”

The Duke, showing a hint of doting affection, quickly changed his expression to one of cold authority.

“Marquis Torcen. Now that I have fulfilled our agreement, our deal is sealed?”

“Haha, of course. From now on, the Romanoff Duchy and our Ravenia Marquisate are in the same boat.”

Marquis Torcen Ravenia, Rosen’s father, had come to the Romanoff Duchy and allied himself with the Duke for reasons yet unknown.

“There is nothing more to discuss. I’ll see you at dinner.”

With Duke Romanoff’s dismissive order, Marquis Torcen bowed and responded with a smile.

“Yes, Duke. I will see you at the banquet… Ah, by the way, has there been any response from the Axelion Grand Duchy?”

“Not yet.”

Duke Romanoff’s firm reply made the Marquis frown in confusion.

“Hmm. They should have received our message by now. How can there still be no response?”

“If that old stubborn mule had responded quickly, I would have suspected he was plotting something. So don’t worry and just wait.”

“Haha, if you say so, Duke, I will trust your judgment. I’ll take my leave now.”

With that, Marquis Torcen walked out. After he left, one of the Duke’s retainers spoke cautiously.

“Your Grace, I still don’t think allying with the Ravenia family is a wise move.”

“I agree with Gloin. Although they hold power in the southern part of the Empire, they are untrustworthy.”

“…”

Duke Romanoff silently looked down at his retainers.

Then.

“Are you saying my decision is wrong?”

His low voice made the retainers’ faces turn pale.

“N-no, Your Grace. I didn’t mean that…”

“Indeed, we could never question your wisdom, Your Grace.”

The retainers prostrated themselves on the floor, shouting their loyalty. Duke Romanoff waved his hand dismissively.

“Enough!”

His single word silenced them. With a deep, composed voice, he continued.

“Of the five electors in the Empire, none are without danger. Does that mean I should fear them?”

The retainers responded vehemently.

“Absolutely not.”

“No one would dare challenge this family!”

Duke Romanoff nodded, his voice stern.

“Then why should I not ally with them?”

“There is no reason.”

“We apologize, Your Grace.”

The retainers bowed deeply, seeking forgiveness. Duke Romanoff shook his head.

“To oppose the royal family, the grand nobles must speak with one voice. At the center of that unity will be the Romanoff Duchy.”

Displaying immense charisma, vastly different from the doting father earlier, Duke Romanoff’s declaration left the retainers speechless. They were the five pillars of the Empire: the Axelion Grand Duchy in the north, the Hydrin Marquisate in the east, the Ravenia Marquisate in the south, the Vade Marquisate in the west, and the Romanoff Duchy in the center. Vitell Romanoff intended to unite these powerful families against the strengthening central power of the royal family.

“You may all leave.”

Following the Duke’s order, the retainers quickly exited the hall. Left alone on the grand throne, Duke Romanoff murmured to the empty air.

“Still no contact from the Vade family?”

A voice replied from nowhere.

“No, not yet.”

“If we remain idle, nothing will be resolved. Send an invitation to the Vade Marquis for Rozalin’s memorial.”

“A… an invitation?”

“Yes, send the invitation.”

“Understood.”

The unseen voice answered. Duke Romanoff, still looking weary, asked again.

“Any other news?”

“No, Your Grace. We are still gathering information about the Lady as instructed.”

“Is that so? Good. Continue… Oh, wait.”

As if remembering something, Duke Romanoff frowned and asked.

“The eldest son of the Vade family… That wretched brat is still around Cecilia, isn’t he? I heard there were strange rumors?”

“If you mean Kamon Vade, yes. But he has been expelled and disowned by the family.”

The report made the Duke scoff.

“Ha. Expelled, disowned? Should we consider… No, no. How can the power of that bloodline be severed by mere family names?”

He nodded and continued.

“Keep a close watch on Kamon Vade. Report every single move he makes.”

“Yes, Your Grace.”
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“Look over there.”

“Huh? It’s Kamon.”

“Wow, it really is Kamon?”

“No way, amazing. Is he finally coming to class?”

The moment I attended class after a long time, I attracted a massive amount of attention—no, I became the ultimate hot topic.

Given the inevitable course of events, I decided to handle it my way with absolute certainty.

“…”

And that was to ignore, thoroughly ignore them.

‘Reacting unnecessarily here will only lead to even greater negative consequences.’

Silence has always been considered more valuable than gold. If I remained unshaken in any situation and kept to my path, this difficulty would surely disappear soon… at least, that’s what I believed.

Clatter!

Suddenly, the front door opened, and the person who entered was Professor Beroen Clarence, who was in charge of Intermediate Magic Studies. With his arrival, the classroom, which had been noisy until then, instantly fell silent as if it were another country’s matter. This alone made one realize the charisma and overwhelming presence of Beroen Clarence.

Of all the people I’ve met, he was the most meticulous and picky…

“It’s a face I haven’t seen in a while.”

As soon as our eyes met, he gave a sly smile and uttered such words.

“Our assistant, who dared to get injured without permission, disrupting my class.”

What, what is he saying?

Suddenly mocking me, Professor Beroen soon turned his gaze to the other students and continued.

“Everyone remembers the magic we learned in the last class.”


Having said that, he looked at me again and spoke.

“Assistant, demonstrate.”

“W-What, suddenly?”

I could feel the eyes of the other students focusing on me as Professor Beroen’s stern command echoed in the air.

“Yes, come forward.”

With no other choice, I walked forward at Professor Beroen’s repeated orders.

Tap, tap.

“Now, show us the ‘Chain Explosion’ magic we learned last time.”

“Excuse me?”

“Just like you did at the seminar, show us your excellent magic.”

Without saying a word, I looked around at his request, still wearing a sly smile.

“…”

Naturally, all the students were focusing on me.

‘Sigh, seriously.’

I had a feeling something was off when he smiled earlier…

But then, a faint smile appeared on my lips.

Why, you ask?

‘It’s actually perfect.’

In this situation where I had already attracted so much attention, every action I took would spread throughout the academy. That means…

‘I just need to prove here why Kamon Vade is called a talented mage.’


After obtaining the ring artifact with the embedded ‘Orb’ from Jamie, I hadn’t just sat idly by. Experiencing the existence of ‘mana’ for the first time ever since then, it would have been foolish to do nothing.

Since that day, I had memorized every magic theory in the textbooks and learned the formulas by heart.

‘And I practiced manipulating and casting mana whenever I had the chance.’

This included the Chain Explosion magic.

“What are you doing, assistant? Hurry and demonstrate the magic, like you did last time.”

Nodding slightly at Professor Beroen’s urging, I quietly closed my eyes.

Chain Explosion magic. It was a downgraded version of the ‘Nine Rings of Fire’ magic I demonstrated at the seminar.

The basic mechanism itself shared the concept of chain magic.

‘Slowly, and calmly.’

Amidst the huge flow of energy I sensed as soon as I closed my eyes, I fixed part of the power.

‘The formula for Chain Explosion magic was… Ah, that one!’

One of the few good things about being possessed by Kamon Vade was that my memory had become significantly better compared to before.

As I quickly organized the formulas in my mind, I began to focus my power on the ‘Orb’.

Shuuuuu!

‘Separate them one by one.’

The mana, which had been gathering in front of me for some time, started to separate in accordance with my will through the ‘Orb’.

One, two, three… ten, twenty, and then thirty.

The moment it transformed into dozens of mana chunks.

‘Now!’

Imagining a lighter being ignited in my mind, I created a small spark.


Pop, Bang!

The first prepared chunk of mana exploded, and immediately…

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Pop! Pop! Pop!

The mana around me began to explode in a chain reaction.

‘It’s done.’

The mana chunks exploded vividly and splendidly, just like the time I had practiced, or even more impressively.

Pop, Pop! Bang!

“What, what is this?”

“Is this the Chain Explosion magic we learned?”

“N-No way. How many chunks of mana did he split?”

Pop! Pop! Bang!

As the chain of exploding mana chunks continued endlessly, I opened my eyes simultaneously.

Boom!

With the final mana chunk exploding, the chain explosion magic that had filled the entire classroom ended.

“…”

“…”

The students who witnessed it all were speechless, and a silent calm settled over the classroom.

“Is this enough?”

At the end of the magic demonstration, I asked, “Is this enough?” Professor Beroen Clarence, who had been watching me with a deeply settled gaze, finally moved.

Clap! Clap!

The sound of his hands clapping echoed through the silent classroom. Then, he spoke.

“As expected of my chosen assistant.”

For someone as meticulous, unpleasant, and picky as Beroen Clarence, these words of praise coming from his mouth were unprecedented.

“Did that professor just give a compliment?”

“Unbelievable.”

The once silent classroom quickly filled with murmurs of disbelief.

Clap, clap!

“Everyone, focus. As you just saw, the Chain Explosion magic can theoretically be amplified infinitely. By subdividing and differentiating each chunk of mana…”

However, Professor Beroen immediately began to lecture about the theory and feedback on the magic I had just demonstrated.

Step, step.

“Phew.”

Returning to my seat, I took a deep breath to calm my trembling heart.

‘This time, it was real.’

What I showed at the last magic seminar was merely a miracle of chance and coincidence. But this time, it was the first achievement of what I had directly felt and learned. Trying to calm my pounding heart, I looked around. I couldn’t help but twitch my lips as I sensed the slightly changed gazes of the students.

* * *

After the magic class ended, I continued attending other classes one by one. Herbology, History, Dungeon Studies, and even Formula Studies. Naturally, in every class, people’s attention was drawn to me, and most of the reactions were similar.

“Look at his right hand, isn’t that the ring?”

“Wow, the rumors were true?”

“So, is Kamon really dating the princess? But what about Lady Cecilia?”

“Can this even be possible?”

No matter where I went, conversations about me were a hot topic, but my reaction remained consistent.

“…”

Complete disregard. I didn’t respond at all, simply enduring their reactions. Since I had the powerful weapon of time, their interest would eventually fade. However, before I could finish that thought, an unexpected situation occurred.

“Kamon Vade.”

“Princess… Francia?”

Of all people, the one person I absolutely shouldn’t have run into approached me.

“Look, it’s Princess Francia.”’

“Whoa, it’s the princess.”

Instantly, everyone’s attention and gaze were focused on us.

‘What on earth is she doing? Is she deliberately trying to screw me over?’

“Haha, Princess. What brings you here?”

“Are you out of your mind?”

Ha, I should be asking you that. Are you out of your mind?

Naturally, our encounter drew everyone’s attention and curiosity, including the few students who hadn’t shown much interest in me before.

At that moment,

“Take off that ring immediately.”

Her gaze was firmly fixed on the ring on my right hand. Only then did I understand why Princess Francia was causing such a commotion. With a slightly flushed face, she continued with a frustrated expression.

“With all the weird rumors floating around, what do you think people will think if you keep wearing that? Be reasonable.”

Ugh. She’s throwing the bait right into the water.

“Take it off, now.”

“No.”

“Take it off…”

“Excuse me, but isn’t this ring mine now, Princess?”

“What… did you say?”

“I just can’t understand. Why should you, Princess, tell me to take off my ring?”

For crying out loud, this is directly tied to my life, you know.

Therefore,

“I’m going to keep wearing it. Don’t bother me.”

“You, you…”

Clatter!

Suddenly, the sound of the front door opening announced the arrival of the professor in charge of the class.

“Shouldn’t you return to your seat now, Princess Francia? Class is about to start.”

“…”

With one last, sharp glare, Princess Francia stomped back to her seat.

“Phew, this isn’t easy.”

Sighing deeply, I muttered to myself. Despite feeling the intense stares on the back of my head throughout the class, I tried my best to ignore them.

* * *

“…I apologize, but a meeting isn’t possible right now.”

“Yes, yes, I’ll make sure to convey your message.”

“What should I do? He’s not in his office…”

Isabel, the secretary to the dean of Flance Imperial Academy, was putting all her effort into turning away numerous meeting requests and visitors.

“Yes, yes, I understand. I’ll tell him to contact you later.”

Despite the flood of requests for responses from Dean Elmon through direct visits, crystal ball calls, and letters, no one could predict when the dean’s office door would open again.

“Sigh, this is endless. It’s too much.”

Isabel, who had served the dean for many years, did not particularly resent him despite his prolonged absence. She had received much kindness and consideration from him, and this incident was, in her view, an utterly absurd and unfair situation.

“How on earth could we have prevented that?”

There had been two attacks on a student within the academy. Although she felt sorry for the princess, it wasn’t something the academy could have anticipated or prepared for.

“They should allocate sufficient funds to strengthen the security force. And this wasn’t something foreseeable.”

As the dean of the academy, Elmon had many responsibilities. From administrative tasks within the academy to interacting with various external figures and sometimes even conducting business.

Although the position carried considerable honor and some power, it was impossible to do everything perfectly.

“Yet, the dean always did his best. It’s too much.”

The attacks within the academy were incidents beyond the dean’s control. They were practically unavoidable accidents.

But the dean, with his great honor and power, also bore heavy responsibilities… With constant demands for his resignation and calls for board meetings, Dean Elmon eventually cut off all communication.

“Our dean, it’s just so unfair.”

Isabel could only mutter as she looked at the portrait of the old man with a long, white beard hanging behind her.
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“I knew they would call eventually, but it’s sooner than I thought.”

I muttered to myself as I looked at the letter in my hand.

“Anyway, things are progressing as in the original story, even though it’s a bit twisted.”

In the original story, Kyle receives three rewards for rescuing Princess Francia. One is an official award from the Empire, another is a token of gratitude from the Flance royal family, and the last one is…

“A letter of commendation and a recommendation letter signed by Dean Elmon.”

Of course, I never imagined that I would receive it too.

I turned my gaze to the small bear in front of me.

“Is this a spirit?”

This bear-like creature had suddenly appeared and delivered the letter to me while I was resting after class.

Although I vaguely remembered the wind spirit Princess Francia used, it was the first time I had seen a materialized spirit in person.

Not only did it deliver the letter, but it was also leading me somewhere. If I didn’t know the original story, I would have been quite flustered.

“Interesting.”

As I muttered to myself while watching the spirit guide me, it made a strange purring sound, as if it understood me.

“What? You understand human speech?”

Grrr!

The creature nodded as if to affirm my question, so I asked another one.

“If you’re an earth spirit, can you find things hidden underground or something?”

Grr! Grr!

It nodded repeatedly, as if I had asked a very obvious question.


“Wow, amazing.”

Come to think of it, doesn’t the academy have a few secrets hidden underground?

“Maybe I should learn spirit magic too.”

Purring!

At my words, the bear-shaped spirit made a strange sound, as if it found my idea amusing.

“What? Did you just laugh at me?”

Purring!

“Incredible.”

As I continued walking and exchanging pointless chatter with the spirit, I organized my thoughts again.

Some things had changed, but the overall flow of the original novel hadn’t deviated much.

After the second attack on Princess Francia, Dean Elmon resigns due to external pressure.

“Well, things are proceeding according to the original story so far…”

As I muttered to myself, a familiar voice called out.

“Kamon?”

Kyle approached, waving his hand cheerfully. Feeling a bit uneasy, I avoided his gaze and replied quietly.

“Oh, Kyle.”

The boy, who had been waving enthusiastically, looked at the small bear next to me with interest.

“So, the bear called you too. I have the same one.”

Beside him was a bear-shaped spirit identical to the one guiding me.

“This isn’t a bear; it’s a spirit.”


“A spirit?”

“Yes, an earth spirit.”

“Oh, really?”

At my words, Kyle looked at the earth spirit beside him, tilting his head in curiosity.

“Then, can you cut a spirit?”

“What?”

“Look at it. It looks exactly like a bear. So, shouldn’t it be able to be cut by a sword?”

“Spirits are beings from another dimension, so physical effects don’t work on them. It didn’t actually carry the letter; it transported it with magic.”

“Really?”

Shing!

Smiling, Kyle drew his sword, leaving me flabbergasted.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

“Oh? I just want to see if it really can’t be cut. This is my first time seeing a spirit.”

Is this guy insane?

Even if that’s the case, drawing a sword out of nowhere?

So, are you going to cut everything you see for the first time?

At that moment.

“Spirit, I’m sorry!”

Shwooong!

Before I could say anything, Kyle’s sword swiftly moved, slashing through the bear-shaped earth spirit.


And then.

Grrrr!

“…”

The earth spirit growled at Kyle, showing its displeasure.

Kyle, puzzled by the unchanged spirit, mumbled.

“What? It felt like I cut something.”

“Sigh.”

Of course, an ordinary sword can’t harm a spirit… or so I thought.

Purring?

Suddenly, the earth spirit in front of us made a strange sound.

And then.

Crack!

With a splitting sound.

Crack, crack, crash!

“It worked!”

It split in half and turned back into ordinary dirt.

“…”

“It can be cut?”

This madman?

No, this isn’t Kyle’s fault.

‘The author is the problem.’

What kind of ability is it to slice through beings from another dimension with no special power?

No, it’s best to ignore this.

There’s no need to get involved with him. If I do, another unpredictable butterfly effect might happen.

‘Just ignore everything.’

Step by step.

With that thought in mind, I closed my mouth and walked forward.

“Oh, Kamon, wait up!”

Even though I heard his voice behind me, I ignored it and kept walking.

After walking for a while, I arrived in front of a building.

“Is it here?”

As Kyle, who had followed me, muttered that.

Creak.

The door opened on its own, revealing the inside.

“…?”

“The dean did say to meet here, right?”

As I wondered aloud about the dark building with no lights on.

[Come in.]

A strange voice echoed in my ears.

“Dean?”

Kyle asked in confusion, but the voice didn’t respond again.

Instead, in its place…

Purring.

The earth spirit in the form of a bear beside me was the first to enter the dark building.

“Is someone inside?” Kyle asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied, frowning at his constant chattering.

Step by step.

Thankfully, Kyle seemed to take my hint and fell silent. As soon as we stepped into the building…

Whoosh!

“Is this a trap?”

A huge magic circle was drawn on the floor of the building.

“Should I cut it?” Kyle asked.

“What do you mean cut—”

Before I could respond, the magic circle activated with a loud hum, emitting a bright light. The space around us seemed to warp, and the scenery changed.

“Teleportation?”

But then, I felt something strange. ‘What? Why is the mana…?’

A voice echoed from somewhere.

“You’re more reckless than I thought.”

“…?”

I turned toward the direction of the voice, and there stood an old man with a long, white beard, stroking it thoughtfully.

“Thinking you could cut a spirit, and now a spirit magic circle?”

It was Dean Elmon of Flance Imperial Academy, who looked at Kyle with amusement.

“Dean!”

***

Dean Elmon looked at the two students summoned before him. Both possessed exceptional talent and potential, having achieved significant accomplishments even as freshmen.

‘I used to enjoy teaching such promising sprouts.’

Although he was currently fulfilling his role as the academy’s dean, his true essence and passion lay in being an educator. As a young man, he had pursued his dreams of becoming an educator and eventually attained the highest honor in the field.

‘Well, it’s meaningless now…’

In truth, neither of these students entirely matched the academy’s ideal candidate. One possessed immense potential, outstanding talent, and a fully developed character that required no further education. The other was…

‘A troublemaker, known as a magic prodigy but causing endless problems.’

“Dean Elmon, what is this? This doesn’t seem like an ordinary magic circle.”

The student with emerald-green eyes who had asked the question caught Elmon’s attention.

“Hmm, not a magic circle? Why do you think that?”

“Well, the mana didn’t move. And it felt like… there’s a strange energy mixed in.”

“A strange energy? What do you think it is?”

“I don’t know. That’s why I’m asking you.”

Elmon nodded lightly at Kamon’s straightforward answer and turned his gaze to Kyle.

“Hmm. What about you, Kyle? What do you think?”

“Me? Uh, well…”

Kyle looked slightly flustered by the sudden question, then gave a sheepish smile and answered.

“Could it be spirit magic?”

“Correct, it’s a spirit magic circle.”

“A spirit magic circle?”

“Yes, magic circles and formations can be made using the power of spirits, though not all spirit magicians can use them.”

With a slightly bitter expression, Elmon shook his head and continued.

“But this isn’t why I called you here. Let’s get to the main point.”

Clap, clap!

At the sound of his clapping, several spirits were summoned, busying themselves with moving two heavy bundles.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a gift for you.”

“A gift?”

“Yes.”

Elmon nodded as he thought of the resignation letter in his pocket.

‘The last legacy I can give before I leave.’

“The reason I called you here is simple. You saved the princess and achieved a great feat.”

With a determined tone, Elmon continued.

“So, I plan to commend you for your achievements, as the dean of Flance Imperial Academy.”

Emphasizing his title, he looked at the two bundles the spirits were holding.

“Normally, someone who has accomplished what you have would be honored with a formal ceremony and rewarded in front of the entire academy. However, this time, it’s not possible.”

“Huh? Why not…?”

“I plan to resign in five days.”

“What? Why are you resigning all of a sudden?” Kyle asked urgently, while Kamon, beside him, muttered in a low, deep tone.

“Because he doesn’t want to take responsibility.”

“…!”

‘Oh?’

Elmon’s eyes sparkled with interest at Kamon’s reaction.

‘Has he been hiding his claws all this time?’

Seeing a different side of Kamon from what he knew, Elmon couldn’t help but laugh.

“Haha, I must be getting old.”

“Pardon?”

“It’s nothing. Anyway, I’m leaving soon.”

With a wry smile, Elmon shook his head and looked back and forth between Kyle and Kamon.

‘It’s a shame to leave such talents behind.’

A princess had been attacked twice. People would surely think,

‘Is the security and protection of the Imperial Academy so lacking? Can our children be safe there?’

If such anxiety and dissatisfaction continued, the Flance Imperial Academy’s reputation and prestige would be at risk.

Everything had to be seen as Elmon’s failure.

But…

‘What can I do before I leave?’

After pondering this question many times, Elmon had reached a single conclusion.

“I plan to reward you in my capacity as the academy’s dean.”

“…?!”

“Because it’s my duty and responsibility.”

Declaring this with a solemn voice, Dean Elmon exuded the aura of a master who had reached the pinnacle of his field.
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“Here are the plaques of appreciation for both of you.”

Dean Elmon handed us the plaques engraved with our names, mine and Kyle’s. At the bottom, the name “Elmon Dracus, 74th Dean of Flance Imperial Academy” was inscribed prominently.

“And this is…”

He then handed over a very luxurious envelope.

“It’s a recommendation letter with my name on it. It will be quite useful when you graduate from the academy.”

“Thank you, Dean.”

After handing over the plaques and recommendation letters, Dean Elmon looked at Kyle and me with a deeply serious expression.

“Kyle Perrion.”

“Yes, Dean.”

“This is your gift.”

Snap!

With a snap of Elmon’s fingers, one of the bundles opened lightly.

“What is this?”

“It’s a renowned sword crafted by a famous artisan in the Empire, called ‘Python.’ There is a legend that a hero once used it.”

The sword had a very antique design, with white and gold colors harmoniously combined, making it look quite extraordinary even at a glance. Kyle drew the sword without hesitation.

Swish!

As soon as it was drawn with a refreshing sound, a faint hum echoed, as if welcoming its new owner.

“Is this really for me?” Kyle asked, his voice trembling slightly with joy.

“Of course. As the dean of the academy, this is my last gift to a student of great talent. I hope you will strive to become an even greater person with this sword.”


“I will definitely do that. Thank you, Dean!”

Kyle, with a tone full of gratitude, gazed at the sword as if he were looking at his first love.

“And Kamon Vade, this is for you.”

Clink!

Dean Elmon handed me a small pendant emitting a blue light.

“What is this?”

“It’s a gift from the owner of the Tower of Magic ‘Glagos.’ Originally, it was meant to be given at your graduation, but since I’m leaving this place earlier…”

What? The Tower of Magic Glagos? The owner sent me a gift?

Before I could process my many questions, Dean Elmon’s voice interrupted again.

“I had prepared a magic-related item for you, but it seems something else would suit you better now.”

Muttering to himself, he snapped his fingers again.

Snap!

A book flew towards me.

“What is this?”

“It’s a book containing the details of the spirit magic circle you saw earlier.”

A book on spirit magic circles? What am I supposed to do with this? Just give me something magic-related.

“Why did you suddenly change the gift?”

“You have plenty of mentors who can teach you magic, don’t you? There’s Professor Phelan from the Magic Society…”

Excuse me, Dean. I think you have some misunderstanding. Professor Phelan is just someone I got involved with due to work; we’re not any closer than that. So, please, just give me the magic-related item…

“Moreover, since the Tri-Colored Mage and the Seven Table are interested in you, there’s no need for me to intervene.”


“What?”

“What’s with that expression? Did you think I wouldn’t know? If so, I’m disappointed.”

What’s up with this person? Does he know about Master Jamie?

“At the very least, no events or incidents within the academy escape my eyes and ears. It’s impossible for me not to know that the Yellow Mage is hiding within the academy.”

As Dean Elmon continued, I inadvertently glanced at Kyle.

“Ah, don’t worry. He’s too engrossed with his sword to pay attention, and the area is soundproofed.”

I felt a chill as I realized how meticulously he had controlled the situation.

‘What is this all about?’

But then he continued.

“I’m leaving soon, so there’s no need to look at me like that. I’m just curious. Both of you, what will you grow into?”

“…”

“It’s a shame. Watching your progress would have been quite interesting, haha.”

With a hearty laugh, Dean Elmon’s words marked the end of our meeting.

***

A few days later, Dean Elmon announced his resignation to the academy board, officially stepping down the next day. Though publicly stated as “retirement due to age,” everyone knew it was because he was taking responsibility for the princess’s attack incident. However, to the students, such internal affairs were just passing gossip.

“Hey, what’s for lunch today?”

“I’m tired of steak. How about seafood?”

“By the way, a new restaurant opened in Velium. Anyone want to go?”

“Me! Me!”

The Flance Imperial Academy returned to its usual state, unaffected by Dean Elmon’s resignation.


And when it was mentioned that Elmon knew about Jamie’s identity…

“Isn’t that obvious? The landlord should know who’s living in their house. Did you think I could deceive him entirely?”

“Well, still…”

“Sigh, there’s a limit to naivety. If it goes beyond that, it’s just stupidity.”

With Jamie clicking her tongue and shaking her head, I scratched the back of my head.

Well, I had considered it too, but…

‘I was so surprised when I heard it directly from him…!’

Forget it. Talking about it now won’t change anything, and that’s not the important part.

“So, is it okay for me to look at this?”

“Elmon gave it to you, right? Why ask me?”

“It’s related to spirit magic, not something I can learn on my own.”

“Why not? There’s no problem learning both spirit magic and regular magic. But…”

“But I won’t be able to master either, right?”

Jamie chuckled at my blunt response.

“You know it well.”

“So, what should I do with this?”

“Why do you keep asking me? Just sell it.”

“How am I supposed to sell this? Anyone can see it’s a rare book made by Dean Elmon himself! The moment I sell it, he’d probably come to kill me.”

“No way, he wouldn’t kill you.”

At Jamie’s nonchalant reaction, I asked indignantly.

“Then what would you do if I sold something you gave me, like a book or an item?”

“Hmm, I wouldn’t kill you.”

“Oh, really?”

“Of course not. It’s wasteful to kill someone. There are so many ways to use a person without killing them. I’d just use you as a very valuable research sample. Don’t you think?”

Jamie smiled slyly, and I felt a chill run down my spine.

‘Right, this person is also crazy.’

Although I had gotten somewhat used to her after meeting and talking with her frequently, I couldn’t forget that Jamie was originally a very dangerous and creepy figure.

“I would never kill you. I’d keep you alive and make use of you.”

“Haha, got it.”

Awkwardly laughing, I gathered the book given by Dean Elmon and bid Jamie farewell.

“Well, I’ll be back next time.”

“Sure, take care.”

Jamie replied with a bright smile, as if nothing had happened. Shivering slightly, I quickly left the place.

***

“Who’s going to be the next dean?”

“We don’t know yet. There’s a rumor it might be someone internal. Probably Professor Phelan, Professor Otniel, or Professor Everett.”

“Oh, the head of the Magic Department, the honorary professor of Dungeon Studies, and the senior advisor of Swordsmanship. All strong candidates.”

“Yeah, but it’s just rumors for now, so we don’t know for sure.”

After Dean Elmon’s resignation, the students were interested in who would succeed him. Many names were mentioned, but nothing was certain.

“So, Kamon, what do you think? Could it be Professor Phelan?”

“Wow, that would be amazing, wouldn’t it? After all, Kamon is part of the Magic Society and close to Professor Phelan.”

I shrugged at the chatty remarks of Bren and Elliot.

“I don’t know. Doesn’t matter to me.”

“Well, I hope it’s Professor Phelan.”

“So you can leech off Kamon again!”

“Hey, senior! I’m not trying to leech off him. I have no connection to Professor Phelan anyway.”

“Ugh, I can see your ulterior motives, Bren.”

I chuckled as I watched the two banter and fell into thought. According to the original story, the next dean would be decided after the semester ended, and the person would be a completely unexpected big shot.

‘The next dean will likely be Beatrice, the Red Mage from the Tri-Colored Mages.’

At that moment.

Bang!

“Hey, your drinks are here!”

Lois burst through the door, carrying drinks in both hands.

“That guy has no shame! How dare he come here!”

Elliot shouted playfully, and Lois protested with an innocent expression.

“Hey, that incident is over. I even met him and apologized!”

After the scandal about the love triangle, Lois, who had pressured me by joining ‘Pjinyo,’ had recently approached me during a class. He had asked me straightforwardly if the rumors were true, and I had given him a clear answer. Lois then apologized, and I accepted without much hesitation. After all, I had no real grudge against him.

But Elliot wasn’t ready to stop teasing.

“Didn’t your cousin sister make you apologize? I heard she gave you a hard time.”

“What? My sister?”

“Yeah, I heard everything from Bren. Lady Cecilia summoned you and gave you a good scolding.”

“Senior!”

“Yes, I got scolded by my sister, and then I went to Kamon to ask him directly. After that, I apologized, and he accepted.”

As Lois candidly shared his story, I smiled and approached him, taking a drink from his hand.

“That’s right. I accepted Lois’s apology, and that’s the end of it. Is there a problem?”

“No, not at all. Hahaha.”

Elliot laughed heartily, while Bren looked unsure, glancing at Lois.

But Lois seemed unfazed by the atmosphere, also chuckling as he spoke.

“Alright, it’s all over now. Let’s drink up and forget about it. Besides, Kamon promised me he wouldn’t date anyone.”

What? When did I promise that?

I just…

– I’m not interested in girls anyway, and I’d rather bite my tongue than date your sister or the princess. So, don’t worry, I really have no feelings for them.

That’s all I said…

“Really?”

“So, you’re not going to date anyone, Kamon?”

“Forever?”

I quickly waved my hands at their sudden intense stares and shouted.

“Stop talking nonsense and just drink your drinks!”
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“As you all know, this is an equation related to the recently discovered mana induction method that increases magical efficiency.”

I could only stare blankly as Professor Beroen Clarence continued his sharp explanation. Why do these encrypted formulas keep getting more complicated and difficult as we go along? I prefer practical demonstrations that are clear and easy to understand over these incomprehensible bizarre theories.

“Of course, I don’t expect blockheads like you to understand this at once.”

Ugh, why does this professor always provoke and challenge students unnecessarily? I know he’s very competent. But can’t he be a little kinder?

Just then…

“Well, not everyone, at least.”

As Professor Beroen mumbled with a sardonic smile, someone raised their hand. Chelsea Artin, with her water-colored hair, was eager to show that she alone fully understood his words.

But Professor Beroen’s gaze never landed on her. Instead, he…

“Fireball.”

Whoosh!

He created a fireball in front of everyone with a simple spell.

“This is a standard fireball, cast using the method you’ve all learned so far. And now…”

Sizzle.

The fireball vanished, and Professor Beroen spoke again.

“Fireball.”

Whoosh!

Another fireball appeared, but this time…

“…!”


“It’s bigger.”

The size of the fireball was at least twice, no, three times as large as the previous one.

“Using this method, the efficiency of mana consumption will be significantly higher than the conventional method.”

Finally, Professor Beroen turned his gaze to Chelsea, who had been eagerly raising her hand.

“Let’s have a demonstration from a student desperate for attention. Chelsea Artin.”

“…”

“Go ahead, demonstrate the spell using the method I just showed.”

With a smirk, Professor Beroen instructed Chelsea, who nodded slightly with an expressionless face.

“Fireball!”

Whoosh, sizzle!

A small fireball appeared and then vanished in the air, drawing the attention of other students.

“Fireball!”

Chelsea chanted the spell again.

Whoosh!

“Huh?”

“Did it get a bit bigger?”

“No, it looks the same…”

The fireball was slightly larger than before, but there wasn’t much difference.

“…”

Sizzle!


As the fireball extinguished again, Chelsea bit her lower lip and shouted once more.

“Fireball!”

Whoosh!

“What’s this, the same again?”

“It did get a little bigger.”

Professor Beroen, watching the students’ reactions, chuckled and nodded.

“Ha, excellent demonstration, Chelsea. Such impressive comprehension.”

Despite his obviously mocking tone, Chelsea’s face hardened, and no one dared to speak up.

“Alright, the rest of you try it now. If you use my method, the size will clearly differ from someone else’s magic.”

Professor Beroen’s continued jabs at Chelsea made her change her expression and try to focus on the spell again.

“She’s really something.”

Shaking my head, I turned to Bren for help.

“Bren, can you explain this simply?”

“Huh? Isn’t this something the teaching assistant should tell us?”

“So, you won’t explain it?”

“It’s not that…”

After a moment of contemplation, Bren began to explain in his own way.

“When using magic, you usually change the flow of mana in your own way, right? But this method suggests you intend it to become a certain form naturally, rather than forcing it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ah, think of it this way: the old method is like forcibly changing mana, while this one makes it flow naturally.”


“…”

“I’m still figuring it out myself, so I can’t explain it further. Sorry, Kamon.”

“No, it’s fine. Thanks, Bren.”

Nodding lightly at Bren, who looked slightly apologetic, I closed my eyes.

‘Not forced but natural? Like it was meant to flow that way?’

The explanation was abstract, but I roughly understood the meaning.

“…”

As I closed my eyes quietly, I felt the mana circulating around my body. Normally, one would synchronize this energy with their own mana and manipulate it at will.

‘Instead of forcefully grasping or gathering it, make it flow naturally by blocking certain paths and directing it.’

Though uncertain, Bren’s explanation seemed to imply this.

When enough mana had gathered…

“Fireball.”

I whispered the incantation softly.

At that moment…

Whoosh!

A hot surge erupted in front of me, summoning a fireball.

‘Wait, does this work?’

Hold on, this isn’t just a fireball…

“What, what is that?”

“Get back! It’s fire!”

“Argh!”

The flames that erupted were incomparably larger than the fireball Professor Beroen had created, burning so fiercely that it threatened the other students.

“Damn, it’s hot!”

“Move back! We’ll catch fire at this rate!”

“Shit.”

“Kamon, what are you doing? Stop the spell now! It’s going to cause a serious accident!”

I heard someone shouting at me, but there was nothing I could do at the moment.

‘How do I stop this?’

Amidst the chaos in the classroom, a cold voice intervened.

“Dispel.”

With a light utterance, the enormous flame that was about to engulf the entire classroom vanished instantly. The one who dispelled the fireball I had created was none other than Professor Beroen.

‘Oh no, I’m in big trouble.’

Looking around, I saw that everything from the desks to the surroundings was charred black. It seemed I had really caused a disaster.

Then, with an intrigued look in his eyes, Professor Beroen muttered while staring at me.

“It seems someone else has truly understood my words.”

What?

Is he praising me instead of scolding me?

With light steps, he approached me and slowly spoke.

“How did you do it, assistant?”

I have no idea.

I don’t even know what happened.

Flustered by Professor Beroen’s question, I racked my brain and responded.

“Um… I just did it, and it worked.”

“You just did it?”

Nodding his head thoughtfully, Professor Beroen glanced between me and Chelsea before bursting into a laugh.

“Interesting.”

“Huh?”

“You’ve got a talent that could burn down the whole classroom with a simple spell. As expected. Everyone, pay attention here. The fireball Kamon just summoned…”

Ignoring the pale faces of the other students, Professor Beroen began to elaborate further.

‘What exactly happened?’

I had no theoretical knowledge or clear understanding of what I had done, but I had successfully cast the spell. Although calling it a success might be a stretch, given the near disaster.

‘Anyway, it’s a relief that it turned out okay.’

Still unable to grasp the meaning of Professor Beroen’s ongoing explanation, I couldn’t help but smile faintly.

‘Magic is quite fun, isn’t it?’

Despite the near catastrophe, I was completely enthralled by the excitement of learning and discovering a new world I had never known.

Ah, of course.

I felt sharp glances pricking at the back of my head, but I decided to ignore them.

‘Please, stop glaring at me, Chelsea.’

***

“Why are you in such a good mood lately?”

Jamie asked sharply, and I shrugged my shoulders lightly in response.

“Huh? Why do you ask?”

“I don’t particularly like seeing you grinning all day.”

Ignoring her sharp tone, I looked at the ring on my finger and muttered.

“Ever since I started wearing the ‘Orb,’ I can feel mana more clearly.”

“Of course.”

Jamie, frowning slightly, continued.

“It’s an artifact of the highest grade, designed and customized to suit your body’s mana drain, by none other than me, Jamie Hasellion!”

Despite her serious tone and self-praise, I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face as I nodded.

“That’s why I can’t help but feel good. I couldn’t sense mana before, but now a new world has opened up before me.”

“What? You couldn’t feel it before?”

“Oh, I mean after my mana routes were blocked.”

As I quickly added the latter part, Jamie looked at me with interest.

“Kamon, I quite like a man with many secrets.”

She spoke in a sweet voice, slowly placing her hands on my shoulders.

“But if that man is mine, it’s a different story. So please, don’t keep provoking my curiosity.”

“Hey, what are you talking about? I’m just happy because learning magic has become so fun lately. Today, I even tried the application method Professor Beroen taught.”

“Application method?”

“Yes. He said it’s an equation for a mana induction method that increases magic efficiency. It uses at least half, if not less, mana than usual.”

Showing slight interest in what I had learned from Beroen Clarence, Jamie soon chuckled and shook her head.

“That won’t be particularly useful. The academy these days teaches such useless things.”

“Why is that not helpful?”

To my question, Jamie smiled slightly as she looked at me.

“Alright, let me give you a lesson as a teacher after a long time…”

“A lesson?”

“There are things in this world that are not immutable.”

“Things that are not immutable?”

Tilting my head in confusion at her cryptic words, Jamie continued with a smile.

“Yes, mana is one of them. Do you understand?”

“No, not at all. Could you please explain in more detail?”

At my request for further explanation, Jamie shook her head firmly.

“Enlightenment is entirely dependent on the disciple’s intellect and talent, so that’s all for now.”

Concluding the conversation cleanly, Jamie glanced at the ring on my finger and spoke again.

“And about your ‘Orb.’ No matter how excited you are, use it moderately.”

“Huh?”

“It’s rechargeable. If you deplete all the energy, you’ll have problems again.”

“Rechargeable? What about the mana in my body…”

“Don’t worry. As long as you don’t overdo it, you’ll never completely deplete the energy. It’s self-recharging. But remember, there’s a daily limit to how much you can use.”

Finishing her additional explanation about the ‘Orb,’ Jamie waved her hand, signaling me to leave.

“The examination is done for today, so you can go now.”

“Yes. See you next time.”

Feeling slightly uneasy, I bowed and left.

Returning to my dorm, I lay down on the bed.

Thud!

“A rechargeable? So if the energy runs out, I’ll have problems?”

Reflecting on what I had just learned, I thought about the newfound fun in magic and my new abilities.

“Damn, I thought things were finally starting to go well.”

Now, do I need to find an endless energy source or at least a backup battery?

No matter what, I didn’t want to give up the magic I had just begun to enjoy.

______________
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Chapter 94

“The explanation about the root of Philalos ended last time, right? Then today, we’ll learn about the mushroom commonly known as the Sleep Mushroom or Hallucinogenic Mushroom, the Asettoran Mushroom. Everyone, please turn to page 74 in your books.”

At the voice of the Herbalism professor, Senoa, the students opened their textbooks.

Freshmen generally attend theory-based classes rather than practical ones. Although classes that require practical work like Swordsmanship, Magic, and Crafting do have practical exams or group projects at the end of the semester, proper practical lessons for other classes only start in the second year.

“Yaaawn.”

I barely managed to suppress a yawn and tried to lift my heavy eyelids.

‘What’s going on? Why am I so sleepy?’

As I looked around, I noticed most of the students were attentively focused on the class, with no sign of drowsiness.

‘Aren’t they sleepy?’

“The Asettoran Mushroom induces a powerful sleep when ingested. Even if not ingested, exposure to it can cause hallucinations or make you see memories from your unconscious mind. It was used for religious purposes in ancient times.”

Wow, this is unbearable.

With that thought, I glanced at Bren next to me. Surprisingly, he was diligently taking notes.

“Bren, aren’t you sleepy?”

“Huh? I’m fine.”

“That’s impressive.”

I responded, watching Bren shrug his shoulders nonchalantly, then rubbed my face with both hands. However, the overwhelming drowsiness continued to wash over me, and I could no longer resist.

‘Screw it, I’ll just sleep.’

“The Asettoran Mushroom is used for communicating with the unconscious, creating illusions, or for certain clinical training…”

The professor continued talking in the front, but I figured I could just borrow Bren’s notes later.

Thunk!


With that thought, I planted my head on the desk, feeling like I was falling into endless darkness, drifting into a sweet dream…

Slap!

“Ow, what the…?!”

The sharp pain in my cheek jolted me awake immediately.

In front of me was…

“Huh? Professor Senoa?”

Professor Senoa was looking down at me with sharp eyes.

She asked me in a low tone, “Did you perhaps consume the Asettoran Mushroom we studied today?”

“No, I didn’t…”

“Then, did you mistake this classroom for your bedroom?”

At her cold question, I could only bow my head and admit my fault.

“I’m sorry.”

“Sorry, huh…”

She seemed to be deep in thought, and I began to feel more anxious.

“I was just so tired and wanted to rest for a moment. I really planned to wake up within five minutes.”

I quickly pleaded, trying to look as innocent and genuine as possible. But Professor Senoa didn’t seem interested in my excuses and asked again.

“Did you not sleep last night, Kamon?”

“No, I did.”

“Did you do any strenuous exercise or sparring, or engage in physical activities this morning?”

“Not at all.”


I hated physical activity. If it weren’t for Bren, Elliot, and Lois, I would have stayed cooped up in the dormitory without ever coming out.

“If not, did you feel tired or fatigued before coming to this class?”

Her relentless questions only increased my anxiety.

What’s going on? Why is she doing this?

“No. I don’t remember feeling that tired…”

“I see.”

Professor Senoa nodded slowly and reached out towards my face.

“Excuse me for a moment.”

“Huh?”

She carefully examined my eyes, then touched my cheeks, forehead, and head in turn. Then she concluded.

“Just as I thought.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’ve been exposed to the Asettoran Mushroom powder. That’s why you couldn’t resist the sleep.”

“…?”

I couldn’t understand what she was saying, so I stayed silent with a blank look.

Realizing my confusion, she twisted her lips slightly and reached into her pocket.

“This.”

She pulled out a transparent glass jar containing a dried mushroom fragment.

“What’s that?”

“A sample of the Asettoran Mushroom I brought for today’s class. As I explained earlier, this mushroom has a very strong sleep and hallucinogenic effect.”


“But I haven’t ingested it.”

“Right, but exposure is enough. When I put the dried mushroom in the glass jar earlier, some powder might have stuck to the outside of the jar and dispersed into the classroom.”

“The mushroom powder spread in the classroom?”

“Wow, no wonder I felt slightly sleepy.”

The other students looked intrigued by Professor Senoa’s explanation.

“But…”

One student looked around and murmured.

“It doesn’t seem like anyone else fell asleep.”

“That’s right. Although the Asettoran Mushroom has strong sleep-inducing effects, a very small amount of powder won’t have a noticeable effect.”

Professor Senoa complimented the student who murmured.

“We can consider two possibilities here. Either Kamon is naturally more susceptible to hallucinogens, or…”

She paused, shaking the glass jar slightly, looking at me.

“My class might have felt incredibly boring and uninteresting to you.”

“Professor, no! Your class is definitely not boring or uninteresting! Just looking at the mushroom… Oh? I feel my body getting heavier. I must be weak to hallucinogens.”

Trying my best to act pitiful, it seemed to have worked as Professor Senoa laughed softly and shook her head.

“When exposed to or consuming this mushroom, the main symptoms are dilated pupils and a rapid heartbeat. Particularly, if the forehead and cheeks flush, it’s a clear sign.”

Professor Senoa masterfully used the current situation for educational purposes.

“Look at that, his pupils are really dilated.”

“His cheeks and forehead are also flushed.”

The other students turned their attention to me, whispering among themselves.

Suddenly turned into a teaching aid or experimental subject, I bowed my head under their gazes.

‘This is so embarrassing.’

“As such, you can distinguish between natural sleep and exposure to the Asettoran Mushroom by the different physical reactions.”

With her perfect explanation concluded, Professor Senoa patted my shoulder.

“Since you fell asleep due to the mushroom exposure, I’ll let it slide this time. But make sure this doesn’t happen again.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

* * *

After meeting Jamie, a few uneventful days passed. In the meantime, I was torn between my desire to learn magic and the potential problems related to the ‘Orb’ that might arise.

Because of that.

“Kamon, why do you look like that?”

“Is something wrong?”

I lightly answered Lois and Bren’s concerned questions.

“No. Nothing special.”

Then, noticing their worried expressions, I quickly shook my head.

‘Do I really look that bad?’

After checking my expression again, I smiled faintly and changed the subject.

“How are your classes going these days?”

“Oh, don’t even mention it. Midterms are coming up, and it’s killing me.”

“Keeping up with note-taking is a bit tough, but it’s manageable.”

From Lois’s groan to the model student Bren’s proper answer, it felt like the second semester had just started, but here we are, already midterm season.

Time sure flies.

“At least you don’t have to take the Intermediate Magic exam, Kamon. Aren’t you exempt because of your assistant work?”

“What? Assistant? Wow, I want to do that too. I’m jealous, Kamon!”

Lois said, widening his eyes at Bren’s words.

“Jealous, my ass.”

“Huh? Why?”

Lois, still not grasping the situation, asked, and I shook my head without saying anything.

‘Hoo, seriously…’

If he knew what kind of situation I’m in these days, he wouldn’t be saying that.

Professor Beroen Clarence of the Intermediate Magic class was going all out, as if he had a vendetta. Every class, he took shots at Chelsea, comparing her to me and treating her as if she had no talent. It was almost an obsession.

‘Did he get rejected by Chelsea or something?’

It was to the point where such questions arose. As time went on, Chelsea’s expression worsened, and her growing dissatisfaction was visible, making things unbearable for me, caught in the middle.

‘I just want to feed him some Asettoran Mushroom and put him to sleep forever.’

At that moment, Bren next to me murmured in a cautious voice.

“…The professor is a bit of a problem.”

“Professor? What’s up, are you guys in trouble with him?”

“Hah, if I were in trouble with the professor, would I still be working as his assistant?”

“Ah, that’s true. Then what’s going on?”

Nodding, Lois kept probing, and I sighed and waved my hand dismissively.

“It’s nothing you need to know.”

“Kamon, why are you talking like that? There’s nothing we shouldn’t share between us…”

Lois pouted, and I grabbed my throbbing head.

“What kind of relationship do we have?”

“Wow, that’s harsh. Aren’t we comrades who fought together, risking our lives on the same ship? Right, Bren?”

“Huh? Oh, uh, yeah, right.”

Bren nodded awkwardly at Lois’s words. However, Bren’s reaction only seemed to provoke Lois.

“What’s with you, Bren? Why are you reacting like that? You guys are making me feel…”

“What are you all talking about without me?”

At that moment, Elliot appeared among us, and Lois began to complain.

“Ah, senior. These guys are excluding me. They have some secret they’re sharing among themselves.”

“What secret? What is it?”

With Elliot joining in, things were sure to get more complicated, so I immediately spoke to Bren.

“Bren, I’m leaving first. You handle this.”

“Huh? Ka-Kamon, you can’t just…”

Grab!

“Bren, you can’t leave now.”

Leaving Bren, who was caught by Elliot and Lois, I escaped from the questioning hell.

My head was already aching from the ‘Orb’ issue, and I didn’t have the energy to talk and explain any further.

As I walked, I looked at the ring on my finger. It still sparkled brilliantly, as if it were showing me the world of magic I had dreamed of for a moment…

“Kamon!”

At that moment, someone called my name. Turning around, I saw…

“Lady Cecilia, I mean, President?”

It was Lady Cecilia, my comrade from the student council election.

“Where are you going? Are you alone?”

She ran towards me with a joyful expression. Although I felt a slight headache, I nodded without showing it.

“Yes, I was heading back to the dormitory. What about you, President?”

“I just finished my class. Oh? But something feels off. Do you dislike me talking to you?”

“Yes.”

“I knew i… what? Really? Why? You don’t want to talk to me?”

Lady Cecilia, who looked like she didn’t believe it at first, shouted in surprise at my firm answer.

“Just kidding. Why are you so surprised?”

“That joke wasn’t funny at all. You scared me.”

“…”

I chuckled at her reaction as she put her hand on her chest, trying to calm her breathing.

Although there was a bit of truth in my joke…

“Tch, don’t laugh. It wasn’t funny. It might work among commoners, but between nobles…”

“Yes, yes, I understand. But be careful, others might misunderstand and think the student council president is a classist.”

“What? No, that’s not what I meant…”

“Of course, I wouldn’t misunderstand. I know your true intentions better than anyone.”

“…”

Lady Cecilia, who had been glaring at me, soon burst into laughter and nodded.

“Right. If you don’t know, no one would. So, you’re heading to the dormitory?”

“Yes, are you heading back too, President?”

“I was thinking of stopping by the cafe. Want to join me, Kamon?”

Suddenly, images of Elliot and Lois’s sinister faces flashed in my mind.

“Ah, no.”

“Huh? Why not? I’ll treat you. I owe you a lot, Kamon.”

“I’m fine, really.”

Politely declining, I bowed my head to her. At that moment, Lady Cecilia seemed to remember something and quickly spoke up.

“Oh, right. Kamon.”

“Yes?”

“That ‘Vishran’ hot spring… You promised we’d go there for the field trip. We really have to go, right?”

“That’s up to you, President.”

“What? How can you say that? You planned it. If you start something, you should see it through.”

“But I’m no longer your election team member, so it’s out of my hands. The newly formed student council should handle it.”

Why should I bother with such a troublesome matter? It was just something I blurted out to get votes, and it should be over now that I helped her become president.

Wait a minute. This sounds familiar.

Thinking of those who wore gold badges on their chests, I quickly shook my head to rid myself of unnecessary thoughts.

“…”

In the meantime, Lady Cecilia, who was dissatisfied with my defensive attitude, spoke up again.

“Fine, then. Join the student council.”

“What?”

Out of the blue?

“There are two vacant positions, secretary and assistant. Which one do you want?”

It seemed the word ‘refusal’ didn’t exist in Lady Cecilia’s mind.

But.

“I’m sorry, President. I have to decline your offer.”

I wasn’t going to get involved in any more troublesome matters.

______________

Rate us on Novel Updates to motivate me translate more chapters.
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 95

				
Chapter 95

I had quite a hard time shaking off Lady Cecilia, who persistently followed me around. However, her actions didn’t weigh heavily on my mind or feel irritating. It was merely a mix of pranks, jokes, and slight annoyance.

On the other hand,

“This midterm exam is a group project. Everyone is aware of that, right?” said Beroen Clarence with his handsome and pale face. He looked alternately at me and Chelsea with his low, sunken eyes.

Seeing him like that, I felt a strange discomfort in my stomach.

‘What trouble is he planning to cause this time?’

Snap!

As soon as he snapped his fingers, a milky liquid floated in front of us.

“……?”

All the students’ gazes focused on it, and Professor Beroen, who had summoned the liquid, spoke lightly with an expressionless face.

“What I just summoned is ‘the purest water.’”

Is that supposed to be water? It looks like milk to me.

While I tilted my head in confusion, Professor Beroen continued his explanation.

“‘The purest water’ refers to a liquid composed entirely of mana. It’s a substance that contains no impurities, just pure, transformed mana.”

Snap!

With another snap of his fingers, the milky white liquid disappeared without a trace.

“Until today, you’ve learned about the operation, application, and transformation of mana in this class. This midterm exam will test all three methods.”

Speaking in a clear tone, Professor Beroen picked up a piece of chalk and started writing something on the board.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

[⁊⁋∵A6≋∑2∱₂∝ǚ]


“This is the formula to transform mana into ‘the purest water.’”

Everyone held their breath at the appearance of yet another incomprehensible alien language.

“So, I don’t need to explain what the topic of the midterm is, right? Now, I will announce the groups.”

At Professor Beroen’s signal, I quickly stepped forward with the pre-prepared poster and attached it to the board so that everyone could see it.

“Check your group assignments.”

Following Professor Beroen’s instructions, the students hurried to the front to check their groups.

“Wow, amazing. We’re in the same group.”

“What the heck. This is awesome!”

“Is this for real? Why are the groups like this?”

From all around, cheers and exclamations, or voices filled with despair and disappointment, erupted. Of course, there were those who were satisfied with their group composition, and those who were not, but it didn’t matter here.

The only problem was…

“Hmm.”

Chelsea looked at the group assignment list with a peculiar expression. I followed her gaze to the list. Most of the names in her group belonged to students who couldn’t keep up with the intermediate magic class and were failing.

“……”

‘That bastard, he did this on purpose, didn’t he?’

Since all group compositions were solely at Professor Beroen’s discretion, I had a hunch that this was his sly and devious doing. However, Chelsea didn’t seem to have any complaints about it and soon started greeting the members assigned to her group.

At that moment, Professor Beroen’s voice continued.

“Everyone, remember, this midterm exam is a group project. If even one person in the group fails the magic demonstration, the entire group will fail.”

“Ah……”

“Failing because of one person? That’s a bit harsh.”


The students reacted differently to Professor Beroen’s strict grading method. I, too, thought,

‘What? The whole group fails if one person fails?’

Isn’t that a bit unfair?

Especially…

With that thought, I naturally turned my gaze towards Chelsea. But,

“I don’t think it’s bad. We can do it.”

Chelsea seemed more motivated than ever, her eyes and expression filled with determination to get the highest score in this midterm exam.

‘She’s really not normal.’

* * *

“If you do it slowly and calmly, it’ll be fine.”

Chelsea, with a much softer voice than usual, guided the members of her group.

“Am I doing it right like this?”

“Convert the mana here?”

Most of the students were close to failing grades, so they were earnestly trying to handle mana and create ‘the purest water’ following Chelsea’s guidance. Among them was Crollin, a familiar face from the Monster Trio.

“One more time, how do I do it?”

At his question, Chelsea approached Crollin again and began explaining each step slowly.

“First, gather the mana and then convert it using the transformation formula we learned before, and then…”

As Crollin, with a deeply furrowed brow, struggled to focus and make an effort, a voice called out from behind.

“Chelsea.”

“Elaine?”


Elaine, who was also in the intermediate magic class but assigned to a different group, called out to Chelsea. Chelsea tilted her head in curiosity and asked,

“Hmm, what’s up?”

“Hey, can I talk to you for a moment?”

“Of course. Just a second.”

Chelsea quickly asked her group members for a moment and headed to a quiet corner of the classroom.

“Why do you want to talk all of a sudden? Is something wrong, Elaine?” Chelsea asked cautiously, her concern evident as Elaine, who had been scanning the surroundings, looked at her and asked,

“Chelsea, are you okay?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, the professor keeps picking on you. Look at this group composition. Everyone but you has poor grades.”

“……”

Chelsea couldn’t help but smile faintly at Elaine’s worried expression. However, Elaine continued with an even more frustrated expression.

“This won’t do. Should we talk to the head professor? It might be better to request a change in the class.”

“No, I’m fine.”

Chelsea felt warmth in her heart, knowing she had a friend who cared for her this much. She shook her head and muttered,

“I don’t mind who I’m grouped with.”

“But still, the grading system is based on the entire group. If one person messes up…”

“We’ll just have to do our best to prevent that.”

Chelsea was determined to make sure every student in her group succeeded in the magic demonstration. She had the confidence and a plan to back it up.

“We still have time left, and everyone is motivated.”

Chelsea nodded as she spoke, but Elaine, shaking her head again, seemed unconvinced.

“But…”

“Elaine.”

“Y-yes?”

“It’s too late to change or complain about unfairness now. Even though I don’t like Professor Beroen’s behavior or attitude either.”

For a moment, a cold fury reminiscent of how she looked at Kamon Vade flashed in Chelsea’s eyes.

“Phew, but I’m still worried. What if something goes wrong?”

“It’ll be fine, Elaine. And thank you…”

Just as Chelsea was about to express her gratitude,

Clap! Clap!

“Attention, everyone!”

The sudden shout from Professor Beroen drew the attention of Chelsea and Elaine from their secluded spot.

And there stood,

“……”

Assistant Kamon Vade, with an expression that clearly showed he was uncomfortable with the situation.

“From now until the midterm exam, this assistant here will be overseeing all of you. If you have any questions or issues, direct them to the assistant.”

Leaving instructions to continue practicing in groups until the midterm, Professor Beroen then left the classroom.

“What the heck, is he really gone?”

“So we’re just supposed to work on our own?”

“…The assistant will manage us, apparently.”

The students looked at Kamon with bewildered expressions. Kamon, equally taken aback, stared blankly at the spot where Professor Beroen had stood.

“He’s got it tough too.”

“Huh? You mean Kamon?”

“Oh, no. It’s nothing. Let’s get back to practicing, Elaine.”

With that, Chelsea and Elaine returned to their groups and resumed practicing the magic to summon ‘the purest water’ for the midterm exam.

* * *

“You want me to handle that?”

“Yes, it’s not a difficult task, is it? Just manage the students and check if there are any problems. Why, is there an issue?”

“Well, it’s not that…”

“Midterm and final exams are waived, and as a teaching assistant, it’s something you should naturally do, don’t you think?”

I was left speechless, staring blankly at Professor Beroen who spoke with a faint smile. He then unilaterally informed the students and left.

‘What the hell is this all of a sudden?’

It was like having my nose cut off while I was wide awake.

Reflecting on how Beroen Clarence had arbitrarily handed over the class and management duties to me before leaving, I could only shake my head.

And a while later,

“Ugh, seriously… What the hell is this?!”

Left alone in the empty classroom, I grumbled while dealing with the aftermath.

“Am I supposed to just continue like this?”

Of course, it was true that I was caught off guard by Professor Beroen’s unexpected actions. But the bigger problem was…

“Management? Answering questions? How am I supposed to do that?”

As soon as the class ended, several students came to me with questions about magic, which was incredibly frustrating.

‘I have no idea what they’re talking about.’

The only answers I could give were limited since I didn’t understand any of the theory.

– Just follow the textbook and the formulas the professor taught.

– …….

Of course, the students left dissatisfied, staring at me with discontent.

What do they expect me to do?!

“It just worked when I did it without thinking. What more can I explain?”

Thanks to being possessed by the talented Kamon Vade, I could cast magic without understanding the theory or formulas.

‘Of course, I can’t exactly tell others that.’

If I did, I’d become the center of the biggest controversy in the academy in no time. Given my already infamous reputation, there was no need to attract more attention.

“I’m more worried about the future.”

I sighed deeply and shook my head. With the classes continuing and the likelihood of students with problems or struggles coming to me for help, it seemed inevitable.

‘Damn it. I shouldn’t have agreed to be a teaching assistant…’

So what should I do now?

Should I call Bren for extra study sessions?

Oh, this is driving me crazy.
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“Why isn’t this working?”

“Isn’t the application of the formula wrong?”

“Damn it, this is so annoying.”

“Hey, let’s just ask the assistant.”

The students, continuing their group practice, came to find me once again.

“Hey, Kamon…”

“How do you do this?”

“We’re drawing mana like this and converting it, right? But why isn’t it summoning?”

As the days passed, the frequency and intensity of their questions increased. My face began to show the strain and fatigue from these relentless inquiries. How many days had it been without the professor? Twice, thrice? No, this was the fourth time.

“……”

Feeling that this could go on endlessly, I finally made a big decision.

“Hey, everyone, look over here.”

Gathering the students who came to ask questions, I began to explain slowly.

“From now on, I’ll show you how to summon ‘the purest water’ step by step. Watch carefully and don’t miss a thing, got it?”

Over the weekend, I came up with the simplest and most effective solution to this problem.

‘I’ll just keep showing them the magic itself.’

Since I wasn’t a professor or an instructor, there was no need to break down theories or formulas one by one. And since this was a test, if they couldn’t understand or follow, they’d just have to accept the points deduction.

“Okay, watch closely.”

Having found the easiest and most convenient method, I stood before them and gently closed my eyes. I solidified the mana flowing around me and focused it to one side. Then, using the application method that Professor Beroen had explained, I amplified the mana and applied the transformation formula.


‘Of course, I still don’t quite understand how it works.’

I just moved the mana around as my body and mind guided me.

And then…

Swish!

‘Wow, it worked again.’

Seeing the milky liquid formed in the air, I nodded with a satisfied smile.

“See that? That’s how you do it. Got it?”

“Wow, amazing.”

“He summoned it in one go.”

“Why can’t I do it?”

“Kamon, can you explain in more detail?”

I shook my head at the students’ various reactions to witnessing my magic.

“Just follow what the professor taught. That’s what I did.”

Not really, but who would know?

Being in the spotlight as an assistant and dealing with students wasn’t easy.

‘I might have been better off just taking the magic exam like the other students.’

It’s not difficult; just do it, and it works. But since this exam was group-graded, maybe it’s better to have the exam waived.

‘Hah, I don’t know.’

As I organized my complicated thoughts and looked at the ‘purest water’ I had summoned,

“Kamon.”


An all-too-familiar voice called out, and turning around, I saw Chelsea, who had recently been at odds with Professor Beroen.

“Chelsea?”

I responded with a puzzled look at her unexpected call. Chelsea approached me slowly and spoke in a low voice.

“Can we talk for a moment?”

“Talk? About what?”

“It’s not something to discuss here. Let’s step outside.”

Though slightly taken aback by her sudden request for a conversation, I didn’t mind talking.

“Sure, let’s step outside.”

We walked out of the classroom together.

“Kamon, are you okay?”

“Huh? About what?”

With a serious expression, Chelsea looked me over from head to toe.

“What is it? What’s wrong? Is there a problem?”

With suspicion in my voice, I asked, seeing her peculiar actions. Chelsea shook her head slightly and answered.

“No, it’s not that. The magic you just performed…”

“Oh, that? I just showed it to the students. Why?”

Could it be that Chelsea also couldn’t perform that magic? I remembered how Chelsea had struggled with Professor Beroen’s mana application method and smirked inwardly.

‘So that’s what it is.’

Did she call me out to ask for help separately? It makes sense; it would be a bit embarrassing for the top student to ask a peer for guidance.

As her senior apprentice under the same master, should I give her a lesson?


“Chelsea, are you…”

At that moment, Chelsea spoke with a cautious tone.

“You’re in danger.”

“Huh?”

“The way you deploy your magic is problematic. It’s quite dangerous.”

“Problematic?”

I tilted my head in confusion at her sudden warning.

‘My way of deploying magic is dangerous?’

What’s the issue?

“What do you mean by problematic?”

After a moment of contemplation, Chelsea continued with a serious demeanor.

“Of course, Kamon, you know that the way you handle mana is different from normal.”

“Huh?”

“So, even if others try to follow your demonstration, no one will be able to execute it.”

“……”

When I didn’t respond, Chelsea spoke again.

“They can’t replicate your mana output method.”

Oh, really?

So that’s why.

But what does she mean by dangerous?

At that moment, Chelsea spoke again, addressing the part I was most curious about.

“Of course, your method isn’t entirely wrong, Kamon. But if you keep using that output method, it will put a significant strain on your body…”

But before she could finish,

“Wait, isn’t it class time now?”

At the familiar voice behind us, both Chelsea and I turned our attention in that direction.

“Professor Beroen?”

“…”

He hadn’t shown himself for so long, and now he appears just at this moment. Was this deliberate?

Step by step, Beroen Clarence approached us with an ominous look in his sunken eyes.

“Talking outside the classroom before class is over? What were you discussing, assistant?”

After glancing at Chelsea, he directed his question at me, and I quickly tried to brush it off.

“Uh, it’s nothing major. We were just discussing the midterm exam.”

“And what exactly were you discussing?”

As he continued to press with more questions, I frowned slightly and was about to speak again when Chelsea answered firmly.

“We were discussing Kamon’s mana output method.”

“What, mana output method?”

“Yes. Kamon demonstrated the midterm project magic just now, and his mana output method seemed a bit dangerous, so we were talking about it.”

“Hah.”

At Chelsea’s straightforward and honest response, Professor Beroen’s eyebrow twitched slightly. He wore an expression as if he were looking at a disgusting bug and then laughed dismissively, shaking his head.

“Unbelievable.”

“……?”

“Can’t you do something about that vile and dirty mindset, Chelsea?”

“Pardon?”

“I mean, don’t let your dark and ugly jealousy towards Kamon manifest in such ways.”

“What are you talking about all of a sudden…”

Chelsea’s face hardened as Professor Beroen’s words escalated out of nowhere.

“Chelsea, remember that no matter how much you slander or undermine him, his brilliant talent will still shine through.”

“No, Professor!”

Unable to contain her rising emotions, Chelsea began to shout at him, and I quickly intervened.

“Professor Beroen, you’re here to check on the class, right? Let’s go inside.”

“…”

His cold eyes lingering on Chelsea, Professor Beroen finally smirked and walked into the classroom. Chelsea, left behind, clenched her fists and trembled slightly.

‘Just ignore him, Chelsea.’

Unlike Professor Beroen, I had no intention of doubting or dismissing Chelsea’s words.

‘I need to ask her properly later. It’s not good if my body is at risk.’

With that thought in mind, I took a deep breath and followed Professor Beroen back into the classroom.

By the time I entered, Professor Beroen was already standing at the podium.

‘What is this atmosphere? It feels tense.’

Given his recent confrontation with Chelsea, I doubted he would let things slide easily.

“Attention, everyone.”

Professor Beroen’s voice was cold as he addressed the class for the first time in days.

“Are you all preparing well for the midterms? Isn’t that so?”

“Yes.”

“…We are.”

With a slight smile, he nodded at the students who responded wearily, some with visible dissatisfaction.

“Good. I’ve heard you’ve been giving the assistant here quite a hard time. So, has it been effective?”

Why is he bringing that up?

“…”

“…”

Naturally, most of the students remained silent with less-than-happy expressions. No one had really benefited from my assistance.

Professor Beroen seemed to enjoy their reactions, his smile widening.

“Judging by your faces, it doesn’t seem like it. I understand.”

Nodding as he spoke, Professor Beroen pointed at me and continued.

“Talent differences are boundaries that no amount of effort can cross.”

What did he just say?

In an instant, the students’ gazes turned sharp and hostile, not only towards Professor Beroen but also towards me.

‘Why are you looking at me like that? It wasn’t me who said it.’

Drawing unwanted attention to both of us, Professor Beroen continued speaking.

“I heard an amusing story just now. Someone giving advice and worrying about someone else, an absurd tale.”

With a chuckle, he turned to me and shouted.

“Assistant!”

“Yes?”

“Cast a spell right now.”

“What?”

“Summon ‘the purest water.'”

His stern voice left me no choice but to comply.

‘Damn it, this is ridiculous.’

Though annoyed, I couldn’t ignore his command and thus cast the spell.

Swish!

The milky liquid formed in front of me.

“Wow, that was fast.”

“Is that really talent?”

“Shut up. What talent difference?”

The students reacted differently, and both Professor Beroen and Chelsea watched me with varying expressions.

“And Chelsea, do you still hold your opinion?”

“Yes, Professor.”

“Then let’s see your magic.”

Biting her lip, Chelsea nodded and began to focus. After a moment of concentration,

Swish!

She, too, summoned the milky liquid, albeit with more time.

“But slower.”

“Pardon?”

“It was significantly slower than the assistant’s. Does that mean there’s a problem with your mana output method?”
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Chelsea initially kept her mouth shut as Professor Beroen spoke, seemingly looking for any excuse to criticize her.

“From your position, saying that someone has an issue or danger with their mana output method is foolish and arrogant. Am I wrong?”

“……”

“No answer. Assistant, what do you think?”

“Me? Uh, well…”

Why do they keep dragging me into their petty squabbles? I didn’t think Professor Beroen’s behavior was right or normal, but in this situation, it’s best to act like an uninformed bystander.

“Assistant?”

“Well, I…”

As I tried to formulate a response, Chelsea, who had been biting her lip, finally spoke up with a cold gaze and voice.

“There seems to be a flaw in your statement, Professor.”

“…?”

“Chelsea?”

Chelsea, who had remained silent until now, spoke firmly for the first time.

“What? You say there’s a flaw in my statement? What is it?”

“The speed at which I cast my spell and the danger in Kamon’s mana output method are completely unrelated. It’s merely a difference in proficiency.”

“Ridiculous. Are you playing word games with me? That’s not a matter of proficiency but of talent. Therefore, your issue…”

Chelsea cut him off before he could finish his sentence, shrugging as if he found the situation absurd.

“Even if it’s a matter of talent, it still has nothing to do with my point. Kamon’s mana output method has a problem.”

“…”


Beroen was speechless as he glared at her. The tension in the classroom was palpable, and I could feel cold sweat running down my back.

‘Chelsea, what are you doing?’

This wasn’t like her. Chelsea Artin, who had always been the model student aiming to maintain her top grades, now dared to challenge a professor who held the power to determine her grades.

And the reason was me?

‘This is crazy!’

“Fine, Chelsea. Let’s hear your nonsense. It is also an educator’s duty to correct the ignorant.”

Suddenly, Beroen’s mocking expression turned serious. His eyes were cold and sharp, as if he were about to devour her, making the other students feel suffocated. But Chelsea, unperturbed, began to speak confidently.

“Kamon’s current mana output method overloads the mana pathways, the mana routes. Each time he uses magic, the powerful internal mana surpasses the pathway’s capacity to respond to the external mana. Hence, the speed and destructiveness are overwhelming, but there is a risk that the mana routes might collapse or fail to hold.”

“So?”

“It’s best to prohibit the current output method and switch to a standard method.”

Chelsea’s unwavering gaze and voice sent chills down my spine.

‘My body might fail?’

The pathways might not be able to hold up?

That can’t be good.

Just then, Beroen’s voice resumed.

“Alright, I’ve heard your opinion. But let me ask you this first.”

“…?”

“What do you think a mage is?”

“What? I don’t understand the question.”

Chelsea frowned slightly, confused, while Beroen’s lips curled into a smirk.


“Which mage uses magic in a completely stable manner every time? We usually use magic in combat or emergency situations, don’t we?”

“We often use magic in daily life as well.”

“And does everyday magic require an output that overloads the mana routes?”

“No, but…”

“Let me rephrase the question.”

Without letting Chelsea finish, Beroen continued.

“Why are you learning magic at this academy?”

“That’s obvious…”

“Yes, to defeat enemies, protect the empire, and defend your territory. So is this all part of everyday life or combat?”

“……”

“A mage must be able to cast powerful spells quickly and effectively in any situation. Thus, a mage must always be prepared for emergencies and crises. That’s why people consider us the ones who are always ready.”

Beroen’s voice grew sharper.

“But who can always be perfectly prepared for every situation? Do you mean we should use magic peacefully even in unprepared crises?”

“That’s not what I meant…”

“Every mage endures some sacrifice and pain. It’s essential and inevitable for a mage to accept certain risks and problems.”

“But…”

“Enough! Chelsea, you are disregarding a mage’s pride.”

“No, that’s not what I meant! I never disregarded a mage’s pride!”

Chelsea’s voice rose, unable to contain her emotions, and Beroen smiled faintly.

“Kamon Vade.”


“Yes?”

“Are you saying you won’t use magic just because it might endanger your body?”

“…”

“Are you afraid of your body breaking down, so you’ll become a coward who can’t use magic?”

His continued questioning gave me a headache.

‘If my body is at risk, I obviously shouldn’t use magic. What kind of question is that?’

Only a fool would continue using magic recklessly.

But if I said that, this petty man would undoubtedly retaliate against me.

So…

“From the moment I chose the path of magic, I discarded fears of my body breaking down. However…”

“However?”

Beroen’s sharp gaze turned towards me, and I quickly added.

“In truly dangerous situations, I would be cautious. That doesn’t mean I would abandon the path of magic.”

“I see.”

Satisfied with my answer, Professor Beroen nodded slightly and then addressed the rest of the class.

“What about the rest of you? Do you think like Chelsea and avoid using magic? Are the students I teach such cowards who tremble at the thought of danger?”

“…”

Raising his voice, he demanded an answer from the entire class.

“Answer me!”

“No, sir.”

“We’re not afraid!”

The other students quickly shook their heads and responded, and Beroen turned his twisted smile towards Chelsea.

“So, Chelsea Artin, do you still believe your opinion is the only correct one?”

“…”

Chelsea gritted her teeth and glared at him in silence.

“Hmm? No answer again.”

Beroen’s mocking smile deepened as he continued.

“Of course, it’s not shameful to be jealous of those with talent. Anyone can feel jealous. But acting on that jealousy in such a foolish way is extremely stupid. So…”

Beroen turned his gaze to me.

What now? Why is he looking at me?

“Apologize to the assistant, Kamon Vade.”

“…?!”

“Admit that your foolish jealousy and greed led you to undermine his talent and apologize, Chelsea.”

I was taken aback by the sudden turn of events and quickly waved my hands, looking at Chelsea with concern.

“Professor, it’s fine. You don’t have to…”

“Shh! I am educating Chelsea Artin right now.”

Speaking firmly, Beroen looked back at Chelsea and muttered softly.

“Why? Can’t you apologize?”

Chelsea, trembling with anger, clenched her fists and continued to glare at Beroen. Then,

Clang, thud!

“Chelsea!”

Unable to hold back any longer, she stormed out of the classroom.

* * *

Chelsea, having stormed out alone, wandered aimlessly around the academy, trying to suppress her rising emotions.

A mage’s pride?

The difference in talent?

Each of those irksome statements felt like a sharp blade piercing her heart.

“Sigh.”

She let out a deep sigh and sat on a nearby bench, covering her face with her hands.

“You’ve gone mad, Chelsea. Truly mad.”

She knew better than anyone how foolish her actions were if she thought about them rationally.

“These are just the same words I’ve always heard.”

When had she ever let such words hurt her and sway her emotions?

For the past two semesters, she had maintained her position as the top student due to her clear self-awareness.

‘I lack talent.’

Whether it was using her body or using magic, she possessed no outstanding abilities or potential.

‘But so what?’

Not trying just because she lacked talent would be a form of self-deception and an excuse. She believed that she had to put in all her effort and go as far as she could.

“I will never give up.”

So, Chelsea pushed herself even harder. With clear self-awareness as her foundation, she sought the best path she could take. Not to achieve the impossible, but to reach the maximum extent of her capabilities.

In magic, in swordsmanship.

She diligently worked to excel in both fields, never letting anything slip by. Even if she couldn’t reach the pinnacle in either, she wanted to prove how far she could go with effort alone, not talent.

Then,

– You’re quite an interesting child.

Jamie Hasellion, the Yellow Mage, approached her with an intrigued look and took her on as a disciple. She muttered as if amused by Chelsea’s determination to not give up on anything.

– The Magic Swordsman is theoretically possible, but no one has succeeded so far. Yet you still want to try?

Many had tried, but no one had mastered both fields, let alone excelled in them. But Chelsea thought,

‘If it’s theoretically possible, then it’s possible in reality.’

With that belief, she was determined to pursue her unique path.

If she, someone without talent, could reach an unprecedented level, it would be the ultimate proof of her efforts.

But,

“Why couldn’t I hold back there, you fool?”

Bang!

Chelsea hit her forehead and muttered. She then thought of one person.

Kamon Vade.

“Idiot.”

He looked at her with contempt, not even denying Professor Beroen’s words.

‘He must think the same of me.’

She had spoken out about the danger to Kamon because she was concerned. He might get seriously hurt if he continued that way.

She knew he was far more talented than she was, but still.

‘What if he wasn’t lying about not being able to use magic?’

“……”

The memory of the dungeon practical test came to her mind, and she shook her head.

Clap!

“Enough.”

She lightly slapped her face and stood up. Her expression and gaze were now much more composed.

“Who can I blame? These were all my decisions.”

Muttering to herself, Chelsea began walking somewhere with a determined stride.
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After Chelsea stormed out of the class, Professor Beroen continued the lesson as if nothing had happened. When the class ended, he immediately called me over.

“Assistant. Deduct points for the student who left earlier.”

“Excuse me?”

“She left without permission during class. She must face the consequences.”

As he said this so nonchalantly, I felt a surge of anger. But all I could do was sigh and nod.

“Understood.”

“Good. See you in the next class.”

With that, I walked out of the classroom and scanned the surroundings.

‘I can’t help but worry.’

Although Chelsea’s words were meant to be helpful and stemmed from concern for me, the real problem was…

‘Beroen showing up was completely unnecessary.’

“Sigh, whatever. I should head to Master.”

With my tasks for the day finished, I planned to go to Jamie to have my physical condition checked. However, upon arriving at Jamie’s lab, I found an unexpected figure there.

“Chelsea?”

“Oh, Kamon. You’re here.”

“…”

I looked at Chelsea, who seemed somewhat relieved while sitting in front of Jamie, with confusion. Jamie then spoke up.

“Perfect timing. I was just about to call for you, Kamon.”

“Me? Why?”


Jamie smiled brightly, causing my guard to go up immediately. Jamie glanced at Chelsea before looking back at me with a wide grin.

“I have something for you two to do.”

“What?”

Feeling uneasy, I looked at Chelsea, trying to communicate with my eyes.

‘What’s going on?’

‘…’

But she remained silent, her eyes downcast. Damn, something was off.

Just then, Jamie clapped her hands.

“Alright, Kamon, Chelsea. Let’s move to a different location to talk.”

Snap!

With a snap of her fingers, we found ourselves standing in a wide, deserted clearing behind the academy.

“Whoa, where are we?”

“This is the middle of the mountain behind the academy. There’s no one around to see.”

“Why did you bring us here?”

“Oh, I haven’t explained yet?”

Muttering as if she had forgotten, Jamie looked at us alternately.

“You two will have a duel here.”

“What?”

“Duel.”

“…”


Completely taken aback by the unexpected suggestion, I was left speechless.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you understand? I mean a fight. You two will fight here.”

Why all of a sudden?!

Suppressing my rising anger, I asked quietly.

“Why? Why should I fight Chelsea?”

“Because it’ll be fun?”

“What…?”

Then, Chelsea, who had been silent, spoke up.

“To settle things.”

“What?”

“Everything happened because of what I said. I spoke arrogantly about your mana output method without knowing anything, Kamon.”

“Chelsea, wait.”

You’ve got it all wrong. I don’t agree with Beroen.

But Chelsea continued.

“I still believe what I said was right. Even if Professor Beroen’s argument is theoretically correct, it doesn’t apply to you.”

“What?”

As Chelsea spoke in a low voice, I found myself speechless again.

‘What does this have to do with fighting you?’

If my current mana output method harmed my body, I would never use it repeatedly. I hate any risk to my body and avoid it at all costs. What’s there to prove?

“Chelsea, I think you’re misunderstanding something. I don’t want to fight you, and I don’t think…”


“Ahem!”

Jamie interrupted with a cough and spoke with a very interested expression.

“The decision has been made. You two, fight.”

“No, Master.”

“Quiet! It’s an order, Kamon.”

Jamie’s firm tone made me frown. This wasn’t about an order; she just thought it would be fun.

“Sigh, this is crazy.”

I sighed deeply and looked at Chelsea, who still seemed detached.

“This isn’t necessary, Chelsea. I don’t think you’re wrong, and I…”

“I won’t use my sword. I’ll only use magic.”

“Hey, Chelsea!”

“Get ready. Unless you want to get hurt.”

Ignoring what I said, she stepped forward and took a stance, which only fueled my irritation.

‘Damn it!’

Beroen and Chelsea, they’re both the same. They believe they’re always right and ignore what others say.

Fine. If you want to fight, then let’s do it. I’ve learned quite a bit about magic myself.

* * *

Chelsea knew it might seem forced, but she wanted to duel Kamon the moment she saw Jamie. It might have been an impulse, but…

‘I must prove it.’

She couldn’t accept having her belief suppressed or dismissed by unfounded claims. So, Chelsea stood in front of Kamon with calm determination.

Even if she lost due to her lack of skill or talent, she was willing to fight until her body broke to uphold what she believed was right.

It was the resolve she held when she chose to pursue the path of the Magic Swordsman, something no one had succeeded in.

“Here I come.”

Finally seeing Kamon’s face change from surprise to determination, she felt ready.

“Sigh, alright. Let’s do this.”

Kamon exhaled and focused. With Jamie’s clear voice echoing,

“Begin!”

Chelsea immediately powered her legs and dashed towards Kamon, aiming to grab his arm.

“Hup!”

Kamon quickly leaned back, evading her grasp.

‘I can’t give him a chance to cast a spell.’

Knowing she couldn’t beat him with pure magic, Chelsea intended to use her physical abilities and combat instincts to keep the pressure on him.

“Fire.”

Fwoosh!

Despite her intense movements, her training paid off as she cast a spell without losing form and directed it at Kamon.

Swish, thud!

Kamon quickly dodged, trying to maintain his distance while focusing his mana.

Seeing this, Chelsea acted swiftly.

Swish, tch, tch!

She kicked up dust, creating a smokescreen.

“Damn it, where are you?!”

Kamon cursed as his vision was obscured, and Chelsea seized the opportunity.

Fwoosh, swoosh! Thwack!

She launched several spells at him: Magic Missile, Fireball, Ice Spear. Basic attack spells, but enough to disrupt his concentration.

“Shit!”

Thud, bang!

Fortunately, Chelsea’s prediction was correct, and Kamon Vade clicked his tongue and dodged her attacks. At the same time,

“Bind.”

Chelsea’s soft voice rang out, and Kamon’s movements were halted. Immediately, her summoned magic rained down on him.

Swish, boom!

Bang, thud!

“Ugh!”

Though the power wasn’t enough to cause serious injury, it was enough to keep him from concentrating.

‘I’m holding on with the initiative. If I make even a slight mistake, it’s over.’

Swish, boom!

Bang, bang!

The chase continued, with Chelsea’s relentless assault pushing Kamon back. But then,

“Uh!”

Stumble!

Kamon moved unexpectedly, creating an opening in Chelsea’s relentless barrage of attacks.

‘No, I can’t let this happen!’

Chelsea realized that if Kamon successfully cast a spell in that moment, she would surely lose. She gritted her teeth and lunged at him, determined to take him down even if it meant both of them would fall.

But,

“…?!”

Thud!

To her surprise, Kamon Vade collapsed to the ground without resistance.

‘What is this?’

“Ugh…”

Chelsea paused, watching as Kamon struggled to get up, groaning.

“…”

Then,

“Hah, this isn’t easy.”

Kamon wiped the blood from his mouth, his lips curling into a smirk as he steadied his breathing.

* * *

‘This is insane.’

After a misstep that caused me to fall, I endured the pain coursing through my body, trying to get up.

Ugh!

Since the fight began, Chelsea had never given me a chance to cast a spell. If this continued, I would surely lose without casting a single spell.

For some reason, Chelsea stood still, watching me.

‘This is my chance.’

I quickly got up and gathered my strength into the Orb, attempting to cast at least one spell.

But,

Thud, grab!

“…?!”

Chelsea was suddenly in front of me, grabbing my arm with a blank expression.

“Are you going to keep doing this?”

“What?”

“Why aren’t you fighting properly?!”

Damn it, what is she talking about? Who isn’t fighting properly here…?

At that moment, Chelsea’s other hand moved.

Swish, thud!

“Ugh!”

With a powerful blow, I was knocked back and lost consciousness.

A while later,

“Huh?”

The sky was incredibly clear and blue… Oh, wait.

‘What just happened?’

I found myself lying on the ground, staring up at the sky. I was so confident about showing those who caused this situation a lesson, but now…

“Are you awake?”

Hearing a familiar voice, I turned my head slightly and saw my only master, Jamie.

“Did I lose?”

“Yes.”

Her tone was so firm that there was no room for argument. I rested my head back on the ground.

“Sigh, I lost.”

“You didn’t just lose; you were utterly humiliated. You couldn’t even cast a single spell.”

Jamie’s harsh critique made me smile bitterly as I got up.

“Really? Ouch.”

“Never tell anyone you’re my disciple, Kamon. Understand?”

“Oh, come on. I just lost to another disciple. Why so harsh? But where’s Chelsea?”

The one who had overwhelmingly defeated me was nowhere to be seen.

“She left. Quite angrily, I might add.”

“What?”

“What’s with that face?”

Why would she leave angrily after winning? Wait, I think she said something before I lost consciousness.

‘Why aren’t you fighting properly?’

Damn it.

I’ve never fought using magic before! And I was genuinely giving it my all. Chelsea, knowing Kamon Vade’s abilities, might have felt insulted by my performance.

Wow, it’s infuriating. She’s mad at the loser?

“Are you upset about losing?”

“No, not really. Just something else…”

“Haha, seems like there’s some misunderstanding. You’ll have to sort it out yourselves.”

Jamie seemed highly amused by the situation.

“A misunderstanding?”

“Yes, a misunderstanding.”

Jamie, giggling, asked,

“So, how was it? Did your combat instincts come back?”

I’ve never fought with magic before in my life. I didn’t even know how a magic duel worked.

“No, not at all.”

“Hm. From what I saw, Kamon, you seem to lack any combat sense.”

“…”

Jamie’s blunt assessment left me speechless. Of course, I wouldn’t know anything without experience.

“Given your movements, it’s no wonder Chelsea got annoyed with you.”

Jamie mumbled and then looked at me seriously.

“But don’t let it get you down. Combat magic is more about experience than natural talent. Experienced combat mages are highly valued for a reason.”

Jamie’s attempt at comfort didn’t quite reach me. Not that I was disappointed or shocked, but…

‘The gap is huge.’

Honestly, after inheriting Kamon Vade’s body, I was a bit excited by his talent. I didn’t seek attention or want to stand out, but experiencing magic, something unimaginable for an ordinary person, gave me a sense of confidence.

‘Maybe I’m strong too?’

Hearing constant praise from those around me inflated my ego without me realizing it. But after facing a real character from this world, I realized I was still far behind.

Especially experiencing magic combat firsthand made the difference starkly clear.

‘Don’t get ahead of yourself, Kang Hyunsoo.’

I dismissed my unfounded confidence and looked at Jamie with a refreshed expression.

“I shouldn’t get cocky anymore.”

“What?”

“I might get beaten up again. I don’t mind losing, but I’d rather avoid getting hit.”

“Haha. Yes, my disciple shouldn’t get beaten up.”

Jamie laughed for a while, then turned serious again.

“So, what’s your take on this, Kamon?”

“Huh?”

“I know the rough situation, but I want to hear it from you.”

With a calm and serious expression, Jamie’s inquiry made me realize she was genuinely interested in my side of the story.

“Well, you see…”
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Chapter 99

Jamie nodded after listening to my story in silence.

“Well, it’s a difficult topic to say who’s right.”

“Really?”

I expected Jamie to side with Chelsea, but her objective viewpoint surprised me.

Then, Jamie spoke again.

“Normally, I would agree with Professor Beroen’s logic. But Kamon, your case is different.”

Her gaze shifted to the ‘Orb’ ring on my finger.

“As the professor said, most mages wouldn’t care about their bodies breaking down because the benefits of mana and magic are immense. However…”

Jamie paused, then continued with a faint smile.

“I think Chelsea’s point is also valid. Especially since you use the ‘Orb,’ your current method could indeed cause physical problems. The way you output mana puts a lot of stress on your mana pathways and heart.”

“……”

“Of course, that’s just theoretical. I’m here to monitor and manage you, so such issues won’t arise.”

Jamie’s voice was firm as she continued.

“As a third party, I can’t judge who’s right or wrong, but as the person involved, you can make that judgment. Not that I’m telling you what to do, just giving advice as your senior, mentor, and protector.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Jamie Hasellion was truly an enigmatic character. At times, she seemed like a mad scientist, but moments like these showed her depth and wisdom.

Just when I was feeling a bit touched…

“So, can we try a new experiment now?”

“No, we can’t.”


“Aw, come on, just once. We haven’t done one in a while.”

“No means no.”

“But you just said you were grateful. If you’re really grateful, let’s do one experiment.”

“……”

Forget it. The sentiment is canceled. She’s just a crazy magic researcher.

What? Wise? Deep? What a joke.

Never pretend to understand her again, Kang Hyunsoo.

* * *

After the unexpected duel with Chelsea and the profound conversation with Jamie, I returned to my dorm.

Flop!

“Man, I’m so tired.”

What a day, full of unexpected events and incidents.

“Sigh.”

Lying on the bed, I took a deep breath and reviewed the day’s events.

Jamie’s opinions and the context of everything made me reflect a lot.

‘Did Chelsea really give that advice for my sake?’

I didn’t think she was just meddling or acting out of jealousy as Professor Beroen suggested. Still, there were unanswered questions.

‘But why did she…?’

She wasn’t the type to care so much about others, so why did she confront Professor Beroen over this?

Even though it turned into a pride battle, she did stand up for me.


“I feel even more guilty now.”

Thinking that far, I shook my head.

“No, there’s no need to dwell on it.”

We had a proper clash, and I lost spectacularly. Isn’t that enough?

If I meet her again…

“I should clear up any misunderstandings and thank her. We’ll keep seeing each other as Jamie’s disciples, after all.”

I decided to clear things up with Chelsea in our next class.

That was the plan, but…

* * *

“Apologize.”

“What?”

“Apologize to Kamon and me, Professor Beroen.”

What kind of messed-up situation is this?

“…”

The room fell into a stunned silence as everyone processed Chelsea’s bombshell demand. Even Professor Beroen showed no emotion on his face, simply staring at her with cold eyes.

As the silence dragged on, the atmosphere grew heavier.

‘Damn it, why is she escalating things like this?’

Even I was shocked by Chelsea’s sudden move. The other students looked suffocated, exchanging glances or whispering quietly among themselves.

Chelsea’s voice broke the silence, pressing Beroen again.

“Professor?”


“This is quite amusing.”

Finally, Professor Beroen spoke, a faint smile appearing on his face as he looked at Chelsea with sharp eyes.

“I don’t quite understand. What did you just say?”

“I asked you to apologize to Kamon and me.”

“For what exactly?”

Chuckling, Beroen asked, and Chelsea replied with unwavering resolve.

“For the things you said in the last class.”

“And what exactly was that…?”

Bang!

Chelsea placed a thick stack of papers on the desk.

“I wasn’t criticizing Kamon’s methods out of jealousy. These papers contain enough evidence to support my points.”

“…”

The stack was filled with papers, each with notes and highlighted sections.

“You need to apologize to me for dismissing my legitimate critique as jealousy, and to Kamon for…”

“Enough!”

Beroen interrupted her with a scowl, glancing at the papers.

“So, you think waving these papers around will make me acknowledge you?”

“They provide legitimate, logical support for my argument…”

Shaking his head, Beroen called out her name.

“Chelsea Artin.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“This is your final warning. Stop this childish nonsense.”

“…”

His low, threatening tone made Chelsea pause. She bit her lower lip, shaking her head.

“I don’t think my actions are childish.”

“…!”

Her bold declaration left everyone holding their breath.

This was insane. Absolutely insane.

‘Chelsea, what are you doing?’

The character of Chelsea was never one to act like this. In the original story, she would endure unreasonable situations for the sake of her grades.

So why now?

Why is Chelsea standing against the professor and the academy system?

Just then, Beroen nodded and spoke softly.

“Alright, if that’s your choice, I’ll respect it.”

He continued, with a tone that grew darker.

“But let me point out one flaw in your argument…”

His eyes glinted as he looked at Chelsea.

“Those papers won’t help you. The logic you claim is supported by the researchers at the Tower, and their conclusions are validated by the high council above.”

“……”

“Moreover, asserting your opinion in class isn’t how you get acknowledged.”

“No, I…”

“And don’t forget. You’re a student, and I’m an academy professor. Ask anyone about magic, and they’ll say my opinion is the correct one.”

“That’s an appeal to authority fallacy.”

“Maybe so. But that’s how the world works.”

With a casual shrug, Beroen dismissed her argument, making Chelsea’s face twist in frustration.

Then, he continued with a softer voice.

“And now, you must face the consequences of your actions.”

“…?!”

“You won’t be attending my classes anymore. Failing grades are just the beginning.”

Smiling slyly, Beroen looked at the other students.

“And there will be a disciplinary committee. Its purpose will likely be to expel Chelsea Artin from the academy.”

The students murmured in shock.

“What? Expulsion?”

“They’re going to expel her?”

Several students, including Elaine, cried out with pale faces.

“Professor, that’s too much!”

“That’s too harsh!”

Ignoring their protests, Beroen continued.

“The reasons for the disciplinary action are: disrespecting a professor, challenging authority, and displaying distrust in the educational system. Despite several attempts to guide her, her stubbornness makes her unfit for the academy.”

With a smirk, Beroen concluded his explanation and looked at Chelsea.

“Does that seem a fitting consequence for your actions, Chelsea?”

“…”

As if mocking her, Beroen asked while Chelsea stood trembling, her fists clenched tightly.

“Ugh.”

Watching her, I sighed deeply and shook my head.

Chelsea had brought some of this on herself, but Beroen was the real problem.

‘I’m involved too, to some extent.’

Even if it was unintentional, it was a fact.

Besides,

‘If Chelsea really gets expelled, the ripple effects will be disastrous.’

I couldn’t back down now. Steeling myself, I was about to speak up.

“Professor Beroen, this is too…”

But at that moment,

Knock, knock!

Before I could finish, everyone’s attention turned to the door.

And then,

Creak!

The door opened, revealing several people.

First,

“Professor Phelan?”

An old man with a bald head and a white beard, who I recognized as Professor Phelan, and

“And Professor Genjin? Have you recovered?”

“Yes, fortunately.”

Nodding with an awkward smile was Professor Genjin Dayton, whom I had met before.

“Ha ha, you were in class?”

“Uh, yes.”

Laughing heartily, Professor Phelan’s question made Beroen Clarence’s face sour slightly as he nodded.

Unaware of Beroen’s discomfort, Phelan continued with a broad smile.

“Sorry to interrupt, Professor Beroen.”

“It’s fine. But what brings you all here?”

“Well…”

Phelan glanced at the students before whispering something to Beroen.

“…!”

Beroen’s eyes widened in surprise, and his expression showed a hint of panic.

‘What did he say?’

I strained to listen but couldn’t make out their conversation. Then,

‘Huh?’

I noticed Professor Genjin winking at me.

‘What’s going on?’

Confused by the unexpected gesture, I heard a familiar voice.

[Stop looking so dumbfounded.]

‘Master?’

It was Jamie’s voice, but Professor Genjin was the one looking at me.

Could it be?

‘Is that Master?’

Then, he glanced at Chelsea and nodded.

“Sigh.”

Chelsea returned the nod and took a deep breath.

“Thank you for everything, Professor Beroen.”

“Oh, no problem. It was an interesting experience.”

Genjin spoke respectfully, while Beroen replied with a stiff expression.

Then,

Clap, clap!

“Everyone, attention.”

Professor Phelan clapped his hands, drawing the students’ attention.

“Professor Genjin Dayton, who originally taught Intermediate Magic, has recovered and returned. Therefore, Professor Beroen Clarence, who temporarily took over, will return to his original class.”

“…?!”

“Wow, really?”

“Please make sure there’s no confusion, and that the transition goes smoothly. The midterms are next week, so we don’t want to disrupt the students.”

“Understood, Professor.”

“Of course, Professor.”

As the two professors bowed, the students’ attention shifted to one person.

Chelsea Artin, who had just faced the worst situation moments ago.
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The class, which had been a series of confusion and shock, finally ended.

“Wow, today was insane.”

“I thought I was going to die from the suspense.”

“If a novel or a play was structured like this, it would get so much hate. A twist right there… Ugh.”

“Shh! The professor is still here.”

Most of the students were gossiping about what happened between Chelsea and Professor Beroen, but quickly dispersed when they noticed Professor Beroen’s gaze.

I also tried to quietly slip away among them, but…

“Assistant.”

Hearing Professor Beroen’s voice suddenly, I closed my eyes tightly for a moment, then turned my head.

“Yes, Professor.”

“Unfortunately, it ends here for now.”

Like hell it does. I’m just glad to get out of here quickly.

With a faint smile, Professor Beroen spoke, and I barely managed to hide my true feelings and respond.

“Yes, it’s a pity for me too, Professor.”

I put on an exaggerated expression of regret as I said something I didn’t mean at all.

Professor Beroen shook his head slightly and replied shortly.

“But there’s no need to worry. We’ll meet again in Advanced Magic Studies.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’ve worked hard helping me as an assistant. I’ve already spoken to Professor Genjin, so your midterm and final exams will likely be waived.”


“Ah, thank… you.”

I’d truly be grateful if that were the case. But why is this person being so kind to me?

I couldn’t figure out the reason.

As I was lost in such thoughts…

“Next year’s Advanced Magic Studies class should be quite interesting, so you can look forward to it.”

“Ah, yes.”

I nodded roughly, and Professor Beroen murmured in a slightly wistful tone, almost to himself.

“Chelsea has nowhere left to run either.”

What? Suddenly?

Is this guy really involved with Chelsea somehow?

Could it be some kind of ill-fated love?

“Well, see you later. You’ve worked hard, Kamon Vade.”

“Yes, Professor. Take care.”

And so, I managed to part ways with Beroen Clarence, another form of bizarre lunatic.

* * *

“What’s going on?”

“What?”

“Why did Master suddenly become Professor Genjin?”

I immediately sought out Jamie and questioned her about the situation earlier.

She shrugged nonchalantly.


“It just happened.”

“What do you mean it just happened?”

“Why are you getting so worked up?”

Jamie asked with a slight frown, and I shook my head as I replied.

“That’s not what I meant…”

“Do I have to report and proceed with every single thing I do to you, Kamon?”

“No, that’s not it.”

Of course, I had no reason to argue about her disguising and acting as Professor Genjin.

But even so, she could’ve at least given me a heads-up if she was planning or proceeding with something, right?

If the timing had been off by even a bit, I might have ended up bowing down to Professor Beroen.

If that had happened…

‘I could’ve faced serious consequences later on.’

Just imagining it made me shiver, and I looked back at Jamie.

“You could’ve given me a heads-up. I was so startled.”

“Well, your expression was quite a sight.”

Jamie chuckled in response, and I sighed before asking again.

“So, are you really going to continue the Intermediate Magic Studies class?”

“I have to. I promised to.”

“But what if the real Professor Genjin returns?”

“He won’t come back.”


“What?”

“That guy didn’t disappear because of illness, but because of gambling debts. He’s probably holed up somewhere in the north or south by now.”

“…”

I learned more than I wanted to know, but I still couldn’t relax.

Because Jamie taking on the role of teaching students might…

‘Cause even more unexpected variables to arise.’

Of course, I’m not one to talk, having twisted and changed the original storyline so much.

But I’ve tried my best to keep those variables within a controllable range.

‘Phew, it’s not easy.’

At that moment, Jamie looked at me and smiled again.

“Anyway, I’m still your master, Kamon. Nothing’s changed in that regard. And I can keep an eye on the ‘Orb’ too, so isn’t that a good thing?”

“That’s true.”

“But your expression has been oddly annoying. Do you still want to be an assistant? If you want…”

“No, that’s not it.”

I firmly rejected her suggestion, and Jamie nodded as she dismissed me.

“Then it’s settled. You can leave now. We’ll talk more later.”

“Yes, understood.”

“See you in the next class.”

I didn’t add anything more as I greeted her, who was smiling brightly.

Creak, bang!

The moment I closed the door to the lab and stepped outside…

“Huh?”

“…”

I ran into a familiar person right in front of me.

“Chelsea?”

“Is the Master inside?”

Ignoring my greeting, she immediately got to the point. I nodded.

“Yes, she’s inside. I just saw her.”

“…”

Seeing her standing there silently, I couldn’t bring myself to say anything and just stood there as well.

‘Sigh, this atmosphere is a bit awkward.’

“…”

Of course, the silence wasn’t just because I had nothing to say.

I had planned to thank Chelsea and clear up the misunderstanding that arose back then…

‘But standing here like this, it’s hard to start a conversation.’

Then…

“Could you move aside?”

“Huh?”

“Don’t just stand there blocking the door, move aside.”

“Oh, sorry.”

At Chelsea’s words, I quickly stepped aside.

She then headed straight into Jamie’s lab.

‘Damn it, what are you hesitating for? Just say it. How hard can it be to talk!’

“Uh, Chelsea.”

“…?”

As Chelsea turned to look at me, I scratched the back of my head awkwardly and forced a smile.

“Thanks for that time.”

“What?”

“For advising me and for telling Professor Beroen to apologize. I appreciate both.”

“…”

Chelsea stared at me indifferently without responding to my sudden gratitude, so I hurriedly continued.

“And about the duel last time. I wanted to clear up some…”

“Enough, I don’t want to hear about it.”

“Huh?”

“I’ll see you later.”

With that, she cut me off and entered Jamie’s lab without listening to another word.

‘What’s with her?’

I stood there blankly, thinking about Chelsea’s abrupt behavior.

* * *

The shocking news of the confrontation between Chelsea and Professor Beroen spread like wildfire among a few students.

However, it wasn’t a topic that all students at the academy would be interested in, so the rumor soon disappeared without a trace, swallowed by other bigger waves.

“Hey, did you hear?”

“Huh?”

“They say the new dean is going to be the leader of the Galaxy Knights.”

“Come on, that rumor was debunked ages ago. Why are you still talking about it?”

“What? I just heard it…”

“Man, you’re so slow. Reliable sources say that one of the current Seven Table members is going to take the position.”

“What? Seven Table?”

Yes, the hottest topic right now was who would take the dean position at Flance Imperial Academy, left vacant by Dean Elmon’s resignation.

Because of this, all sorts of rumors and fake news were rampant, and students gossiped daily about the likely candidates for the new dean.

“Wow, everyone’s excited, aren’t they?”

Elliot muttered, shaking his head as he sipped his drink at Lupinus Cafe.

“Why, it’s an interesting topic. Haven’t you heard anything, senior?”

“Me? Not really. Bren, how about you?”

“I haven’t either. I don’t meet many people besides those here.”

At Bren’s casual response, Lois chuckled and muttered.

“He says he has no friends, but he’s the star of the Tea Time Club…”

“I’m serious. I’ve been studying so much I haven’t been meeting people.”

Bren waved his hands in embarrassment, and Elliot immediately reacted.

“What? Studying? There’s still a traitor engaging in such a shameful act. Lois, it’s time for re-education.”

“Yes, senior!”

The two approached Bren with eager expressions.

“Oh, don’t come closer. Don’t come! Aah, stop!”

Bren resisted until the end, but soon he was mercilessly tickled by the two.

“Kamon, help! Aah! It tickles! Stop it!”

Bren’s plea for help made me chuckle and shake my head.

“Aren’t you guys tired of this?”

“Not at all, every day is new and fun!”

“Right. Kamon, do you want to join in?”

“No, I’ll pass.”

Elliot and Lois were wholeheartedly focused on tormenting Bren.

Sorry, Bren. Looks like I can’t help you.

After a while, they seemed exhausted and returned to their seats, sighing deeply.

“Phew, Kamon, have you heard anything?”

“About what?”

“About the new dean.”

Ah, the new dean.

I know all about that.

Despite all the rumors and speculation, most of them were baseless or fake news.

If things don’t deviate from what I know from the original story…

‘An entirely unexpected person will take that position.’

Who would have guessed that one of the Tri-Color Mages would become the new dean?

But I shrugged and pretended not to know.

“Well, I don’t really know.”

At my answer, Elliot turned to Lois and continued questioning.

“Really? Lois, have you heard anything?”

“I heard they’re considering internal promotion.”

“Internal promotion?”

“Yes, they say Professor Phelan, the head of Magic Studies, or Everett, the senior advisor of Swordsmanship, are strong candidates.”

Right.

As Lois said, there were rumors about promoting someone internally within the academy for the dean position.

Professor Phelan had been summoning many Magic Studies professors recently, causing a lot of trouble, according to my master.

‘Well, isn’t that a disaster you brought upon yourself, master?’

I thought to myself, feeling somewhat amused by Jamie’s suffering.

But no matter how much they bicker among themselves, when the board suddenly introduces an external candidate like the Red Mage Beatrice, the game will be over…

‘No need to worry about it.’

To me, the topic of the new dean was trivial.

What I should focus on more was…

‘Staying quiet, unnoticed, and avoiding any attention.’

This was a resolution I had firmly made after the duel with Chelsea, or rather, after that eye-level education.

The main story and problems within the novel will be solved by the protagonist and his party.

I just need to stay quietly in the academy, waiting for the protagonist Kyle to save the world.

‘Let’s return to the original plan, Kang Hyunsoo.’

As I was calming myself and preparing for a better future, Bren spoke up.

“Wow, if it’s Professor Phelan and Professor Everett… aren’t they complete opposites?”

“Right, they’ve been known as arch-rivals since way back. But now they’re clashing again. Is this fate?”

Elliot responded, and Lois nodded as well.

“Nothing’s certain yet, but if both are vying for the dean position, things will be quite chaotic for a while.”

As they continued their conversation, Elliot suddenly looked at me and asked.

“Kamon, wouldn’t it be good for you if Professor Phelan became the new dean?”

“Huh? Why?”

“Well, you’re in the same department, and he’s been supporting you. If he becomes the dean, you’d be the crown prince of this place…”

“Stop talking nonsense, Elliot.”

Annoyed, I frowned, but Elliot protested.

“Why, did I say something wrong?”

“Ha, the crown prince of the Flance Imperial Academy. That’s funny.”

“Yeah, the crown prince of Flance Imperial Academy. Not bad.”

Bren and Lois joined in, teasing me about Elliot’s words.

Crown prince, my foot.

I just resolved a few seconds ago to stay quiet and unnoticed.

“If you guys keep talking nonsense, I’ll… No, I’ll just leave.”

Screech!

I got up from my seat, frowning, but…

“It’s a joke, just a joke. Why so serious, Kamon?”

“Yeah, Kamon, don’t get mad. It was just a joke.”

“Haha, the crown prince is angry.”

Their teasing continued without pause.
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Chapter 101

Finally, the midterms were over.

Professor Genjin (Jamie), who had taken over Intermediate Magic Studies from Professor Beroen, surprisingly maintained the original assignment requirements with a rather lenient standard.

Thanks to this, most students, including Chelsea, were able to score high marks, and I, of course, passed the exam with an ‘A’ since it was waived for me.

‘There’ll be no mercy for the finals.’

If not for Jamie’s warning, it would have been considered the best class ever…

Of course, I managed to pass my other classes without any significant difficulties.

Except for one.

“Here I come, Kamon!”

Swordsmanship class, where I continued to be paired with Kyle, was the only exception.

“Everyone, get ready.”

The midterm for Swordsmanship was a simple sparring match.

“Remember, losing three clean hits means defeat. Receiving five valid hits also means defeat.”

Despite the absurd difficulty, I repeatedly requested a change of partner, but Professor Serian, who was in charge of the class, was relentless under any circumstances.

‘If your skills are lacking, you just need to grow through practice and training.’

Spewing nonsensical, old-fashioned rhetoric about effort and perseverance, she maintained my partnership with the overpowered Kyle.

As a result…

Wham!

“Beep, match over.”

Kyle, who retrieved the sword he had placed on my shoulder, smiled brightly.


“Too bad, Kamon.”

Too bad my foot.

He just beat me one-sidedly…

Not even a minute had passed, and I had already allowed three clean hits.

This class was definitely going to be an ‘F’. A failing grade.

Fortunately, failing one subject this semester wouldn’t put me at risk of expulsion from the academy like before.

But that didn’t mean I could relax.

It was best to avoid receiving such poor grades whenever possible.

Flance Imperial Academy, having passed the midterm season without major issues, seemed peaceful and calm on the surface.

Of course, it felt that way only because significant events like the student council election and the attack incident happened in quick succession at the beginning of the semester. Internally, there was still some chaos.

“Did you hear? Professor Everett summoned all the Swordsmanship and Knight Studies professors the other day.”

“Really? I heard Professor Phelan sent a memo to all the Magic Studies professors yesterday…”

Just like the passing students’ conversations, influential professors with power and authority were engaged in intense psychological warfare, vying for the vacant dean position.

For those uninvolved, this might be entertaining and could be consumed as content.

But not everyone felt that way.

“Kaaamooon.”

“…What is it?”

The new student council president, Cecilia, suddenly called out to me with a heavily furrowed brow, whining my name.

“Aren’t you really going to join the student council? Can’t you please join? I’m begging you.”

“I’m sorry.”


“Ah, pleaseee.”

Seeing Cecilia slump weakly, I shook my head and asked.

“Are you having a hard time?”

“Yes, it’s hard. No, it’s more than hard; it feels like I’m going to die.”

As if a dam had broken, Cecilia began to pour out all her pent-up frustrations.

“Every day is like hell. While managing things is difficult, it’s better than the students causing trouble. Why do the professors seem so eager to devour each other? Some students are getting anxious, and we’re even getting pressure from outside.”

Indeed, the current internal situation at the academy was a bit much for the new student council president to handle alone.

But what could she do?

“Well, isn’t that the role and duty of the student council president?”

You chose to be the student council president.

Just grit your teeth and endure, Cecilia.

“Aaaah, Kamon. Please join the student council even now. I’ll treat you really well.”

“Thank you, but I’ll pass.”

Despite her desperate attempts to seduce me, I firmly declined.

‘Why would I willingly step into that pit?’

I just want to live quietly and peacefully as an ordinary student.

Seeing my resolute refusal, Cecilia sighed deeply, looking extremely disappointed.

“Phew, if I had known it would be like this, I should have withdrawn my candidacy. Thanks to someone, I became the student council president.”

“What do you mean by that? You’re not blaming me, are you?”

“No, not blaming. It’s just that since we’re in the same boat, we should help each other…”


“Why don’t you first reflect on who was so eager to become the student council president?”

“What I meant is… I’m just saying.”

Looking regretful, Cecilia continued, swinging her feet despondently.

“I’m really struggling. The professors, the students, and some troublemakers are taking advantage of this chaos to cause even more trouble.”

“Troublemakers?”

“Yes. Some students with monster-like names are causing a lot of trouble, bullying other students, especially those from commoner backgrounds. It’s a real headache.”

Monster-like names?

That sounds familiar…

No way, could it be?

“Are their names Sol, Mork, and Crollin by any chance?”

“Huh? How did you know, Kamon?”

“…”

How could I not know?

If I don’t know them well, who would?

Are those bastards still causing trouble?

They’ve been quiet for a while…

‘Well, if I run into them later, I’ll deal with them properly.’

I had no need or obligation to get involved.

But I’m not such a nice person to let go of those who gave me my first bad experiences and memories in this world.

Just wait and see.

“Is that why you called me? To complain?”

“No, why do you sound so bitter? Just have some tea before you go. I got some good tea leaves recently.”

Seeing Cecilia smiling brightly as she spoke, I shook my head.

“No, it’s fine. I’ll have tea next time.”

“Oh no, you have to have tea. As the student council president, I command you!”

Forcing me onto the sofa with her authority as the student council president, Cecilia hummed a tune as she took out the tea leaves and teacups.

“…”

I silently watched her for a moment before slowly shifting my gaze to look around.

This student council room, prepared for the academy’s student council president, was quite luxurious and splendid.

The furniture, the arrangement, the position of the windows, and even the amount of sunlight coming in.

It seemed like they paid attention to every small detail.

Though it wasn’t the best, it was good enough to make me think it was a really nice place.

‘It must be because all the past presidents were influential people.’

Usually, those who served as student council presidents were either exceptionally talented or from prestigious families.

Zhoooosh!

Soon, a refreshing aroma filled the entire student council room as Cecilia poured the brewed tea.

“Have a drink, Kamon.”

“Thank you, I will.”

As I sipped the tea Cecilia had prepared, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

‘The student council room can’t be used solely by the president…’

At that moment.

Bang!

“President Cecilia. Are you really so idle… Oh? Why are you here?”

The door swung open roughly, and Rosen Ravenia, the newly appointed vice president of the academy, appeared.

* * *

“…Do well from now on, got it?”

“We’re not bad people. Let’s just get along. You understand?”

“Yes, yes.”

Two figures spoke harshly, almost threateningly, as they surrounded terrified students.

“Hey, stop it now and let them go before they start crying.”

Sol Crensh, who had been watching from the back, spoke up.

At his words, Mork and Crollin took a step back and spat on the ground.

“You heard him? Get lost!”

“Unless you want to get beaten up.”

“Eek!”

The student surrounded by the two screamed and quickly ran away through the path they cleared.

As they laughed at the fleeing student, Mork and Crollin turned to Sol Crensh.

“That guy won’t snitch on us, right?”

“What if he does? There’s nothing he can do anyway.”

“Still, just in case. Are we really okay?”

At Crollin’s worried words, Sol Crensh, who had been silent, nodded.

“Yeah, no problem. No one can touch us now.”

He smiled slyly, recalling the recent events.

* * *

“Keep causing trouble.”

“Pardon? What do you mean…”

“Keep causing trouble like you have been. Bully the kids, create discord, you know the drill.”

Diana Fren spoke in a cold tone, and Sol Crensh responded cautiously.

“That’s not hard, but why suddenly?”

“Oh, and make sure to give Kamon a hard time too.”

“Kamon?”

“What’s with that face? Are you saying you can’t handle Kamon Vade? Was the bravado you showed when you brought me those photos just an act?”

“No, it’s not that…”

Sol Crensh hesitated before continuing with a determined expression.

“We have some dirt on us that Kamon knows about.”

“Dirt?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“Excuse me?”

“Does that mean you can’t give Kamon a hard time?”

As Diana muttered in confusion, Mork and Crollin hurriedly spoke up.

“If Kamon exposes it, we’ll be in big trouble.”

“Yes, our entire family could be at risk…”

Sol Crensh shouted, trying to stop the two from speaking further.

“Enough!”

“Oh, so he has dirt on your family?”

But Diana had already grasped the situation and nodded.

‘Damn. These idiots. Why don’t they just wear a sign saying “this is my weakness” on their heads?’

Silently cursing Mork and Crollin, Sol Crensh frowned.

Then, Diana chuckled and spoke.

“Then it’s simple to solve.”

“…?”

“Tell me what the dirt is. If I can, I’ll take care of it for you.”

At her words, Mork and Crollin reacted again.

“Really?”

“Are you serious?”

“Mork, Crollin!”

Sol Crensh tried to stop them quickly, but their eyes were already fixed on Diana.

“And of course. I have no reason to lie to you.”

She nodded and looked at Sol Crensh, Mork, and Crollin with a sly smile.

“But from now on, you must do exactly as I say. Understand?”

______________
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After a long time, I ran into Rosen Ravenia, who seemed more amicable than expected. Or rather, it seemed like she was being a bit more cautious?

“Long time no see, Kamon junior. Were you talking with our President Cesil?”

Last time, Rosen Ravenia had exchanged all sorts of harsh words with Lady Cecilia, ready to kill each other. But now, she was acting all friendly, calling her “our Cesil.”

Impressed by her quick adaptability, I nodded lightly and stood up.

“I was just about to leave.”

Screech!

“What? Kamon, there’s still some tea left.”

“I’ll come back and finish it next time. Thank you, President. I’ll take my leave now.”

“Alright. Goodbye, Kamon.”

“See you next time, Kamon junior.”

After leaving the student council room, I walked down the building’s corridor, heading towards the Lupinus Café.

Then suddenly.

Boom!

A distant sound of something breaking echoed.

“Hmm?”

I turned my head at the sudden loud noise.

Crash, thud, bang!

One of the windows in the hallway shattered, and a large shadow flew in front of me.

“What, what the hell!”


Startled, I quickly backed away and took a defensive stance.

“Urgh.”

The figure writhing on the floor soon stood up and locked eyes with me.

“Ka-Kamon?!”

“…?”

It was a big guy, looking very surprised to see me.

Why is he looking at me like that? I’m the one who’s surprised here.

Clack!

“Huff, I really sent him flying far.”

The burly student shouted at the sly-looking male student who appeared through the broken window.

“You coward! Attacking suddenly with magic and then sending me to Kamon Vade?!”

“What? Oh, Ka… Kamon?”

I had no idea what was happening. These guys, who I didn’t even recognize, were staring at me with shock and fear in their eyes.

‘You guys are the ones who suddenly appeared. Why are you looking at me like that!’

While I was thinking about the absurdity of the situation, the burly student moved quickly.

“Die!”

“Whoa!”

The sly student, startled by the sudden attack, tried to dodge but tripped.

And then.

Thud!


He fell flat on the hallway floor.

“Serves you right, you damn mage.”

“You bastard…!”

At the same time, the sly student quickly cast a spell, and a red hammer appeared, striking the burly student on the back of his head.

Whack!

“Argh!”

The burly student, hit by the unexpected attack, fell forward.

Right onto the sly student who was already lying on the floor.

“No, no. Ugh!”

Pinned under the big student, the sly one struggled a few times before going quiet.

“…”

What the hell is this?

The whole thing happened so quickly that I couldn’t react or intervene in time.

Looking at the two unconscious students, I thought.

‘It looks like a proper fight between the swordsmanship and magic departments…’

Even so, how can they have a one-on-one fight in the academy like this?

Cecilia was right about having trouble managing the students. It’s really a mess.

‘Well, if the higher-ups are clean, the lower ones will be too.’

Even the professors are constantly bickering and criticizing each other, so it’s no surprise that the young and hot-headed students are influenced by it.

“You guys have it tough too.”


I muttered while squatting and looking at the two unconscious students. Just then, I heard a commotion from the end of the hallway.

“Hey, what’s that noise?”

“Looks like a fight broke out.”

“Look over there. It’s that way.”

“Whoa, the windows are all broken.”

Students quickly gathered, shouting noisily.

‘Oh, shit.’

Seeing the crowd, I could instantly predict how this situation would bring trouble for me.

‘I can’t let that happen.’

Clack!

Thinking quickly, I decided to escape the scene as fast as possible, avoiding the students’ eyes.

However.

“Oh, Kamon?”

“Ka-Kamon is here.”

Ah, damn it!

Some students who arrived faster than I expected recognized me and murmured.

“What? Did Kamon do this?”

“Two students are knocked out. Someone, call for help.”

“All the windows are smashed.”

“Is Kamon back at it again?”

As rumors spread rapidly, I frowned.

Whistle!

A loud whistle blew from somewhere, and I saw guards running toward us.

“Guards! The guards are here.”

“Over here. It’s this way!”

“Students are injured!”

As the students urgently called out, I felt a cold sweat run down my back.

‘Is this really happening?’

In a situation where all sorts of accusations were about to be thrown at me, I didn’t hesitate any longer.

“Move!”

I pushed through the students blocking my way and started running quickly.

Then, from behind.

“Don’t let him get away! We can’t let this slide this time!”

It seemed like this wasn’t the first time such a situation had occurred. The guards quickly began chasing me, and I had to grit my teeth and push harder.

“Damn it, what the hell is this!”

* * *

“Hahaha. So, you ran away like crazy and ended up here?”

“Wow, Kamon. That’s impressive. How do you always get into such situations? Haha.”

“At least you didn’t get caught.”

Listening to my story, Elliot and Lois couldn’t hold back their laughter, while Bren was the only one who looked worried.

“Huff.”

Running like mad after a long time had left me breathless, and I struggled to catch my breath.

“Don’t laugh, guys. I really almost got in trouble.”

“Haha. It’s just too funny. How do you always get tangled up in these things?”

“Yeah, it’s like the world is out to get you.”

Ignoring their laughter, I muttered with a straight face.

“Yeah, go ahead and keep laughing. As long as you can handle the consequences later…”

“Haha. I mean, the situation is funny, not you, Kamon. Don’t get me wrong.”

“Y-Yeah, same here!”

Watching them struggle to suppress their laughter, I sighed deeply and shook my head.

“Sigh.”

Just then, Bren handed me a drink.

“Kamon, here. Have a drink first. It’s grapefruit juice.”

“Ah, thanks, Bren.”

I gulped down the grapefruit juice.

“Ahh, that feels better.”

I had been incredibly thirsty after running so hard for the first time in a while.

Drinking the refreshing juice, I felt a bit relieved from the frustration and absurdity I had felt earlier.

Damn, getting caught up in such ridiculous trouble.

Shaking my head again, I shivered at the world’s absurdities.

Just then, Bren spoke up.

“So, did the student council say anything?”

“Huh? The student council?”

“You went to the student council? Why? Did my sister call you?”

Elliot and Lois tilted their heads, asking questions.

I nodded lightly and put down the empty drink cup.

“Yeah, I went because the president called me. Oh, and Rosen senior was there too.”

“R-Rosen senior?”

“Oh, really? Rosen was there? Well, she is the vice president, so it’s normal for her to be there. So, Kamon, did you ask her about Lois?”

Lois, taken aback by the unexpected answer, stammered, and Elliot, with a playful expression, muttered.

“Oh, right. Damn, I forgot. I should have asked about that. Both of them are connected to Lois anyway.”

“Co-Connected? What do you mean? Stop it, it’s not funny.”

“Stop it? No way. Kamon, tell us. What interesting stories did you hear at the student council?”

Ignoring Lois’s protest, Elliot looked at me with a mischievous smile and asked.

I shrugged and answered.

“Well, nothing particularly interesting. Just had some tea and chatted a bit.”

“About what?”

“About the recent incidents and disturbances at the academy.”

“Huh? Incidents? Disturbances?”

“Like the one you just experienced, Kamon?”

Elliot’s follow-up question was met with a slightly aggressive tone from Lois.

“Yeah, that’s right. Like that.”

I nodded lightly and glanced at Bren.

“Bren, have you run into those guys recently?”

“Huh? Me? Who?”

“Those guys who threatened you. Have they approached you or anything?”

“Oh.”

Bren nodded, understanding who I was referring to.

“No, I haven’t seen them since then. But I’ve heard a lot of rumors lately.”

“Who? Who are you talking about?”

“Those troublemakers. Sol, Mork, Crollin.”

As I answered, Lois nodded.

“Oh, them? I’ve heard a lot about them lately. They’re constantly bullying others. Especially targeting commoners and low-ranking nobles.”

“Really? Why am I hearing about this for the first time?”

Elliot tilted his head in confusion, and Lois quickly responded.

“Well, maybe it’s because you don’t care much about others and don’t have many friends.”

“Haha, I guess you’re right, Lois.”

“Of course, I know you well…”

“No, it’s because you’re an idiot!”

“Ouch, wait a minute. That hurts!”

Watching Elliot grab Lois by the neck, Bren chuckled and muttered.

“Ah, why are you guys fighting again? Just stop.”

I watched them in silence, deep in thought.

‘Not just what happened earlier, but those Monster Trio guys too.’

The chaos spreading in Flance Imperial Academy seemed more serious and widespread than I thought.

But then again.

‘Who cares?’

It’s not like it has anything to do with me.

As long as I don’t get caught up in it like today.

‘Just stay out of trouble and keep a low profile.’

The same went for the Monster Trio.

As long as they didn’t directly mess with me, I’d leave them alone.

There was no point wasting energy on those guys.

…But that thought didn’t last long.
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“Hey, you wanna die? How dare a commoner look me in the eye?”

“How much money do you have?”

“What are you looking at, you crazy bastard!”

With Diana Fren backing them, the Monster Trio—Sol, Crollin, and Mork—began to run wild, indiscriminately bullying commoner students at the academy.

Of course, sometimes:

“Hey, the last dean was a summoner, so shouldn’t the new one be someone from the martial arts side?”

“Come on, the mainstream is magic. Using your brain is better than using brute force!”

They went around stirring up trouble between the swordsmanship and magic departments, which were already having subtle tensions over the appointment of the new dean.

Naturally, there were those who formally protested or stood up to them.

“Hey, you guys. Don’t you think you’re going too far?”

“Cut it out. I’m still your senior by quite a bit.”

But the Monster Trio, upon facing such resistance, would just smirk and drag them aside.

“Oh, senior. We were a bit thoughtless. Here, would you accept this?”

“What, you think we’re wrong? Let’s have a little chat then.”

With a bit of help supported by Diana Fren, they easily handled the situation. Their typical method was to pick fights randomly, cursing and acting tough.

“What’s your problem, wanna die?”

“Hey. You’re a commoner, right? Who told you to look around like that?”

“What’s with that face? You wanna get hit? Don’t go whining behind my back, come face me if you want. What, you wanna try?”

Their rampage soon spread like a storm throughout the academy, making their notoriety known.


“Huh, Kamon has been quiet lately, and now these nobodies are acting up.”

“Yeah, at least Kamon Vade didn’t pick fights for no reason. As long as you didn’t mess with him, you were fine.”

“It’s really unbearable these days. They aren’t even afraid of punishments, just running wild.”

“Why aren’t the professors and the student council doing anything? Why aren’t they properly punishing or restraining them?”

“They tried several times, but the administrative processing keeps getting delayed. I guess it’s because the dean isn’t around.”

“The entire academy’s administration is paralyzed just because one person is missing? Wow, this place is really something.”

As the students’ dissatisfaction grew, their resentment began to extend beyond the Monster Trio to the Flance Imperial Academy itself. And behind all this chaos was one person.

“How’s the current atmosphere?”

Diana Fren, sitting with her legs crossed, asked in a leisurely voice. Her butler, Clark, immediately responded.

“It’s not good. The students are looking increasingly discontent. If any incident triggers it, it seems like things could explode any moment.”

“Good, not bad. Keep things going as they are. Report any peculiarities immediately.”

“Yes, miss.”

Taking her eyes off the nodding Clark, Diana Fren looked out at the academy with deep, sunken eyes. A merchant always seeks the optimal market and moves according to the scent of money. She saw the strange tension and atmosphere around the new dean as an environment that could be most advantageous to her.

‘I need to ensure the person I support becomes the new dean.’

The previous dean, Elmon Dracus, had been in his position long before she enrolled, making it hard for her to exert any influence. But the new dean was different.

‘I can exert influence from the start. Especially since no one can resist the temptation of gold.’

As students’ discontent grew, the chaos and confusion within the academy would accelerate. Once it reached a tipping point,

‘The Flance Imperial Academy will become a market I can monopolize.’

Therefore, the current chaos in the academy was the perfect timing for Diana Fren, who had been lying low and waiting for an opportunity.

“Keep an eye on Elliot and Kamon as well, and report back.”


“Understood.”

Of course, she didn’t forget to monitor those who could pose the greatest threat to her.

* * *

“…Really, it’s not true. I didn’t do it.”

“Yes, understood. We just asked for some basic information, so don’t worry and head back now.”

Caught in an absurd accusation last time, I ended up being taken to the guards for questioning. Thankfully, with a few witnesses who saw everything from start to finish, I managed to get through it without major issues.

‘I must be extra cautious, avoid as much as possible.’

Believing that all the world’s misfortune was descending upon me, I decided to minimize my movements around the academy. Even if I had to go out, I moved very cautiously.

Thanks to my constant vigilance, I fortunately avoided any trouble for a few days after that incident. However, the chaos within the academy didn’t disappear.

‘Problems keep arising and the noise continues. No, it’s getting worse.’

It didn’t make sense that the entire academy was shaken just because the dean’s position was vacant.

‘No matter how chaotic it is, does this even make sense?’

There was a similar storyline in the original work. After Dean Elmon’s voluntary resignation, several ambitious professors moved to seize the vacant position, causing chaos and incidents at the Flance Imperial Academy for a while. However, it was described in just a few lines, not even a full page in the novel.

“But seeing it in reality, it’s much more severe.”

Muttering while shaking my head, I could realize that Lady Cecilia’s complaints were not unfounded.

But still.

“Enough. It’s not related to me anyway. Just keep a low profile until the chaos settles down.”

Taking my previous resolution a step further, I decided to be even more restrained during this period.

Then came the regular check-up.

“All done. There’s no issue today either.”


“Thank you, professor.”

After visiting Professor Genjin’s office and receiving a clean bill of health, I bowed slightly to Jamie.

Now teaching intermediate magic and having her own office, Jamie mostly called me to this place instead of her personal lab. The obvious reason was:

– It’s more natural for a student to have a one-on-one meeting with a professor in their office than wandering around suspicious places and running into others, don’t you think?

Who could escape the sight of the Yellow Mage around her personal research lab anyway?

‘I think she just finds it bothersome to call me to her lab.’

But if that’s the reason, I had no choice but to comply as someone powerless.

Organizing my thoughts, I bowed politely to Jamie.

“See you next time.”

“Alright, it’s getting late, so be careful on your way back.”

“Yes, professor.”

Having finished all my appointments, I started heading towards the dormitory with a light step.

Then suddenly.

“Hey, Kamon!”

“…?”

Coming towards me with familiar, friendly faces were none other than the infamous Monster Trio.

‘Is today the day?’

For the past few days, everything had been so peaceful. But it seemed that the world’s misfortune was starting to operate again.

“Wow, you look good.”

“Well, midterms are over, so you must be feeling relaxed.”

As the trio approached with their cocky attitudes, I couldn’t help but shake my head inwardly.

“Sigh.”

Did these guys really not learn their lesson after everything that happened before?

“What’s going on all of a sudden?”

I asked coldly, and Sol Crensh answered with a smirk.

“Oh, come on. Why so cold between us?”

“What do you mean ‘between us’?”

“Wow, that’s harsh. But we’re blood brothers, aren’t we? Not in a good way, though.”

What? Blood brothers? That’s nonsense, even a passing dog would laugh.

“Are you guys picking a fight with me right now?”

“Whoa, look at him acting tough. So scary.”

“Hahaha, this idiot is trying to set the mood again.”

Mork and Crollin, standing on either side, snickered and jeered.

“Sigh…”

Letting out a deep sigh, I chuckled at the absurdity of the situation.

“Do you think you can handle this?”

The Monster Trio started laughing again at my question.

“What? Handle? Are you trying to threaten us with our family again? Or maybe our grades? But guess what?”

Their expressions turned grim as they spoke in a menacing tone.

“Those weaknesses don’t matter anymore. And Kamon, you’re not even an assistant anymore.”

What? Their weaknesses don’t matter anymore? The reason I was able to handle the Monster Trio so easily was because I knew their secrets. If those were useless now, it meant they somehow erased their past or got rid of the evidence.

‘Tch, this is getting annoying.’

But it didn’t matter much. It was a shame that the easiest and fastest method was gone, but it wasn’t a reason to be flustered or surprised.

“So, what now, Kamon? As a commoner, you can’t even hit a noble.”

“That’s right. Maybe you should start acting like a commoner and keep your head down. What do you think, Kamon?”

“Hey, stop it. He might cry.”

Still mocking and ridiculing me, I couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

“Ha, seriously.”

“Are you laughing? Did you just laugh?”

Sol Crensh’s expression twisted in disbelief as he asked, and I felt a sense of déjà vu. This felt eerily familiar. Hadn’t something like this happened before? Well, it didn’t matter.

I had a method to subdue them quickly and easily.

“Bind!”

As I cast the binding spell, the Monster Trio was immediately immobilized.

“Wh-what?”

“What’s going on?”

“Hey, are you crazy? We’re nobles. You’re just a lowly commoner…”

Seeing their flustered expressions, I smirked and replied.

“They say a commoner can’t hit a noble, right?”

“That’s right, Kamon. You have no leverage and you’re not an assistant anymore. If you hit us or cause trouble now, don’t think you’ll get away with it.”

The Monster Trio glared at me with a hint of fear in their eyes, trying to threaten me. I nodded in agreement.

“You’re right. A regular commoner can’t hit a noble.”

“Hahaha, that’s right, Kamon. Now release us…”

“But what if I’m part of the student council?”

“What?”

Their eyes widened in shock, and a bright smile from Lady Cecilia flashed through my mind.

‘Damn, I really didn’t want to use this.’

But given the situation, I had no choice.

“I found out that the student council has the authority to discipline and regulate students who break the rules.”

Crack.

“So, today, you’re getting a beating.”

That’s right. Fists were the simplest and most effective form of persuasion.

“W-wait, Kamon, calm… ugh!”

“Clench your teeth.”

Whoosh, wham!

“Aaaargh!”
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The Monster Trio, covered in bruises, were now kneeling obediently in front of me.

“We… we’re sorry.”

“We… we were short-sighted.”

Seeing their swollen faces, I couldn’t help but chuckle as I snapped my fingers.

Soon.

Whoosh!

Using a spell I learned from Professor Beroen, a massive fireball appeared, floating in the air.

“So, who wants to go first?”

“Huh?”

“You said you’re sorry, right? You said you were short-sighted, right? Then you have to pay the price.”

Smiling slyly, I continued, staring at the massive fireball.

“If you can kneel in this fire for at least one minute without screaming, I’ll forgive you. How’s that? Not too bad, right?”

“……!”

Their eyes shook violently, filled with fear and terror at my threat—something Kamon Vade would likely say.

‘Of course, it’s not a real fireball.’

It was a huge fireball created with illusion magic, but they didn’t know that. Trembling at the sight, I spoke again.

“What’s wrong? Don’t like it? Then why do you keep picking fights with me?”

“We… we’re sorry.”

“Sigh, forget it. So, who put you up to this?”


“Huh?”

“Who told you to pull this crap?”

It made no sense for these guys, who had been crushed by me numerous times, to just openly come and pick a fight. Even if they were idiotic, third-rate extras without any brains, they weren’t complete monsters.

‘There must be someone behind this.’

If I had to guess, the likely candidates would be…

‘Princess Francia or Diana Fren?’

But Princess Francia had no reason to cause chaos at the Imperial Academy or let these guys run wild. Using the process of elimination, the only likely person left was Diana.

“Well, are you going to talk or not?”

“Uh, no. That is…”

“It seems like there’s some misunderstanding.”

“Yeah, we didn’t receive any orders from anyone.”

Despite my repeated questioning, they didn’t give me a straight answer, so I nodded.

“You want to keep your secrets? How admirable. Alright.”

Whoosh!

The fireball split into three.

“It’s not one minute now; it’s over five minutes. Let’s begin.”

The blazing fireballs slowly approached them, and one of the Monster Trio opened his mouth in a hurry.

“Well, actually—”

“Mork!”

With Sol Crensh’s stern shout, Mork clamped his mouth shut.


“Oh, so that’s how it is?”

I smiled at them, nodding.

“Seems like the fireballs aren’t enough. How about I create some lava?”

I whispered, leaning close to them, and they gulped nervously.

Then.

Whoosh!

“Aaaah!”

The fireball seemingly burnt Sol Crensh intensely.

“You couldn’t even last a second.”

Of course, I added a bit of stinging magic to make them feel some pain, though it was just an illusion.

Tap, whoosh!

As the flames around Sol Crensh disappeared, he looked at me with a dazed expression. He screamed loudly, but didn’t actually feel any pain or heat, leaving him bewildered.

“So, will you keep your secrets?”

Watching Sol Crensh suffer, Mork and Crollin quickly opened their mouths in a panic.

“We’ll tell you.”

“The person who ordered us to do this is…”

Just as I was about to learn the identity of the mastermind behind all this, an unexpected voice came from behind.

“Kamon?”

Turning around, I saw someone I didn’t particularly want to see.

‘Kyle, why are you here?’


With a slightly hardened expression, the protagonist of the original story, Kyle, approached and spoke.

“Kamon, what are you doing here? And what happened to them?”

Seeing the Monster Trio covered in bruises, Kyle looked back and forth between me and them.

Then.

“Kamon, did you beat them up?”

“……”

Kyle’s meddling annoyed me to no end.

‘Damn it, why do you have to show up now? Couldn’t you have come a bit later, after I got the information?’

My voice came out sharply in frustration.

“Kyle, stop meddling and go. I don’t have time for you right now.”

“What?”

“Just go. And you guys, talk. Who’s behind this? Is it Diana—”

“Wait, Kamon.”

Kyle interrupted me again, and I shouted, frowning.

“Seriously!”

“No, listen to me.”

Looking around quickly, Kyle approached and lowered his voice.

“This isn’t the right way.”

“Kyle, you—”

“If you get caught beating them here, it could cause problems.”

“What?”

“You were taken to the guards recently, right? If you want to do this, take them to the training ground and do it legally. If someone gets hurt during training, there won’t be any punishment.”

“……?”

Wait, what?

Is he seriously suggesting I use ‘legal’ violence?

The protagonist of the novel, Kyle Perrion?

Then Kyle squatted down and looked the Monster Trio in the eyes.

“You guys look pretty bad.”

“Get your dirty hands off me, you filthy commoner.”

Mork growled, spitting curses, but Kyle just smiled and shook his head.

“Hmm? I’m not a commoner. I received the rank of junior knight.”

“Junior knight or commoner, you’re all the same trash. Nobodies without any roots.”

“Hmm, I’m not rootless…”

Kyle’s words had no effect on Mork’s insults, as he continued smiling.

Then Kyle stood up and whispered to me.

“Kamon, let’s take them to the training ground together. I’ll help you.”

“……”

Watching Kyle wink at me, I stared at him in a daze.

‘What’s with you? Why are you acting like this?’

Seeing Kyle planning something bad was creepy. In the original story, Kyle was a hero who couldn’t tolerate injustice. But now…

‘Sigh, I really don’t know what’s going on anymore.’

Letting out a short sigh, I decided to stop thinking too deeply.

‘Enough. If I get tangled up with Kyle again, things might get more complicated. It’s better to leave.’

I could always get the information about the mastermind later.

“No. It’s fine, Kyle. I’m leaving. And you guys, I’ll see you later.”

“What, Kamon?”

I turned to leave immediately, but just then.

“…What’s going on here in the middle of the academy?”

Yet another unexpected figure appeared.

“Pro-Professor Beroen?”

“Long time no see, Assistant. Or should I call you Kamon now?”

The person greeting me with a twisted smirk was none other than Professor Beroen Clarence, the Advanced Magic professor.

As soon as he appeared, I knew things had gotten complicated.

‘Damn, just my luck. Is this more bad luck?’

Then, Kyle, who was standing beside me, spoke up.

“Hello, Professor.”

“…….”

But Professor Beroen ignored his greeting and shifted his gaze to the Monster Trio, who were restrained by magic.

“What are these, Kamon?”

Damn it.

I knew this would happen.

“Uh, well, that’s….”

I tried to stall, quickly thinking of a way to explain the situation without getting myself entangled.

‘What should I do? How do I avoid getting dragged into something weird?’

But before I could come up with something, Sol Crensh, one of the Monster Trio, hurriedly spoke up.

“Haha. Hello, Professor.”

“……?”

“In case there’s any misunderstanding, we’re fine. Nothing happened.”

Huh? What’s this now?

“Yeah, that’s right. Nothing happened.”

“We’re perfectly fine.”

Despite barely being able to move, Mork and Crollin chimed in, trying to appear normal. Professor Beroen silently watched them.

Clap!

I quickly snapped my fingers, releasing the binding spell on them.

At that moment.

“Kamon.”

“Yes?”

“Who told you to release the spell?”

“Uh, well….”

How did he know?

It was slightly unnerving, but I didn’t let it show. I spoke calmly.

“I thought it would be better for them to be able to move if we’re going to have a conversation with you, Professor.”

“…….”

Professor Beroen looked at me expressionlessly. His deep-set eyes seemed to be urging me to tell the truth.

Then.

“Oh, they’re moving.”

Crack!

Realizing the binding spell was released, the Monster Trio quickly stood up, awkwardly smiling.

“Professor, Kamon and Kyle have nothing to do with this.”

“They just happened to see us fighting and tried to stop us.”

“Yeah, we just ran into them by chance. Hahaha.”

Their sudden defense left me puzzled. Of course, I should welcome their behavior with open arms, but…

‘What are they up to?’

These guys weren’t the type to sacrifice themselves for others, nor did we have that kind of camaraderie.

But soon their eyes met mine, conveying a silent message.

‘Are they worried about the consequences?’

Given the recent turmoil and incidents at the academy, fights among students had become more frequent. The student council and faculty had announced that any further violence would be met with maximum punishment.

If this incident got publicized through Professor Beroen…

‘They won’t escape unscathed.’

Plus, the victims of the Monster Trio might all rise up against them.

“…….”

“……!”

As I locked eyes with Sol Crensh, he nodded as if to confirm my thoughts.

But just as we seemed to reach an understanding.

“I didn’t ask any of you.”

Professor Beroen’s icy tone made Sol Crensh, Mork, and Crollin freeze.

Then.

“Kamon.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“Write down their names. They will be disciplined.”

“What?”

“Dis-disciplined?”

Caught off guard, the Monster Trio and I wore confused expressions.

“Violence between students is prohibited. If you caused a fight, you must be punished.”

Professor Beroen’s logical tone left the Monster Trio pale with fear.

“No, we weren’t really fighting. It was just a joke….”

“What kind of joke leaves you with bruises like that?”

“Uh, this….”

Sol Crensh glanced at me, his eyes pleading for help. My mind raced.

‘Damn, what do I do? Should I help them? But what if it gets more complicated?’

How could I even help them?

Just then, Kyle, who had been silent, spoke up for the first time.

“Professor.”

“……?”

Professor Beroen turned to look at Kyle, who smiled and asked a simple question.

“But do you have any evidence?”

Huh? What did Kyle just say?
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“What, evidence?”

“Yes. We can’t be sure if these guys got hurt while playing around or if they got hurt fighting, as the professor claims.”

Kyle’s nonchalant and unhesitant manner left the mouths of me and the Monster Trio hanging open.

“……”

And the person who heard it directly, Beroen Clarence, was no different.

“Hah.”

He let out a chuckle, looking dumbfounded, and then asked coldly.

“What’s your name?”

“Oh, I apologize for the late introduction. I’m Kyle Perrion.”

Seeing Kyle introduce himself with a bright smile, seemingly oblivious to the situation, I instinctively rubbed my forehead with my hand.

‘This crazy bastard. Is he sane?’

However, hearing Kyle’s name caused a peculiar change in Professor Beroen’s expression.

His lips twisted slightly, as if he had found an opportunity.

“Are you related to Abellan Welber by any chance?”

“Oh? Professor, do you know our master?”

Kyle asked innocently, and Professor Beroen chuckled and nodded.

“Know him? Oh, I know him very well.”

Then he glared at Kyle with a deeper, more intense gaze than ever before.

“Who wouldn’t know that stupid, pathetic guy whom I’d never want to associate with?”


Without any preamble, Professor Beroen insulted Kyle’s master and continued speaking.

“Like that ignorant fool who only knows how to swing a sword without understanding how the world works, his disciple dares to speak such nonsense in front of me. Truly, like master, like disciple.”

Kyle, momentarily flustered by Professor Beroen’s sharp tone as he insulted his master, stammered.

“Uh, I think you might be mistaken.”

“Shut up.”

“No, this needs to be clarified.”

‘Hey, you crazy idiot! Why do you keep provoking Beroen? Just shut up…… Huh?’

Suddenly, a memory I had momentarily forgotten flashed through my mind.

‘Wait, this is…’

It’s similar to the original plot.

At the beginning of the novel, there is an episode where the protagonist Kyle clashes with the early antagonist boss, Beroen Clarence.

‘Even the part where Kyle gets entangled because of insults towards his master is the same.’

The situation was so eerily similar to what I remembered from the story that I couldn’t help but be slightly flustered.

‘What’s going on? Why is this happening so soon?’

However, the problem was that this early episode from the novel happened after the first semester of the second year at the earliest.

In other words, it had been brought forward by at least one semester.

Could this be another butterfly effect caused by my existence?

While I was momentarily lost in thought due to the unexpected situation, the conversation between Professor Beroen and Kyle had already reached a tense climax.

“No evidence, no punishment?”

“If we can’t tell if they’re telling the truth or not, shouldn’t we, as professors, believe them for the time being?”


Kyle, still smiling, but with a glint of something burning in his eyes, was openly challenging Professor Beroen.

‘That bastard is doing it on purpose.’

It seemed that Kyle was furious at Professor Beroen’s one-sided derogation of his master, Abellan.

‘Damn it, I can’t let this go on.’

If Kyle and Professor Beroen established a connection and set off a flag this early, it would be dangerous.

In the original work, after growing and becoming stronger over the vacation and the beginning of the second semester, the protagonist Kyle completely overcame Professor Beroen’s evil schemes with his own strength.

But if the two clashed like this now…

‘Kyle might get expelled from the academy.’

Their final fight was a ‘duel of honor,’ fought under the condition that Kyle stayed at Flance Imperial Academy.

So,

“Professor Beroen, this guy doesn’t know any better, so……”

“Shh!”

Professor Beroen, cutting off my words, looked at Kyle and spoke.

“Fine, you have a point. No evidence, no punishment.”

Smiling slyly, he continued in a low tone.

“But the act of challenging a professor’s authority and causing a disturbance is grounds for the highest level of disciplinary action.”

‘This is seriously fucked.’

Hearing Professor Beroen’s words, which mirrored the final episode of the beginning of the original story, I couldn’t help but close my eyes tightly.

‘I need to stop this. I absolutely have to stop this.’

“Professor Beroen, wait a minute. I’m sorry to interrupt, but this guy……”


“Enough, Kamon. I have nothing more to say. We’ll talk later.”

Cutting off my words with a firm tone, Professor Beroen smirked again.

“Look forward to it, Abellan’s disciple, Kyle.”

And with that, he walked past us, leaving me with a feeling of utter helplessness.

‘Damn it, damn it!’

I would rather just have things go awry or be wrongly accused myself.

But how am I supposed to deal with the original story progressing ahead of schedule?!

“Haa.”

Seeing me hang my head and sigh deeply, Kyle asked from beside me.

“Hey, Kamon. Are you okay?”

“Are you okay? Seriously, what the hell were you thinking, pulling a crazy stunt like that?”

Naturally, my anger turned toward Kyle, the one who had caused this entire situation. He scratched the back of his head, looking somewhat aggrieved, and replied.

“Well, it just really pissed me off when he suddenly insulted my master.”

“So why did you… Ah, forget it.”

There was no point in arguing further; nothing would change. If my guess was correct, Professor Beroen would convene a committee to discipline Kyle, and there, Kyle’s master, Professor Abellan, would propose a ‘duel of honor’ to protect his disciple.

Thus, the duel between the two would be arranged, and on the day of the event…

‘Kyle will knock Abellan unconscious and personally step in to win the duel.’

Naturally, Professor Beroen Clarence, humiliated by losing to a mere student, would leave the academy in shame, concluding the episode.

But now…

‘With Kyle not yet fully grown, the chances of him beating Professor Beroen are slim. And if Professor Abellan steps in, it might cause another massive butterfly effect.’

The more I thought about it, the more dire the situation seemed, and I couldn’t help but curse inwardly.

Damn it, shit!

Why do these shitty things keep happening…?

‘Sigh, calm down.’

Getting worked up would only exhaust me. I needed to think positively.

‘At least I know what’s happening, which means I can intervene.’

If I could somehow manage the current situation and create some variables, I might be able to align things closer to the original story or even prevent the conflict altogether.

While I was racking my brain…

“Hey, run!”

Tatata!

The Monster Trio, now free from restraint, were suddenly seen sprinting off in one direction.

‘Hah, those idiots…’

I really just wanted to kill them all.

Taking a deep breath and gathering my thoughts, I muttered to Kyle and started walking away.

“I’m leaving too.”

Stomp, stomp.

“Huh? Kamon, where are you going? Let’s go together!”

Ignoring Kyle’s urgent shouts behind me, I quickened my pace without looking back.

“Kamon!”

“For fuck’s sake, stop following me!”

* * *

Shortly after, a rumor began to spread within the academy.

“Did you hear?”

“Is there another interesting story?”

“Well, I heard Kyle challenged Professor Beroen. And they’re processing his disciplinary action because of it?”

“What? Attacked a professor?”

“Not attacked, just argued. It was more of a confrontation.”

“Oh, I thought it was a fistfight or something.”

“Anyway, it’s not confirmed yet, but I heard a disciplinary request for Kyle Perrion was filed with the administration office the other day. And it was submitted by none other than Professor Beroen Clarence himself.”

“Wow, seriously? So the rumor is true?”

“Amazing.”

As the rumors among the students suggested, Professor Beroen indeed started the disciplinary procedure against Kyle right after their confrontation. He officially submitted a detailed report on Kyle’s violations with his name signed on it.

“What? The disciplinary request has actually been filed?”

“Yes. I checked it myself. It’s true, Professor.”

Hearing the urgent report from his assistant, the middle-aged man’s mustache trembled.

“Beroen Clarence, that crazy bastard, is he really out of his mind? Mutiny?”

Muttering in disbelief, the middle-aged man was none other than Abellan Welber, the advanced swordsmanship professor and Kyle’s master.

“Should I summon Kyle immediately?”

“No, it’s fine. He must be feeling terrible right now, so there’s no need to call him. Besides, he didn’t really do anything wrong, did he?”

Professor Abellan had already investigated the circumstances surrounding Kyle’s clash with Professor Beroen. While he found Kyle’s behavior somewhat rude, he determined it was unreasonable to treat it as mutiny or a challenge to the professor’s authority.

In fact…

“If he’s my disciple, that’s exactly how he should have acted. And the boy didn’t say anything wrong! Beroen has always been like that…”

Defending his disciple, Professor Abellan recalled his relationship with Kyle. He had watched Kyle practice swordsmanship alone in the training hall until late at night for several days, and out of curiosity, he had offered him some guidance. Astonishingly, Kyle absorbed his teachings at an incredible pace, improving rapidly.

From then on, Abellan wanted to mentor Kyle personally. To avoid the restriction against private tutoring as an advanced swordsmanship professor, he even obtained permission from the dean and the board, dedicating himself to teaching Kyle earnestly.

Not only in swordsmanship but also in life lessons.

‘In that sense, Beroen’s comment about Kyle resembling me is not an insult but rather a compliment.’

“I will set this right.”

Resolute in his decision, Professor Abellan made a determined expression and declared.

“I’m going to see Professor Everett right now. Prepare yourself.”

“Yes, Professor!”

Professor Abellan Welber headed to see Everett Littrich, the senior advisor for swordsmanship studies at Flance Imperial Academy and a leading candidate for the next dean.
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“It seems like it’s not a trivial matter, seeing as you came to see me so urgently.”

Everett Littrich, who embodied what it meant to age gracefully, lightly sipped his tea and murmured. In response, Professor Abellan, who had come to him urgently, spoke with a stern face.

“Professor, this is serious.”

“What’s the matter, Abellan? Is it about Kyle?”

“Yes, it is. The disciplinary request was processed within minutes of being submitted, and it has now reached the stage of forming the disciplinary committee.”

“Already?”

Everett raised his eyebrows in surprise at Abellan’s explanation.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Hmmm.”

Everett, making a strange sound, lightly stroked his beard and continued speaking.

“It’s impossible for a mere professor to manipulate the academy’s administration like this. It must be Phelan, right?”

“The one who submitted the disciplinary request was Beroen Clarence.”

“I know. And I’m also aware that he is quite close to Phelan Xavier.”

“……!”

Abellan Welber’s eyes widened in shock, as he was completely unaware of this fact.

“Are you suggesting that the magic division is moving systematically?”

“Well, it’s not certain yet.”

“But isn’t that implied in your words, Professor? The only person with enough power to influence the academy’s administration is Head Professor Phelan Xavier. If he is using Beroen Clarence to orchestrate this…”

“To orchestrate this?”


“I will fight them to protect what is right, even if it means resigning from my position.”

Seeing Abellan’s resolute and grave demeanor, Everett let out a hollow laugh and set down his teacup with a clatter.

“Hohoho. Abellan, you’re still young.”

“Professor!”

“I really appreciate your passion and youth. That’s why I want you to continue teaching the students here.”

“……”

Abellan looked at him with dissatisfaction, feeling as if Everett was speaking in riddles. In response, Everett Littrich reached out and patted his shoulder.

Pat pat!

“Don’t worry, Abellan.”

“Professor?”

“I’ll handle this myself.”

The longstanding advisor on swordsmanship, Everett Littrich, who had often been mentioned alongside Professor Phelan as a strong candidate for the next dean, finally rose from his seat.

“This should be quite enjoyable.”

Seeing the genuine anticipation in Everett’s eyes, Abellan Welber felt reassured for the first time.

“With you taking action, I’m sure things will work out well.”

“We don’t know anything yet. Avoid hasty predictions.”

“Then what should I do now?”

“Bring Kyle to me.”

“Kyle?”

“Yes. We need to hear exactly what happened and where to start, without missing a single detail, to make a decision.”


With Everett’s request, it wasn’t long before Kyle appeared before them.

And soon, as dawn broke the next day.

“…Is this for real?”

“What else can we do? We just have to do it if they say so.”

“Yeah, Diana told us to do this, so let’s just get it over with.”

“Phew, I’m not sure about this anymore.”

The Monster Trio, who still had some lingering bruises, appeared in front of the academy’s administrative office.

* * *

Lying in bed and welcoming a peaceful morning, I stretched out long.

“Haaah.”

Thanks to having a good night’s sleep for the first time in a while, I felt quite refreshed and light.

“Ah, this is nice. I need days like this too…”

Thump thump!

Suddenly, I felt a strong sense of déjà vu at the sound of someone pounding on my dormitory door.

‘What, again?’

Thump thump!

“Kamon, open the door.”

At the sound of the voice that followed, I instinctively shut my eyes tightly.

‘Isn’t that Professor Phelan’s voice?’

Damn it, has that bastard come to my dormitory?


Why all of a sudden?

Thump thump!

“Kamon Vade!”

Professor Phelan shouted my name irritably and immediately ordered someone.

“Open this door right now.”

“Professor, as I’ve already told you, you can’t do this.”

“I get it, now just open the door.”

“…According to dormitory rules, we can’t forcibly open a door without the student’s consent.”

The person arguing noisily with Professor Phelan right in front of my room was the dormitory’s caretaker, the maid.

“Are you going to keep being uncooperative?”

“You’ve ignored me from the start, Professor.”

“How dare a mere maid…!”

“I’m sorry, but I am the caretaker and the head of this dormitory.”

I couldn’t help but mentally give a thumbs-up to the dormitory’s caretaker for her unwavering voice.

Wow, she’s got quite a temper herself.

“Just open the door. Why are you being so stubborn? This isn’t about the rules right now.”

“No, the rules are my top priority.”

“Move aside!”

Thud!

“Ouch! Professor, did you just shove me?”

“Step aside, maid. Or caretaker, whatever you are. If you block me again, I might blow the door off entirely!”

Knowing Professor Phelan’s fiery temper, he was more than capable of following through on that threat.

“So you’re resorting to threats now?”

“Does this sound like just a threat to you?”

Ah, seriously.

Why on earth are they causing such a commotion in front of my room?

But if this keeps up, something bad might really happen, so I quickly opened the door.

“What’s going on so early in the morn—”

“Kamon!”

Before I could finish speaking, Professor Phelan grabbed my shoulders and shouted.

“Get your head straight from now on.”

“What?”

Showing up so suddenly in the morning, what nonsense is he talking about…?

“A war has started.”

“What? A war?”

“Yes, a war.”

“What are you talking about all of a sudden? What war? And what does that have to do with me?”

At my question, Professor Phelan immediately replied.

“Because you’ve been accused of assaulting a noble student, it’s very relevant to you now.”

“What?”

Assaulting a noble student?

* * *

The place I arrived at with Professor Phelan was his office, a place I remembered visiting before. There, at least a dozen professors specializing in magic were gathered, waiting for us.

“Is this the troublemaker Kamon Vade?”

“I’ve heard a lot about him, but it’s my first time seeing his face.”

“I’ve seen him once before.”

As they each made a comment, Professor Phelan clapped his hands.

Clap clap.

“Now that everyone is here, let’s get started. Simon?”

“Yes, Professor. Then let’s begin.”

Professor Simon Jenkins, who was in charge of magical engineering at the Flance Imperial Academy, began to speak.

“As you all know, Kamon Vade has been accused.”

With his words, everyone’s eyes turned towards me.

“The charge is that a commoner student assaulted a noble student. While that in itself is not a big problem…”

After pausing to gather everyone’s attention, Professor Simon continued.

“The problem is that we have testimony that those who accused Kamon met with Professor Everett Littrich the night before.”

“Professor Everett?”

“The advisor on swordsmanship met secretly with a student?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

At his resolute answer, the other professors’ expressions hardened noticeably. If what Professor Beroen said was true, this was no longer a mere incident between students but a direct clash with another faction.

At that moment, Professor Simon’s voice was heard again.

“Thus, in our efforts to understand the full story of the incident, we formulated this hypothesis.”

Although his subsequent explanation was lengthy, to summarize, it suggested that Professor Beroen’s disciplinary request against Kyle was seen as a declaration of war, prompting a counterattack. This implied an ambition from Professor Everett to claim the vacant dean’s position, leading the other professors to become greatly enraged.

“How dare they engage in such underhanded tactics? This is why those without proper backgrounds are a problem.”

“Disciplining a student is a professor’s prerogative. Using it as a political tool is outrageous.”

“They must be out of their minds to do this. It’s an insult and a contempt towards us.”

“This is a vile trick by the martial faction to discredit us in the field of magic.”

“They’re using these cheap tactics to seize the dean’s position…”

The professors collectively voiced their anger towards the swordsmanship faction.

Just then,

“Still, weren’t we the ones who struck first?”

When someone cautiously raised this point, all eyes focused on them.

“What do you mean?”

“The situation was triggered by Professor Beroen’s disciplinary request against Kyle. We should first determine if there was any unfairness in that action.”

“I’m sorry, but my actions were strictly according to due process.”

However, Professor Beroen’s firm response quickly shut down this cautious approach.

Then, Professor Phelan, who had been observing the situation, spoke up.

“Let’s sort this out. Disciplining students is a professor’s prerogative. But instigating students to file a complaint is entirely wrong.”

“Exactly. Apart from the disciplinary request, the swordsmanship faction crossed the line.”

“The bigger issue is that it was done by Everett Littrich, a senior advisor in swordsmanship. That man is essentially a senior statesman…!”

“Isn’t this an attempt to use our students as bargaining chips?”

“We cannot overlook their actions.”

At Professor Phelan’s words, the other professors voiced their agreement. Professor Phelan, who had been wearing a faint smile, now turned expressionless and spoke in a low voice.

“Then we must take appropriate action in response, right?”

His words were met with vigorous nods from the magic faculty professors.

At that moment,

“Um, excuse me.”

I raised my hand urgently and interrupted with a question.

“Can I know who exactly filed the complaint against me?”

As everyone’s attention focused on me due to my sudden question, Professor Beroen immediately provided an answer.

“Sol Crensh and two others. They accused you of assaulting nobles as a commoner.”

“Ah, I see.”

As I nodded in response,

Thud!

“There’s no need for that expression, Kamon. This is just their dirty trick…”

Professor Beroen continued with his characteristic stern face.

“They will pay for it.”

Seeing his resolute and determined demeanor, I looked at him with a deep, calm gaze.
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Thud!

“Hey, did you just bump into my shoulder?”

“Oh, sorry.”

“Is sorry all you can say?”

“So what? Should I kneel and apologize?”

“This guy is nuts.”

Suddenly, two students got into a heated argument on the street, glaring at each other with hostile expressions.

“Look, there’s a fight.”

“Again?”

The students nearby watched them, seemingly accustomed to such scenes.

Soon, the security guards rushed over and started shouting.

“Students, stop it. You can’t fight here.”

Fortunately, with the intervention of the security guards, the situation was resolved without further incident.

“Tsk, consider yourself lucky.”

“That’s my line, ptooey!”

“Look at this guy spitting. It’s obvious you’re a brute with no brains to act so low.”

“Oh, sure, you’re just flapping your mouth like a coward. If you have the guts, come to the training ground. Let’s have a match.”

“Why would I fight someone as ignorant as you?”

“What, are you scared?”


“Scared? This is what we call ‘don’t feed the troll.'”

“What? Don’t feed the what?”

“Don’t feed the troll. Hahaha.”

“You crazy bastard…!”

“Hey, students. I told you to stop!”

Despite the ongoing argument, the tension between the magic and swordsmanship departments was evident.

Among the students watching them:

“Yo, I don’t get why the atmosphere has been like this lately.”

“Don’t worry about it, Elaine. It’s only stupid people who get swept up in stuff like this.”

Elaine, trembling slightly in fear, was promptly reassured by Mellin.

“I’m not sure what to do when my friends start badmouthing others these days.”

“Just ignore them. And don’t hang out with people like that, they’re not real friends.”

“But still… They’re nice people.”

“Sigh! Listen to me, Elaine!”

Seeing Mellin’s firm stance, Elaine quickly looked for another ally.

“Chelsea, I’m right, aren’t I? They’re good people.”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. They’re not bad at heart.”

“See? I told you, Mellin!”

“Fine, do what you want. Just don’t come crying to me later.”

“Oh, why do you always have to say things like that? Melliiiin.”


Watching Mellin and Elaine bicker, Chelsea couldn’t help but chuckle.

No matter what, being with these friends allowed her to laugh without a care.

‘The atmosphere these days…’

Suddenly, she recalled the recent confrontation with Professor Beroen.

He had played a part in creating this tense environment at the academy.

Chelsea had also heard that Kyle and Kamon, who were quite close to her, were each facing disciplinary hearings.

‘Should I talk to him?’

As someone aspiring to become a Magic Swordsman, the ongoing tension between the swordsmanship and magic departments was particularly irksome to Chelsea.

“Chelsea, what do you want to drink today?”

Before she knew it, Elaine’s bright smile greeted her at Lupinus, a popular café on the academy grounds.

“Hold on.”

Chelsea halted her thoughts and focused on the menu.

* * *

“It’s been a while, Cecil… No, I should call you President now, right?”

“Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

“Then I’ll call you as before, Lady Cecilia.”

“Yes, please do.”

Although their conversation was accompanied by smiles, there was an underlying tension.

They were the renowned rivals, Princess Francia and Lady Cecilia, meeting for tea for the first time in a long while.

“Mmm, the tea smells good today.”


“Really? I thought the quality of these leaves was poor… I’ll give you some if you want.”

“No, that’s okay.”

Princess Francia declined Lady Cecilia’s offer with a slight shake of her head and continued.

“How is the student council work going for you?”

“It’s a bit busy, but manageable. I have a very capable vice president helping me.”

“Oh, really?”

It was well-known that Rosen Ravenia, who had previously worked for Princess Francia’s campaign, was now the vice president.

Lady Cecilia’s comment was a sharp jab meant to unsettle Francia.

However, Princess Francia maintained her smile, showing no sign of being affected.

“That’s good to hear. With the current chaos at the academy, it’s crucial to have reliable people around… Everyone must be realizing that.”

“…”

Lady Cecilia fell silent, understanding the implied insult that she was only secure because of her competent vice president.

For a while, the only sounds were of them sipping tea.

“If you ever need help, feel free to ask, Lady Cecilia.”

“Yes, I’ll be sure to reach out if anything comes up.”

Their conversation ended with maintained smiles, and they parted ways.

As Princess Francia exited the student council room and headed back to her dormitory, she muttered under her breath.

“What? Capable vice president? What a joke, she can’t even handle the current situation…”

After Dean Elmon’s voluntary resignation, there had been a significant power vacuum.

Professors vying for the dean’s position and Professor Beroen’s lawsuit against Kyle had sparked a conflict between the magic and swordsmanship departments, affecting even the ordinary students.

For someone who had once aimed for the presidency, the situation was frustrating and unfortunate for Princess Francia.

“Does she really have time to be drinking tea at a time like this? It’s clear she has her head in the clouds.”

From Francia’s perspective, Lady Cecilia was unfit for the presidency and incapable of resolving the current crisis.

If she had been in that position…

“No, no. Don’t think about that. I gave it up myself.”

Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, Princess Francia murmured again.

“Is there no way to help Kyle?”

Having known and interacted with Kyle Perrion, she believed he was someone who needed to be with her.

Unfortunately, he was caught up in the recent incident and in serious trouble.

“And Kamon Vade being involved is also annoying.”

One of Princess Francia’s goals was to get rid of Kamon Vade from the academy.

Moreover, with Kyle, whom she considered her own, being involved, it bothered her even more.

Muttering to herself as she arrived at the dormitory, a maid hurriedly approached and spoke.

“Princess, you have a visitor.”

“A visitor?”

“Yes, they’ve been waiting for a while. They insisted on seeing you despite being told they could come back later…”

Seeing the maid’s awkward expression, Princess Francia asked gently.

“Who is it?”

“It’s Miss Diana Fren from the Fren family.”

“Diana Fren?”

Surprised by the unexpected guest, Princess Francia tilted her head and then spoke again.

“Alright. Where is she now?”

“In the garden.”

Following the maid’s guidance, Princess Francia changed her clothes and headed to the garden.

There, under a small parasol in the middle of the garden, sat Diana Fren, with her legs crossed and a faint smile on her face.

Click, click.

Approaching her, Princess Francia greeted her.

“Hello, Senior Diana. You wanted to see me?”

“Ah, you’re here, Princess.”

Diana Fren welcomed her with her characteristic smile.

“Have you been waiting long?”

“No, not that long.”

“Sorry for keeping you. If you had informed me in advance, it would have been better…”

“I’ll do that next time.”

Facing Diana Fren after Lady Cecilia, Princess Francia felt slightly uncomfortable.

‘I don’t really want to be close to this person.’

Though they had communicated indirectly before and had conversed through a crystal ball, this was the first time they were having a face-to-face conversation.

“So, may I ask why you’ve come to see me?”

Not wanting to prolong the meeting, Princess Francia got straight to the point.

“I really like how direct you are.”

Smiling, Diana Fren continued.

“Kamon Vade.”

“…?!”

“Let’s get rid of that guy from here, together.”

______________
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Chapter 108

As days passed, the factional strife within the academy between the swordsmanship and magic departments intensified.

In particular, two individuals vying for the position of dean—Professor Phelan Xavier, the head of the Magic Department, and Everett Littreich, the senior advisor for the Swordsmanship Department—were frequently calling urgent meetings with their respective faculty members.

However, as their clashes grew more intense, the internal chaos within the academy escalated.

Ultimately:

“We can’t just sit back and watch the actions of the magic and martial arts departments any longer.”

“Exactly. What is this place? Is it an academy dedicated to learning and venerating sages, or is it a marketplace? I can’t tell anymore.”

“We must take the initiative to restore order. The academy is a place of scholarship, not a political arena!”

Individuals who had not been participating in the factional fight began to step forward.

Most of them were professors from departments outside the mainstream Magic or Swordsmanship and Knightly Studies departments.

“We need a decisive card to stop their rampage.”

“We can’t just stay idle like this, can we?”

They ultimately sought out and pleaded with Otniel Powell, an honorary professor of dungeon studies who had enough experience and reputation to challenge for the deanship but had naturally been pushed aside due to his status as a non-mainstream figure.

“Professor Otniel, please step forward.”

“……”

“Only someone like you can bring order in these chaotic times. You must set the history of Flance Imperial Academy right.”

After several repeated requests and nominations:

“Hmm, if that’s truly what you all wish…”

Professor Otniel, who had ambitions not unlike Phelan and Everett, reluctantly agreed to their request.

Thus, those in the non-mainstream factions rallied around Otniel Powell, forming a new third faction.


“To resolve the current issues, we need to address the student disciplinary matters that started this knot.”

“But that’s not something we can do, is it?”

As the non-mainstream professors discussed this, Professor Delon, who taught introductory and intermediate dungeon studies, spoke up.

“In that case, why don’t we establish a unified disciplinary committee?”

“A unified disciplinary committee?”

“Yes. The name is a bit long and complicated, but the concept is simple.”

After a brief introduction, Professor Delon continued.

“It involves forming a committee composed entirely of external individuals recommended by each department to ensure objective judgment on this matter.”

“But isn’t the existing disciplinary committee already composed of external individuals selected by the board? What’s the point of such an indirect approach?”

“Yes. However, the composition of external individuals chosen by the board and those recommended by each department would differ. There would be three individuals on the actual disciplinary committee. If we secure one of those spots, we’ll be fine.”

“……!”

Professor Delon’s proposal was to form the committee directly within the academy, rather than under the board’s jurisdiction.

And if the individuals on the committee represented the magic, martial arts, and non-mainstream factions…

‘This means we could hold the casting vote.’

It was clear they could exert the greatest influence with minimal power.

“Well, the plan sounds good, but what if the board reacts negatively?”

“That’s right. Will the academy board agree to this?”

As some voiced their concerns cautiously, Otniel Powell, who had been silent, spoke up.

“Don’t worry about that. I will persuade the board…”

Seeing his casual demeanor and confident smile, the expressions of the non-mainstream professors changed dramatically.


“Indeed, if Professor Otniel steps in, the matter will be resolved easily.”

“The board wouldn’t be able to oppose Professor Otniel from the Powell family.”

As everyone nodded in agreement, Professor Delon, who initially proposed the idea, shook his head slightly.

‘Just as that person said. What should I make of this…’

Recalling the girl who had come to him one day with an intriguing story, he chuckled and dismissed the thoughts from his mind.

“Let’s proceed under the assumption that everyone agrees. I will inform Professors Phelan and Everett. Professor Otniel, we’ll leave the board matter to you.”

“Understood. Good job, Delon.”

“……Thank you.”

Thus, the proposal from the third faction was conveyed to each camp, and the board was easily swayed by Professor Otniel’s persuasion.

This led to the establishment of the first ‘Unified Disciplinary Committee’ in the history of Flance Imperial Academy.

Finally, during the first meeting of the committee members, there was endless discussion and heated debate, but ultimately, they moved towards one conclusion.

It was a suggestion made offhandedly by someone during the meeting.

“……How about proposing an ‘Honor Duel’ to the two defendants, Kyle Perrion and Kamon Vade?”

***

After meeting with Kyle and returning to the dormitory, I encountered an unexpected guest.

“You’re finally here, Mr. Kamon.”

“Oh, the supervisor?”

“Would you like to have some tea with me?”

The maid supervisor greeted me with a friendly smile, as if she had been waiting for me at the entrance.

I hesitated for a moment before nodding.


“Yes, sure.”

As the sound of hot tea being poured filled the room, I saw the maid supervisor sitting across from me.

“……”

With no words from her, and feeling mentally exhausted from the morning, I thought to myself.

‘What now? Why did she suddenly ask me to have tea with her?’

In this mix of slight anxiety, concern, and curiosity, the maid supervisor finally spoke.

“They say you can’t predict anything in this world. Things are turning out quite interestingly.”

“What do you mean?”

In response to my question, she took a sip of her tea and handed me a bundle of papers she had prepared beforehand.

“Take a look at this.”

“……?”

Puzzled by her sudden action, I glanced at the documents laid out in front of me.

“What is this…?”

“As soon as news about you spread, these came to me. Take a proper look at them.”

At her words, I picked them up without thinking and started reading.

‘What the hell is this?’

The documents in my hand were a type of petition.

Of course, they were written by students, and their contents were all too predictable.

[We accuse Kamon Vade.]

It was as if all the infamy and grudges Kamon had accumulated until now had exploded at once. The students who had suffered because of Kamon were pouring out their complaints and problems all at once.

“……”

Sigh, I’m still greatly disliked.

Yeah, I guess that’s inevitable.

Given Kamon Vade’s past, this was only natural.

For the past few months that I’ve been at the academy as Kamon Vade, dealing with various incidents and making new friends, I hadn’t had much time to reflect on Kamon Vade’s infamy or grudges.

‘And now I get to experience it all over again.’

However, I wasn’t particularly sad or bitter about it.

By now, it had become too natural for me.

What really surprised me was…

[We request leniency for Kamon Vade.]

As I flipped through the documents, I found a petition for leniency.

“How does it feel to read that?” The maid supervisor asked with a peculiar smile while sipping her tea.

“…Indeed.”

Wow, someone actually wrote something like this for me?

Who on earth would write a leniency petition for Kamon Vade?

Could it be Bren? Elliot? Lois?

But if it were them, they would have told me about it.

“Can you tell me who wrote this?”

“Most petitions are submitted anonymously, so we don’t know their names. However.”

“However?”

“Most of the documents I have are from students staying in this dormitory, aren’t they?”

“Ah…”

While it wasn’t specific, it meant the petitions were submitted by the students in this dormitory where commoners stayed.

In terms of proportion, it was still overwhelmingly against me at a ratio of 9:1.

‘Is something changing?’

Considering that there had never been a single positive opinion about Kamon before, this was a significant change and growth.

Or maybe…

‘Maybe the Monster Trio, those bastards, have gone even crazier than I thought.’

Their negative opinions about the trio might have grown stronger than their anger or resentment towards me.

Details of the recent incident were not widely known, but rumors linked me, Kyle, Professor Beroen, and the Monster Trio together.

Nodding at the unexpected and peculiar public opinion, I looked at the maid supervisor who had shown me the petition.

“Why did you show me this?”

Thud!

“Who knows.”

The maid supervisor placed her teacup on the table with a faint smile.

“I was just curious.”

“Curious?”

“I’m curious about what the truth is, between the Kamon Vade I’ve heard about and the Kamon I’ve experienced.”

“…”

“It’s just personal curiosity.”

Her peculiar tone left me speechless.

***

“Hoo, it’s not easy, is it?”

Diana Fren sighed briefly as she left Princess Francia’s dormitory.

“Why? Did something go wrong?”

“No, it went according to plan.”

“Oh, then that’s good.”

In response to the butler Clark’s words, Diana answered lightly, deep in thought.

‘It wasn’t completely satisfactory, but I got what I wanted.’

“Let’s go.”

With a short command, she began to move.

Click-clack, click-clack.

‘But she’s more interesting than I thought, Princess Francia.’

She recalled the princess she had just conversed with.

‘Unlike the naive girls from noble families, she’s quick-witted and perceptive.’

The princess was somewhat different from the person Diana had known only through documents.

‘She acts like a bear, but she’s more like a fox. She seems to hide her true feelings. She’ll be a tricky opponent.’

But what bothered Diana more was something else.

‘What’s more annoying is that I feel a physiological incompatibility with her.’

Diana Fren and Princess Francia both felt a mutual discomfort.

“Anyway, since things are proceeding as planned, we just need to watch.”

There would be no further entanglement with her, and Kamon Vade would be expelled from the academy as planned.

So Diana Fren quickly forgot the unpleasant feeling and, with a twinkle in her eye and a bright smile, savored the anticipation of victory.

______________
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A few days later, the academy students were abuzz, sharing the latest news they had recently heard.

“Did you hear? The disciplinary committee is meeting today.”

“They’re having a joint session for Kamon and Kyle at the same time. They’re calling it a unified disciplinary judgement committee or something.”

“Why’s the name so long?”

“Man, that’s complicated. Anyway, the point is they’re deciding the punishment today, right?”

“Yeah, probably.”

The students’ interest was piqued because they knew this wasn’t just a simple disciplinary issue involving some students.

“They’re not both getting the same punishment, are they?”

“No way. The one who gets punished will be seen as the loser this time.”

“So, who do you think it’ll be?”

“I bet twenty silvers that Kyle gets off.”

“Then I’ll bet five silvers on Kamon getting off.”

“Come on, what’s five silvers? At least bet ten or more.”

Some students were even betting on who would avoid punishment, turning it into a gamble. Even the ordinary students understood that this decision was the frontline of a factional battle between the swordsmanship and magic divisions.

“This situation has escalated way too much.”

“It’s all because of that guy, Otniel. Suddenly creating this unified disciplinary judgement committee!”

“What can we do now? We’re already on this tiger’s back; we have to see it through to the end.”

Professors from the magic division discussed this with serious expressions.

At that moment, Beroen Clarence, one of the key figures involved, spoke up.


“Hasn’t the matter already been decided?”

“Are you talking about that honor duel?”

“Yes, I believe everyone was informed the day before yesterday?”

“True, but an honor duel requires mutual consent. If one of the students refuses…”

An older professor continued worriedly, but Professor Beroen shook his head firmly.

“At least our student won’t back down.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Professor Phelan and I have already secured a firm agreement. They will definitely participate in the duel.”

“Well, that’s reassuring. But if the other side refuses, it will all be for nothing.”

This time, Phelan Xavier, their chief professor, intervened.

“No, if that happens, it will actually work in our favor. With so much attention on this issue, it will appear as if the swordsmanship division is dishonorably backing down.”

Hearing Phelan’s words, the expressions of those in the magic division brightened. If things went as Phelan suggested, they had nothing to lose.

Professor Beroen, who had remained silent, recalled last night’s events.

‘This has gotten out of hand.’

Even Kamon Vade might back off in such a burdensome situation. His initial plan was just to use this incident to remove or crush Abelran and his faction, who were a thorn in his side. Now, it seemed like the fight itself would determine the next dean.

‘Well, it’s not bad.’

He was aligned with Professor Phelan, and if Phelan became the next dean, many opportunities would surely follow. Thus, there was only one problem to address now.

‘You must accept, Kamon.’

‘Yes, you absolutely cannot back down this time. Kamon, you are the most talented student in our magic department. Engage in the honor duel and crush your opponent. If you refuse, there will be no more support…’

Before Professor Phelan’s persuasive and threatening words were finished.


‘Yes, I understand.’

With an unwavering expression, Kamon Vade nodded in agreement, and Professor Beroen felt relieved.

“But even if an honor duel happens, is there a chance of winning? I’ve heard Kyle is an incredible monster…”

“Aren’t these the two involved in the princess attack incident? I heard Kamon lost then.”

As the old professors’ anxieties continued, Professor Beroen frowned unconsciously.

‘Old cowardly bastards.’

These old professors, sitting in higher positions just because they were part of the magic department and had longer careers, annoyed him deeply.

Again, Professor Phelan spoke up.

“…We will ensure victory, so rest assured.”

“If Professor Phelan says so, I believe it.”

“Indeed, you always have a plan, Professor.”

Professor Beroen just turned away from their sycophantic remarks.

Soon after.

“The unified disciplinary judgement committee is now in session…”

Finally, the committee began. One by one, the involved parties took their seats, with Kamon Vade and Kyle Ferion as the primary defendants.

After following several procedural steps, the committee’s judgement was announced.

“…This committee proposes an ‘honor duel’ to the two defendants.”

The final decision was made.

***

“Before we hear the answers, we will take a ten-minute recess. During this time, each defendant should consider the committee’s proposal.”


Bang, bang, bang!

With the sound of the gavel, the recess began.

“An honor duel? What the hell is that?”

“They’re trying to avoid backlash since it’s such a hot issue.”

“Kamon, are you okay?”

Due to the rule that professors couldn’t participate in the judgement, I was currently with Elliot, Bren, and Lois. They were debating the committee’s proposal with worried expressions.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

I nodded gently in response to Bren’s concern.

“Really? You’re okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Kamon, this seems weird. How can you be so calm?”

“Exactly. Kamon, you haven’t given up, have you?”

“Give up? On what?”

“…Never mind.”

Elliot and Lois shook their heads, still worried. Seeing their puzzled looks, I gave them a light smile.

“Are you smiling?”

“This is bad. I think he’s lost his mind.”

“Kamon, snap out of it!”

As they panicked and fussed, I waved my hand to calm them down.

“I’m really fine. Stop with the nonsense, all of you!”

At that moment.

“Kamon!”

“Sis?”

A familiar voice called my name. Approaching me was none other than the academy’s student council president, Lady Cecilia.

She walked over decisively, a firm and resolute expression on her face.

“I’ll be your witness.”

“Pardon?”

“Kamon, you’re part of the student council. Since you were punishing students in your capacity as a council member, it can’t be considered an assault on a noble. I can testify to that!”

What was she talking about now?

She leaned in close, whispering quietly, “Even though it hasn’t been officially processed, we can frame it as a verbal decision. There will be no issue. Remember when you mentioned you were with the student council while disciplining those students?”

Oh, that?

Lady Cecilia, looking somewhat uneasy, prompted me to shake my head.

“No, it’s fine.”

“Why? Is it because of me? I’m okay with it. I can handle this…”

“No, that’s not it. I’ve already told them it was a lie.”

“What?! Why?! Why would you do that?”

Startled, she shouted, but I just smiled gently without responding.

“Kamon, are you crazy? If something goes wrong…”

“Sis, calm down. Everyone’s watching,” Lois quickly intervened, trying to calm Lady Cecilia down, while Rosen Ravenia, observing from a distance, slowly approached to assist.

“Yeah, Cecilia. Listen to your brother. Stop acting like a child.”

“No, let me go!”

Watching her being dragged away by the two, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“…”

Naturally, everyone else looked at me as if I were insane.

Why was I acting so calmly, even smiling like this?

The answer was simple.

‘Everything is going according to plan.’

My heart was still pounding, and I felt quite tense, but everything was unfolding just as I had planned and anticipated.

I recalled the events before all this chaos.

Before I was accused of assaulting a noble, before Professor Phelan dragged me to the urgent meeting of the magic department professors, and long before the charges were filed—right after the clash between Kyle and Professor Beroen.

* * *

As I was facing accusations of assaulting a noble and attending the emergency meeting led by Professor Phelan, I was deep in thought.

‘What can I do?’

Considering the myriad of potential butterfly effects from the accelerated original story, I knew I had to prevent the worst-case scenario of Kyle losing.

Finally, I came to a conclusion.

Bang!

“Ah, damn it. Who the hell just slammed the door… Oh?”

“Who are you?”

“K-Kamon Vade?”

The ones who were shocked and yelled at me were the Monster Trio.

As soon as I identified their dormitory, I stormed in.

Sol Crensh quickly shouted, realizing the situation.

“Damn it! Mork, Crollin! We need to escape…”

“What, planning to jump out the window?”

Blocking their escape route, I smiled wickedly.

The expressions of the Monster Trio hardened as they glared at me.

“Dammit.”

“What do you want, Kamon Vade?”

Their irritated voices made me chuckle.

“Isn’t it funny how the ones who started this are now asking what I want?”

“…”

Still eyeing me warily, probably thinking of ways to escape, I continued.

“You guys…”

“…?”

“How about we work together this time?”

Sol Crensh and the other two stared at me, dumbfounded by my sudden proposal.

“What?”

“I mean, let’s do something together.”

“A job? Out of the blue?”

I looked at their confused faces with a meaningful smile.

“File a complaint against me.”

“…?!”

“File a complaint against me for assaulting a noble. But first, go see Professor Everett Littrech.”

Sol Crensh, puzzled, shook his head and shouted irritably.

“Why should we suddenly file a complaint against you? And why see Professor Everett?”

“I’ll explain later. We’re in a hurry now. Are you in or not?”

“Why would we work with you? You’re seriously mistaken if you think we…”

“I’m not part of the student council.”

“What?”

“I lied about being in the council when I hit you. If you file a complaint, disciplinary procedures will follow. Maybe things will go your way.”

“…!”

“W-Why are you doing this?”

“Like I said, there’s no point in us fighting needlessly. We both want something, so let’s use each other. What do you say?”

At my persuasion, Mork and Crollin remained silent, staring at each other in confusion.

Only Sol Crensh seemed to be deeply contemplating.

Eventually.

“Fine, Kamon. I accept your proposal.”

“Great, then…”

“But on one condition.”

I quickly nodded at Sol Crensh’s resolute voice.

“Sure, a condition. What is it?”

“…”

After a brief silence, Sol Crensh made an unexpected request.

“Get us into the student council.”

“What?”

“If not all of us, at least one. If one of us can join the council, we’ll accept your offer.”

His unexpected demand made me laugh, but I nodded in agreement.

“Fine, I don’t know why you want that, but I’ll recommend you.”

______________
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That’s right.

Everything that happened was part of my plan.

As the situation worsened and things escalated, it meant I could deviate from the original storyline.

‘Up to this point, everything has been intentional.’

Of course, I didn’t expect Kyle and I to be summoned to the disciplinary committee at the same time.

But it doesn’t matter.

Because I got the result I wanted.

‘I prevented the boss battle between Professor Beroen and Kyle.’

That alone was enough to make this the best possible outcome.

Now, only one thing remains.

‘Whatever proposal they make, I have to find a way to escape it.’

To prepare for any unforeseen circumstances, I have taken some precautions.

A ‘Honor Duel’ cannot be held unless both parties agree.

In other words, I had Kyle promise not to accept any proposal after we met, effectively eliminating the ‘Honor Duel’ from the original plot.

What? Am I not afraid of the butterfly effect?

‘If I worry about that now, this world could fall apart.’

Any future problems can be dealt with later.

For now, let’s resolve the immediate issues and chaos.

‘I’m in enough trouble as it is, why worry about the future?’


Of course, I don’t know what kind of punishment awaits me.

At least while the faction fights continue, there will be people who will protect me.

Then, suddenly.

“Kamon.”

“…Kyle?”

Surprised by Kyle’s sudden call, I responded with a puzzled expression.

Maintaining his usual bright smile, he continued speaking.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to get you caught up in this mess because of me…”

“It’s fine, just keep the promise you made with me. Remember?”

“Ah, yes.”

Seeing him nod in agreement, I then looked in the direction of the committee members.

“Reject any proposal they make. Got it?”

“…”

“And even if I am forced to accept due to circumstances, it won’t happen unless both sides agree, so there’s no need to worry.”

“Yes, I understand. It’s because of the support funds, right?”

“What? You knew?”

Slightly taken aback by his knowledge, I nodded and continued speaking.

“Yes. So…”

“I understand, Kamon. Don’t worry.”

It might sound selfish, but…


‘After going through so much pain, I need to look out for myself too.’

Refusing here could result in Professor Phelan cutting off support.

Moreover, since I receive support from the magic community, I also wanted to help in some way.

‘And I can take some credit for it later.’

Bang! Bang!

“Let’s continue.”

The Unified Disciplinary Committee meeting resumed.

“First, defendant Kamon Vade. Do you accept the committee’s proposal?”

As the representative committee member asked, I briefly glanced at Kyle.

He nodded with a smile still on his face.

‘Yes, Kyle. I must not accept this.’

Slowly shifting my gaze towards where Professor Phelan and Professor Beroen sat, I noticed the magic community members glaring at me with intense eyes.

‘Accept it now!’

Anyone could tell what they were demanding of me just by their eyes.

“Yes, I accept.”

As I nodded and answered.

“That’s right!”

“As expected of Kamon Vade.”

Cheers erupted from the magic community.

Then next.


“Defendant Kyle Perrion, do you accept the committee’s proposal?”

All eyes turned to Kyle, the protagonist, standing opposite.

Still wearing his characteristic smile, he looked at me.

‘Reject it, Kyle.’

Keep your promise to me.

Then suddenly, Kyle clasped his hands and looked at me apologetically.

“Sorry, Kamon.”

What?

This bastard is apologizing out of nowhere?

Why? It can’t be, right? Please!

“I also accept the committee’s proposal.”

“Hey, what the fuck! Kyle, are you out of your mind?”

Bang! Bang!

“Defendant Kamon Vade, remain silent.”

Everyone’s gaze turned towards me as I yelled out in disbelief, but I couldn’t understand.

‘No, damn it. Why suddenly?’

Kyle wasn’t the type to care about the swordsmanship community or political fights.

So why did he break his promise and accept?

At that moment, Kyle looked at me directly, his expression genuinely apologetic.

“Sorry again, Kamon. But this is going to be so much fun. How could I refuse?”

That truly crazy bastard…!

* * *

“Amazing, what a huge incident!”

“Hey, did you guys hear about this?”

For the first time amidst the chaos caused by the conflicts between the magic and swordsmanship communities, a piece of news spread through Flance Imperial Academy that everyone cheered for.

That was.

“Kyle and Kamon are going to have a proper duel!”

“What? Why are they fighting all of a sudden?”

“It’s an honor duel. The loser gets disciplinary action!”

“Hey, but if Kamon gets punished again, isn’t he expelled?”

“Right. So this duel has expulsion at stake.”

“Wow, but didn’t Kyle completely defeat Kamon last time? You know, that incident.”

“Which makes it more exciting. This is an official rematch!”

Soon, almost all students became extremely interested in this new and sensational news.

However, in Professor Phelan’s office, where the parties involved were present.

“Well done, Kamon.”

“…”

Professor Beroen patted my back, but I sat there blankly, saying nothing.

“With this turn of events, You just need to crush their pathetic attempts with your skills.”

Professor Beroen spoke with an excited tone, and Professor Phelan, standing beside him, chimed in with a gleaming face.

“Yes, that’s right. Kamon. We will all support you fully in this matter, so don’t worry and focus on the duel.”

But inside, I was thinking…

‘This is just ridiculous.’

I was holding back the hot curses that were about to burst out.

Looking at the results alone, I did succeed in avoiding the worst-case scenario of a boss battle between Kyle and Professor Beroen.

But now, I’m in danger instead?

What? I have to fight Kyle, and if I lose, I get expelled from the academy?

‘Instead of the original story falling apart, I have to sacrifice my life?’

This is just too much.

What kind of unfair twist is this?

I thought about Kyle, who suddenly stabbed me in the back, and shook my head hard.

‘Hoo, fine. Now that it’s come to this, I have to find a way.’

When have I ever walked an easy path? I can’t just sit here and whine.

“This time, we need to utterly crush those swordsmanship guys.”

“Kamon, defeat is not an option. Victory is the only way. Understood?”

Other professors approached me with fierce eyes, adding to the pressure.

Then, Professor Beroen shouted coldly.

“Don’t put unnecessary pressure on him. Just representing us is already a huge burden…!”

“Ehem, it’s just a manner of speaking.”

“Yes, Kamon is a very promising talent, that’s why we’re doing this.”

As other professors replied sheepishly, Professor Beroen made eye contact with me and spoke.

“Kamon, don’t feel burdened. Just do your best. Understood?”

Like doing my best would solve anything.

The moment I lose the duel, those who want to tear me apart will be the first to pounce on me…

But I kept these thoughts to myself and nodded outwardly.

“Yes, I understand, professor.”

Then I looked alternately at Professors Phelan and Beroen.

“I will do my best as you said. But please support me in every possible way as you promised.”

“Of course! Just focus on the duel a week from now. You can skip all other classes.”

Professor Phelan nodded eagerly as he spoke.

“Then I will be going now. I’m a bit tired.”

“Ah, yes. Go and rest.”

After quickly bowing and leaving, I looked up at the dark sky and sighed deeply.

“Haa.”

Dealing with all sorts of ridiculous and unfair situations is the norm for me in this world.

“Why do things always turn out like this?”

I still couldn’t understand why Kyle, that crazy bastard, did what he did.

But.

‘I got caught in my own trap, so honestly, I can’t complain.’

Of course, there were parts that felt unfair, but…

Slap!

“Kang Hyunsoo, get a grip.”

There was no time to argue about who was right or wrong now.

What I needed to do was not find the cause and reason, but find a solution to the problem.

Yes, I am a problem-solving type.

The next day, at first light, I went straight to Professor Genjin’s office.

Thud, creak!

“Master!”

As I burst through the door, familiar faces greeted me inside.

“Oh, Kamon. You’re here?”

“…Kamon?”

Besides Jamie who greeted me warmly, the other person who called my name was Chelsea.

“What’s the sudden visit without notice? Today isn’t even a regular check-up day.”

I looked at Chelsea sitting beside her and then shook my head urgently.

“Please save me.”

“Huh?”

“Please help me. You heard about the honor duel, right?”

“Oh, that? Yes, I did hear about it…”

I poured out my honest feelings to Jamie, who was the only one not present in Professor Phelan’s office yesterday.

“If this goes on, it’s really over for me. I’ll be expelled from the academy. So, please…”

“Hmm. But Kamon, I have a thought.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to just get expelled from the academy?”

“What?”

What kind of nonsense is this?

“At this point, wouldn’t it be a happier ending for both of us if we revealed that you are my disciple and then went into research together?”

Seeing her speak with a chilling gleam in her eyes, my determination to stay in the academy only grew stronger.

“No, I will stay here.”

My firm reply made Jamie click her tongue regretfully but she nodded.

“Oh, really? That’s a shame.”

“So, Master, please help me. Are you just going to watch as your disciple loses to some idiot with a sword?”

“Well, the world doesn’t know you’re my disciple.”

“That’s…”

I was at a loss for words due to Jamie’s rebuttal, so I quickly added.

“Chelsea knows.”

“Me?”

Chelsea, suddenly pointed out, tilted her head in confusion.

“I don’t mind.”

“No, even if you don’t mind, I do. No, we all do!”

Desperately shouting like that, I turned to Jamie with persuasive words.

“Master. This might be a matter of your reputation. How can you just stand by and watch one of your only two disciples get defeated by a sword-wielding fool? So please…”

At my desperate plea, Jamie smiled faintly and called my name softly.

“Kamon.”

“Yes.”

“Stop this useless fuss and go out.”

“No, Master!”

“Ah, really. Just fight and win. Why are you so scared and whining?”

“How can I beat Kyle?”

He’s a monster.

He’s a cheat character created by the damn author who created this world.

“…”

Seeing me speak as if it were the most obvious thing, Jamie was momentarily speechless before she chuckled and nodded.

“Well, you couldn’t even beat Chelsea, so there’s no way you could beat Kyle.”

“Master, so please…”

Just as I was about to beg Jamie again desperately.

“Chelsea, what do you think?”

“Huh?”

“Do you think Kamon has no chance of beating Kyle?”

“Um…”

At Jamie’s sudden question, Chelsea fell silent and seemed to be in deep thought.

Seeing this, I reacted quickly.

“Master. I’m serious. If there’s a way, as the Yellow Mage Jamie, there must be…”

“I think he can do it.”

At that moment, Chelsea’s voice interrupted, and everyone’s eyes turned to her.

“What?”

“What is it?”

Jamie and I almost shouted simultaneously.

Chelsea looked back and forth between us and spoke.

“I don’t know if he can win the duel, but I think I know a way for him not to lose.”

Chelsea’s clear voice made her look like an angel descending from the heavens.
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“Then I’ll leave it to you, Chelsea! Kamon, do your best too!”

Jamie, who had summoned us to the place where Chelsea and I had previously dueled, shouted with a bright smile before disappearing.

“…….”

She had literally dumped all the annoying tasks onto Chelsea.

“…….”

I looked at Chelsea, who stood still, with a sparkle in my eyes and asked.

“So, what should we do now?”

She had mentioned there was a way not to lose to Kyle.

I hadn’t heard exactly what it was yet.

‘At least it’s worth trying.’

Chelsea was a character with great potential who appeared in the original work.

Although she couldn’t match the overpowered protagonist Kyle, she was capable enough to single-handedly take down an entire squad of the Demon King’s army in the future.

‘So, I have no choice but to trust her.’

“Wait a moment. I think we need to prepare before we start.”

“Prepare?”

“Yes, wait here.”

Thump, thump.

Without any emotional fluctuation, Chelsea spoke briefly and then disappeared into the bushes.

Time passed, and it gradually began to get darker.


Awoooo!

With the howl of a wolf echoing from somewhere, the sky also darkened, making me feel uneasy.

‘Ugh, this makes me feel bad.’

I felt a sense of discomfort as if it was foretelling my future.

At that moment.

Rustle!

There was a sound of movement from the bushes, and Chelsea Artin with her water-blue hair appeared.

“Sorry, did you wait long?”

At Chelsea’s low-toned words, I quickly shook my head.

“No, it’s fine. Not much time has passed.”

Chelsea, who came out of the bushes, was holding a bunch of thick branches in her arms.

“What’s that?”

“Just wait a bit.”

Chelsea started placing the branches around the area one by one.

Seeing the branches being placed as if encircling me, I couldn’t help but tilt my head in confusion.

And a little while later.

“All done.”

“What is this?”

When I asked, looking at the branches densely surrounding me, Chelsea briefly answered.

“Kyle’s territory.”


“What?”

“It’s a temporary marking, but it should be somewhat similar.”

“……?”

As I tilted my head, not understanding, Chelsea began to explain.

“The branches I placed represent the area Kyle can dominate.”

“What do you mean by area?”

“Think of the places marked by the branches as Kyle’s sword range. The moment you enter that range, you’ll be cut.”

Listening to Chelsea’s explanation, I looked around again.

‘This is Kyle’s territory?’

Seeing the numerous branches madly scattered all around me, I was momentarily at a loss for words.

“…….”

“Of course, this is just a temporary setup and it changes according to the situation and opponent.”

Hearing Chelsea’s continued explanation, my spirit sank further.

Chelsea sighed and muttered.

“Seeing it like this, it makes me feel even more frustrated.”

“What?”

“No, I mean I never won a single time during training, no matter how desperately I tried.”

“…….”

The more she spoke, the more my confidence plummeted into the abyss.

‘I’m doomed. This won’t work. It’s all over.’


But then.

“That’s why I know for sure.”

“Huh?”

“There is a way not to lose to him.”

“What is it?”

“…….”

Chelsea held her breath and kept quiet at my question.

No, seriously, could you please tell me quickly?

I feel like I’m going to faint.

At that moment.

“Break his sword.”

“Huh?”

“Break Kyle’s sword. Then such a territory won’t exist anymore.”

As Chelsea spoke firmly, I was left speechless.

‘Is that even possible?’

But before I could ask that, Chelsea murmured again.

“Well, with your magic skills, Kamon, you should be able to break his sword easily….”

“No, no. Tell me properly.”

“Hm?”

“Tell me how to break his sword and overcome his swordsmanship. I need to know.”

Speaking firmly, I looked at her with eyes full of desperation.

* * *

Two days had passed since the first training session began.

“Ugh, stop!”

“No, move faster!”

“If this keeps up, I’ll really die.”

“Then you’ll be expelled from the academy.”

“No, that can’t happen!”

With my mind snapping back to focus, I started moving quickly again, dodging the branches chasing me.

In other words, it was training to escape from Kyle’s territory.

“…….”

Swish!

Closing her eyes and focusing her mana, she lifted all the fallen branches into the air and continuously shot them in the direction I was moving.

Thwack!

I quickly widened the distance, dodging the branches shot at me and escaping the area.

Swoosh, thud!

“Gasp, gasp!”

But in the end, I couldn’t see the branch coming from behind and got hit.

“That’s enough. Let’s stop for today.”

“Huff, huff. Already?”

Chelsea picked up the fallen branches as she replied.

“Yes, we’ve already tried more than twenty-two times, and it’s past midnight. If we keep going, you’ll collapse from exhaustion first, Kamon.”

Past midnight already?

Time had flown by.

“Besides, you’ve been lasting longer each time. You couldn’t last even 5 seconds at first, but now you’ve held on for over 6 minutes.”

After two days of continuous effort, I managed to extend the duration from 5 seconds to 6 minutes.

But.

“…….”

“I told you, didn’t I? To avoid losing to Kyle, you need to last at least ten minutes.”

To break Kyle’s sword and make the fight meaningless, we needed preparation and time.

And the minimum requirement to achieve that was avoiding Kyle’s merciless domain for ten minutes.

“But we’re more than halfway there now, so let’s call it a day.”

“Yeah. Thanks, Chelsea.”

Plop!

Nodding at her words, I collapsed onto the ground.

As Chelsea finished tidying up, she stood silently for a moment, watching me, then tossed something.

“Here, take this.”

“……?”

It was a small brooch she threw.

“It’s something Master gave me. It allows teleportation to here and the dormitory. Use it from now on.”

“Oh, okay. Thanks.”

I was already tired of going up and down the mountain drenched in sweat, so this was a relief.

“…….”

As I gratefully took the brooch, Chelsea briefly shouted at me.

“Then I’ll go first.”

“Okay, see you tomorrow.”

Tap!

With a click of Jamie’s brooch, Chelsea disappeared.

Swoosh!

Left alone in the open space, I felt the chilly wind and let out a small laugh.

“Who knew I’d be doing this kind of training?”

I thought I’d just hide away in the dormitory forever, but here I was, training hard.

It felt like being in military training.

“Ha, will this really work?”

Although nothing was certain yet and there were still uncertainties, if I continued training with Chelsea like this…

‘I might really be able to break Kyle’s sword.’

Hoping for such a miracle, I ended today’s training.

* * *

For several more days, we continued training without rest.

“Huff!”

Thwack, swoosh!

Watching Kamon Vade desperately dodge the flying branches, Chelsea finally shouted.

“That’s enough, stop!”

“Huff, how long was that? It felt like a long time.”

“…….”

Sweating, Kamon asked, and Chelsea looked at him silently for a moment.

‘He’s really working hard.’

Although she had had several encounters with Kamon before, this was the first time they worked closely together for something.

Even during the group test for Dungeon Studies, they only took the test together and didn’t prepare together.

What she newly realized was.

‘He’s so desperate. Like someone being chased by something…….’

Kamon Vade had been following his training diligently for the past few days without taking a break, improving his skills significantly.

While it wouldn’t have been possible without a certain level of talent, the fact that he grew this much in such a short time couldn’t be attributed to just talent or potential.

The more she saw, the more puzzled Chelsea became.

‘Why?’

Why was he choosing this method over the much easier and more familiar magic he knew?

It was still the biggest unresolved question.

“Hmm? Chelsea?”

Hearing Kamon’s voice, Chelsea quickly nodded.

“Oh, it’s been over ten minutes. You passed.”

“Nice!”

Kamon clenched his fist in excitement at the announcement, making Chelsea smile as well.

“Good job, Kamon.”

She didn’t know exactly why, but still.

‘Not bad…….’

Watching Kamon Vade cheer genuinely, Chelsea found his actions and appearance unexpectedly agreeable.

‘No, what am I thinking?’

She quickly shook her head, dismissing the unnecessary thoughts.

Just then.

“What do you mean good job……. I’m the one who had it rough!”

Jamie, standing nearby, grumbled in a sullen tone.

“You worked hard too, Master.”

Chelsea smiled at Jamie as she spoke.

Jamie shrugged and asked.

“So, I don’t have to do this annoying stuff anymore, right?”

“Yes.”

At Chelsea’s firm reply, Jamie stretched as if finally freed from a terrible burden.

“Ah, it’s over.”

“It’s not over yet, we haven’t even started properly.”

“That’s your problem, I’m done.”

Jamie snapped at Kamon, who had interjected, and Kamon bowed his head with a smile.

“Anyway, thank you, Master. And thank you, Chelsea!”

Jamie waved off Kamon’s gratitude.

“Save it. Thank me after it’s all over. You haven’t won yet, so no need for thanks.”

“That’s only natural.”

“Natural my ass. You look like someone who’s already won.”

“Oh, come on, don’t say that.”

As Kamon and Jamie exchanged words, Chelsea spoke again.

“Alright, now that the basics are done, let’s get serious. Our goal is just one.”

Kamon nodded in agreement.

“Yeah, I know.”

And the two of them said in unison.

“……Break Kyle’s sword.”
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Whish, thud!

Tonight, the training grounds were lit until late. This was because Kyle continued swinging his sword without stopping.

“Yaaawn.”

Next to him, his friend Fabian yawned widely with a tired expression.

“Kyle, how long are you going to keep this up? Isn’t it time to stop?”

“No, it’s still not enough. If you’re tired, go ahead and rest. I’ll come separately when I’m done.”

“No way. What’s the point of coming separately? Keep going, then. Yaaawn.”

Fabian yawned again as he spoke, causing Kyle to smile faintly before continuing to swing his sword.

Swish, thud! Whoosh, bang!

The scarecrow in front of him was already tattered, but Kyle’s sword didn’t stop.

Ten minutes, thirty minutes, an hour passed with Kyle Ferrion repeating his movements without pause.

“……”

Fabian, who had been silently watching Kyle, opened his mouth with a serious expression.

“Hey, Kyle.”

“Hmm?”

“Are you anxious or something?”

At Fabian’s sudden question, Kyle stopped swinging his sword and looked at him.

“Why do you ask?”

“Well, whenever you’re anxious or worried, you swing your sword like crazy. You said it stops you from thinking about useless stuff.”


“……”

Kyle remained silent at Fabian’s follow-up comment, as if he had hit a sore spot. Fabian tilted his head and asked again.

“Is it because of that honor duel or whatever?”

“Uh, sort of?”

“Geez, it’s either yes or no. What’s ‘sort of’?”

Fabian chuckled, muttering to himself, then looked at Kyle with a puzzled expression.

“But Kyle, what are you worried about?”

“Hmm?”

“You’re up against someone you already beat once, right? Can’t you just overpower him again like last time? It’d be great to use this opportunity to kick that annoying guy out of the academy.”

“Hmmm.”

Kyle made a noncommittal noise and a strange expression at Fabian’s continued words. Then he slightly lowered the sword in his hand and spoke.

“Well, I’m not sure.”

“About what?”

“Just…”

Kyle trailed off as he was about to say something more, then lifted his sword again.

“What the heck, why’d you stop talking?”

Fabian looked at him in disbelief.

“Anyone who loses big in a fight once will lose the next fight the same way. Fear gets imprinted in one’s instincts, you know. So…”

As Fabian enthusiastically expounded his theory, Kyle smiled faintly and swung his sword again.

Thwack! Whoosh, thud!


“Hey, how can you swing your sword while I’m talking?”

“Huh? I’m listening. Keep talking.”

“No, that’s not what I meant!”

Ignoring Fabian’s exasperated shout, Kyle smirked and kept striking the scarecrow. Something unknown swirled intensely in his eyes.

‘Kamon Vade…’

* * *

Time passed, and the day of the duel arrived.

“Is it today?”

“Yeah, we need to get there early to get good seats. Everyone’s going to be flocking to watch.”

“Man, I’m so excited. It’s been ages since I felt this kind of tension.”

Just as the students, brimming with anticipation, said, many people flocked to the location of the duel. The place where Kamon Vade and Kyle Perrion’s honor duel was to be held was a giant dome-shaped gymnasium at the heart of Flance Imperial Academy. At its center was a square duel arena made of white marble.

“Wow, is that it?”

“But it’s so far away. Can we even see their movements properly? It might look like just a dot moving around.”

“Haven’t you been to one of these before? They broadcast everything. Look over there.”

“Huh?”

Where the finger pointed, a gigantic hologram was displayed. Similar projections could be seen all around.

“What’s that?”

“Live broadcast. It zooms in and shows different angles. Just watch comfortably.”

On the hologram screen, the image of the square duel arena began to appear.

“Amazing. You can see it so clearly.”


“Right? Now we just sit back and watch. Anyone want to go get something to drink?”

Amid the noisy chatter of the students, there were also people with somewhat tense expressions.

“There are so many people.”

“Yeah, I wonder what’s so interesting that they all came here…”

At Bren and Elliot’s murmurs, Lois responded briefly from the side.

“There’s a rumor it’s a battle to determine the strongest freshman. Between Kyle and Kamon, who’s stronger.”

“Strongest freshman?”

“Yeah, and it’s also a revenge match, a rematch, so everyone’s interested.”

With a small sigh, Lois explained, making Bren and Elliot’s expressions turn even more sour. Just then, a voice interrupted them.

“Ah, here you are. Lois?”

Recognizing the familiar voice calling him, Lois turned his head and shouted in slight surprise.

“Mellin? Elaine?”

“Ah, hi! Lois!”

Elaine waved cheerfully, while Mellin, unlike her, glanced at Lois, Bren, and Elliot with a peculiar look.

“You were with your friends?”

“Uh, yeah… That’s right.”

Lois responded in a slightly flustered tone, prompting Elliot to mumble briefly beside him.

“Ah, Lois. These are the friends you mentioned before, right?”

“Ah, yes. Senior.”

Lois quickly nodded and answered, causing Elliot to smile and extend his hand.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Elliot, a third-year. I didn’t get to properly introduce myself last time…”

But before Elliot could finish his greeting, Mellin turned her head and spoke.

“Elaine, let’s go somewhere else.”

“Huh? Me-Mellin?”

Thump, thump!

Everyone was taken aback by her sudden action, but Mellin had already started walking away.

“Come on, let’s go, Mellin! Lois, see you next time. Friends, see you too.”

Elaine, left alone, bowed her head quickly and hurried after Mellin.

“……”

Those left behind stood in a daze, with even Elliot letting out a small laugh without realizing it.

“Ha, Lois. Your friend is quite rude.”

“……I’m sorry, senior.”

“No need for you to apologize. It’s her fault, not yours.”

Despite the obvious anger boiling inside, Elliot maintained his composure and sat down.

“Enough. Let’s sit down and see how well Kamon fights. Let’s cheer him on.”

Lois and Bren exchanged uneasy looks but soon sat next to Elliot, knowing there was no other choice.

At that moment.

“Isn’t that the student council president?”

“Huh? It really is!”

“What’s going on? Is the president watching with us?”

The crowd suddenly grew louder, and there was a buzz of excitement.

“Everyone’s gathered here?”

A lively voice reached Elliot, Bren, and Lois’ ears.

“Huh?”

“P-President?”

“Cecilia? What are you doing here?”

The three of them looked at Lady Cecilia in shock.

“What, are we not supposed to be here?”

Another voice answered in a cold tone from beside Lady Cecilia.

“Rosen Ravenia?”

“E-Even the vice president is here.”

Elliot and Bren mumbled in surprise at the unexpected arrivals.

But the most surprised person was someone else.

“Uh, Rosen… Hi?”

Lois, blushing without realizing it, stammered as he struggled to make eye contact. Rosen Ravenia laughed softly and answered.

“Yes, hello, my fiancé?”

At her bright smile and words, everyone around them froze.

“What?!”

“Did she say fiancé?”

Naturally, Bren and Elliot shouted in disbelief.

“Hmm? You guys didn’t know?”

Rosen Ravenia shrugged and nonchalantly replied before speaking to Lady Cecilia.

“Cecilia, let’s sit over there. It looks good to watch with them.”

“……I was going to do that anyway.”

Lady Cecilia replied with feigned indifference, and Rosen smiled and nodded.

“Alright, let’s sit here.”

Tap, tap!

Following her suggestion, Lady Cecilia sat next to her.

Eventually, the main members of the student council were all sitting with Bren, Elliot, and Lois.

And then.

“Hey, Lois. What’s going on? Why didn’t you tell us about this?”

“Yeah, Lois, are you really engaged to Rosen?”

“…Sorry. I didn’t mean to hide it. Sigh.”

Lois sighed deeply, as if there was something he couldn’t talk about, causing the two friends’ eyes to sparkle with curiosity.

“Lois, tell us everything. No more secrets!”

“Right. We need to know everything. What’s going on between you and Rosen…”

Just as their questioning intensified.

“It’s starting!”

“Look, they’re out!”

Their voices were drowned out by the surrounding cheers and shouts.

And soon, the hologram screen displayed the image of Kyle Perrion, walking out with the legendary sword “Python,” now his, strapped to his waist.

“Wow!”

“It’s Kyle.”

“The princess’s knight, the strongest freshman!”

“Kyle! Kyle! Kyle!”

Most of the cheers came from students in the swordsmanship and martial arts departments.

“He’s really something.”

“Of course. The swordsmanship and martial arts students are all cheering for Kyle.”

Lois and Bren’s conversation made Elliot shake his head slightly.

“No, they’re not the only ones.”

Just as he said, those cheering for Kyle weren’t limited to that group.

The gymnasium’s seating was divided sharply between commoners and nobles.

The best seats were mostly occupied by noble students, while the obstructed or distant seats were filled with commoners.

Surprisingly, many of the nobles were also cheering for Kyle.

“…?”

“That’s odd. Isn’t Kyle a commoner? Shouldn’t the commoners be cheering louder?”

At that moment.

“Here comes Kamon Vade!”

With someone’s shout, another figure appeared on the hologram screen.

“There’s our main character.”

“He looks a bit tense.”

“Just don’t lose, Kamon!”

With the reactions of the three, cheers erupted from the students in the magic department.

“Wow!”

“The greatest talent in the magic department! The prodigy!”

“Kamon! Kamon! Kamon!”

Though fewer in number, the variety of places calling Kamon’s name was evident.

Some nobles were shouting, and even some commoners joined in.

However.

“Does it make sense for Kamon to be our representative?”

“No matter how skilled he is, personality matters too.”

“Yeah, this doesn’t feel right.”

Most students voiced negative opinions about Kamon Vade, failing to adapt to the cheering atmosphere.

Click!

As the two approached the front of the arena.

“Now, we will begin the ‘Honor Duel’ between Kamon Vade and Kyle Ferrion.”

At the announcement, the crowd roared in unison.

“Wooow!”
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“Hoo.”

I took a deep breath to calm my trembling heart.

“Why are you looking so tense?”

Jamie approached me, chuckling, and I forced a smile.

“Now that I’m here, it feels like a waste. It feels like I haven’t prepared enough.”

“What?”

Jamie looked at me incredulously and shook her head.

At that moment, Chelsea, who had been quietly meditating with her eyes closed, spoke in a low voice.

“No, you’ve done enough.”

“Huh?”

“We did everything we could in a week, so there’s no need for you to think like that.”

Her words made me nod unconsciously.

“True…”

A bitter smile appeared on my face as memories of the past days flashed through my mind.

‘Since being transmigrated into this world, it’s the first time I’ve worked and trained so relentlessly.’

Driven by the single goal of breaking Kyle’s sword, I trained like a madman, not taking a moment’s rest.

‘Chelsea and Master also gave their best to support me.’

And thanks to that…

My waist and the pockets inside my cloak were filled with various magical tools and items, and I had calculated precisely how and when to use them.


“Chelsea.”

“Yeah?”

“I’ll be able to break his sword, right?”

Though the duel had not yet started, the anxiety was still there, so I asked Chelsea.

She nodded and answered firmly.

“You can do it.”

“Thanks.”

Screeech!

I stood up from the chair to get ready, and Jamie approached, patting me on the shoulder.

“Hey, my lousy student.”

“Yes, Master.”

“You remember what I taught you yesterday, right?”

Ah, that?

I recalled the previous night after finishing the final training session with Chelsea when Jamie had suddenly asked me to stay behind.

* * *

“I’ll teach you just once.”

“What is it?”

“The most powerful magic that can break and destroy everything.”

Jamie spoke grandly with a look of importance, but then she chuckled and continued.

“…Well, not exactly, but it’s nearly the strongest magic at your level.”


“What kind of magic all of a sudden?”

“Well, your plans or strategies might go awry.”

She mentioned a terrifying scenario lightly and then, with a serious expression, chanted a spell.

“Gladys Sector Caelum.”

Suddenly, a tremendous wind began to swirl around Jamie, and a giant, elongated sword of light formed in front of her outstretched hand.

“Ugh!”

The sword of light exuded an overwhelming aura that seemed to push everything away, making me gulp unconsciously.

At that moment.

Thud!

Without hesitation, Jamie grabbed the sword of light and struck it downward.

Swiiish.

And as soon as the light touched the ground.

Boom!

“…!”

The entire surface of the clearing split in half with a thunderous noise, as if an earthquake had struck.

Then.

Thud!

With a light gesture, the sword of light vanished completely.

Jamie then looked at me with a bright smile.

“So, did you see it clearly?”


“W-What is this?”

I could only ask, my mouth agape at the sheer power of the sword of light that seemed to cleave the world in two.

Jamie laughed heartily and explained.

“Didn’t I say earlier? It’s a magic that can break and destroy everything.”

I trembled as I spoke again, my voice shaking from witnessing the terrifying power of this magic for the first time.

“But the power…”

“Hey, student. Didn’t I tell you earlier? At your level, this is the strongest magic. It’s a unique spell created by Jamie Hasellion, the Yellow Mage.”

“W-What?”

A unique spell?

“Yeah, the name of this spell is ‘Sword that Splits the Sky.’”

“If you were going to teach me, why not do it earlier? The duel is tomorrow…”

“Stop whining and try casting it once.”

Jamie cut off my words sharply, and I soon learned the spellcasting method, mana arrangement, and incantation.

And then.

“Gladys Sector Caelum!”

I chanted the spell exactly as she had, trying to create the sword of light.

However.

Swiish, zzzzing!

“W-What…?”

Seeing the light gather and distort in the center, I hurriedly stopped the spell, but the accumulated light exploded and shot straight at me.

Vwoom!

I was horrified to see the giant beam of light rushing towards me.

‘If that hits me, I’m dead.’

But it was too late to dodge or block it…

“Barrier.”

At that moment, Jamie’s clear voice rang out, and a translucent shield formed in front of me.

And then.

Swoosh, boom!

The beam of light exploded against the barrier, shaking it.

“Gah!”

Even though the barrier blocked the beam, the impact was immense.

“What the heck is this…”

I muttered in pain, and Jamie giggled.

“Hehe, I knew it.”

“…?”

“This isn’t a spell you can easily cast, even with endless practice.”

“Huh?”

I looked at her incredulously.

“Don’t look at me like that. I’m telling you this as a last resort for the worst-case scenario.”

“A last resort?”

“Yeah. It’s a sort of final ace up your sleeve.”

“…”

“If you hadn’t stopped the spell, the light would have gathered more, and its power would have increased. Of course, Kamon might get hurt or take damage, but it would probably break his sword too.”

“…”

I could only stare blankly at Jamie as she explained.

“I’ve taught you all I can. The choice is yours.”

Jamie’s words made me understand why she had shown me such a powerful and overwhelming spell.

‘If the situation becomes dire, she wants me to use a method that might result in mutual destruction?’

I understood her intent, but there was no need for that.

‘As long as I follow the plan and stick to what we’ve prepared, there won’t be any need to use that magic.’

If I moved according to the training and plans made with Chelsea, there would be no need for such drastic measures.

* * *

“Lousy student, aren’t you going to answer?”

Jamie’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. I nodded vaguely.

“Yeah, I remember it.”

“Good. Then there’s nothing to worry about!”

Jamie patted my back again, sending her own kind of encouragement with a bright smile.

“Fight well, student. Don’t lose like last time.”

“Yes, understood.”

Whether it was encouragement or a curse, I nodded in response to Jamie’s words.

And then.

“Just do as you practiced, as you planned.”

Chelsea spoke, her expression showing a bit of tension.

“Yes, got it.”

Though we had become senior and junior disciples by chance, Chelsea had dedicated her time and effort to me, and thanks to her, I saw a path to survival.

So.

“Chelsea Artin.”

“…?”

“Thank you, sincerely.”

I conveyed my genuine gratitude to her, then pushed away all unnecessary thoughts and feelings, heading straight down the corridor.

Thump, thump.

Soon, I would reach the dueling ground, where the protagonist of this world, Kyle Ferrion, would be waiting.

A being showered with the creator’s love and endowed with all sorts of cheat abilities.

‘I can do this.’

I kept repeating the same words to avoid falling into defeatism even before the duel started.

As I stepped out into the open, dazzling light hit my eyes.

“Waaaaaaah!”

The overwhelming cheers assaulted my ears.

“Kyle, go for it!”

“Fight hard and crush him!”

“Show him what you’re made of!”

Most of the shouts were curses directed at me and cheers for Kyle.

“Come on, Kamon!”

“Show them the power of magic!”

Amidst the cacophony, I couldn’t help but twitch my lips at the occasional cheers for me.

‘Well, it doesn’t feel bad.’

With that thought, I raised my right hand high.

“Waaaaah, Kamooon!”

“Destroy them all! Show those swordsmanship bastards the true power of magic!”

“But still, having Kamon as our representative is a bit…”

“Why is he raising his hand? Annoying.”

Cheers and curses rained down on me from all directions.

And then.

“…”

I saw Kyle in the distance, already on the dueling ground, warming up slightly and smiling at me.

“Let’s see how long that smile lasts.”

* * *

“Everyone, take note. Killing is prohibited in an honor duel. Any problems will result in consequences, so be mindful. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Got it.”

The large professor, who seemed to be the referee for this honor duel, spoke, and Kyle and I answered simultaneously.

“That should cover the precautions. Any last words?”

At the referee’s question, Kyle quickly spoke up.

“May I have a moment to talk with Kamon?”

What? Right now? What could he possibly need to talk about?

“Now?”

“Yes, there’s something I really need to say before we start.”

“Hmm…”

The referee frowned, seemingly taken aback by the sudden request. But then he nodded.

“I’ll give you a minute. Go ahead.”

The referee, showing some flexibility, stepped back, and Kyle and I faced each other on the dueling ground, under the gaze of many spectators.

“…”

I was a bit taken aback by the sudden situation but didn’t show it.

‘What nonsense does he want to spout now?’

The tension made me feel like I needed to go to the bathroom.

“What’s the deal now, Kyle?”

My tone naturally became a bit irritated, and Kyle’s face showed a hint of apology.

“There’s something I need to say.”

“And what is that?”

“I’m sorry for suddenly breaking our agreement.”

“What?”

Of course.

“What are you doing?”

“Hurry up and fight! Why are your greetings so long?!”

Impatient shouts erupted from all sides.

But Kyle seemed unaffected, staring at me and continuing.

“It may sound like an excuse now, but I have a reason for breaking my promise.”

“A reason?”

“I wanted to prove something here today.”

“…”

Prove something? What nonsense is he spouting now?

“So let’s have a proper fight.”

“What?”

“Alright, time’s up. Everyone, return to your positions and prepare for the duel!”

Thankfully, the referee intervened at the right moment, allowing me to escape from Kyle.

‘Prove something? Have a proper fight?’

Ridiculous.

‘Enough with the useless thoughts.’

My focus should be on one thing.

“Breaking his sword.”

As I muttered that, the referee’s voice rang out again.

“Now, we will begin the duel!”

With that shout, a circular blue barrier formed around the dueling ground.

It seemed to be a protective measure by the professors to prevent the outside from being affected by what happened inside.

However.

“Waaaaah!”

“Fight! Fight now!”

“Kamon! Kamon! Kamon!”

“Kyle! Kyle! Kyle!”

The cheers and shouts from the crowd weren’t blocked by the barrier.

And then.

“Fireball.”

Fwoosh! Fwoosh! Fwoosh!

As I chanted the spell, dozens of fireballs materialized around me.

The first step in my plan to break Kyle’s sword.

“I must take the initiative.”

Dozens of fireballs flew towards their single target, Kyle.

Swish!
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“How many did he summon at once?”

“Wow, each one is more than twice the size of a regular Fireball.”

The spectators were all astonished at Kamon Vade’s spellcasting. Soon, the fireballs began flying towards Kyle.

Whoosh, boom! Bang! Boom!

The explosions started one after another. Kyle deftly evaded the barrage of fireballs with light movements. However,

“Watch out!”

As someone shouted, Kyle found himself in a position where it was difficult to dodge the fireballs raining down from all directions. Without hesitation, he drew his sword. Of course, the sword Kyle was using for this honor duel was not the legendary sword “Python” he received from the Dean but a standard issue sword.

‘That means there’s a greater chance.’

But then,

Swoosh, slash!

“…!”

“What the hell is that?”

Kyle slashed through an incoming fireball. The fireball extinguished before it could even explode.

“He cut through the spell?”

“Is that even possible?”

There were legends of skilled swordsmen being able to cut through magic, but it was considered more of a myth. The idea of slicing through a spell made of mana with a mere sword seemed absurd.

However,

“I knew it.”

I nodded and muttered to myself. It wasn’t surprising that the protagonist of this world, a character blessed with the creator’s favor and brimming with cheat abilities, could slice through a spell.


‘If anything, it would have been more surprising if he couldn’t.’

Unlike my calm thoughts, the reactions of the others were quite intense.

“He’s as skilled as a trained spell sniper at his age?”

“He’s going to make a name for himself as a mage hunter.”

The professors from the swordsmanship department watched Kyle’s performance with great pleasure.

“Hmm, he’s much stronger than expected.”

“Cutting through spells with a single strike… He’s very dangerous.”

The people from the magic department watched our fight with uneasy eyes.

“Hoo.”

Anyway, according to the first plan with Chelsea, I took the initiative and continued casting spells without stopping.

“Fireball, Lightning, Ice Arrow!”

I used Beroen Clarence’s techniques to enhance basic attack spells with minimal mana consumption.

Whoosh!

Dozens of spells flew rapidly towards Kyle.

However,

Tap, slash!

Kyle remained calm and moved with precision, slicing through the spells only when necessary. Although I was restricting his movements and not giving him any openings,

‘If this battle of attrition continues, I’ll be at a disadvantage.’

At that moment, Kyle and I made eye contact. He looked at me with an expressionless face and spoke in a dissatisfied tone.

“What are you doing, Kamon?”


“…?”

“Stop messing around like this!”

What the hell is this lunatic saying? Messing around…? Huh?

Whoosh, tap!

His speed increased, and the frequency of his sword swings multiplied.

‘Has he already figured out the pattern?’

Realizing that Kyle had quickly adapted and was about to counterattack, I immediately switched strategies.

‘Since I have the initiative, let’s proceed quickly.’

“Fireball, Lightning, Ice Arrow, Magic Missile!”

I cast dozens of spells again and hurled them at Kyle while swiftly moving my hands.

Whip!

I took out an item I had prepared from my pocket…

Clink! Clatter!

…and threw it on the ground without hesitation. At the same time,

Tap!

I quickly put on a mask to cover my nose and mouth. Then,

Whoosh!

The orange liquid I had thrown from the glass bottle evaporated rapidly. Confirming that the liquid had completely disappeared without a trace, I prayed earnestly.

“Please work!”

And at that moment,


Stumble!

“Huh…?”

“What’s that? Did Kyle just stumble?”

As the spectators shouted, Kyle’s body wobbled, and he failed to dodge or block the incoming spells, getting hit directly.

“It worked!”

Seeing my plan working perfectly, I clenched my fist and shouted.

But,

Thud, thud!

Even though he was hit by the spells, Kyle didn’t seem to be significantly affected. He shook his head vigorously and then looked straight at me.

“Kamon, you…”

‘How high is his resistance?’

The item I had thrown was a potent paralytic drug capable of immobilizing an ogre or a giant monster like a minotaur for hours. But it didn’t even last a few seconds on him?

“That’s terrible value for money.”

I muttered and immediately started moving again.

“Fireball! Ice Arrow!”

I continuously summoned spells and threw them at Kyle while taking out more items from my pockets and hurling them.

‘To break his sword, I must immobilize him.’

Whoosh!

The paralytic drug scattered over the marble dueling ground quickly vaporized, hindering Kyle’s movements. Kyle, annoyed by the hindrance, muttered with a hardened expression.

“Kamon, I told you to stop messing around.”

“Messing around…? I’m always serious, you bastard!”

Seeing his movements slow down, I prepared for the next phase.

‘The second step, immobilize his sword.’

Restricting Kyle’s range of motion with a barrage of spells and the potent paralytic drug, I reached into my pocket again.

“Let’s see if you can withstand this.”

I used the most crucial tool for breaking Kyle’s sword—one that would immobilize his weapon.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

With my movements, several metal plates were quickly installed on the ground of the dueling arena.

Click!

Then, with a snap of my fingers, small pillars rose from the metal plates I had installed.

“What is that?”

“Why does Kamon keep throwing or setting things up?”

“Are those magical tools?”

The spectators murmured, puzzled by my sudden actions.

“…?”

Even Kyle, who was engaged in battle with me, looked at me with a perplexed expression.

Ignoring his gaze, I quickly shouted, “Activate!”

Boooom!

With a tremendous engine noise, the small pillars began to vibrate slightly.

“Hmph!”

Kyle’s expression hardened as he watched the fireballs, then glanced at the sword in his hand. And then…

“What the…”

Thud, bwoom!

In an instant, Kyle’s sword was pulled from his hand and stuck in the center of the arena.

“Got it!”

The device I had prepared emitted a powerful magnetic field to immobilize the sword. With Kyle’s sword fixed in place, I quickly cast another spell.

“Lightning! Magic Missile!”

With the second part of the plan proceeding smoothly, the only thing left was…

Swish!

I took out a small vial containing a glowing purple liquid and looked at Kyle, or rather, his immobilized sword.

“It’s over now.”

What I held was no ordinary potion. It was far more precious and rare than the powerful paralytic drug I had used earlier.

‘Destruction Elixir.’

Its name implied its ability to destroy any metal. If Kyle had brought the legendary sword “Python” used by the hero, it might have been a different story.

‘But for a regular sword, this is more than enough.’

So let’s end this, Kyle.

“Haaa!”

I smiled invisibly at the sight of Kyle, immobilized by the magnetic field and unable to move properly.

“Nascos Sesilino.”

With my shout, the purple liquid seemed to come to life, floating gently in the air and moving towards Kyle.

Whoosh!

As the vial of Destruction Elixir flew through the air towards Kyle, I cast a powerful acceleration spell.

“Seleron Haste!”

The liquid shot towards Kyle’s sword like a bullet.

Swaaaash!

The sound of the liquid cutting through the air was followed by a fast-approaching vial aimed at Kyle’s sword. I clenched my fist tightly.

‘It worked. It’s all over now…’

But just then, my thoughts were interrupted.

“Haa, really.”

Kyle let out a short sigh and, ignoring the effects of the magnetic field, extended his hand.

Then,

Swish, grab!

“…!”

Kyle caught the vial of Destruction Elixir moving at nearly the speed of sound with a simple motion.

“No way!”

I shouted in disbelief as he stopped the incredibly fast vial with just his hand.

“Are you kidding me?! This is just too much!”

But then, something even more unbelievable happened.

Grrrrr!

Kyle’s pure strength was pulling the immobilized sword towards him, defying the magnetic field’s effect.

“…”

This was beyond logic, defying the laws of physics itself. I was speechless.

And then,

“Enough, Kamon. Stop these tricks.”

“What?”

“I want a real fight with you. Let’s fight properly from now on!”

Kyle shouted in an irritated tone and swung his sword.

Swoosh!

A powerful wave of energy grazed my right cheek, leaving a small wound and drawing blood.

‘What is this…’

And then, with another swing,

Swish, boom!

All the magic I had summoned and the magical tools I had set up were destroyed.

“Damn it.”

I cursed shortly, and Kyle spoke again.

“That’s it. I’m going first now.”

With his brief declaration, an immense force surged towards me.

Whoosh!

Seeing him charge at me with terrifying speed, I couldn’t help but panic.

“Damn it!”

I cursed instinctively and retreated quickly.

Tap!

At the same time, Kyle’s sword slashed through the spot where I had just been.

Swoosh!

“…!”

‘If I had been a bit slower, he would have cut me.’

Thanks to the intense training with Chelsea over the past week, I instinctively avoided his attack.

Gritting my teeth, I glared at the wildly charging Kyle.

“Damn it, really…”

This was beyond unfair, violating basic principles, even the laws of physics. What could I do against such a character?

Tap, swish!

I tried to back away quickly to escape Kyle’s range, but…

Swoosh!

His sword relentlessly targeted my weak points.

“Damn it!”

Faced with Kyle’s overwhelming power and determination, I looked at his face. He was more serious than ever, seemingly putting everything into this duel.

‘Why are you risking your life for this?! For what reason?!’

Tap, swoosh!

“Hup!”

Once again, I tried to dodge his attack by throwing myself to the side.

Thud!

“Huh…?”

I felt a slight shift in the trajectory of his attack towards me.

And then,

“Got you.”

Kyle’s short declaration.

Swoosh!

His sword aimed at my chest.

“Aaaaaah!”

I twisted my body desperately, and his sword…

Thud!

“Ugh!”

…pierced through my left shoulder with a brutal sound.

______________

Rate us on Novel Updates to motivate me translate more chapters.
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The sudden turn of events in the arena elicited varied reactions from the audience.

“K-Kamon!”

“Damn it! Did he just twist the sword like that?!”

“This is bad…”

The friends who were rooting for Kamon and those from the magic department shouted in shock.

“Yes, finally!”

“Finish him off now!”

“Yeah, give it to him good!”

Meanwhile, those from the swordsmanship department and Kamon’s detractors raised their voices, demanding a decisive victory.

“What do we do? He might get seriously injured.”

“Does it matter if he gets hurt? If he loses here, he’s finished.”

“Kamon, snap out of it!”

Only a few, including Bren, Lois, and Elliot, shouted in concern, cheering for Kamon. Cecilia, sitting nearby, was anxiously biting her lips and shaking her leg.

“He can’t lose, he just can’t…”

“Cecilia, stop it. People are watching. Stop shaking your leg!”

Rosen Ravenia, sitting next to her, seemed more concerned about Cecilia’s behavior than the outcome of the duel.

Meanwhile…

“See? I was right,” Diana said with a wide grin, looking at Princess Francia sitting next to her.

“……”


The princess did not respond, her eyes deeply fixed on the duel. Normally, Diana would have been displeased with Francia’s lack of reaction, but she seemed in high spirits now, smiling lightly.

“Hmph.”

Among those delighted with Kamon’s apparent defeat, there was one girl biting her lower lip fiercely. Chelsea, who hadn’t missed a single moment of the duel between Kamon and Kyle, had a frustrated look in her eyes.

‘He’s been following the plan perfectly.’

So far, Kamon Vade’s performance had been nearly flawless, executing their plan even better than during their training. But…

“What’s wrong, Chelsea?” Professor Jace, sitting next to her, asked.

Shaking her head slightly, Chelsea replied, “I guess I was wrong. I didn’t expect Kyle to be this strong.”

“Really?”

“Kamon has executed everything I taught him flawlessly. He’s doing better than ever, but how did Kyle catch the Destruction Elixir with his bare hands?”

“Hmm.”

Chelsea chewed her fingernails as she spoke, and Jace, or rather Jamie, shrugged and replied, “We usually call such people monsters. Perhaps that Kyle is one of them.”

“A… monster.”

Chelsea unconsciously repeated the word, and Jamie laughed, placing a hand on her shoulder.

“But don’t worry too much.”

“What?”

“The student I chose isn’t as weak as you think.”

“……”

Chelsea could only stare blankly at Jamie’s enigmatic words and smile.

“Look at his face.”

“What?”


Following Jamie’s direction, Chelsea’s gaze shifted back to the duel.

There stood Kamon Vade, gritting his teeth and glaring at Kyle.

And then,

“……?!”

‘Is he… smirking?’

Chelsea quickly assessed Kamon’s expression, realizing he was far from giving up.

“See? Does that look like the face of someone who’s given up? He looks like he’s enjoying this.”

Just as Jamie said, Kamon Vade appeared on the verge of breaking into a smile, his expression betraying a mix of determination and excitement. Chelsea’s mind went blank with confusion.

‘What is this? Why?’

At that moment,

Thunk!

“……!”

“What? What’s happening?”

“That crazy guy. He’s grabbing the sword with his bare hands.”

Kamon Vade had seized the blade embedded in his shoulder with his right hand. The audience gasped, and Kyle’s pupils dilated slightly in shock.

And then,

“I’ve got you too.”

Kamon muttered with a grin, gripping the sword firmly.

“……!”

Chelsea felt a chill run down her spine.


Jamie’s voice echoed again, “See?”

She chuckled, shaking her head.

“Just trust him and let him be.”

“Dammit! The Destruction Elixir is gone.”

“What?”

Jamie’s eyes widened at Chelsea’s sudden outburst.

For the first time, Jamie saw a side of Chelsea she had never seen before. Ignoring Jamie’s reaction, Chelsea continued urgently,

“We had such a great opportunity, but we’re out of the Destruction Elixir. Damn it! I should’ve prepared extra!”

Jamie looked at her in surprise, then replied, “Maybe we don’t need it.”

“What? What do you mean we don’t need it?”

“Well, I mean…”

“Ugh! We can’t miss this perfect opportunity!”

Jamie decided to hold back her words as she watched Chelsea immerse herself in the duel.

* * *

“Ugh!”

The immense pain and burning sensation dominated my left shoulder.

Kyle’s sword had pierced through my shoulder, despite my attempts to dodge.

‘It looks like it went all the way through.’

I wanted to scream and collapse, but I couldn’t afford to. If I lost here, my life would be over.

‘This could work to my advantage.’

Despite the excruciating pain, I gritted my teeth and thought. The sword, whether intentionally or not, was now fixed in my body, making it easier to hold.

Clench!

With my other hand, I grabbed the blade.

“……!”

The sharp edge cut into my hand, but I gritted my teeth.

“Hoo, it’s secured again.”

I took a deep breath and smiled at Kyle, who was looking at me with a shocked expression.

And then, ‘So, the only option left is that one, huh?’

With the plan Chelsea and I had prepared completely failing, there was now only one thing I could do.

‘I really didn’t want to use this…’

I wasn’t sure about its exact effects, but recalling Jamie’s teachings, I knew it could leave me bedridden for weeks.

“No other choice.”

“Kamon, let go of that sword! Now!”

Kyle was straining to pull his sword out of my shoulder with all his might. I muttered softly.

“Hey, Kyle.”

“…?”

“You said you wanted a real fight, right?”

“What?”

“Then watch closely.”

Without hesitation, I began chanting the spell Jamie had taught me the previous night.

“Gladys Sector Caelum.”

Suddenly, the ‘orb’ on my right ring finger emitted a brilliant light.

Soon enough,

Bzzzzzzzzzzz!

A powerful light began to surge between Kyle and me.

“Light?”

Swoosh.

In an instant, the light grew in size, rapidly expanding.

‘Wait, this isn’t the shape it had before?’

When Jamie showed me the spell, it took the form of a giant sword of light.

Why was it now forming into a sphere?

At that moment, Kyle’s expression hardened, and he pulled his sword strongly.

Squelch, slice!

“Gah!”

The sword was pulled out of my shoulder, and I lost my grip on him.

“Ugh, damn it!”

The sudden pain shook my concentration momentarily, but I continued to look Kyle in the eye.

“It’s already too late.”

Bzzzzzz, swoosh!

The light continued to grow in size. Kyle, holding his blood-stained sword, let out a loud shout.

“Haaah!”

He swung his sword at the light, aiming to cut through it.

Swoosh, clang!

But.

“…!”

The sword, as if hitting a solid steel wall, bounced back and broke in half.

‘What? It broke that easily?’

Kyle, looking at the broken sword in disbelief, muttered in a trembling voice.

“Kamon, what is this…?”

Though it seemed like the magic had gone wrong, it didn’t matter now.

So,

“Say hello, Kyle. This is the sword of light that will take you down.”

“What?”

I smirked and said.

Bzzzz, BOOM!

The massive ball of light was about to explode.

Flap, thud!

‘Huh?’

Suddenly, a woman in a red dress appeared before my eyes.

‘Who is she?’

She extended her hand toward the exploding ball of light and shouted.

“Allego Dran Fodi…”

But before I could hear the end of her soft voice,

Bzzzz, BOOM!

I was engulfed by the exploding light and lost consciousness.

* * *

“What’s going on?”

“What just happened?”

The audience was abuzz with the series of shocking events.

“Look over there.”

“Kyle is standing.”

“Huh? But Kyle’s sword…”

“It’s broken?”

All eyes were on Kyle Perrion, standing with a broken sword in his hand.

And then they noticed Kamon Vade, lying unconscious on the ground some distance away.

“Who won?”

“Whoever passed out first lost, right?”

“But if a swordsman’s sword is broken…”

“No way. Does that mean Kamon beat Kyle?”

“Come on, that can’t be. Kyle must have won.”

“Did you see that magic? If it had fully exploded, there wouldn’t have been anything left.”

“But who is that woman?”

“She’s quite beautiful.”

The students murmured amongst themselves, struggling to understand the current situation.

In the midst of the confused chatter,

“……”

Kyle, standing alone on the stage, silently stared at his broken sword.

It wasn’t the legendary sword “Python” given by the Dean, but the sword he had used since entering the academy.

‘It’s over.’

The training, the tests, and all the incidents.

The sword that had been with him through it all was now broken, and he stood there in a daze.

At that moment,

“Are you okay?”

A voice broke through his thoughts. He turned to see a beautiful blonde woman in a dazzling red dress.

“……?”

“You look fine. The shockwave was quite strong.”

Kyle didn’t respond to her questioning look. Under normal circumstances, he would have had many questions about this unknown woman, but now…

“Kamon.”

He muttered softly, his gaze falling on Kamon Vade, lying unconscious a short distance away.

Looking at Kamon’s prone form, Kyle muttered with a defeated expression.

“Again, like this.”

Thud.

He let go of the broken sword in his hand.

“Hey, are you really okay…”

The blonde woman in the red dress tried to ask him another question, but

“Excuse me. Who are you?”

The referee, who had been overseeing the duel, intervened, stopping her.

As they began to talk amongst themselves, Kyle’s attention was not on them.

Instead,

“This time…!”

Kyle muttered to himself, looking ready to explode with frustration.

“I really thought I could win this time…”

Kyle recalled the duel with Kamon.

His proposal to fight seriously had been met with what seemed like mockery, as Kamon never truly engaged him.

No, to be precise, the moment Kamon got serious,

‘I couldn’t do anything.’

The sword broke, and his will to fight disappeared.

Before just one spell.

Just like back then…

“I lost.”

He quietly declared his defeat, looking at Kamon’s unconscious form before turning away.

Thud, thud.

Kyle walked away from the dueling ground with heavy steps, disappearing from sight.

—————–
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Chapter 116

Eventually, the honor duel ended in a situation where it was unclear who had won, and everyone was heading back to their dormitories.

“So who won the duel?”

“Come on, it’s obviously Kyle. It’s pretty clear if you think about it.”

The students who watched Kamon and Kyle’s duel were voicing their opinions.

“But Kyle’s sword…”

“Idiot. Just because the sword broke doesn’t mean the fight’s over. But if someone loses consciousness or faints, they can’t fight anymore.”

“True, if you faint, it’s over.”

“Yeah, so Kyle won.”

“But if the representative of the swordsmanship department loses his sword…”

“Hey, are you from the magic department?”

“No, what are you talking about? I’ve never even taken a magic class!”

The students continued to argue over who had won, but the majority seemed to believe that Kyle was the victor.

However,

“Isn’t it a loss if the swordsmanship department’s representative loses his sword?”

“Yeah, and the sword broke first. Kamon might have collapsed from extreme mana exhaustion.”

“Magic users do get exhausted from using spells.”

“Right. We can’t know who won without the judge’s declaration since it ended ambiguously.”

Some from the magic department defended Kamon Vade, suggesting that the outcome was still uncertain.

Naturally, these opinions provoked a backlash.


“They’d beg for mercy if they exhausted their mana in real combat?”

“Ugh, just accept the result. This is pathetic.”

“It’s not about being pathetic; we’re just stating facts. It’s up to the referee to decide.”

Some tried to reason calmly, while others vented their frustration at Kamon.

“Kamon Vade shouldn’t have been the magic department representative in the first place.”

“Looks like he can’t even use magic properly. We should kick him out of here.”

The argument between the swordsmanship and magic departments continued, but the neutral third parties had a unified opinion.

“Honestly, how can an honor duel end like this?”

“Why hasn’t the referee declared the result? We need to know who won.”

“Apparently, the Red Mage, who’s also the interim dean, showed up suddenly…”

“What? Interim dean?!”

With a new topic drawing more interest than the fight, discussions about the honor duel’s outcome began to die down.

A little while later.

“Hey, did you hear?”

“Hear what?”

“Kyle admitted it himself, he said he lost.”

“What? Kyle won, why would he suddenly say he lost?”

“I don’t know. He just admitted he lost the duel, and now they’re asking for disciplinary action.”

“Crazy, what the hell is going on?”

The academy was thrown into chaos again with the sudden news of Kyle’s admission of defeat. The students, unable to understand the situation, soon…


“Did Kamon Vade do something weird again?”

“Blackmail? Bribery? Did he kidnap the referees’ kids?”

“That guy always does things like that. Always acting cowardly.”

They began to criticize and curse Kamon Vade.

“A loser using dirty tricks to claim victory? We can’t accept that.”

“This isn’t an honor duel; it’s a cheat duel!”

“The real winner is Kyle.”

“Dirty bastard, scum!”

The atmosphere turned increasingly hostile towards Kamon, and people began to shun him.

“I told you, that guy shouldn’t be the magic department representative.”

“Exactly, how could someone like him represent us?”

The academy as a whole started condemning Kamon Vade.

And,

“The atmosphere is really tense.”

“Tell me about it. Kamon still hasn’t regained consciousness?”

“I heard he needs complete rest and isn’t allowed any visitors.”

“Hmm. What’s the disciplinary committee saying? Are they accepting Kyle’s declaration of defeat?”

“They haven’t said anything yet. They’ll probably decide once Kamon wakes up.”

“Damn, what are we going to do?”

Bren, Lois, and Elliot talked with worried expressions.


“Hey, Lois. Has the president said anything?”

“No, my sister seems to be doing something, but I don’t know what.”

“What if they declare Kamon lost?”

“Lost? Kyle admitted defeat! Kamon won the duel.”

Elliot shouted firmly, making Lois chuckle.

“Then go and tell everyone that.”

“What? Me? How can I do that? I’d get beaten to death…”

Elliot’s reaction made Bren and Lois shake their heads.

* * *

With the outcome of the honor duel still undecided, Flance Imperial Academy faced sudden changes.

“Due to the emergency decision of the board, we welcome the Red Mage, Beatrice de Atlante, as the interim dean.”

Clap clap clap!

In a gathering of professors and staff, Beatrice stepped onto the podium, acknowledging the applause with a subtle smile and a nod.

“Nice to meet you all. As you’ve heard, I am Beatrice de Atlante, appointed as the interim dean of Flance Imperial Academy.”

Opening with a light greeting, she quickly shifted her gaze to several influential figures who had been vying for the dean’s position: Phelan Xavier, Everit Litterich, and Otniel Powell.

“There have been many internal conflicts and rumors regarding the dean’s position, causing significant turmoil,” she said, directly addressing their sore points.

The crowd’s expressions hardened, particularly Phelan’s, whose bald head turned red with anger. Despite this, Beatrice maintained her composed demeanor.

“You don’t need to worry anymore. From now on, I will handle everything,” she declared with a bright smile, bowing slightly.

“Thank you for your support.”

A round of perfunctory applause followed her introduction, though the expressions of the influential figures were colder than ever. Their efforts to secure the dean’s position had been in vain, leaving them with nothing but frustration.

“Today’s full staff meeting is concluded. Tomorrow morning, I plan to introduce myself to the entire student body during assembly. Please prepare accordingly,” she instructed.

“Yes, understood,” responded one of the staff members, who seemed to act as her assistant, bowing respectfully.

With a slight smile, Beatrice nodded to the other professors, “See you later.”

With that, she vanished from the podium without a trace.

“……”

“……”

The professors and staff began to rise from their seats.

“Damn it, what is this? All our efforts were for nothing!” shouted Phelan, his frustration evident.

“What’s with the sudden appointment of an interim dean?” muttered Otniel.

“Life sure throws strange things our way,” added Everit.

“What can we do? It’s the board’s decision,” Phelan grumbled, his anger now directed at the board.

“Calm down, Professor Phelan. She’s just an interim dean,” Everit said, trying to soothe him.

“She’s the Red Mage as the interim dean. How can I calm down?”

“So what should we do? Ignore her as much as possible since she’s just temporary?”

Everit’s mocking tone silenced Phelan for a moment.

Otniel nodded and said lightly, “He’s not entirely wrong. She’s not a permanent dean yet, so if we ignore her, she might give up. She’s quite young, right?”

Phelan and Everit shook their heads in disagreement.

“Even if she’s young, she’s one of the three primary color mages. We can’t take her lightly,” Phelan argued.

“Right. And given her reputation, she won’t just sit back and take it,” Everit added.

“It’s troublesome,” they sighed, continuing their discussion.

Meanwhile, from the swordsmanship department, specifically Kyle’s mentor, Abellan, spoke up, “But in the honor duel, our Kyle won. Shouldn’t we resolve that matter first?”

Beroen Clarence laughed scornfully, “What nonsense is that? Who do you think won the duel?”

He continued in a cold tone, mocking the swordsmanship professors, “Isn’t it obvious that the student whose sword broke lost? Even if you’re from the swordsmanship department, you must know that a broken sword means defeat, right?”

“Beroen Clarence, this isn’t a place for your nonsense,” Abellan retorted.

“Is that so? I just thought I heard something ridiculous and had to comment. If you’re offended, I apologize,” Beroen said, bowing sarcastically.

Everit frowned at Beroen’s attitude.

One of the swordsmanship professors quickly countered, “So you’re saying a student who fainted after casting one spell won?”

Naturally, the magic department professors bristled at this.

“What did you say?”

“Isn’t it laughable? How can someone who faints after casting a spell be considered a winner?”

“You want to die?”

“What did you call me? Ridiculous.”

As the atmosphere grew tense, Otniel Powell, representing a neutral faction, spoke up, “Let’s withdraw.”

Following his lead, Delon and other neutral faction members left quickly. The tension between the swordsmanship and magic department professors continued to escalate.

“Do you want to fight for real?”

“We won the duel, so why bother? Ignore them. Don’t feed the idiot.”

“What did you call me, idiot?!”

As a physical confrontation seemed imminent, further away in the dean’s office, a conversation was taking place.

“In this situation, is it really okay to just leave things as they are?” asked Isabel, who had recently been promoted to head secretary.

Beatrice laughed softly, “Just leave them for now. Let them fight; it will all be over by tomorrow anyway.”

“Yes, understood.”

—————–
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Chapter 117

Just like any other day, the training room was bustling with routine activities. Kyle Perrion was swinging his sword at a scarecrow, training diligently.

Then,

Bang!

“Hey, Kyle!”

The training room door burst open as a familiar face appeared.

“Fabian.”

“Are you out of your mind?!”

Fabian, his face slightly flushed, stormed over to Kyle and shouted.

“You asked the committee for disciplinary action, claiming you lost the duel?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Kyle paused his sword swings and nodded nonchalantly.

“You idiot! Who said you lost? Kamon passed out! Whether it was mana exhaustion or whatever, you were the one who…”

“Fabian.”

“Ugh, this is driving me crazy.”

Fabian kicked the scarecrow in frustration, making Kyle smile faintly as he tried to calm him down.

“Calm down.”

“How can I calm down? Kyle, what’s wrong with you? Even kindness has its limits.”

“……”

Fabian seemed to think Kyle’s actions were a sacrifice for Kamon Vade. But Kyle shook his head and spoke firmly.


“Fabian, you’re misunderstanding something.”

“Misunderstanding? What misunderstanding? Tell me what I’m misunderstanding!”

Kyle responded calmly to Fabian’s outburst.

“I truly lost.”

“What?”

“I lost that duel.”

“……”

Fabian looked at him in disbelief, and Kyle continued slowly.

“And this is the second time.”

“Huh?”

The shock was evident on Fabian’s face as he stared at Kyle.

“What do you mean, the second time? You clearly…”

“……”

Ignoring Fabian’s questions, Kyle lifted the fallen scarecrow back into place and prepared to continue his training.

“Kyle!”

Fabian shouted as if trying to bring Kyle’s attention back to his unanswered questions.

“Fabian.”

Kyle’s soft but resolute voice made Fabian pause.

“I’ll say it again.”

With a determined look, Kyle stared at him.


“I lost to Kamon Vade.”

“……”

Fabian could only remain silent, staring at Kyle.

* * *

“Chelsea, are you coming to the café with us?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Chelsea nodded in response to Elaine’s question. Elaine smiled brightly and spoke enthusiastically.

“Let’s hurry up and get some cookies and lemonade. I’m a bit hungry.”

“You’ll get fat if you keep eating like that, Elaine.”

Mellin’s stern voice made Elaine look at her wide-eyed.

“W-What? I’ve gained weight? No way!”

Elaine exclaimed in shock, glancing at them with big eyes.

“No, I’m saying you’ll gain weight if you keep eating like that. Haha.”

“Pfft.”

Mellin’s laughter made Chelsea chuckle as well, covering her mouth lightly. They continued walking towards the café, engaging in lighthearted conversation.

“The new parfait is…”

“Cut back on the sweets, Elaine.”

Elaine and Mellin continued chatting without pause, while Chelsea silently walked behind them. Noticing her quietness, Elaine turned around and asked,

“Chelsea, are you thinking about something?”

“Huh? What?”


“You’ve been really quiet…”

Elaine’s cautious question made Chelsea smile faintly and shake her head.

“I was just walking along with you guys without thinking about anything.”

“Then come up here. Why are you walking behind us?”

Elaine linked her arm with Chelsea’s and pulled her along.

“Yeah, you look like you have a huge burden on your mind.”

Mellin nodded and joined them, sandwiching Chelsea between them. Chelsea smiled faintly, feeling slightly awkward but grateful.

‘Did I really look that serious?’

Chelsea had been replaying the honor duel between Kamon Vade and Kyle Perrion in her mind.

‘He was stronger than I expected.’

Kyle had shown much greater strength and skill than she had anticipated. Despite training with him multiple times, her estimation of his abilities had been off.

And then there was Kamon Vade.

‘He tried harder than I thought.’

She recalled Kamon’s determination and effort during their training sessions. She was lost in these thoughts when…

“Ah, Princess.”

“Hello.”

Mellin and Elaine suddenly stopped and greeted someone, pulling Chelsea out of her reverie. Looking ahead, she saw…

“Nice to see you all. Going to Lupinus Café?”

“Yes, are you going there too, Princess Francia?”

“I’m on my way out after finishing my drink.”

Princess Francia replied with a friendly smile.

Then, her gaze shifted briefly to Chelsea before she continued.

“Did you all enjoy watching the honor duel?”

“Oh, the fight between Kamon and Kyle?”

“Yes, it was fun to watch.”

Elaine answered with a vague smile, while Mellin nodded firmly.

“I also found it quite entertaining, but it was a bit disappointing.”

“Disappointing?”

“Huh?”

Elaine and Mellin tilted their heads in curiosity.

Princess Francia, still smiling, explained slowly.

“It seemed like Kyle was too kind, giving Kamon a chance. We were all expecting a fierce competition to determine the strongest freshman.”

Elaine and Mellin nodded in understanding.

“Oh.”

“That’s true. If Kyle had shown his true skills, Kamon wouldn’t have stood a chance…”

Mellin began to agree when Chelsea abruptly interrupted.

“No.”

“……?”

“C-Chelsea?”

Chelsea stepped forward and spoke firmly.

“That duel wasn’t about someone going easy on the other.”

“What?”

“Kyle and Kamon fought with everything they had.”

Princess Francia and the others looked at Chelsea in surprise.

Chelsea stood resolutely, her expression firm, causing Princess Francia and the other two to look at her with bewildered eyes.

“……”

“……”

An awkward silence hung in the air until Princess Francia broke it with a leisurely smile and a nod.

“Well, Chelsea, as the top student of our grade, your perspective is certainly more accurate than mine. I apologize for speaking without full knowledge.”

She bowed her head in a show of apology, and Mellin and Elaine quickly waved their hands, flustered.

“No, it’s not your fault, Princess.”

“Chelsea, why are you acting like this?”

Chelsea, however, remained unwavering, responding with a slight nod.

“Good. As long as you understand.”

“……?!”

“Let’s go, guys.”

With a cold demeanor, Chelsea turned and walked away, leaving the others in shock.

“Hey, Chelsea! Why do you keep…?”

“I’m sorry, Princess. Chelsea isn’t usually like this,” Mellin and Elaine apologized repeatedly, and Princess Francia, with a gentle smile, shook her head.

“It’s alright. It was my mistake. Go on now.”

After seeing Mellin and Elaine follow Chelsea, Princess Francia’s smile faded.

“Ha, what was that? Unbelievable.”

She shook her head in disbelief.

* * *

Swoosh, clang!

Multiple blades clashed.

Boom, crackle!

Dozens of spells flew through the air.

‘…What is this?’

I felt a strange sensation as if I were floating in the air, disconnected from the world, as if my soul and body were separated, drifting in the ether.

Then,

Whoosh, bang!

Crash.

Clatter, boom!

Amidst the cacophony of battle sounds, I turned my head.

There, a fierce battle, more like a one-sided massacre, was unfolding.

“Argh, retreat!”

“Damn it, what kind of monster is that?!”

‘Guards?’

Familiar armor-clad guards and knights with grim expressions seemed to be protecting someone.

And then,

“Vermin.”

I heard a voice that was both familiar and unfamiliar.

‘…!’

There stood someone I couldn’t believe.

Dark hair and deep, dark green eyes filled with arrogance and scorn for everything in the world.

‘Kamon Vade?’

It was me standing there.

Simultaneously,

Whoosh!

Just like when I used multiple enhanced Fire Balls with Beroen Clarence’s mana-guiding method against Kyle, dozens of huge fireballs appeared in the air, spiraling like long spears.

‘Flare Spear?’

It was a spell I had once read about in the library, wanting to learn more about magic.

Realizing this, I was horrified.

‘That spell is on par with Nine Rings of Fire.’

And yet, dozens of them were being cast and fired simultaneously.

“Step aside, trash.”

Whoosh, swoosh!

The fire spears, summoned in mid-air, shot toward the guards and knights blocking his path.

“Ugh!”

“Watch out… Aagh!”

In an instant, more than a dozen were incapacitated by the powerful magic.

‘What the hell is going on?’

I couldn’t fully comprehend what I was witnessing, but one thing was certain.

‘That’s the real Kamon Vade.’

The character Kamon Vade, before I was transmigrated into his body.

No one would call him a third-rate extra villain after seeing him like this.

‘Crazy author.’

At that moment,

“P-Please spare me.”

A platinum-haired girl, kneeling on the ground and trembling, appeared.

‘Princess Francia?’

Her state seemed strange, her eyes lifeless as if trapped in her own world, reminiscent of when she was chased by shadows in the past.

She wasn’t even looking at Kamon approaching her but staring at the empty space, muttering.

“I-I’m sorry. Please…”

“Princess, you need to escape… Ugh!”

But the real Kamon, unfazed by her pleas, dealt with all those who blocked his path.

Step, step!

He approached her slowly.

‘Is this the incident where Kamon attacked the princess?’

At that moment,

“Kamon, stop!”

A very familiar voice came from behind.

‘Kyle.’

Step, thud!

Surprisingly, Kamon stopped in his tracks at Kyle’s shout.

Then he turned to face Kyle.

“A worthless commoner dares to defy me again.”

With a twisted smile, Kamon muttered.

Swish!

Kyle, the protagonist, drew his sword with a tense expression and shouted,

“Stay where you are, Kamon. If you move another step, I’ll cut you down.”

“Pfft!”

Kamon laughed mockingly and tilted his head.

“Do you think you can defeat me?”

“……”

Kyle didn’t respond, gripping his sword tightly, his expression grim.

Kamon, the third-rate villain, began shaking his head.

“That’s why I hate those who don’t know their place.”

Whoosh!

With a flick of his hand, dozens of fire spears were summoned again.

“Begone, trash.”

Snap! Whoosh!

As Kamon’s final words echoed, the rotating fire spears filled the sky and shot towards Kyle.

Kyle swung his sword at the incoming magic, and just then,

“Hmm? Are you finally awake?”

A strange voice pierced my consciousness, and I snapped my eyes open.

‘What, where am I?’

The sight before me was a small room, like an infirmary.

Was that a dream?

But it felt too real to be just a dream.

What the hell is going on…?

A voice broke through my thoughts.

“You’re really awake.”

“……?”

Turning my head, I saw a voluptuous blonde woman in a tight-fitting red dress that accentuated her curves, looking at me.

“Hello, Kamon.”

“B-Beatrice?”

Why was she here?

—————–
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Chapter 118

After experiencing a nightmarish ordeal, I woke up to see the Red Mage, Beatrice, standing before me.

“B-Beatrice?”

In the sudden and confusing situation, I blurted out her name without thinking.

“Hm? Do you know me?”

“Well, that is…”

Damn it, I made a mistake.

Realizing the problem instantly, I quickly came up with an excuse.

“No, it’s just that I’ve heard rumors about you, so I reacted unconsciously. I apologize.”

“Rumors?”

As she looked at me curiously, I continued speaking as naturally as possible.

“A blonde beauty whose red dress suits her better than anyone, with beautiful emerald eyes and a charismatic gaze. The only one on the continent is the Red Mage Beatrice.”

Hearing this, Beatrice chuckled, seemingly pleased.

“Have you oiled your tongue or something? How can you say such things so effortlessly?”

“Well, I just spoke the truth.”

‘You love hearing praise and being put on a pedestal, don’t you?’

Recalling her personality from the original work, I responded with a straight face.

‘But what was that I saw earlier?’

My mind was still a chaotic mess. However, I couldn’t focus on that right now, not with the Red Mage Beatrice sitting in front of me.

‘Why is she here anyway? It’s not like we have any prior acquaintance.’


The woman conversing with me was on equal footing with the Yellow Mage Jamie. She was Beatrice de Atlante, known as the ‘Crimson Witch,’ responsible for the red in the primary colors.

“Hmm, really?”

She moved her finger in a curious gesture, exuding an alluring atmosphere that would naturally attract many men. I awkwardly nodded with a smile.

“Of course.”

‘Isn’t it too early for her to appear?’

While it was true that Beatrice eventually became the Dean of the Flance Imperial Academy, her initial appearance wasn’t supposed to be like this. She was supposed to appear when the conflict between the swordsmanship and magic factions had escalated…

“You seem quite normal for someone who took the assettoran drug, yet you say such things so casually. You’re certainly unique.”

“What?”

I tilted my head at Beatrice’s words.

Assettoran drug?

That sounded familiar… Oh, the mushroom! Professor Senoa had explained it during herbology class. It was that fungus that induces hallucinations or shows memories within one’s subconscious.

‘Could that be the real memory hidden in Kamon Vade’s subconscious?’

As I pondered that thought, Beatrice spoke again.

“So, are you feeling better? It must have been quite a shock.”

“Oh, yes. I think I’m fine.”

“Hmm. I still don’t understand why students fight like it’s a matter of life and death in an academy. But it’s a relief if you’re okay. Maybe the drug was effective?”

Oh, right. The honor duel.

How did that turn out?

“Excuse me, but…”

“Hmm?”


“What happened with the duel?”

I remembered breaking Kyle’s sword but passed out afterward, leaving me clueless about the outcome. Beatrice, with a peculiar look, smirked.

“That honor duel?”

“Yes.”

‘It should be a draw, or I should win.’

If I lost, it would be a disastrous situation.

“…”

Beatrice remained silent, making me anxious. I asked again, holding my breath.

“What happened? Did I lose?”

‘But I broke his sword. It should at least be a draw.’

Beatrice finally laughed and shook her head.

“No, nothing has been decided yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s just that, given the situation, it ended inconclusively.”

Her nonchalant explanation made me cheer inwardly.

‘Great, that’s a relief.’

Since I broke Kyle’s sword and no outcome had been declared, I still had a chance to argue it as a draw. I needed to find Professor Phelan or Beroen…

“By the way, I have an important question for you. I need to ask you something.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you.”


Beatrice nodded firmly, then slowly continued.

“You…”

Suddenly, her demeanor changed dramatically. The soft and seductive air was gone, replaced by a sharp and cold charisma that pressed down on me like a harsh winter wind.

Then.

“What’s your relationship with Jamie Hasellion?”

“Well, that is…”

Her pointed question left me speechless.

“Answer clearly. Where and how did you learn that magic?”

Her questioning was stern, and she continued, shaking her head.

“No, how did you even think of using such magic in that situation?”

“What?”

“If I had been a bit later, your opponent would have definitely died.”

“…!”

“You didn’t realize your magic was going out of control? If it had exploded, it would have caused significant damage, including to the spectators.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s indeed remarkable that an ordinary student could cast such magic, but you should never have done such a reckless thing.”

Beatrice’s reprimand was stern. She then asked again.

“So, answer my question. That magic, it was Jamie Hasellion’s, wasn’t it? How do you know it?”

“Well, that is…”

What’s going on?

Should I be honest here?

But the bigger question is…

‘Why was my master just standing there at that time?’

No matter how half-crazy and perverted Jamie is, she’s not someone who can be considered evil. She would have definitely tried to prevent unnecessary sacrifices or harm to civilians.

So why?

Ouch.

“Ah!”

Suddenly, a sharp pain in the back of my neck made me cry out involuntarily.

At the same time.

Riiip!

With the sound of something tearing.

“You’re spewing nonsense again, brat.”

A very familiar voice came from behind me.

“M-Master?”

“Jamie?”

A small girl with green hair appeared in front of me, smirking as she looked at the Red Mage Beatrice and asked,

“What’s so interesting about my disciple, you little red brat?”

At this, Beatrice stared back at Jamie with a sharp gaze and retorted,

“What’s this, Jamie? What are you doing here?”

“Why? Can’t I be here?”

“It’s against protocol for a mage of the primary colors to stay at an educational institution without the permission of the Board or the Seven Table…”

“Ah, there you go again, just like that old man’s disciple. It’s so tiresome.”

Jamie cut her off with a strong sigh, while Beatrice retorted with a mocking smile.

“I’m not that rigid. But Jamie, I can be a bit inflexible with you.”

“If you keep calling me Jamie, Jamie, you’re asking for a beating.”

Jamie’s threatening tone made Beatrice laugh and shrug her shoulders.

“If you want to be treated like a senior, act like one. Don’t you agree?”

“You crazy bitch…!”

Fuming with anger, Jamie cursed, and I, confused, asked,

“How did you get here, Master?”

“Is that really important right now?”

Jamie answered as if she found my question frustrating, and then Beatrice snapped back.

“What are you thinking?”

“What?”

“You said this student is your disciple. It’s insane that you took an academy student as your disciple in the first place, but…”

Trailing off, she continued with an annoyed expression.

“Why did you teach such dangerous magic?”

Jamie proudly placed her hands on her hips and replied.

“I taught my disciple. What’s the problem?”

“…”

“It’s not strange for a master to teach magic to their disciple, is it?”

“Hah, really.”

Beatrice, dumbfounded by Jamie’s response, let out a sarcastic laugh and glanced between Jamie and me.

“So why don’t you keep your useless meddling to yourself?”

“I knew you were a bit unhinged, but I didn’t know you were this crazy.”

“What?!”

“Do you even think before you act? Why on earth would you teach such dangerous magic to a student, no, a disciple? If I had been a little late…”

Beatrice’s exasperated tone was met with Jamie’s calm but firm response.

“Hey, little red brat. I think you’re mistaken about something.”

“…?!”

“That magic, even if it went out of control, wouldn’t have killed anyone.”

“Nonsense.”

Beatrice immediately refuted Jamie’s words firmly, but Jamie gave a peculiar smile and looked at me.

“He doesn’t have enough mana for that.”

“What are you talking about? The amount of mana and the speed I felt back then…”

Frowning, Beatrice started to argue back, but Jamie grabbed my hand with a grin.

“Look at this.”

“Hm?”

Jamie showed her the ‘Orb’ ring on my finger and said,

“My disciple has a special body. Want to check for yourself?”

Beatrice’s eyebrows raised slightly at her words.

“Check?”

“Yes, with mana. See what this kid’s body is like…”

Wait a minute.

Shouldn’t I be the one to give permission for that?

Why are they doing whatever they want?

“No, wait…”

But before I could finish speaking, a gentle touch of mana brushed against me.

And soon after.

“What is this?”

Beatrice looked at me with a very surprised and intrigued expression. Jamie nodded.

“No matter how much oil you have inside, if there’s no outlet, you can’t set it on fire properly, right?”

“…”

However, Beatrice ignored Jamie’s explanation and continued to observe me closely.

‘Ah, this is so uncomfortable.’

At that moment.

“Interesting.”

Our eyes met as she nodded with a peculiar smile.

‘Ugh, what’s this?’

I quickly turned my head to avoid her gaze.

‘Why is my heart suddenly racing like this?’

For some reason, it felt like her emerald eyes had a magical charm that could stir a man’s heart.

And then.

“Is your name Kamon Vade?”

“Yes? Oh, yes.”

When Beatrice suddenly asked my name, I reflexively nodded.

She then whispered softly with an even more seductive smile.

“Good, I’ll remember you.”

But Jamie coldly interrupted her.

“Remember, my ass… Just get lost already.”

—————–
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The next day.

“…Thus, I have been appointed as the acting dean of the Flance Imperial Academy. I am Beatrice, and I look forward to working with you.”

As the Red Mage Beatrice waved with a bright smile in the hologram projection, I could only stay silent.

“…”

Beatrice de Atlante.

She earned the title of Grand Mage from the Seven Table at the tender age of twenty and became the successor of the red in the primary colors before she turned thirty. And now, she was standing before the entire student body, delivering her inauguration speech as the acting dean of the Flance Imperial Academy.

‘She’ll probably be promoted to the official dean later anyway.’

If the original story went as it did, Beatrice would become one of the main character Kyle’s key allies. She was a character who played a mentor and older sister role, garnering considerable popularity.

‘Too bad she didn’t make it as a heroine candidate.’

The age difference played a part, but mostly because she wasn’t interested in men, she never had any romantic involvement with the protagonist Kyle.

However, she had an alluring and voluptuous body, a cold yet charismatic personality, beautiful blonde hair, and sharp features. Her naturally seductive and sensual behavior attracted endless admiration and affection from others, making many readers lament her not being a heroine.

‘I was one of those readers, secretly.’

“With that, I conclude the inauguration ceremony of the new acting dean…”

“Ah, wait a moment.”

Just as the inauguration ceremony was about to end, Beatrice suddenly raised her hand and called out.

“Do you have something more to say?”

“Yes.”

Nodding to the host’s question, she stepped back to the podium and grabbed the microphone.

“Ahem, I understand that there has been considerable turmoil within the academy recently.”


At her sudden mention of internal chaos, both students and faculty wore puzzled expressions.

“Hmm?”

“What’s this about all of a sudden?”

“Is she really going to address this openly?”

Her voice echoed again.

“It might be natural for people with different goals to gather and end up clashing and splitting apart.”

Her words seemed to target the factional strife between the swordsmanship and magic departments, making everyone, from students to faculty, listen intently in surprise.

“However, this academy is an institution for educating and nurturing talented students, not a place for power struggles. So, as long as I am the dean, such disputes will no longer be tolerated.”

“…!”

“What, what is she saying now?”

“Is she really planning to eliminate the factional battles between the swordsmanship and magic departments?”

Most people stared at the podium in shock, thinking it was too aggressive for an acting dean to make such bold claims on her first day.

But Beatrice, undeterred, pressed on.

“And the honor duel that occurred recently, its outcome hasn’t been decided yet, right?”

Her candid mention of the still contentious issue between students and professors alike made everyone freeze, waiting for her next words.

“Let’s settle that here and now. Since I intervened during the duel, the result will be….”

She paused, feeling everyone’s gaze on her, and then smiled lightly.

“The duel between the two will be declared a draw.”

With that brief declaration, chaos erupted.

“What?!”


“How can that be a draw?”

“No way, Kyle won! How can that be a draw?”

“This is insane!”

Reactions exploded around me.

‘As expected, but she really went for it.’

I thought, shaking my head with a sigh.

* * *

“So, this is all of it?”

The Red Mage Beatrice, who had stirred up the entire academy, asked as she sat comfortably in her office chair.

“Yes, Dean. This is all the information we could gather within the academy.”

Isabel, who had originally served as the secretary to Dean Elmon, had been promoted to the office manager to assist the newly appointed acting dean, Beatrice.

The first task assigned to the newly promoted Isabel was:

– Gather all information about Kamon Vade.

She handed over a hefty stack of documents.

Rustle.

Beatrice began to flip through the papers spread out on her desk.

“Shall I bring you something to drink?”

Isabel asked with a soft smile, unable to break her secretary habits.

“Yes, that would be nice. Something warm, please.”

“Understood.”

Beatrice replied with a bright smile, and Isabel quickly moved to fulfill the request.


Soon.

Plop!

A steaming black coffee was placed on the desk.

“Thank you.”

“If you need anything else, please let me know.”

Isabel left after completing her task.

Time began to pass.

One hour, two hours, and so on until the coffee had lost its warmth.

Plop!

Finally, Beatrice placed the document she was holding on the desk and smirked.

“…This is really interesting.”

At first, she thought Jamie, the Yellow Mage, had taken on a trivial task out of boredom.

But after discovering that Kamon Vade’s mana routes were blocked and reviewing all the information the academy had on him, she was intrigued.

“To think there’s someone so strange and unique.”

Despite his blocked mana routes, he could use magic and remain calm in life-threatening situations, executing his objectives precisely.

Moreover, the most peculiar point was.

“He was originally incredibly powerful.”

Beatrice’s impression after reading the evaluations and annotations from Dean Elmon and several professors.

Princess Francia, who drew everyone’s attention.

Chelsea Artein, the top student.

Kyle Perrion, the academy’s monster.

Though they were all extraordinary, the one who initially caught the eyes of influential figures upon entering the academy was someone else.

“Kamon Vade…”

Beatrice whispered his name, recalling his figure lying on the bed.

Those who had once possessed great power often experienced a profound sense of loss and helplessness upon losing it, sometimes to the point of losing the will to live.

But this guy…

“At first, I wondered if I should expel him.”

Beatrice murmured with a grin, lightly tapping her fingers on the desk.

Tap! Tap!

Her extended index finger tapped rhythmically on the desk, filling the room with soft sounds.

“I see. Is this why Jamie took you as her disciple?”

As she tried to reason Jamie’s actions, her eyes sparkled with interest.

“But what should I do?”

Then, with a deep smile, she continued,

“I want you so much.”

* * *

“Feeling good?”

“Pardon?”

At Jamie’s sudden question, I tilted my head in confusion. She answered with a displeased expression.

“You got the outcome you wanted from the duel. Are you feeling good?”

“Oh, yes. Of course. A draw… it’s the best result.”

As I nodded and answered, Jamie sat down heavily in front of me with an annoyed look on her face.

“So, are you going to run to that red brat if she calls you?”

“What?”

“The look that crazy woman gave you wasn’t normal!”

Jamie’s frustrated tone almost made me burst out laughing. What was this? Was she jealous? She looked like a puppy afraid of losing its bone, pouting with her lips pushed out.

“Come on, I wouldn’t leave you, Master.”

“You never know.”

“No way. Even if a hundred Red Mages begged me, I’d stay with you. Without you, I would never have gotten this result in the duel.”

“Hmph, so you do have some gratitude.”

Seeing Jamie’s reaction, her nose twitching with a mix of joy and embarrassment, I struggled to suppress my laughter.

‘Well, it’s not a bad feeling.’

Although becoming Jamie’s disciple was more a series of fortunate accidents than a deliberate plan, seeing her react this way made me feel like I was truly her disciple.

“So, are you feeling better now?”

“Yes, thanks to you.”

“Always the words…”

Despite her continued grumbling, I finally asked the question that had been on my mind.

“But Master, I’m curious about something.”

“Hmm?”

“You’ve known Beatrice for a while, right?”

“…Yes.”

She answered awkwardly, prompting me to press further.

“Can I ask what your relationship is? You seemed to know each other quite well…”

In the original story, they appeared at different times and under different circumstances. They never interacted or appeared together.

Considering that I would frequently encounter these people in the future, it was better to understand their relationships.

‘The blue was hostile, the red an ally, and the yellow neutral, right?’

Thinking about the relationships with the protagonist Kyle, I nodded to myself.

‘All three are among the strongest in the world, so it’s best to know in advance and prepare.’

Since I was now officially the disciple of the Yellow Mage, Jamie Hasellion.

“Hm, why are you curious all of a sudden?”

“Well, since I’ll be staying at the academy, I’ll probably run into her often. It would be good to know what kind of person she is and her relationship with you, Master.”

With a slight smile, I teased Jamie.

“If she’s really someone I shouldn’t be involved with, I should know to avoid causing you any trouble.”

“Geez, you talk too much…”

Jamie muttered, seemingly exasperated but with a slight smirk showing her good mood.

“Beatrice de Atlante is the granddaughter of the Blue Mage Edward Belmont, which makes her related to him. And her master was my senior.”

“What?”

I blurted out in surprise at the unexpected background.

‘The blue and red are related by family? And the red and yellow are connected through mentorship?’

“I used to be in the same magic tower as that senior. He was quite an eccentric, but his curse magic was top-notch. Of course, we had a big fight later and split up.”

“A fight?”

“Yes. Oh, and I won, of course.”

“Ah, I see. But why did you fight?”

“He was just annoying.”

“Oh…”

Although I didn’t fully understand the reason, it made sense when Jamie said it.

At the same time.

‘Well, I get the gist.’

Knowing the original settings, I could infer their relationships from a few pieces of information.

‘If Jamie had a fallout with her master, it makes sense that her relationship with Beatrice isn’t great either. And maybe Beatrice became an authority on curse magic because of her master?’

In the original story, the mages of the three primary colors each had unique characteristics. Blue focused on defensive and enhancement magic, red on offensive and curse magic, and Jamie’s yellow…

‘Research, artifacts, and creation magic.’

While the Blue Mage Edward and Red Mage Beatrice frequently interacted with the protagonist Kyle, the Yellow Mage Jamie appeared sporadically, maintaining an air of mystery. She moved freely like the wind, not bound to any one place, making her a difficult character to pin down.

With these thoughts, I felt a playful urge seeing Jamie’s fluctuating emotions.

‘Should I tease her a bit?’

“Then, Master, you’re essentially Beatrice’s grandmaster?”

“What? Well, if you put it that way, yes.”

Seeing Jamie puff up with pride at my words, I couldn’t help but chuckle inwardly.

‘What mystery? She’s just a crazy researcher with no sense of decorum.’

“So, by that logic, Beatrice and I are peers. Got it.”

“What? Is that how it works?”

Jamie mumbled, confused, just as the door creaked open.

“Hello, I’m back.”

“You red brat, why are you here again…”

Jamie growled, but Beatrice ignored her and fixed her gaze on me.

“Hello, Dean.”

I greeted her respectfully, bowing my head.

Then, Beatrice spoke again.

“Kamon Vade.”

“Yes?”

“Would you consider becoming my disciple? I can treat you much better than Jamie.”

Her sudden and bombshell declaration left the entire room frozen.

—————–
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“…”

“…”

A beautiful girl with platinum blonde hair and a cold beauty with silver hair sat facing each other in silence, sipping tea. If anyone else saw this scene, they would have quietly left without a word. Because…

“In the end, nothing has changed.”

The one who broke the silence was the platinum-haired girl, Princess Francia, and the one frowning was Diana.

“Tsk.”

“For someone who spoke with such confidence, the results weren’t very good. Isn’t this what you call a loss?”

In response to Princess Francia’s question, Diana regained her composure and nodded.

“Yes, it’s a loss.”

“I heard that merchants usually identify whose fault it is when a loss occurs.”

With the continued questioning from Princess Francia, Diana’s lips twitched as she answered.

“Yes, the standard practice is to identify the responsible party.”

She then added in a cold tone.

“But it’s a bit hard to pinpoint the responsibility this time, isn’t it?”

“Pardon? What do you mean by that…?”

“Because an unforeseen variable intervened.”

“A variable?”

“Yes, who would have expected the board to suddenly appoint an acting dean? Not even our princess here knew.”

“….”


Diana’s words seemed to mock Francia’s inability to foresee this, but Francia remained silent, not responding to the provocation.

“However, if you insist on assigning blame for this transaction…”

“No, there’s no need for that.”

Cutting Diana off firmly, Princess Francia continued.

“Let’s end our transaction here.”

“End it here?”

“Yes, here.”

With a resolute gaze, Princess Francia’s eyes did not waver, prompting Diana to nod with a deep smile.

“Very well. If that’s what you wish, we’ll conclude it here.”

Declaring the end of their transaction, Diana placed her teacup down with a cold gaze.

Thud.

“But…”

With a faint glint in her eyes, Diana spoke in a low voice.

“Won’t you regret this later?”

“Regret?”

“Well, knowing you, you probably won’t. Forget I said anything.”

Diana chuckled softly and stood up.

Screech.

“Well then, I’ll be going. No point in us staying here any longer.”

“Yes, go ahead. I won’t see you off.”


“Understood, Your Highness.”

With a slight bow, Diana left Princess Francia’s dormitory.

And then.

Bang!

“Damn that bitch…”

“L-Lady?”

As soon as she stepped outside, Diana kicked a pillar and cursed, startling her butler, Clark.

“Ugh.”

Diana sighed deeply and spoke in a cold tone.

“Investigate Princess Francia and her surroundings thoroughly. Find out what she eats, what she wears, and what she fears. Leave nothing out!”

“Yes? Oh, yes, ma’am.”

Clark, her butler, was taken aback but, having served Diana for many years, wisely refrained from questioning her orders.

“That insolent woman, I can’t stand her from her gaze down to her very presence.”

Muttering to herself, Diana expressed her intense anger and hostility towards Princess Francia.

“And find out what kind of magic Kamon Vade used at the end.”

“I will obey.”

Clark bowed deeply and hurried off.

Watching him leave, Diana muttered in frustration.

“Is he just lucky, or is there something hidden? I’ll find out everything and crush him.”

Thud, thud!


Diana Fren walked away with heavy, angry steps.

And.

“…”

From a distance, Princess Francia, who had been watching Diana’s retreating figure from a terrace, also frowned and murmured.

“She really doesn’t suit me. Best to avoid getting involved.”

Leaving a brief remark about Diana Fren, Princess Francia then recalled the duel scene she had witnessed and spoke to herself.

“What? She said that wasn’t her holding back? So Kamon really could win against Kyle? That’s absurd…”

Reflecting on Chelsea’s words, she shook her head.

“Sigh, it’s really not easy.”

The two girls who had temporarily joined forces against a common enemy now turned their backs on each other.

* * *

After about three days of recuperating in the academy’s infirmary, I finally received the news that I could be discharged.

Late at night, with darkness blanketing the room, I lay on the bed with my arms behind my head and muttered softly.

“Sigh, I’m leaving tomorrow.”

It was a short time, yet it didn’t feel that brief.

So much had happened…

‘Time flew by without me realizing it.’

Then.

“Hm?”

Sensing a presence outside the slightly open door, I turned to see the end of a long hair strand swaying slightly.

“….”

What’s this?

Is someone here?

With that thought, I got up and approached the door.

Knock, knock.

I turned my head at the sound of knocking on the window and saw Jamie’s tired face outside.

‘Ah, it was Master.’

Her voice came from outside the window.

“Kamon, open up. Why did you lock the window?”

“Why are you coming through the window when there’s a door?”

“They won’t let me in, saying you need absolute rest.”

“Then…”

Why not just leave me alone?

Why do you keep coming?

Just then.

Boom!

“A stray cat sneaking in again, I see,” said the Red Mage Beatrice with a sardonic smile as she appeared in the middle of the infirmary.

“What do you want, Red Brat? Why do you keep coming here?” Jamie shot back.

“I’m the dean. What about you? Didn’t you see the sign saying he needs absolute rest?”

“I’m his master!”

Watching them argue like children, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

‘Is this the conversation of the strongest contenders in the world? They sound like three-year-olds bickering.’

The Red Mage and the Yellow Mage, both holders of the prestigious titles only the continent’s top mages could attain, continued their childish squabble, each trying to outdo the other.

“Can you both please just leave quietly?” I pleaded.

“Why should I? No way!” Jamie retorted.

“As the dean, it’s my duty to look after the student’s health. Of course, if he becomes my disciple, I’ll ensure even better care…”

“Hey. Do you want to die, Red Brat? Stop flirting like a stray cat.”

“Why don’t you step aside, old lady?”

“What? Old lady?”

“You’re not exactly young. At least three…”

“Shut that mouth of yours!”

Neither side would back down, growling at each other like cats and dogs.

‘Sigh, absolute rest, my foot…’

Instead of resting, I was subjected to stress and irritation.

“Let’s settle this once and for all. Kamon is my disciple. Don’t do something you’ll regret, Red Brat. Got it?”

“Everyone knows he’s your disciple. But who says you can only have one master? Even in magic towers, students often have multiple mentors.”

“Hey, that’s…”

“What? Feeling scared, Jamie?”

Beatrice’s mocking laughter filled the room as she taunted Jamie.

‘She looks so poised and dignified, but she’s surprisingly childish.’

“Sigh, forget it. I’m not falling for such provocations. Kamon already said I’m his only master. Right?”

“Is that true, Kamon?” Beatrice asked, turning her gaze to me.

“Uh, me?” Startled by the sudden attention, I mumbled, “Oh, I feel dizzy…”

After enduring a long and torturous period of bickering between these two absolute powers, I finally found peace.

“Ah, I’m finally free!” I exclaimed, stretching as I stepped out of the infirmary.

At that moment…

“Hey, Kamon!”

“What do you mean by free? Were you locked up?”

I turned to see familiar faces.

“Huh?”

Standing before me were Bren, Elliot, and Lois.

“Well, I was kind of locked up in the infirmary. They didn’t allow anyone in, saying I needed absolute rest.”

“Kamon, are you really okay now?”

Their usual noisy chatter made me smile.

“Were you waiting for me here?” I asked.

Elliot nodded.

“Of course, we were all worried about you.”

“Yeah, Kamon, are you sure you’re okay?” Bren asked, still looking concerned.

“Yes, I’m fine now.”

I felt a warmth in my heart at their unexpected actions.

Then, Elliot asked with a puzzled expression, “But what was that you yelled about being free? Were you bored being cooped up?”

“Probably because he was stuck alone in the infirmary,” Lois suggested.

“Yeah, being alone there must have been boring… Or did you enjoy yourself?” Elliot joked, putting an arm around my shoulders.

“Hey, be careful! What if he’s not fully healed?” Bren scolded.

“Come on, Bren. Guys grow stronger by getting hurt and healing. No need to baby him.”

Lois shook his head at Elliot’s bravado. “If that’s the case, why were you so cautious back then?”

“What?”

“When everyone was bad-mouthing Kamon after the duel, you didn’t say anything.”

“That’s because…” Elliot paused, then grinned. “Real men are strong and silent.”

“Sure, whatever you say,” Lois muttered.

As they joked and laughed, I asked the question that had been on my mind.

“But how did you guys know I was getting out today?”

“Ah, Cecilia told us. She wanted to come too but couldn’t get away from her schedule,” Bren explained.

“The president wanted to come here?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah, she was really bummed she couldn’t,” Elliot said.

“Why would Cecilia come? She’s already so busy…” Lois murmured.

Elliot seized the moment to tease him. “What? Are you upset that Rosen Ravenia didn’t come?”

“Ugh, what are you talking about, Elliot? Why bring up Rosen here?” Lois snapped.

“Heh, if you miss your fiancée so much, go visit her,” Elliot teased, making me laugh again.

“Ha ha ha.”

“Why are you laughing, Kamon?” Lois asked.

“It’s just funny,” I said, still chuckling.

“Yeah, it’s hilarious,” Bren agreed, laughing along.

Elliot turned to Lois with a grin. “See, even Bren thinks so.”

“Hey, Bren, you too?”

“I mean, it’s funny,” Bren said, unable to stop laughing. “It’s written all over your face, Lois. You miss Rosen.”

Elliot joined in the laughter. “Exactly!”

At that moment…

“Hm? Did someone call me?”

“?!”

“R-Rosen?”

Everyone turned in shock to see Rosen Ravenia standing there.

“Rosen, why are you here?”

—————–
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“Isn’t that Kamon over there?”

“Wow, look at his complexion. He looks great.”

“He said he was going to take a break for a while and rest, and it shows.”

“…How shameless to steal Kyle’s victory like that.”

On my way back to the dormitory, I could hear the murmurs of students who crossed paths with me. I had grown quite used to the stares by now, but it was rare to see such open hostility.

‘This is a bit new.’

Of course, no one directly approached me to confront me. They probably didn’t think I could hear them anyway.

‘It’s all because of my sharp hearing.’

Shrugging it off, I soon arrived at the familiar dormitory building.

Then,

Thud!

I threw myself onto the bed as soon as I returned to my dorm room for the first time in a while.

“Ah, this feels great.”

Stretching lightly, I recalled the unexpected appearance of a certain individual earlier, causing everyone to be taken aback, and I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Who would have thought Rosen Ravenia would show up there?”

Of course, Rosen’s appearance wasn’t a mere coincidence. She had come on behalf of Lady Cecilia to check on my discharge status.

– She mentioned inviting me to dinner sometime later… Well, personally, I hope you decline, Kamon Vade.

And she made it clear that she didn’t want me and Lady Cecilia to grow closer.

“Not that I have any intention of getting closer anyway.”


Not that I was in a position to say such things.

My goal was always singular.

‘To live quietly, like a mouse.’

Although right now, just my existence drew a lot of attention.

Eventually, where I needed to end up was to be as unnoticeable as air.

In that sense, getting closer to Lady Cecilia, the new student council president, was never a good idea.

“Well, setting that aside…”

While chatting and laughing over trivial stories and incidents wasn’t bad, it wasn’t what mattered to me right now.

What currently dominated my mind was something else entirely.

“…What was that really?”

A bizarre memory that surfaced before I woke up in the infirmary.

A dream or perhaps an unconscious manifestation, it felt incredibly vivid and realistic, as if I had actually experienced it.

And in that place,

“Kamon Vade handled everything alone.”

Kamon Vade demonstrated terrifying magic power, incapacitating the guards and escort knights with a wave of his hand. Although I didn’t see how the final battle with the protagonist Kyle ended, if it followed the original plot, Kamon Vade would have been defeated by Kyle.

Even so, the skill and talent Kamon Vade displayed were not those of a mere third-rate villain.

‘At least a mid-boss, if not the boss of a chapter.’

“How did they manage to subdue that? Was it the protagonist buff again?”

I sighed deeply as I murmured to myself.

“Ugh, well, I would know if it had been properly covered in the novel. What the hell did the author write?”


In the actual story I read, Kamon’s attack on Princess Francia and subsequent defeat by Kyle wasn’t described in detail. It was just mentioned briefly by a third party.

“…”

I was lost in thought for a moment, then shook my head.

“Forget it. No need to dwell on it.”

Whether the real Kamon Vade was incredibly powerful or a skilled magician didn’t concern me.

‘Actually, it should be seen as a good thing.’

If Kamon Vade was such a brilliant mage shortly after entering the academy, then I too could grow to be just as strong…

“Ah, forget it. What growth? My mana routes are blocked, and I can’t even use magic properly without an ‘Orb.’”

Muttering in frustration about my current state, I voiced another question that surfaced.

“But why are my mana routes blocked?”

It felt like there was a missing piece somewhere.

However,

“Never mind, don’t worry about it. It’s not important right now.”

It was better to focus on immediate matters rather than dwelling on complicated issues that wouldn’t be resolved anytime soon.

“Surviving comes first.”

Repeating to myself as if to remind me, I closed my eyes.

* * *

“Wow, how long has it been?”

Arriving in the city I had previously visited with Bren, I mumbled nostalgically. It felt like just yesterday when I had my final dungeon studies exam and first met Bren; time sure flies. As soon as the midterms ended, we, who hadn’t had proper fun in a while, decided to visit the city of “Velium” this weekend.

Elliot, looking at the crowd, mumbled in frustration, “Is it because it’s the weekend? There are so many people.”


“It’s always bustling here, even on weekdays,” Lois responded.

“Huh? Have you been here on a weekday, Lois?” Elliot asked.

“Yeah, I lived here for about a month before entering the academy.”

Bren, tilting his head, asked, “Lived here? Why?”

“My father made me.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what position Lois’s family held, but given their connections to both the Romanoff Duchy and the Ravenia family, they certainly weren’t insignificant.

“Then Lois must know this place well. Lead the way, Lois!” Bren said.

“Got it. Everyone, this way. Our reservation is at the ‘Hoguwan’ restaurant, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Following Lois, who confidently took the lead, we soon moved past the crowded center towards the outskirts. This area was unfamiliar to even me, despite having scoured the entire city with Bren in the past.

“What is this place? I’ve never been here before.”

“Yeah, but look at those buildings. They’re all fancy and impressive,” Bren said, glancing around.

Indeed, the buildings in this less-populated area were luxurious and grand, as Bren noted. The paths looked meticulously maintained, clean, and neat, suggesting that…

‘Oh, is this where the wealthy live?’

From behind, Elliot’s voice came, “Ah, this is the noble residential area.”

“Noble residential area?”

“Yeah, most of them hate noise, so they live here. But interestingly, the city’s most famous restaurants are all here, though they are quite pricey.”

“Elliot’s right,” Lois nodded, agreeing with Elliot’s casual shrug.

“So, Lois, did you live here?” Bren asked.

“Me? No, I stayed near the center. I don’t like quiet places; I prefer the hustle and bustle. I visited the restaurants here occasionally, though.”

I nodded silently at Lois’s response, lost in thought. ‘Of course.’

A place that sees daily maintenance couldn’t be ordinary.

“If we go this way… Yep, this is it. Everyone, welcome to the most famous restaurant in Velium, ‘Hoguwan.’”

Lois introduced the restaurant with the pride of showing his own home. In front of us stood a dazzling restaurant, its grandeur evident. At the same time, a man with a goatee hurriedly came out from the huge front door.

“…Hello, are you the ones who made the reservation today?”

“Yes, under ‘Lois Forte,’” Lois replied.

The goateed man checked his list, then smiled brightly and nodded.

“Ah, here it is. A party of four, right?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Then please follow me.”

He bowed and muttered into his collar, “Party of four, coming in. Reserved seats are at Terrace C1. Please follow me.”

‘Wireless communication?’

It must be an application of magical engineering. Only top-notch restaurants could afford such conveniences.

As we followed the goateed man inside, we saw the interior adorned with lavish lights, sculptures, and expensive-looking artworks.

“Wow, this place is really fancy,” Bren commented.

“Indeed, a true high-end restaurant,” I added.

Lois nodded, “This is probably the largest and most expensive restaurant in Velium.”

Elliot, in a serious tone, added, “I’m treating today, so enjoy to your heart’s content.”

“Se-Senior!”

“Thank you, Senior,” Bren said, looking touched, and Lois smiled brightly.

I watched them silently, feeling something strange. ‘Have I ever hung out with friends like this?’

Reflecting on my past life as Kang Hyunsoo, I realized I hadn’t had such experiences. ‘I dropped out of college and had no time to socialize.’

It was an unexpected experience as Kamon Vade.

“Here you go,” said the man who would be serving us, replacing the goateed man. He was a sharp-eyed, small but strikingly handsome boy, greeting us with a stoic expression.

‘Hmm? He looks familiar.’

As I was trying to place his face, Bren and Elliot’s exclamations distracted me.

“Wow, the view here is amazing.”

“Is this place known for its food or the view?”

Sitting on the second-floor terrace with a view of the city’s beautiful buildings, I couldn’t help but nod in agreement. “It’s really nice.”

The server, in a low, cold voice, said, “This terrace is exclusively for your use. If you have any issues, please let us know.”

“Okay, can we get the menu first…?”

“Our recommended menu today is the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak, an A++ grade dish perfect for four. For seafood…”

As the server explained, I heard a familiar voice from below.

“Somehow, the Red Mage became the interim dean. Are you okay with that?”

“What choice do I have? It’s the board’s decision. Ahem!”

Peeking over, I saw a familiar elderly figure with a chaotic white beard and balding head—Professor Phelan Xaveir.

“But he’s just an interim dean, right? You’re the perfect fit for the dean’s position, so the board will come to its senses soon.”

“Hah, I hope so.”

Professor Phelan, mumbling something in his familiar voice, looked like his usual self, with his wild white beard and balding head.

—————–
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‘Fancy meeting him here.’

It was an unexpected encounter, but since it was the weekend, it wasn’t too surprising to run into someone at such a high-end restaurant.

However,

‘No matter how much effort he puts in, he’ll never become the dean. Beatrice will always hold that position.’

Watching Professor Phelan wistfully eye a lost cause, I had these thoughts.

Then,

“Oh, by the way, didn’t you say you were sponsoring a student, Phelan?”

“Hmm, yes.”

Oh, is this about me?

“Yeah, I heard that too. But is it true? You, the cold-hearted penny-pincher, paying for a student’s tuition and dorm fees?”

“When I looked into it, that student seemed pretty well-known. Isn’t he Kamon, the eldest son of the Vade Marquisate?”

“Ah, isn’t he the one who had that Honor Duel at the academy?”

“More like the lunatic who attacked the princess. I heard he was kicked out of his family.”

Listening to them gossip about me was oddly surreal.

“Everyone, enough pointless chatter. What does it matter who I sponsor?”

“But if that student was kicked out of his family, he’s now a commoner, right? Won’t his tuition fees go up next year?”

“Yeah, commoners pay at least four times more, don’t they?”

Wait a minute. Four times the tuition?

What…?


“Oh boy, you’re going to spend a fortune again. Haha, trying to act all generous.”

“That’s why you should never do things you’re not used to. It leads to disaster.”

“Exactly, haha!”

Professor Phelan’s friends began laughing and mocking him.

Professor Phelan’s face turned red with anger.

Then,

“Quiet! You’re all talking without knowing anything. I only supported him this one time. There will be no more support next year.”

“Huh? So you’re not going to support him anymore?”

“Oh, that poor student, losing Professor Phelan’s support. How unfortunate.”

Despite the continuing mockery, Professor Phelan shook his head, exhaling a laugh of disbelief.

“Sponsorship, my foot… I just helped out temporarily because he was in a tight spot.”

“But without your support, won’t he have to leave the academy?”

“Right, how can a commoner student afford quadrupled costs?”

Looking slightly concerned, they talked among themselves, while Professor Phelan replied with a smirk,

“How is that my problem? That’s his issue to deal with.”

‘What? This insane bastard…’

The same guy who confidently told me to trust him during the Honor Duel.

And now he says it’s not his problem?

‘Ugh, I could just…!’

I felt an overwhelming urge to smack that bald head.


“When he couldn’t even handle a mere swordsman, what? A draw? The more I think about it, the more infuriating it is.”

“…”

As Professor Phelan brought up the Honor Duel, I was momentarily speechless.

‘Excuse me. Kyle is the protagonist, you know. Not just any protagonist, but an absurdly overpowered one.’

Does he think matching him in a draw is easy?

‘This bald idiot is talking nonsense just because he has a mouth!’

Boiling with anger, I took a deep breath and shook my head.

“Whew, no. That’s not the important thing right now.”

Correcting any wrongs or arguments was secondary to solving the immediate problem.

‘If my tuition rises fourfold, how am I going to manage that?’

It wouldn’t just be tuition. Considering dorm fees and other additional costs, it would be far more than just four times.

So eventually…

‘It all comes down to money. Damn it!’

“Man, this isn’t easy.”

“Huh? Kamon, what’s wrong? Don’t you like the menu?”

Bren, noticing my expression, reacted immediately.

“The ‘Black Kyvon’ here is really good. You won’t regret it. Right, Lois?”

“Yeah, it’s famous, although I haven’t tried it myself.”

The stoic young server approached me, adding,

“Let me set the table first.”


The server, with well-practiced movements, arranged forks and knives and began pouring water into glasses.

The cool, refreshing water streamed into the tall glasses.

“The main course will be served soon. Please wait a moment.”

“Yes, take your time.”

“As long as it tastes good, we can wait!”

Eagerly looking forward to the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak, they nodded enthusiastically.

And seeing them like that,

“Sigh…”

I couldn’t help but chuckle and shake my head.

‘Fine, I’ll deal with the money issue later. Let’s just enjoy the meal for now.’

No need to ruin the mood here.

* * *

Grinding teeth

The young server assigned to Kamon, Bren, Elliot, and Lois at the ‘Hoguwan’ restaurant.

He was secretly gritting his teeth.

‘I’ve been waiting for this day.’

The seemingly emotionless boy, no, girl, had a past encounter with Kamon.

Her name was Angela.

She was the sister of Senbran, the head of the dark guild in the city of Velium.

Clenching her jaw tight, she remembered that day, biting her lower lip so hard it turned white.

Despite the risk of drawing blood, she didn’t care.

‘Now I can finally get my revenge.’

Since that unforgettable and humiliating encounter, she had been honing her grudge against Kamon and Bren.

– No matter what, don’t mess with him.

Despite her brother’s warnings, Angela didn’t heed them.

Revenge consumed her, and she spent her time gathering and analyzing information about them.

When she learned they would visit ‘Hoguwan’ restaurant, she knew her moment had come.

Disguised as a server for the past few days, she meticulously prepared, waiting for the perfect moment.

‘I’ll make them humiliate themselves in front of everyone.’

While she wanted to end their lives, she wasn’t that foolish.

Harming academy students could bring severe consequences, even for the guild.

This was personal, not worth endangering the guild.

“I’ll give them back exactly what they deserve.”

With that resolve,

Step, step

“The meat is here!”

“Wow, the meat has arrived.”

Angela, carrying a massive piece of meat—the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak—approached them with a feigned smile.

“I’ll now present the fire show.”

With a wave of her hand,

Whoosh, pop!

“Wow.”

“What the… That’s amazing.”

As the flames erupted, casting a blue hue, they began to sear the meat with a sizzle.

“Although the meat has already been cooked once, this method sears the exterior, inducing a strong Maillard reaction,” Angela explained, perfectly imitating a server at ‘Hoguwan.’

With a faint smile, she continued, “And now, we add the ‘Sear Butter,’ reputed to be the finest in the empire.”

Ssshhh!

Golden chunks of butter sizzled and melted rapidly on the still-blue iron plate. Everyone’s eyes sparkled with excitement, focused intently on the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak.

“Now, I’ll sprinkle some ‘Peltin Pepper.’ You’ll experience a taste like no other,” she said, pulling out a pepper grinder.

‘This has a powerful laxative mixed in. Let’s see what happens,’ Angela thought with a sly smile, about to grind the pepper.

“Wait a moment!” a voice suddenly called out, halting her action.

“Yes?” ‘What? Did they catch on?’ Angela thought, a bit flustered.

It was Lois, who tilted his head curiously and asked, “Do you have ‘Zerwan Pepper’ instead? I find that one tastier.”

“Oh…”

Momentarily taken aback, Angela quickly calmed her racing heart and smiled again. “Of course, I’ll bring it right away.”

‘Damn picky brat.’

Having worked as a new server for a few days, Angela had heard about such demanding customers from her seniors, but she hadn’t expected Lois to be one of them.

Thud, thud.

Angela, maintaining a composed exterior, swapped out the pepper grinder. With a swift, unseen movement, she mixed the potent laxative into the ‘Zerwan Pepper’ container.

‘Perfect.’

Step, step.

“Is this acceptable?” she asked, presenting the new pepper grinder to Lois, who nodded happily.

“Yes, please.”

“Hey, isn’t pepper just pepper? What’s the big deal? We’re starving here,” Bren grumbled.

“Just trust me. It’ll taste amazing,” Lois insisted.

“Yeah, let’s trust Lois this time,” Elliot added.

Amidst the chatter, Kamon Vade, Angela’s primary target, sat silently, gazing deeply at the food.

‘Could he suspect something?’ Angela wondered.

No, that was impossible. Her skill in sleight of hand and disguise was flawless.

Sizzle, sizzle!

Angela began grinding the laxative-laced pepper onto the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak.

‘This is it. It’s over now.’

Small pepper grains fell onto the sizzling steak, which was still cooking in the blue flames.

Someone gulped audibly, eagerly watching the process, and Angela seized the moment to speak.

“And we’re done. Now, please enjoy your delightful meal…”

But at that very moment,

“Kamon!”

A voice called out, and everyone turned to look.

There stood a beautiful girl with ash-gray hair in a luxurious purple dress—Cecilia, the student council president of Flance Imperial Academy and a precious member of the Romanoff Ducal House.

“Kamo-o-o-on!”

“President?”

“Cecilia? Who called her?”

“Sister? How are you here?”

Naturally, everyone was shocked and confused by her sudden appearance.

Kamon Vade himself let out a displeased sound, clicking his tongue.

“I told you we should have dinner together, right? How could you come here without saying anything?” Cecilia pouted.

At the same time,

“Cecilia, I told you to go slowly, didn’t I?”

The vice president, Rosen Ravenia, followed behind her.

“Sister Rosen too?”

“Sigh, the whole student council is here because of Kamon…”

“Haha, would you like to join us?” Bren asked, before Cecilia could even answer, she seated herself.

Scrape.

“Of course! I’m eating here,” Cecilia declared.

Rosen Ravenia naturally took a seat next to her.

Faced with the sudden and unexpected arrival of these individuals, Angela began to sweat.

‘Why are those brats here?’

She could have handled embarrassing Kamon and his friends with the powerful laxative, but…

‘Dealing with Romanoff and Ravenia is a different matter.’

Cecilia and Rosen were treasured by their families. Any mishap involving them at ‘Hoguwan’ could spell disaster for not only Angela but her entire guild.

“Come on, let’s eat already!” Elliot’s exasperated voice broke the tension, and Rosen Ravenia casually requested additional place settings.

“Could you bring more tableware?”

“Yes, right away!”

Angela, her mind racing, hurried to fetch the extra settings.

‘What should I do?’

She realized they were heading for catastrophe. She needed to act quickly.

‘Damn it. I have no choice!’

With a determined yet frustrated heart, Angela decided.

“Here’s the tableware… Oh!”

Crash, thud!*

Pretending to stumble, she threw herself onto the table.

“Watch out!”

“Ugh!”

“No, save the meat!”

Smash!

In the chaos, the table collapsed, sending the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak and all the tableware crashing to the floor.

‘This should do it.’

Covered in food and sauces, Angela inwardly wept, lying on the ground with her eyes closed.

—————–
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“I-I’m sorry. I’m still a new hire and haven’t been here long… I promise I’ll make sure to properly train them.”

The restaurant manager, who appeared in the sudden situation, repeatedly bowed his head and apologized profusely. I lightly shook my head and accepted his apology.

“No, it’s fine. No one was hurt.”

At the same time, Lady Cecilia asked,

“Is the server alright?”

“Yes. Fortunately, they just lost consciousness for a moment and there’s no problem.”

“That’s a relief.”

Cecilia nodded, but some others were only fixated on the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak scattered on the floor.

“Why… why…”

“The meat is dead…”

In response to Elliot and Lois’s reactions, Rosen Ravenia frowned and said,

“Are you guys starving? Why are you making faces like the world has ended?”

Then the manager hurriedly added,

“We will bring you a new dish. So please bear with us… What?”

At that moment, a server approached the manager quickly and whispered in his ear. The restaurant manager’s face soon turned pale.

‘What is it? Did something go wrong?’

Rosen Ravenia seemed to have the same thought as me, crossing her arms and asking,

“What’s going on? Is there a problem?”

“Uh, well…”


The manager stuttered for a moment, then with a resigned look, he made a serious expression.

“I’m sorry. We are currently out of stock of the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak.”

“W-what?”

“Nooooo! No way!”

As if they heard that a demon king had descended, or that the end of the world was near, Elliot and Lois screamed and collapsed, to which Bren said in a flustered tone,

“S-senior. Lois. Please stop. It’s embarrassing.”

Indeed, as Bren said, their behavior was too embarrassing to consider them as comrades.

But despite their reactions, someone was calmly assessing the situation.

“Then what about the cost of the uneaten food and compensation for the inconvenience?”

“We will definitely compensate you later. Once we restock, we will provide at least two free meals. And the same goes for today. Besides the ‘Black Kyvon’ steak, we have many delicious dishes. Please have a meal with another menu.”

The manager of ‘Hoguwanten’ restaurant tried to handle the current chaos and problems in a very professional manner. Rosen Ravenia seemed to like the manager’s problem-solving ability, as she nodded with a faint smile.

“I see. Cecil, what do you think? Shall we eat here?”

“Huh? I…”

Cecilia Romanoff, the student council president of Flance Imperial Academy, turned her gaze aside without answering Rosen’s question.

‘Why are you suddenly looking at me?’

“I’ll do whatever Kamon wants. Kamon, are we eating here?”

Feeling a bit burdened by her question, which shifted all the decision-making to me, I asked the others.

“What about you guys? Are you eating here?”

At that moment, Elliot shouted in a very serious tone.

“No, no way. I won’t eat anything else. I will only eat ‘Black Kyvon’ here!”


“What?”

With his resolute declaration, Lois also nodded in agreement.

“Me too, senior! It’s been a long time since we agreed.”

“Yes, comrade. Truly worthy of brothers who decided to die together on the same day.”

They both turned their gaze to Bren and asked,

“Bren, what about you?”

“Are you with us?”

“Huh? Me? S-suddenly?”

As the atmosphere turned to one where not joining them would make him a traitor, Bren looked at me with a very unfair expression.

“K-Kamon.”

Anyone could see he was asking for help, but I subtly avoided his gaze.

‘Sorry, Bren.’

Somehow, I felt that if I got involved with those two here, I would get dragged into it too.

“Bren, answer!”

“Will you join us or become a traitor?”

But at that moment,

“Hey, how about you guys cut it out? We’re not the only ones here.”

Rosen Ravenia muttered in a low tone, as if she were ventriloquizing through gritted teeth. Just like she said, the restaurant manager and other servers were waiting with slightly embarrassed expressions for our conclusion.

“Fiancé? Are you going to keep doing this?”

“Uh, uh. I’m… sorry, sister. I won’t.”


“Lois, how could you betray me…”

“Ah, senior Elliot, that’s enough, don’t you think?”

“Ugh.”

Eventually, the rebellion of the comrades sworn by brotherhood was easily suppressed by the cold charisma of Rosen Ravenia. And then,

“Kamon, what about you?”

Lady Cecilia, unconcerned about what they were doing, asked me. I looked at my friends, who were now looking dejected.

They did look a bit pitiful.

‘Anyway, we have to eat.’

“Let’s just eat here. They said other dishes are good too.”

“Okay. I’ll eat here too.”

“Good, it’s decided. Everyone, let’s eat from another menu.”

“I, I…”

“Sigh?”

“I’ll eat here.”

With Rosen Ravenia’s final decision, everyone’s opinion was ignored, and it was concluded that we would have our meal here.

* * *

Elliot and Lois, who had been intimidated by Rosen Ravenia’s charisma for a moment, regained their pace after the meal started.

“It wasn’t bad.”

“What do you mean not bad, everything was delicious?”

“Right, senior Elliot. You ate two dishes by yourself.”

“There’s always a reason for a place to be famous.”

“Since we got two free meal vouchers, let’s come again.”

“Yeah. ‘Black Kyvon’. I will definitely eat it.”

As soon as the meal was over, the two, along with Bren, talked highly of ‘Hoguwanten’ restaurant.

And seeing them like that,

“…Did I lose the election to those idiots?”

Though it was due to an unavoidable force majeure like Princess Francia’s voluntary resignation, Rosen Ravenia, who had fought neck and neck in the election, showed a frustrated expression.

At that moment, Lady Cecilia added with a smirk,

“That was all thanks to Kamon. Whether it was me or those people, we just followed Kamon’s words.”

“….”

Rosen Ravenia nodded at me with deep eyes.

“Yeah, that’s why you’ve been bothering me for a long time…”

“Rosen?!”

“Ah, sorry. I was just talking to myself.”

At Lady Cecilia’s urgent outcry, Rosen Ravenia waved her hand with an awkward smile.

“No, I just provided some ideas. The choices and execution were all yours, President.”

“Of course, what else could it be?”

Rosen Ravenia chuckled at my comment and nodded. She seemed to still harbor some lingering resentment or hostility toward me deep down.

‘But what can you do?’

Since we had already crossed paths in the election, there was no need to try and improve the first impression that had already been made. Rosen wasn’t going to deliberately antagonize me or attack.

‘I just need to avoid getting more involved with them.’

Given that the academy was filled with such crazy people, it was best not to get entangled with them.

At that moment, Lady Cecilia called my name again.

“Kamon.”

“Yes?”

“Where are you going now? Do you have any more plans with your friends?”

“Ah, yes.”

We had already talked about going to the commercial district to buy some clothes.

“But I prefer chicken over shrimp. It has a better savory taste.”

“Hey, that’s just the sauce. The original flavor of shrimp is better.”

“Oh? Did you hear that, Bren? This guy just made a very dangerous statement.”

“Huh? Why is that a dangerous statement?”

“The Continental Chicken Association might send an assassin someday!”

“Continental Chicken Association?”

“Hmph, let them come. I’m with the National Shrimp Association, and I’ll face them.”

As they continued their silly conversation, Rosen Ravenia asked,

“Are you seriously going to stay with those idiots?”

“…”

Hmm, should I just go alone now? Considering the barrage of questions I’d get from those guys if Lady Cecilia or Senior Rosen weren’t here…

‘Wow, that’s terrifying.’

I shook my head firmly and then smiled faintly as I asked Cecilia and Rosen,

“Do you have other plans?”

“Hmm, we’re thinking of having a light dessert first.”

“Dessert?”

“Yes, Kamon. Pouncen Bakery has just released a new raspberry cake.”

“Pouncen Bakery?”

“Don’t you know? It’s one of Velium’s specialties.”

“It’s a bakery that Flance Imperial Academy’s female students are obsessed with. How about it, Kamon? Want to join us?”

‘Bread? Not really appealing…’

She then lowered her voice and continued,

“Leave those idiots behind.”

And just as she finished her suggestion,

“Which is stronger, the Chicken Association or the Shrimp Association? Obviously…”

“Ah, senior. Stop insisting. Of course, chicken is better!”

Listening to their still meaningless conversation, I nodded without hesitation.

“Yes, let’s go together.”

“Okay, it’s settled. Cecilia, let’s go.”

“Alright!”

We quietly left the place, leaving Bren, Elliot, and Lois behind.

* * *

“Ah, it’s so nice to be out together like this.”

Mellin stretched and exclaimed, and Elaine nodded in strong agreement.

“Me too. It feels like it’s been ages.”

“…Really?”

As Chelsea tilted her head in doubt, Elaine quickly nodded.

“Yeah, it’s the first time this semester.”

“Come to think of it, we went out a lot more last semester. Is this semester tougher?”

“I think so. The professors have become relentless in the second semester.”

Seeing Elaine’s dejected expression, Mellin patted her shoulder comfortingly.

“That’s why we came out today. We even brought our busy top student.”

“…Don’t tease me, Mellin.”

“Oh, you’ve gotten quite perceptive. You even noticed I’m teasing!”

“Chelsea’s always been quick on the uptake!”

Chelsea couldn’t help but smile at Mellin and Elaine’s playful exchange. As they said, it was a precious time to heal and find stability away from the stressful academy life.

“The raspberry cake was really delicious. As expected of Pouncen Bakery.”

“I liked the bagels more than the cake.”

“Whether it’s bagels or cake, Pouncen Bakery is the best!”

They were coming out of the famous bakery in Velium’s commercial district.

‘Is it really that good?’

Although Chelsea didn’t have much interest in bread or desserts, today was an outing with Mellin and Elaine.

“Yes, the bread was delicious.”

“See, Chelsea? I told you it was great.”

Elaine beamed at Chelsea’s remark.

“Wow, Chelsea. You usually don’t care about desserts.”

“Mellin, Pouncen Bakery is different from regular desserts! Chelsea, let’s come again next time, okay?”

“Yes, I got it.”

“Promise!”

Feeling a warm glow in her heart from her friends’ cheerful atmosphere, Chelsea smiled gently.

“Alright, promise.”

She nodded with a faint smile.

“Now, let’s go shopping for clothes next.”

“Clothes?”

“Yeah, I saw a few things I liked before.”

“Alright, let’s go.”

Despite not being interested in clothes, Chelsea followed Mellin and Elaine without complaint.

Then,

“…?”

She heard a familiar voice from somewhere far away.

And soon she saw them.

‘Kamon? Lady Cecilia?’

Seeing the two walking leisurely as if on a date, Chelsea stood in a daze for a moment before pushing Mellin and Elaine in the opposite direction and shouting,

“Guys, let’s go this way.”

“Huh? All of a sudden?”

“…Chelsea?”

“Quickly.”

With a firm and cold demeanor that allowed no objections, Mellin and Elaine could only follow her lead without resistance.

After walking for a while,

“…”

“What’s going on? Is something wrong?”

“Chelsea, why are you acting like this? Are you okay?”

“Is there a problem?”

With worried voices from both sides, Chelsea shook her head with a faint smile.

“No, nothing’s wrong. It just seemed crowded that way, so I suggested this way.”

“…Huh?”

“Mm.”

Though Chelsea tried to offer an explanation, neither Mellin nor Elaine seemed to fully believe her. They stared at her with suspicious eyes before laughing and threading their arms through hers.

“Alright, we’ll let it slide this time. Today is a day for us to have fun together. Elaine, let’s go.”

“Yes. We’re going to that dress shop, right?”

“Yes, I’m definitely buying that dress this time!”

Not wanting to ruin her rare outing with the two, Chelsea kept a bright smile on her face and nodded.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

She glanced back once, just for a moment.

—————–
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“Sorry, I had a place to stop by for a bit.”

Rosen Ravenia, who joined us a little late, raised her hand in apology before sitting down in front of us.

“It’s alright, we didn’t wait too long.”

“That’s right. We already ordered for you.”

The renowned Pouncen Bakery of Velium was indeed overflowing with female students. As soon as Lady Cecilia and I showed up, I felt a bit of a prickling sensation at the back of my head.

‘But it was just for a moment.’

Soon, everyone was so obsessed with the bread and cakes that they stopped paying attention to us entirely.

“There are really a lot of people here.”

“I told you, everyone is desperate to come here.”

Rosen chuckled at my remark, and soon Lady Cecilia voiced her genuine admiration.

“Wow, this is amazing. It’s really delicious.”

‘Is it really that good?’

Curious about her enthusiastic reaction, I cut a small piece of cake with my fork and put it in my mouth.

Swoosh.

Like melting snow, the rich taste of milk and the sweet and tangy flavor of raspberries blended harmoniously, creating a symphony of flavors in my mouth.

“Oh, it’s good.”

“Right? Kamon, does it suit your taste too?”

“Yes, well.”

I didn’t think I would come back here just for this, but it wasn’t bad to try it at least once in my life.


…was what I wanted to say with a macho attitude, but the taste was undeniably impressive.

“I might want to come back here just for this.”

“As expected, Kamon. You know how to enjoy food!”

Indeed, from the harmony of the sweet and sour flavors to the smooth texture, it was clear why the girls were so crazy about it.

“Yes, it’s definitely good.”

Rosen Ravenia also nodded, reacting with a measured emotional response.

“Try this too, Kamon.”

Seeing Cecilia offering me another bread, I waved my hand and replied,

“Oh, I’ll help myself.”

“Yeah, Cecilia. Let him eat at his own pace.”

“But this one is really good…”

Lady Cecilia murmured with a slightly disappointed look, but soon she was back to enjoying her dessert. As the sweet treats filled my mouth repeatedly, I began to feel a bit of a high.

‘Is this what they call a sugar high?’

Lady Cecilia, having devoured all the bread and cake, smiled brightly with whipped cream on her lips.

“Um, can I get some more?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll be right back then.”

“Take your time, Cecilia.”

Smiling brightly at our responses, Lady Cecilia quickly went back inside the bakery. With her gone, Rosen Ravenia spoke to me in a more serious tone.

“Kamon Vade.”


“Yes?”

“Do you really have no intention of joining the student council?”

“No, I don’t.”

“You’re very firm.”

She chuckled, and I tilted my head, asking,

“But don’t you dislike me?”

“Me?”

Rosen Ravenia looked slightly surprised, then seemed to remember something.

‘Oh right, the Monster Trio. They said they’d introduce me to the student council…’

Well, I can mention that later. As I brushed off the thought, Rosen Ravenia continued.

“It seems there’s a misunderstanding. I don’t dislike anyone in particular.”

“I see.”

“But that doesn’t mean I support you joining the student council. I’ve always opposed it, but our president is very keen, so I thought I’d make the offer.”

Her answer seemed unnecessarily long for my simple question.

‘Whatever.’

“Yes, thank you. But I’m not interested.”

“Good, it’s better to be clear.”

Nodding, she then brought up another topic.

“But you see, even if you don’t join the student council, you need to help solve one problem.”

“A problem?”


What problem? And why should I help solve it?

As various questions rose in my mind, she said,

“The ‘Vishran’ hot spring.”

“Ah…”

I roughly guessed what was coming next.

“It seems the Duke, I mean Cecilia’s father, has caught wind of the promise regarding it. Naturally, your name came up.”

“…”

It was just a pledge to gather votes. It’s not like it had to be carried out.

“I can guess what you want to say from your expression…”

Rosen Ravenia chuckled and glanced at Lady Cecilia inside the bakery before continuing.

“But our Cecilia isn’t the type to just let it go.”

“I see.”

Our Cecilia, huh… This from someone who used to look at her with eyes that could kill.

“Anyway, that’s all I wanted to say. Whether you want it or not, if this proceeds, you’ll be involved to some extent.”

“Can’t you just handle it yourself?”

“Of course, I’d like to.”

As Rosen Ravenia shrugged, I quickly tried to add,

“Then Vice President, you should use your influ—”

“Here’s the new dessert… Huh? What were you two talking about?”

Lady Cecilia, having chosen another dessert and returned, asked us.

“We were just chatting about nothing important.”

“Yeah, nothing at all.”

“…”

Looking back and forth between us, she then shouted in a firm tone,

“Tell me honestly. What were you talking about without me!”

At her firm demand, Rosen and I could only shake our heads.

* * *

“So you ended up paying double?”

“Yes, but Angela covered more than half.”

“I see. You’ve worked hard, Nike.”

In the Velium branch of the Dark Guild City, Director Senbran sighed deeply as he spoke to the woman assisting him.

She smiled faintly and replied,

“It was nothing. And don’t scold Angela too much. She did what she thought was best.”

“Then at least finish the job properly. It’s a problem when you keep causing trouble every time.”

“Who could have predicted that Lady Romanoff and the Ravenia kid would show up there? No one could have seen that coming.”

Branch Manager Senbran nodded at Nike’s defense of Angela.

“Alright, I get it. Keep an eye on her, Nike.”

“Got it. Take care, Branch Manager.”

Creak, bang!

As Nike, one of the members of the Dark Guild, exited, Senbran spoke towards the darkness.

“Angela, stop hiding and come out.”

From the seemingly empty spot emerged a familiar girl. Senbran’s voice had called her out.

“I didn’t give you that artifact so you could sneak around like a stray cat.”

At Senbran’s stern words, Angela hesitated before speaking.

“Sorry, I just…”

“Did you forget what I told you, or did you deliberately erase it from your memory?”

“What?”

“I told you last time not to mess with academy students, especially Kamon Vade. He’s… never mind.”

He let out a deep sigh and shook his head, causing Angela to glare at him with an aggrieved look.

“But, brother, you heard it too. Who would have thought those girls would show up…”

“Enough!”

He interrupted her before she could finish.

“When you’re out on a guild mission, are you going to keep making excuses, saying it couldn’t be helped?”

“Brother, I mean…”

“If you defy my orders and draw your sword, you better bring back a perfect success or some result. Instead, you’re just making disgraceful and stupid mistakes.”

“Give me one more chance. I’ll succeed next time and show those bastards what I can do.”

“Chance? You missed your first chance and now you expect another? Do you think you can become a guild member with that mindset?”

“That’s…”

“Enough. No more initiation for at least a year. You are not qualified to be part of the Dark Guild. And you’re banned from here for at least a month. That’s an order from your Branch Manager, not your brother.”

“Gah!”

Angela bit her lower lip in frustration, her eyes filled with tears, glaring sharply at her brother. She then shouted,

“Fine, I don’t need this guild!”

“Angela!”

“This is my personal revenge. I will repay the humiliation I suffered. Who are you to stop me?”

“You really…”

“Don’t interfere. I will get my revenge on those bastards. The Dark Guild? Ha, if this is what being a guild member means, then I reject it!”

With that, she stormed out of the office. Senbran shook his head and collapsed into his chair.

“Ha, really…”

After a moment of silence, he muttered towards the empty air.

“Yon, are you there?”

“Yes, Branch Manager. I’ve been on standby.”

“You heard everything, right?”

“Not intentionally, but yes, I heard it all.”

“Then stick close to Angela and keep a tight watch on her. I don’t know what she’ll do, so don’t let anything slip by.”

“Is that an order or a request?”

Senbran chuckled at the response from the invisible Yon.

“Does it matter?”

“Not at all. I’ll handle it.”

As Yon replied, Senbran added with a gleam in his eye,

“And gather more precise information on Kamon Vade and his friends.”

“Academy students? That’s not easy.”

“That’s an order.”

“Got it. I’ll get on it right away.”

“Good.”

With that, the presence in the air vanished, leaving Senbran alone. He ran a hand through his hair and sighed.

“Being an older brother isn’t easy.”

* * *

My visit to the city of Velium was over. Lady Cecilia had pestered me for a long time about what Rosen Ravenia and I had talked about, but…

“At least the dessert was good.”

The issue wasn’t really mine to handle. It was up to Lady Cecilia, the real student council president, to manage it.

“I’m sure Rosen, the vice president, will handle it well.”

I just hoped that no more problems would come my way. Elliot and Lois vowed revenge for me quietly slipping away, but mentioning Rosen’s shield quickly quashed their anger.

“All in all, it wasn’t a bad weekend.”

Time had flown by, but it wasn’t without meaning. It was a new and different feeling to enjoy these small things with close people.

The hectic weekend passed, and Monday at the academy felt the same as usual. Classes proceeded normally, and students engaged in their usual chatter. However, something caught my attention…

“Did you hear? There was an earthquake in the back mountain.”

“Yeah, I heard too. But it wasn’t an earthquake, it was an explosion.”

“Come on, you’re both behind. It wasn’t an earthquake or an explosion. A hidden dungeon was discovered in the back mountain. The professors dealt with it.”

“A dungeon?”

“Yeah. Some students found it.”

“Students?”

Hearing this familiar story, I felt a sense of déjà vu.

“This is from the original story, right?”

As I recalled more details, I nodded.

“Oh right, it’s about time for Kyle to make his move.”

After the midterm exams of the second semester, Kyle’s activities were supposed to ramp up.

A student mumbled,

“Yeah, I heard Kyle and Princess Francia were there. But it’s just a rumor, so who knows.”

In the original story, Kyle, as the protagonist, discovered a hidden dungeon in the back mountain, earning a fortuitous encounter.

“Didn’t he get the Sword of the Hero and the Ancient Spirit?”

These were prepared for the growth of the protagonist Kyle and the main heroine, Princess Francia.

“Looks like they’re doing well.”

I hadn’t seen Kyle since the Honor Duel, but hearing that the story was progressing smoothly without me felt satisfying.

Though…

“Should I ask him?”

Remembering the subconscious memory I saw, I considered it for a moment before shaking my head vigorously.

“No, forget it. Don’t do anything unnecessary.”

As long as Kyle was moving forward without any issues, that was enough.

“Just become the hero who saves this world.”

In the meantime, I would quietly stay out of trouble and live inconspicuously.

—————–
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Chapter 125

“Yawn, going back to class is so boring.”

“Why isn’t it the end-of-term exams yet? And why does the weekend fly by so quickly? I can’t wait for vacation.”

“Demeter’s Birth is still two weeks away.”

As usual, we were lounging around Lufinus Café, exchanging pointless chatter. Then Elliot spoke up with a somewhat serious tone.

“Guys, how about I invite everyone to my dorm for a meal this time? What do you think?”

His sudden decision made me tilt my head in curiosity.

‘Hmm, suddenly?’

Does Bren not know yet that Elliot is from the Fren family?

Elliot asked again.

“What about you, Kamon?”

“Me? I don’t mind.”

“Then what about you, Lois?”

“I’m in. I’ve always wanted to see the top-notch individual dorms of the Imperial Academy.”

Lois nodded enthusiastically, seemingly happy about the idea.

“Ha ha, really?”

Seeing Elliot glance around nervously, Bren mumbled to himself.

“Top-notch individual dorms?”

Elliot cleared his throat awkwardly and composed himself.

“Ahem, so, Bren, don’t be surprised. I’m from the Fren…”


“Yeah, if you’re from the Fren family, it makes sense that it’s top-notch.”

Bren interrupted before Elliot could finish, nodding as if he had known all along.

‘Oh, he knew?’

Elliot was startled and stopped mid-sentence.

“You, you knew?”

“Of course. We’ve known each other for a while now. How could I not know? I’m not an idiot.”

Bren said nonchalantly and then turned to Lois.

“Still, it feels a bit rude to go empty-handed. Should we buy something to bring?”

“Not a bad idea.”

Lois agreed, nodding at Bren’s suggestion.

Elliot quickly waved his hands, a slightly awkward smile on his face.

“No, no, it’s my invitation. Just come comfortably. Ha ha.”

Seeing Elliot break out in a cold sweat made me chuckle inwardly. I patted his shoulder.

“Alright then, let’s hurry and check out Elliot’s place.”

A bit later…

“Wow.”

“So, this is what being rich looks like?”

Bren and Lois gaped at the sight of Elliot’s dorm, which was far more extravagant and grandiose than Elijah Hall, where I first stayed when I arrived at the academy.

“This is Heinckes Hall?”

“Yeah, it’s a private dorm. Impressed?”


Elliot, now openly flaunting his wealth as the heir of the Fren family, seemed to enjoy showing off.

Watching him boast, I smirked and said,

“People might think you already own the Fren Merchant Guild.”

“That’ll happen naturally over time.”

“Yeah, right?”

I thought about how he couldn’t say a word in front of Diana but decided not to burst his bubble.

‘Should I help this guy become the heir for real?’

Briefly entertained by the idea, I quickly shook my head.

‘Enough with the useless thoughts.’

“This place is truly the pinnacle of luxury.”

“Everything here is made from high-quality materials and furniture. It’s amazing.”

Bren and Lois’s continuous praise made Elliot beam with pride.

Well, anyone would be impressed by such opulence.

‘I’ve already visited here once.’

Back then, I was too focused on finding Elliot to pay attention to the surroundings.

As Bren continued to explore, he whispered,

“I want to live here.”

“You too? Me too.”

Hearing Lois’s agreement, I thought,

‘Wait a second. Next year, I’ll have to pay dorm fees again. Should I just stay here?’


“Hey, Elliot, can I stay here next semester? Looks like there are plenty of empty rooms.”

Heinckes Hall had over seventeen usable rooms, not counting Elliot’s own room.

We could all stay here comfortably.

“Friend, academy rules prohibit inviting others to stay in private dorms.”

Despite his rising grin, Elliot maintained his stance.

“Come on, it would be great to live together like a family.”

“Sorry, I don’t want to get kicked out.”

But he refused firmly, though he added with a smile,

“However, you’re welcome to use my dorm anytime. As long as you don’t sleep here at night, it’s fine.”

“Then can I take naps here? I’ll come here to sleep during my free periods.”

Elliot laughed and put his arm around Lois’s shoulder.

“Sure, good idea, Lois.”

“But it’s a shame. We could save money on the doubled tuition and dorm fees next year if we all lived here.”

“Right, I forgot that tuition doubles for second-year students. Sometimes I forget you guys are first-years.”

Listening to their conversation, my head started to ache again.

‘Damn, how do I solve this money problem?’

I already knew from Professor Phelan and his friends’ conversation at the restaurant in Velium, but I still had no good solution.

‘Should I blackmail or extort someone again?’

Thinking of Diana Fren’s diamond necklace still hidden in my dorm ceiling, I wondered…

‘Should I really sell it?’

While I couldn’t sell it through normal channels, there were always illegal markets and back-alley auctions.

At that moment, Bren asked me,

“By the way, Kamon, are you okay? For commoners, the fees will more than double.”

“That’s right. Kamon, you’re a commoner, aren’t you?”

I felt like smacking Lois’s head for realizing this so late.

“Maybe you could get help from the foundation? After all, you were a noble once.”

“Those foundation guys are tough. They’re worse than loan sharks.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, the elders in my family always said to avoid the academy foundation at all costs. They’re worse than money demons.”

Bren and Elliot’s conversation made me tilt my head in confusion.

“Foundation? What’s that?”

“Oh? You don’t know about the Academy Foundation? It’s an institution run independently by the royal family, and they cover over 75% of the tuition for first-year students. As you advance in grade, the support decreases to 50%, then 25%.”

“Support?”

“Yeah. But this only applies to noble students. For commoners, the support stops after the first year. That’s why their tuition more than quadruples.”

I had always known there was a stark difference between nobles and commoners, and that it was an obvious element in a medieval fantasy setting.

“But who decided that?”

“Uh… what?”

“I mean, logically, nobles have more money and are better off. Why do the poorer, weaker commoners have to pay more?!”

Suddenly, I found myself representing the commoner students, shouting in frustration.

“Well, that’s…”

“Yeah, it’s not your fault.”

Why does the academy charge commoner students more than noble students?

‘Why? It’s obvious.’

Because the damn third-rate author who loved making my life difficult set it up that way.

* * *

“Haah.”

Is this a joke? Quadruple the tuition?

Faced with this unexpected hurdle, I fell into deep thought.

‘What do I do now? Should I try blackmailing Professor Phelan again?’

“…”

That was one option, but given that the man was known among his peers as a miser, it might not be worth the trouble.

‘Let’s keep that as a last resort.’

“Sigh, should I really sell the necklace?”

However, Diana Fren’s mother’s heirloom was also fraught with risk. Diana was probably desperately searching for the necklace right now, making it likely to be detected.

‘Nothing is easy.’

Various methods crossed my mind, but none were safe or convenient. Each had elements of risk that could lead to a bad ending if mishandled.

But…

‘I’ve always managed somehow.’

Most of what I had dealt with up until now involved greater risks and challenges. And I overcame them without much trouble.

“I’ll figure this out too.”

Starting with the easiest approach seemed the best. With that thought, I left my dorm room.

“Hey, do you have any money? I need some urgently.”

“Uh, money? Suddenly? Sorry, but my situation isn’t that good right now.”

Bren, looking genuinely apologetic and unable to meet my eyes, made me nod.

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it.”

“Maybe ask Lois. I heard he has some savings.”

“I already did. He doesn’t.”

“Ah…”

Leaving Bren behind, who hung his head in guilt, I moved on to find another person. I hadn’t expected much from Bren or Lois anyway. I had someone else in mind.

“Sorry, Kamon. My family’s punishment still isn’t lifted.”

“What? Still?”

“Yeah. Just hang in there a bit longer. I think things will be resolved by the end of this semester. It’s not an urgent issue yet, right?”

“Yeah, I guess not. Got it.”

Due to submerging Dranthe’s heritage, the Fren family had frozen Elliot and Diana’s funds as a punishment. And the one who submerged the heritage was none other than me.

‘Is this karma?’

No, I can’t give up. I’ve invested too much here to quit now.

“Of course, it’s possible!”

“I knew I could count on you, President Cecilia!”

Seeing Lady Cecilia’s bright smile as she agreed, I clenched my fist in joy.

She continued, beaming with excitement,

“Then we’ll create a special scholarship for the student council president and give it to Kamon every year…”

But at that moment,

“Who said you could?”

“Huh?”

Like a demon emerging from the shadows, Vice President Rosen Ravenia’s whisper silenced both of us.

“Who said you could create a special scholarship for the president? Absolutely not.”

“Why not? I’m the president of this academy’s student council.”

“And I’m the vice president. If there’s a disagreement among the council members, it needs to be brought to a general meeting and the advisors’ opinions must be considered. Are you still going to proceed, President?”

Rosen Ravenia’s subtle pressure made Lady Cecilia lower her head.

“S-sorry, Kamon.”

“No, President. We can do it. Let’s work together to overturn Vice President Rosen’s opinion, just like in the election!”

“Who’s the devil here? Kamon, get out.”

“Ugh, step back. You devil…”

“Get out now!”

I was promptly kicked out of the student council room, blocked by Rosen Ravenia’s impenetrable defense.

Now, all that was left was…

‘I really didn’t want to come here.’

“What? Money?”

“Yes, Master. Your unworthy disciple needs your help…”

Before I could finish, Jamie handed me a paper.

“What’s this… a, a body donation agreement?”

“My dear disciple, Kamon. As your mentor, I’m very curious about your physical state. If you help with my research, I’ll support you financially.”

“No, I must have made a mistake.”

“Mistake? No, no. You came to the right place.”

“I should get going.”

“Wait, Kamon. Just five times, no, three times. It won’t hurt. Just a little prick?”

The look in Jamie’s eyes was far from normal, clearly intent on conducting human experiments.

“I’ll see you next time, Master.”

I quickly fled and returned to my shabby dorm, collapsing in my room.

“Haah, there really is no way.”

All my current options were blocked. Should I go to the interim dean, the Red Mage Beatrice, and ask for financial support under the condition of becoming her disciple?

“No, Jamie would kill me.”

Or should I really sell the necklace on the black market?

Even if Diana Fren got wind of it, it would be hard to trace it back to me in the illegal market.

Despite the risks, this seemed like the only option.

“Fine, let’s deal with this once and for all.”

I couldn’t keep hiding the problem forever.

“It was something I had to do eventually.”

Muttering to myself, I moved to retrieve Diana Fren’s necklace from its hiding spot in the ceiling.

But just then,

Knock, knock.

I heard a knock on my door.

—————–
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Chapter 126

‘Who could be visiting me at this hour…?’

Before I could finish the thought, a voice called from outside my door.

“Are you in there, Kamon?”

The unfamiliar voice immediately put me on guard.

‘I’ve never heard this voice before.’

“Who is it?”

“Uh, I’m Edin Berzen, a second-year from the Academy.”

What? Edin Berzen? Wasn’t he the swordmaster who visited with Princess Francia last time? Why was he here suddenly?

“What’s this about?”

“The Pr-Princess is waiting downstairs. She’d like to see you if you have time.”

“Excuse me?”

I was dumbfounded by Edin Berzen’s unexpected request.

‘Why would Princess Francia want to see me now?’

“Sigh, no, I’m too tired today. Please tell her I’ll see her another time.”

“But…”

“I have nothing more to say. Please leave, Edin.”

“…”

My firm but polite refusal left Edin silent for a moment.

“Alright. I’ll relay your message to the Princess.”


“Thank you for understanding, Senior.”

“Good night then.”

I heard Edin’s footsteps retreating.

‘Why would he come looking for me? What could they want from me?’

Since the student council election, I hadn’t interacted with Princess Francia and hoped to keep it that way. But…

‘Something feels off…’

At that moment, I heard ominous footsteps outside my door, stopping right in front of it.

‘No way…’

Knock, knock, knock!

“Kamon, it’s me.”

Damn it, just my luck!

Recognizing the voice, I scowled and muttered to myself.

“What does she want from me?”

Knock, knock!

“Kamon, open the door. We need to talk.”

This was almost at stalker level. This was the third time she had shown up at my room unannounced!

Knock, knock, knock!

“Kamon Vade.”

“Alright, hold on!”

Frustrated by her persistent knocking, I finally opened the door roughly.


“What do you want now?”

My raised voice and annoyed tone made Princess Francia widen her eyes and put a finger to her lips.

“Shh!”

She glanced around and whispered urgently.

“Someone might hear. Let me in. We need to talk.”

“No. I already told Edin that I’m too tired tonight.”

“…”

My firm rejection made Princess Francia frown slightly.

“You’re still as rude as ever.”

“And isn’t it ruder to show up unannounced like this?”

“…”

She remained silent for a moment, then smiled slyly.

“Why are you being so cold? Are you really going to keep treating me this way?”

What was she talking about? We didn’t have any kind of relationship!

Her words gave me chills, making me shudder from head to toe.

“Don’t be like that. Let’s talk. Are you really going to leave a lady standing out here?”

Her poorly acted plea was too much to bear, making me shake my head.

‘Please never attempt acting again.’

I spoke more decisively than before.

“Enough with the bad acting, Princess. Please, just leave.”


I began to close the door, but then—

“Wait!”

Creak, thud!

Princess Francia wedged her foot in the door to stop it from closing, causing her foot to get pinched.

“Ah! That hurts…”

She winced, holding her foot in pain. I quickly responded.

“Why would you do that? You could seriously injure yourself. Are you trying to blame me for this?”

“No, I won’t. Just let me in, okay?”

Dropping her act, she spoke sharply, her usual demeanor returning.

‘Yeah, that suits you better.’

“Fine, come in.”

“Excuse me.”

The sound of her heels echoed as she walked in, moving so naturally it was hard to believe she had just hurt her foot. I closed my eyes and sighed deeply.

‘Was that acting too? This is exhausting.’

But why was she so insistent on talking to me?

‘She once threatened me, saying she’d kill me if I showed my face, and now she wants to talk?’

“Ahem.”

Looking around the room, Princess Francia dragged a chair over and sat down gracefully. I sat on my bed, facing her.

“So, Kamon, how are you feeling?”

“As you can see, I’m fine.”

“Yes, I can see that.”

She nodded and then went straight to the point.

“Sigh, so what is it? Why did you come to see me?”

“I need to ask you a favor.”

“I refuse.”

“But… what? How can you refuse without even hearing me out?”

“Because listening to it won’t change my answer. If you’re going to spout nonsense, please leave. I’m already dealing with a headache.”

I tried to put my “get lost” message as politely as possible, making Princess Francia press her lips together tightly.

“…”

Her eyes twitched slightly, as if she were barely holding back a surge of anger.

“Sigh, Kamon. Just hear me out first.”

“Why should I?”

“I’m serious, you won’t lose anything by listening…”

“You’re already wasting my time, Princess.”

My refusal was firm, my words intentionally provocative. Her face flushed with frustration, but she managed to keep her composure. I stood up from my bed and reached for the door, the only exit.

“Then please leave—”

“I’m talking about the Novice Challenge.”

“What?”

“I plan to participate in this year’s Novice Challenge, and I want you on my team.”

“…”

I was momentarily speechless. The Novice Challenge? I had heard of it somewhere before…

But regardless of my knowledge,

“No, I’m not interested.”

“That’s why I’m here, asking you in person. I’m requesting your participation.”

“Request?”

“Yes, Kamon.”

Princess Francia nodded slightly, then extended her hand confidently.

“Join me in the Novice Challenge. I’ve decided that you’re the one I need.”

“Princess.”

“Yes, go on.”

“No matter how you phrase it, this sounds more like an order than a request.”

“A- an order? No, this is a request, Kamon!”

Her slightly flustered tone was accompanied by a deep sigh as she continued.

“Sigh, if that’s how you felt, then I’m sorry. But please, I formally request you to join me in the Novice Challenge.”

“…”

“Kamon?”

“Then I’ll respond just as seriously, Princess.”

Her eyes sparkled as she nodded eagerly.

“Alright, Kamon. Then from now on—”

“I refuse.”

“Let’s work togeth— What?”

“I refuse. Completely and seriously. Do you need me to say it again? I reject your offer.”

“…”

Her cheeks twitched rapidly. She was clearly struggling to suppress her rising emotions.

‘She really can’t hide her feelings, can she?’

But it didn’t take long before her patience snapped. Her ears turned red as she shouted in a highly irritated tone.

“Are you trying to piss me off on purpose?!”

“Why would I? What would I gain from that?”

“But how could you—”

She trailed off, then lowered her voice, her anger subsiding a bit.

“Sigh. You know what the Novice Challenge means, right?”

Yes, I do.

Just remembered it, actually.

‘The Novice Challenge.’

An unofficial tradition at the Flance Imperial Academy, created to commemorate the hero party that sealed the Demon King. Only freshmen could participate, given a quest of immense difficulty.

It was based on the legendary tale of the first dean, who, along with the hero, succeeded in an impossible task.

‘It takes place during Demeter’s Birth Festival, right?’

Equivalent to our Christmas, this holiday in this world is known as Demeter’s Birth Festival.

‘But why should I participate and get entangled with the Princess?’

I decided to live quietly like a mouse, avoiding any unnecessary involvement with Princess Francia.

“Kamon, if you help me this time, I might be able to assist you in returning to your family.”

It seemed she had prepared this as her trump card, speaking with confidence. Her offer made me think quickly.

Returning to my family? I had no interest in that.

But if she’s offering this kind of reward…

“Princess Francia.”

“Yes, tell me, Kamon.”

Her tone grew serious as she responded.

“Can that be done right now?”

“What do you mean?”

“The family restoration you mentioned. Can it be achieved immediately?”

“No, you…”

“Your main goal is to succeed in the Novice Challenge, right? But what if we fail?”

“…”

Expecting rewards based on success was unreasonable. If she wanted my participation, she should provide sufficient compensation first.

‘That’s how a real deal works, right?’

“You know very well, Princess, that I can’t accept a reward based on success.”

She sighed heavily before speaking again.

“Alright, Kamon. What do you want, then?”

“Money.”

“What?”

“Money. Gold would be nice. Or even better, jewels that would make my jaw drop.”

—————–
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In a room that felt like it had been swept by a fierce storm, I sat alone, reflecting on what had just happened.

“How much exactly are you asking for?”

When I asked for compensation in money, Princess Francia responded in an irritated tone. I nodded and answered immediately.

“Fifty thousand gold. Ten thousand as a down payment, forty thousand upon completion.”

And then.

“You crazy bastard.”

Slam! Bam!

Princess Francia could no longer hold back and spat out those brief but impactful words before disappearing, closing the door behind her.

“Well, it wasn’t that difficult a request, was it?”

Even though she’s a member of the royal family, fifty thousand gold shouldn’t be too hard to come by, right? After all, it’s said that the tuition fee for an ordinary noble student for one semester is around two thousand gold. For commoners, it’s twice that amount, four thousand gold.

Of course, simply paying four thousand gold in tuition doesn’t cover everything. There are additional costs for textbooks, dormitory fees, and various other expenses, which would bring the total to around five thousand gold.

With the academy’s curriculum divided into three semesters per year, it means spending at least fifteen thousand gold annually.

Calculating it that way…

“There are three years left until graduation, so that’s forty-five thousand gold just in tuition. Honestly, I’m not left with anything.”

Of course, all these calculations are purely from my perspective. Princess Francia must have a completely different way of calculating things. I did this to provoke her, after all.

“If it works, great. If not, even better.”

I hummed a happy tune as I muttered to myself. More than anything, seeing Princess Francia’s face twist in anger was quite satisfying.

‘She’s been annoying me a lot lately, so it feels really good to see her like that.’

I never intended to participate in the “Novice Challenge” event anyway.


“Why would I do that if I’m not crazy?”

Despite being a tradition to honor the myths of heroes and the first dean, attracting numerous freshmen each year…

‘The number of people who actually pass is very small.’

Even…

“Even the mighty protagonist Kyle failed that quest.”

In the early part of the original story, it was an event that dealt with Kyle’s first failure, which came as quite a fresh shock to the readers.

“Was the mission to cut a strand of hair from the Northern Grand Duke?”

The Northern Grand Duke, one of the absolute masters. Asking for a piece of his hair was essentially a death sentence.

But our protagonist Kyle took on the challenge.

“And he got utterly crushed, like a dog.”

Of course, that failure was a turning point and a valuable lesson for Kyle, motivating him to further improve his skills.

‘A talented individual already loved by the world, working hard?’

“Yeah, you go catch the Demon King, Kyle.”

Anyway, diving into such an event recklessly would be extremely foolish. Especially with Princess Francia’s personality, I might end up suffering terribly.

“You can deal with it yourself.”

Thud.

Muttering to myself, I threw myself onto the bed, using my hands as a pillow, and stared at the ceiling.

“It seems like there might be an unexpected butterfly effect.”

In the original story, Princess Francia didn’t participate in the “Novice Challenge” because she had become the new student council president.

“Hmm.”


I felt slightly uneasy, but what could one person’s participation change that much…

Suddenly sitting up, I nodded to myself and muttered.

“Yeah, it could change things.”

Even I have a basic learning capability after enduring so much unwarranted trouble.

However…

‘The “Novice Challenge” scales its difficulty based on the abilities of the challengers.’

So, no matter what happens, it won’t cause any major changes or variables to the overall content.

“And unwarranted trouble always happens to me. Since I’m not participating in the event, nothing should happen. Yawn.”

Flopping back onto the bed, I slowly drifted off to sleep with a long yawn.

***

“Crazy bastard.”

“Lunatic.”

“A truly crazy idiot, dumbass sea cucumber!”

Bang!

Princess Francia, throwing a pillow on the floor, expressed her anger with a sigh.

“Isn’t he completely out of his mind? Fifty thousand gold?”

Thud!

As she threw another pillow, there was a knock on the door.

“Your Highness, are you all right in there?”

A voice came from one of the guards outside her dormitory.


“Yes, I’m fine.”

“Well, that’s a relief, but there have been constant noises…”

“It’s nothing to worry about. I’d like to be alone today, so please leave me be.”

“Oh, yes. Understood.”

Hearing the slightly raised tone of Princess Francia, the guard responded hurriedly.

Thud!

“Phew.”

Taking a deep breath, Princess Francia sat on the bed, her face flushed red, and spoke.

“Kamon, that bastard is really a son of a bitch.”

She had thought long and hard before going to Kamon Vade’s dormitory. Although she didn’t want to, given her current situation, she absolutely needed to pass the “Novice Challenge.”

‘I had no choice.’

Therefore, she had swallowed her pride and personally went to lower her head. But what she got in return was mockery and ridicule.

“Is fifty thousand gold the name of some household dog?”

Though the amount Kamon mentioned wasn’t an astronomical sum, nor was it unmanageable for a princess, it was still a burdensome amount to use recklessly.

“That bastard did it on purpose.”

Princess Francia, convinced that Kamon’s proposal was meant to ridicule and mock her with an impossible condition, bit her lower lip hard.

Grinding her teeth, she knew that having voluntarily withdrawn from the student council president election had left a stain on her career. She had to restore her authority and honor through the “Novice Challenge.”

“Phew, calm down. It’s just annoying, after all.”

It was just frustrating to deal with Kamon’s filthy intentions.

“It’s not the first time, anyway. Yes, ignore him. Ignoring him is the best option.”

Nodding, Princess Francia calmed herself and began to organize her thoughts with a clearer mind.

‘There’s no immediate problem or complication.’

“So, focus solely on passing and succeeding in the “Novice Challenge.”

Though she couldn’t assemble the optimal, perfect team she originally envisioned, missing one person like Kamon Vade wouldn’t be a huge problem.

Recalling the team members she had recruited and organized, Princess Francia nodded again.

“It’s regrettable, but it can’t be helped.”

Finally, with some of her pent-up anger dissipating from her recent outburst, she flopped onto the bed.

She gradually fell asleep on the soft bed.

* * *

“Hey, did you hear about that?”

“What? Did another problem come up?”

“No, it’s about the Novice Challenge rumors.”

“Oh, the Novice Challenge? Why, what’s going around?”

“Apparently, Princess Francia…”

Flance Imperial Academy is a place where rumors spread rapidly. Students constantly chatter about various gossips and rumors for their amusement.

And this time was no different.

“What? Kyle, Chelsea, and Fabian? They all teamed up? Then…”

“They’ve formed the strongest freshman team.”

Bren and Lois muttered as they nodded, having heard the news from other students. At that moment, Elliot, carrying drinks in both hands, approached and asked, tilting his head.

“What are you guys talking about?”

“We were just talking about the latest news about the Novice Challenge.”

“The Novice Challenge? Oh, it’s that time of the year again?”

Elliot replied with a smirk, prompting Lois to comment with a strange expression.

“What’s with that? It makes you sound really old.”

“Lois, you still haven’t been beaten enough, huh?”

As usual, they bickered playfully among themselves, and I quietly fell into my own thoughts.

‘So this is how things are unfolding.’

I had roughly predicted there would be some butterfly effect, but I never imagined they’d gather all the strongest freshmen.

‘She’s really determined this time.’

I briefly recalled Princess Francia, who had visited me the other day.

“Wait a minute. So they’ve gathered all the rumored strong freshmen. Kamon, haven’t you heard anything?”

Instead of Lois, who had become the butt of the joke, Elliot asked after hearing Bren’s explanation. I shrugged and replied briefly.

“I heard.”

With that answer, all three of them turned their eyes to me.

“What? What did you hear?”

“Did you also get a proposal, Kamon?”

“Unbelievable. Did the princess really come to see you, Kamon?”

I nodded lightly in response to their rapid-fire questions.

“Yeah, but I turned it down.”

“What?”

“I have no intention of participating in the Novice Challenge.”

At my firm answer, Bren, Elliot, and Lois stared at me blankly. Then, after a moment.

“Sss, well. That’s understandable.”

“Yeah, Kamon, there’s no need to take the hard path. Lois, are you going to participate in this challenge?”

“Me? Uh, probably.”

Their reaction to my answer and behavior, as if it were no big deal, made me chuckle without realizing it.

‘What’s with these guys…’

I thought they’d be a bit more surprised or shocked.

Slllurp.

“Ah, refreshing.”

At that moment, Elliot, who had taken a big sip from his drink through a straw, spoke up.

“There’s no need to laugh about it. The Novice Challenge is a personal choice. It’s not strange if someone chooses not to participate.”

“Yeah, I’m not going to do it either. There’s no point in getting hurt for nothing, and there’s no real reward for doing it.”

I could only nod at Bren’s words as he scratched the back of his head.

The Novice Challenge, an unofficial event at Flance Imperial Academy, stimulated the spirit of challenge and competitiveness among the young students. While it bestowed great honor upon those who succeeded, the participation rate wasn’t that high.

The difficulty of the challenge was one issue, but the fact that there was no tangible reward other than honor also played a part.

Successfully completing the challenge didn’t come with a large prize, treasures, or a title. It simply granted the honor of being a freshman who passed the Novice Challenge.

Oh, of course.

‘I heard there’s a club that only those who pass can join…’

After the protagonist Kyle failed in the original story, that club remained a mystery, buried in secrecy. The general consensus was that it was just a plot point the author forgot.

While I was deep in thought, Lois muttered in a light voice.

“So, I’m the only one here participating?”

“Yeah, seems like it.”

“Ha, even Cecilia was worried that the number of participants for this Novice Challenge was much lower than usual.”

Bren tilted his head and asked.

“Does that have anything to do with the student council?”

“Not really. It’s not a problem, but within the student council, the participation and success rates of the Novice Challenge are considered a symbol of competitiveness.”

Elliot responded casually.

“But what can you do? It’s a personal choice.”

“True.”

“You know, our year had a participation rate of over 70%, and the success rate was over 10%.”

“What? Did you participate too, senior?”

“No, I didn’t.”

Lois and Bren exclaimed with dumbfounded expressions as Elliot answered so matter-of-factly.

“Then why do you sound so proud! Anyone would think you succeeded in the Novice Challenge!”

“Yeah, I was really surprised for a moment.”

Elliot, with a victor’s smile, mocked them.

“If our year did that well, it’s as if I did it. If you’re upset, make your year do the same!”

“Damn it. I can’t argue with that.”

“Me neither…”

Seeing Bren and Lois’ frustrated faces, I couldn’t help but laugh quietly.

But exactly three days later…

“What? Damn, what is this!”

“This is incredible.”

“Participation rate of 95%?”

News broke that nearly all first-year students at Flance Imperial Academy had decided to participate in the Novice Challenge.

—————–
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“Is this for real?”

“How is the participation rate 95%? Isn’t this unprecedented?”

“Hey, don’t exaggerate. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“No, it is. This is the first time in the academy’s history that the rate has surpassed 90%. So yeah, it is unprecedented.”

“…Wow.”

The reason most freshmen decided to participate in the “Novice Challenge” was clear. Despite its difficult nature and the fact that it only offered “honor” as a reward:

“Although it’s not finalized, it is planned that significant rewards will be given to those who pass the Novice Challenge. Of course, all participants will receive a small prize as well.”

This bombshell announcement by the newly appointed interim dean, Beatrice the Red Mage, had put tangible rewards on the table.

And…

‘What is this… This wasn’t in the original story!’

I was taken aback by the completely unexpected situation. In the original novel, there was no mention of rewards for passing the “Novice Challenge.”

Even the participants getting something?

“Why has it changed so much?”

I had expected some degree of variables and butterfly effects, but I never thought the changes would be this significant.

‘Could it be because of me?’

Was it because my very existence, which is a variable itself, continued to stay at the academy and influenced all the characters?

Or…

‘Is it because of my relationship with Beatrice the Red Mage?’

“Sigh, seriously.”


Regardless of the actual cause or the reasons behind this turn of events…

‘If this keeps up, the original story itself might change completely.’

That was something I couldn’t allow, so I couldn’t just stand by idly.

Hence, I quickly moved to meet Beatrice the Red Mage.

“Ah, please don’t push!”

“I was here first! If you have any decency, keep your place!”

“What are grown adults doing here?”

“I said don’t push!”

By the time I arrived, there was already a long line of professors in front of the interim dean’s office, seemingly waiting for someone.

From inside the dean’s office, fragments of words could be heard through the closed door.

“…What… nonsense… without any consultation…!”

It seemed that a professor was strongly protesting about the current situation. From the bits of words, I could deduce that…

‘Did she do this without consulting anyone?’

It looked like Beatrice the Red Mage had acted on her own without any discussion or meetings.

Bang! Slam!

The door to the dean’s office burst open, and a familiar face appeared.

“Professor Everett, what’s going on here?”

“Is this really happening?”

“How can an interim dean make such an official decision on their own…?”

Everett Lithrich, the head of the swordsmanship department and a strong candidate for the next dean, had a grave expression on his face as he ignored the barrage of questions directed at him.


At that moment…

“Move aside!”

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Someone was pushing through the crowd towards the dean’s office like a charging boar.

“Hey, please don’t push… Oh? Professor Phelan?”

And then…

“Hey! Interim Dean…”

Bang!

The door slammed shut behind him as he stormed into the office, shouting.

“So, even Professor Phelan has stepped in.”

“I never thought they would side with the mages like this…”

“This isn’t about taking sides. There are rules and procedures to follow in the academy.”

“That’s right. Rules and procedures must be followed.”

Their words, each making their own points, conveyed a sense of relief, as if they had gained a strong ally.

‘So, this is how it’s turning out.’

I was impressed by the power and authority of Beatrice the Red Mage, who had inadvertently unified the previously divided swordsmanship and magic factions within the academy.

At that moment…

Tap!

[Kamon?]

A familiar voice whispered in my ear as someone poked my side.


‘Beatrice?’

I was startled and was about to turn my head when…

[No, stay still. No one knows you’re here yet, so let’s quietly slip out.]

As she spoke…

Whoosh!

‘What the…?’

I felt my entire body suddenly drop to the ground.

And then…

“Okay, done.”

“Huh?”

I found myself standing in a quiet office, having just been surrounded by professors moments before.

“What is this?”

“Don’t be alarmed, just sit down. It was a simple teleportation spell.”

With a faint smile, Beatrice the Red Mage, interim dean of Flance Imperial Academy, gestured for me to sit.

“Is this some sort of summoning spell?”

But why don’t I feel any traces of mana moving? No, the flow of mana is completely unchanged.

“No, it’s not a summoning spell. But it is magic.”

“Then why…?”

“You don’t feel the traces of mana, right?”

“…”

I was slightly creeped out by her ability to seemingly read my thoughts and preemptively answer my questions.

‘What is this, really?’

As I stared at her in a daze, she smiled and muttered.

“As expected from Jamie’s student, asking straight if it’s magic.”

She snapped her fingers.

Snap!

As she snapped her fingers.

Whoosh!

“…!”

The floor beneath me transformed into what felt like a swamp, absorbing the surrounding items. And then, soon after…

Swoosh!

The items piled up in a corner of the room as if summoned.

“Did you see that?”

“Yes, I did.”

“What do you think? Can you still not see the flow or trace of mana?”

“…Yes.”

I kept my eyes wide open, observing closely, but I still couldn’t feel or see anything different. At my answer, Beatrice smiled faintly and muttered to herself, her eyes narrowing.

“Well… I guess it can’t be helped?”

“Pardon?”

“Nothing, it’s nothing.”

She quickly brushed it off and continued with a bright smile.

“The magic you just saw is a combination of several layered and fused spells.”

“Layered and fused?”

Intrigued by this unfamiliar concept, I listened closely as Beatrice began her explanation.

“Yes. It starts with a curse spell that disrupts perception…”

As expected from a red mage, her special magic started with a curse spell and was an extremely advanced and specialized form of magic. This must be how she was able to summon me here without anyone else noticing.

“But, Dean…”

“Dean? When it’s just the two of us, just call me sister.”

“Pardon? Sister?”

“Why not? There’s not much of an age difference between us.”

Actually, if you calculate our actual ages, we’re pretty close.

‘Still, asking a teenage student to call her sister is a bit…’

Of course, I had the wisdom to keep such thoughts to myself.

“Alright, sister.”

“Great, I like that. Yes, sister.”

When I called her sister, Beatrice responded with an ecstatic expression.

“Anyway, aren’t you currently talking with the other professors in the dean’s office?”

Curious about something that had been bothering me, I asked, and Beatrice gently touched her lips.

“Oh, that?”

She shrugged nonchalantly and continued.

“That’s just my clone. It’s all being recorded, so I can listen to it later.”

“A clone? Recording?”

“Yes. Is there a problem?”

“…”

There would obviously be several problems with that, but since it didn’t directly concern me and wasn’t the main issue right now, I decided to move on.

The more important matter was…

“So, Kamon, why were you there? Did you come to see me? Or have you decided to become my disciple…?”

Swoosh!

She turned her head suddenly, as if wary of something, and then sighed in relief.

“Phew, it seems that old man got distracted.”

“Pardon?”

By the old man, she must mean Jamie, right?

“Your guess is right. It’s Jamie.”

“…”

“He keeps bothering me every time I try to talk to you properly.”

I felt a sense of discomfort at her words.

‘She wants to talk to me? About what?’

What could Beatrice the Red Mage possibly want to discuss with Kamon Vade?

My thoughts spiraled, but I couldn’t come up with a clear answer. Then Beatrice continued.

“Anyway, Kamon, you still don’t want to become my disciple, do you?”

“…I’m sorry.”

I bowed my head slightly as I replied, and Beatrice nodded lightly.

“Yes, I knew that.”

Then she continued.

“Even though I knew, it still feels a bit melancholic to be rejected outright. It’s my first time being turned down by a man. Sniff!”

Watching her suddenly fake crying by wiping her nose, I couldn’t help but feel my expression harden.

‘What is she trying to do?’

Was Beatrice always this unpredictable in the original story?

She wasn’t supposed to be this erratic and spontaneous. The discomfort and suspicion I had felt since earlier merged, transforming into caution towards her.

‘There’s definitely something off about her…’

Just as these thoughts crossed my mind.

“By the way, do you know why your mana pathways are blocked?”

“…?!”

Shocked by her unexpected question, I quickly asked her.

“What do you mean? Do you know why my mana pathways are blocked?”

“Yes, roughly.”

Beatrice nodded with a faint smile.

“Then…”

“Yes, and I know how to fix it too. Jamie doesn’t even know about this; only I do.”

“…”

Her words left me speechless. I wanted to demand the answer immediately, but…

‘Who exactly is this person…’

While I struggled to find words, Beatrice spoke again.

“So, Kamon, how about participating in the Novice Challenge?”

“Pardon?”

“I need to become the dean, and for that, I need results. The Novice Challenge is a great opportunity to maximize participation and success rates.”

Her tone turned serious as she continued, staring straight at me.

“And I want you, Kamon, to help me achieve that by either making a significant breakthrough or achieving notable results in the challenge.”

“…”

“If you do as I ask…”

She paused, her lips curling into a smile.

“I’ll answer your questions.”

—————–
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“……”

Back in my dorm room, I lay down in a daze, staring blankly at the ceiling.

‘What the hell happened?’

I met with Beatrice to understand the current situation, which had deviated from the original storyline, and received an unexpected and shocking answer.

The answer to the most frustrating problem I was facing.

‘She knows the cause of my mana route blockage and how to fix it?’

Even Jamie, one of the same tricolor mages, hadn’t properly figured it out. She had only given me a temporary solution to alleviate the current situation.

But Beatrice, the red mage, claimed she knew the solution.

‘Should I believe this?’

Of course, I had my doubts.

“But I can’t just ignore it.”

If what Beatrice said was true, then I might finally have a clue to solve the problem that had been troubling me the most.

Besides,

‘I might be able to regain the power Kamon Vade originally had.’

I remembered Kamon Vade’s charismatic figure, sweeping away enemies single-handedly and never backing down in a one-on-one duel with Kyle.

Of course, regaining that power wouldn’t dramatically change my reality.

‘But it would definitely help in dealing with future problems and unfair situations.’

Considering the pros and cons, resolving the issue of my blocked mana route was undeniably beneficial to me.

So now wasn’t the time to question whether Beatrice’s words were true.


“If I can solve it, I must solve it first.”

The only problem was the condition attached.

“A Novice Challenge……”

I recalled when Princess Francia had personally come to me recently and asked me to join her.

At that time, I had firmly refused and demanded an outrageous condition……

‘Sigh, who could have predicted things would turn out this way?’

My head felt dizzy and even a bit painful from the confusion.

“Hoo, well, it can’t be helped.”

In fact, if I thought about it positively, it wasn’t particularly disadvantageous or problematic for me.

First of all, if I succeeded in the Novice Challenge, I could receive a huge reward, which would solve my current financial issues like tuition fees.

Furthermore,

‘I can find out the cause of the problem in my body.’

So the most important thing now was to pass the Novice Challenge no matter what.

“Well, I have no choice.”

I murmured with a bitter expression, coming to a decision.

* * *

As soon as the day broke, I went to Princess Francia and bowed my head.

“I want to join the Novice Challenge team.”

Princess Francia looked at me with a blank expression as I suddenly came and made such a request.

Soon,


“Ha, now?”

Princess Francia said with an incredulous expression.

I continued speaking without any embarrassment, as if my face was made of iron.

“Yes, I’ll participate without any conditions.”

“Unbelievable.”

Princess Francia let out a hollow laugh and then glared at me with sharp eyes.

“Why? Because there’s a reward for the Novice Challenge, you find it tempting?”

At her sarcastic question, I lightly nodded.

“Yes.”

“……”

As if she didn’t expect me to answer honestly, Princess Francia looked momentarily flustered but soon relaxed her stiff expression and nodded.

“But what should I do?”

“Hmm?”

“The team is already full.”

With a determined look in her eyes, Princess Francia spoke, as if she was determined to reclaim the humiliation she had previously suffered.

‘It’s only natural since the situation has changed.’

Now that I was the one in need, I couldn’t complain about Princess Francia’s attitude.

Still, the easiest way to pass the Novice Challenge and get what I wanted was this.

“The team members are Chelsea, Kyle, and Fabian, right?”

“Yes, you know them well.”


Princess Francia nodded confidently and continued.

“They’re all highly skilled, so passing the Novice Challenge won’t be difficult. So, they should be able to get all the rewards the Dean offered. If we want to add a new member now, we need to ask for their opinions too, right?”

“That’s true.”

“So, people should seize opportunities when they come. Why do you think I came to you back then……”

With her nose in the air, she spoke in a subtle tone.

“How about it, Kamon? Do you regret rejecting my offer back then?”

“Yes, I do regret it a bit.”

Without hesitation, I nodded, and

“What? What did you say? You really regret it?”

Princess Francia, not expecting my reaction, stammered and asked again.

“Yes, I regret it. I should have agreed back then.”

I was sincere. I wished I hadn’t stubbornly refused back then.

Of course, it was a matter of hindsight.

“……”

Once again, she fell silent, rolling her eyes as if deep in thought.

I lightly shook my head and spoke.

“It’s a shame, but it can’t be helped. The team is already full.”

“W-Wait a minute. The team is full, but if you really want it desperately……”

Seeing her slightly stammering and speaking as if she was doing me a favor, I shook my head with a bitter smile.

“No, Princess. You don’t have to strain yourself because of me. I’ll just find another team……”

“No, Kamon. Why are you making decisions on your own when I haven’t even finished talking?”

“Yes?”

“Even though the situation has turned out like this, if you meet one condition, I can persuade the other team members to let you join our team. Ahem.”

I couldn’t help but smile inwardly at Princess Francia’s words as she cleared her throat.

‘I thought it was strange from the moment Princess Francia came to see me personally.’

Instinctively, I felt that the princess needed me for this “Novice Challenge.” I didn’t know the reason, but there was no other explanation for why someone who hated and resented me so much would swallow her pride and come to me.

‘I didn’t come to you without any thought, Francia.’

In a situation where we both needed something, it was a battle of who was more desperate.

And.

‘It looks like I’m the one winning this fight.’

“What is the condition?”

“Well, my condition is…”

Princess Francia trailed off, looking at me, then spoke in a firm tone.

“You must follow my orders unconditionally and be obedient during this ‘Novice Challenge.’ If you promise that, I’ll try to persuade the others.”

She spoke as if it was a proposal I would find difficult to accept. I shrugged lightly.

“Is that all? I thought it would be a tough condition, but fine.”

“What?”

“I accept your condition. So, are we on the same team now?”

When I extended my hand for a handshake, Princess Francia stared at me silently for a moment.

‘Why? Because my response was unexpected?’

But it was a condition that any fool would accept. The team leader was Princess Francia, and following her orders was only natural. It was strange to put such a condition.

“Princess?”

I called out to her again as she still looked at me blankly, and her eyebrows twitched slightly.

Clap!

Forcing a smile, she grabbed my outstretched hand.

“Keep your promise.”

“Of course. I will follow your orders without question.”

I replied with the brightest smile ever. In the original story, Kyle failed the “Novice Challenge.”

‘But with the team members being different and the content changed, it’s more likely to succeed now.’

Kyle’s failure was a minor plot device for his growth, so it wouldn’t significantly impact the overall story or cause a butterfly effect.

‘This is like getting on a top-tier bus.’

If they were giving me a chance to get on such a bus, how could I refuse? I would do anything except die for them.

* * *

“Kamon, are you really joining the Novice Challenge?”

“Yeah, I’ve already joined the team.”

I lightly nodded in response to Bren’s question.

“If you’re with Princess Francia, that means you’re on the same team as Kyle, Chelsea, and Fabian?”

“That’s right.”

“Didn’t you say you refused the princess’s offer? How did this happen?”

“I went back and asked her to let me join.”

“And the princess accepted that?”

Bren asked incredulously, but I answered nonchalantly.

“Yeah.”

“Unbelievable.”

“What kind of relationship do you have with the princess, Kamon?”

Elliot and Lois also reacted with disbelief, making a fuss, and I shook my head.

“What relationship? I just told her I would accept her previous offer, and she agreed.”

I shrugged, acting as if it was no big deal, but Elliot and Lois looked at me with disbelief.

Bren, who was standing nearby, spoke with a faint smile.

“So Kamon is part of the strongest novice team now. Passing should be almost guaranteed.”

“The difficulty of the Novice Challenge depends on the abilities you have. With this team…”

“Won’t they ask us to catch a dragon or something?”

Elliot nodded at Lois’s response.

“That’s quite possible.”

“Catch a dragon? That’s ridiculous. Are they trying to kill all the freshmen?”

I answered with a hollow laugh, but their expressions were quite serious.

“They’re saying your team is that strong.”

“A monster, the top student, and the heir to a family known for their spear skills.”

Lois mentioned Kyle, Chelsea, and Fabian, then looked at me.

“And the most promising talent in magic. They should at least catch a dragon for it to make sense.”

“Catch a dragon? Stop joking around. How’s the atmosphere in the student council these days?”

“The atmosphere? There’s not much to say. Everyone’s been busy because of the sudden increase in participants for the Novice Challenge. But everyone seems to be doing well.”

Lois answered my question as if there wasn’t much to talk about.

“Really?”

“Yeah, these days, both Rosen and Cecilia have been so busy that it’s hard to talk to them.”

“But Lois, you’re not even in the student council, so why do you keep hanging around there?”

Elliot asked teasingly, and Lois replied in his usual flustered voice.

“Huh? No, I just heard about it. I’m not hanging around.”

“You’re just eager to see your fiancée’s face…”

Elliot, who was about to tease Lois again, suddenly stopped and looked around.

The sudden appearance of Rosen Ravenia before seemed to have left quite an impact.

“Not here?”

“Yeah, not here, senior.”

Bren also quickly looked around and nodded.

“Why are you looking around just to tease me?”

“Of course, I’m checking to make sure it’s safe before teasing you. So, do you miss seeing Rosen’s face?”

Elliot started teasing Lois again, but then…

“Oh? Vice president?”

I murmured loudly while looking behind Elliot, who had his back to an empty space.

“W-What?!”

Elliot, startled, fell back, making everyone burst into laughter.

—————–
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“……”

“……”

On the first meeting day of the team formed under Princess Francia, everyone gathered there remained silent.

Especially one person kept glancing at me with a look of displeasure.

‘Is that Fabian?’

Fabian Stockholm.

Heir to the Stockholm Count’s family, renowned for their spear techniques, and a character who, in the original story, was a close friend of the protagonist, Kyle.

He was quite strong, actively participating in battles with his powerful spear skills and agile movements until the middle and latter parts of the novel. However, his fiery and rigid personality caused numerous conflicts with those around him, making him a troublemaker.

‘Judging by his expression, it looks like he’s going to pick a fight with me soon…’

But that wasn’t something I needed to worry about right now.

So,

“Chelsea, hi.”

Naturally, I greeted Chelsea, the person I was closest to here and had a significant connection with.

However,

“……”

Huh? What was that?

She showed no reaction as if she hadn’t heard my greeting, which made me tilt my head in confusion.

At that moment,

“Kamon, are you feeling better?”


Kyle had approached me without me noticing and asked with a concerned tone.

“Oh, I’m much better now. How about you?”

“I’m always the same.”

Kyle replied with an awkward smile, and I thought to myself,

‘I wanted to talk to him anyway, so this is perfect.’

I recalled the subconscious memories from the dream last time.

Although it was cut off at the most crucial part, leaving me unsure of how things progressed,

‘If Kyle really fought Kamon Vade back then, he must have those memories intact.’

If those memories were genuinely from the real Kamon Vade and happened in reality,

‘I must find out.’

I needed to understand the background, settings, and secrets that weren’t revealed in the original story.

So, I planned to ask about that time without sounding suspicious.

“Uh, Kyle, by the way…”

Just as I cautiously opened my mouth with that thought, someone interrupted with a cold voice.

“Wasn’t it a requirement to have unanimous agreement to add new members to an already established team? I distinctly remember opposing it.”

‘Fabian Stockholm?’

Chelsea responded quietly to the discontented voice.

“It’s not absolutely necessary to have unanimous agreement. It’s possible with the majority’s consent.”

“Oh, I see. But hold on.”

Fabian, who had been nodding quietly to Chelsea’s words, seemed to realize something, and his expression hardened as he spoke again.


“Majority consent? So, the other three agreed without me? Kyle, you too?”

“Yes, I agreed to Kamon joining. Why?”

“What?”

Fabian stared blankly for a moment at Kyle’s nonchalant smile, then shook his head.

He then turned to me and growled,

“The problem lies with the bastard who uselessly asked to join.”

Hearing his blatant provocation, I, who had been silent, had to speak up.

“Are you talking to me?”

“Who else here made such a request if not you?”

Seeing Fabian swagger towards me with a smirk, I let out a small laugh.

“Hah.”

“What’s so funny?”

He sharply retorted, glaring at me, to which I replied calmly,

“It seems even insignificant trash is getting bold these days.”

“Trash, you say?”

Just then,

Creak!

The door opened, and Princess Francia, who had called us, entered.

“Sorry for being late. Hmm? What’s going on here?”

Seeing Princess Francia looking at Fabian and me glaring at each other, Fabian shouted in a clear voice,


“Princess, I distinctly expressed my opposition. I said I wouldn’t fight alongside this bastard. Did you forget?”

“No, I remember.”

“But…”

“Fabian, I’m sorry, but did you forget that I have full authority over additional member registrations?”

“No, but!”

“Moreover, I clearly stated that I would respect your opinions and make decisions based on the majority’s consent. Ah, were you unaware that the majority had already agreed, Fabian?”

Chelsea replied in a dry tone to Princess Francia’s words.

“I already informed him that the majority agreed.”

“Is that so? Then what’s the problem, Fabian?”

Looking at Fabian with piercing eyes, Princess Francia asked, making his face harden considerably.

“……”

But he couldn’t say anything more, and Kyle, his friend, gently placed a hand on his shoulder and murmured,

“Fabian, stop.”

With a deep sigh of resignation, Fabian seemed ready to back down.

It looked like it would end without any further incident, but…

‘Who said it would end like this?’

I wouldn’t let it end on his terms after he started this.

“Stop what exactly?”

With a subtle tone, I retorted and then continued, “Did you think it would end just because you picked a fight and then backed off among yourselves? Do you think I’m that easy?”

“Kamon!”

Kyle called my name urgently, trying to stop me, but I didn’t stop.

“Honestly, I have no intention of talking face-to-face with a pathetic guy who hides behind his friend and just runs his mouth.”

“What? This crazy bastard…”

At that moment, Fabian, clearly provoked, looked ready to pounce on me. I took a step forward as well.

Right then,

“Everyone, stop!”

Princess Francia, who had been watching the scene, shouted firmly.

“……”

As I had promised to obey her, I took a step back without a word.

“Fabian!”

“Ugh, damn it. Let go of me!”

Fabian struggled against Kyle’s strong arm.

“Both of you, stop it. If you start fighting like this from the first meeting, how do you expect to clear the ‘novice Challenge’ properly?”

“Princess, but…!”

Fabian looked at her with a frustrated expression, but Princess Francia responded sharply.

“Fabian. Have you forgotten our agreement?”

At her words, Fabian, who had been struggling wildly, froze. He then nodded weakly, looking like he had given up.

“No, I remember.”

“Good.”

Princess Francia, who had answered lightly, then looked at me.

“Kamon.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“The conditions we agreed upon are still valid, right?”

“Of course.”

Ever since I stepped back at her command, her gaze had become quite favorable towards me. It seemed she liked how I followed her orders as per our agreement.

“Alright, now that the introductions are over, let’s start discussing the details of the ‘novice Challenge’.”

Finally, our team—consisting of Princess Francia, Kyle, Chelsea, Fabian, and me, Kamon Vade—began preparing for the ‘novice Challenge’.

* * *

“Kamon, are you really joining… I mean, working with the princess?”

“Yes, President.”

For some reason, I had been suddenly summoned, and the atmosphere in the student council room felt like a kind of hearing.

“Why?”

“To participate in the Novice Challenge, of course.”

“No, I mean…!”

Seeing Lady Cecilia opening her mouth again in frustration, Rosen Ravenia quickly interjected.

“I think our president’s question is why you suddenly decided to work with the princess.”

“Sigh. Yes, Rosen. That’s what I meant.”

Seeing Lady Cecilia nodding in agreement, I thought these two surprisingly got along well.

“So Kamon, why did you join the princess’s side?!”

Hmm? It’s not exactly joining her side, though. Well, maybe to Cecilia it’s the same thing.

“…I just chose the place with the highest chance of success.”

I answered in a low tone and then fell into thought.

‘If I have to do something, it’s only natural to take the easiest route.’

But Lady Cecilia didn’t seem to like my answer, making a strange noise.

“Ugh, still…!”

“Pardon?”

“How can you join hands with the enemy?”

“Enemy?”

“Princess Francia is our enemy. We both fought so hard, risking our lives against her, and now you…!”

Lady Cecilia looked at me as if she felt betrayed by an old comrade, leaving me momentarily speechless.

‘It wasn’t that intense, though?’

Sure, the student council election was quite fierce, and we competed sincerely, but it wasn’t a life-or-death struggle.

And now that the election was over, there was no need to distinguish between enemies and allies…

“Calm down, Cecilia.”

At that moment, Rosen Ravenia’s soft voice was heard, calming Lady Cecilia.

“But, Vice President. Am I wrong?”

Cecilia sought Rosen’s agreement with a frustrated expression.

“No, you’re wrong.”

“What?!”

Rosen replied with a cold, firm tone, shaking her head, leaving Cecilia looking shocked.

“The election is over, so where are enemies and allies? If that’s the case, shouldn’t I also continue to antagonize Cecilia?”

“That’s…!”

“Besides, Kamon is not even a member of our student council. He made a reasonable choice from his own perspective. Shouldn’t we be welcoming this? The ‘novice Challenge’ has become so popular.”

“…”

Faced with Rosen Ravenia’s rational and logical words, Lady Cecilia had nothing more to say and closed her mouth.

Rosen continued,

“Since you’re participating in the ‘Novice Challenge,’ I hope for good results. But…”

Rosen trailed off slightly and looked straight at me, muttering,

“I’m not hoping for remarkable achievements from an adversary. You understand what I mean, right?”

“Yes.”

Once part of Princess Francia’s election team, now Rosen Ravenia served as the second-in-command in Cecilia’s student council and referred to the princess as her adversary.

‘Lois, it’s better to stay away from this woman.’

Getting close to such a cold-blooded and meticulous person would be exhausting.

“So let’s support him, Cecilia.”

“Hmph, fine.”

“What, so you’re not going to support him?”

“No, it’s not that…”

Cecilia, showing a mix of emotions, finally sighed and said,

“Hoo, don’t get hurt and be careful. But don’t succeed too much.”

“…Understood.”

Lady Cecilia set a rather difficult condition, but I just nodded in agreement.

—————–
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Flance Imperial Academy received about a week of holidays to celebrate Demeter’s Birth Festival. On the very first day of this short break,

“Wow, there are so many people.”

“They say this ‘Novice Challenge’ has the highest participation rate in history.”

“I heard almost 90% of the freshmen are participating.”

As other students murmured, they watched the first-year students fill up the athletic hall, usually only this packed during large events.

“By the way, did you hear the princess is competing this time?”

“They say she formed the strongest freshman team… There they are.”

“Whoa, Kyle and Chelsea? They’re pretty famous. No wonder people are calling it the strongest team.”

Those who nodded and discussed soon frowned at a familiar face among the crowd.

“Huh? Isn’t that Kamon Vade?”

“What?”

“Kamon Vade, the crazy guy who attacked the princess?”

“Wow, it really is him. But why is he there with them?”

“His skills are good enough to be with them, but…”

“But didn’t he just have a huge fight with Kyle not long ago?”

Everyone looked puzzled by Kamon Vade’s presence, and soon, they began to voice their negative opinions.

“Why is that bastard there?”

“The nerve of him, being among people he’s had conflicts with.”

“Even if they chose based on skills, this doesn’t seem right.”


“But didn’t the princess pick all the team members herself? Does that mean she chose him too?”

“That’s true… Could she have been threatened?”

“What, a threat?”

“That bastard needs to be dealt with!”

“That makes sense. There’s no way the princess would pick him otherwise.”

No one anticipated that Princess Francia had personally sought out Kamon Vade and proposed the idea to him first. Naturally, given Kamon Vade’s infamous reputation, the general consensus was that he had either threatened the princess or forced his way onto the team.

“Our poor princess, what should we do?”

“What if they fail because of that bastard?”

“…Watch closely, Kamon Vade.”

While the outside audience expressed their unease and dissatisfaction, the actual participants, including Princess Francia, didn’t seem to mind much.

“Is everyone ready?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Of course.”

Except for one person.

“…Yeah, I guess.”

Unlike Chelsea and Kyle, who responded immediately, Fabian answered with a sour expression.

‘That guy keeps bothering me.’

I recalled Fabian constantly picking fights with me, but I shook my head.

‘Forget it. After this, there’s no reason to get involved with him.’

Fabian, after all, was part of the protagonist’s team that would comfortably lead me through the ‘Novice Challenge.’


So, even if he was annoying, I decided to just ignore and endure him.

As I turned my gaze away from him with that thought,

A red dress fluttered onto the stage.

“Nice to see everyone.”

Beatrice greeted with a bright smile, drawing everyone’s attention.

“I know this break must be precious to you, but with the ‘Novice Challenge’ being held during this time, it’s unfortunate that you can’t fully rest.”

She started speaking in a gentle tone, then made statements that excited everyone.

“But don’t worry. This year’s ‘Novice Challenge’ will be far more rewarding than just relaxing.”

She winked.

“Although it may be tough now, think of it as an investment for your future.”

She then turned her gaze to the students from other grades watching.

“And for those not participating this time, there will be equally good opportunities, so don’t worry too much…”

Trailing off, she spread her arms wide and continued.

“As long as I’m the dean here, I will make sure you become the best. Think of yourselves as my disciples from now on.”

“Disciples?”

“We’re going to be the tricolor mage’s disciples?”

“…Amazing.”

In the eyes of the students listening to her, a flicker of anticipation began to rise.

“Now, let’s begin the 67th ‘Novice Challenge’!”

“Woooo!”


“It’s starting!”

With Beatrice’s powerful shout, all the first-year students of Flance Imperial Academy cheered loudly.

And then,

“Shall we get going too?”

Princess Francia’s calm tone cut through the surrounding excitement, and everyone nodded and prepared to move.

I quickly approached Chelsea, the most familiar person here.

Step, step.

“Chelsea.”

“…?”

“Let’s go together.”

Despite getting closer to her after the honor duel with Kyle, she coldly cut me off.

“No. Mages should stay in the rear.”

With a firm and cold tone, she walked away.

‘What’s up with her suddenly?’

Surprised by her unexpectedly chilly reaction, I stood there blankly for a moment.

“Kamon, come over here. Let’s go together.”

Kyle, smiling brightly, beckoned me over.

“Stop saying nonsense and just go. Why do we have to go with that bastard?”

Fabian, in an irritated tone, pushed Kyle.

“Come on, why not? It’d be nice to go together.”

“Didn’t you hear Chelsea? Mages should stay in the rear.”

“We haven’t even started fighting yet.”

“Just go!”

Finally, Kyle, pushed by Fabian, walked ahead, but kept looking back at me, shouting.

“Kamon, come up front later, okay?”

“…”

No matter how much time has passed since I read the original story and lived in this world,

‘I still can’t understand that guy.’

The protagonist Kyle Perrion’s mentality was beyond my grasp.

How could he act so friendly again after our honor duel fight?

* * *

Rustle!

The endless expanse of tall trees and the scent of nature filling my nostrils made me feel somewhat refreshed. Well, just the feeling…

“Are we sure this is the right way, Princess?”

“Yes, it is.”

“The path seems really rough, though.”

“It’s just continuous undergrowth.”

To complete our ‘Novice Challenge’ mission, we had left the academy and followed Princess Francia into the vast northern wilderness. Of course, Chelsea, Kyle, and Fabian’s behavior remained consistent.

“……”

I still didn’t understand their thoughts or actions.

‘Well, does it matter?’

Right now, there was no need to nitpick. What mattered was that I could comfortably hitch a ride on this ‘Novice Challenge’ bus.

Just then, Princess Francia’s voice rang out again.

“This way is correct.”

Our current destination was the port city of ‘Califa,’ located in the northeast of the empire.

“This is the fastest route to Califa. Even if it’s tough, let’s move as quickly as possible.”

As she spoke, I continued to think.

‘It’s more different from the original than I expected…’

According to the original story and my own knowledge, we should have known the goal and destination of the ‘Novice Challenge’ as soon as we left the academy. But…

‘Since that would be boring, we’ve introduced a different approach this time.’

Beatrice’s sudden declaration had changed the basic rules of the ‘Novice Challenge.’

‘A box containing the goal and destination is placed in different cities. To obtain the box, you must complete a specific task.’

I understood the purpose and intention behind this method. It was to deliberately create intermediate goals, making the ‘Novice Challenge’ more difficult. With increased participation, the pass rate had to be adjusted accordingly.

However…

‘I don’t know if this is a good thing.’

The situation was increasingly deviating from the original story, making it unclear how to utilize my knowledge.

‘In the original, the protagonist Kyle was supposed to fail this.’

Hey, let’s not overthink it. Just make sure to lose to a stronger opponent, right? If I keep worrying, I won’t be able to do anything.

Besides…

‘I must pass this ‘Novice Challenge.’

Just as I was sorting my thoughts with a determined heart, I suddenly heard a scream.

“Kyaaaaah!”

“Stop.”

However, no one among us was particularly surprised or flustered. We just exchanged glances.

“Again?”

“Which side? It sounded like it came from the left.”

“What is it this time? Bandits? An ambush? An assassination? No, we’ve already experienced those, so maybe a trap…?”

Fabian joked, having apparently gone through similar situations multiple times, with more annoyance than worry or tension.

Princess Francia furrowed her brow and spoke.

“Fabian, stop with the useless talk. Kyle, can you check it out?”

“Yes, I’ll be right back.”

Kyle, following her command, quickly moved in the direction of the scream. As Kyle disappeared into the undergrowth, Fabian grumbled while lightly swinging his spear.

“Seriously, isn’t this too much? How many times have we encountered these things since leaving the academy… six times already?”

“Actually, it’s seven.”

Chelsea corrected him.

“Oh, really? Anyway, that’s not the point…”

I turned my head away, trying to suppress a laugh at Fabian’s irritated reaction.

Well, I understood.

‘It’s not unreasonable for him to be annoyed.’

Since leaving the academy to complete the ‘Novice Challenge’ mission, we had encountered all sorts of incidents. We faced bandit attacks, helped people attacked by monsters, and even found lost children.

‘But what can you do, this is the protagonist effect.’

Random encounters and incidents are essential elements for the protagonist in a story.

“Let’s wait a bit. We need to confirm what’s going on anyway.”

Princess Francia’s expression wasn’t particularly bright either, as the continuous incidents were delaying us.

Although we were supposed to reach ‘Califa’ in two days, at this rate, it would take at least three days.

After a while,

“Thank you for saving us. I am Shane Barton, the eldest son of Baron Barton’s family.”

We found ourselves in a clearing amidst the forest where a fierce battle had taken place, accompanied by a sickly-looking young man who introduced himself as the heir to the Barton Barony.

“You’re from the Barton family?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“This is quite far from your estate. Why are you here…?”

Princess Francia asked, tilting her head in curiosity, and I thought to myself,

Isn’t it obvious? This is just an event set up for our protagonist, Kyle. A typical scenario where you save a noble heir in distress from an attack and form a connection, leading to a bigger plot.

“Ha, ha. We had our reasons.”

Shane replied awkwardly, scratching the back of his head, while Princess Francia murmured,

“So the ambush earlier wasn’t just a random incident?”

“Well, that is…”

Shane hesitated, looking troubled by her sharp observation.

At that moment, one of the knights nearby interjected,

“This is all the doing of Ted Barton, the younger brother of the current Baron and Shane’s uncle. How could family do such a thing…?”

“Ah.”

Everyone present had the same thought.

‘This is a dispute over the family succession, isn’t it?’

It was clear that this was a struggle between blood relatives over the heir’s position, with a sickly and seemingly weak nephew being targeted.

Getting involved in such a fight could jeopardize the ‘Novice Challenge,’ and everything could go up in smoke.

“I see. Then we’ll be on our way. We hope you have a safe journey back.”

Princess Francia bowed slightly and began to step back.

But,

“Uh, excuse me!”

“…?”

“I’m sorry, but could we ask for your company?”

—————–
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Princess Francia’s expression momentarily stiffened at Shane’s sudden request. However, she quickly regained her composure and shook her head, her tone indicating slight embarrassment.

“I’m sorry, but we are currently on a mission ourselves…”

But Shane persisted, speaking in a desperate tone.

“Just until we get out of this forest. I want to travel with you only until then.”

Looking around at the others, he continued,

“If we part ways here, I and my people will likely perish.”

Speaking in a desperate tone about the dire future, Shane continued,

“It wouldn’t matter much if I died, but these soldiers… They have done nothing wrong. They don’t deserve to die just because they have an unfortunate master.”

“Young master!”

The knights and soldiers looked at Shane with expressions of gratitude, causing Princess Francia’s eyes to waver slightly.

At that moment,

“……?”

Chelsea, who had approached me unnoticed, whispered softly in my ear.

“Something seems off.”

“Huh?”

Given that Chelsea had previously either answered curtly or ignored me, never initiating a conversation, her sudden behavior made me think,

‘What’s going on? You’re the one acting strangely now.’

Of course, I didn’t show my thoughts and asked,

“What’s wrong?”


“That scream earlier, wasn’t it a woman’s voice?”

“What?”

Hold on. Now that I think about it, the scream we heard was indeed a high-pitched tone. But…

Then, Chelsea’s voice whispered again.

“There’s not a single woman among those people.”

Just as she said, the knights and soldiers there were all rugged men. The idea that these burly knights would scream like young girls was unimaginable.

“Hmm.”

Nodding, I looked at them and pointed to the sly-looking man named Shane.

“Could it be that Shane made that scream?”

“……”

Chelsea fell silent, seemingly lost in thought.

‘Wait, seriously?’

I was just joking.

Knowing that with strong people like Kyle, Chelsea, Fabian, and Princess Francia, any situation would not pose much of a threat, I had responded offhandedly.

Seeing Chelsea take it so seriously was quite surprising.

Then, she shook her head and spoke decisively.

“No, there are too many suspicious parts.”

“……Oh, okay.”

At that moment, Fabian, who had been quiet, shrugged nonchalantly.

“Let’s just go with them. What could go wrong?”


“Yes, what Fabian said. Their situation seems dire.”

Even Kyle, with his characteristic empathy, made a remark that would raise the group’s favor, to which Chelsea coldly responded.

“And if something happens? Are we going to fight Ted Barton himself? We’ve already lost a lot of time; we need to move faster.”

Chelsea firmly presented her opinion to Princess Francia. Fabian, who had initially suggested moving together, reacted sharply.

“Why are you so serious? We’re just accompanying them until we get out of the forest. What’s the big deal?”

“And if something goes wrong, will you take responsibility, Fabian?”

“Responsibility? I don’t want to, but if it happens, I guess I’ll have to?”

Fabian’s casual answer, accompanied by a smirk, made Chelsea frown.

At that moment, Princess Francia, the only one with decision-making authority, stepped in.

“Chelsea, Fabian. Enough.”

She then turned to Shane Barton and spoke.

“Alright, we’ll accompany you just until we leave the forest. Nothing more.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much!”

Shane and his men quickly bowed, expressing their gratitude.

“Let’s move quickly then.”

“……”

Chelsea still looked displeased with the situation but did not oppose the princess’s decision. Fabian, still grinning, muttered to Kyle.

“Don’t worry, Kyle. If anything happens, I’ll handle it with my spear.”

“Huh? I’m not worried.”

“Just in case.”


Seeing Fabian provoke Chelsea, seemingly unhappy with our conversation, I realized he didn’t like me talking to her.

Thus, we ended up traveling with Baron Barton’s group.

“I noticed earlier that your swordsmanship is quite disciplined. Where did you learn it?”

“Oh, I have a master.”

“What did you do to make the knight so interested in you?”

“Just the usual.”

“He’s a real training addict. Once he goes into the training room, he never comes out.”

“Ah, I thought his swordsmanship was exceptional!”

The knights showed interest in Kyle and Fabian, who were friendly towards them, and they quickly started getting along.

“……”

And Chelsea, watching them silently.

‘Nothing will happen, right?’

At least, as long as Chelsea was vigilantly keeping an eye on them, even if they had ill intentions, there was a high possibility things would be resolved without any major problems.

“So, I…”

“Oh, I see.”

In the carriage at the back, Shane Barton, the heir of the barony, was riding, and Princess Francia was conversing with him.

‘She wouldn’t have accepted him blindly.’

To others, Princess Francia’s demeanor towards Shane Barton might have seemed ordinary, but having clashed with her numerous times, I could sense the vigilance in her eyes and expression.

‘Guess I’ll just enjoy the ride.’

As night fell, it was time to camp in the forest.

“We’ll camp here for the night.”

Shane naturally led the group, and the others quickly set up camp as if they were trained for it.

Then, they began preparing a meal.

“Alright, everyone, please eat. It may not be much, but it should taste quite good.”

“Oh, thank you. This is just what we need for camping.”

“Let me have a bite too.”

“A bite? Kyle, get your own… Whoa, this is really good!”

“Wow, it really is tasty.”

Kyle and Fabian, seemingly without any suspicion, devoured the food they were given.

And,

“Please, help yourself. I hope it suits your taste.”

Shane Barton offered a bowl to Princess Francia, who had been riding with him.

“No, thank you. I’m not really hungry right now.”

“But the leader should eat first so everyone else can eat comfortably. Just one bite…”

Unable to refuse Shane’s persistent offer, Princess Francia finally accepted the bowl.

“Oh, it’s not bad.”

They continued to exchange polite conversation.

“……”

Chelsea, sitting alone, was staring at her bowl with sharp eyes.

‘What’s she doing?’

She looked like she was facing a powerful enemy, frowning at the bowl.

‘Is she trying to resist eating?’

A moment later, Chelsea, looking as if she had lost a kingdom, gently placed her bowl on the ground.

“Sigh.”

Her deep sigh confirmed my suspicion.

“……”

Well, she really is something.

“Fabian, eat moderately. Others need to eat too.”

“Oh, stop nagging about food. You just want to eat more, Kyle.”

“No, we’re fine. Please, eat as much as you want.”

“See, they said it’s okay.”

“No, that’s not what I meant…”

Those who enjoyed the meal without any doubts or worries,

“Hmm.”

“Not eating anymore?”

“No, I’m fine.”

Princess Francia, smiling faintly, declined further offers.

“Sigh.”

And Chelsea, still eyeing the bowl on the ground regretfully.

Everyone showed their unique traits during the meal.

“Here you go. Quiet gentleman, please eat.”

Shane Barton handed me a bowl with a smile, and I thanked him, placing the bowl next to me without touching it.

As the cheerful dinner continued,

“Tomorrow, we’ll finally leave this wretched forest… huh? Why am I feeling dizzy…”

Thud!

“Fabian, are you okay…?”

Thud!

Kyle and Fabian, who had been eating the most, were the first to lose consciousness and collapse.

“Ugh, my head hurts.”

Princess Francia, who had only taken a few bites, began to clutch her head in pain.

Moments later,

Thud!

She too lost consciousness and fell to the ground.

“Hahaha, fools. You practically begged me to capture you. Enjoy your meal.”

Shane Barton, who had seemed weak, now sported a sinister smile as he caressed Princess Francia’s unconscious face.

Seeing him, I felt a shiver run down my spine.

‘If he knew her true identity, he’d regret this for the rest of his life.’

Shane’s men laughed wickedly.

“What’s this? Are you going to enjoy her first, boss?”

“Her face is pretty, and there are others too… huh? Why haven’t those two passed out?”

Shane pointed at me and Chelsea.

Chelsea was still staring at the bowl on the ground.

“Does it matter? Most of them are in good condition. They’ll fetch a high price. Deal with those two without injuring them.”

“As you command.”

With Shane’s order, the knights drew their weapons.

‘So they’re human traffickers.’

They approached us slowly, but I remained seated.

One of the knights taunted me.

“Why are you just sitting there? Are you scared?”

“Haha, he looks like he’s from a noble family. This must be his first time in such a situation, so he can’t move.”

Well, normally, I might have responded to such provocations.

But I felt no anger this time.

“Your face is pretty, too. Must be tasty.”

What? Hold on.

That was crossing the line.

“Maybe you should check behind you first?”

I spoke indifferently, and as they turned their heads,

Shing!

Chelsea, who had been sitting silently, drew her sword and murmured coldly.

“I hate people who mess with food the most in the world.”

—————–
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Shing, swish!

Thud, whoosh!

Like a cold northern wind, Chelsea swung her sword swiftly, cutting down the bandits surrounding us.

“W-what the hell?”

“Damn, she’s really strong!”

“Did the drug not work?”

The unexpected strength of Chelsea threw the bandits into disarray. However, it didn’t last long.

“Idiots!”

Shane Barton, their leader, shouted and continued.

“We have the numbers advantage! Form ranks and close in slowly!”

He gave orders, clicking his fingers.

“Fireball!”

Fwoosh!

A small ball of fire floated into the air.

“I’ll cover you from the rear, so move in!”

Shane Barton yelled confidently.

However,

‘Huh? Why is it so small?’

It was the smallest fireball I’d ever seen.


But contrary to my reaction, the bandits’ morale seemed to rise.

“As expected of our boss.”

“Having a mage in the rear is reassuring.”

Seeing the bandits, who were previously in chaos, reignite their fighting spirit, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

Then,

“Hoo, Kamon.”

Chelsea, having moved intensely, lowered her blood-stained sword and called my name, trying to catch her breath.

Understanding her call, I frowned slightly and stroked the ‘Orb’ on my finger.

‘Damn it. I just wanted to ride along comfortably…’

“Screw it. Fireball!”

Fwoosh!

With my incantation, a massive fireball formed in the air.

“……!”

“That guy’s a mage too?”

“B-but why is his fireball so big?”

The enormous fireball, about four times the size of a basketball, made their eyes widen in shock.

At that moment,

“Hey, you guys. Have you never dealt with a mage before? Once he uses that, he won’t be able to do anything for a while. Move in and take him down!”

“But the size of that thing…”

“Come on, it’s just one. Whoever takes him down first or gets hit by the spell will get the highest share.”


“Really? You serious?”

“Have I ever lied?”

“Alright, fine. One big hit, that’s all.”

*Clap clap!*

They slapped their faces and prepared to charge at me, ready to take the hit.

I shook my head at them.

“Um.”

You guys seem to be misunderstanding something…

“Fireball, fireball, fireball… fireball!”

Rapidly chanting, several—or rather, dozens of large fireballs formed around me.

“……?!”

“What the hell is that?!”

Whether it was the suddenness of the situation or the appearance of more than ten fireballs, the bandits who were about to attack me froze in shock.

“What’s with those faces? Weren’t you going to attack me?”

I laughed at them and asked lightly.

“Crazy!”

“Is that even possible? I’ve never seen anything like this.”

“B-boss, what do we do?”

They were rooted to the spot, unable to move, shouting in fear. I shrugged and burst into laughter.

“Have you never seen a mage casting multiple spells simultaneously? What? You thought I’d be useless after one spell? Ha!”


The bandit leader, Shane Barton, was frozen, unable to speak.

At that moment,

“Kamon, stop fooling around and finish it.”

“Alright, got it.”

Responding to Chelsea’s cold voice, I nodded and moved my fingers.

Then,

Whoosh, boom!

“Ahhhh!”

“No, please, no! Argh!”

The fireballs rained down on the bandits, and combined with Chelsea’s swift sword strikes,

“Ugh!”

“Screaaaam!”

They fell one by one, either burning or collapsing from her attacks.

Finally,

Fwoosh!

Shane Barton, holding a tiny, pathetic fireball, was all that remained.

“S-shit!”

Suddenly, he rushed to the unconscious Princess Francia and pulled out a small dagger.

“You bastards, don’t move! If anyone makes a move, I’ll slit her throat!”

He screamed threats, holding the dagger to her neck. I flinched slightly, not out of fear, but to stifle a laugh.

‘Oh, man. Does he even know who he’s threatening?’

“……”

Chelsea stopped her sword and stared at him.

“Hehe, yeah. Stay still if you don’t want to see your friend die.”

With a dagger to Princess Francia’s pale neck, Shane Barton laughed sinisterly. I shook my head.

“Ugh, this is annoying.”

While some of us were fighting here, she was peacefully sleeping after being drugged?

Who do you think this is all because of…?

Fine.

‘Being stupid isn’t a crime.’

But being stupid and causing trouble for others is…

“Yeah, that’s a crime.”

“What?”

“Never mind. Time for some punishment.”

I moved my hand nonchalantly.

At the same time,

Whoosh, fwoosh!

A massive fireball rapidly shot towards Shane Barton.

“W-what? Stop… Aaaah!”

Before he could shout or swing his dagger, Shane was engulfed in flames, dropping his weapon and rolling on the ground.

“Arghhh, it’s hot!”

Along with him, another person was caught in the fire.

“Princess? Kamon, what are you doing?”

“Can’t you see? I’m rescuing the hostage.”

“But the princess is on fire too…”

“She’ll be fine. She won’t die.”

“What?”

Look at the armor she’s wearing. Do you really think she’d get hurt by a fire like this? It’s sturdy enough to withstand a dragon’s breath at least once.

“Finish off the rest quickly. It’s over now.”

“……”

Chelsea sighed, seemingly accepting my words, and moved swiftly again. In the meantime, I noticed another scene.

“Oh, they’re on fire too…”

Kyle and Fabian were also unconscious, engulfed in flames amidst the bandits.

‘Let’s pretend I didn’t see that.’

* * *

“……”

“……”

In the dead silence, only the crackling of the remaining flames could be heard, burning the surroundings.

“You just burned everything down?”

“Yes.”

Princess Francia, with a voice lowered by the soot, asked in a deep, calm tone. I nodded.

“And even me?”

“Well, as you can see… luckily, it doesn’t seem like you got hurt.”

“Hey, Kamon!”

She tried to shout at me, something boiling inside her, but then she shook her head and composed herself.

“Hoo, that’s not what I’m saying.”

Speaking in a calm tone, she continued to scold me.

“Someone could have been seriously injured or killed. To take such a risk…”

Technically, what the princess was saying wasn’t wrong. But…

‘Sigh, even saving them from a crisis gets me scolded.’

It was just a bit frustrating. So, I responded quickly in a lower voice.

“I didn’t think anyone would get hurt that easily.”

“What, what?”

“Considering the equipment you and the others are wearing and their skills, I judged that there was sufficient magic resistance. But I’ll be more careful next time if that’s your order.”

“No, I…”

At that moment,

“That’s bullshit. He did it on purpose.”

Fabian, with some of his hair singed and curled, spoke in an irritated voice.

“What kind of mage burns his own teammates? And with your skills, that level of control should be easy!”

“Is it in the textbook to accept food from strangers and lose consciousness?”

“What? You bastard…”

“Fabian, stop. Kamon’s right. It was our mistake to be deceived by the enemies. And there’s no way Kamon intended to burn us to death. Right, Chelsea?”

“……”

Kyle, with a cheerful smile, asked Chelsea, who responded with silent indifference.

“Haa, fine. Let’s end this here. Kamon, you’re right.”

“……”

“Princess!”

Fabian shouted in frustration, but Princess Francia remained firm and spoke clearly.

“It was our fault for falling into the enemies’ trap. Right now, we should be grateful for being saved and thank those who helped us.”

Then she turned to Chelsea and me and bowed respectfully.

“Thank you for saving us.”

It was a sudden gesture of gratitude, but,

‘Finally, some common sense.’

I thought and responded nonchalantly.

“It was only natural to do as teammates.”

“Yes, exactly.”

Chelsea also nodded and agreed. Kyle, scratching the back of his head with his usual smile, murmured,

“Thanks.”

“Tsk.”

Only Fabian made a strange noise and turned away.

“Then, what about them…”

Princess Francia glanced at the bandits tied up nearby.

“We’ll leave them to the next town. This isn’t their first time doing this, it seems.”

Biting her lower lip slightly, I wondered if I was the only one who noticed the murderous glint in her eyes.

‘You guys won’t die easily, it seems.’

Fortunately, neither our ‘Novice Challenge’ team nor the bandits, including Shane, had died in the fire.

‘I didn’t intend to kill them anyway.’

But perhaps my mercy led them to a fate of severe and painful suffering.

“Alright, everyone, stay alert. This is all part of the experience. We need to learn from this and avoid repeating the same mistake.”

After settling the situation, we started moving again. Eventually, we left the forest and reached a nearby town where we handed over the bandits to the authorities.

“Damn it. I’ll kill you all!”

Shane, with a scarred face, shouted menacingly.

Smack!

“Kill who? You’ll be spending the rest of your life in prison. Thank you, we’ve taken them in.”

“Please take care of them.”

The knight, who came to take the criminals, seemed to recognize Princess Francia and treated her with utmost respect.

Finally, we took a brief rest in the city, finding the most luxurious place we could as our accommodation and enjoyed a plentiful dinner.

“Enjoy your meal, everyone.”

“Thank you for the meal.”

“Enjoy your meal too, Princess.”

At that moment, a cry for help came from outside the window of our dining room.

“Help, please!”

Gasp!

Kyle, about to lift his utensils, stopped in his tracks.

“……”

“……”

An awkward silence filled the room.

Then,

“No, ignore it.”

Chelsea’s firm voice caused Kyle, who had turned to Princess Francia, to freeze.

“Yes, this time, Chelsea is right. This is a city, and the city guards will handle it.”

“That’s right. For once, I agree with the princess and Chelsea.”

Even Fabian agreed, and Kyle bowed his head with a dark expression, looking like he had lost the world.

—————–
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Just because we were accompanying the protagonist, Kyle Perrion, we were constantly caught up in random encounters and events. However, we managed to overcome all these interruptions and finally…

“Wow, amazing! Look over there, Kyle. The sea is completely green.”

“Oh, really? It’s so beautiful!”

Kyle responded quickly with a bright expression to Fabian’s shout.

“It looks like an emerald.”

Chelsea, who was beside them, murmured in a low tone, and Princess Francia nodded with a faint smile at her words.

“That’s right. This is the port city ‘Califa’, known as the Emerald Jewel of the Northwest.”

Just as she said, the city that unfolded before our eyes was a magnificent port city built on a beautifully emerald-colored sea. It was evident to anyone that the city was in its prime, bustling with countless people coming and going, and the guards at the city gates seemed quite disciplined.

“Halt!”

“Here you go.”

The guards who stopped us soon bowed their heads after seeing the pass that Princess Francia handed over.

“You are students from the academy. The mayor is waiting for you at the city hall. You can go straight there.”

It seemed that quite a few students had already entered, as the guards recited the instructions smoothly.

Princess Francia, perhaps having a similar thought, lightly questioned the guard at the city gate.

“Many students have passed through, I see. Are we a bit late?”

“I’m not sure, but several students have already passed through starting three days ago.”

“Three days ago? I see. Thank you for answering.”

With a momentarily hardened expression, Princess Francia soon smiled again and replied, and we entered the port city of Califa.

Shortly after, as we passed through the bustling streets,


“I made eye contact with that kid.”

“Then just avoid eye contact.”

“But…”

“Kyle, look at the princess’s expression before you speak. This isn’t a good time.”

Fabian stopped Kyle’s actions with a shake of his head. Indeed, as he said, Princess Francia’s mood seemed quite unpleasant at the moment.

It was understandable since other students had entered three days ago and started the ‘Novice Challenge,’ while we were significantly delayed. To find out the exact goal and destination of the ‘Novice Challenge,’ we had to quickly perform and complete the intermediate tasks.

Perhaps that’s why Princess Francia was moving faster than ever before.

“There’s the city hall.”

Chelsea’s unwavering voice revealed the building behind a giant trident statue that stood with its two prongs crossed.

“Let’s hurry inside. We need to meet the mayor to properly carry out our task.”

“Hey, um…”

“Let’s go in.”

Fabian, who quickly covered Kyle’s mouth as he tried to speak again, gestured toward Princess Francia. We entered the city hall without any issues.

Soon after,

“You’ve finally arrived. We’ve been waiting for you.”

The mayor of Califa, who greeted us with a bright smile, was a middle-aged man boasting a rather plump belly.

“Sorry, we’re quite late, aren’t we?”

“Hahaha, not at all. Though among the students assigned to us, your group was indeed the last to arrive.”

“The last?”

“Yes, the last. Judging by your late arrival, I assume something happened along the way.”


“Well, that’s…”

As the mayor questioned, all our gazes naturally turned to Kyle. Thanks to him constantly getting us involved with strangers and incidents, we were delayed quite a bit…

At that moment, the mayor of Califa spoke again, still maintaining his smile.

“I forgot to introduce myself. I am Everdon Parcell, the one managing this port city of Califa. Our family has been overseeing this city for generations.”

“You must be Everdon of the Parcell family. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“It’s an honor for me as well to meet the princess and the students.”

After the introductions, Princess Francia urgently spoke up.

“So, if we are the last, we must be quite late. We need to hurry.”

But Everdon the mayor shook his head, signaling not to worry, and spoke.

“No, princess. There’s no need to worry at all. Even though you arrived last, it won’t hinder continuing the ‘Novice Challenge.’”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Hahaha. You see, the intermediate tasks assigned here in Califa are very simple. Anyone can easily handle them.”

“Simple tasks?”

“Yes, simple tasks.”

His round face continued to smile as he spoke, giving off a very friendly vibe toward Princess Francia. Everdon then gestured for us to follow.

“Please come this way.”

He led us to a large window in a corner of the office. Since his office was at the top of the city hall, we could see the entire port city of Califa from there.

“The intermediate task you need to complete here is very straightforward. You just need to…”

Everdon, stretching his arms and pointing out the window, continued to speak with a smile.

“…resolve the complaints of the citizens here and get their signatures.”


“What?”

“Complaints?”

“Do we have to handle only those complaints submitted to the city hall?”

Various questions arose, but Mayor Everdon answered each one without any sign of annoyance.

“You can handle the complaints submitted to the city hall, or you can meet people separately and get their signatures. The important thing is to get a signed certificate from the citizens themselves.”

“…Certificate.”

“Yes, I have given the same task to all the students assigned here in Califa. Most of them finished the task in less than a day and moved on. So, princess, you and your team can also quickly complete the intermediate task and continue with the ‘Novice Challenge.’”

With his words, everyone’s expressions brightened. But then, Mayor Everdon added more information.

“Oh, one more thing. Each of you needs to get one.”

“What?”

“One signature per person.”

With a warm expression, Mayor Everdon answered confidently. Fabian muttered confidently.

“Well, that’s not too difficult. Let’s move quickly, everyone.”

Princess Francia also nodded and shouted briskly.

“That’s right. Everyone, quickly go downstairs and find the easiest complaint. As soon as we solve it, we can leave right away.”

Following her command, we headed to the city hall’s complaint office faster than ever. However,

“There are none?”

“Yes, currently, there are no complaints registered within the city.”

We were told there were no complaints registered at the city hall of such a large city.

“No complaints in the city?”

“Is that even possible?”

Fabian and Kyle shouted in disbelief, and Chelsea explained in a firm tone.

“We were told that others received the same task three days ago. They must have resolved all the complaints, so there’s nothing left.”

“Chelsea is right. All the city complaints are completely dried up, and there are only a few remaining complaints outside the city…”

As Princess Francia continued, I glanced around to confirm.

“Hunting sea monsters, subjugating a drake colony, exploring Bank Mountain? Each of these would take at least a month.”

All of these tasks required a long time and a lot of effort. We were already significantly behind other students. Moreover, the ‘Novice Challenge’ had to be completed before the Festival of Demeter’s Birth. We didn’t have much time to spare.

“Damn, what should we do?”

“Phew, there’s no other choice. Everyone, we’ll have to go out and find complaints ourselves.”

Princess Francia decided with a deep sigh. It was an obvious outcome, but…

‘I feel a bit uneasy about this.’

At this moment, my eyes turned to the protagonist, Kyle Perrion.

“From now on, let’s quickly handle this individually. Solve the complaints and get a signed certificate. Let’s try to finish by tonight at the latest.”

With Princess Francia’s final words, we scattered in all directions.

‘It’s a bit annoying, but complaints are usually similar, right?’

Based on the games I’ve enjoyed, these types of side quests were typically very trivial.

“It would be something like delivering a letter, running an errand, or finding a lost child.”

In this kind of fantasy world city, tasks were generally limited, so I decided to look for the easiest one.

“Errands, errands. That’s the easiest.”

Errands like moving objects or delivering things were the quickest and simplest complaints to resolve. And most of these would be…

“There must be a lot in the commercial district where extra hands are needed the most.”

With that thought, I headed to the commercial district of the port city, Califa.

“Oh my, what a cute child. Would you like to come to our shop?”

“Who are you? A new face? Where are you from? The North? The South?”

“Here, try this. It’s a delicious candy.”

“Even a child can drink alcohol. Right? Come to our shop; it’s the best.”

As soon as I arrived in the commercial area marked on the map, many women came forward and started soliciting me.

“……”

‘Is this really the commercial district?’

It seemed more like an underworld where minors should be banned from entering. However, my doubts were soon cleared up.

A middle-aged man, rough-looking and covered in scars, hurriedly ran over and shouted.

“Madam, quickly give me seven scissors. That new idiot broke a few.”

One of the women who had been soliciting me nodded quickly and answered.

“Oh dear, that’s common for a first-time sailor. Wait a moment.”

“Heh, that’s true. By the way, madam, your beauty blossoms more every day…”

“Ugh, if you’re going to talk nonsense, just take the scissors. And save those words for your wife!”

“Why bring my wife into this!”

“Oh my, did you hear what Captain Jackpal just shouted?”

“Alright, alright. Here’s the money. Now give me the scissors!”

“Here are ten scissors, with three extra.”

Listening to their banter, I understood that this place had the rough charm typical of a port city.

‘Are they sea folk or something?’

People from coastal or port cities are known for their rough demeanor, so it might be the case here. Anyway, that wasn’t important now. I needed to find and resolve complaints quickly.

“Excuse me, sir. Do you need any help?”

“No, go away.”

“……”

He was extremely firm.

“Ma’am, do you need any assistance?”

“Ma’am? Do I look like a ma’am? Oh, go away! You’re bad luck.”

‘She looks like a ma’am to anyone.’

Despite several attempts, I only encountered useless conversations and couldn’t find any proper task. Then, I met an elderly man.

“Excuse me, sir…”

“Recently, there have been many disappearances in the city.”

“Disappearances?”

“Yes, be careful of disappearances.”

This definitely smelled like a quest. Judging by the scale of the incident, it seemed like a task to avoid, but I decided to ask just in case.

“Who has disappeared…?”

“Existentialism. I am an existentialist scholar.”

“What?”

“Just give me a silver.”

The old man spoke while drooling, and I could only shake my head.

“Hah, this isn’t easy.”

I sighed deeply and left the old man behind. I continued to wander around the commercial district and nearby areas but couldn’t find any suitable complaints or tasks.

“Have they all been taken care of already?”

It seemed that the other students had taken care of all the complaints within just three days. Then, I saw something.

‘Oh, what’s that?’

There was someone standing in front of a young girl, looking restless.

“Chelsea?”

What are you doing over there?

—————–
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It was clear at a glance that something was wrong with the child.

‘She must have gotten lost or is making some kind of request…’

The problem was that the child was more emotionally agitated than expected and was crying.

In the busy street filled with countless passersby, the child was squatting and sobbing, and Chelsea was at a loss, nervously pacing back and forth.

‘Why is she like that? She could either comfort the child or move to a quieter place to listen properly.’

As I was thinking this, I recalled one of the original settings.

Chelsea Arten keeps a considerable distance from children and is not comfortable around them.

‘Oh, right. That was a thing.’

There wasn’t a specific reason, but every time children appeared in the original story, Chelsea would act awkwardly or avoid them altogether.

Even the children themselves would keep their distance from Chelsea.

‘Is such a useless setting applied so precisely?’

I chuckled and shook my head.

“……!”

Chelsea, who made eye contact with me, widened her eyes and shouted.

“Kamon!”

“Huh? Me?”

Surprised by her sudden shout of my name, I responded, and Chelsea quickly nodded.

“Yes, Kamon. Please, help me for a moment.”

“What?”


Chelsea, who would normally not ask for help easily, was urgently gesturing for me to come over.

Reluctantly, I approached her and asked,

“What’s going on?”

“Well, just come over here for a moment.”

“Huh?”

Chelsea looked very hesitant and seemed reluctant to speak. Then she started explaining the situation in a very low voice, almost like a whisper.

A moment later,

“……”

I alternated glances between Chelsea and the crying child.

‘As expected.’

It was eerily accurate. The child had lost her mother and was wandering around, and Chelsea had found her and was trying to help.

But,

‘Chelsea’s questioning must have felt intimidating, like an interrogation.’

Chelsea couldn’t understand why, but she said that every time she asked or talked, the child seemed scared.

Eventually, the child ended up sitting down and crying like this.

“Do you know why? I don’t think I did anything wrong, but I’ve never taken care of children before…”

Seeing Chelsea speaking without her usual confidence, I couldn’t help but chuckle and shake my head.

‘Typical Chelsea from the original story.’

“Sorry, Kamon. But could you please help me?”

Seeing Chelsea speak in a somewhat desperate tone, I pondered for a moment.


Normally, I would have coldly refused and gone to solve my own tasks.

‘But considering how much help I received during the honor duel with Kyle, ignoring her now wouldn’t be right.’

I had already decided to help her to repay the favor I owed her.

Besides,

“We still need to solve the complaints anyway.”

With that, I sat in front of the little girl and gently spoke.

“Hello.”

“……”

At my greeting, the child slightly lifted her head, looking at me with teary eyes.

“Your name is Flora, right?”

“Yes.”

“Nice to meet you. My name is Kamon. I’m friends with this person here.”

As I led the conversation with a bright smile, the wariness in the child’s eyes began to fade.

“You’re friends with her?”

“Yes, we go to the same school.”

“……”

Although the wariness had lessened, Flora’s face still showed awkwardness and fear.

“Just to make sure you don’t misunderstand, this brother here is not rough or scary like this sister, so don’t worry.”

“Huh?”

“Look, could a handsome brother like me be scary? Maybe this ugly sister might be, though.”


“Heehee.”

With my exaggerated movements and distancing from Chelsea, Flora’s tearful face bloomed into a smile.

“……”

Of course, I felt a slight stinging sensation on the back of my head, but I ignored it for now.

“Did I hear right that you’re looking for your mom? Do you remember where you last saw her?”

Asking the question to the now more relaxed and open Flora, she straightened her body and pointed with her small arm.

“Over there.”

“Over there? Do you mean the place where the man with the blue hat, who insists he’s not an old man even though he clearly is, is standing? Or the place where the lady with pink curly hair, who thinks she’s pretty, is singing?”

“The lady with pink curly hair who thinks she’s pretty… Heehee!”

Flora laughed again, and I smiled gently in return.

‘Ah, today my jokes are hitting the mark.’

Indeed, making children laugh was always effective.

Finally, after getting some information from Flora, Chelsea and I started searching the entire commercial district with the child.

Flora’s mother must be looking for her too, so we should be able to find her while wandering around.

Flora, now free from wariness and fear, stuck close to me and continued chatting.

She talked about liking bears and how receiving delicious candy made her the happiest, all the typical stories of a young child.

And I responded appropriately to Flora’s words.

But Chelsea, watching our conversation, looked amazed.

“Kamon, you…”

“Huh?”

“Have you ever taken care of children before?”

“What?”

What’s she talking about all of a sudden?

Anyone hearing this might misunderstand. I’m a perfectly normal bachelor who hasn’t even married yet!

Seeing Chelsea throw out a strange question, I shook my head in disbelief.

“Stop talking nonsense. Let’s focus on finding her mother.”

But Chelsea seemed sincere, watching Flora, who had regained her smile, with bright eyes and murmured.

“No, I just didn’t know you were so good with children. You handle and guide them so well.”

“Of course…”

I didn’t know how Kamon Vade was portrayed in the original, but to Kang Hyunsoo in reality, taking care of children wasn’t a difficult task.

‘It’s something I’ve been doing since I was young.’

Recalling childhood memories, I shook my head and said,

“Anyway, let’s find her mom quickly. We need to finish and get the signature.”

“Yeah, got it.”

Chelsea answered confidently, but finding Flora’s mother in the port city of Califa wasn’t easy.

Even after more than an hour of searching the entire commercial district.

“This doesn’t make sense. She has to be here.”

I muttered, puzzled, and Chelsea whispered worriedly.

“Kamon. Do you think Flora’s mom might have deliberately…”

Chelsea seemed to suspect that Flora’s mother might have intentionally abandoned her.

But I shook my head firmly and replied.

“No, that’s not it.”

‘Kids aren’t stupid; they can sense those things.’

How do I know that?

Well, obviously…

At that moment, I noticed Chelsea muttering with a puzzled expression.

“Then why is it so hard to find her?”

“Maybe they got separated somewhere else, not here?”

“Oh, that makes sense.”

Chelsea then attempted to engage Flora in conversation again.

“Hey, Flora. Was the last place you were with your mom in the commercial district? Because the place where I first met you wasn’t here. It was…”

Chelsea suspected that there might be a problem with the information Flora provided.

Swoosh!

Flora, who was clutching my leg and hiding behind me, turned her head away and did not answer Chelsea’s question.

“……”

Seeing this, Chelsea sighed quietly and muttered.

“Sigh, I think Flora is mistaken about something. I first met her at the entrance to the commercial district.”

“Chelsea, hold on.”

“Huh?”

Interrupting her, I looked at the bustling center of the commercial district and came up with an idea.

“We don’t necessarily have to find her ourselves. Why don’t we gather both the mom and the complaints at once?”

“What do you mean?”

I pointed to a spot.

“Look, I think there’s a contest happening today.”

A large tent surrounded by a crowd and a fancy banner caught our attention.

The 86th Califa Commercial District Talent Show

* * *

The talent show was a festival where ordinary residents gathered to have fun and laugh together.

Most of the participants showcased small, amusing talents.

“I will imitate Mayor Everdon’s voice.”

A young man stepped forward, describing the pot-bellied Mayor Everdon and mimicking his voice.

“…So, you see, this is a very simple task.”

“Wow, that’s exactly like him. It’s really spot on.”

“How does he even manage to capture that greedy look?”

“Hahaha!”

Many people clapped and cheered.

The young man who imitated Mayor Everdon received a warm ovation as he left the stage.

Other talent performances followed.

“I’m going to eat ten pies in one bite!”

“Is there anyone in this area who can drink more than me? Talent show? My liver can handle it all.”

It was a small-town event where ordinary people came out, laughed, and had fun like a tiny festival.

As the contest continued, it was finally our turn.

“Thank you for the enthusiastic response. Now, for the 86th Califa Commercial District Talent Show… Oh? Magic demonstration and sword dance? That’s an unexpected combination. Participants, please come forward.”

At the host’s words, I quickly pulled Chelsea by the arm.

“Let’s go.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“Yeah, just do as we planned.”

“……”

Reluctantly, Chelsea followed me onto the stage. I waved at Flora, who was sitting below.

As we stood on the stage, the host approached us and asked.

“Oh, what a handsome couple we have here. Are you two dating?”

It was a typical comment, but,

“What? No!”

Chelsea’s expression turned icy as she responded sharply.

“Oh… Unfortunately, they’re not.”

“Aww, that’s too bad. They look good together.”

“Yeah, but that girl is the unlucky one.”

“He’s handsome. What’s the problem?”

As the town’s women chatted, an awkward atmosphere developed.

Then, the host spoke again.

“You two don’t seem to be from around here. Are you perhaps students from the academy who have been touring the city?”

“Yes, that’s right. We’re students from Flance Imperial Academy.”

“Oh, academy students. I thought so. But what brings you to participate in this talent show? Our prizes aren’t that great…”

“Hahaha, I told you, we should have better prizes.”

“How can we offer more when we have no money?!”

“Sigh. It’s a show-off.”

Amidst the banter of the men and women, I spoke confidently.

“We’re here to find Flora’s mother. She got separated from her mother and hasn’t found her yet.”

Upon my explanation, the host reacted enthusiastically.

“Oh! As expected of Flance Imperial Academy students, here to do a good deed. Is anyone here the mother of this child?”

“Mother of a child?”

“Have I seen that child before?”

“Wait, that looks like Flora.”

At that moment,

“Floraaaa!”

A middle-aged woman came running from somewhere, and Flora turned and cried out.

“Mommy!”

It was a touching reunion that looked like a long-separated family meeting again. The host’s voice echoed once more.

“Wow, everyone, the mother has finally appeared. Let’s give a round of applause!”

Clap clap clap!

The place, already festive, now brimmed with emotion, heightening the atmosphere.

Then,

Tap!

Chelsea tapped my hand, and I turned to see her smiling brightly.

“Well done, Kamon. Thanks to you, we solved it.”

“……”

For a moment, the surroundings seemed to brighten.

‘Was she always this pretty?’

While I was lost in thought,

“Hold on, so the students achieved their goal. But does that mean we won’t see the talent show? No way. Let’s see it now. The academy couple’s sword dance and magic demonstration, please begin!”

“What?”

I only came to attract attention, but do we really have to perform?

At that moment, the voices of the people below echoed.

“They entered the talent show, so they should perform.”

“Let’s see the students’ talents after a long time!”

“That’s right, show us.”

“Show us! Show us!”

People murmured and the audience began to cheer, but,

“Wait a minute!”

Chelsea shouted firmly, and all eyes focused on her.

“Is there a problem?”

The host asked cautiously, and Chelsea shouted in a stern and cold tone.

“No, we’re not a couple!”

“……”

Chelsea, that’s not the point right now.

—————–
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“Thank you again, so much.”

After Flora and her mother disappeared, having thanked us numerous times, we were left holding a small certificate.

“……”

“……”

As we stood there in a daze, a round of applause broke out.

Clap clap clap!

“Wow, amazing!”

“Awesome, students.”

“Swish, swish, bam! This is what magic and swordsmanship are all about.”

Some people stayed behind, still clapping and cheering for us.

“The academy couple looks so cute.”

It was clear that some people still had misconceptions, but I tried to smile as naturally as possible and looked at Chelsea.

I was worried she might get angry and explode again.

“……”

However, Chelsea was deep in thought, staring at the certificate in her hand.

‘What’s she thinking so hard about?’

I wondered for a moment but then shook my head and refocused on the situation.

“Phew, it got bigger than I expected, but at least we got everything done.”

Even though it felt like a storm had passed, we had achieved our goal.


Now, should I find another complainant?

Ugh, it’s annoying, but it can’t be helped.

“Chelsea.”

“……?”

Chelsea turned her head at my call, and I pointed at the certificate in her hand.

“You’re done now, so you can go back to Lady Francia…”

Just as I was about to continue, Chelsea suddenly murmured.

“Sorry.”

“Huh?”

“I feel like I caused unnecessary misunderstandings.”

“What do you mean?”

I was puzzled by Chelsea’s words.

Chelsea handed me the certificate.

“Here, take this.”

“……?”

Confused by her sudden action, I looked at her, and she continued in a calm tone.

“No matter how I think about it, you solved this, not me. So, you should have this certificate, Kamon.”

“What?”

I was taken aback by the unexpected situation, but Chelsea firmly placed the certificate in my hand.

“Here, take it.”


“Uh, okay.”

Caught off guard, I took the certificate from Chelsea and looked at her for a moment.

‘Well, I’m grateful if she gives it to me.’

I had the certificate without having to go through more trouble.

To be honest, I did handle this complaint mostly by myself.

“Thanks. I’ll gladly accept it then…”

I nodded and started to say something to Chelsea when suddenly,

Tug.

“Huh?”

I felt a tugging sensation from behind and turned around.

A girl with gray hair in a blue dress was pulling on my clothes.

“What’s this? Who are you…”

I started to speak in surprise.

“Doll.”

“What?”

“Please find my doll.”

The girl bluntly stated her request.

‘What’s this now?’

I was slightly annoyed by the unexpected situation and spoke in an exasperated tone.

“Suddenly?”


“Yes, my talking doll is missing. I need to find it quickly.”

She must have seen us helping Flora’s mother on stage and misunderstood something.

“Wait a minute.”

But before I could say anything more,

“A missing doll? What kind of doll?”

Chelsea spoke up first, making me miss my chance to respond.

‘Hmm. Should I let Chelsea handle this since she needs to process another complaint anyway?’

Chelsea seemed to have the same thought as me and nodded slightly when our eyes met.

Well, Chelsea needs to get a certificate too, so it makes sense to pass this on to her.

‘Didn’t she ask for my help because she couldn’t handle Flora?’

She couldn’t even find Flora’s mother and had to ask for my help…

Oh well, whatever.

That’s not my problem.

‘She’ll manage.’

I didn’t think main characters like Kyle, Chelsea, and Princess Francia would fail to solve such minor issues.

So I left the girl to Chelsea and turned to leave.

Tug.

“……”

The little girl clung to my pants, refusing to let go.

“Can you let go?”

“Find my doll.”

“She said she’d find it. I don’t need to.”

I pointed at Chelsea, but the girl was stubborn and wouldn’t let go.

“Find it.”

Despite Chelsea’s attempts to persuade her,

“I’ll find your doll, so can you let go of his clothes and talk to me?”

“Find it.”

“……”

Why is she like this?

She’s not going to get anything by just clinging and demanding.

I sighed deeply and tried to pry the girl’s hand off my pants.

“Chelsea, I’m leaving. You handle this… Hey, let go!”

“No, find it.”

“Seriously.”

“Find it!”

Seeing the girl’s stubbornness, I finally sighed and nodded.

“Fine, okay. I’ll help you. But let go of my clothes first, okay?”

There was no point in arguing with a child. I just needed to solve the problem quickly and move on.

I tried to speak as gently as possible, but,

“Liar.”

The girl shook her head firmly, surprising me.

‘She’s pretty sharp for a kid.’

“I’m not lying. I’ll help you. Chelsea and I will find your doll together, so let go of my clothes…”

At that moment,

Boom! Bang!

A loud explosion echoed from somewhere, drawing everyone’s attention.

“What was that?”

“It sounded like an explosion.”

Chelsea spoke calmly, but the girl clung to me even tighter.

“An explosion?”

And then,

Thud, thud! Boom!

The ground of the commercial district started shaking, causing chaos among the people.

“What’s happening? An earthquake?”

“I don’t know. Let’s run. It might be dangerous.”

“What’s going on?”

Everyone looked confused, and at that moment,

BOOM!

A building not far away exploded.

“Ugh, what’s happening!”

“Everyone, get to safety. Be careful!”

The situation turned into chaos instantly, with more explosions erupting.

BAM! BOOM!

Amidst the confusion, a dust cloud rose in the distance, heading our way. Nearby, people murmured in fear and panic.

“What… what is that?”

“Something’s coming this way?”

Chelsea, standing next to me, muttered in a low voice.

“It’s a monster.”

“What? A monster?”

As I turned to her, someone shouted in a terrified voice.

“It’s a Hawkbore!”

A huge boar monster, easily three or four times the size of an average adult man, came into view.

“No way, why is there a Hawkbore in the city!”

“Run! Everyone, run!”

People in the commercial district screamed and fled in terror.

“Damn, why is a monster suddenly in the middle of the city….”

As I muttered in the face of the unexpected situation, Chelsea’s voice reached me.

“Look, it’s Kyle and Fabian.”

Following her gaze, I saw the two of them frantically trying to stop the monster.

“Ugh, I knew this would happen.”

That damned protagonist passive skill.

Combined with the world’s tendency to screw me over, a giant boar monster was charging towards us.

“It’s coming this way.”

Chelsea spoke in a determined tone.

“I’ll try to stop it. Kamon, you…”

“Got it.”

I nodded, picking up the girl who was still clinging to me.

“I’ll see you later.”

Given the chaos, it was wise to leave it to Kyle, Fabian, and Chelsea and get as far away as possible.

Besides…

‘Considering all the times the world has screwed me over, those three might not be enough to stop it.’

Thinking of the worst-case scenario, I pondered how to avoid the monster.

Should I climb onto a building?

No, given its size, it could destroy the building itself.

How about the city walls to block its charge?

But they were too far.

It would be nice if there were an underground shelter or bunker, but that was unlikely.

However, there was something else almost as good.

“The sea.”

We were in a city centered around a harbor. There were ships in the commercial district that had come in through the shallow sea.

If I got on one of those, no matter how big the boar monster was, it wouldn’t be able to leap over the water.

So I started running towards the harbor at full speed.

Thud, thud, thud!

As I sprinted towards the ships in the harbor,

“Kamon, be careful!”

Chelsea’s urgent shout from behind made me look back. The giant boar was barreling towards us.

“Damn, I knew it.”

A normal monster would have followed the screams and movements of the people.

But it was charging straight at me, proving that the world was indeed out to get me.

“Hold on tight.”

I shouted to the girl in my arms and activated my mana through the orb.

“Levitation.”

With the incantation, we floated gently off the ground.

I started flying towards a ship a bit away from the harbor when,

“Kamon!”

“Damn it, stop it!”

“Grrr!”

I heard Chelsea, Fabian, and Kyle’s voices from behind.

Simultaneously,

Thud, thud, thud, zoom!

The Hawkbore, with its eyes seemingly fixed on me, leapt into the air.

“Damn it!”

I cursed.

The monster, airborne, was now flying towards us over the harbor.

If this continued, we’d be swept away by its charge and end up in the sea instead of on the ship.

Then,

Buzzzz!

“…Huh?”

A mechanical sound activated, and a large magic circle appeared in the air where we were floating.

“What is… this?”

I muttered in the absurdity of the sudden situation.

Boom!

A huge flash enveloped me, the girl, and the monster.

“Kamon!”

At the same time, someone’s voice called out to me, but I lost consciousness.

—————–
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The world seemed to plunge into darkness as my vision blacked out.

“……”

In the fading consciousness, I tried to move my body, but it felt heavy as if submerged in deep water.

After what felt like an eternity, a long tunnel seemed to end, and I was expelled from the magic circle.

Shhhhh, thud!

“Ugh.”

As soon as I regained control of my body, I fell straight to the ground.

“Ugh, damn it. What just happened?”

The unexpected impact was painful, but it was manageable…

Wait a minute.

“Where did she go?”

The girl who had been in my arms was nowhere to be seen.

“Where am I?”

Looking around, I saw broken desks, shattered mirrors, and old paintings. The floor was dirty, and the carpets were covered in dust. It seemed like a room in an abandoned mansion, left untouched for a very long time.

‘Who summoned me here?’

Rustle!

Startled by a noise outside, I quickly cast a spell.

“Fireball!”

Woosh!


Several fireballs were quickly summoned into the air, hovering around me protectively as I called out cautiously.

“Who’s there?”

But there was no response.

“……”

With the fireballs illuminating the room, I could see more clearly. As I looked around, I noticed…

“What is this?”

There were blackened stains on the walls, carpets, and scattered throughout the room.

“This looks like dried blood.”

Seeing the stains that resembled dried blood, a chill ran down my spine.

And then,

Crash, thud!

“What the hell!”

I heard something fall from above.

‘Calm down, Hyunsoo.’

Although I had been dragged to a strange place, I had magic as my weapon and shield.

Still on high alert, I heard footsteps approaching.

Thud, thud.

“……!”

I approached the closed door cautiously, straining to hear the footsteps outside. Were they getting closer or farther away? Was it related to the noise from above?

“Ice Spear, Magic Missile.”


I cast multiple basic spells, surrounding myself with protective magic similar to what I used against Kyle before. I had no idea what was going on, but it was better to be safe.

“……”

Seeing the spells floating around me, I felt slightly reassured and listened carefully at the door.

Thud, thud.

The footsteps were getting closer, heading towards the room I was in.

“Damn it.”

I quickly stepped away from the door, ready to unleash my spells.

Thud, thud, stop!

The footsteps halted right outside the door.

Creak, squeak!

As the door opened, I raised my hand with the orb and shouted.

“Who are you? Don’t move… A wolf?”

Standing in front of me was a large wolf with beautiful silver claws, bigger than a human.

And then,

“Kamon?”

A familiar voice came from the wolf.

“Princess Francia?”

Why was I hearing the princess’s voice from the wolf?

The familiar voice spoke again from the wolf’s mouth.

“This is my spirit. But why are you here…? No, wait. Stay there.”


The voice of Princess Francia through the spirit was accompanied by the sound of busy footsteps upstairs.

‘Was that noise from earlier caused by Princess Francia? But why is she here?’

Unanswered questions swirled in my mind, but I couldn’t figure anything out.

Grrrr.

The wolf, making a pleasant sound, approached me.

“Is this perhaps the ancient spirit ‘Gatraon’?”

Gatraon, the ancient spirit who inherited the power of the legendary wolf spirit ‘Fenrir Venigand,’ who once damaged the World Tree, often helped Princess Francia in the original story.

The spirit approached me and began to nuzzle against me.

Feeling the wolf’s fur, I reached out to pet it.

Grrrr.

It seemed to enjoy my touch, snuggling closer and making a soft sound.

Tickle.

“……?”

I felt a tickling sensation around and inside my body.

‘What’s this?’

It was a sensation similar to what I felt during my first magic practice with Bren, and I tilted my head in confusion.

Click-clack, thud!

“Kamon!”

At that moment, Princess Francia finally appeared in front of the door. I stopped petting Gatraon and asked lightly,

“What are you doing here, Your Highness?”

“What? I should be asking you that. What are you doing here?”

She glanced at the floating magic around me and asked. I shrugged and answered,

“Well, I’m not really sure myself.”

“What?”

“Suddenly, a magic circle appeared in the air, and I was summoned here. It wasn’t you, was it?”

“Why would I summon you? Wait a minute. You were forcibly summoned here by a magic circle? Alone?”

“No, not alone. I was with a child…”

“What? A child?!”

Princess Francia jumped up with a shriek, startling me.

“Why are you suddenly yelling?”

“Kamon, do you know where you are? No, wait. Maybe the magic circle is the cause.”

She muttered to herself, nodding in thought, and then called her ancient spirit.

“Gatraon!”

The wolf that had been with me quickly got up and moved toward her. She started to leave the room, but then turned back to look at me.

“What are you doing?”

“Huh?”

“Come on, we need to move together.”

“Oh, right.”

I nodded and quickly joined her side. We walked through the messy hallway and started climbing the stairs.

‘What’s going on?’

Still unable to grasp the situation, I asked Princess Francia,

“I have no idea what’s happening. Where are we?”

She sighed lightly and answered,

“This is the ‘Cursed Mansion.’”

“What? The Cursed Mansion?”

I frowned at the mention of something straight out of a horror movie.

“Yes, the Cursed Mansion. No one has lived here for decades. The noble family that used to live here was slaughtered overnight. But that’s not the important part.”

Shaking her head, she continued,

“I was investigating a recent missing persons case when I received a complaint. While tracking the traces, I concluded that this place was connected to the disappearances.”

“……”

“So I was searching here before you suddenly appeared.”

“Did you find anything?”

“No, not yet… But you said a magic circle suddenly appeared? Do you have any idea what it looked like or who made it?”

“No, I was too out of it at the time to trace the mana.”

“Out of it?”

“Yes, you see…”

Since there was nothing to hide, I explained how the Hawkbore had appeared in the middle of the city. Hearing this, Princess Francia’s mouth twitched before she cleared her throat.

“Ahem, so you were suddenly summoned here?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“That magic circle might be related to the missing persons case.”

With a serious expression, Princess Francia shared her suspicion.

“I’ve already requested support from the city hall. People should be arriving soon.”

“Support? Isn’t this supposed to be a complaint we need to solve to get the certificate?”

Surprised by her unexpected statement, I asked, and Princess Francia suddenly pulled something from her pocket and handed it to me.

It was…

“A student ID? Friar Tarius?”

A student ID from Flance Imperial Academy.

“I found this while tracking the traces of the missing persons case. It seems that some students who were investigating this case also went missing.”

‘What? Academy students went missing too?’

Someone participating in the ‘Novice Challenge’ had encountered trouble while handling the complaints. The academy guarantees student safety, but only within the academy. Outside, it’s up to the individual.

However, the academy doesn’t ignore incidents related to students’ lives, so imperial authorities might get involved.

“Wouldn’t it be safer to wait for external help, like support from Mayor Everdon?”

Princess Francia responded sharply to my question.

“What if someone is in immediate danger?”

“Huh?”

“Academy students and all missing persons are citizens of the Empire. As a member of the royal family, it’s my duty to ensure their safety. If it’s too late, there’s nothing we can do, but if we can save even one person by acting quickly, we must take that risk.”

Suddenly invoking her royal duty?

Considering the Princess Francia from the original story, her words and actions weren’t surprising. If anything, she was aligning more with her character from the story.

However,

‘After all the trouble you’ve caused me, now you’re talking about noble duties and responsibilities?’

Moreover,

‘Do we really have to handle this right now?’

Who knows what dangers lurk here?

And I already have a signed certificate…

With conflicting thoughts swirling in my mind,

“Keep your guard up. Something’s definitely off here.”

“Understood.”

I had no choice but to comply with Princess Francia’s firm command.

—————–
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The abandoned mansion was filled with silence.

“……”

Click-clack.

Thud, thud.

Only the sound of footsteps from me and Princess Francia echoed quietly.

Tap, tap.

Grrrr.

Oh, and the ancient spirit was moving with us too.

Holding a magic artifact that illuminated the dark hallway, I asked Princess Francia,

“Did you find anything?”

“No, not yet.”

Shaking her head, she continued in a low voice.

“But the fact that you were summoned here, Kamon, definitely means there’s some secret hidden in this mansion…”

It sounded like Princess Francia was talking to herself, hoping that there was a connection between this mansion and the missing persons.

Honestly, I didn’t want to get involved in such matters.

‘But I need to get out of here somehow.’

I couldn’t just tell the princess that I didn’t care and wanted to leave.

I had to go along with her to some extent.

‘The atmosphere and the feeling around here aren’t great.’


The old and abandoned mansion, with its dark hallways and dried bloodstains, seemed like the perfect setting for a mystery horror movie or game.

‘If the magic circle that summoned me is connected to the mansion, then the missing people might have been absorbed by a similar circle.’

So where are they now?

Since I couldn’t find the girl who was sucked into the magic circle with me, it’s possible that those summoned are placed randomly within the mansion.

‘Then where are the others summoned here?’

If there were people here, there should be traces or evidence of their presence.

But why can’t I sense any signs of life?

“……”

‘This is quite difficult.’

Since this wasn’t in the original story, it was hard to grasp the situation.

“We’ve already searched the first and second floors thoroughly. The only places left are the third floor and the basement.”

“And?”

Her suggestion seemed to imply that we should split up to search, but I tilted my head and asked,

“And? Isn’t it safer to stick together?”

“What?”

“Usually, it’s safer to stay together in situations like this. If we split up, we might get picked off one by one.”

It’s a classic cliché from mystery or horror movies.

Not that I was scared, but…

‘In uncertain situations, this is the right call.’

Seriously. I’m not scared.


“……”

Princess Francia looked at me with a puzzled expression and started to speak again.

“Look, what I suggested was simply to search….”

But at that moment,

[Screeeaam!]

A young girl’s scream echoed throughout the mansion.

“……!”

“It’s coming from the basement!”

Without any further argument, we locked eyes and dashed towards the stairs leading to the basement.

Thud, thud, thud!

But moving even faster than us was Princess Francia’s ancient spirit, Gatraon.

It leaped down the stairs with incredible speed, heading towards the source of the scream.

Bzzzz.

A dark green aura spread from around Princess Francia’s eyes, allowing her to see through Gatraon’s eyes.

“What is it?”

“What do you see?”

“Nothing. The sound definitely came from this direction, but….”

Shaking her head, she muttered while I put more effort into my steps.

Thud, thud!

When we reached the basement,


“There really is nothing here.”

The basement was one large, open hall with no separate rooms or partitions.

“It’s completely empty. So what was that scream?”

“Luckily, it doesn’t seem to be a trap. I don’t feel any mana flow.”

Since obtaining the orb, I had been consistently training to sense the surrounding mana, so I could generally detect any unusual movements or flows of mana.

“Really? That’s a relief.”

With a slightly trembling voice, Princess Francia spoke, then composed herself and continued with a determined tone.

“Let’s search the area. Report any unusual findings immediately.”

“Yes, understood.”

I nodded vaguely, but after looking around, I had to shake my head.

‘There’s nothing unusual here.’

Using the magic artifact that Princess Francia had brought to illuminate the area, I could see that it was just an empty hall.

There was nothing special about it.

‘No traps, no peculiarities. So what was that scream? Did we hear it wrong?’

But it was unlikely that we both misheard.

Then,

Tickle, tickle.

The irritating sensation I had been feeling grew stronger.

‘What is this?’

I frowned at the strange, persistent feeling.

“Huh?”

Grrrr.

Gatraon, the ancient spirit, had come close and was nuzzling against me.

‘Why is it clinging to me when it has its master?’

“Get off. We need to keep searching… Huh?”

Suddenly, a faint navy blue light began to emanate from under where Gatraon was standing.

“Your Highness, do you see this?”

“What?”

Hearing my call, Princess Francia quickly approached.

And then,

“Spirit power?”

Tilting her head, Princess Francia mumbled and asked,

“Did you just find this?”

“Yes, I noticed the light coming from under the wolf spirit.”

“Kamon, can you sense spirit power too?”

“What?”

I can sense spirit power now?

“Well, that’s not important right now….”

I replied to her sudden statement, but she continued resolutely.

“I’ll resonate my power with the spirit energy. There seems to be a hidden mechanism here. Be ready, Kamon.”

She warned me and then closed her eyes, resonating her power with the navy blue spirit energy.

Bzzzz!

A dark green aura emanated from Princess Francia, blending with the navy blue light.

And then,

Creak, click!

At the sound of a switch turning,

“Hold on tight!”

Rumble, rumble!

The entire ground started shaking. After a while, the vibrations stopped.

“There.”

Princess Francia pointed to a newly formed square hole in the basement floor.

“Yes, a hidden space.”

“Kamon, prepare your magic. There might be the cause or perpetrator of the disappearance case down there.”

“…Fireball!”

Without answering, I nodded and cast my spell.

Woosh!

Several large fireballs floated around us.

“Let’s go.”

With everything ready, I spoke to Princess Francia, who nodded solemnly and began to move forward.

As we descended into the newly discovered lower floor,

[Help… me.]

A familiar voice echoed from the darkness.

I quickly realized it was the girl who had been summoned here with me.

“…!”

Shining the magic artifact towards the voice, I saw a pale girl clutching a blue dragon-shaped doll, collapsed on the floor.

“Hey, are you okay…?”

I hurriedly approached the girl.

But at that moment,

“Kamon, wait! Stop!”

Grrr, roar!

Suddenly, the ancient spirit Gatraon growled fiercely, blocking my path.

“What, what’s going on?”

[Please, help me.]

The girl’s voice, now sounding half-dead, mumbled again, making me turn my head and shout to Princess Francia.

“Why are you stopping me? We need to save that girl…”

“No. Who are we saving?”

But before I could finish my sentence, she replied with a tense expression.

“Huh?”

Feeling uneasy, I turned back to look at the girl.

Glimpse.

“Gah!”

The girl, who had been lying on the floor, was now standing upright, staring straight at me.

And then,

[…What a pity.]

With a creepy smile, she spoke, making me step back involuntarily.

‘Oh shit, that scared me. What is this? It’s like a ghost!’

[I almost had you.]

Almost had me? Seriously?

If this were an animated show or movie, this would be the perfect jump scare to freak out the audience.

“Are you okay?”

Princess Francia approached, looking concerned.

Catching my breath, I nodded and answered,

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just a little surprised.”

Pretending to be unbothered, I calmed my racing heart and looked back at the girl.

No, more precisely…

‘That doll.’

The blue dragon doll she was holding.

A navy blue light from the doll enveloped the girl’s entire body.

“It’s a corrupted spirit. All the missing people are here.”

Princess Francia’s voice brought my attention back.

I saw many people lying on the ground.

“What…?”

“It seems like it’s absorbing their life force. How dare it do such a thing!”

Grrrr!

Furious, Princess Francia growled along with Gatraon.

The people on the floor were connected to the blue dragon doll by navy blue light.

‘Is it absorbing their life force?’

[It’s been a while since prey came directly to me.]

“All the disappearance cases in the city, are they your doing?”

Frowning, Princess Francia shouted, and the girl laughed eerily.

[Disappearance cases? That’s harsh. All these people came here of their own will. The only one I forcibly brought is that brother over there.]

“Me?”

[Yeah, brother.]

Still smiling creepily, the girl continued,

[You looked the most delicious, I couldn’t resist.]

‘What? Me?’

Feeling a chill down my spine, I shook my head to clear my mind.

“So what do we do now? The girl seems possessed…”

I asked, and Princess Francia responded seriously,

“Buy me some time. I’ll use Gatraon’s power to separate the girl from the spirit.”

“Me? How?”

“Who else is here besides you?”

“How am I supposed to buy time?”

“Figure it out!”

Shouting firmly, Princess Francia closed her eyes and began chanting a spell.

Simultaneously, a dark green light started emanating strongly from Gatraon.

‘What am I supposed to do?’

As I pondered, I noticed the blue dragon doll in the girl’s arms.

‘That looks familiar.’

Oh, right.

“Are you the spirit of money?”

It looked exactly like the golden dragon doll from Dranthe’s Secret Vault, only in a different color.

—————–
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The girl, who had been grinning horrifically, suddenly froze.

She looked at me with furious eyes, her voice trembling slightly.

[What? The Spirit of Money? Are you talking about that wretched bug that followed that human obsessed with gold?]

“I think I am.”

I shrugged my shoulders and replied, finally causing her to unleash her pent-up anger.

[How dare you compare me to that worthless ‘Greed’!]

“Greed?”

[I’m fundamentally different from that foolish being.]

The girl muttered and then snapped her fingers.

Snap!

Instantly,

Buzzing!

The navy blue light connecting the people lying on the ground began to shine even more brightly.

“What are you doing now?”

[Calling my friends.]

“What?”

[Friends. All these people here have decided to become my friends.]

The actions of the corrupted spirit, spouting nonsense, made me frown as I moved the fireballs I had summoned closer.

“You…”


Then,

“Aaah!”

A sudden scream made me turn my head quickly, where I saw Princess Francia collapsed on the floor.

“Your Highness?!”

“Kamon, look over there.”

She pointed with a trembling hand, revealing a rotten corpse with a completely blown-out abdomen slowly moving.

More moving corpses soon appeared.

“Zombies?”

A corrupted spirit using necromancer’s dark magic was unheard of in the original story or the knowledge I had learned.

“No, those aren’t zombies. It’s just injecting spirit power into the corpses to force them to move.”

“……”

Frowning at the absurd actions of the corrupted spirit, I directed the floating fireballs.

And then,

Boom, bang, boom!

The fireballs started burning the moving corpses.

Whoosh!

[Hehe, attacking without hesitation.]

“Stop it right now! Fireball!”

I shouted firmly, summoning even more fireballs.

The spirit continued to laugh and speak.


[You don’t hesitate against dead bodies, but what about living humans?]

“What?”

“Damn it, Kamon!”

With Princess Francia’s alarmed voice, the unconscious people started to get up one by one.

Grrrr!

The ancient spirit Gatraon quickly moved, severing the navy blue light connecting the people.

Then,

Thud!

The people collapsed back to the ground.

However, the number of people Princess Francia saved was far fewer than those who were getting up and moving on their own.

“We need to stop that girl. If this continues, it will be disastrous…”

“But isn’t that girl possessed by the spirit right now?”

The laughing girl nodded in response to my shout.

[That’s right, this girl is still alive. Want to try saving her?]

Thud!

The navy blue light flickered once, and the girl who had been smiling creepily at us collapsed like a puppet with its strings cut.

“Damn it!”

I hurried forward to save the girl.

Buzz!

[No, you can’t.]


A barrier of navy blue light formed, blocking my way.

Hovering in the air, a blue dragon-shaped entity appeared.

[How do you like my friends?]

“Shut up, you crazy bastard. Ice Spear, Magic Missile!”

Cursing strongly, I unleashed a barrage of magic at the barrier.

But,

Bang! Thud!

The spells were effortlessly deflected.

“Damn it!”

Magic and spirit arts were fundamentally different. Disarming the barrier with a spell or breaking it was impossible.

The only way was to break it with raw power.

Using stronger magic was too dangerous, as innocent living people could get caught in the crossfire.

[Hehe, what’s wrong? Can’t break through?]

Knowing this, the spirit provoked me, making me bite my lip hard.

At that moment,

Tickle.

I felt that strange sensation again, brushing through my body.

Why does this keep happening?

‘What’s the problem…? Wait a minute. Could it be…’

Then,

“Kamon, move!”

Princess Francia’s resolute voice came from behind.

Grrrr!

Gatraon’s roar echoed.

Then,

Thud, thud, crash!

The spirit charged directly at the barrier with its body.

And then,

Rip!

For the first time, the navy blue barrier wavered.

[……!]

The corrupted spirit’s smile vanished, and a slightly flustered expression appeared.

[What are you?]

Grrrr!

Gatraon roared again, as if in response, and charged once more.

Thud, thud, crash!

Thud, thud, thud, crash!

Thud, thud, thud, crash!

After multiple body slams, small cracks began to form in the barrier.

[Huh…?]

The corrupted spirit looked shocked and immediately lunged toward the fallen girl.

Simultaneously,

Crash!

The barrier, finally broken by Gatraon, shattered completely.

But,

[Hehehehe.]

The girl stood up again, her grotesque smile back, splitting her face.

[I’m impressed. You actually broke it. You crazy wolf.]

Princess Francia frowned and shouted at the corrupted spirit.

“Who are you? What kind of spirit commits such horrendous acts?”

[Me?]

The spirit responded leisurely, laughing slyly.

[I’m ‘Jealousy,’ a being far superior to that foolish ‘Greed.’]

“What? Jealousy?”

Hearing the familiar names associated with the Seven Deadly Sins confused me.

‘Were such spirits mentioned in the original story?’

But that wasn’t important now.

‘We need to draw out the spirit and eliminate it immediately.’

The spirit’s true form seemed weak, which was why it kept hiding.

First, we needed to get the people to safety so they wouldn’t be used as shields.

‘We can’t let it use them as its meat shields.’

I gestured discreetly to Princess Francia and began to speak.

“Hey, you. You said you’re Jealousy?”

[Yes, I am Jealousy.]

The spirit replied, radiating navy blue light. I tilted my head and remarked,

“You say you’re different from Greed, but you look quite similar.”

[What? I look like that idiot? In what way?]

My taunt seemed to work, making the spirit rage.

[That filthy, despicable creature tried to cover himself in gold and even turned his thoughts into gold. I’m an elegant, magnificent coral-colored spirit, completely different!]

Watching the spirit stroke its body, I chuckled and shook my head.

“No, you still look too similar. Gold or blue, it’s just a color difference. The form is identical.”

[You dare…!]

“And both of you are obsessed with something. Greed with gold, you with friends. Are you really different?”

[Of course, we are different. I am of noble lineage, and he is trash rolling in the gutter. That’s why he is drawn to gold.]

“But it’s strange. If you’re such a great ‘Jealousy’ spirit, why are you hiding in a place like this? An old, crumbling mansion.”

[Hmph. I can’t leave because of an ancient pact. I must stay here.]

“So you abduct people and bring them here?”

[Abduct? I told you, they all came to me willingly. They’re my friends. I can’t hand them over to anyone else.]

“Friends, yet you drain their life force?”

[Of course. They sacrifice for me, offering their delicious life force. For their one true friend.]

Whether Greed or Jealousy, these spirits associated with the Seven Deadly Sins had one common trait.

‘They are more foolish and insane than expected.’

They spill their secrets after just a few conversations.

“……”

I glanced behind me, seeing that Princess Francia had managed to save most of the people connected to the navy blue light thanks to my signal.

‘She should be able to handle the rest.’

“Hey. Should I call you Jealousy?”

[No, my name is ‘Airsya.’]

“Alright, Airsya. I’m a bit confused. You said you’re different from Greed, but could I see it again? I want to compare your blue coral light to his golden light.”

[……]

The girl went silent, her eyes darkening as she stared at me. Then she smiled slyly and said,

[You…]

I thought she wouldn’t fall for it. These spirits are foolish and crazy, but surely not this much…

[You know a thing or two. Fine, I’ll show you.]

Thud!

The girl’s body collapsed to the floor again, and the navy blue light coalesced into the shape of a dragon.

‘It worked?’

Without hesitation, I shouted,

“Francia!”

“Call me Princess! Gatraon!”

Grrrr!

The prepared ancient spirit Gatraon lunged at the spirit of Jealousy, Airsya.

[You wretched tricksters!]

As Airsya tried to return to the girl’s body,

Slash!

The navy blue light connecting them was severed by Gatraon’s sharp claws.

[No, no!]

Airsya screamed in a panicked tone, but the girl was already being carried back to Princess Francia on the wolf’s back.

“Sorry, my friend can be a bit impatient.”

[You dare deceive me?!]

“Yes, and it’s not over yet.”

I replied lightly, turning to Princess Francia.

She nodded slightly and whispered,

“I’ll be right back.”

With that, she tore the parchment in her hand, and everyone around her was enveloped in a bright light, disappearing to somewhere else.

[No, where did they… Ugh!]

“They went home. You kidnapped them.”

[They are mine. My friends, my possessions! You stole them from me!]

“Didn’t you say you were Jealousy? You sound more like Greed.”

Provoked by my words, Airsya’s eyes rolled back in rage, and it screamed,

[I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you all!]

The spirit of Jealousy, Airsya, sprayed navy blue light everywhere, thrashing about.

[I will kill you!]

Watching the spirit thrash, I smiled faintly and muttered,

“No, it’s you who will die, Airsya.”

And then,

“Gladys Sector Caelum!”

The entire area was enveloped in the light of a sword cutting through the sky.

—————–
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In front of the town hall in the port city of ‘Califa,’ a large magic circle appeared, gathering white lights. Then, several disheveled people emerged from it.

“Whe… where is this?”

“What’s going on?”

“I was definitely asleep at home, so why am I here?”

Looking around in confusion, they muttered to themselves as they took in their sudden surroundings.

“They’re the missing people.”

“I saw that person on a flyer.”

“What’s happening? Why are all the missing people appearing at once?”

Naturally, the ordinary citizens reacted with surprise and confusion, shouting and discussing among themselves.

Soon after,

Clink, clink!

The guards and knights protecting the port city ‘Califa,’ along with a stout middle-aged man, appeared.

“It’s Mayor Everdon.”

Mayor Everdon, usually cheerful, approached the magic circle in the center of the town hall with a serious expression, pushing through the crowd.

Then,

“Princess Francia!”

He called out to the familiar platinum-haired girl among the people. Princess Francia, looking very exhausted, responded quickly.

“Mayor, did you receive my letter?”

“Yes, I did. I’ve sent the city knights to the location, but…”


“These people were held captive in that mansion. There is a corrupted spirit in the mansion that was hypnotizing and kidnapping them.”

“Kidnapping? Hypnotizing?”

“A corrupted spirit?”

People reacted intensely to the princess’s words, their expressions showing disbelief.

However, Mayor Everdon, appearing to already understand the situation, calmly ordered the guards.

“Take these people to a safe place and prevent others from interfering.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Understood.”

At Mayor Everdon’s command, the people who had gathered in the commotion dispersed, and those who had been summoned by the princess’s magic scroll were moved to safety.

Princess Francia, observing this, hurriedly spoke up.

“Mayor, now is not the time to….”

Just then, familiar voices were heard.

“Princess!”

“Princess Francia.”

Kyle, Fabian, and even Chelsea appeared, looking slightly weary and a bit injured. Seeing them, Mayor Everdon gave a soft, relieved smile.

“These are your companions.”

“Mayor, that’s not what’s important right now. One of our companions is still in the mansion, fighting the spirit alone.”

Princess Francia, thinking of Kamon Vade left behind, spoke urgently, causing Mayor Everdon to try to reassure her with a gentle tone.

“Do not worry too much. As I mentioned, the city knights have already been dispatched…”

Tap, tap.


Suddenly, the mayor’s secretary came running over with a distressed look.

He whispered something into Mayor Everdon’s ear, causing his expression to harden.

“What’s wrong? What happened?”

Sensing something was amiss, Princess Francia asked urgently, prompting Mayor Everdon to give an awkward smile.

“There’s an unknown barrier formed around the mansion, preventing anyone from entering.”

“What?”

“But don’t worry. The knights will break through the barrier…”

“No, that could get Kamon killed!”

At Princess Francia’s outcry, Kyle and Chelsea quickly approached and asked,

“Princess, what’s going on?”

“… Kamon? Why would he die?”

In response to their questions, Princess Francia bit her lower lip hard.

“Kamon and the corrupted spirit are trapped in the mansion alone. He was fighting it alone until I used the magic scroll.”

“…!”

Tap, tap, tap!

“Chelsea? Where are you going?!”

Upon hearing this, Chelsea immediately dashed off without hesitation. Seeing her, Princess Francia seemed to resolve something and shouted determinedly.

“Kyle, Fabian.”

“Yes?”

“Yes, Princess.”


“We must follow Chelsea to the mansion right now. We need to rescue Kamon.”

With her orders, she too began running after Chelsea.

“Princess! Fabian, let’s go.”

“Do we really need to go? Chelsea and the princess can handle it…”

“Fabian, how can you say that? Even if you don’t get along with Kamon, we’re all from the same academy. If he’s in danger, we need to help.”

“Fine, I got it.”

With a reluctant nod, Fabian followed Kyle, who was running after Princess Francia.

Watching this unfold, Mayor Everdon firmly instructed his secretary.

“Deploy all available forces to support the princess and her group. An academy student dying in our city must not happen.”

“Yes, sir.”

As his secretary rushed off, Mayor Everdon quietly muttered to himself.

“A corrupted spirit? So the legends of the past were true? What a world we live in.”

* * *

[K-Kuh… Who are you?]

The corrupted spirit of Jealousy, Airsya, wasn’t immediately destroyed by the massive light sword. Though its form was faint, it still barely maintained the shape of a dragon, emitting navy blue light.

‘Persistent.’

Since the humiliating defeat in the honor duel with Kyle, I had worked hard to master the spell ‘Sky-Splitting Sword’ taught by Jamie.

As a result, although the power had reduced to about a third, I could now use it comfortably.

“Me? Isn’t it obvious? I’m a mage.”

[What kind of mage uses such brute force… Kuh!]

“Brutal? You speak as if you would grind someone’s soul without hesitation.”

I ignored Airsya’s rage and continued speaking firmly.

“So, what’s it going to be? Will you peacefully vanish, or will you give me something or reveal a secret before you do?”

[You crazy bastard! Why are those the only choices?]

“Because your only fate is to disappear.”

[I will kill you!]

Gathering whatever strength it had left, Airsya emitted a navy blue light and launched another attack at me with its spirit energy.

But,

“Barrier.”

Thunk!

With a simple defensive spell, I easily blocked its attack. The outcome of a battle between spirit magic and regular magic is determined by the difference in power. Having expended a significant amount of its energy after taking the full brunt of the ‘Sky-Splitting Sword,’ Airsya could no longer surpass me in sheer strength.

“See? You can’t beat me.”

[Aaaargh!]

Swoosh, swoosh!

Unwilling to accept reality, Airsya continued its onslaught.

Thunk, thud, thump!

But of course, its attacks never reached me.

“Yawn.”

I yawned exaggeratedly, mocking it, and Airsya, still in dragon form, trembled in anger and shouted,

[If my only path is to disappear, then I’ll take you down with me.]

At that moment, it began to swell rapidly. I shook my head resolutely.

“No, that’s not going to happen.”

Reaching out with the hand wearing the ‘Orb,’ I invoked the spell once more.

“Gladys Sector Caelum.”

The gathered light transformed into a gigantic sword, and the blade of light descended directly onto the swelling Airsya.

[No, it can’t be!]

Airsya screamed desperately, but it couldn’t escape the approaching sword of light. The spell Jamie, the Yellow Mage, had taught me demonstrated its overwhelming power, slicing the swelling spirit of Jealousy, Airsya, in half.

Whoosh! Boom!

The navy blue spirit split in two, its light gradually fading as it began to disappear.

Whoosh!

“What the…?”

The dispersing navy blue smoke suddenly began to swirl around me. At the same time,

Whirr!

“The Orb?”

In response, the ‘Orb’ on my finger began to glow brightly. The remnants of Airsya’s spirit energy, which had been dissipating, were swiftly absorbed by the ‘Orb.’

“It’s absorbing it?”

I was greatly astonished as the ‘Orb’ began to absorb all the energy left by the spirit of Jealousy.

“I thought it could only drain mana…”

Even in the original story, the ‘Orb’ had remained a mysterious artifact with many undisclosed abilities, including who made it and its full range of powers. This seemed to be one of its many secrets.

Soon, the ‘Orb’ had absorbed almost all the remnants of Airsya.

Pop!

It released a small burst of navy blue energy, like a satisfied burp.

“……”

I stood there speechless, staring at the ‘Orb,’ which had returned to its usual milky white hue.

After a while,

Tap, tap!

“This is… unbelievable.”

Muttering to myself in disbelief, I looked at the ‘Orb,’ which had absorbed all of Airsya’s remaining energy.

“I never imagined it could absorb not just mana but even spirit energy…”

Anyway, since the ‘Orb’ had absorbed the spirit energy of Jealousy, it was now filled with that power. But what good would that do?

Unless someone had an innate high affinity for spirits, it would be impossible to manipulate spirit energy…

“Wait?”

I suddenly felt a new energy moving inside the ‘Orb.’

What’s this? Hold on.

Why do I feel like I can use this?

Feeling a strange intuition, I began to draw out the new energy from the ‘Orb.’

Soon,

Tingle.

The peculiar sensation I had been experiencing all along began to make sense as the energy within the ‘Orb’ moved in response to my will.

“……”

“Could it be that the sensation I had been feeling was spirit energy all along?”

Realizing this unexpected truth, I stared at the ‘Orb’ on my finger in amazement.

“Ha, hahaha.”

For someone like me who had faced nothing but unfair challenges, discovering that I could control spirit energy felt like a miraculous gift.

“Kamon Vade has high spirit affinity?”

This was a setting not mentioned in the original story. As I continued to manipulate the spirit energy, I started to understand how it felt.

“It’s not like mana, it’s different.”

Tingle.

“This is spirit energy.”

Unlike mana, which flowed steadily, spirit energy moved as if it had a will of its own. Spirit affinity must be the ability to guide this unruly energy in the desired direction.

Then,

“Oh, right. The spirit magic book.”

The book given to me as a reward by Dean Elmon when I rescued Princess Francia.

“So, this is how it works?”

What I had thought to be useless had turned out to be an invaluable treasure.

“Ha, hahaha.”

This is how it should be in a fantasy novel.

Just as I was reveling in my newfound joy,

Boom!

With a loud explosion, a wall crumbled, revealing familiar faces.

“Kamon!”

“Kamon, are you alright?!”

“Kyle? Chelsea? Princess Francia?”
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“Thank you so much, Your Highness.”

“Don’t thank me; thank him over there…”

“No, I thank you, Your Highness.”

The boy in the Flance Imperial Academy uniform first glanced at me, then bowed deeply to Princess Francia, offering his thanks solely to her.

‘Fraus? No, that’s not right. Was it Friar?’

He looked like the owner of the student ID Princess Francia had shown me while we were searching the mansion.

“I will repay this life-saving grace in the future.”

“I’m telling you, the one you should be thanking is not me, but Kamon Vade.”

Princess Francia spoke in a frustrated tone, but the boy still did not bow to me. Instead, his eyes were filled with fear and resentment as he looked at me.

‘I don’t know the details, but were you a victim of Kamon Vade too?’

I was used to this kind of situation, so I didn’t feel much, but it seemed that others felt differently.

“Hey, Friar Tarius.”

“Yes?”

“Whether your ears are blocked or you’re deliberately ignoring me, listen up this time.”

Princess Francia’s tone was firmer than ever.

“The person you should be thanking is Kamon Vade, not me. Understood?”

“…”

But Friar, stubborn as he was, kept his mouth shut and did not answer.

At that moment, Fabian, who had been watching, intervened.


“Hey, Your Highness, let’s not make things awkward. Hey, you, just leave now.”

At Fabian’s instruction, the boy bowed once more before quickly disappearing from sight.

Princess Francia sighed deeply and asked.

“Fabian, what are you doing?”

“There are other people here, not just that boy. If you get angry here, it will only harm your image, Your Highness.”

“….”

As Fabian pointed out, many of those rescued from the mansion and their families had gathered to express their gratitude.

And most of them were directing their thanks to Princess Francia, which was only natural.

‘Of course, when a princess and an ordinary student are together, people’s eyes are bound to go to the princess first.’

“Your Highness, thank you so much.”

“I will never forget this grace.”

“As expected, the light and pillar of the Empire. The grace of the royal family is boundless.”

Endless praises directed at Princess Francia.

“Hmph, this is ridiculous.”

I shook my head and chuckled at the sight.

I wasn’t doing this for the gratitude, and I was already satisfied with the pile of parchment accumulating there.

Those were all certificates of resolution with signatures.

Certificates confirming the resolution of complaints with the signatures of everyone here!

‘I should make a deal with Mayor Everdon for some good items. Resolving this many complaints makes me practically a hero of the city.’

Lost in such pointless thoughts, I glanced again at Princess Francia, who was engulfed in a flood of thanks, and heard a familiar voice.


“Kamon, are you okay?”

“Huh, what?”

Chelsea had approached without me noticing and asked with a concerned look.

“No, it’s just… like this.”

“What do you mean, like this?”

“You’re the one who actually fought and defeated the spirit in the mansion, Kamon. But people are…”

“I don’t care.”

“What?”

“I didn’t do it for the thanks, and it just happened by chance.”

Plus, I gained new power through the Orb.

That alone was a sufficient reward.

Honestly, I just wanted to leave and research the spirit magic circle.

I wanted to make the new abilities and powers my own.

“But!”

“Enough. I don’t like pointless formalities.”

I cut off Chelsea’s concerns decisively.

“….”

She stared at me for a moment before abruptly turning and walking away.

“What’s with her?”

She seemed to have come to comfort me, but it felt like she left in a huff.


Unable to predict Chelsea’s actions, I shook my head in confusion.

Suddenly, I felt someone tugging at my clothes.

“Oh, it’s you?”

The girl who had insisted I find her doll was standing there.

She bowed politely.

“Thank you for saving me, big brother.”

“Oh, uh… it’s nothing.”

Caught off guard, I stammered a bit and awkwardly asked,

“So, are you hurt anywhere?”

“No, I’m fine.”

“That’s good.”

“Yes, but…”

“Hm?”

“Did you find my doll?”

She asked with a sad look, her head hanging low.

“Ah, that…”

The doll had completely disintegrated and been absorbed by the Orb.

…But I couldn’t say that.

At that moment,

Thunk.

“Here, this is the doll you were looking for, right?”

I saw Chelsea approaching with the Blue Dragon doll.

The girl’s face lit up with a bright smile at the sight of the suddenly reappearing doll.

“Yes, that’s it! Thank you, sister.”

The girl bowed her head politely again, expressing her gratitude, and Chelsea smiled softly, patting her on the head.

“No, don’t thank me. Thank this person here. He’s the one who found it.”

“What? Me?”

“…Thank you.”

As the girl bowed her head again, I waved my hands dismissively.

“It’s fine, really. Just make sure not to lose your doll again, okay?”

“Yes!”

The girl replied energetically, then ran off somewhere, disappearing quickly.

“Phew.”

As I exhaled a breath I had been holding, Chelsea’s voice came again.

“Still, it’s nice to see a kid who knows how to show gratitude.”

“What? By the way, Chelsea, where did you find that doll?”

“Huh? Oh, it was just lying around in the mansion.”

Chelsea answered nonchalantly, and I couldn’t help but be impressed.

‘She found the doll amidst all that chaos? She’s really something.’

As I marveled at Chelsea’s thoroughness once again.

“Mr. Mayor, you’re here.”

With the shout of his attendant knight, the mayor of the port city Califa, Everdon, appeared through the crowd.

With a hearty smile, he approached us and began to speak.

“Thanks to you all, a great danger to the city has been averted. On behalf of the citizens, I would like to express my gratitude.”

Then, Mayor Everdon bowed his head in a show of respect.

“We were just doing our duty. Any student of Flance Imperial Academy would have done the same.”

Princess Francia responded calmly.

Mayor Everdon nodded with a gentle smile.

“Knowing one’s duty and performing it are two entirely different things. Perhaps we are witnessing the birth of new sacred heroes of the empire.”

“Your praise is too much, Mayor.”

“Haha, not at all. No matter how many words of praise I add, they can’t fully convey the gratitude I feel and the grace the entire city has received from you. So…”

Mayor Everdon signaled to his secretary, who then brought two large shields.

“I would like to present these plaques of appreciation, in the name of the city of Califa, to Princess Francia and Kamon Vade, who have rendered great service. Additionally, the city’s treasure vault will be opened to you and the other students, allowing each of you to take one item of your choice.”

With Mayor Everdon promising such thorough rewards, the gathered crowd erupted in enthusiastic applause and cheers.

“As expected of Mayor Everdon.”

“He sure is generous despite his appearance!”

“Yes, he should reward them that much.”

“Cool, he’s handsome too. The mayor is great!”

“Well, maybe not that much.”

With the people’s enthusiastic responses, the ceremony to present the plaques of appreciation proceeded.

After all the events, ceremonies, and the celebration and gratitude party ended, and everyone had returned to their accommodations late at night.

“…”

I stared at the shield-shaped plaque of appreciation in front of me.

It bore the name Kamon Vade, the name of the port city Califa, and the signature of Mayor Everdon.

“I didn’t expect to receive another one of these.”

Last time, I had received a plaque of appreciation from the academy for preventing Princess Francia’s assassination.

This time, it was for subduing the spirit and rescuing the citizens.

“Should I be happy about this?”

Of course, I felt quite pleased.

No, it would be more accurate to say I was slightly excited.

However,

“Having more attention on me isn’t necessarily a good thing.”

The more attention I received, the more the original storyline was likely to twist and be disrupted, which required caution.

It could even alter the ending of this world.

“Phew, I don’t know.”

But with the student council election results already changed and the Novice Challenge event altered, would worrying about such things now really make a big difference?

‘What’s changed has already changed.’

The most important thing was for the protagonist, Kyle, to become a hero and defeat the Demon King, as long as that didn’t change.

“Yes, something like this shouldn’t have a huge impact.”

Kyle, the protagonist, was growing stronger with his constantly cheat-like abilities.

And the other supporting characters as well…

“If I gear them up with good equipment from the city’s treasure vault tomorrow, they should become even stronger. That’s enough. Now I need to focus on the spirit magic circle and…”

As I tried to clear my mind and organize my complicated thoughts.

Whirrr.

“Hmm?”

Suddenly, the Orb on my finger began to glow.

“What’s going on…?”

The intense light from the Orb soon began to leak out.

“Damn!”

I quickly focused, trying to control the Orb’s rampage.

‘It’s not listening.’

Despite my efforts, the Orb continued to emit light uncontrollably.

Simultaneously.

Tingle.

Once again, I felt the familiar sensation, a feeling related to the spirit energy.

“What is this?”

Then, the light particles from the Orb started to gather, forming a shape.

The shape quickly took on the form of a dragon, emitting a familiar sound.

[Ugh…]

“…Airsya?”

It was definitely the voice of Airsya, the spirit of jealousy I had supposedly destroyed.

Flash!

[What’s going on, why am I here…? Oh? You! You dare to destroy me?!]

The spirit, locking eyes with me, flared with hostility and shouted.

And I could only stare in bewilderment at Airsya and ask,

“Why are you coming out from there?”
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“Alright, let’s open the city’s treasure vault.”

With a slight bow, Mayor Everdon placed his hand on the magical device next to the massive door. A blue light enveloped his hand, and soon after:

Creeeeak, boom!

Finally, the giant door began to open.

“Please go inside and choose one item you desire. Take your time, there’s no rush.”

“Thank you, Mayor.”

In response to Princess Francia’s gratitude, Mayor Everdon shook his head while patting his plump belly.

“Haha, no need to thank me. Rather, I should be thanking you all for saving our city.”

We then stepped into the treasure vault of the Port City ‘Califa’…

“Wow, is this really a city’s storage?”

“I told you, it’s not just any storage, it’s a treasure vault. Every single item here must be valuable.”

I heard Kyle’s exclamations of awe at the piles of golden items and Fabian’s relatively calm explanation directed at Kyle.

And then.

[Hmph, it’s all useless junk.]

The voice of Airsya, the spirit of jealousy, floated beside me.

‘Shut up.’

Thanks to my sudden encounter with Airsya last night, I tried various things throughout the night and learned a few new facts.

First, I could communicate with Airsya just by thinking, without needing to speak aloud.

And the most intriguing fact was…


‘Even Princess Francia, a spirit mage, can’t see Airsya.’

It’s understandable that ordinary people, who have no connection to spirits, wouldn’t notice her. But I expected at least Princess Francia, a spirit mage, to sense her presence.

Surprisingly, Princess Francia could neither see nor sense Airsya, the spirit of jealousy.

‘What could this mean?’

Does it mean she’s not a spirit?

‘No, that can’t be right. She possesses spirit power and can even be used in spirit magic circles.’

Given this, she was undoubtedly a spirit.

So why couldn’t Princess Francia see her?

“…”

I continued to ponder as I looked at the ‘Orb’ on my right ring finger.

‘So, the Orb absorbed not just the residual spirit power, but Airsya herself?’

This raised several questions and curiosities about the Orb’s ability to absorb not only new types of power but entire entities.

‘How is this possible? And why can’t others sense her presence even though she’s connected to me?’

[Hey, stop mumbling nonsense and pick a treasure already. Are you just going to stand there staring?]

Moreover, Airsya quickly adapted to this situation.

[Isn’t it better if no one else can see or feel me? It’s less bothersome if only you know about me.]

‘Hey, Airsya.’

[What?]

‘You mentioned a spirit of greed before, right?’

[That idiot? And didn’t you compare me to that trash? Unforgivable!]


Suddenly, Airsya’s anger surged as she drew on her power.

Whooosh!

As her dark blue spirit energy began to swirl, I lightly rubbed the ‘Orb.’

[Aaah, stop… Don’t touch my host!]

Airsya’s strength drained away with a strange sound as I rubbed the Orb.

Since Airsya was connected to the Orb, she could feel any shock or change to the Orb directly.

‘So, answer my questions properly.’

[Ugh, fine.]

Thanks to figuring out how to handle her after wrestling with her all night, I could easily suppress her resistance this time as well.

‘If there are spirits of jealousy and greed, then… do the other five spirits exist too?’

[Yeah. There’s pride, gluttony, wrath, sloth, and lust.]

Airsya nodded as she answered.

The seven deadly sins, embodied as spirits. Since this was something not mentioned in the original work, I felt both a sense of incongruity and curiosity.

‘I wonder if I can absorb the others too?’

[What? Absorb? You must be insane! Just because you managed to subdue me, you think you can conquer the rest?]

‘Well, it’s not impossible.’

After all, the spirit of greed was easily vanquished, and the spirit of jealousy, Airsya, was defeated and absorbed by me.

The remaining five shouldn’t be too different.

[Sorry to say, but among the seven spirits, I and greed are the weakest…]

Smack!


‘Stop making excuses like some villain in a cheap novel.’

[Ugh, stop hitting me!]

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I lightly tapped the ring, seeing Airsya’s immediate reaction.

‘I’ll think about that later. For now, let’s pick a treasure.’

At the moment, examining the treasures offered by Califa was more important.

‘Airsya, see if there’s any footwear around here that enhances speed.’

Not intending to let the new spirit idle, I gave her a task.

[What? Footwear?]

‘Yes, something that increases movement speed or has magical enchantments.’

[You dare use me for such… Ugh, fine. Just stop rubbing!]

Using the spirit of jealousy, Airsya, I managed to find a pair of swift boots in the treasure vault of the Port City ‘Califa.’

“Oh, these are nice.”

Not only were they comfortable as if they were never worn, but they also increased movement speed and could cast a blink spell for emergency escapes once a day.

‘Indeed, a big city has great stuff stored.’

As I was feeling satisfied with the treasure I chose, Kyle approached me with his usual bright smile, holding out a sword.

“Kamon.”

“Hmm?”

“How does this look?”

“This seems to be the best sword here.”

Ah, typical of a sword-obsessed maniac. Even though he already has the Sword of the Hero from the dean, he’s still looking for another one.

“Uh, yeah. It looks good.”

“Really?”

Kyle, satisfied with my reaction, slowly extended the sword’s hilt towards me.

“Take it.”

“What?”

I couldn’t help but be taken aback by his sudden offer to give me the sword he was holding. Kyle’s voice continued.

“I’ve been looking around, and while the items here aren’t bad, there aren’t many that are exceptionally good.”

“So?”

“So, this sword seems to be the best. You went through the most trouble this time and helped me before, so I think it’s only right that you take it.”

“…”

Is this guy really insane? Seriously, who gives a sword to a wizard?

“Look, Kyle. I’m not a swordsman like you; I’m a mage…”

“Yeah, I know. This is a magic sword.”

“A magic sword?”

I widened my eyes in surprise at Kyle’s unexpected words.

“It definitely has some stored magic, but I can’t tell exactly what types.”

Scratching his head, he continued.

“And even if you’re a mage, it’s good to carry a sword for self-defense. Plus, you’re taking swordsmanship classes with me.”

“…”

At that moment, Fabian approached, sounding a bit irritated.

“Kyle, what are you doing? Have you picked your treasure?”

“Huh? Oh, not yet. I was helping Kamon choose first.”

“What? Why are you choosing his for him?”

Annoyed by Fabian’s irritated tone, I shook my head.

“Kyle, thanks, but I’ll pass. I’ll pick my own.”

I quickly walked away to distance myself from him.

“Wait, Kamon!”

I ignored Kyle’s voice calling after me.

Just as I got out of Kyle and Fabian’s sight, another familiar voice called out.

“Kamon?”

Looking ahead, I saw Chelsea standing there.

“Oh, Chelsea. Have you picked your treasure?”

“…”

After staring at me silently for a moment, she showed me what she was holding.

“This.”

It was a luxurious red and gold-trimmed cloak.

“Oh, a cloak?”

“Yeah, it’s highly resistant to heat and durable. It also increases resistance to some elements and has a Fly spell memorized.”

Chelsea continued to explain the cloak’s features without being asked, which left me momentarily flustered.

“Oh, uh. It looks great.”

Was Chelsea always this obsessed with items?

“It also has a perception reduction function, useful for stealth…”

After babbling on about the cloak for a while, Chelsea suddenly stopped and looked at me.

“…”

‘What’s up with her? Why’d she suddenly stop talking?’

“Sorry, I was rambling, wasn’t I?”

“No, it’s fine. You chose well. It suits you.”

I gave her an awkward smile.

Then, Chelsea tilted her head slightly and handed me the cloak.

“Here, you take it, Kamon.”

“What?”

“I picked it thinking of you.”

“…”

Seriously, what’s up with everyone today?

“I’m not some beggar. We’re supposed to pick one treasure each. They should focus on picking theirs properly.”

Unable to understand their actions, I shook my head firmly.

“No, you keep it, Chelsea. It suits you better.”

“But…”

“I’ll go look at some other treasures. See you later.”

Tat-tat-tat!

“Kamon!”

Ignoring Chelsea’s voice, I quickly moved away again.

When I reached the edge of the treasure vault, another voice called out.

“Take this, Kamon.”

Oh great, now Princess Francia too?!

She held out a pair of gloves to me, making me sigh deeply.

“Why is everyone doing this to me?!”

Later…

“Has everyone chosen…? Hm?”

Mayor Everdon paused and asked, seeing me wearing a magic sword, gloves, a cloak, and swift boots.

“Didn’t I say one item per person?”

“Ah, well…”

Princess Francia stepped forward to explain the situation, and soon the mayor nodded with a hearty laugh.

“Haha, I understand. As expected of students from the Flance Imperial Academy.”

Watching Mayor Everdon laugh, I internally screamed.

‘Students, my ass. I look like a noob decked out in overpowered gear. They’re doing this on purpose to mess with me!’

[Well, it seems they just want to take care of you. What’s wrong with getting more treasures? It’s a good deal for you.]

‘Why is a spirit of jealousy sounding more like a spirit of greed?’

[What?! How dare you…! Ugh, I can’t stand this… Aaaaah, stop it!]

Suppressing another rebellion from the spirit of jealousy, Airsya, I returned to my lodging, looking like a beginner warrior overloaded with in-game purchases.
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While Kamon and Princess Francia’s team were busy uncovering the details of their official ‘Novice Challenge’ mission, far away at the Flance Imperial Academy, a beautiful woman in a red dress wore a bored expression.

“Sigh, when will this ‘Novice Challenge’ end? I’m so bored.”

Thanks to the ongoing ‘Novice Challenge’ throughout the Demeter Festival, the academy was unusually quiet.

“Still, a lot of them passed the first test.”

Beatrice, reading the report on her desk, smirked.

“With more than half passing the first test, the official missions should be interesting.”

Knock, knock. Creak.

At that moment, Isabel, the office manager, entered with a new report.

“A new report. The first test of the ‘Novice Challenge’ is now complete.”

Thud!

“All finished?”

“Yes, Dean. The last test in the Port City ‘Califa’ has concluded.”

“Califa… That’s where Princess and Kamon went, right?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Beatrice, hearing Isabel’s response, picked up the report on her desk with a bright smile, as if she had just heard some interesting news.

Quickly scanning the report, she burst into laughter.

“What took them so long? Still, they managed to rescue dozens of innocent people?”

“They also eradicated the long-standing ‘darkness’ of Califa.”

“The darkness of Califa? What is that?”


“I’m not sure. It’s the first I’ve heard of it as well. But that’s what Mayor Everdon reported.”

“Hmm, find out more about this ‘darkness,’ Isabel.”

“Yes, understood.”

Thud!

Beatrice set the report back down and began tapping her fingers lightly on the desk.

Tap! Tap!

She tried to suppress the laughter that kept threatening to escape.

“I’m quite curious to see what they’ll show us this time.”

“Excuse me?”

“Oh, nothing. You may leave now, Isabel.”

“Yes, then.”

After bowing politely and leaving the dean’s office, Isabel disappeared from view. Beatrice clasped her hands and rested her chin on them, muttering to herself.

“This time, I hope you’ll show me your true self, Kamon Vade.”

Her murmured words, accompanied by a faint laugh, did not reach Kamon Vade, who was far away.

***

The day after acquiring the treasures from the vault, we gathered at Mayor Everdon’s office in the Port City ‘Califa’ at dawn.

“Did you like the treasures you received yesterday, Kamon?”

“Ah, yes.”

Feeling a bit awkward with the mayor’s familiarity, I nodded reluctantly.

[Heh, does that pig even know you spent all night deciding whether to keep those treasures?]


‘Shut up, Airsya.’

[Nobody can silence me… Ugh.]

I silenced her by rubbing the ring again, reminding her of our power difference.

“Fabian, I see you’re pleased with that spear.”

Fabian, stroking the sharp-looking spear, nodded with satisfaction.

“Yes, it’s a fine weapon. I’ll use it well and return it later.”

“No need for that. They’re yours to keep or discard as you wish.”

Shaking his head, Mayor Everdon smiled as he looked at Princess Francia and the rest of the team.

“Now, it’s time for you to receive your official ‘Novice Challenge’ mission.”

“Finally, the official mission.”

“Yeah, it feels like ages.”

Kyle nodded in agreement with Fabian’s statement. Then, Princess Francia, looking both tense and determined, addressed the mayor.

“What is our official mission?”

“That…”

Mayor Everdon hesitated briefly before moving to his desk.

Step, step.

He opened a drawer and took out a golden letter.

“It’s in here.”

With a faint smile, he also took out a small needle.

“And this letter can only be opened with my blood.”


Pricking his fingertip, he let out a small sigh.

“Ouch, I hate doing this.”

Shaking his head, he let a drop of his blood fall onto the seal of the golden letter.

At that moment,

Whoooosh!

A magic circle appeared on the letter, emitting a strong magical aura.

Then,

Click!

The letter opened easily, as if nothing had happened. Mayor Everdon, seemingly familiar with the process, took out the letter and handed it to Princess Francia.

“Here you go. This is your official ‘Novice Challenge’ mission.”

“Thank you.”

Princess Francia received the letter with as much grace as possible. She then slowly read its contents, nodding as she understood.

“So, what is our mission, Princess?”

“……”

Fabian’s question went unanswered as Princess Francia’s eyes met mine.

[What’s with her? She’s staring at you.]

‘I know.’

She looked at me with a gaze that seemed to pierce right through me. As I was about to say something,

“Princess?”

Kyle interrupted.

“Yes, Kyle?”

“What is our mission? Is it very difficult?”

Without any tact, Kyle’s question made Princess Francia shrug and smile slightly.

“When has the ‘Novice Challenge’ ever had an easy mission?”

“True.”

Everyone chuckled, feeling the weight of the upcoming mission yet ready to face it head-on.

Kyle nodded in agreement to her words. Observing this, Chelsea took a step forward and asked, “Princess, is something wrong?”

“Wrong? No, nothing at all, Chelsea,” Princess Francia replied firmly, shaking her head. Then, she rubbed her stomach and mumbled, “But isn’t anyone else hungry?”

“Huh?”

“We’ll find out soon enough anyway. How about we eat first? I missed breakfast, so I’m really hungry.”

“……”

“Um.”

Fabian and Chelsea exchanged puzzled glances, sensing something odd about her behavior.

[What’s with her? She’s acting suspiciously.]

Even Airsya, the spirit of jealousy, pointed it out, indicating that everyone present sensed something off about Princess Francia.

“Come to think of it, it’s already lunchtime. Let’s eat first,” Kyle said, cheerfully agreeing with her suggestion.

Well, not everyone noticed. Kyle nodded with a bright smile, aligning with Princess Francia’s words. Watching this, Mayor Everdon quickly spoke up.

“Then, let’s head to the city hall cafeteria. I’ve arranged a place for you all.”

“Thank you, Mayor.”

“No need to thank me. You are the heroes of the city.”

With Mayor Everdon’s hospitality, we were treated to a delicious lunch. Eventually, only a few desserts and cups of tea remained on the quiet table. Everyone was waiting for Princess Francia to speak.

[Hey, she’s glancing at you again.]

‘I know, just shut up for a bit.’

Princess Francia’s frequent glances in my direction were hard to ignore.

Finally, she began to speak.

“Let’s discuss this properly now.”

Glance.

[There it is again!]

‘I saw it. Can you please be quiet?’

[Why do you keep telling me to shut up? If you keep nagging me, I won’t be able to stand it anymore!]

As Airsya’s voice echoed with a dark blue glow, I pleaded silently.

‘I’m overwhelmed right now. Please, just be quiet.’

Then, Princess Francia’s voice resumed.

“The official mission we received for the ‘Novice Challenge’ is…”

After pausing, she looked at me again and continued slowly.

“We have to steal the family crest from the Vade Marquisate.”

“What?”

“V-Vade Marquisate?”

“……”

Everyone turned to look at me with shock and confusion. Given the situation, they couldn’t say much else and remained silent.

“Since things have turned out this way, I must ask for your help, Kamon.”

“……”

Her unwavering gaze pierced through me as she spoke.

‘Did she already know about this?’

Recalling the moment when she first received the letter, I noticed something peculiar about her behavior.

Normally, someone would be surprised or confused, like Kyle, Fabian, and Chelsea, when they found out the mission involved the Vade family. But she…

‘She nodded as if she expected it.’

From the beginning, her sudden request for help with the ‘Novice Challenge’ had seemed odd. It was possible that Princess Francia had known about the mission to some extent from the start.

‘Maybe that’s why she insisted I join.’

Of course, she might not have directly decided the mission involving the Vade Marquisate, but the person who did decide that…

“Are you okay, Kamon?”

Kyle’s concerned voice brought me back to the present. He stood there with a worried expression.

“What?”

“Well, because the Vade Marquisate is…”

His unfinished sentence made me laugh lightly and shrug.

“What about it?”

“Huh?”

“It doesn’t matter to me anymore.”

Speaking firmly, I turned to Princess Francia.

“I don’t know what you’re asking for, but if it’s troublesome, I’d like to decline, Princess.”

“I don’t think it will be troublesome. I’m planning to have you lead the mission until we reach the Vade Marquisate.”

‘That sounds really troublesome,’ I thought, but kept it to myself.

“Princess, are you asking us to follow Kamon’s lead?”

“Yes, Fabian. Among us, Kamon has the most information about the Vade Marquisate.”

Princess Francia responded decisively, then looked back at me and asked, “So, Kamon, will you help us?”

“……”

I didn’t answer right away because…

‘I don’t know anything about the Vade Marquisate.’

That was Kamon Vade’s knowledge, not mine. I’m Kang Hyunsoo.

Then, Princess Francia’s voice broke the silence again.

“Just in case you forgot, you remember our conditions, right?”

“Yes, I remember.”

She was now demanding compliance with the condition that I follow her orders.
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“Please be sure to come back next time!”

“Have a safe journey, Princess.”

“You must succeed in the ‘Novice Challenge.’”

“May the Goddess Demeter’s blessings guide our city’s heroes on their path…!”

As we left the Port City of Califa, many people came out to see us off.

“Thank you, everyone.”

“I’ll definitely return.”

“…”

Princess Francia, Kyle, Fabian, and even Chelsea were all deeply moved by the crowd’s reactions, energetically waving back.

Even Mayor Everdon joined in.

“I wish you all victory and happiness on your journey.”

With a warm smile, he gave us his final blessing as we departed.

[All of that used to belong to me…]

I shook my head at Airsya’s reaction as she gazed longingly at the crowd.

‘Why would they be yours? If you’re going to spout nonsense, why don’t you just go back to the ‘Orb’?‘

[What? Nonsense? There’s nothing false in what I said. They were all supposed to be my prey. If it weren’t for you…!]

Airsya’s jealous spirit grumbled in anger, but I simply shook my head and raised my right hand.

[W-wait. Fine. I’ll stay quiet, just don’t—Ugh!]

After making it clear who was in charge, I turned to Princess Francia.


‘She wants me to take command of the upcoming journey?’

She had logically explained over dinner why I should be the one to lead from now on.

– Kamon. It may be surprising from your perspective, but we absolutely must succeed in the ‘Novice Challenge.’ You know more about the geography, locations, and secrets of the Vade family than anyone else. You’re the perfect fit for this role.

No, not at all.

The real Kamon Vade would know that stuff.

I’m Kang Hyunsoo, after all.

However, her request made one thing crystal clear to me.

‘The Princess already knows our destination.’

If she didn’t, she wouldn’t so openly ask me to take on the role of a guide.

She would have been worried and hesitant, much like the others, watching my every move with concern.

A normal person wouldn’t react that way unless they were prepared or already knew what was happening.

Yet, I couldn’t reject Princess Francia’s request without a valid reason, so I had no choice but to follow her instructions.

‘Sigh, how did I end up in this mess… But what do I do now? I really don’t know anything.’

As I briefly met eyes with Princess Francia, she gave me a small smile and nodded.

“From here, let’s have Kamon take the lead.”

“Uh? Me?”

“Yes, you’re the one who knows the way best, aren’t you?”

I replied to Princess Francia with a hesitant smile.

“Haha, well… Alright.”

‘Damn it, how am I supposed to navigate from here?’


After a moment of contemplation, I noticed her confident gaze and reluctantly took a step forward.

‘I don’t know what I’m doing anymore.’

All roads lead somewhere, right? As long as we keep moving forward, we’ll get there eventually, whether we circle back or get lost. I’ll worry about it later.

Since I had no idea where we were heading, I could only move forward blindly.

* * *

How many days had passed?

After leaving the Port City of Califa for what felt like a long time, we were now deep within a forest.

Rustle, rustle.

As I was making my way through the underbrush, Kyle spoke up.

“It’s definitely easier with someone who knows the way leading us. There seem to be fewer obstacles too.”

What? How is that…?

To me, it’s all just a forest path.

At that moment, Chelsea, who was walking beside me, nodded in agreement.

“We’ve been wasting time on unnecessary detours, but now we’re finally making progress.”

Though no one spoke to me directly, they all looked at me with trust and confidence in their eyes.

‘Damn it, stop looking at me like that.’

I really have no idea where I’m going.

I’m just walking straight ahead!

Then suddenly—

“Kamon, are we going the right way?”


Princess Francia, who had sidled up next to me, whispered in a low voice.

“Yes?”

“Is this really the right way?”

“…”

“I mean, when I checked the map earlier, it looked like we were supposed to go left, but this path seems to take us in a roundabout way north.”

Oh, so it’s still the right path, even if it’s roundabout.

“I don’t understand why we’re taking this route.”

As she continued to mutter and question me, I shrugged and answered briefly.

“Well then, why don’t you take the lead, Princess?”

“What? What did you say?”

“You seem to know the way better than I do. Perhaps you should lead.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

Her eyebrows raised slightly as she glared at me, and she tried to continue.

“Kamon, we made a promise…”

“Oh, I remember. I remember it clearly, and that’s why I’m doing this.”

“Then why? Don’t tell me you’re…”

“…?”

“Are you intentionally leading us astray because we’re headed to the Vade family?”

“Princess.”

“What? Don’t look at me like that.”

Princess Francia huffed and turned her head away sharply.

‘What’s with her?’

When did I ever glare at her?

[That woman has an irritating personality.]

‘I completely agree.’

[Oh, this is the first time we’ve agreed on something.]

The jealous spirit Airsya fluttered around happily.

I then turned my head slightly to the left path.

‘Should I take the left path now?’

There’s no need to insist on a roundabout route when I’m supposed to be guiding.

Yeah, if I get the chance…

Grab!

“Kamon. Wait a moment.”

Princess Francia’s sudden grip on my shoulder made me stop in my tracks and turn to face her.

“What is it now?”

“Shh, just wait a moment.”

After saying that, she closed her eyes and began to murmur to herself.

I noticed her nodding and her lips moving slightly.

‘Ah, is she communicating with her spirit?’

It made sense that the giant wolf spirit was nowhere to be seen; she must have sent it ahead.

Then, unexpectedly, Airsya made an offer.

[Do you want me to interpret that?]

‘What?’

[Do you want me to interpret what she’s saying?]

‘You can understand that?’

[Ahem, hey. What do you take me for? I’m the one and only Jealous Spirit Airsya. That’s child’s play for me.]

Amused by her boastful attitude, I nodded with a smile.

‘Alright, let’s hear it.’

[Hmm, she’s being informed that a group of monsters is gathering to the west. That’s probably in the direction she said we should go earlier. She’s being told to avoid that area. Hehe.]

Listening to Airsya’s snickering translation, I couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow.

‘Monsters gathering to the west?’

At that moment.

Flash!

Princess Francia suddenly opened her eyes with a slightly flustered expression and gave an awkward smile.

“W-well then, shall we continue?”

Seeing her like this, I couldn’t help but grin as I asked.

“Princess, I think we should take the left path.”

“Huh? Why all of a sudden? Why?”

“After hearing your advice, I realized there’s no need to waste time taking a roundabout way. Even if it’s a bit ‘dangerous,’ it’s better to push through…”

“N-no. No. Let’s just keep going straight as planned. Kamon, you’re the guide after all.”

With a hasty wave of her hand, she quickly agreed to follow my lead, her awkward smile betraying her true thoughts.

I couldn’t help but chuckle inwardly as I tilted my head.

“What?”

“I mean, I’m just saying I’ll follow the guide’s lead.”

“Then let’s go left. There’s no need to go around…”

“No, Kamon!”

Finally, Princess Francia couldn’t hold back and shouted.

Her sudden outburst caught the attention of the others behind us.

With a slightly embarrassed flush creeping up her ears, she whispered to me.

“I’m sorry. You must be upset because I kept interfering when I didn’t know anything, right?”

“What? I don’t understand what you’re…”

“I heard there are monsters that look like orcs hunting to the west. So let’s just go north. It seems like that area is dangerous.”

Seeing her repeat exactly what Airsya had told me earlier, I smiled inwardly.

“…”

However, it seemed that Princess Francia misunderstood my reaction.

“I’m sorry, Kamon. I won’t doubt or nag you again. Please forget what I said earlier.”

She looked regretful, and I struggled to suppress the smile that threatened to break out as I answered.

“Well, alright. Let’s get moving again.”

[You’re similar to me. You find joy in other people’s misfortune, which usually falls under the realm of jealousy.]

‘If you’re going to start with the nonsense again…’

[You knew everything but still tormented her. That’s also similar to arrogance. And maybe even anger… Hiiik.]

I rubbed the ring again, silencing her, then turned to the others.

“Let’s go. This way will do.”

And so, we continued our journey toward the Vade family.

As we continued toward the Vade family’s estate in the west, it felt like an unexpected stroke of luck had entered my life.

“Let’s take the left path.”

Choosing the left fork at a crossroads without much thought—

“…I hear there are Vade family members hunting on the right. I guess it’s hunting season.”

Not only did we avoid the Vade family’s men—

“We should go this way.”

“Look, the bridge is out.”

“If we’d taken the other path, we’d have had to turn back here. We’ve saved time. As expected of Kamon.”

We even managed to save time.

“We should head south over the mountains instead of crossing the river.”

“Is there really a need to go around? Let’s just cross the river here.”

Although Fabian opposed my suggestion—

“Has Kamon’s guidance ever led us wrong? Let’s just go over the mountain.”

Princess Francia, who had somehow become my loyal supporter, helped us head south over the mountain.

And then.

Rumble, crash!

Thunder, lightning, and a torrential downpour ensued.

“Is that the river we were going to cross?”

“Yeah, probably.”

Seeing the river swollen and raging, everyone shook their heads and looked away.

If we had chosen that path, we would have been swept away by the current.

“As expected of Kamon.”

“It’s best to follow Kamon’s advice.”

Everything I decided seemed to unintentionally turn out to be the right choice.

And.

‘Is this the right way?’

[There’s a suspicious group on the other side. They seem like bandits.]

At Airsya’s advice to take the overgrown path instead of the frequently traveled one—

“Let’s go this way.”

I led the party down a route that could hardly be called a path.

Some of them looked dissatisfied, but—

“I definitely sense a few people on the other path. They seem like bandits.”

Princess Francia’s timely interjection quelled any complaints.

‘Is it because we’re both spirit mages that we’re in sync?’

Ever since I started receiving Airsya’s help, Princess Francia and I had been working surprisingly well together.

Then—

[Don’t compare me to something as lowly and stupid as that!]

‘Lowly? Stupid?’

Who in this world could call an imperial princess lowly and stupid?

Yet, I found myself nodding in agreement with Airsya.

‘I’m not sure about lowly, but there’s definitely some stupidity there.’

I’d been watching her struggle for something that could never be achieved.

It did seem like Airsya and I were more alike than I’d initially thought.
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Chapter 145

The sight of lush meadows and villages scattered across rolling hills. At the center of it all stood a grand castle, not overly extravagant but elegant and harmoniously blending with the surrounding environment.

But there was one problem.

Biiiiiing!

A strange sound was emanating from within the castle, drawing the attention of everyone nearby.

“What’s that noise?”

“…Could it be a territorial battle?”

As the townsfolk exchanged worried words, the knights and soldiers around the castle began to move frantically, as if preparing to repel an invasion.

Inside the castle, beside the throne reserved for the ruler of this land, a middle-aged man questioned a kneeling knight.

“Kamon Vade, you say?”

“Yes, this sound only occurs when a member of the family bearing the mark of excommunication arrives.”

“A bloodline with the mark of excommunication… So that brat has returned?”

“We can’t be certain of that yet, but it’s confirmed that someone with the mark has entered the estate’s territory. Since you’re the only one left who bears the mark…”

“Do not call that brat a ‘young master.’ He is no longer part of this family!”

“S-sorry, sir.”

The middle-aged man who barked out the harsh words was Rowan Vade, the younger brother of the Marquis of Vade, currently acting as the lord of the estate.

“Could his appearance now be related to the ‘Novice Challenge’?”

“Yes, it seems our estate has been chosen as the target for this year’s ‘Novice Challenge.’”

At the mention of Kamon being the target, Rowan Vade’s expression shifted strangely.

“I thought it was unlikely, but this could be interesting. So he’s returned to the family because of the ‘Novice Challenge’…”


Rowan muttered with a bitter laugh before quickly issuing another command.

“Get an accurate assessment of the situation and report back immediately.”

“Yes, sir!”

The knight, having received his orders, quickly ran out of the hall.

Now alone, Rowan Vade mumbled to himself in the empty chamber.

“A brat exiled from the family dares to return, and even more, he’s coming to steal something from our house? Ha!”

Boom!

He stomped his foot forcefully, causing the surrounding building to shake slightly.

“No matter what, there are limits, nephew. This is outright disrespect.”

After muttering to himself, Rowan shook his head and corrected his words.

“No, no. This isn’t him disrespecting us. It’s more like the academy underestimating us.”

With a twisted smile, he lightly stroked the sword hanging from his waist.

“I guess we’ve been too quiet for too long.”

The Vade Marquisate, one of the Empire’s five pillars, could not be taken lightly by anyone.

Eventually, his gaze turned toward the grand throne, a seat reserved only for his elder brother.

“No matter what, it doesn’t matter.”

Until now, the ‘Novice Challenge,’ an unofficial tradition usually held for first-year academy students, was treated lightly by the chosen families or factions. They never seriously hindered or blocked the challengers, merely presenting them with a ‘test’ to maintain appearances.

Even so, the success rate was notoriously low.

However…

“Is anyone out there?”


At Rowan Vade’s call, a couple of knights quickly rushed into the hall.

“Yes, Commander.”

“You called for us?”

With a firm tone, Rowan Vade gave them their orders.

“Summon the entire ‘Griffin’ knights.”

“Huh? The entire order?”

“Yes, all of them. Issue a full mobilization order.”

“U-understood, sir.”

The ‘Griffin’ Knights, the elite order of the Vade Marquisate, usually only operated with a portion of their strength unless in a dire situation.

But a full mobilization?

‘This isn’t a normal situation.’

As this thought flashed through the knights’ minds, Rowan Vade continued his orders.

“Also, inform them that this is a situation akin to wartime. Tell them to prepare accordingly. Understood?”

“Yes, sir!”

The two knights hurried out at a quick pace, nearly breaking into a sweat.

Watching them leave, Rowan Vade turned his gaze toward the massive banner and emblem representing the Vade Marquisate.

“It’s time to remind the world just how sharp the blade of the Vade family truly is.”

* * *

“From now on, stay alert. We’re now entering Vade family territory.”

As Princess Francia calmly warned us, we finally managed to enter the Vade Marquisate’s domain.


‘We made it somehow.’

[Indeed. Although I still don’t know how we encountered so many incidents along the way.]

Thanks to my cunning cooperation with the Jealous Spirit Airsya, we managed to avoid most of the dangers and safely reach our destination.

But even that had its limits.

No, to be precise, the path and direction were not the problem…

‘Damn that protagonist’s passive!’

At some point, unexpected events and accidents began to occur.

For instance, we were ambushed by crazed monsters late at night, rescued merchants in danger, and even encountered a group of elves—a rare sight, one that people might not see even once in their lifetime.

‘We parted ways with the elves without so much as a greeting, though…’

Fortunately, none of these incidents were directly related to my leadership, but it did slow us down more than I’d like.

“We don’t have much time left. We need to move as quickly as possible.”

Chelsea’s firm words echoed the urgency of our situation; there was no time left to waste.

Then, Fabian spoke up in a playful tone.

“We wouldn’t be in this situation if someone hadn’t gotten us caught up in that dungeon.”

“Sorry. I didn’t know it was a trap.”

Kyle, the source of all these incidents, scratched his head and awkwardly apologized.

Fabian smirked at Kyle, then shook his head.

“Well, it’s not your fault we triggered a hidden trap. But the person who led us there might be.”

“…”

Fabian’s constant jabs and his antagonistic gaze had been getting on my nerves.

[I don’t like him.]

The Jealous Spirit Airsya seemed to have sensed Fabian’s true intentions and openly expressed her displeasure.

‘I feel the same way.’

However…

‘The problem is that I don’t have time to deal with him right now.’

With just about a week left, it was going to be tight to reach the Vade Marquisate’s estate, find the targeted item, and return to the academy.

[That guy’s eyes have bothered me from the start. Are you really going to let him be?]

‘Yeah, ignoring him is the best option for now.’

I decided to ignore Fabian’s provocations and irritation until I could complete the ‘Novice Challenge.’

Then—

“Kyaaaaaaah!”

A scream suddenly echoed from somewhere nearby.

“Over by the east.”

Chelsea quickly pinpointed the location.

“It’s a group of monsters. It seems some children from a nearby village are surrounded.”

Princess Francia, who had used her spirit to quickly assess the situation, reported back.

“I’ll go take care of it quickly, Kamon.”

Kyle asked for permission to go, determination in his eyes.

‘Damn it, we don’t have time for this.’

I cursed inwardly, but my words came out differently.

“If we get delayed here, it could mess up our schedule. Are you still going to go, Kyle?”

“There are children in danger.”

Kyle answered as if there was no other option, leaving me with no choice but to sigh deeply.

“If you get caught by the Vade family while we’re…”

But before I could finish—

“Tsk, Kyle. You don’t need his permission. I’m going first.”

Thud, thud, thud!

Fabian took off running, without even waiting for permission.

“Hey, Fabian?!”

Kyle called out in surprise, but soon nodded as if making a decision and shouted back to me.

“Kamon, I’m sorry. Hey, Fabian, wait up!”

Thud, thud, thud!

And with that, Kyle chased after Fabian at full speed.

“…”

I stood there silently, watching them go, as Princess Francia approached me.

“There’s nothing you can do. Try to understand them, Kamon.”

Her words were meant to console me, but Chelsea quickly voiced her objection.

“But what if this delays the ‘Novice Challenge’? What if we fail because of them?”

“We can’t just ignore innocent people in danger. They’re citizens of the Empire…”

As Princess Francia spoke from a perspective befitting an imperial princess, Chelsea bit her lower lip before shaking her head and muttering.

“I don’t know. If we keep getting involved in every little thing and rescuing people, when will we ever accomplish our goal?”

“Chelsea, that’s…”

“I’m not against saving people. But when we’re given a choice later, will we keep focusing on immediate crises?”

Chelsea’s sharp tone silenced Princess Francia, who no longer had a response.

[Why are these two fighting all of a sudden? I don’t know, but it’s pretty entertaining.]

Ignoring Airsya’s unnecessary commentary, I turned to watch the two women.

Chelsea had a point.

If we were on a mission to defeat the Demon King, would we still risk exposure and death by rescuing innocent civilians when we weren’t prepared?

‘Kyle probably would.’

That’s why he’s the protagonist of the novel and chosen as a hero.

But for ordinary people like me, it would be different.

“The reason we’ve been delayed so far is because of similar incidents. I think it’s an issue we’ll have to address sooner or later.”

Chelsea’s final, assertive words left Princess Francia with a bitter smile and a nod.

“Yes, you’re right. At some point, we

’ll need to adjust how we handle this. But…”

Just as Princess Francia was about to continue—

“How long are you going to keep talking? Are we that free on time?”

“…”

“Kamon!”

I cut in, ending their conversation.

“Let’s go. Who knows what kind of trouble they’ll cause, but the sooner we wrap this up, the better.”

The topic of conversation between Princess Francia and Chelsea was one without a clear answer, a difference in opinion that ran in parallel.

In the original story, Chelsea eventually relented and helped Kyle, but…

‘We don’t have time for this now.’

Whatever happens later is Kyle and the other characters’ problem.

Right now, I have to get through this ‘Novice Challenge’ at all costs.

‘It’s the only way to find out what’s causing the issue with my body.’

Recalling my conversation with the Red Mage Beatrice, I moved forward with a detached expression.
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Following the traces left by Kyle and Fabian, I came upon a scene where children from a nearby village, who seemed to be out on an innocent stroll, were surrounded by a horde of monsters.

There were six children, likely around their early teens, trembling in fear as they huddled together.

Kieeek!

The creatures encircling them appeared to be a band of goblins, common in these parts…

Growl!

‘Gnolls?’

On the other side, a group of gnolls had also gathered, staking out their territory.

While neither monster was particularly threatening on its own, the combination was unusual.

“Goblins and gnolls together?”

Chelsea, who was beside me, tilted her head in confusion as she mumbled.

Indeed, as she noted, goblins and gnolls were entirely different species. Rather than cooperating, they typically clashed whenever they encountered one another.

So…

“Someone must be commanding them,” I speculated.

“That seems likely. That’s probably why Kyle and Fabian haven’t made a move yet,” Princess Francia added as she arrived, nodding in agreement.

The two who arrived first were not foolish; they were carefully watching their surroundings, prepared for any attacks from the monsters.

“Anything from the spirits?” I asked.

“Not yet. There aren’t any other life forms around that I can sense.”

[Heh, how naive.]

Irritated by the Jealous Spirit Airsya’s mocking tone, I pressed her.


‘Airsya, do you know something?’

[Hmm, who knows?]

It was clear she knew something, but her reluctance to cooperate made me quickly consider rubbing the ‘Orb’ ring again.

[Whoa, whoa, hold up!]

In a panic, she hurriedly suggested a deal.

[If I tell you what I know, promise me you’ll stop rubbing or pressing the ring so much. It’s humiliating, you know. Deal?]

It seemed she was fed up with being at my mercy, but I shook my head as I replied.

‘I think you’re mistaken about something, Airsya.’

[What?]

‘A deal is something made between equals. Let’s change the terms. If you don’t tell me what you know right now, I’ll spend the next hour polishing the Orb.’

[W-what?! Damn it, you bastard! You’re like a devil!]

‘You have ten seconds to decide. Ten, nine…’

[Wait, wait! Give me more time! Ten seconds is too short!]

Airsya whirled around me in desperation, but I had no intention of stopping.

‘Eight, seven, six…’

[Alright! Alright! I’ll tell you! Just stop!]

Finally, as she yielded, I smiled slyly and asked in a more relaxed tone.

‘So, what is it?’

[That dumb woman can’t figure it out, but if you’re dealing with a being with similar spirit power, it can easily deceive her. So instead of relying on spirit power, try using something else to find it.]

‘Are you suggesting I use mana instead of spirit power?’


[There are many ways to go about it.]

‘I see…’

I immediately closed my eyes and began to concentrate, spreading my mana outwards.

Through the waves of mana I spread, I could sense everything around me—Princess Francia, Chelsea, Kyle and Fabian, the village children, and even the monsters.

Then suddenly—

‘…!’

[Did you find it?]

I detected a faint, alien presence far off in the distance.

‘What’s this?’

I had sensed something, but it was so brief that I wasn’t sure if I had imagined it. As I hesitated, Airsya spoke again.

[Sometimes creatures hide deep in the ground or inside trees to avoid detection.]

‘What? Underground?’

I immediately spread my mana deeper into the ground.

“…!”

[Creatures known as dryads often hide deep underground, where they can avoid detection. And one of their most dangerous weapons is their mind magic.]

Airsya began to lecture me like a professor teaching about monsters, clearly proud of her knowledge.

As she described, I sensed the presence of a dryad—a tree spirit monster—hidden deep underground.

“I’ve found it.”

“What?”

“The creature commanding those monsters is hiding underground to the northwest. I believe it’s a dryad.”


“A dryad?”

Both Chelsea and Princess Francia focused intently on my words.

“It seems like it’s using the gnolls and goblins to attack the children. This could be a trap.”

“A trap?”

“A trap to lure in bigger prey.”

At the same time, I amplified the power I was exerting on the Orb.

Soon, I detected another group in the distance.

‘Orcs?’

[Oh, you sensed that too?]

‘If you knew, you could’ve mentioned it earlier.’

[Why would I? It’s not like it benefits me.]

‘Oh, really? If you insist on being punished, I can oblige.’

[W-wait! I didn’t mean it that way… Urk, ugh!]

At that moment, Princess Francia, who had been concentrating, spoke up.

“You’re right, Kamon. I can sense other life forms to the northeast. It seems like…”

“Yes, there’s a group of orcs there.”

Having fully assessed the situation, I quickly issued my next orders.

“Princess, Chelsea, head toward the orc group immediately and take care of them. Then signal Kyle and Fabian to deal with the gnolls and goblins here.”

“And you?”

“Dryads are immune to physical attacks. I’ll use my magic to destroy it.”

Everyone nodded in agreement with my clear instructions.

“Alright, I’ll use ‘Gatraon’ to communicate the situation to Kyle and Fabian. And Chelsea.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“Do you think we can handle the orcs?”

“…Of course.”

Given the capabilities they had shown so far, dealing with these monsters shouldn’t be difficult. However, the presence of a commanding dryad was a variable, and facing a coalition of monsters that wouldn’t normally cooperate could lead to unexpected complications.

“Let’s handle this as quickly as possible.”

“Understood.”

“Yes, Kamon.”

With our plan set, we moved swiftly into action.

Thud, thud, thud!

My task was to eliminate the dryad hiding to the northwest.

‘The dryad is rooted in one place, much like its nickname as a tree spirit. As long as I avoid direct eye contact, it shouldn’t be difficult.’

I recalled the details and strategies I had read about dryads in the library.

Once you lock eyes with a dryad, it uses powerful mind magic.

As long as I avoided that, it was just a simple monster.

I approached the spot where I expected the dryad to be hiding and began to cast a spell.

“Flip!”

As I cast a spell to dig into the ground—

Rumble!

I felt a massive vibration underground, followed by—

Swoosh!

A root-like appendage shot out of the ground.

“Barrier.”

Bang!

A light barrier spell blocked the attack, and I cast the spell again.

“Flip, flip, flip!”

A series of earth-flipping spells tore up the ground, as if a backhoe had been at work, scattering soil everywhere.

And then—

Roar!

Emerging from the disrupted earth was a creature with bark-like blue skin and glowing red eyes—a hideous dryad.

“That must be the dryad.”

I glanced at the creature, careful not to meet its gaze, noting its fluid, seemingly immaterial form that would render physical attacks ineffective.

[It’s always disgusting to look at. What are you waiting for? Get rid of it already.]

Ignoring Airsya’s muttering, I continued.

“Fireball.”

I summoned a familiar ball of flame.

[Hmm. Its affinity is with wood, but a single fireball won’t be enough to take it down.]

“Who said I was using just one? Fireball, fireball… Fireball!”

As usual, I summoned over a dozen fireballs, surrounding the dryad.

“I’ll finish it in one go.”

With a casual flick of my hand—

Swoosh!

The swarm of fireballs flew through the air, crashing into the dryad.

Boom!

Roar!

Unable to withstand the barrage of flames, the dryad, rooted in place, was obliterated.

Clenching my fists, I let out a short exclamation.

“It’s done.”

But at that moment—

[Are you sure about that?]

“Hm?”

Airsya’s sudden words made me snap my head toward her, just as—

Boom!

A massive explosion echoed from the direction where Kyle and Fabian were.

“What the…?”

[You might want to check it out quickly.]

“What?”

[I don’t recall ever saying there was only one dryad.]

“…!”

Airsya’s mocking tone and sinister grin made me scowl.

Though she was currently bound to the ‘Orb,’ she was still fundamentally a corrupted spirit, one that delighted in causing harm.

Thud, thud, thud!

‘Damn it, I was careless. I should have been more suspicious of her words.’

[Heh, finally figured it out?]

Laughing snidely, Airsya’s voice echoed in my ears as I sprinted toward the source of the explosion, furiously rubbing the ring.

[Ack, ugh! S-stop!]

“You provoked me, so now you pay the price.”

[Uuuurgh!]

As I ran, vigorously rubbing the ring, I finally reached the scene—

“Damn, mind magic!”

There I found Kyle and Fabian locked in a deadly struggle, their weapons—spear and sword—crossed in a fierce battle under the control of two more dryads.

* * *

Sherry Anton.

She was a village girl with a father who was an ordinary herb gatherer and a mother who managed the household. The third of four siblings, with an older sister, an older brother, and a younger brother, Sherry was lively and spirited, beloved by both the village folk and children her age.

Like many other young girls…

‘I’ll marry a handsome prince someday.’

She harbored dreams that seemed straight out of a fairy tale, believing that such fantasies could become reality as she nurtured her adventurous spirit and ambitions.

Then one day, her close friend Atsha made an intriguing suggestion.

“Sherry, I heard someone spotted a red evening primrose in the eastern forest the other day. Want to go see it?”

“Red evening primrose?”

“Yeah, they say it’s really pretty. It smells even better than the usual ones.”

Evening primroses usually bloomed in violet hues, so the idea of a red one piqued Sherry’s curiosity.

“We’re planning to go with Taylor, Port, and Antony later. You should come too, Sherry.”

“Hmm, I think I should ask my mom.”

“Aw, come on. You know the adults will just say it’s too dangerous. But we’ve been there so many times before without any trouble.”

Atsha’s reasoning won her over. They had explored the forest many times before without incident. And besides, Sherry was drawn by the idea of seeing a red evening primrose.

So in the end—

“…Alright, I’ll go.”

“Great! See you later!”

They parted with smiles, and when the time came, they met outside the forest and headed in without hesitation.

But soon after—

Kieeek!

Growl!

They were suddenly confronted by a group of monsters, throwing them into a dire situation.

Trembling uncontrollably, Sherry deeply regretted her decision.

‘I shouldn’t have come. I should have told my mom.’

As she cursed her past self and wished desperately to turn back time—

Thud, clang!

Two dashing figures appeared before them.

“Are you kids okay?”

Armed with spear and sword, they stood boldly before the monsters, smiling reassuringly.

“Who… who are you…?”

“There’ll be time for that later. Let’s deal with this first.”

And as she gazed at them—

‘Wow, it’s like a prince.’

Sherry felt her legs go weak as she beheld the scene—just like the brave prince or knight she had always dreamed of, rescuing them in the nick of time.

Watching them skillfully take down the monsters, just as she had imagined, Sherry felt a glimmer of hope.

“We’re saved…”

Someone among her group whispered as if the ordeal had finally ended.

But then—

Roar!

With a monstrous roar, the ground split open, revealing more creatures with blue bark and glowing red eyes.

And then—

“Fabian!”

The spear-wielding prince’s eyes turned red as he suddenly began attacking the sword-wielding prince.

“Damn it! Fabian, snap out of it!”

“…”

Unable to strike down his comrade, the sword-wielding prince was soon covered in wounds, barely holding off the attacks.

But that wasn’t the worst of it.

Kieek!

The remaining monsters slowly advanced on Sherry and her friends.

“D-don’t come near!”

“Aah!”

They threw whatever they could—stones, sticks—in a futile attempt to defend themselves, but the goblins, their tongues flicking as if savoring their next meal, continued their approach. Sherry felt a chill run down her spine as one of the goblins drew closer, its eyes gleaming with hunger.

“P-please, don’t come any closer… Someone… help us… please…”

Tears welled up in her eyes as she muttered helplessly, realizing that even the valiant princes from her dreams couldn’t save her now.

The stench of rotting flesh filled her nostrils, and Sherry’s mind was overwhelmed by the thought of death.

‘It’s over.’

As she resigned herself to her fate, ready to embrace the end—

Whoosh, boom!

Kieeek!

A wave of heat surged through her as the goblin approaching her burst into flames.

And then—

Thud.

A shadow loomed over her, appearing out of nowhere.

“Get out of the way and move over there! Now!”

The commanding voice snapped Sherry and her friends out of their daze, and without thinking, they followed his orders.
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Chapter 147

The scene before me was chaotic: two dryads commanding a horde of monsters, and Kyle and Fabian, who were supposed to protect the village children, were now locked in a deadly standoff, their weapons clashing.

“That idiot…”

Fabian’s eyes were glowing red, a clear sign that he had fallen under the mind control of the dryads.

Just then—

“Please… help us…”

A tearful voice reached my ears.

I turned to see the goblins advancing toward the children.

“Fireball.”

Without hesitation, I summoned a massive fireball.

Whoosh, boom! Ka-boom!

Kieeeek!

In an instant, the fireball incinerated half a dozen goblins, reducing them to ash. I quickly moved toward the children and shouted at them.

“Get out of here and take cover over there! Now! Stay here, and you’ll be caught in the crossfire.”

As I barked my orders, I reached out a hand to a little girl who was sobbing on the ground.

“You too, get up!”

Dazed, she took my hand and stood up. As the five children hurried away from the approaching monsters, I began casting spells.

“Fireball, Ice Spear, Chain Lightning, Magic Missile!”

It was a barrage of basic attack spells, something I had become known for.

Whoosh, shing, crackle, whoosh!


The spells flew forward, each making its distinct noise, awaiting my command.

Whizz!

The spells surged forward, obliterating everything in their path.

Boom, crack, kaboom!

Kieeeek!

Grrraaah!

Like a torrential downpour, the rain of magic engulfed the monsters, reducing them to nothing but ash.

“Kamon!”

Kyle called out, recognizing my arrival. I responded casually.

“Keep that idiot pinned down; don’t let him get away.”

“Got it.”

Kyle’s previously despairing expression lit up with newfound hope, and he nodded resolutely.

Then—

“Kamon, whatever you do, don’t look into their eyes!”

“…What?”

“Don’t look into their eyes!”

Kyle, still managing to issue warnings, focused on keeping Fabian’s attention.

“Fabian, if you can’t regain your senses, just keep your eyes on me. Don’t look anywhere else!”

Hearing Kyle’s desperate instructions, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“They’re not even dating, so why the insistence on only looking at him?”


[Well, love knows no boundaries…]

‘Haven’t you learned your lesson yet, Airsya?’

[Ugh.]

Perhaps the recent discipline had left its mark, as Airsya cut off her comments midway, retreating. I shook my head and continued.

‘Mess with me again, and you’ll be begging me to send you to hell.’

[You really are a demon.]

‘I don’t show mercy to my enemies.’

[I’m not your enemy.]

‘Oh, really?’

I couldn’t help but laugh at her absurd claim. I turned my attention to where the dryads had been.

They had vanished without a trace.

‘They must have burrowed underground…’

Even though tracking them down wouldn’t be too difficult, they were more dangerous when hidden.

‘Dryads hidden underground or inside trees become exponentially more resistant to magic, don’t they?’

I recalled a line from a strategy guide, realizing that once these monsters took up defensive positions, defeating them would be far more challenging.

Having lost their mobility, their defense had increased significantly. The first dryad I encountered had been caught off guard and destroyed before it could react.

But the other two, seeing me incinerate their minions in an instant, had wisely retreated.

Moreover, these creatures possessed a certain level of intelligence.

‘They won’t come out easily…’

Just then—


“Fabian, snap out of it!”

“Graaah, die!”

Thud!

Fabian continued to swing his spear wildly, with Kyle struggling to contain him.

‘What’s going on? Kyle should be able to subdue him easily.’

With his skills, Kyle should have been able to handle Fabian without much trouble.

“Urgh!”

Kyle was straining to block Fabian’s attacks, sweat pouring down his face, indicating he was struggling more than usual.

‘Hey, Airsya.’

[… ]

She remained silent, likely sulking after my earlier threats. I continued in a softer tone.

‘You said you weren’t my enemy, right?’

[That’s right. I’m not your enemy.]

‘Then, is Kyle resisting the dryads’ mind control?’

When I pointed to Kyle, Airsya answered with a sleepy tone.

[What are you talking about…? Huh?]

She sounded surprised, as if she had noticed something unexpected.

[He’s resisting a tree spirit’s mind magic? Ha, I’ve seen it all now.]

‘So that’s it.’

As I suspected, Kyle was resisting the dryad’s mind control while also trying to subdue Fabian.

It would be impressive for anyone to resist even one instance of mind control, but Kyle was handling two simultaneously.

‘Of course, this is the protagonist we’re talking about.’

Admiring Kyle’s overpowered, cheat-like abilities, I addressed Airsya again.

‘Airsya, I need you to do me a favor.’

[A favor?]

She sounded puzzled by my sudden request.

With a sly grin, I explained the plan that had just come to mind.

* * *

Thud!

“Damn it, Fabian!”

Swish, boom!

Kyle dodged Fabian’s spear strike, cursing under his breath.

“Snap out of it!”

“Die!”

But with his pupils and the surrounding area completely dyed red, Fabian continued to shriek and attack wildly.

[Kyle, kill him! Tear him apart!]

‘Shut up already!’

Kyle resisted the sickening voice echoing in his mind as he assessed the situation.

‘How did it come to this?’

Kyle recalled the moment when Fabian fell under the dryad’s control.

Fabian had been confidently swinging his spear earlier.

“Want to make a bet on who can kill more monsters, Kyle?”

“This isn’t a game. The kids are scared, so let’s finish this quickly.”

“Heh, typical Kyle.”

They had been bantering while taking down monsters, but then the translucent, blue-skinned creatures with bark-like skin and glowing red eyes appeared.

Roooaaar!

As the eerie monsters emerged, Fabian halted mid-swing and muttered in confusion.

“What are these…?”

Seeing Fabian freeze, Kyle felt something was wrong and tried to stay alert. But before he could react—

Zap.

Their red eyes locked onto his, and Kyle’s mind was hit with a powerful jolt.

[Kill them all.]

‘What?’

[Kill them all!]

‘No! Who the hell are you?’

[Your resistance is strong. I’ll have to try harder.]

“Aaaargh!”

Fabian’s scream snapped Kyle out of his thoughts, and he quickly realized they were both in trouble.

“Fabian?”

But—

“Stay back, Kyle! Ugh, damn it!”

Fabian clutched his head in pain, clearly struggling with the same mental assault.

“Fabian, don’t listen! Ignore that voice!”

“Those bastards are in my head… Aaaagh!”

Thud!

Fabian suddenly dropped to one knee, his head hanging low.

“Fabian?!”

Shocked by the unexpected turn of events, Kyle rushed to his side.

Swish!

“Urgh.”

But Fabian swung his spear upward, attacking Kyle.

“I’ll kill you.”

“Damn it, Fabian!”

[Kyle, kill him. Rip him to shreds!]

The voice echoed again in Kyle’s mind as Fabian’s spear strikes intensified, leaving him dizzy.

“Kill! Kill them all!”

With his eyes fully blood-red, Fabian charged at Kyle with terrifying intensity.

“Fabian, please, snap out of it!”

[Kill him!]

‘Shut up!’

Thwack, boom!

Kyle shouted back, determined to block out the voice. He turned his attention to the source of the problem.

The translucent blue creatures with bark-like skin and glowing red eyes exuded a foul, sticky aura.

‘It’s the eyes. Those eyes are the source of all this.’

Without needing to consult a strategy guide, Kyle instinctively knew what needed to be done.

‘I need to destroy them to fix everything.’

But—

Swish, boom!

“Die!”

With Fabian’s relentless attacks, it was hard for Kyle to break away.

‘Damn it, if only Fabian wasn’t here, I could take them all down.’

Kyle didn’t want to hurt his close friend, so he tried to protect him while dealing with the situation.

Then, he noticed the monsters moving closer to the village children.

“Damn it, no!”

Panicked, Kyle prepared to intervene when—

Boom!

“Kamon!”

Out of nowhere, Kamon Vade arrived, swiftly neutralizing the threat.

‘Kamon can take care of those monsters.’

Kyle, who trusted Kamon completely, called out.

“Whatever you do, don’t look into their eyes, Kamon!”

Then—

“Alright, Fabian. Let’s just keep sparring like we used to.”

Kyle resolved to keep Fabian occupied.

But then—

Boom!

“Whoa.”

A sudden impact shook the ground, causing Kyle to struggle to maintain his balance.

Fabian also seemed caught off guard, stumbling and falling to the ground.

Taking advantage of the momentary distraction, Kyle glanced around and saw Kamon upending the earth with his magic.

‘Are the monsters hiding underground?’

Kyle’s guess was confirmed when the blue-skinned monsters with bark-like skin resurfaced, unearthed by Kamon.

Their glowing red eyes reappeared.

“Don’t look into their eyes!”

Kyle tried to warn Kamon again, but—

“…”

Kamon was already staring intently at the blue-skinned creature in front of him, locking eyes with its fiery red gaze.

“Ah.”

Kyle felt a chill as his mind went blank.

Roaaaar!

The creatures seemed to realize the same thing, letting out a guttural, triumphant roar as if they were laughing.

Kyle’s mind raced faster than ever.

‘If Kamon falls under mind control too…’

The situation would turn disastrous. Kyle knew better than anyone how formidable Kamon truly was, to the point where even he couldn’t handle him at full strength.

“Damn it, I have no choice.”

At this point, there was no way to resolve the situation peacefully. He might have to risk his life or even strike down both Fabian and Kamon.

‘I have to prevent the worst-case scenario.’

With that grim resolve, Kyle set down the sword he had been using and pulled a different one from his back.

Ziiing.

It was the sword of a former hero, the *Python*, passed down to him by Dean Elmon. This was Kyle’s way of signaling that he was about to fight with everything he had.

And at that exact moment—

“Fireball.”

Whoosh!

Dozens of fireballs shot into the sky.

The atmosphere grew tense as if the fiery orbs might come crashing down at any moment. Kyle gritted his teeth and muttered under his breath.

“…Bring it on.”

As he tightened his grip on the sword, Kyle briefly recalled a past honor duel.

“I told you before, didn’t I? That kind of magic won’t work on me.”

No matter how many basic spells Kamon threw at him, they were nothing more than a warm-up for Kyle.

So—

“This might actually be a good thing.”

With a faint smile, Kyle shouted with all his might, ready to confront Kamon once and for all.

“This time, I’ll finally… Huh?”

Before Kyle could finish his sentence, the fireballs began to move.

But their direction was completely unexpected.

Whoosh, boom!

The fireballs flew straight at the two dryads and exploded on impact.

“…?”

Kyle was left dumbfounded by the sudden, completely unforeseen outcome.

And then, a familiar voice reached his ears.

“What have you been doing this whole time, Kyle?”

It was Kamon Vade.

“Huh?”

“What are you doing over there?”

“Oh, uh… nothing?”

Kyle could only manage a sheepish smile as he scratched the back of his head in embarrassment.
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Chapter 148

[Avoid eye contact?]

‘Yeah, since their mind control magic only works if you make eye contact. If you block my view with your body, it should prevent the magic from affecting me.’

Although Airsya’s form was slightly transparent, I could still see the dryads’ movements through her.

[But they can’t see me, though?]

‘I can see you, and that’s enough. There’s no direct eye contact with them.’

It was a bit of a loophole, almost like wordplay, but it made sense. For their magic to take effect, there had to be direct eye contact between the caster and the victim.

‘But since you’re visible only to me, I can avoid their gaze entirely.’

I wasn’t entirely sure how it worked, but my gut told me this strategy would work.

As I quickly approached the dryads, I found myself face-to-face with one of them.

And—

“…!”

[How do you feel? Any headache or discomfort?]

As requested, Airsya placed herself between me and the dryad, and to my relief, I felt nothing.

‘Nothing at all.’

Proven that their magic had no effect on me thanks to Airsya, I prepared to counterattack.

“Fireball!”

A swarm of fireballs shot up into the sky, ready to rain down on the dryads. While physical attacks wouldn’t work on them, magic was another story.

‘Let’s burn them all.’

Just as I was about to launch the attack—


Schwing!

“Bring it on!”

Kyle’s sudden shout made me turn to see him, sword in hand, glaring at me.

“What?”

Kyle continued, seemingly caught up in his own thoughts.

“I told you before, didn’t I? That kind of magic won’t work on me.”

“…?”

I shook my head at Kyle’s apparent misunderstanding and directed the summoned magic toward the dryads.

Then—

Whoosh, boom, crash!

With a series of explosions, the two dryads were obliterated.

“Now, what were you saying?”

“…Huh?”

Kyle, who had been spouting dramatic lines, suddenly looked confused, his serious expression faltering.

“What have you been mumbling about over there?”

My sharp question seemed to snap him out of it. Sheepishly, Kyle lowered the sword he was holding, scratching the back of his head with an awkward grin.

“Oh, uh… nothing, really. Haha.”

[Is that guy an idiot?]

‘I wouldn’t say that… maybe just a little too earnest.’

As I shook my head, responding to Airsya’s comment, I heard familiar voices approaching.


“Kamon!”

“Is everyone okay?”

It was Chelsea and Princess Francia. They looked a bit battered, with some soot marks and bloodstains on their armor, indicating they had been through a tough fight.

“Yes, it’s all over here.”

“Kamon, why are you here?”

Princess Francia seemed puzzled, recalling the role I was supposed to play.

“It was necessary.”

I replied matter-of-factly.

“Necessary?”

“As you can see, they couldn’t handle it alone.”

“Alone? But Kyle and Fabian were… Hm?”

Princess Francia noticed something and looked slightly startled.

“Why is Fabian on the ground?”

Most of the monsters, who had been under the dryads’ mind control, were now unconscious on the ground. With the dryads gone, they seemed to have fainted.

Fabian, too, was unconscious, lying on the ground.

“Well, about that…”

Kyle, who was standing nearby, hesitated to explain, so I stepped in firmly.

“Fabian fell under the dryad’s mind control. Because of that, the children were in danger.”

“What?”

Princess Francia’s face showed a moment of confusion, but she quickly pieced the situation together and nodded.


“It was the dryad’s mind magic.”

“Yes.”

At that moment—

Rustle.

“Fortunately, the children are safe.”

Chelsea emerged from the bushes with the children who had been hiding. Most of them were pale with fear, but one little girl’s eyes were still sparkling despite the terror.

‘That look is a bit unsettling.’

Her gaze was locked entirely on me, making me uncomfortable. I quickly averted my eyes and spoke to Princess Francia.

“I’ll leave the cleanup to you, Princess. I need a break.”

“Oh, alright.”

Princess Francia nodded as she surveyed the wreckage.

[You’re tired after just this? The same you who was casting those powerful spells nonstop?!]

Airsya seemed indignant, flustered by my comment.

‘Just be quiet. I’m tired, that’s all.’

Ignoring her complaints, I quietly slipped away from the group.

Then—

“Hm, so this is how it works.”

I picked up a few unconscious gnolls and goblins, examining the traces left on them.

The dryads’ mind control magic intrigued me. Despite its limitations, if successfully cast, it seemed to be a highly effective form of control.

However—

“So, it’s not mana, but corrupted spirit energy they use?”

[Didn’t I tell you? They’re spirits, but too lowly to be considered true spirits. They’re just low-grade tree spirits!]

Airsya cackled as she explained, and I nodded seriously, considering the implications.

Humans typically couldn’t use monster magic because the methods and systems were fundamentally different from ours.

But—

“If it’s corrupted spirit energy, that changes things.”

If it’s not mana but corrupted spirit energy, then maybe I could use it too.

I had absorbed some of Airsya’s power, after all.

With the general principles understood and the information analyzed and stored in my mind, I wrapped up my study of the dryads’ magic and returned to the group. Princess Francia was the first to brief me on our current situation.

“We’ve decided to take the children back to their village nearby. We can’t just leave them here.”

I nodded at her decision, though Chelsea, who stood nearby, reminded everyone of something important in a firm tone.

“We don’t have much time left. We only have about a day before things get really tight. If we take longer than that, we might not make it in time.”

Princess Francia sighed lightly and nodded in agreement.

“Yes, I’m aware. We’ll move as quickly as possible. If things get too tight, we may have to leave Fabian in the village and keep moving. We can’t drag an unconscious teammate with us.”

“…”

Kyle, who was supporting the unconscious Fabian, didn’t say anything. It was clear from his expression that he agreed with this plan, despite its harshness.

I walked over to Kyle and quietly asked him something important.

“Hey, Kyle.”

“Yeah, Kamon?”

He smiled as he responded, still holding up Fabian.

I leaned in closer and asked the question that had been on my mind.

“When you were exposed to the dryad’s mind magic, what did it feel like?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, when you made eye contact with the dryad, how did it feel? Was it tingly? Did you get a headache or something?”

“Hmm… I’m not really sure. Things were so chaotic at the time that I didn’t really notice.”

“…I see.”

Kyle’s puzzled expression told me he wasn’t able to give me a clear answer. I decided not to press the issue further. Even if I got an answer now, it wasn’t like I could immediately learn or replicate the magic.

‘I was hoping to get a better sense of how it worked.’

I continued walking beside Kyle and gave him a parting remark.

“Let me know if anything comes to mind later.”

“Sure, I will.”

Kyle smiled faintly and nodded. I turned my gaze elsewhere.

‘He’s always so agreeable.’

“Alright, let’s get moving.”

Despite her natural discomfort around children, Chelsea took on the task of looking after them without hesitation. She led the way as we followed Princess Francia’s instructions and headed toward the village where the children lived.

We arrived at a small village just before dusk, where we were greeted with overwhelming gratitude.

“Thank you so much.”

“The kids wandered into the forest on their own… We’re just so relieved they’re safe.”

“Thank you, really.”

The villagers, who had been anxiously waiting after learning the children had gone missing, were beside themselves with relief. Parents, who were clearly on edge, repeatedly bowed their heads in gratitude.

“…We’ll talk about this later.”

“I’m just glad you’re back safe.”

“Whew, you really gave me a scare!”

There were all sorts of reactions from the villagers.

And then—

“Ho ho, we owe a great debt to you Academy students.”

Amidst the crowd, I heard a familiar voice.

“The village chief.”

“He’s the head of this village.”

As the village leader approached us, I momentarily lost my words.

“…”

The old man, smiling as he approached, also froze the moment our eyes met.

“This… this is…”

The village chief’s expression changed as if he had seen a ghost, his words stuck in his throat.

“Ch-Chief?”

“What’s wrong?”

The others looked puzzled, clearly not understanding what was happening. Even our group exchanged confused glances. Princess Francia stepped forward, speaking modestly on our behalf.

“We were simply doing what we had to.”

“…”

Despite her polite words, the old man couldn’t seem to take his eyes off me, unable to speak.

‘So, we meet again.’

I smirked at him, memories flooding back to me, memories of someone I had vowed never to forget, not even in my dreams.

– If you head that way, you’ll have to cross a mountain, but there shouldn’t be any real dangers. You should be able to cross it fairly quickly.

– I’m not exactly sure how long it’ll take, but I’d say about three or four days at a normal walking pace.

I remembered being chased by bears and wolves, spending sleepless nights shivering in fear while feeding blood to insects for free. All these unpleasant memories surfaced.

Yes, he was the one who gave me the wrong directions.

The first real crisis I faced in this world after getting transported here was all thanks to this man.

‘That was the first time I really got screwed over.’

And—

– The village chief directed you to that mountain path? Something’s not right. He wouldn’t send you through such a dangerous area unless he did it on purpose.

‘I still owe that chef back at the Academy, don’t I?’

I decided to save that for later when I returned to the Academy. For now…

I smiled brightly at the village chief, the man who had once sent me down the wrong path, and spoke.

“Good to see you again, Chief. We’ve met before, haven’t we?”
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“Wh-what… how do you…?”

The village chief’s stammering response directed everyone’s attention toward me.

Soon enough:

“Kamon, how do you know the chief?”

Princess Francia asked, voicing the question that was on everyone’s mind.

But just then:

“You devil! Are you planning to torment our village again?!”

The chief suddenly erupted, frothing at the mouth as he shouted.

“D-devil?”

“But he’s the one who saved our children…”

“Chief, please calm down.”

The villagers tried to restrain him, visibly shocked by his unexpected outburst.

However, the chief, increasingly frantic, turned to Princess Francia and cried out.

“Your Highness? What are you doing in a place like this? And with this demon?”

“…What?”

Princess Francia, taken aback by his sudden accusation, hesitated for a moment before responding with a polite bow.

“I didn’t expect anyone here to recognize me. I’m here on an Academy mission.”

At her response, the villagers’ murmurings grew louder, filled with surprise.

“What? The princess?”


“Is she really the princess?”

But the chief, undeterred by the growing confusion, pointed a trembling finger at me and continued his tirade.

“But why are you with him? He’s trash, no—a demon!”

“…”

The chief’s finger was now directed at me as he addressed the villagers.

“Have you all forgotten? Every year, this man came to our village, plundering and demanding tributes from us! He’s the only disgrace of the Vade Marquisate, the infamous black sheep of the family.”

“The black sheep of the Vade family?”

“Wait, is he that spoiled prince?”

Recognition flickered in the villagers’ eyes as some nodded, recalling past grievances.

“I remember. He used to come every winter, forcing the chief to hand over our goods.”

“Yes, and he would even kidnap girls over the age of fifteen, claiming they were his.”

“I remember Bator. He’s still limping from the beating he took after accidentally stepping on the young master’s shadow.”

As the testimonies piled up, the expressions of those around me darkened, especially Princess Francia, whose face turned as red as a tomato, clearly humiliated by the accounts she was hearing.

‘Well, what can you do? That’s the price of teaming up with Kamon Vade.’

Though I couldn’t help but feel a bit bitter about it, I understood the reality of the situation.

‘Honestly, even I’d be fooled by this.’

The stories of plundering, kidnapping, and violence—they were exactly the kinds of crimes Kamon Vade had committed at Flance Imperial Academy. Hearing them from the mouths of actual victims only made the accusations seem more legitimate.

But.

‘His acting is impeccable. He’s turned fiction into fact with sheer conviction.’

[Heh, you really are like me, Kamon Vade.]


Airsya’s voice in my head was full of admiration as she praised the chief’s performance.

[You’re more vicious than any of my siblings combined. No wonder you were able to subdue me.]

I rolled my eyes at her, muttering coldly.

‘Just be quiet for now.’

[My dear brother, how about a more refined request?]

I sighed deeply at her overly familiar tone.

‘Please, just shut up.’

At that moment:

“But why bring up the Vade family’s black sheep now?”

“Yeah, it’s like you’re saying he’s one of us…”

“Don’t even mention him! Just thinking about it gives me chills.”

As the villagers’ grumblings about Kamon Vade reached a crescendo, the chief seized the opportunity, pointing directly at me.

“That man is Kamon Vade!”

“What?! Him?”

“That can’t be true. He’s one of the princess’s companions…”

“But he’s the one who saved our Sherry…”

The villagers looked at me in disbelief, and the chief, sensing the tide turning, doubled down.

“It’s true! He must have deceived the princess, manipulating everyone! I remember perfectly well how wicked and cruel this man is. Don’t let him fool you!”

“…”

“The black sheep was indeed cruel.”


“He was nothing but trouble, always taking without giving.”

“I’ve always wanted to teach him a lesson…”

“I heard he was kicked out of his family, but it seems he’s been hiding at the Academy?”

An atmosphere of hostility began to brew among the villagers, especially those who had no direct connection to the children we saved. Their eyes grew cold as they stared me down.

“How dare he show his face here?”

“The nerve of him! He really is the black sheep.”

“A demon, that’s what he is.”

[Hehe, now they’re calling you a demon. What do you think, Kamon? Want to become my brother for real?]

‘Shut up.’

As the villagers’ anger and insults intensified, I found myself lost in thought.

‘I expected something like this.’

I had always known that when I finally confronted the chief, he would have his reasons, his justifications. I hadn’t expected him to try and rally the villagers against me by painting me as the villain, though.

But still—

‘Should I just handle this Kamon Vade style?’

If I were the real Kamon Vade, I might have burned the chief to ashes by now, unable to tolerate such a situation. And honestly, that was exactly what I wanted to do.

‘It’s not a bad option, really.’

But I shook my head.

‘No, there’s no need to escalate things further.’

With Princess Francia, Kyle, and Chelsea present, doing something reckless would be incredibly foolish.

Besides—

‘If I did that, his lies would become the truth.’

Just then:

“That can’t be right! He saved us!”

‘Hmm?’

“Sh-Sherry!”

The young girl who had been staring at me earlier suddenly spoke up, her voice filled with determination.

“Mom, Dad, he saved me. He’s my lifesaver.”

“…”

“Sherry, be quiet! The adults are talking.”

The middle-aged man, likely her father, scolded her sternly, but she continued with tears in her eyes.

“You’re all being so unfair. This isn’t right.”

Her outburst seemed to embolden the other children.

“She’s right. He saved us.”

“Whether he’s the black sheep or not, he’s a hero to us.”

Their voices grew louder, gaining confidence.

“Silence, all of you!”

“Quiet, now!”

The other adults quickly stepped in, scolding the children into silence.

‘Oh? Is this how it’s going to play out?’

The tension only seemed to provoke one person in particular.

“Wait a moment.”

Chelsea, who had been silent until now, finally spoke up and stepped forward. She approached Sherry and knelt down to speak with her.

“Your name is Sherry, right?”

“…Yes.”

“Are you upset because people are treating Kamon unfairly? Even if he was that notorious black sheep?”

“That’s…”

Sherry hesitated, unsure how to answer Chelsea’s sudden question. Her father took a step forward, his face stern.

“Young lady, what are you—”

“Please, quiet down.”

“What?”

“Sherry, let me ask you again. Even if he’s the black sheep, you’re upset because he’s being treated unfairly, right?”

“…Yes.”

Sherry finally nodded, her expression resolute.

“I hate this. Whether he’s the black sheep or not, he’s a hero to me. He shouldn’t be treated like this.”

“I see.”

Chelsea nodded in satisfaction and stood up, turning to Princess Francia.

“Your Highness.”

“Chelsea?”

“I think this chief is deliberately trying to make things difficult for Kamon.”

“What?”

“What are you…”

The chief’s expression twisted in confusion as he sputtered.

“Young lady, are you accusing me of making up lies to attack him? Everyone here knows how wicked and cruel the black sheep was!”

“…”

Chelsea ignored the chief’s protests and turned back to me.

“Kamon.”

“Huh?”

“Is what they’re saying true?”

Her direct question caught me off guard, but I quickly composed myself.

‘If Chelsea’s backing me up, I’m grateful.’

With her taking the lead, I didn’t have to step in myself. If she hadn’t, I would have had to confront the chief directly.

Because—

“Kamon?”

“No, it’s mostly lies.”

I answered firmly. The truth was, the chief’s accusations were mostly fabricated.

I wasn’t foolish enough to confront the chief without doing some research. After deciding to settle my grudge with him, I had investigated and verified several things.

‘It’s possible he might have harbored some grudge against me or sought revenge.’

But the reality was different.

Sure, there was a kernel of truth in his claims.

‘Kamon Vade did visit this village once.’

He had acted like a spoiled brat, just as the villagers described, even breaking the leg of a young man named Bator.

But that was all.

After that, Kamon Vade hadn’t bothered with this small village, never visiting again—at least not until I arrived.

So the accusations of plundering and kidnapping were all lies created by the chief.

“Are you sure?”

Chelsea asked again, and I shrugged.

“Why would I lie?”

“Good enough for me.”

Chelsea nodded as if she had expected that answer.

“What are you doing?! Do you expect the guilty to confess their crimes? What nonsense is this?”

“My name is Chelsea. And I have questions for you, Chief, so I’ll ask them later.”

“What?”

Chelsea turned away from the flustered chief and addressed the villagers.

“Has anyone here actually met Kamon in person before today

?”

The villagers fell silent, glancing at one another.

“…”

As time passed and no one spoke up, Chelsea changed her question.

“Has anyone here witnessed Kamon directly during the times you claim you were plundered, or when the girls were supposedly kidnapped?”
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As Chelsea’s questions continued, the expressions of the villagers began to shift, confusion and doubt replacing their initial certainty.

“Well, uh…”

“I don’t think we’ve actually seen him ourselves.”

“We just assumed it was the black sheep because the armored men would come and take our things.”

“Right, the chief said it was the black sheep’s doing.”

As the villagers admitted this one by one, Chelsea nodded, her tone firm.

“So, no one here has actually seen Kamon in person during any of these incidents? Not when the problems arose, not when anything happened?”

“Well, uh… no…”

As the villagers grew more uncertain, the chief’s face tightened with frustration, and he finally burst out.

“What are you trying to do here?”

“I’m just asking questions.”

“What’s the point of this? Are you defending him just because you’re a noble, too? Or maybe you’re his lover?”

The chief’s voice was rising, his tone increasingly desperate, and Chelsea’s temple twitched in irritation. But before she could respond, Princess Francia intervened, her voice icy.

“Mind your tongue, Chief.”

“Y-Your Highness?”

“That mouth of yours could get you into serious trouble. These people are my teammates, and she is someone I hold in high regard.”

The chief’s bluster deflated under Francia’s stern warning, his words dying in his throat as he stammered, unable to find a response.

‘Airsya?’

[What now? I’m trying to watch this, you know!]


Airsya’s voice was tinged with annoyance, as if I had interrupted her during an exciting moment of a drama.

‘I’m going to need your help.’

[My help? For what?]

‘Just something that might come in handy right about now.’

I focused on the chief’s bodyguard, standing just behind him. ‘Time to see if I can use that Dryad mind control magic.’

Drawing on the power stored within the Orb, I slowly pulled out Airsya’s energy, guiding it with precision. The dark blue aura began to seep out, and I channeled it toward the bodyguard, manipulating it just like the Dryad’s spell.

As the energy reached him, I locked eyes with the bodyguard, who visibly flinched.

“What’s wrong with you?”

The chief snapped at the bodyguard, who quickly shook his head, seemingly unaffected. Satisfied, the chief turned back to Chelsea.

“So, what’s your point, miss?”

“I believe I’ve already introduced myself as Chelsea.”

“Right, Chelsea, whatever. What exactly are you getting at?”

The chief’s anger was clearly boiling over, but Chelsea remained calm, her voice steady.

“No one here has actually seen Kamon doing anything wrong. The only one who claims to have witnessed these events is you, Chief.”

“So, what? Are you saying I’m lying?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.”

Chelsea’s response was as cold as ice, and the chief’s face twisted into a mocking smile.

“Unbelievable. You think I’m lying? Fine, then. Where’s your proof? Isn’t everything just circumstantial? Just guesswork?”

The chief’s confidence seemed to swell as he continued, his voice growing louder.

“Bring me the proof that I lied! If you can do that, I’ll apologize for everything.”


I decided it was time to step in. Taking a step forward, I responded with a calm, almost casual tone.

“Funny.”

“What?”

“You keep asking for proof. Unfortunately, I don’t have any evidence. That’s probably good news for you, right?”

The chief sneered, clearly relishing the moment.

“Of course, you don’t. Because what I’ve said is the truth.”

“Oh, is that so?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Well, that’s too bad. Because while we don’t have evidence, we do have a witness.”

“What… what did you say?”

The chief’s composure shattered as he stared at me in shock. I smirked, gesturing toward the bodyguard behind him.

“Hey, you there.”

“…Yes.”

“Why don’t you tell us the truth? Let everyone know what’s really going on here.”

“Yes… I will.”

The bodyguard, his eyes now glowing a deep blue, turned to face the crowd.

“The chief has been lying to all of you.”

The villagers gasped in shock at the bodyguard’s sudden confession.

“What? Lying?”

“But isn’t he the chief’s bodyguard? Why would he say that?”


The murmurs of confusion spread through the crowd as the chief, utterly flabbergasted, whirled around to face his bodyguard.

“Are you insane? What nonsense are you spouting?”

“I’ve seen it all with my own eyes. The chief has been lying to you all.”

The bodyguard’s words were unhesitating, fueled by the magic I had cast. The chief, now red with fury, looked around wildly before growling at his bodyguard.

“Shut up, or I’ll—”

“Even if you kill me, the truth won’t change.”

The bodyguard’s voice was firm as he addressed the villagers, his tone almost pleading.

“If I disappear, or if something happens to me, you’ll know who’s responsible. You’ll know who’s behind it all.”

“You… you bastard!”

The chief grabbed the bodyguard by the collar, shaking with rage. I decided to twist the knife a little further.

“The truth can’t be hidden forever. The majority of the misdeeds blamed on Kamon Vade were actually orchestrated by the chief. He’s the one who’s been taking your goods, your money, and your children.”

I knew I was fabricating a story, but the chief’s reactions only made it more convincing.

“Don’t be ridiculous! You weren’t even there when it happened!”

The chief, losing control, yelled at his bodyguard, only to realize his mistake.

“I-I mean… that’s not what I meant! I’m saying he wasn’t involved!”

The chief’s frantic attempt to cover his slip-up only made things worse.

“I heard it from my senior.”

“What?”

“My senior told me.”

“Lies! He left here long before you came, and he—”

The chief suddenly froze, realizing he had made yet another fatal error.

“I mean, he left for his hometown a long time ago.”

But it was too late. The villagers had heard everything.

“Wait, what? Paltun’s dead?”

“The chief said he went away on a trip, but was that a lie?”

“And why would he hide that? We couldn’t even give him a proper funeral.”

The villagers’ suspicions grew as they stared at the chief with a mix of anger and disbelief. He frantically waved his hands, trying to calm them down.

“It’s a misunderstanding! I misspoke! Paltun went home to his village. He’s not dead!”

“Then we can contact him.”

Chelsea’s sharp tone cut through the chief’s desperate pleas. His face flushed with rage as he glared at her.

“What?”

“We can reach out to him. You said he returned to his hometown. Where is that?”

“Keep your mouth—”

“Excellent idea.”

Princess Francia, who had been quietly observing until now, finally spoke up, her voice calm and composed.

“As it happens, I have a crystal ball that can reach faraway places. If you give us his location, I can contact the royal family and get the truth directly.”

“N-no, Your Highness, there’s no need for that—”

“Why not? You’ve been accused of a grave injustice, Chief. Wouldn’t you want to clear your name?”

Princess Francia’s smile was polite but cold, and the chief realized then that she was not on his side. The trust he might have had was gone, replaced by a growing sense of dread.

“…”

I watched him quietly, feeling the spell begin to lose its hold. I released my control over the bodyguard.

“Uh… uh… what happened? My head… what did I just…”

The bodyguard shook his head, finally free from the spell. Realizing what he had said, he looked at the chief in horror.

“Chief, I don’t know why I said those things. I must have been under some sort of influence.”

The chief’s body trembled with anger and frustration as he looked around, feeling the walls close in on him.

“I’ve had enough of this!”

Without another word, he turned on his heel and stormed off, heading back to his house in a fury.

“…”

“Did he just leave?”

“Is he really going to just leave like that?”

The villagers were left in a state of confusion as they watched the chief’s sudden departure.

“Does that mean he’s resigning as chief?”

“What? Just like that?”

“Who’s going to be the chief now?”

As the situation veered into uncertainty, any ill will they had harbored toward me seemed to dissipate along with it.

“Well, that resolved itself nicely.”

Princess Francia’s voice was calm as she stood beside me, and I nodded in agreement.

[A minute ago, she was fuming. Now she’s all friendly again. Humans really are unreliable.]

‘And dark spirits are?’

[Of course! I always keep my word.]

Airsya’s smug tone made me stifle a laugh.

* * *

“You can stay here for the night.”

“Thank you so much for taking care of us, even though you’ve been through a lot.”

“It’s the least we can do. We’re sorry to have involved you in all this… Please accept our apologies.”

The middle-aged man, who seemed to have been chosen as the interim village chief, bowed respectfully as he spoke.

It seemed that in the absence of the former chief, this man had been elected to take his place. Thanks to him, we were given a

place to rest for the night at the village hall.

“Rest well, everyone.”

“Thank you.”

After we settled in the village hall and laid down the still-unconscious Fabian, Princess Francia called it a night.

“I’m sure everyone’s exhausted today, so let’s get some rest and talk in the morning.”

With that, it seemed the day had come to an end.

[Aahh, I don’t know why, but I feel sleepy, too. Let’s get some sleep…]

‘Don’t get too comfortable, Airsya.’

[What? You’re not going to sleep?]

‘Of course not. I haven’t finished what I came here to do.’

[What are you talking about? Finished what?]

Airsya’s confusion was clear in her voice as I smiled and whispered to myself.

“Now it’s time to go deal with that bastard chief.”
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Late at night, the peaceful appearance of the village was striking.

However, a closer look revealed that it wasn’t as tranquil as it seemed.

Tap!

In the moonlight, a shadowy figure could be seen moving secretly.

[Yawn, I’m so sleepy.]

“If you’re going to keep saying useless things, just go back into the orb and sleep.”

[Geez, I just said I was sleepy. Why are you being so harsh?]

“You’ve been complaining about being tired for a while now.”

At my words, the blue dragon-shaped spirit circled around me, muttering.

[That’s because I’m annoyed by your actions, sneaking around in the middle of the night to take revenge.]

“Hah, this won’t do.”

I shook my head and was about to put my hand on the orb ring.

At this, Airsya quickly waved her hands in panic.

[Alright, alright! I won’t say another word. Just stop.]

“If you do that again, I won’t go easy on you.”

[Understood, understood.]

She responded with a pout, turning her head away, refusing to look at me.

‘Is it around here?’

While bickering with Airsya, I realized that I had already reached my destination.


At the center of the village, the largest mansion was where the village chief resided.

Even though it was very late, the mansion was still lit up brightly, indicating that someone inside was still awake. I muttered to myself.

‘He must have a lot to hide.’

Leaving the lights on this late wasn’t the only strange thing.

What stood out even more was the presence of…

Tap, tap!

A considerable number of guards patrolling the area, maintaining a strict watch.

‘It’s just a small, rural village, but they’ve got tight security?’

This solidified my suspicions, and I quietly recited a spell.

“Invisibility.”

Soon, my body gradually turned transparent, rendering me invisible to others.

Simultaneously,

“Silence, Feather Light.”

I cast spells to block sound and lighten my steps, minimizing the chances of being detected.

Then,

Tap!

I swiftly maneuvered past the guards, making my way into the mansion.

The mansion, surprisingly large for a rural village, had an interior that I carefully inspected as I moved forward.

‘He’s probably staying in the largest room.’

As I approached the largest room in the mansion,


“…Why are you…?”

I overheard someone speaking from inside.

I cautiously moved closer, straining my ears.

“Be quiet.”

“Father, please, tell me. Why do we suddenly have to leave the village?”

The familiar voice of the village chief was followed by a young man, likely his son.

But the village chief quickly responded in a frustrated tone.

“Just go pack your things. We’re leaving before daybreak!”

“But why?!”

“Oh, and make sure to take care of your wife and children. We’ll be apart for a while after leaving the mansion.”

“Father!”

The son, unable to hold back, protested, but the village chief was resolute.

“Get out, now!”

Thud!

After forcefully sending his son away, the village chief let out a deep sigh and muttered to himself in a low voice.

“Am I getting old? Or have I become too accustomed to this life?”

At that moment,

“You’ve definitely aged. And you’ve been on this mission for too long.”

A strange voice emerged from the unseen shadows.

However, the village chief responded as if it was familiar.


“Parkon, is that you?”

“It’s been a while, Gus.”

Finally, a figure emerged, clad in black cloth from head to toe.

And as I secretly observed them, I realized…

‘That’s a Shadow.’

The attire worn by Parkon resembled that of those who had orchestrated the assassination of the princess at the academy.

‘Could the village chief be connected to the Shadows?’

While I was momentarily caught off guard by the unexpected situation, the two inside continued their conversation.

“Has it really been twenty-three years? Time flies. I can’t believe it’s been that long.”

“Actually, it’s been twenty-four years and seventy-three days, Gus.”

“Hah, right. How’s the Branch Manager?”

“Hm? The Branch Manager? Oh, the former Branch Manager, Selton, was dealt with eight years ago. I’m the current Branch Manager.”

“…”

At Parkon’s words, the village chief, Gus, fell silent, seemingly at a loss for words.

Then, he spoke with a grave tone.

“Why have you come to see me? I’ve worked for the organization all these years, reporting and gathering information without fail. And yet…”

“Whoa, whoa, Gus. Calm down. It seems like there’s a misunderstanding. If I were here to eliminate you, would I, the Branch Manager, have come personally?”

“Ahem.”

Gus cleared his throat, and Parkon continued.

“I only came out of curiosity about an old comrade whose circumstances have changed. Don’t misunderstand.”

“What are you curious about?”

“Kamon Vade.”

The moment Parkon mentioned that name, I couldn’t help but tense up.

‘Why is my name suddenly being brought up here?’

“Why didn’t you eliminate him, Gus?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“The day he was exiled from his family, Kamon Vade passed through this village. There’s even evidence that he met with you. So why did you let a traitor to the organization go free?”

“Hah, this is ridiculous. Hey, Parkon—or should I call you Branch Manager?”

“Just call me like you used to. No need for formalities.”

“Alright, Parkon. It seems like you’re mistaken about something. I never received any orders from the organization to eliminate him. The only command I received 24 years ago was to gather information on the Vade Marquisate.”

“……”

“How was I supposed to know that Kamon Vade was part of the organization or that he betrayed it by refusing to carry out a mission?”

“Are you trying to make excuses now?”

“Excuses? Does it sound like that? No, I’d swear the same on my children and grandchildren. I didn’t know Kamon Vade was with the organization or that he was a traitor! Besides, I’ve always been involved in the administration of the organization. I’m not a combat monster like you, Parkon!”

“Alright, I get it, Gus. Don’t get so worked up.”

Parkon, who had been speaking calmly, continued in a low voice.

“But there’s one more thing I’m curious about.”

“……”

“Can you honestly say that the reason you’re leaving this place today has nothing to do with Kamon Vade?”

“And if I tell you that’s a misunderstanding, will you believe me?”

“Yes, of course. I expected nothing less from you, Gus.”

Nodding, Parkon’s casual response prompted a question from the village chief, Gus.

“So, are you planning to eliminate me now?”

“No.”

“……?”

“Like I said before, I’m just here out of curiosity about an old comrade. I believe you, and I won’t stop you from leaving this place. Considering all the work you’ve done for the organization, such a minor issue can be overlooked.”

“But why…”

Gus trailed off, then asked in a grave tone.

“Why do you exude such killing intent, as if you’re about to kill me? It makes no sense otherwise.”

“Oh, that’s another misunderstanding, Gus.”

Parkon answered with a light chuckle.

“The killing intent isn’t directed at you; it’s aimed at the rat hiding here.”

“What?”

‘…Have I been discovered?’

Parkon’s words made me tense up.

But then.

Crash!

A loud shattering sound echoed as something broke and collapsed.

“Who’s there?!”

It wasn’t from where I was hiding below, but from above, where the ceiling gave way.

And then.

Tap, tap, tap!

Someone who had been hiding in the ceiling jumped down into the yard and began fleeing.

What caught my eye as they disappeared was their blue hair.

‘Chelsea?’

“I’ll take care of the rat, so you can rest easy tonight, Gus.”

With that, Parkon quickly pursued the fleeing Chelsea.

Tap, whoosh!

‘Will she be alright?’

I had no idea why Chelsea was hiding there at this time, but since she had made her escape, she probably wouldn’t be caught by the Shadow Branch Manager.

[At that speed, it looks like she’ll get caught.]

“……”

Ignoring the snide remark from the jealous spirit, Airsya, I shook my head and stood up.

Then.

“Mega Silence!”

I cast a stronger spell to completely block out any sound.

Thud, bang!

I forcefully pushed open the closed door and shouted at the village chief, Gus.

“Hey, what’s your connection to the Shadow Organization?”

* * *

Woosh!

A blazing fireball hovered in the air, threatening to burn everything around it to ashes.

“Speak clearly if you don’t want to die.”

“…Just kill me already!”

Despite his claim that he handled administrative tasks for the Shadow Organization, it was clear that Gus’s combat abilities were pathetic.

He resisted briefly at first, but after quickly being subdued by my magic, I started exacting my revenge on him.

Even as he lay in a battered state, he continued to grit his teeth and resist, making me cover my face with one hand.

‘If I waste any more time here, Chelsea could really be in danger.’

According to Gus, Parkon was known as a combat monster.

I didn’t know exactly how skilled he was, but as the Branch Manager of the Shadow Organization, he was certainly not someone a mere student like Chelsea could handle.

‘I don’t have time.’

Feeling the urgency, I nodded and spoke coldly.

“Fine. If you won’t talk, I have no choice. I’ll just have to go after your son and grandchildren…”

[Haha, you’re just like me, Kamon Vade!]

‘Shut up, Airsya.’

“What did you just say, you demon?”

Gus shouted, and I responded with a sly grin.

“That’s right. I’m Kamon Vade.”

I had cursed the world for the unfair reputation it had given me, but at times like this, the infamy Kamon Vade had built up in the original story could be quite useful.

“Even if you die peacefully, your son and grandchildren will probably die in agony.”

“Damn you, you piece of trash…”

“What’s it going to be? Are you going to stay silent and watch your entire family be slaughtered, or are you going to talk and save your son and grandchildren?”

“Damn it!”

Under pressure, Gus finally closed his eyes and began to speak.

“I’ll be dead the moment I reveal this anyway. Fine, I’ll tell you everything.”

“What?”

“The Shadow Organization is a group of those who oppose the Empire. They target the royal family and are a vast organization spread throughout the entire Empire. They’re full of monsters and powerful figures, and even within your Vade family…”

But before Gus could finish, he suddenly let out a pained scream and began vomiting black blood.

“What the… Hey! What’s happening?!”

“Please… spare my family…”

Thud, splat!

As Gus continued to spew black blood, his body rapidly melted away, and he died in an instant.
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“Hah…”

Chelsea took a deep breath, forcing her legs to move faster as she ran.

Thud, thud!

But then…

“Hmm, not bad for someone your age, but you’re still way too slow.”

A middle-aged man who had somehow caught up to her spoke in a mocking tone.

“Let’s see where our little mouse came from…”

Swish, swoosh!

“Whoa there.”

Chelsea suddenly drew her sword and attacked, but Parkon effortlessly dodged it.

“So, you’re not a mouse, but a fierce little stray cat.”

Just as Chelsea was about to regain her distance and prepare to strike again—

Snap!

With a snap of Parkon’s fingers, the ground beneath Chelsea began to turn into a swamp.

“M-Magic?”

Caught off guard, Chelsea muttered to herself. Parkon shrugged and replied casually.

“Not entirely my power. I borrowed a bit of strength from an artifact.”

“……”

Realizing that her escape route was blocked, Chelsea glared coldly at Parkon.


‘The difference in our abilities is greater than I thought.’

Even after just one exchange, Chelsea understood that Parkon was several levels above her in skill. She bit her lower lip hard.

“Don’t take it too hard. After all, experience plays a role, too.”

Parkon’s mocking words made Chelsea grip her sword tightly.

‘If I strike quickly, maybe I can find a way out…’

“Whoa, whoa, if you’re thinking of drawing your sword again, I’d advise against it. I might lose my patience.”

Chelsea knew he was underestimating her and toying with her.

“Is there no chance you’ll just let me go?”

“That would be difficult. I can’t exactly relax knowing someone out there knows my identity.”

“I don’t know which group you belong to or what you want.”

“That may be true, but you do know that the village chief is involved, don’t you?”

“……”

With no response to that, Chelsea kept her mouth shut and continued to glare at him. She knew that her current predicament was a result of her own decision to follow the village chief.

And the reason for that was…

Grinding her teeth, Chelsea assumed a defensive stance with her sword.

“Looks like we’ll have to fight to the end, then.”

“That’s right. I don’t much like a stray cat that doesn’t resist.”

With a sly smile, Parkon pulled out two small, circular blades from his robes.

“Chakrams?”

“Oh, you know this weapon? It’s popular in the western deserts. It suits someone like me perfectly.”


Seeing Parkon wield the circular blades favored by assassins, Chelsea’s eyes filled with even more caution.

“Well then, shall we dance?”

Swoosh, swish!

Chelsea didn’t wait for him to finish speaking; she struck first.

But…

“Oh?”

Tap, whoosh!

With a light movement, Parkon avoided Chelsea’s attack and spun his weapons towards her wrists.

“Hup!”

Clang!

Chelsea quickly spun her sword to deflect the blades that were flying at her.

“Impressive. You don’t seem to lack experience, even at your age. Are you an academy student?”

“……”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

Clicking his tongue in annoyance, Parkon muttered to himself and then shook his head.

“Killing an academy student here isn’t worth the trouble. I don’t want to provoke the monsters there.”

‘Monsters?’

Chelsea wondered what he meant by “monsters” in the academy. While she knew about Jamie and the presence of two of the Tri-color Mages, most people would only think of the Red Mage Beatrice, the acting dean, as the academy’s “monster.”

“In that case, I’ve made my decision.”

As if coming to a conclusion, Parkon put away his weapons and smiled lightly.


“I’m in a bit of a rush to meet someone important, so I think I’ll just kidnap you.”

“What?”

Chelsea, confused by the unexpected turn of logic, asked in disbelief.

“See? That way, I won’t risk provoking the academy by killing a student, and it works out well for both of us. Don’t you agree?”

Parkon’s chilling smile made Chelsea blurt out a curse.

“You crazy bastard.”

“Well, that’s a compliment I don’t often hear…”

Swoosh!

Before Parkon could finish his sentence, Chelsea’s sword was already swinging at him again. He laughed softly as he dodged her attack.

“While it’s good to take the initiative, don’t forget that it can leave you more vulnerable.”

Tap, swoosh!

Moving much faster than before, Parkon slipped behind Chelsea and aimed a chop at her neck.

“And now, I’ll…”

Whoosh, bang!

“Kuh!”

At that moment, a small fireball came out of nowhere and struck Parkon directly, catching him off guard.

“Damn it, that hurt!”

His right cheek burned by the unexpected fireball, Parkon, now visibly irritated, shouted in frustration.

Swoosh!

“You damned bitch!”

But Chelsea didn’t stop. She continued her assault.

‘This is my first and last chance. If I don’t kill him now, I’ll be the one who dies.’

With that thought, Chelsea gritted her teeth and put all her strength into her sword.

Slash, stab!

“Argh!”

Caught off guard by her relentless attacks, Parkon was unable to regain his composure and left openings for Chelsea to exploit.

With each strike, Chelsea wounded him further, and finally…

‘This is the end.’

Swoosh!

Chelsea’s sword flew toward his neck.

“You filthy… bitch!”

But at the last moment, Parkon regained his senses and threw himself to the ground to avoid her fatal blow.

‘…I missed!’

Thud, roll!

Rolling across the ground, Parkon barely escaped Chelsea’s attack, ending up covered in blood and dust as he quickly put distance between them.

“Haah, haah. That was way too close.”

Parkon, now far away from Chelsea, muttered with a pained expression.

And then…

“You’re dead now, you crazy bitch.”

Growling in anger, he gripped his chakrams tightly, ready to strike.

But at that very moment…

“No, you’re the one who’s dead.”

A soft voice spoke, followed by the incantation of a spell.

“Gladis Sektor Caelum.”

Suddenly, a sword of light, capable of cutting through anything, appeared in front of their eyes.

* * *

“Are you okay?”

“……”

I asked Chelsea, who was staring at Parkon’s corpse, now split in two. But she remained silent, her gaze fixed on me.

“Chelsea?”

“You… Kamon? How did you…”

Though her words were jumbled, I understood what she was trying to say and nodded.

“I was there too, at the village chief’s house.”

“Oh? I see. But why?”

“Well…”

[For a very gruesome revenge, obviously.]

Ignoring the spirit Airsya’s noisy interruption, I continued slowly.

“I noticed something suspicious about the village chief’s behavior earlier. But Chelsea, why were you there?”

“Oh? Uh, well…”

Chelsea hesitated for a moment before looking away and replying.

“I found it strange too, so I wanted to check it out.”

“Ah, I see.”

The conversation felt awkward, but we soon continued naturally.

“Anyway, I’m glad I got here in time.”

“Yes, me too.”

Nodding, Chelsea glanced at the remains of Parkon, split in half, before turning back to me.

“Thank you, Kamon. You saved my life.”

“No need to thank me. You were already overwhelming him before I arrived.”

After seeing the village chief’s corpse turn into a black mess, I had hurriedly followed the traces of Chelsea and Parkon.

When I finally found them…

‘I saw that guy crawling on the ground like a beaten dog.’

Before I could even marvel at how Chelsea had pushed him so far on her own, I had quickly summoned the sword of light and finished him off.

[But was it okay to kill him so easily?]

The jealous spirit, Airsya, snickered, but I shook my head.

‘He was much stronger than expected. If he hadn’t been caught off guard or had no openings, we would’ve been the ones in his position.’

From his movements and actions alone, I could tell how skilled he was.

Moreover, Parkon was someone with enough talent to become the Branch Manager of the Shadow Organization.

‘Even the village chief called him a combat monster.’

Regardless, we were lucky to have defeated him. After quickly erasing our traces and finishing up, we returned to the village.

Despite the early hour, the entire village was brightly lit.

“What’s with all the lights?”

Just then, we heard voices coming from within the village.

“Fire!”

“Oh no, what’s happening?!”

“Get some water, quickly!”

As people ran around frantically, we noticed that the village chief’s mansion, where we had been hiding earlier, was now engulfed in flames.

“……”

Chelsea and I exchanged silent glances at the sight.

* * *

“Are you telling me to believe that?”

Princess Francia’s sharp voice accused us as I tried to explain.

“It’s true. We were just out on patrol.”

“Yes, Kamon is right.”

The village chief, the Shadow Organization, and all the complicated matters entwined with the Empire and the royal family, not to mention my involvement, made things very tricky.

I had asked Chelsea to keep what she knew a secret, and thankfully, she agreed. We were now explaining the sudden fire to those who had spent the night searching for us.

“Then you should have told us. We’ve been searching for you all night, Kamon.”

Kyle also seemed a bit disappointed.

“That’s something I should apologize for.”

“I’m sorry too, Kyle.”

Kyle waved his hands with an awkward smile, trying to dismiss our quick apologies.

“Hah, I really don’t understand why you all seem so eager to get into trouble.”

Princess Francia sighed deeply, shaking her head, as she informed us that the village chief’s mansion had been completely burned down in the fire, leaving no trace of anyone inside. It was as if no one had been there in the first place, causing the villagers to become quite unsettled.

“Although no one is saying it outright, I think the villagers are suspicious of us.”

“That’s strange. If nothing was found, why are they suspecting us?”

Kyle tilted his head in confusion, prompting Princess Francia to calmly explain further.

“In situations like this, outsiders are always the most suspicious.”

Then she looked directly at me and continued.

“I know, I know. Even though Kamon may be wicked and twisted, he’s not the kind of person who would wipe out an entire family and set their house on fire.”

At that, the jealous spirit Airsya tilted her head in confusion.

[Is that supposed to be an insult or a compliment?]

‘I have no idea.’

It wasn’t like I had asked for her to clarify anything, so her unsolicited remark made me wonder if she was feeling guilty about something.

While I was mulling over that, Princess Francia spoke up again.

“In any case, it’s true that we had a confrontation with the village chief yesterday, and many people witnessed it. So we should leave this place immediately.”

Her firm tone made Chelsea raise her hand slightly as she asked a question.

“What about Fabian?”

“Oh, that…”

Kyle began to speak hastily, but before he could finish, the door creaked open with a loud thud, revealing a familiar face.

“I’m awake. What? What’s going on?”

It was Fabian.
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The sky was still dim, with the sun not fully risen yet. As we hastily packed our belongings and prepared to leave the village hall, we took in the ambiguous colors of the dawn.

Just then, I felt a light tap on my shoulder. Chelsea, speaking in a very low voice, whispered to me.

“This must be the work of that Shadow Organization, right?”

“Who knows.”

[What do you mean, ‘who knows’? It’s obvious. They wiped everything out to cover their tracks.]

Airsya, the jealous spirit, chimed in confidently, swinging an imaginary fist as if she had solved the mystery. But I shook my head slightly.

‘If that were the case, wouldn’t people have shown up after the branch manager died?’

[Well…]

The spirit hesitated, seeming momentarily stumped, before frowning and continuing.

[But who else could make all the bodies and evidence disappear like that? And what about the fire?]

‘Maybe they all melted away like the village chief did, like ink.’

[What? All of them?]

‘That’s why I said I don’t know. I can’t figure out what’s really going on.’

It was difficult to draw any firm conclusions when the truth was still unclear. If the Shadow Organization was behind this, why hadn’t anyone tracked the branch manager’s death? And if it wasn’t them, then where had all the village chief’s relatives disappeared to?

‘Still, it’s almost certain it was their doing.’

Given all the circumstances and speculations pointing to the Shadows as the culprits, I couldn’t help but think they were involved.

“…Let’s just move quietly for now.”

“Got it.”

Chelsea nodded slightly and responded quietly to my suggestion.


Just as we all stepped out of the village hall—

“Princess? Where are you all going?”

Sherry’s father, who seemed to have been looking for us, approached with a puzzled expression.

We had intended to leave quickly and unnoticed, but as soon as we stepped outside, we ran into a village resident.

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, right, that’s not the issue. Something remarkable was just discovered.”

The middle-aged man quickly continued, apparently unaware of Princess Francia’s hesitation.

“Excuse me?”

“At the village chief’s house, we found items that had been stolen from us before. Just like that student said, it seems the chief was using that bratty noble as an excuse.”

“……”

“And when his guard confessed the truth, the chief must have feared being exposed, so he fled with his family in the middle of the night.”

As he clicked his tongue and explained, we all exchanged bewildered glances.

‘Did things really turn out like this?’

[Wow, this luck is unbelievable.]

My luck? Ever since I found myself in Kamon Vade’s shoes, I’d felt nothing but the world’s unfairness bearing down on me, with no trace of good fortune. So this unexpected stroke of luck left me speechless.

Just then, Sherry’s father spoke again.

“By the way, do you know what happened to that guard who spoke out? He hasn’t been seen since, and I’m starting to worry…”

“Then, the village chief and his family really did escape?” Princess Francia asked quickly, and the man nodded.

“It seems so. There are signs they left in a hurry, with their belongings still left behind.”

“Ah…”


Finally, Princess Francia sighed in relief, turning to look at us.

“I can’t believe a man who was supposed to be a leader would betray his own villagers like that… Pretending to be kind and wise all this time, only to run away and set fire to his mansion. Truly, there’s no one trustworthy in this world.”

After venting his frustrations for a while, Sherry’s father shook his head and continued with a question.

“Oh, I’m sorry for rambling. So, where were you all headed?”

As he asked, he noticed the packs on our shoulders and backs, and his brow furrowed in confusion.

“Are you planning to leave right now?”

“Yes, we don’t have much time. We were planning to leave before dawn.”

Princess Francia answered with a slightly awkward smile.

Sherry’s father waved his hands dismissively and raised his voice.

“Oh no, you should at least have breakfast before you go.”

“We’re fine. We appreciate the offer, but…”

“Oh, come on. The whole village is preparing a meal to show their gratitude.”

“Excuse me?”

“As soon as the items were found in the chief’s house, word spread throughout the village. Everyone is saying we need to repay the heroes who saved our children, especially after treating you so unfairly.”

“Really, we’re okay…”

“It’s just breakfast. Everyone’s getting it ready, and it’ll be done soon. Having a meal won’t delay you too much, will it?”

With Sherry’s father’s persistent suggestion, Princess Francia turned to us with an uncertain expression and asked,

“Since the villagers seem so insistent, what do you all think?”

“I’m all for it. A hearty breakfast is a must.”

“Me too. I’m so hungry that my stomach feels like it’s glued to my back.”


Kyle and Fabian both nodded in agreement.

“……”

Chelsea, however, looked a bit reluctant, silently deliberating before she finally spoke.

“Hmph, I don’t mind. I’ll go along with whatever Kamon decides.”

Suddenly, the choice was left up to me, and everyone, including Princess Francia, turned their eyes to me.

“Kamon?”

“Uh, well. I don’t think we really need to stay for—Whoah!”

Just as I was about to politely decline, Sherry’s father suddenly grabbed my hand with both of his.

“Young master, you saved my daughter, didn’t you?”

“Uh, no, it wasn’t just me. Everyone here played a part.”

“I’ve been hounded by my daughter all day. She’s been upset, saying I slandered the hero who saved her. She even told me she was disappointed in her father and hasn’t spoken to me since. So please, young master, or rather, Lord Vade, I beg you…”

His plea, filled with the anguish of a father, caught me off guard.

‘Seriously? Now he’s bringing up his daughter?’

[Come on, just stay for the meal. It seems like they’re genuinely sorry, both him and his daughter.]

‘Weren’t you supposed to be the jealous spirit? Why are you being so understanding?’

[Jealousy is one thing, but fairness is another. As a spirit, I have nothing to be ashamed of.]

Airsya’s firm tone made me shake my head in disbelief. Unable to continue rejecting him, I finally nodded in agreement.

“Alright, we’ll stay for the meal. It’s almost ready, right?”

“Yes, yes, absolutely! Thank you so much!”

“Then we’ll all agree to have breakfast before we go.”

Princess Francia made the decision as soon as I voiced my opinion.

“Thank you, Princess, and thank you all. We’ll make sure the meal is worth your time, so please wait inside for a moment.”

With that, Sherry’s father ran off at top speed before any of us could respond.

“Well… shall we wait inside, then?”

Sensing the odd atmosphere, Princess Francia tried to keep things from getting too awkward.

“Since we’re already here, we might as well enjoy a good meal before we leave.”

“Thank you, Kyle.”

Princess Francia nodded in appreciation at Kyle’s support and then addressed everyone.

“Now that things have turned out this way, let’s all enjoy the meal. Don’t let anything I said earlier weigh on your minds.”

She then turned to me, gave a slight nod, and was the first to head back into the hall.

“What are you waiting for? Come on inside.”

“Yes, yes, we’re coming.”

“…”

With that, we all returned to the village hall.

* * *

It wasn’t long before breakfast was served in the hall, but it was far from a simple meal. The villagers had piled the tables high with food as if they were hosting a festival or a grand banquet. The lively chatter and the clinking of utensils filled the room as everyone ate and drank with enthusiasm.

Despite the early hour, even alcohol was being passed around.

“Ahh, this is the life.”

“Hey, what are you doing drinking so early in the morning?!”

“Come on, we’ve got guests in the village. We can’t just let them leave with a bad taste in their mouths, can we?”

It seemed the villagers were still unsettled by what had happened with the village chief, so they were indulging a bit more than usual.

As I watched this scene unfold, I felt a growing urge to join in.

‘Man, I could really go for a drink.’

[Oh, alcohol. The last drink I enjoyed was a 45-year-old Portrian…]

Ignoring Airsya’s nostalgic rambling, I slipped into the group of older men and held out my cup.

“Excuse me, could I have a drink too?”

“Huh? Young master?”

“Hey, don’t call him ‘young master’! He’s a hero! The man who saved our village!”

“Yeah, that’s right! We should be calling him ‘heroic lord,’ not ‘young master’!”

The men, who were already quite tipsy, shouted with flushed faces. I couldn’t help but smile slightly.

“At this rate, my hand might start shaking.”

It felt like a chance to change the image of Kamon Vade, if only a little. So many people had cursed or kept their distance at just the mention of his name.

Of course, this small gesture wouldn’t erase his infamy entirely.

‘But at least I’ll feel better.’

After all, I was Kang Hyunsoo, a man from 21st-century Korea, not the real Kamon Vade.

“Oops, we shouldn’t keep our hero waiting. Here, drink up.”

The murky apple wine was poured generously into my wooden cup.

It was a humble drink, akin to a rustic rice wine.

“Ah, but I wonder if you’ll like this. It’s pretty cheap…”

The man who poured the drink looked a bit worried, but I immediately lifted the cup and downed it.

Gulp, gulp!

“Oh no, that stuff’s really strong.”

“Whoa, you shouldn’t drink it like that.”

Some of the villagers shouted in surprise at my bold move.

But…

‘It’s not bad. Reminds me of the old days.’

[‘Old days’? You’re too young to be nostalgic! Ugh, the smell alone is awful. You’re really drinking that?]

Ignoring Airsya’s complaints, I smiled and added,

“Ahh, this is good. It’s got a nice bitter finish with a hint of apple—delicious.”

And I meant it.

The taste reminded me of the homemade drinks the elders used to make when I helped out on farms during middle school.

“Wow, look at this guy. He knows how to drink!”

“See? Didn’t I tell you? This stuff isn’t bad at all.”

The men erupted in cheers, clearly pleased with my reaction.

Moments later, Sherry’s father returned to the group, beaming.

“Haha, I knew a hero like you would appreciate a good drink. To down that rough apple wine like it’s nothing!”

He reached for the bottle and added,

“Here, let me pour you another. I want to toast to the hero who saved my daughter.”

“Of course, of course!”

More apple wine filled my cup.

“Thank you again for saving our children, my lord.”

“Not at all. I’ll drink to that.”

“Cheers!”

And so, the morning drinking session with the village men began.

Meanwhile, one person quietly watched the scene, her gaze dark and unreadable.
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“Fabian, did you eat a lot?”

Kyle asked, approaching with grease smeared all around his mouth. Fabian nodded in response.

“Yeah. As for you… I guess I don’t even need to ask.”

“There’s so much delicious food. It’s not like I’ve been starving, but I just can’t stop eating.”

Kyle chuckled as he spoke, and Fabian returned a light smile.

“Yeah, eat up.”

Kyle tilted his head in confusion at Fabian’s response.

“Hmm? Fabian, are you okay?”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. You don’t look like you’re in a good mood. Did something happen?”

“……”

At Kyle’s continued questioning, Fabian fell silent. His eyes were fixed on Kamon Vade, who was laughing and chatting with others.

Everyone around seemed to be paying more attention to Kamon than to any of their other companions. It was as if he were the main character in this place.

“Kyle.”

“Yeah?”

“Tell me straight.”

“About what?”

“What exactly happened during that fight, and why are the villagers being so friendly to him?”

“Oh, that? Well, you see…”


Kyle wiped the grease from his mouth and then began to recount everything that had happened while Fabian was unconscious.

A little later.

“I think they feel a bit guilty, so they’re treating him like that. Kamon’s probably aware of it and is playing along.”

“……”

As Kyle finished his story with a positive remark about Kamon Vade, Fabian unknowingly bit his lower lip.

Grit.

It was at that moment.

“Oh, students, don’t just stay there by yourselves. Come over here and try some of this. These vegetables are unique to this area…”

“Yes, thank you! We’ll eat well!”

Kyle, who was called over by the old ladies, darted off toward the food like a moth to a flame.

Left alone, Fabian scanned his surroundings with a deeply sunken gaze.

Kyle, who had run off for more food, Kamon, who was mingling with the people, and Princess Francia, who was surrounded by several women.

Chelsea was nowhere to be seen, but everyone seemed to be getting along well with the villagers, enjoying their breakfast.

“Sigh.”

With a brief sigh, Fabian shook his head forcefully.

“Get a grip, you idiot.”

It wasn’t that he couldn’t blend in or get along with the others that made him uncomfortable.

Since some time ago, the group had felt like it was slowly coming apart at the seams, and it was beginning to subtly irritate and anger him.

‘But when I think about it, I’m the one who got swept up in everything.’

He was the one who had been deceived by the bandits hiding their true identities and lost consciousness due to the dryad’s magic. All of it was his own mistake, his fault.


There was no one else to blame; it was entirely his fault.

‘Who am I to judge anyone’s mental state?’

And hearing Kyle’s story, he realized that his being under mind control had put the others in great danger.

If Kamon Vade hadn’t shown up when he did, even Fabian wouldn’t have been able to save everyone.

‘You idiot.’

Fabian, who was always hardest on himself, would usually whip himself into shape, vowing not to make the same mistake again.

But.

“……”

Crack!

Suddenly, Fabian unknowingly gripped the cup in his hand so tightly that the wooden cup started to crack.

“Ha, so I almost ruined everything?”

Fabian muttered in disbelief, then shook his head.

“Ridiculous, no way.”

Denying it strongly, Fabian shot a sharp glance at Kamon Vade.

“This is all that bastard’s fault.”

As he muttered to himself, Fabian’s voice felt strangely unfamiliar.

He realized that he wasn’t acting like his usual self. But despite that, the rising anger was too intense to ignore or suppress.

“It’s all Kamon Vade’s fault, that bastard.”

Fabian unknowingly voiced his thoughts out loud, and then, suddenly looking around, he made a decision.

Clank!


Instead of his usual weapon, he grabbed the impressive spear he had acquired in the port city of Califa.

And then.

Clomp, clomp!

Fabian began to move at a rapid pace, heading straight toward one person.

“Haha, can you drink more?”

“As much as you’d like.”

“Wow, our hero is strong with alcohol too!”

“This much won’t get me drunk easily.”

Kamon Vade was chatting with the villagers, who had grown very close to him.

***

Fabian had been downing several glasses of the harsh cider, creating a lively atmosphere with the older men when…

[Hey, you. I don’t think this is the time to be laughing and chatting.]

Airsya’s sudden serious tone made me frown slightly.

‘What’s with you all of a sudden?’

[Ha, you fool. Don’t tell me you’re drunk?]

‘What are you talking about? Why are you picking a fight out of nowhere?’

[Can’t you sense this? All the energy is focused on you.]

‘Huh?’

As if frustrated, Airsya’s tone was pointed. I focused my senses and noticed it—something sticky and unpleasant was being directed toward me.

‘Killing intent?’

[No, it’s not killing intent. This is…]

At that moment.

“Kamon Vade.”

Hearing my name, I turned my head to see Fabian standing there.

“I need to talk to you.”

There was a sharpness in his tone that felt unsettling. I excused myself from the group and followed him outside, to the back of the town hall.

Once we were there, Fabian wasted no time.

“Let’s fight, Kamon Vade.”

“What?”

“I said, let’s have a proper fight.”

‘What the hell is he saying?’

Airsya muttered quietly in my mind.

[He’s being consumed by his emotions.]

‘What?’

[It seems he’s been affected by my influence, given the turmoil of his emotions.]

‘Wait, what do you mean? Affected by you?’

I asked, confused by Airsya’s unexpected explanation. She continued, looking thoughtful.

[I am the Spirit of Jealousy. Even though I’m bound to your ring, the power I possess still radiates outward… and it seems he was exposed to it while his mental state was weakened by the dryad’s magic.]

‘Fabian’s jealous of me?’

“Kamon Vade, duel me.”

Fabian’s bloodshot eyes repeated the same demand. He didn’t look like his normal self.

So, he had lost control under the influence of the Spirit of Jealousy, especially since his mental strength was already compromised?

‘He was never this type of character.’

In the original story, Fabian was a cool-headed and rational character, an excellent sidekick to the protagonist, Kyle. But in this “Novice Challenge,” it seemed like he was constantly getting into trouble.

“Kamon Vade!”

Fabian called my name again, his tone more aggressive.

“Fabian, Kamon. What are you doing there?”

Kyle, who had been with the older women, noticed us and hurried over.

“Let’s have a real fight, you bastard.”

Fabian’s tone grew more hostile as I continued to ignore him, and I felt a surge of annoyance.

‘How long do I have to put up with this idiot?’

“Huh? Fabian, what’s wrong with you?”

Kyle approached, trying to calm him down.

“Kamon Vade, answer me.”

“……”

He kept badgering me with the same demand.

Slap!

I knocked away his hand, which had grabbed my arm, and spoke.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

“What?”

He had been getting on my nerves ever since this “Novice Challenge” began.

Maybe it was time to put him in his place, once and for all. Whether he was influenced by jealousy or not—that wasn’t my concern.

‘That’s not my problem, is it?’

“Kamon, why are you doing this too?”

Kyle, looking genuinely flustered, tried to mediate between us.

But.

“Kyle couldn’t beat me, so what makes you think you can?”

“You crazy bastard!”

“Fabian, Kamon, stop it!”

As the commotion drew attention, several people, including Princess Francia, came outside from the town hall.

“What are you two doing?”

“Your Highness, it’s…”

Kyle tried to explain to her while still trying to separate us. At that moment, I spoke up in a casual tone.

“Fabian challenged me to a duel.”

“What?”

“And I’ve decided to accept.”

My declaration hit like a bombshell.

“Kamon!”

“No, don’t!”

Both Kyle and Princess Francia shouted simultaneously, but.

Drip, drip!

“Good. That’s what I wanted. I’ve been meaning to teach you a lesson, and today’s the day.”

Fabian nodded eagerly, as if he had been waiting for this moment.

“What’s going on all of a sudden?”

“Why are friends fighting like this? What happened?”

The villagers were clearly bewildered, whispering among themselves.

“Ah, leave them be. Sometimes friends fight when they drink. They’re still young; it happens.”

“Don’t talk nonsense. Get back inside if you’re drunk!”

“I’m not drunk!”

One drunken old man muttered such nonsense, only to be pushed back inside the town hall by a woman.

“Kamon, Fabian, stop this right now. What are you two thinking…?”

Princess Francia stepped between us, trying to mediate.

“Your Highness, please don’t interfere. This is between Kamon Vade and me.”

But Fabian, with his bloodshot eyes, didn’t seem to care about her at all.

“Fabian!”

Princess Francia called his name once more, but realizing that reasoning with him wasn’t working, she turned to me.

“Kamon, you stop this. We can’t be doing this here.”

“I’m sorry, Your Highness, but please understand my position.”

“Kamon!”

She called my name in frustration, but I shook my head and responded briefly.

“Backing down after a duel challenge is shameful for a man.”

At that moment, Fabian turned to Kyle.

“Kyle, be the referee.”

“What? No! Why are we even having a duel here…”

Kyle shook his head, refusing firmly.

“I’ll be the referee.”

“Chelsea?”

Chelsea, who had been missing for a while, appeared and volunteered to be the referee.
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Princess Francia’s face turned pale as she shouted in disbelief.

“Chelsea! Why are you joining in on this too?”

Chelsea responded calmly, her voice devoid of any emotion, “It seems like they were bound to clash at some point anyway. It’s better to clear things up now rather than let it fester.”

Princess Francia looked stunned, unable to find the words to respond to Chelsea’s cold logic. Sensing that her reasoning had landed, Chelsea turned to Fabian and me, asking, “So, what are the conditions of the duel?”

Fabian quickly replied, “If I lose, I won’t interfere with anything Kamon Vade does from now on.”

“And if you win?”

“That goes without saying, so no need for any special conditions.”

Fabian’s confident tone made me shake my head lightly.

“Hmmm, no, that won’t do.”

“What?”

“If you lose, Fabian, you’ll apologize for everything that’s happened so far and promise to fully obey my orders from now on. That’s my condition.”

“……”

Fabian fell silent, glaring at me intently before finally agreeing.

“Fine, I accept your condition. But I’ll add one of my own.”

“What is it?”

“If I win, you’ll obey my orders from now on, Kamon Vade.”

Fabian’s insistence on the word “obey” clearly stemmed from a bruised ego, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“Alright. It’s a deal.”

“Then both of you, prepare yourselves and meet in the backyard in twenty minutes,” Chelsea announced, turning on her heel and heading back into the hall without waiting for a response. Fabian then shouted at me.


“Kamon, keep your word.”

“Of course, but you know that applies to you as well, right?”

“Ha, yeah.”

Fabian’s unwavering confidence in his victory made me smirk as I responded.

‘Twenty minutes? That’s more than enough time.’

[Hmm? Enough time for what?]

‘To get ready for a flawless victory in this duel.’

I answered Airsya’s question lightly as I began stretching.

***

Fabian found a quiet spot to sit alone, taking deep breaths and falling into meditation. Although he had lost control of his emotions and impulsively challenged Kamon Vade to a duel, he had no regrets.

Though his rational mind had returned, he didn’t question his decision or actions. Instead, he focused on the upcoming duel.

Just then.

“Hey, Fabian!”

Kyle’s familiar voice echoed as he appeared before Fabian, who responded in his usual tone.

“What now?”

“Why the sudden challenge? What’s this duel about?”

“Why? Can’t I do it?”

“What?”

“You fought him too, didn’t you? I want to have a proper fight with him.”

“……”


Kyle, momentarily at a loss for words, shook his head and shouted.

“No, that’s not what I mean.”

“What do you mean then?”

“I get how you feel, but there’s a time and place for everything. We’re a team in this ‘Novice Challenge’!”

“So what?”

“What?”

“It’s just a simple duel. Think of it as a sparring match.”

“Hah, I don’t get it.”

With a sigh, Kyle dropped down beside Fabian, his tone more subdued as he called out to him.

“Fabian.”

“What?”

“Kamon is strong.”

“……”

Fabian stayed silent as Kyle, just like before, continued to speak highly of Kamon Vade, showing him respect. Fabian, however, couldn’t comprehend why Kyle thought so highly of him.

‘What the hell is so strong about that piece of trash?’

Having witnessed Kyle and Kamon’s duel firsthand, Fabian knew it was a one-sided fight.

And.

‘If Kyle had been serious from the start and hadn’t been interrupted, he would have won.’

Fabian believed that the fight had been marred by political and external factors rather than skill.

‘So, I’ll show him.’


Fabian had only ever acknowledged one person as strong—Kyle. He was someone Fabian thought he might lose to 99 times out of 100 in a one-on-one fight.

But now that person kept insisting that Kamon was stronger than him.

‘I’ll prove him wrong.’

If Fabian could defeat Kamon Vade, Kyle would no longer hold him in such high regard. Fabian decided to seize this opportunity to achieve multiple goals.

“Be careful, and don’t underestimate him, Fabian.”

Seeing that Kyle was still concerned, Fabian flashed him a confident smile and nodded.

“Don’t worry. I’ll win this fight.”

***

“A duel, just like that?”

“They’re saying it’s just a duel? Must be like one of those drunken brawls between friends.”

“Wow, this is going to be quite a show.”

“They’re academy students, right? Must be pretty strong then.”

“Magic and swordplay? Clang, clang, clang. This is going to be fun.”

While the adults spoke lightly of the situation, Sherry looked genuinely worried.

“Why the long face, Sherry?”

“I don’t know, it just feels strange that they’re fighting all of a sudden.”

“But isn’t it normal for academy students to spar as part of their training?”

“Is it?”

Despite being somewhat swayed by her friends’ conversations, Sherry couldn’t shake the worry that nagged at her.

Especially for the gallant mage who had once saved her.

Even though others called him the “Rogue Lord” and criticized him, to her, he was a hero. Just thinking of him made Sherry blush slightly.

‘He might not be a prince from a fairy tale, but he’s my savior.’

Of course, Kyle, with his princely demeanor, seemed more fitting for that title, but strangely, Sherry found herself more drawn to the Rogue Lord.

As most of the villagers gathered in the backyard of the town hall, eager faces were everywhere, excited about the sudden event.

Twenty minutes later, right on time.

Clack!

Chelsea appeared in the backyard, holding a small watch. Standing at the center, she prepared for the duel, while Princess Francia, clearly stressed, stood behind her with her eyes closed, pinching her brow in frustration.

And then.

Tap! Tap!

From the right, Fabian appeared, carrying a massive spear. He spoke to Chelsea as he arrived.

“I’m ready.”

“Okay.”

Chelsea nodded in response and then looked to the opposite side. With no sign of Kamon yet, despite the time, she frowned slightly and called out in a clear voice.

“Kamon Vade, if you don’t show up within five minutes, you’ll be disqualified.”

At that moment.

“Ah, wait!”

A familiar voice echoed from a distance. Soon, Kamon came running into view.

Tap, tap, tap.

“Sorry, I was preparing something, so I’m late.”

“…It’s fine. You’re here on time.”

Chelsea acknowledged his arrival and then looked between the two men as she spoke.

“Alright, here are the rules: No lethal blows, and no attacks that could cause serious injury. If the fight gets too intense, I will stop it and declare the match over.”

Though it was an impromptu duel, Chelsea outlined the basic rules, and then she explained the victory conditions.

“Whether by magic or weapon, if one of you lands a strong, decisive hit or three solid blows, the duel will end immediately. Do you both agree?”

“Agreed.”

“Yep.”

With both sides confirming the victory conditions, Chelsea asked again.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

“Ready.”

With nods from both Kamon and Fabian, Chelsea shouted out.

“Begin the duel!”

Whoosh!

With her shout, Fabian thrust his spear toward Kamon with terrifying speed.

Swish!

The spear cut through the air, carrying the force to break through anything in its path. Kamon quickly dodged by pulling back.

But.

Swish, swoosh!

Fabian’s spear relentlessly followed Kamon, aiming for any opening with deadly precision.

“Oh my.”

“He’s completely on the defensive from the start.”

“This is too one-sided.”

The villagers murmured in amazement as Fabian pressed his overwhelming attack. Kamon, a mage, wasn’t even given the chance to cast a spell or take any other action.

Voom, whirr!

Each swing of Fabian’s massive spear produced a fierce sound, cutting through the air with such force that everyone held their breath.

And.

‘This isn’t good.’

Sherry watched with bated breath, her hands sweaty. Fabian was pressing Kamon far harder and faster than when Kamon was under the dryad’s mind control, making her legs tremble in fear.

‘Is he really going to get hurt badly?’

The outcome of the duel didn’t matter to Sherry. All she cared about was that her savior, Kamon Vade, might get hurt.

“Oh no, if that lands, it’ll be bad.”

“They’re supposed to be friends, so why is he going all out?”

“…This is intense.”

Just like the others were noting, Fabian’s spear was imbued with all sorts of powerful energies: killing intent, fighting spirit, and sheer force.

The pressure of his attack, which seemed capable of inflicting a fatal injury with even a glancing blow, kept everyone on edge as they watched.

“Stop dodging and fight, Kamon!”

Fabian shouted in frustration as he thrust his spear again. Kamon, who had been on the defensive from the start, was too focused on avoiding the spear to do anything else.

Swish! Thunk!

To everyone watching, it seemed clear that the duel was already decided, with Kamon on the losing end.

“Should we keep watching this?”

“I’m worried this might end in a serious accident.”

As concern grew among the spectators, Fabian, who hadn’t yet landed a solid hit despite his dominance, decided it was time to end things. He began gathering powerful mana into his spear for a final attack.

“……!”

“W-what’s that?”

As the massive spearhead began to glow blue, it became clear that an overwhelmingly powerful attack was about to be unleashed on Kamon.

And then.

“Fireball!”

Out of nowhere, a dozen fireballs appeared in the air and rained down on Fabian.

Whoosh, boom!

But.

Zzzing!

The mana gathered around Fabian’s spear dispersed the magic, neutralizing the attack.

“Wow.”

“Magic doesn’t work on him!”

The crowd cheered as they watched the display of power, but Sherry, who had secretly become a fan of Kamon, silently pleaded.

‘Please, just give up.’

Despite Fabian clearly preparing a powerful attack, Kamon just stood there, muttering quietly.

“It’s not working.”

Even with Fabian’s formidable preparations, Kamon merely stood still, seemingly unbothered. Then.

“……!”

Sherry, the only one focused on Kamon instead of the glowing spear, saw it—a smile spreading across his face.

‘He’s… smiling?’

In such a situation, seeing Kamon Vade smile left Sherry utterly confused.

‘What’s going on?’

At that moment.

“Try dodging this, Kamon Vade!”

Fabian finally completed his preparations and swung his spear, shouting as he did so. Sherry couldn’t bear to watch and closed her eyes tightly.

‘Please, please…!’
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Swish, thud!

The massive spear blade barely missed its mark, sending a chill down my spine.

‘Wow, this is more intense than I thought.’

Fabian’s relentless assault was more ferocious and oppressive than I had anticipated.

[Careful now. One hit from that and you’ll be a goner.]

‘Shh, quiet down. I need to focus.’

I cut off Airsya’s commentary with a firm tone, biting my lower lip as I considered my options.

‘I need more time.’

I had expected Fabian to come out strong in the beginning, aiming to finish the fight before I could counterattack.

But because of that…

[Why not just use magic and end this quickly? Why bother with all this trouble?]

‘I need to make sure he understands.’

I answered Airsya’s question while spreading the spirit energy from the Orb.

What I had been preparing during the past twenty minutes was a spirit magic formation.

‘I need to see if it can be used in a real battle.’

Fabian was most wary of my magic, of course. The moment I showed any signs of casting a spell, he’d likely double down on his efforts to stop me, attacking even more aggressively than before.

So.

‘I just need to buy time until the formation is complete.’

Through my experiences as Kamon Vade, I had figured out the only path to victory in this fight. Simply overpowering Fabian with magic wasn’t a guaranteed win.


But using spirit magic, something he couldn’t predict?

‘This will work for sure.’

Unless he was the overpowered protagonist Kyle, Fabian had no way of countering spirit magic with no prior knowledge of it.

And then.

Whoosh, thud!

“This ends now, no more running!”

Fabian, having chased me with relentless attacks, decided to prepare a final, powerful strike to end the fight quickly.

‘Damn, I need more time.’

I hurriedly summoned a spell.

“Fireball.”

I sent a volley of fireballs his way, but…

Zzzing!

The magic was absorbed by a mana shield emanating from his spear, rendering my attack ineffective.

“It’s not working.”

Was that his trump card?

If my magic couldn’t break through, I wouldn’t be able to stall for more time. There was a risk his ultimate attack would land before my spirit formation was ready.

‘Tch, looks like I have no choice.’

Time was running out, and as I glanced at the nearly complete formation, I had to make a decision.

‘Airsya.’

[Why are you calling me? All you do is tell me to be quiet.]


‘Come on, don’t be like that. I need a favor.’

[No.]

‘Oh, come on. Cheer up. I promise I won’t argue with you in the future, no matter what you say.’

[Hmmm.]

Airsya seemed to ponder my offer, resting her chin in her hand. I quickly added more to sweeten the deal.

‘Three times. I’ll let you win three times. Minimum.’

[Deal. Keep your word.]

With that, she dove into the Orb. Immediately, the deep blue energy within surged, spreading out faster than before.

[Like this?]

With Airsya’s help, the dark blue energy spread across the area, completing the spirit magic formation just in time.

‘Perfect, Airsya. Thanks to you, it’s ready.’

As I smiled, feeling confident, Fabian’s voice rang out.

“Try dodging this, Kamon Vade!”

Right on cue, Fabian finished his preparations, his spear blazing blue as he swung it.

Whizz!

The massive blue energy converged and shot toward me.

I spoke calmly as it approached.

“Fantazio Kapileo!”

The activation phrase for the spirit magic formation.

The dark blue energy that had spread out began to form a pattern, resembling a giant butterfly. The formation enclosed part of the backyard, including Fabian and me.


‘Got it!’

I shouted inwardly, finally revealing the power of the spirit magic formation to everyone present.

Zzzing!

The dark blue energy began to glow brightly, creating something in the air.

“What, butterflies?”

“Where did these butterflies come from?”

Everyone within the formation saw the brilliantly colored butterflies fluttering about.

“Pointless trickery!”

Fabian shouted, his eyes catching sight of several small butterflies as well. But I simply smiled and muttered quietly.

“Are you sure about that?”

Snap!

I snapped my fingers.

Crack!

“……?!”

The massive blue energy Fabian had launched toward me suddenly froze in midair.

[To think spirit magic could be used like this… The world is indeed vast.]

Even Airsya, the Spirit of Jealousy, was impressed by the power of the spirit magic formation.

‘No wonder Dean Elmon was awarded the title of Academy Head without question.’

The spirit magic formation I had used was from the book he gave me, known as the “Illusory Butterfly.” It had the power to momentarily freeze time for anyone who saw the illusionary butterflies.

Of course, those outside its range…

“Why did they stop moving?”

“Huh? Why are they just standing there?”

With a puzzled expression, the villagers tilted their heads, muttering in confusion. They couldn’t comprehend what had just occurred.

Meanwhile…

Step, step, step.

I walked forward, the only one moving in a space where everything else had come to a halt. I casually sidestepped the massive blue energy that had been aimed at me and approached the frozen figure of Fabian.

“Kamon Vade, what have you done?! What is this…?”

Fabian’s voice was filled with frustration and confusion as he snarled at me, unable to understand what had happened. I responded with a light chuckle.

“Can’t you see?”

I slowly raised my hand and clenched my fist.

“You’re going to get hit a few times.”

The duel would end after three solid blows, so I intended to use those three strikes to vent all the frustration Fabian had caused me.

***

“Duel over! Kamon wins!”

Chelsea’s clear voice rang out, signaling the end of the match.

The duel had concluded with Kamon suddenly approaching Fabian and delivering three decisive punches to his face, leaving Fabian with noticeable bruises.

“Wow, so that’s what an academy students’ duel looks like.”

“It was incredible. Things were flying around, and time even stopped!”

“Time didn’t stop, they were just standing still.”

“If you don’t know, don’t talk. The butterflies appeared, and time literally froze.”

“What? Butterflies? I didn’t see anything like that.”

The villagers chattered excitedly, each sharing their impressions of the intense battle they had just witnessed. The duel had left a strong impression on everyone, but none more so than a few key individuals.

Had Kamon defeated Fabian using magic, the outcome would have been surprising, but not shocking. However…

‘That was definitely spirit magic.’

Princess Francia, a spirit mage who commanded the ancient spirit Gatraon, was left stunned by what she had seen during the duel.

‘How? Since when?’

She had noticed something odd before—how Gatraon had been unusually friendly toward Kamon at the mansion. But that was different from actually wielding spirit magic.

‘And what was that power? It looked like a formation, but stopping time with just a formation? How is that even possible?’

Unfamiliar with Dean Elmon’s spirit magic formation, Princess Francia couldn’t help but be astonished by the power Kamon Vade had displayed. The ability to stop time, even using spirit energy, was beyond her understanding.

As she stared at Kamon, who had ended the duel so decisively, Princess Francia found herself full of questions about him.

Of course, she wasn’t the only one shaken by what had happened.

“……”

Chelsea, who had been silently observing the duel after acting as the referee, also found herself deeply affected.

‘He’s gotten stronger.’

She watched Kamon flex his fist, pondering the source of the power he had just used. Though she didn’t know the exact nature of the energy, she realized it didn’t really matter.

‘What has he been through to become so strong?’

Recalling their past training sessions when Kamon was trying to compete with Kyle, Chelsea couldn’t help but shake her head at how much he had changed since then.

And then…

Clang!

“This is impossible!”

Fabian, having thrown his spear to the ground in frustration, shouted in disbelief.

“That was trickery! I was caught by trickery!”

With a furious expression and bruised face, Fabian refused to accept the outcome.

Tap!

Kyle, emerging from the crowd, grabbed Fabian’s shoulder and shook his head firmly.

“Enough, Fabian.”

“Kyle, you saw it too! That bastard used trickery. Time stopping? That wasn’t magic!”

“No, it was a fair fight.”

“What?”

Fabian stared at Kyle in disbelief, who met his gaze and continued.

“Princess Francia confirmed it herself. That wasn’t trickery, it was spirit magic.”

“…Spirit magic?”

Fabian repeated the words, frowning in anger.

“Lies. How could Kamon use spirit magic? He’s a mage, not a…”

“Enough!”

For the first time, Kyle gripped Fabian’s shoulder tightly and shouted, his tone serious and commanding.

“…!”

Fabian, who was used to seeing Kyle’s usual cheerful demeanor, was stunned by his sternness. The anger that had been boiling inside him began to cool.

“You lost, Fabian.”

“……”

“I told you, Kamon is strong.”

Hearing Kyle’s words, Fabian felt his strength leave him, and his legs gave way.

Thud!

He slumped to the ground, muttering softly.

“I… I lost?”

It was a situation he hadn’t anticipated, making it difficult for him to accept the reality.

‘I can’t believe it.’

If he had lost after a fierce battle, it might have been easier to accept. But from the start of the duel, he had been on the offensive, controlling the pace. Up until the final moment, he was convinced of his victory.

But then…

‘To think it ended with just that one move?’

Defeated by what he initially thought was trickery—now revealed as spirit magic—Fabian couldn’t wrap his mind around it.

At that moment, Kamon’s familiar voice reached his ears.

“So, is it all over now?”

Kamon’s voice had a mocking tone as he spoke, twisting his wrist as he continued.

“Well, the loser has to follow the conditions, right?”

Gritting his teeth in anger, Fabian felt a surge of rage, but a promise was a promise.

“Fabian?”

Kyle, still standing in front of him, nodded, urging him to keep the promise he had made.

“……”

After a long silence, Fabian finally spoke.

“…I apologize. I’m sorry for how I’ve treated you until now.”

He bowed his head toward Kamon Vade, conceding his defeat.
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‘The spirit magic formation turned out to be more powerful than I expected,’ I mused to myself as we prepared to leave the village.

[How did you even know about such a thing?] Airsya asked, curiosity lacing her voice.

I shrugged off the question, giving a vague reply. ‘I just heard about it from someone.’

The truth was, the spirit magic formation that Dean Elmon had passed down to me was far from ordinary. While I knew he was a skilled spirit mage, I hadn’t anticipated the extent of his abilities.

‘I didn’t realize it would be this incredible.’

After the Orb had absorbed Airsya, the Spirit of Jealousy, and granted me the ability to wield spirit energy, I had gained yet another powerful secret weapon.

‘Might as well try out all the ones I can remember.’

[You mean there’s more?]

‘Plenty more.’

The spirit magic formations recorded in the manual easily numbered in the dozens.

[Then share them with me too. I’d like to study how those powers are used.]

‘Maybe later…’

I didn’t remember many of them at the moment. I’d have to return to the academy and review the manual to fully grasp them.

*Step, step.

Despite the numerous events that had occurred, our primary goal remained clear—quickly passing the “Novice Challenge.” As such, everyone pressed on, eager to move forward.

‘I didn’t expect him to actually apologize.’

I had half-expected Fabian to act out after bowing his head to me with such visible resentment, but surprisingly, he had been quiet and compliant since then.

At that moment.

“Kamon.”


Princess Francia approached me unexpectedly, speaking in a low voice.

“Let’s talk for a moment.”

“Right now?”

“Yes.”

With a determined tone, she grabbed my arm and led me to a secluded spot out of sight from the others.

“What’s this about, Your Highness?”

“What exactly are you?”

“Excuse me?”

“The power you used in the duel against Fabian. That was spirit magic, wasn’t it?”

Her sudden, direct questioning took me aback. I took a step back before answering.

“Yes, it was.”

“So how did that happen? How can you use spirit magic? Could you always wield spirits?”

[Kukuk, she sure is curious for someone who can’t even see me, a spirit.]

Airsya commented in amusement as Princess Francia bombarded me with questions. I tried to remain as calm as possible while responding.

“I’ve somehow learned to use something similar to spirit magic. But that doesn’t mean I can control spirits themselves.”

“What? What do you mean…?”

“It’s hard to explain right now. I’ll give you a detailed explanation later. For now, shouldn’t we be focusing on the Novice Challenge?”

My remark made her sigh softly and nod in agreement.

“Fine.”

Then, with a firm tone, she issued a warning.


“But you will explain everything once we return to the academy. I want to know how you’re able to use spirit energy.”

“Yes, yes, I understand.”

Of course, I had no intention of revealing anything to her. For now, I just needed to deflect her questions and keep things vague.

[Kukuku, you really are just like me.]

Airsya chuckled, clearly sensing my true intentions. I had to resist the urge to rub the Orb’s ring in frustration.

‘Sigh, as promised, I’ll hold back three times.’

[Huh? Why bring that up now?]

‘Two more times to go.’

[Wait, hold on!]

***

“We made it just in time.”

We had finally arrived at the heart of the region, where the Vade Marquisate’s mansion was located.

“We got here sooner than I expected. We still have about three days of leeway,” Chelsea said, nodding as she gave a quick update on our situation.

At that moment.

“Three days? Can we really manage to infiltrate and escape in that time…?”

Fabian, who seemed on the verge of complaining, caught my eye and quickly fell silent.

“So, what’s the plan? Can we actually get inside that place?” Kyle asked in a low voice, his eyes filled with curiosity as he pointed to the large fortress that stood before us.

The Vade Marquisate’s mansion was housed within a grand fortress known as *Beltras*.

“Hold on.”

Princess Francia snapped her fingers.


Snap!

At once, a line appeared in the air, splitting open to reveal a dark crimson void. Without hesitation, Princess Francia reached into the rift, causing Chelsea to murmur in surprise.

“A… spatial pouch?”

“Yes, that’s right. I managed to borrow this rare item just for the Novice Challenge.”

‘So she had that all along?’

The spatial pouch was a common feature in webtoons and web novels, known for its incredibly convenient attributes. Usually, it was the type of overpowered item every protagonist ended up with at some point. I vaguely remembered that Kyle would eventually come across something similar as well…

Thud!

After retrieving an item from the pouch, Princess Francia snapped her fingers again, and the rift closed.

“Everyone, put these on.”

The items she had pulled out were a set of worn-out clothes and half-white masks.

“What’s this…?”

“As you can see, these are disguises. The masks are enchanted with a spell that distorts perception. While it won’t fool a skilled opponent, it should be enough to get past ordinary guards.”

Princess Francia continued her briefing, watching as the group nodded in understanding.

“According to the information I gathered earlier, the patrol routes and timings of the Vade Fortress guards are as follows…”

She went on to detail the current vulnerabilities of the Vade Fortress, explaining a safe route for us to infiltrate it. Her information was surprisingly thorough, considering how much she knew about the layout and routines of the fortress.

“While some time has passed, the schedule and routes shouldn’t have changed much. This should be enough to get us inside the fortress. Of course, we’ll need to employ a different approach for the mansion itself… Kamon?”

Princess Francia suddenly turned to look at me.

“Yes? Me?”

“Yes. Do you have anything to add? Is there something I might have missed or any other concerns?”

All eyes were now on me.

‘Something she might have missed…’

If I had to point it out, there was indeed something more I knew that could make a difference. Of course, it wasn’t information that could be easily discovered through conventional means, nor was it something Princess Francia could make use of even if she stumbled upon it by chance.

‘Well, I only know because it was part of the original story…’

After a moment of contemplation, I finally shook my head slightly and spoke up.

“Well… If you head to the right side of the fortress, you’ll find an abandoned cabin. There’s a hidden underground passage there that leads directly to the Vade Marquisate mansion. It’s probably the only secret route into the estate.”

“…?”

“K-Kamon?”

Everyone, including Princess Francia, stared at me with bewildered expressions as I casually revealed this secret. Even Chelsea, standing nearby, asked incredulously.

“No matter how much you’re from the family, is it okay to divulge such a secret so easily?”

“Well, even if you know about it, it won’t be easy to use. The door can only be opened with the blood of a member of the Vade family.”

I shrugged as I answered, and Princess Francia, still surprised, spoke to me in an unexpected tone.

“That’s highly valuable information. Thank you, Kamon. This will make things much easier. But are you sure it’s okay?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, since it’s a secret passage belonging to your family…”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“I see… That’s a relief.”

After all, this secret passage gets revealed openly in the original story later on. Keeping it to myself wouldn’t change anything.

‘It won’t affect the progression of the original plot either.’

Besides, by the time this information becomes relevant in the story, the Vade Marquisate would have already fallen.

Of course, that fall is tied to several complicated events, but that’s not the point right now.

“Alright then, let’s all change into our disguises,” Princess Francia suggested.

At her prompting, everyone took the clothes they were given and slipped into the bushes to change.

***

“…All 137 members of the Griffin Knights are assembled.”

A knight fully clad in armor reported to Rowan Vade, who stepped forward, his blue cape fluttering behind him.

Clank, clank!

“You are the shields that guard the Vade family, and the swords that strike down our enemies.”

Rowan Vade struck his chest, where the griffin emblem was emblazoned, and continued his speech.

“This griffin symbolizes our bravery, our soaring spirit, and our loyalty. Isn’t that right?”

Thud!

In unison, over a hundred knights pounded their chests, all bearing the same emblem on their armor.

With a twisted smirk, Rowan Vade spoke again.

“I’ve received word that our dear juniors from the Imperial Academy have chosen us as their target for this year’s ‘Novice Challenge.’”

“Novice Challenge?”

“Isn’t that the infamous tradition where they assign impossible missions?”

“It’s still going on?”

“Those kids must be having a hard time.”

The gathered Griffin Knights murmured among themselves at Rowan’s words, some of them clearly being alumni of the academy themselves.

Rowan Vade, observing their reactions, lowered his voice and spoke ominously.

“But among those juniors heading here, I’ve heard there’s a traitor—a blood relative who abandoned this emblem.”

“…!”

His shocking statement silenced the knights, and only the low sound of the wind could be heard in the now quiet hall.

Rowan Vade continued.

“Once more, I ask you: Are you the shields that guard the Vade family and the swords that strike down its enemies?”

Thud!

“Yes, we are!”

The knights stomped in unison, their voices loud and clear.

“A person who has forsaken our family’s name, been cast out from our house, and betrayed their blood—is this person our enemy?”

“Th-that…”

“Hmm…”

The knights hesitated to respond, clearly troubled by the question.

“Your answer is disappointing.”

“…”

Rowan Vade scoffed as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“It seems you are under some kind of delusion. Very well, let me rephrase the question.”

“…?”

“What if Kamon were to reclaim his position as the heir to the Vade family? Do you think you could still remain honorable Griffin Knights?”

“…!”

The knights’ eyes widened at the change in the question.

“I know my nephew better than anyone. He is not fit to inherit the Vade family, nor does he deserve to bear this emblem. And…”

Rowan Vade openly disparaged Kamon, his expression cold as he continued in a low, menacing voice.

“I’m sure many of you here have experienced firsthand just how unworthy he is.”

With that, Rowan Vade placed his helmet on his head and unsheathed his sword with a sharp ring.

“Now, I ask you again: Is a traitor of our bloodline our enemy?”

Thud!

“Yes, they are!”

This time, the 137 knights responded in unison, stomping their feet with conviction.

“Is Kamon our enemy?”

Thud!

“Yes, he is!”

Finally receiving the answer he wanted, Rowan Vade’s lips curled into a satisfied smile.

“Yes, of course he is.”

With a nod, he pulled out a dagger from his coat.

Then.

Slash!

He made a small cut on his arm.

Splatter!

As his blood spilled onto the ground, the sound of machinery began to rumble beneath their feet, causing the earth to tremble.

Soon after, a loud noise echoed in their ears.

Rumble!

The secret passage, which only members of the Vade bloodline could access, began to open.

“It’s likely that they’ll try to infiltrate through our family’s secret passage. We’ll intercept those juniors attempting the Novice Challenge and eliminate our enemy there. Understood?”

Thud!

“We will follow your orders!”

The knights responded in unison, and Rowan Vade, satisfied, relaxed his posture and added lightly.

“Oh, by the way, when I said eliminate, I didn’t mean kill him. Capture him alive. After all, he’s still my brother’s son, the heir of the family.”

Although his tone was light, like he was making a joke, none of the knights showed any hint of amusement or relaxation in their expressions.
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“Fresh fruit! Get your fresh fruit here!”

“Come and listen to an entertaining story!”

“…Visit Seriton’s Blacksmith for all your metal needs! Our finest craftsmen are ready to serve you!”

The bustling street was alive with activity, filled with vendors and townspeople going about their business.

“Everyone looks cheerful.”

“It’s definitely what you’d expect from the main stronghold of the Vade Marquisate. Even the guards are well-disciplined,” Princess Francia whispered to Fabian, who nodded in agreement.

As they walked, Chelsea murmured as she eyed the goods being sold.

“The variety of goods and the level of craftsmanship here are on par with the Empire’s capital.”

“Well, they are one of the five great Electors of the Empire, after all. And this is also Kamon’s…”

“Shh, Kyle!”

At the sudden mention of my name, everyone shot Kyle a sharp look, prompting him to fall silent.

“Oh, sorry. I forgot,” Kyle apologized with an awkward smile, waving his hands in embarrassment.

Princess Francia, in a firm tone, ended the conversation.

“No more unnecessary chatter. Let’s head to the location we discussed.”

With half-white masks that subtly distorted people’s perceptions, we moved quickly and quietly through the streets.

Finally, we arrived at our destination.

“…Is this the place, Kamon?” Princess Francia asked cautiously, after confirming that no one was around.

We stood before an old, dilapidated cabin on the outskirts of the city. It was a stark contrast to the orderly and beautifully maintained city center.

It looked just like the place described in the original story.


“Well, I think so,” I replied.

“What do you mean ‘you think so’? How can you be unsure at a time like this? Are you certain this is the secret passage?” she pressed.

‘…Well, how would I know for sure? I’ve never been here before.’

Before I could respond, Chelsea interjected, saving me from further questioning.

“Kamon hasn’t been here before, so he probably doesn’t know for sure. Right, Kamon?”

“Yes, that’s right. This is my first time here too, so I’m not completely sure. But it should be the right place. As you can see, there’s nothing else around here,” I said, nodding in agreement.

The cabin was located in an abandoned area on the outskirts of the fortress, where no one lived. Aside from this rundown cabin, the area was dotted with structures that were hardly worthy of being called buildings.

“Hmm,” Princess Francia muttered as she scanned the surroundings.

“Well, in that case, I’ll have my spirit scout the interior…”

“Wait a moment.”

“Fabian?”

“There are signs that the path in front of the door has been cleared. This definitely isn’t just an abandoned house,” Fabian pointed out, examining the area closely.

Kyle quickly moved to inspect the spot Fabian mentioned and asked, “Where? In front of the door?”

“Yeah, right there. The rest of the area around the building is overgrown with weeds and littered with debris, but the area in front of the door is clean. It looks like people have been coming and going here,” Fabian explained.

“Oh, you’re right.”

The sharpness with which Fabian assessed the situation surprised everyone.

‘After all the trouble he’s caused, he’s finally proving useful.’

[That one’s attitude has completely changed from before,] Airsya noted, also noticing Fabian’s transformation.

“Alright then, I’ll check inside…” Princess Francia began, then hesitated, glancing at me briefly before continuing. “Let’s see what’s inside.”

She closed her eyes and murmured something under her breath. Moments later, a spirit in the form of a wolf emerged and merged with her, then darted into the cabin.


“Hmm, there’s no one inside the cabin, and nothing seems out of place… Wait, what?”

“What is it, Your Highness?” Kyle asked as she abruptly paused. Raising her hand to stop him from speaking, Princess Francia muttered something else quietly.

Then.

“There’s a hidden space behind the fireplace, no, a staircase,” Princess Francia said with a bright smile, then turned to the rest of the group. “This is it. We’ve found the secret passage.”

After ensuring there were no alarm spells or traps hidden nearby, we opened the cabin door.

Creak!

The door’s hinges groaned as we entered the cabin. Just as Princess Francia had described, there was nothing inside.

“You said the secret passage is behind the fireplace?”

Kyle was the first to approach it. He placed his hand on the wall behind the extinguished fireplace and pushed with all his strength.

“Hmmph.”

But the wall didn’t budge.

“Eh, what’s this? It’s not moving.”

“Are you sure you’re pushing it properly, Kyle?”

“Yeah, I’m pushing with all my strength. Wait, maybe if I just cut through…”

Kyle reached for his sword, but before he could draw it, both Princess Francia and Chelsea shouted at him simultaneously.

“Kyle, stop!”

“Don’t do that, Kyle.”

“…Huh?”

Kyle froze mid-action, clearly taken aback by the simultaneous commands from Chelsea and Princess Francia. His confusion was palpable as he slowly lowered his hand, still gripping his sword.

Chelsea quickly took the opportunity to explain, “There might be some kind of mechanism or trap nearby. And remember, Kamon mentioned that the door can only be opened by a blood relative of the Vade family.”


“Oh, right,” Kyle mumbled, realizing his mistake.

“Chelsea is correct,” Princess Francia added with a gentle smile. “Let’s search the area first. We know there’s a space behind the wall, so we just need to find a way through.”

Following her suggestion, we all began inspecting the area around the fireplace.

Not long after…

“…I think I found something here,” Fabian announced from near the lower right side of the fireplace.

“What? It looks like some kind of pattern,” Kyle said as he joined Fabian.

“That’s the Vade family crest, the griffin,” Princess Francia identified the symbol with a nod, then turned to me.

“Kamon, are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded and pulled out the dagger I had prepared earlier. *Ah, this is going to hurt.* But there was no turning back now. *Let’s just get it over with.*

Without hesitation, I made a small cut on my fingertip.

Slice.

As the sharp blade drew blood, I pressed the drop of red onto the griffin emblem.

Ssshhhhh, clank!

The sound of gears turning echoed from within the wall.

“It’s working,” Chelsea remarked.

“The door should open soon,” Princess Francia added.

As the others exchanged words of anticipation, the massive wall behind the fireplace began to lower with a deep rumble.

Rumble, rumble!

“Let’s go in,” I said.

***

Clop, clop.

The sound of our footsteps echoed in the quiet, narrow corridor. Kyle, his eyes wide with curiosity, scanned the surroundings as he spoke.

“Wow, so this is what a secret passage looks like.”

“What, have you never seen a secret passage before?” Fabian asked.

“Of course not. When would I ever have a reason to see one?” Kyle replied with a bright smile, leaving Fabian momentarily speechless.

At that moment…

“Shh! Both of you, quiet down,” Princess Francia sharply reprimanded them.

The two immediately fell silent, glancing around nervously. Fabian mouthed something to Kyle, who responded with a small grin and a shrug.

After walking for some time…

“A fork in the road?” Chelsea noted as we approached a point where the path split in two directions.

“Kamon? Which way do we go?” Princess Francia asked, naturally turning to me for guidance.

I shook my head. “As I mentioned earlier, I only knew that the passage existed. I’ve never used it myself.”

“Right, so we don’t know which way to go,” she said with a sigh, acknowledging the situation.

Chelsea, examining the split paths, asked me, “Kamon, is this secret passage designed like a maze?”

“What?”

“I mean, is the path divided like this in multiple places, or just here?”

“How would I know?” I replied, slightly exasperated. I only knew about the secret passage from the original story. Whether it was a maze or not was beyond my knowledge since the details weren’t provided in the source material.

Kyle turned to Chelsea, curious, “Why do you ask, Chelsea?”

“It’s just that the air and the sounds coming from deeper inside suggest that this isn’t the only split in the path,” Chelsea explained, then turned to Princess Francia. “Your Highness, do you think you could use your spirit again to scout?”

“No, Chelsea. I understand what you’re suggesting, but it might be difficult to use the spirit in this situation,” Princess Francia responded, glancing at me briefly before continuing. “I could try, but in a space this large with paths branching off like this, it wouldn’t be very effective.”

Her ancient spirit, Gatraon, a wolf, scratched the ground in frustration, seemingly disappointed by the limitations.

[A useless spirit, indeed,] Airsya commented smugly.

‘Could you do it any better?’ I shot back.

[Of course. A maze like this would be trivial for me.]

‘Oh, really? Then go ahead and show me.’

[Hmph, why should I?] Airsya retorted.

‘So you can’t do it?’

[Do you really think I’d fall for such a petty trick?] Airsya huffed.

‘Oh, seems like you’re finally catching on,’ I thought, a bit amused that my provocations no longer swayed her as easily as before.

Just as I was reflecting on how Airsya had grown, Princess Francia’s voice brought me back to the present.

“Let’s split up.”

“…Excuse me?” I replied, turning to face her.

“It’s hard to choose the right path immediately, and we can’t afford to waste time here. So, we’ll split into two teams, explore both paths, and then meet back here at the agreed time,” she explained.

“Meet back here?” Kyle asked, unsure of the plan.

“It’s difficult to move forward, but it’s not hard to retrace our steps,” Princess Francia clarified.

Her plan was to divide our group of five into two teams, each exploring one of the forked paths. After a set amount of time, we’d regroup here and continue down whichever path seemed correct.

Fabian, listening to her briefing, interjected with a concern. “But what if there are traps or other dangers along the way?”

“That’s a good question,” Princess Francia acknowledged, pulling out a set of small items and handing them to us.

“…?”

“What are these?” Kyle asked, examining the small, white figurines that resembled buttons.

Princess Francia smiled and explained, “These are artifacts that allow us to communicate with each other in emergencies. They won’t transmit voices or precise locations, but in a crisis, they’ll emit a sound and light that only those holding the matching figurines can see and hear. That way, we can locate each other.”

“How do we use them?” Fabian asked, intrigued.

“Just infuse them with mana, like this.”

Beeeep!

A sharp sound pierced the air as the figurine in Princess Francia’s hand emitted a high-pitched noise. At the same time, a faint orange glow emanated from it, spreading out toward the other figurines.

“Wow, that’s amazing,” Kyle marveled.

“Can’t anyone else hear this sound?” Chelsea asked.

“No, the sound and light are only perceptible to those holding the figurines,” Princess Francia confirmed.

The artifacts looked incredibly valuable, but as an Imperial Princess, it likely wasn’t too difficult for her to obtain them.

Fabian, seemingly on the same page, commented quietly, “I’ve never seen anything like this before. It must be really advanced.”

“Of course. These are newly developed items from the High Soren Magic Tower… Anyway, enough talking. Let’s divide into teams,” Princess Francia said, ready to move forward with the plan.
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The secret passage within the Vade family’s domain was vast and sprawling, practically a labyrinth in its own right. It was designed not just as a covert route but also as a temporary shelter in times of crisis, complete with rooms for planning and issuing commands.

“What’s the current status?” Rowan Vade asked, his voice carrying a quiet authority.

A knight from the Griffin Knights quickly responded, “We’ve identified a total of five individuals so far, including Kamon.”

“And?”

“…As you predicted, the first gate on the northeastern outskirts has been opened. They should be nearing this area by now.”

The knight pointed to a map as he reported, and Rowan Vade let out a short breath, almost a whisper.

“Hm, a fork in the road.”

On the map, two diverging paths were marked with different symbols. The knight placed a flag on one of the paths and continued.

“Whichever path they choose, they’ll eventually converge at the central passage. However, this path has more traps and mechanisms, so it’s likely to delay them.”

“What about the deployment of our forces?”

“They are stationed at the central passage and key points along the routes. Where would you like to go, Commander?”

“This path seems to be calling to me.”

“…Understood, sir.”

With that, Rowan Vade and his attending knight left the command room, heading out to intercept the intruders. The flag on the map was placed on the left path of the fork.

***

“This can’t be happening!” Fabian exclaimed, his voice tinged with frustration.

After a fair drawing of lots, the two teams had been divided, and to his dismay, Fabian found himself on a team with me and Chelsea.

“Let’s do our best, Kamon,” Chelsea said with a nod.

“Likewise,” I responded.


Yes, Fabian was stuck on the same team as me and Chelsea.

“Alright, everyone. Be careful, and we’ll meet up later,” Princess Francia said, taking the lead with Kyle as they headed down the right path.

“See you later, Fabian,” Kyle called out with a wave.

“Yeah, sure,” Fabian replied, his lips pouting in resignation. I gave him a light pat on the shoulder.

“Why the long face? It’s not like we’re heading to our doom,” I said.

“…”

Fabian stayed silent, clearly not thrilled about the situation.

‘He really hates this, huh?’

[Who would be happy about having to obey you from now on?] Airsya quipped.

‘Maybe, but it’s not like I’m going to make him do anything unreasonable.’

As I mulled over the situation, Chelsea turned to me and asked, “Kamon, we’re taking the left path, right?”

“Yeah, left it is.”

With that, I turned to Fabian. “You should take the lead.”

“Why should I…!”

Fabian was about to argue but then sighed deeply and nodded in defeat. “Fine, whatever.”

“Thanks, Fabian,” Chelsea added, and we started moving forward with Fabian in front.

Not long after, a barrage of arrows suddenly shot out from hidden mechanisms in the walls.

“Watch out, traps—!”

Slash!

But before I could finish my warning, Fabian swiftly swung his spear, cutting down every arrow with precision.


“Is everyone okay back there?” he asked, barely fazed.

“Yeah, we’re safe, thanks to you,” I replied.

“Thanks, Fabian,” Chelsea echoed, her gratitude evident in her tone. Fabian shrugged off the praise, resting his spear on his shoulder.

“It’s nothing.”

‘He’s more useful than I expected.’

I hadn’t intended for it, but putting Fabian in the front had turned out to be a smart choice. As we continued, we encountered more traps—arrows, rolling boulders, fireballs, and even poisonous darts. Fabian dealt with each threat without hesitation.

Slash, thud. Boom!

‘Is this for real?’

If Kyle had been handling this, I might have shrugged it off as just another overpowered protagonist moment. But this was Fabian, a supporting character who still had a long way to go before reaching his full potential.

‘He’s pushing himself too hard.’

Chelsea seemed to share my concerns, asking Fabian, “Aren’t you overexerting yourself?”

“No, I’m fine,” Fabian replied, biting his lower lip.

“If you’re tired, I can take over for a bit…”

“No, I’ll stay in front,” Fabian insisted, stubbornly refusing any help.

[He’s letting his pride get the better of him,] Airsya observed.

‘Yeah, I thought so too.’

While I appreciated Fabian’s efforts, I couldn’t ignore the fact that he was pushing himself too far.

‘I understand why he’s doing this…’

It was likely due to the condition I had set—that he must obey me. He was probably determined to prove his worth and avoid being ordered around.

But…


‘No matter how much pride he has, he’s going to wear himself out.’

“Fabian, switch places with Chelsea.”

“I said I’m fine!”

“That’s an order.”

“…!”

My firm tone left no room for argument. Fabian clenched his fists, trembling with frustration before finally relenting. He stepped back to let Chelsea take the lead.

“Alright, Chelsea. You take the front,” he muttered.

“Okay,” Chelsea agreed.

With Fabian now behind us, we continued our exploration of the secret passage.

Sigh.

Fabian took deep, ragged breaths as he tried to regain his composure. It was clear he had been pushing himself far beyond his limits.

‘Stubborn to a fault…’ I thought to myself, shaking my head subtly.

[That’s because of you, isn’t it? Your very presence is provoking him,] Airsya chimed in.

‘Alright, that’s the second time,’ I reminded her.

[What? What did I do now?]

‘You just blamed me for everything.’

[But I wasn’t wrong! It’s all because of how he feels about you, isn’t it?]

‘True, but…’

[Then why—?!]

‘Because it’s a truth that hurts,’ I replied, smugly.

[Kraaaaah!]

I couldn’t help but smirk as I managed to get under Airsya’s skin. Then I turned my attention back to Fabian, who seemed lost in his thoughts.

‘He’s really getting under my skin.’

Until now, I hadn’t paid much attention to Fabian, just another supporting character in the original story. But now that I was involved, I found myself worrying about him more than I expected.

“Don’t push yourself too hard, Fabian,” I said, breaking the silence.

“What?”

“If something’s bothering you, save it for when it really matters. There’s no need to go all out right now.”

“…”

Fabian didn’t respond verbally, but I noticed his breathing gradually steadying. It seemed like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders, if only slightly.

We continued through the secret passage until Chelsea, who was leading the way, noticed something.

“Hey, the path is getting wider…”

Just as she spoke, the sound of clapping echoed from up ahead.

“…?”

“What’s that sound?” I asked, instantly on guard as we all assumed defensive stances.

In the distance, shrouded in shadow, a voice called out.

“You’ve arrived faster than I expected.”

A figure stepped out of the darkness, clad in armor with a massive griffin emblem emblazoned on his chest. It was Rowan Vade.

“Long time no see, my dear nephew, Kamon.”

***

Slash!

“Kyle, are you alright?” Princess Francia asked, her voice filled with concern as Kyle effortlessly sliced a massive boulder in half.

“I’m fine, Your Highness. Are you?” Kyle responded with a smile, turning to her.

“Yes, I’m okay,” she nodded, returning his smile.

Kyle was indeed a formidable force, a true “monster” with unparalleled strength. Even at such a young age, he could easily cut down anything in his path with his overwhelming power. Watching him, it was hard not to be impressed.

But at the same time…

‘What is Kamon, then? He’s able to stand toe-to-toe with someone like Kyle…’

And now, Kamon was even using spirit power, something Francia had thought was her unique ability. The thought of Kamon, someone who had always been an enigma, weighed heavily on her mind.

“The path is getting wider, so we should be close to….”

Kyle’s words were cut off as a sharp, familiar sound filled the air, followed by the appearance of an orange haze.

“…!”

Princess Francia immediately recognized the signal—one of their team members was in serious danger. She looked at Kyle, who, despite the situation, maintained a calm demeanor.

“Looks like the others are in trouble,” Kyle said.

“What should we do, Kyle? Should we turn back?” Princess Francia asked, worry evident in her voice.

“No, it’s too far. It would take too long,” Kyle replied, his tone firm as he watched the orange haze trail away from them.

“Then what now?”

“I’ll break through as fast as I can. Stay close, Your Highness.”

With those words, Kyle raised his sword and charged ahead without hesitation.

***

Thud, thud!

The moment we encountered the Griffin Knights and Rowan Vade, I didn’t hesitate to shout.

“Run!”

No matter how talented Chelsea and Fabian were, facing the elite knights of the Vade family was a suicidal mission. Especially with Rowan Vade leading them…

Thud, thud!

Thankfully, both Chelsea and Fabian immediately heeded my warning, turning and running as fast as they could.

Seeing us retreat, Rowan Vade smirked.

“Running, are we? That’s one strategy, but you’ve chosen the wrong opponent, nephew!”

Boom!

With a powerful stomp, Rowan Vade closed the distance between us in an instant.

‘Damn it. I knew this would happen.’

Rowan Vade—commander of the Griffin Knights and the younger brother of Marquis Baran Vade—was a terrifying figure. In the original story, he had shown incredible prowess against Kyle.

He was a true powerhouse, using his bare fists enhanced with magical power. A madman who had earned the title “Rowan Vade, the Crimson Fist,” after beating countless enemies to death with his blood-soaked fists.

Now, with his crimson gauntlets gleaming, he was rapidly gaining on us.

“He’s too fast,” Chelsea noted, her voice tinged with anxiety as Rowan Vade’s armored figure closed in.

In response, Fabian pulled out the small artifact Princess Francia had given him and activated it.

“…I had a feeling we’d need this,” he muttered, almost apologetically.

“You did well, Fabian,” I said, nodding in approval. Even if Kyle couldn’t defeat Rowan Vade, he might be able to buy us some time or provide an opportunity to escape.

The orange haze emanating from the artifact swirled and pointed towards a direction. But then…

“He’s closer than I thought,” Chelsea remarked.

“No, he’s getting closer to us,” I corrected, noticing the orange trail shortening rapidly.

Then, we heard footsteps approaching from the other side.

Thud, thud!

“Kamom, Fabian, Chelsea!” a familiar voice called out.

“Huh?”

Rowan Vade, who had been pursuing us, briefly glanced towards the sound.

Crash!

Suddenly, the wall beside us exploded, and through the debris stepped none other than Kyle.

“Kyle!”

He had burst through the wall to join us, and without hesitation, he charged at Rowan Vade, his sword poised to strike.

“Hyaaaah!”

But…

“Hmph.”

Rowan Vade merely grunted, raising his crimson gauntlet to meet Kyle’s sword.

In the next moment, an immense shockwave erupted between them.

Boom!
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A single clash was all it took to establish who held the upper hand between the two.

Rowan Vade casually brushed off his fist as if nothing had happened, while Kyle Perrion, on the other hand, winced slightly as he retreated a few steps back.

‘No matter how much of a protagonist he is, is it still too early?’

Watching this unfold, I furrowed my brows in thought.

I had hoped Kyle would at least land one blow, but…

‘It’s no wonder he’s outmatched.’

Rowan Vade, the commander of the Griffin Knights, was a formidable figure. Although he didn’t fully measure up to the Northern Grand Duke that Kyle faced in the original work, he was certainly on par with such a powerhouse.

No matter how exceptional Kyle’s talents and his near-cheat-like abilities were, they weren’t absolute.

What Kyle lacked right now was only one thing: time to grow and become stronger.

At that moment, Rowan Vade began massaging his right wrist with his other hand, a look of intrigue on his face as he muttered to himself.

“Hoho, you’re quite strong, aren’t you?”

“…You’re strong as well.”

Kyle responded with a faint smile.

“Really? Thanks, even if it’s just talk.”

Rowan chuckled at Kyle’s words, seemingly amused, and continued speaking.

“You look around my nephew’s age. What’s your name?”

“Kyle Perrion.”

“Kyle, huh…”

After a brief moment of contemplation, Rowan looked directly at Kyle and spoke.


“I like strong kids like you. So I’ll give you a chance. You’re free to leave this place.”

“…?”

“And the same goes for the rest of you. After all, the ‘Novice Challenge’ is more of a tradition where failure is more common than success, isn’t it?”

Turning to Chelsea and Fabian as he said this, Rowan Vade’s gaze then fell upon me, his eyes darkening.

“However, leave my beloved nephew behind. That’s my condition.”

[You sure are popular.]

‘Shut up.’

I couldn’t quite figure out why Rowan Vade wanted to keep me here, but his gaze didn’t feel particularly friendly.

‘It’s more like hostility, or even hatred?’

[Oh, have you grown enough to sense others’ emotions like I do?]

‘Just a hunch.’

I responded lightly to Airsya’s comment as I glanced at the others.

In truth, Rowan Vade’s offer wasn’t all that bad from the perspective of Fabian, Chelsea, or even Kyle.

The fact that we were facing him at all meant our ‘Novice Challenge’ was pretty much a failure.

But then.

Smack!

Suddenly, a man blocked my path.

Fabian, wielding a spear larger than his own body, shouted in a voice that was unusually playful.

“Don’t make me laugh, old man.”

“Hm?”


“I decided I’d be the one to take this guy down first. So, follow the order.”

I couldn’t help but feel a bit taken aback by Fabian’s completely unexpected statement.

‘What’s with him?’

[Did he eat something bad?]

Airsya, just as puzzled, began spinning around as she stared at Fabian.

And then.

Seeing Fabian, who had been the first to step forward and reject Rowan Vade’s offer, the others began to move as well.

“I’ll decline that offer too.”

Smack!

Standing right next to Fabian, Chelsea also exuded a sharp presence as she spoke.

Then.

Tap!

“Haha, yeah. I knew I could count on you guys.”

Kyle, wearing a bright smile, quickly joined us.

Even though we were technically on the same team, we had never really worked well together.

And suddenly, this…?

At that very moment.

“Kuh, kuhuh. This is amusing.”

Rowan Vade burst into laughter, watching us as he spoke.

“Yeah. Is this the recklessness of youth? Well, I suppose that’s understandable at your age.”


He nodded in understanding, but then suddenly, his expression hardened as he shouted in a stern tone.

“However, as an adult, it’s my duty to teach you a lesson. It’s a good experience to see firsthand what kind of impact the wrong friends can have on you.”

With that, Rowan Vade began casting a multitude of spells on himself.

From Mass Strength, a far superior version of the usual Strength spell, to Heart of Wind, which was much more powerful than Haste.

He effortlessly cast enhancement spells that only the highest-level mages could use.

“Hoo.”

When he finally took a deep breath, having completed all the enhancements, Rowan Vade’s presence…

[What kind of man is this, exuding an aura akin to a dragon?]

‘I’d like to ask that myself.’

Have I ever faced an enemy with such overwhelming force and presence?

Of course, I had once encountered Jamie and Beatrice, the mages considered to be among the strongest on the continent.

But most of them had been friendly toward me and had never fully unleashed their power.

However…

“Damn. What the hell is this aura?”

“It’s suffocating.”

Fabian and Chelsea, feeling the same pressure as I did, muttered with furrowed brows.

“Such strength. True strength.”

Only Kyle, his eyes shining brighter than ever, kept repeating the same words.

‘No wonder he challenged the Northern Grand Duke.’

Even though Rowan Vade was exuding such an overwhelming aura, it was still accurate to say that he didn’t quite measure up to the Northern Grand Duke.

And yet, he exuded a force so strong it was difficult to even meet his gaze. How powerful must the Northern Grand Duke be?

And the lunatic who charged at that person in the original story…

“Guys, I’m going first.”

Tatak!

“What?”

“Hey, Kyle!”

“That bastard… really…?”

Kyle’s sudden declaration caught us off guard, and before we could even react, he was already charging straight at Rowan Vade. I found myself shaking my head instinctively.

‘What the hell is this lunatic doing? There’s a limit to how crazy you can be.’

[I agree. He’s innovatively insane.]

In a situation where we should be fighting together, Kyle’s reckless move made my head throb. But by the time I realized it, Kyle had already closed in on Rowan Vade.

“Waaaah!”

With another fierce shout, Kyle swung his sword, Python, at Rowan Vade.

“Come at me, kid.”

With all his preparations complete, Rowan Vade exhaled a puff of white smoke from his mouth.

At that exact moment, when Kyle’s Python and Rowan Vade’s fist collided again—

Crack! Boom!

“…!”

“Kyle!”

There was no explosion or shockwave this time. Instead, Kyle was sent flying with a single, overwhelming blow. His eyes went blank as he…

Thud!

…crashed into the ground with a thunderous sound.

“Phew. One down. Who’s next…?”

As Rowan Vade spoke, exhaling more white smoke, none of us could even think of making a move.

“Damn, should we try running now?”

“…It’s too late. We’re already surrounded.”

Chelsea firmly shook her head in response to Fabian’s suggestion. Just as she said, while Rowan Vade had been entertaining himself with us, his knights had blocked all possible escape routes.

“So what do we do now?”

“…”

Fabian’s follow-up question left Chelsea silent, unable to come up with any solution.

In the midst of this despair, where everyone was teetering on the edge of panic—

[Ahem, can everyone hear me?]

A familiar voice suddenly echoed in our ears.

“P-Princess?”

Fabian instinctively responded, prompting the voice to quickly chide him.

[Shh! Keep it down. We don’t want to get caught.]

It was Princess Francia, sending us a message from wherever she was hidden, having observed the entire situation.

[So, Kyle’s down, your escape routes are blocked, and that uncle of Kamon’s is… ]

She began to calmly brief us on the current situation, as if she had been watching everything unfold.

[Sigh. Given how things have turned out, we have no choice. We’ll have to use the last resort.]

‘Last resort?’

[You all still have the statues I gave you, right? When I give the signal, break them immediately.]

“…?”

We all exchanged puzzled glances at Princess Francia’s sudden instruction to break the statues she had given us. But knowing she wouldn’t say something so absurd without a good reason, we waited for her explanation.

Finally.

[Those statues are the latest creation from the High Soren Magic Tower, and they have ‘Mighty Blink’ memorized within them. If you use it, it’ll transport you to the safest place possible.]

Mighty Blink?

It was a far superior spell compared to regular teleportation magic.

For someone like Rowan Vade or his Griffin Knights, with their level of magical expertise, it was possible they could disrupt or even nullify a simple Blink spell, but—

‘They won’t be able to stop this one.’

As Princess Francia explained, the small spark of hope that had almost died out flickered back to life.

[However, since you won’t know exactly where you’ll end up, we should decide on a place to meet later.]

“How about the cabin where we started?”

“No, that’s too dangerous. The Vade family will definitely keep an eye on it.”

Fabian whispered his suggestion, but Chelsea quickly shook her head, rejecting the idea.

I shrugged lightly and offered my own suggestion.

“Let’s meet in two days, at that village.”

“That village?”

“Yes, the one where the village chief disappeared.”

It was quite far from here, and it would be a good place to hide from the Vade family’s eyes.

[What about the Novice Challenge’s goal?]

“We’ll each figure it out on our own until then. It’d be stupid for us to regroup and move together in this situation.”

[…Alright.]

After a brief pause following my sharp words, Princess Francia eventually murmured her agreement.

[Fine, then. Let’s meet in two days at that village. And Fabian.]

“Yes, Your Highness.”

[Take care of Kyle before you break the statue. You’re the closest to him.]

“Ah…”

Just as we were finalizing our escape plan—

“Hmph, continuing your little strategy meeting is all well and good, but time is finite. If you don’t come to me, I’ll come to you.”

Rowan Vade finally began moving again.

Tatak!

As he charged toward us at an incredible speed, I quickly shouted.

“See you all later!”

Without a moment’s hesitation, I pulled out the statue from my pocket and threw it to the ground.

Bang! Crack!

The statue shattered into pieces with a sharp sound, like breaking glass.

And then—

Whoooosh!

A blue light began to emanate from the shattered pieces.

Simultaneously, Chelsea, who was beside me—

Bang! Crack!

—and Fabian, who quickly ran to Kyle and slung him over his shoulder—

Bang! Crack!

—also broke their statues.

“Magic? Griffin Knights, cast Dispel Magic!”

Rowan Vade, who was charging toward us, shouted.

The knights quickly raised their hands in unison and shouted in response.

“Dispel!”

But—

Whoooosh!

The blue light had already surrounded my body, unstoppable.

“What? Dispel isn’t working?”

With a slightly flustered expression, Uncle Rowan stared at me, and I couldn’t resist giving him a light-hearted shout.

“I’m leaving now, so don’t bother looking for me anymore, Uncle.”
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Tuk.

“…Where am I?”

I found myself in an unfamiliar room, having been whisked away by the Mighty Blink’s blue light. The room was neatly organized, with a bed, a desk, and several drawers, though there were no signs that anyone had recently stayed there—not a speck of dust in sight.

[Hmm, something smells familiar here.]

“Smell?”

Hearing the words of Airsya, the spirit of jealousy who had transferred with me, I cautiously began to inspect my surroundings. Soon enough, I found something that made everything click.

“Huh?”

I realized who owned this room.

[Isn’t that you?]

Airsya, who had been floating around in the form of a blue dragon, asked while pointing out something. I nodded lightly.

“Yeah, it is.”

Our attention was drawn to a large portrait in the center of the room. In the painting, Kamon Vade was standing in front of a massive griffin statue, dressed in a purple robe, staring ahead with sharp eyes.

‘This is the safest place for me?’

Mighty Blink was supposed to transport the user to the safest place they could think of within a certain range. And yet, here I was, in a room I had never seen before, in Kamon Vade’s quarters?

[Well, there’s no place safer than one’s own room.]

If anyone else were to see this, it wouldn’t seem strange at all. After all, where else would one feel safer than in their own home and room?

‘But wait a minute. That means…’

In other words, I was inside the Vade Marquisate’s mansion.

‘Well, this is an unexpected turn of events.’


[Kekeke, not realizing you’re in your own room and then being paranoid about your surroundings… How amusing.]

“Of course, I haven’t been here since I was kicked out.”

I responded to Airsya’s musing as I began to look around.

The luxurious bed, the wooden desk—everything about the room was cozy yet sophisticated, fitting for a high-ranking noble’s child.

On the day I first possessed this body, I hadn’t even had a chance to enter this room before being thrown out of the mansion. And now, here I was, visiting under such strange circumstances.

But despite all that, the room was immaculately clean…

‘Why would anyone clean an empty room?’

It seemed that someone had been regularly maintaining and cleaning this space.

[Perhaps someone was expecting you to return?]

‘That’s ridiculous. Who would wait for me?’

There wasn’t anyone in the Vade family who would do something so sentimental. The one who had kicked me out was none other than the head of the family, Baran Vade, Kamon’s father. And my uncle, Rowan Vade, had shown earlier that he didn’t hold any warm feelings toward me.

So that left only…

‘My younger sister?’

The thought crossed my mind, but I quickly shook my head, dismissing it. The moment I considered it, I was certain it was impossible.

Having cleared my thoughts, I decided to take advantage of the situation and learn more about Kamon Vade’s past, as no one would be coming to this room anytime soon.

‘Let’s take a closer look around.’

Recalling the dream I had last time, there was a strong possibility that Kamon had some hidden background or details not revealed in the original story.

After all, hadn’t he once been associated with the rebel group that aimed to overthrow the royal family?

With that in mind, I started searching the desk and drawers thoroughly, prompting Airsya to ask.

[What are you looking for so carefully?]


“A diary or some notes.”

[A diary?]

“Yeah.”

I answered briefly and approached the bookshelf filled with numerous books.

And there, I found…

“He was pretty diligent, wasn’t he?”

The shelves were packed with books on magic theory, spellbooks, and even texts about the secrets of the continent.

While it wasn’t surprising for a mage like Kamon to be interested in books on magic, the latter category raised some questions.

‘Why was he curious about the secrets of the continent?’

The Kamon Vade I knew wasn’t particularly interested in other people’s business or world affairs. But now…

‘I’m no longer sure about anything.’

It was already strange that Kamon Vade, who had been introduced as a mere third-rate villain in the early parts of the original story, had once been a mage powerful enough to overwhelm everyone.

And the fact that he was a member of a rebel organization that threatened the royal family was even more bizarre.

Perhaps…

‘The reason he disappeared midway in the original story wasn’t just because he served his role as a villain.’

I couldn’t fathom what the author had been thinking when they created and then discarded such a character, but…

If I could uncover Kamon’s past, it might provide some clues to the mysteries and questions I currently had.

Just then—

[Hey. Over here, over here.]

Airsya, who had been exploring a slightly hidden part of the bookshelf, spun around and called out to me.


“What is it?”

[I think I’ve found that diary you were looking for.]

When I turned my gaze to where he was pointing with his small hand, I saw an entire section of the bookshelf filled with books marked with dates.

“…!”

I quickly pulled one out and began to read.

And on the first page of the book I picked up, these words were written:

“Am I special? Or was I born with a special mission? Sometimes, fate can be cruel.”

“What is this…?”

[What else? Just some nonsense.]

Airsya, who had been reading the diary alongside me, chuckled as he commented, “[Looks like you had quite the turbulent adolescence.]”

As I read through Kamon Vade’s words, which reeked of teenage angst and grandiosity, Airsya’s mocking continued, but I remained silent, continuing to absorb the contents of the diary.

Is my genius due to the bloodline of the Vade family, or was I born with a special mission, a destiny? I don’t know the truth, but I do know that one day, my actions will change the fate of the world.

“[Hahaha! What? Special? Changing the fate of the world? Kamon Vade, you really had some lofty dreams.]”

Up to this point, I thought these were just the typical thoughts of an adolescent going through a rebellious phase. However, the next entries left me speechless.

People don’t realize it yet. They live under the illusion that this world is free and vast. But I have realized that this world is fixed, moving step by step according to a predetermined destiny. And I am the only one who knows this. Not my father, not my uncle, not anyone in this family. That’s why I feel so alone.*

“…”

To someone like me, who actually knows the truth of this world, Kamon’s seemingly delusional writings didn’t seem so ridiculous. Instead, it struck me that Kamon Vade…

‘He knew that this world follows a set storyline?’

It began to dawn on me that Kamon might have been a seeker, someone who had brushed against fragments of the truth of this world. But then came the next entry.

The more lonely I am, the more my genius stands out. Becoming the continent’s greatest mage is just a matter of time. Even my father can’t keep up with my talents. What kind of great hero will I, Kamon Vade, be in ten, no, twenty years?

The nonsensical ramblings continued, and I shook my head in disbelief.

‘I can’t make heads or tails of this.’

I had thought that by going through Kamon Vade’s diary, I might understand him better and uncover the hidden layers of his character. But instead, I was only getting more confused.

I flipped through several more diaries, but the content was largely the same. It was like reading the black history of a teenage boy deeply entrenched in his delusions and dreams.

However, amidst these ramblings, there were mentions of his father, Baran Vade, and his younger sister, Yuria Vade, showing that he cared for and loved his family more than I had expected.

‘This must be love, right?’

Though his way of expressing it was different from what most people would consider normal, it wasn’t something I needed to concern myself with.

After all, the diaries contained words of affection and concern.

Finally, as I reached for the last diary, something slipped off the top of it.

Tuk!

“Huh?”

I looked down to see what had fallen and found…

“A hairpin?”

It was a small, yellow flower-shaped hairpin. Without thinking, I picked it up and pocketed it. Then, I opened the final diary, but the contents were as meaningless as the others.

“Nothing of note.”

“[Hehe, you had a cute side as a kid, didn’t you?]”

“This is the last one, Airsya. You’ve used up all your chances.”

“[W-wait! Why? I can’t accept this. I was complimenting you!]”

“Don’t be ridiculous. How is that a compliment? You’ve been mocking and ridiculing me this whole time.”

“[No, that’s…!]”

“Enough. You’ve used all your chances. Next time, I’ll crush you without mercy.”

“[Kuh, please don’t do that.]”

Despite Airsya’s desperate tone, I ignored her.

Now that there was nothing left of interest in Kamon’s room, I began to plan my next move. The objective was to retrieve the Vade family’s crest, specifically the golden flag with the black tear of the griffin.

“That should be in the family head’s room, right?”

Given its significance, it was likely kept in either the treasure vault or the head’s personal quarters.

The fortunate thing was that the Griffin Knights, the Vade family’s armed group, were out with Rowan Vade trying to catch us. Moreover, Baran Vade himself was reportedly away from the estate for some reason.

In other words,

“There isn’t anyone particularly dangerous in the mansion right now.”

With that thought in mind, I began checking the hallway outside the door and the windows to ensure a safe exit. But as I was about to leave, I noticed something—a faint shadow moving in the garden on the first floor.

“What’s that?”

Focusing my vision, I saw it more clearly.

“[What’s that idiot doing over there?]”

“Exactly.”

Fabian was moving stealthily through the thick garden, trying to avoid detection but easily visible from above.

“Ha, this is not going to be easy.”

Shaking my head, I muttered to myself. I realized I had to act before someone else spotted and caught him.

***

Tatatak!

Fabian, who had been trying his best to hide among the trees, let out a deep sigh.

“Whew.”

‘Damn it. How did I end up like this?’

He had intended to carry Kyle and break the statue to activate the Mighty Blink immediately. However, to his surprise, they had been separated during the teleportation.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself alone in a small, secluded cave. Upon emerging, he saw the Vade family mansion below, realizing that he had been transported to the mountains behind the estate.

‘Fine. I’ll just sneak in and steal the crest.’

With that thought, Fabian had made his way down and tried to sneak into the mansion, but the layout was far more complex than he had anticipated.

The garden at the entrance was especially tricky, with towering plants and flowers that made it feel like a giant maze, disorienting him further.

On top of that, there were way too many servants and maids walking around.

Dodging them and trying to move unnoticed had completely thrown off his sense of direction.

‘Damn it!’

Despite having spent quite a bit of time sneaking around the garden, Fabian still hadn’t found a way out. Just as he was cursing his bad luck—

Tuk!

“Wh-who’s there?!”

He was startled by a sudden touch from behind. Instinctively, he turned around, his guard up.

“Shh!”

“Kamon?”

He quickly recognized the person who had touched him—Kamon Vade.

“Keep quiet and follow me. Got it?”

With those words, Kamon swiftly began to move, and Fabian had no choice but to follow him.
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I quietly led Fabian into the mansion, successfully avoiding detection. Once we were inside, I asked in a low voice, “So, you’re alone?”

“…Yes.”

Given that everyone had been teleported to random locations, it seemed unlikely we’d see each other again before the set date.

[A lucky break for you to have found a slave to follow your orders.]

‘Can I really call this luck?’

Fabian wasn’t my slave, nor did he have any obligation to follow my orders. But given how he had acted in front of Rowan Vade…

‘Well, it’s not so bad.’

Responding to Airsya’s remark, I turned to Fabian and said, “From here, we’re heading to the family head’s office.”

“What? The family head’s office?”

“Yeah, I think our objective is there.”

“…”

Fabian was silent for a moment before he nodded. “Alright, lead the way.”

Without further comment, he began scanning the surroundings, ready to follow my lead. I nodded in return.

“This way.”

I began moving toward the office, carefully navigating through the mansion. The family head’s office was located on the fifth floor, at the far right end of the hallway, requiring us to pass through several busy areas filled with servants.

The massive central corridor of the mansion was particularly risky, with no real places to hide, making it one of the most dangerous areas.

However—

[Two maids approaching from the right.]

Tatak.


“Stop!”

I had the spirit of jealousy, Airsya, by my side. Invisible to others, Airsya was incredibly useful in situations like this.

Since I had exhausted the three chances I had with her, we had negotiated a new deal, and I decided to use her help this time.

[Knights passing on the left and straight ahead.]

“Fabian, over there!”

Tatak!

Thanks to Airsya’s intel, we successfully navigated past potential threats and made it to the third floor. We paused to catch our breath before continuing our stealthy progress.

Tatatak!

We hid behind pillars, paused beside statues, and in moments of desperation…

“Ugh.”

…we even hung outside the windows, clinging for dear life when there was no other place to hide.

Finally, after much effort, we reached the door to the family head’s office on the fifth floor.

“Is this it?” Fabian asked, clearly exhausted.

I nodded. “Yeah, you did well getting here.”

“Huff, so once we’re in here…”

“Wait.”

I quickly stopped Fabian as he moved to open the door.

“What is it?”

“This is an unattended room. It’s bound to be secured with precautions.”

“…”


He stared at me intensely for a moment before nodding in agreement. “So, are you planning to use a dispelling spell?”

“No, Baran Vade is an exceptional mage. I wouldn’t be able to dispel all his protections.”

“Then what?”

“We’ll enter through there.”

I pointed to a large window just outside the office.

“There? That’s just a window… Wait, you can’t mean—”

“Yes, exactly.”

To prepare for any unforeseen circumstances, I decided to avoid the front door and enter through the window instead.

“If you fall, it’s certain death. You know that, right?”

“I’ve faced similar dangers before, haven’t I?”

“This is different. Hanging onto a windowsill is one thing, but moving along the outside of a building is much riskier.”

Fabian’s argument was reasonable, but I simply grinned and murmured, “Then stay here and wait.”

Creaaak!

Without hesitation, I opened the window.

[No one’s watching from the outside. The distance to the office window is about 10 meters. Think you can make it?]

Airsya was diligently fulfilling his role.

‘Thanks, Airsya.’

After expressing my gratitude, I glanced down and bit my lower lip.

Whoosh!

The gentle breeze was a bit intimidating, but I couldn’t back down now.


‘I have to pass the Novice Challenge, no matter what.’

This was my only chance to uncover the cause of the ticking time bomb that had been tied to me like a curse.

“Here goes nothing!”

With gritted teeth, I threw myself out of the window.

Thump!

I grabbed onto the ledge and steadied myself before looking at the window to the office, which was a bit of a distance away.

“Phew, let’s do this.”

As I muttered to myself and reached out…

Tatak!

Suddenly, a familiar figure appeared beside me.

“Let’s go together.”

It was Fabian, clinging to the ledge with a pale face.

“Alright, let’s go.”

I nodded with a grin, and the two of us began to inch our way along the ledge, hanging off the fifth floor of the mansion.

After slowly and carefully making our way across…

Thud, creak!

“We made it!”

I reached the office window and quickly opened it, throwing myself inside.

Thud!

“Whew, I thought I was done for.”

As I let out a deep sigh of relief, Airsya spun around, amused.

[You’re lucky you didn’t fall. There were some close calls.]

‘Tell me about it. I almost slipped.’

Soon after—

Thud!

Fabian, drenched in sweat, followed me into the room.

“Huff, huff…”

He was too out of breath to speak, taking deep breaths instead.

“Hey, you okay?”

“No, I’m not.”

Fabian shook his head firmly and continued, “No matter what happens, I’m never doing something like this again. I’d rather fail!”

Seeing him with his face still pale and his hair soaked in sweat made me want to laugh, but I held it in and instead looked around the room.

“This is Baran Vade’s office.”

Baran Vade, Kamon Vade’s father, was an even more meticulous person than I had imagined.

No, more than just meticulous—his style bordered on obsessive cleanliness.

The furniture, books, and every item in the office were arranged in perfect symmetry, with nothing appearing out of place or untouched.

“…”

As Fabian and I silently surveyed the room, he muttered, “Your father seems like a pretty strict guy.”

“Who knows.”

I gave a vague response, but internally, I was thinking, *‘I can’t say for sure since I haven’t experienced it firsthand, but based on the original story, Baran Vade is indeed as strict and fastidious as Fabian says.’*

And it’s this very personality that eventually sets the stage for the downfall of the Vade family.

But that’s not my concern.

What mattered now wasn’t Baran Vade’s personality or the eventual decline of the family—it was the mission for the *Novice Challenge*.

“We need to find the Vade family’s crest, the golden banner with the black tears of the griffin.”

“Hm.”

Fabian nodded and began carefully searching the room, his eyes scanning for anything that resembled the crest.

The office was filled with various banners, flags, and emblems, many of them bearing griffin symbols.

It wasn’t just the black-teared griffin we were looking for—there were griffin statues, paintings on flags, and crests everywhere.

“I don’t see any black tears.”

“It’s a special item. They wouldn’t just leave it lying around.”

As I opened a drawer in the desk and began rifling through its contents, Fabian opened what appeared to be a wardrobe.

Creak!

After thoroughly combing through the office, Fabian called out to me.

“Kamon, isn’t that the black tears?”

He pointed inside a large cabinet where a golden banner was stored. I took a closer look.

A crimson griffin was emblazoned in the center, with black droplets falling from its eyes—a golden banner symbolizing the Vade family.

“That looks like the one.”

“Good, then let’s take it.”

As Fabian murmured and reached out without hesitation, a sudden sensation hit me.

Zzzt!

My skin prickled as the ambient mana in the room began to surge wildly.

Is the mana going berserk?

Realizing something was wrong, I quickly shouted, “Fabian, wait—!”

But before I could finish, Fabian’s hand had already touched the golden banner.

“Huh?”

As he turned his head towards me, the entire cabinet and the banner began to glow with a deep, dark green light, forming a small magic circle.

And then—

Fwoosh!

An immense pulling force took hold of both of us, dragging us into the magic circle as we lost consciousness.

***

Drip.

Drip.

Drip.

What’s that? The sound of water dripping?

[…en up.]

A voice echoed in my ears, faint but persistent.

Drip. Drip.

With the sound of something dropping to the floor again, I heard—

[Wake up, Kamon Vade!]

Snap!

Airsya’s voice pierced through my head, jolting me awake.

“What… What’s going on?”

[Ha, you’re finally awake.]

Shaking his head, Airsya muttered in irritation. I quickly asked, ‘What happened? How long was I out?’

[You lost consciousness the moment you were sucked into the magic circle. Thanks to you, I got dragged into this mess too.]

‘Where are we?’

At that moment—

Clink, clatter!

“…?!”

A sudden sense of confinement made me look down, and I realized my limbs were bound—by thick, heavy chains.

To make matters worse, my clothes had been stripped off, leaving me in just my underwear, bound in what seemed like a dark underground dungeon.

‘What the hell is this?’

[I don’t know. Some crazy girl tied you up like this as soon as we were brought here.]

‘Crazy girl?’

[Yeah, and she’s been beating the crap out of that guy ever since, ignoring you. But he still hasn’t woken up…]

Following Airsya’s direction, I turned to see Fabian also stripped down, his body covered in bruises and wounds. He hung there, unconscious, with his head slumped forward.

Drip!

A small drop of blood trickled down from his chin.

‘That sound I heard… It was the sound of his blood dripping.’

Realizing the source of the sound that had been echoing in my ears, I saw something even more shocking.

Gasp!

[Oh yeah, that girl’s been here the whole time. Looks like she was captured before you guys.]

With her pale skin and platinum blonde hair, Princess Francia was bound just like us, only in her underwear, chained up in this dark, grimy place.

She, too, seemed to be unconscious, her eyes closed.

‘Damn it, even Princess Francia is here?’

I was stunned by this unexpected sight, but I couldn’t just sit there doing nothing.

I tried to channel my mana, but for some reason, it wouldn’t respond. It felt like there was some kind of mana-suppressing device attached to the chains.

In a hurry, I shouted at Airsya, ‘Airsya, tell me clearly—what does this crazy girl look like, and how long have we been here?’

I pressed her urgently, and Airsya, clearly annoyed, replied.

[You’ve been out for about three hours since you got sucked into the magic circle.]

‘And the person who did this to us? What does she look like? Does she have the same hair color as me…?’

[Hmm, not quite… Ah, but I don’t need to explain. She’s coming over right now.]

Following Airsya’s words, I turned my gaze.

Click, clack.

A beautiful girl with dark brown hair approached us, her small heels clicking against the stone floor.

When our eyes met, she smiled widely.

“Awake now, big brother?”

Shit.

I couldn’t help but curse under my breath.

Because the girl standing before me was none other than—

‘Yuria Vade. Kamon Vade’s only younger sister.’
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Yuria Vade.

The woman who was designated as the sole heir of the Vade Marquisate after Kamon Vade went missing.

Before her appearance in the original work, she was known for her outstanding magic skills and ruthless personality.

But when she finally revealed her true self…

‘Everyone was left speechless.’

Why, you ask?

Well…

Tap, tap.

At some point, Yuria Vade had approached me, and she gently caressed my cheek with her hand.

“Welcome back, brother.”

Muttering softly, she continued to speak as if talking to herself.

“Turns out setting up all those traps in Father’s office was the right choice. I didn’t expect you’d get caught, though.”

Then she leaned in, rubbing her cheek against mine.

“Ugh, stop that!”

When I resisted fiercely, Yuria pulled back slightly, a faint smile tugging at her lips as she let out a soft sigh.

“Haa, I missed it… your touch, your scent, everything about you.”

Yes, this woman was a maniac obsessed with her brother, Kamon Vade.

To what extent, you ask?

Even when Kamon went missing and everyone assumed he was dead, Yuria never doubted his survival.


And when he never returned, she ultimately chose to…

‘Become Kamon Vade herself.’

When Kyle first met Yuria during the mid-to-late stages of the story centered around the Vade family, he said:

“Ka, Kamon? You’re alive?”

The person who had perfectly replicated Kamon’s appearance from head to toe was none other than Yuria Vade.

And now, facing such a character while being Kamon Vade myself…

[Ugh, that woman’s eyes are creepy.]

‘Creepy? More like she’s completely lost it.’

The way Yuria Vade looked at me was sweet at best, but disturbingly sticky and unsettling at worst.

But ignoring her was not an option.

I needed to use her to get out of this situation.

“Uh… Yuria?”

“I will never let you go again. You’re mine, brother. Hm? Did you call me?”

As she responded with a bright smile, I sighed deeply inside and awkwardly asked.

“What are these chains?”

“Oh, those? I tied you up so you couldn’t run away. How is it? I’ve improved a lot, right? I worked hard just like you taught me.”

‘What the hell did she improve at?!’

[Kamon Vade, what kind of past did you have with her?]

Airsya looked at me with utter disdain as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

I swear, I really don’t know anything!


What on earth did Kamon Vade teach her to make her act like this…?

But now was not the time to dwell on that.

“Phew, Yuria. Sorry, but I’m a bit uncomfortable. Could you let me go?”

Since Yuria Vade adored and loved her brother more than anyone, surely she would listen to me if I asked nicely, right?

“Yuria?”

“…”

However, Yuria didn’t respond and remained silent, merely staring at me with eyes filled with swirling emotions.

‘What the hell is she thinking?’

And then.

“I knew it.”

“Huh?”

“You’ve changed, brother.”

“What? Changed? How?”

“The brother I knew would never have said sorry to me.”

Yuria spoke as if she were deeply wounded, and I felt my mind go blank.

[So you were even more wicked and ruthless before? Just what are you… A vessel of the Demon King?]

Ignoring Airsya, who was off in her wild fantasies, I quickly tried to calm Yuria.

“Haha, I guess I’ve mellowed out a bit with age? But it’s not so strange to apologize to my little sister, right?”

“No. Brother shouldn’t do that.”

Yuria firmly shook her head more decisively than ever, and her eyes flashed as she turned her gaze.


“It’s the Academy that ruined you, brother.”

“What?”

“That’s why I kept beating her, but it didn’t make me feel any better. Maybe…”

Trailing off, Yuria glanced at Princess Francia, then shouted.

“It’s that bitch, isn’t it? That bitch of a princess ruined my brother, Kamon…!”

With an overwhelming murderous intent, Yuria glared fiercely at Princess Francia before smiling and muttering softly.

“I want to bring brother back to his old self.”

Faced with this unpredictable display of madness, I forced myself to put on a kind smile and called out to her.

“Hey, Yuria?”

“To do that, I should kill them all, right?”

“What?”

But Yuria, abruptly accelerating into a frenzy, declared that she would kill everyone, and I shook my head firmly.

“No, that’s not right.”

“Yes, it is.”

“No, Yuria. Snap out of it. I’m your brother, Kamon Vade!”

As I shouted with all my might, Yuria closed her eyes tightly, her expression twisting in anguish.

“The Kamon Vade I know wasn’t like this!”

[This woman really is insane. A man who’s a vessel for the Demon King and a crazy woman—it’s a perfect match.]

Ignoring Airsya’s continued nonsense, I racked my brain desperately.

‘Damn, what do I do?’

At this rate, Yuria might actually kill Princess Francia and even Fabian.

If I had been caught by Rowan Vade or any other member of the Vade family, my life might not be in danger.

But with this lunatic…

‘Is that the only option?’

From the moment I first faced Yuria Vade, one way out of this situation had crossed my mind.

But it was the last thing I wanted to do.

“…It’ll be over soon, brother. So please, come back like you used to.”

Tap!

As Yuria began to stride towards Princess Francia, I knew I could no longer hold back.

I called out to her in a low voice.

“Stop right there, Yuria.”

Tap, tap.

“I told you to stop, didn’t I?”

Tap, tap.

“Hah, making me repeat myself twice… You worthless insect.”

Flinch!

Yuria’s steps came to a sudden halt, her body reacting instinctively to my words. Seizing the moment, I continued.

“You’ve always been like that. Trash, stupid, a pitiful, worthless creature worse than a bug. And yet, a worm like you dares to ignore me?”

“…”

Yuria remained frozen, not uttering a word, her back facing me. I spoke again, my voice dripping with venom.

“You’re still standing there?”

“B-Brother?”

Yuria’s voice trembled, and she slowly turned her head, her expression filled with ecstasy. I could tell right away—it had worked.

Thud, thud!

Yuria rushed towards me, her hands eagerly touching me, whispering in a crazed voice.

“Our Kamon oppa is back.”

And to her, I shouted firmly.

“Shut up, you insect.”

“Yes, brother.”

[What… what are you?]

‘Shut up. I’m on the verge of losing my mind too.’

I felt like I was going crazy, but I had no choice. This was the only way I could think of to escape this situation.

‘I’m just doing exactly what was in Kamon Vade’s diary.’

As much as it pained me, there was no turning back now.

“Untie me immediately.”

“Yes, brother.”

Yuria’s demeanor shifted instantly, obeying my command without hesitation. She snapped her fingers, and the magic binding the chains around me dissipated.

Click!

Finally freed, I closed my eyes and felt the flow of mana. I could instinctively tell that I could use magic again now that the chains were gone.

“Brother…”

Yuria clung to me even after untying the chains, and I continued my act as Kamon Vade, shaking my head.

“Because of you, the plan nearly fell apart, didn’t it?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know… I just thought you’d changed… Please don’t hate me, Kamon oppa.”

Her desperate plea made me sigh deeply.

“Then release the others as well.”

“Okay.”

Thud!

With a simple gesture, both Princess Francia and Fabian were freed from their chains, collapsing onto the floor.

“Brother, what should we do now?”

Yuria asked submissively, and I responded in a stern tone.

“You need to sleep now.”

“Yes, brother. I understand.”

She nodded obediently without any resistance, and I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of pity.

But I couldn’t leave her unchecked in this state.

“Sleep.”

With a simple sleep spell, her eyes gradually closed.

“Snore…”

As Yuria fell into a light slumber, I carefully lifted her and laid her in a corner.

[I can no longer comprehend what kind of being you are. You surpass my understanding—you are beyond anything I’ve known!]

‘Sure, let’s go with that.’

Facing Kamon’s sister and having such a twisted conversation wasn’t something I ever wanted.

What kind of childhood must she have had to turn into such a monster…?

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

Thud, thud!

I hurried over to Fabian and Princess Francia and began waking them.

“Hey, wake up. Wake up, Your Highness.”

Tap, tap!

“Ugh…”

“Ow… it hurts…”

As I continued to lightly slap their faces, they started to react gradually.

Eventually—

“Wake up!”

Smack!

The moment I slapped their cheeks firmly, both Fabian and Princess Francia’s eyes shot open.

“Ugh!”

“W-What’s going on?!”

Startled by the sudden awakening, they quickly realized the bizarre situation they were in and became even more flustered.

“Why am I naked?”

“Kyaaah! My clothes! Where are my clothes?!”

Princess Francia screamed in a panic, causing me to frown as I shouted.

“Shh! Everyone, keep quiet!”

I pointed towards Yuria, who was lying in the corner.

“We were all nearly killed by that girl just now. We barely survived, so let’s calm down and get out of here.”

“What? We almost died?”

“W-What are you talking about, Kamon?”

“I’ll explain everything later. For now, let’s search the area.”

Fortunately, we found the scattered clothes in a storage room in the basement.

But—

‘Why do I only have these left?’

My own clothes were nowhere to be found; only the items I received as gifts in the port city of Califa were tossed aside.

“…”

A cloak, shoes, gloves, and a sword.

Well, I could at least cover myself with these.

After quickly putting on what I could, I stepped outside, where Fabian was already fully dressed, albeit with an uneasy expression.

He looked at me and said—

“…Thanks, Kamon.”

“What?”

“I’m just… thankful you saved us.”

Fabian spoke in an awkward tone, then shifted his gaze as if trying to avoid the topic.

Just then—

Creak.

“Ha, were you all waiting?”

The door opened, and Princess Francia, now dressed, entered the room with a slightly flushed face.

I shook my head and called out.

“No, it’s fine. Let’s move quickly. We don’t have much time. If we’re not careful, someone else might come here.”

“Alright, we’ll hear the full story later. For now, lead the way, Kamon. Where did you say the curtain was?”

“It was in the Lord’s office.”

“Wait, you mean we have to go back in there?”

Fabian’s face turned pale, and he asked with dread. I nodded slightly.

“Yeah, we have to go back.”

And with that, we headed back to the Lord’s office once more.

TL Note: Rate us on NOVEL UPDATES
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 164

				
Chapter 164

Ziiiiing!

“It’s all been deactivated.”

We snuck back into the head’s office, meticulously dispelling every magic barrier, this time ensuring we didn’t fall into any traps.

Soon enough.

“There it is.”

“Is that the griffin with the black tears?”

“Yes, it is.”

Princess Francia, holding the golden banner in her hands, nodded with a satisfied smile.

Fabian, standing nearby, added a comment.

“Now, we can consider the ‘Novice Challenge’ as good as completed.”

“No, not yet. The goal of the ‘Novice Challenge’ is to bring this into the Academy. The Vade family’s knights are still swarming outside. We can’t let our guard down.”

Fabian, gripping his spear tightly, nodded in response to Princess Francia’s firm tone.

“Understood, Your Highness.”

As I watched the two converse, I asked Airsya about the instructions I’d given her beforehand.

‘So, did you find anything?’

[Nothing much worth mentioning, except for a bracelet tucked away under the desk that seemed decent.]

‘A bracelet?’

I had asked Airsya to search the Baron’s office for any items worth taking. Approaching the desk, I quickly found the drawer and opened it.

*Click.*


The drawer, which hadn’t been used for quite some time, creaked open, releasing a musty smell. Inside, there was a small, dark bracelet.

‘What kind of bracelet is this?’

[Not sure, but the energy contained in it felt pretty heavy.]

‘Heavy?’

[It’s hard to describe in words, but yeah, something like that.]

Airsya sounded a bit dismissive, as if annoyed by the difficulty of explaining it. I carefully picked up the bracelet from the box.

‘It’s surprisingly heavy.’

The weight caught me off guard, considering its average size.

“Hmm?”

*Ziiiiing.*

At that moment, the ring with the ‘Orb’ on it started to react, and the dark bracelet vibrated slightly as well.

‘What’s going on?’

[Ah, I see now.]

Noticing Airsya’s sudden realization, I quickly turned to look at her.

[The bracelet holds a power similar to that of the ring which absorbed me.]

‘Absorb?’

The ring was an artifact crafted using the ‘Orb’, which had a mana-draining property. And now this bracelet had a similar ability?

[The word ‘absorb’ may not be entirely accurate, but it’s close. Try putting it on.]

After a moment of hesitation, I shrugged.

‘What’s the worst that could happen?’


After all, it was a bracelet found in Marquis Baran’s office. If it were dangerous or problematic, it would have been dealt with long ago. They wouldn’t have just left it sitting here.

With that thought in mind, I didn’t hesitate and put the bracelet on.

*Clasp!*

The bracelet instantly adjusted to fit my wrist perfectly, as if it had been made just for me.

*Ziiiiing!*

The bracelet, still vibrating, began resonating with the ‘Orb’ on the ring.

Then, it happened.

‘W-What’s this?’

I could feel the heavy and sticky energy contained in the bracelet slowly flowing towards the ring.

*Swoooosh!*

Like a ravenous beast, the ‘Orb’ started devouring the energy within the bracelet, while the bracelet, as if it had been waiting for this moment, poured its energy into the ‘Orb’ without holding back.

The two artifacts exchanged energy through me as their conduit, and the overwhelming flow made me feel dizzy.

Just then.

“Kamon?”

Princess Francia, who had finished her task, looked at me with concern.

“Why does your face look like that? Are you alright?”

“…I-I’m fine.”

Barely managing to speak, I responded while struggling to endure the immense pull between the two powerful artifacts, like two gigantic magnets trying to merge.

“Why are you sweating so much…?”

As she pointed out, cold sweat was trickling down my face. But I wiped it away with my other hand and shook my head, trying to act like nothing was wrong.


“Hah, it’s nothing. I’m fine.”

At that moment, Fabian called out to the princess.

“So, are we leaving now?”

“Yes, we should. The goal now is to escape without being caught.”

With a nod, Princess Francia responded, and at the same time, the dramatic exchange between the bracelet and the ‘Orb’ came to an end.

*Snap!*

With a sound akin to chains breaking, the once heavy and dense energy that filled the bracelet dissipated in an instant.

*Whirr!*

At the same time, I felt a sudden rush of cool and powerful energy around me, as if something that had been sealed was now released.

‘What… is this?’

I quickly realized what it was—it was mana.

[Your mana sensitivity has increased significantly. I don’t know exactly what power the ring absorbed, but it has enhanced your abilities.]

‘The Orb… grew stronger?’

[Yes. After absorbing me, now it’s absorbed the bracelet’s power too. What is that thing?]

‘No idea.’

The ‘Orb’ seemed to hold secrets far beyond what I initially thought. It felt like there was some grand mystery behind it, something the author had set up but perhaps forgotten to fully explore.

‘I’ll have to figure it out later.’

As I organized my thoughts, Airsya spoke up again.

[Oh, and that bracelet—it’s similar too.]

‘What?’

[That thing is also sucking in mana like crazy.]

After hearing her, I focused on the mana flow around the bracelet. Sure enough, it was emitting a cool and refreshing energy, absorbing the surrounding mana.

I had no idea what was going on anymore.

When we get back to the Academy, I’ll have to ask Master Jamie about this.

Finally clearing my thoughts, I turned to Princess Francia and Fabian.

“Let’s head out.”

***

After leaving the head’s office, I used Airsya’s powers to help us avoid detection, just as I had done when we first entered the mansion.

“Let’s go.”

*Thud thud thud!*

As a result, we moved even faster than before, successfully making our way past the garden and out of the mansion.

However, the problem was that the security outside the mansion was even tighter than inside.

“It’s the Griffin Knights.”

Several knights with large griffin crests on their chests were patrolling the surrounding paths, their vigilance heightened as they conducted their search.

And on top of that…

“There are numerous magical traps scattered around. If we’re not careful, we could be surrounded in an instant.”

As I scanned the area and gave my report, Princess Francia nodded in agreement.

“I see knights on the opposite side and other paths as well. It seems like escaping from here will be quite difficult…”

As she continued speaking, borrowing the sight of ‘Gatraon’ to assess the situation, a loud explosion rang out from somewhere.

*BOOM! BANG!*

Then.

“Over there.”

“Move quickly!”

In an instant, the knights in front of us started rushing towards the source of the explosion.

“…What was that?”

“I don’t know, but isn’t it good for us? It’s created a distraction, after all,” Fabian answered, responding to Princess Francia.

But just then.

*Thud thud thud.*

“A girl with water-colored hair is resisting fiercely. Requesting backup!”

From the small crystal orb carried by one of the knights running by, we overheard the transmission. Princess Francia and I exchanged glances.

“A girl with water-colored hair?”

“Chelsea?”

There was only one person who came to mind when hearing ‘a girl with water-colored hair.’

“So, it’s not good news after all.”

Princess Francia’s voice was sharp as she spoke, then turned to Fabian and me.

“We have to save Chelsea. It seems she’s in danger.”

“……”

But I found myself hesitating.

Rowan Vade, who leads the Griffin Knights, was targeting me, not ordinary students. He wasn’t the type to harm someone unrelated, like Chelsea.

Moreover, the goal of the ‘Novice Challenge’ wasn’t to bring everyone back safely but to complete the assigned mission.

Was there really a need to go out of our way to rescue her?

Even Fabian, who briefly met my eyes, seemed to be thinking the same thing, shaking his head slightly.

But at that moment.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Princess Francia suddenly said.

“…?”

Fabian and I both turned to her in response to her unexpected words.

“I told you before, didn’t I? I want this ‘Novice Challenge’ to be a perfect success. And you both promised to follow my wishes before we set out.”

“That’s… true.”

“I didn’t say anything when you acted as you pleased in the village. But now…” She paused for a moment to take a deep breath before continuing in a firm tone.

“Now, follow my orders.”

“…Understood.”

“Let’s go rescue her.”

In the end, we decided to help Chelsea and rescue her.

It wasn’t long before we spotted her in the distance, fighting while surrounded by several knights on an open plain.

*Clang! Crash! Thud!*

Magic and dazzling swordsmanship clashed as Chelsea fought against the Griffin Knights.

However, the knights moved with a calm and confident demeanor, while Chelsea’s face showed signs of exhaustion, nearing her limit.

“Huff, huff.”

Gasping for breath, Chelsea continued to swing her sword. Upon seeing her, Princess Francia immediately shouted to us.

“Let’s move, quickly!”

At her command, the ancient spirit ‘Gatraon’ that had been summoned charged swiftly toward the encirclement.

*Thud thud thud!*

“Watch out behind you!”

“It’s a wolf!”

“What the hell?!”

“Where did that come from?!”

Startled shouts erupted from the Griffin Knights as the enormous wolf spirit suddenly appeared.

*Swish, thud thud thud!*

“Hyaah!”

Fabian, gripping his spear tightly, sprinted in after the spirit at full speed.

“It’s an ambush!”

“They look like students.”

“Don’t panic, handle them as usual!”

Despite being caught off guard for a moment, the well-trained elite Griffin Knights quickly regained their composure. They began to form up and reinforce their encirclement.

But before they could solidify their ranks…

“Fireball.”

I summoned dozens of fireballs into the air.

*Whoosh!*

The fiery orbs flew straight toward them.

As if it were my signature move, a barrage of magical fire rained down on the Griffin Knights.

*Boom! BOOM!*

“W-What the—?”

“Why are the fireballs so powerful?!”

Unlike before, the fireballs exploded with overwhelming force.

*Boom! Boom boom boom!*

“Damn it!”

The fireball magic was at least double, maybe even triple, the strength I normally used.

“What the hell is going on…?”

Even I was caught off guard by the unexpected power boost, staring blankly until…

[What’s got you so surprised? You absorbed that tremendous power earlier, remember?]

‘What?’

[Where do you think all that energy from the bracelet went? It’s been absorbed into the ring and is now enhancing your magic.]

Airsya’s explanation made everything click.

‘So the bracelet’s power increased the potency of my magic?’

“Ugh, block it!”

“We can’t! The flames are too intense, and the explosions are too strong!”

“That’s Kamon! It has to be Kamon’s magic!”

Hearing the Griffin Knights shouting about me, I extended my hand once more.

“Fireball.”

I couldn’t let this opportunity slip away now that we had the upper hand and the enemy was in disarray.

*Whoosh!*

I launched another wave of fireballs and shouted loudly.

“Everyone, run! Chelsea, you too! Get out of there!”

My voice echoed through the battlefield just as one of the fireballs flew faster than expected, exploding near Chelsea as she swung her sword.

*Whoosh, BOOM!*

And in the midst of the flames.

*Chiiiik!*

The ends of Chelsea’s water-colored hair caught fire and began burning rapidly.

“Ch-Chelsea?!”

But Chelsea didn’t panic at all, despite her hair catching fire. Without hesitation, she swung her sword once more.

*Slash!*

With a swift cut, Chelsea, who had once boasted long, flowing hair, severed the blackened, burnt ends, leaving her with a short, bobbed hairstyle.
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Chelsea barely managed to escape from the Griffin Knights’ encirclement, and we, having rescued her, immediately made our way toward the designated spot outside the territory.

However…

“……”

I couldn’t help but keep noticing Chelsea’s now-short hair. It used to flow behind her in the wind like a cascade of water, but now it was just a tangled mess.

[Why do you keep staring? I think it looks better short.]

‘Shut up.’

I snapped at Airsya, who had intruded without reading the mood.

“…You don’t need to keep looking, Kamon. I’m fine.”

“Huh?”

Chelsea’s voice caught me off guard.

“I said, I’m fine. No need to stare like that.”

She met my eyes and spoke firmly, which made me avert my gaze.

“Sorry.”

“No, really. There’s nothing to be sorry about.”

Her words, paired with a shake of her head, stirred both guilt and gratitude within me.

[See? What did I say? I told you it looks better short.]

As Airsya continued her annoying commentary, I briefly considered crushing the ring but calmed myself down.

We continued moving farther away from the Vade family’s territory, having broken through their lines.

“We’re almost at the village,” Chelsea said coldly.


Princess Francia, looking slightly concerned, asked, “Still no sign of Kyle? Do you think he’s in any trouble?”

Fabian quickly shook his head, showing his confidence in Kyle. “He’s probably already at the village, waiting for us.”

Finally, as we approached the village outskirts—

“Wait a moment,” Princess Francia abruptly stopped us.

“…?”

“What’s wrong?” Chelsea and Fabian both looked puzzled by her sudden halt.

With a somewhat anxious tone, Princess Francia explained, “There are Griffin Knights in the village. And Kyle is with them.”

“What?” Fabian asked, bewildered.

Keeping her composure, Princess Francia continued, “The captain of the Griffin Knights is there with Kyle. And there are quite a few knights with him. I think our meeting spot has been compromised.”

“That’s impossible! Kyle would never give us away!” Fabian shook his head in denial.

Chelsea frowned. “That’s not the point, Fabian.”

“Haa…”

With Chelsea’s reprimand, Fabian clenched his fists and let out a deep sigh. At that moment, Princess Francia muttered, her expression growing darker.

“But Kyle… doesn’t seem to be in good shape…”

Just then—

“Ah, so you’ve arrived, Princess.”

An all-too-familiar voice echoed from all directions.

“It’s the captain of the Griffin Knights. He knows we’re here,” Francia said.

“How did he—?”

It wasn’t clear how, but Rowan Vade had figured out that we were near the village and had amplified his voice to address us.


“You don’t need to be so surprised. At least within the Vade territory, it’s not difficult to locate you no matter where you try to hide.”

His voice, laced with amusement, continued.

“Oh, and to clarify, your friend hasn’t said a word. We managed to track you down purely through deduction. I wouldn’t want you to get the wrong idea and start doubting your comrade—it wouldn’t be good for student morale, after all.”

Rowan’s tone was mocking, as if he found the whole situation amusing, which only made Fabian bite his lip in frustration.

“Now, you’ve all worked hard to get this far, but let’s end this here, Princess.”

With an air of finality, Rowan got to the point.

“Hand over the banner you stole and Kamon Vade. If you do that, I’ll make sure no further harm comes to your friend, and we’ll even treat his injuries.”

The rest of us tensed at his words, and then he added:

“Oh, by the way, your friend’s injuries are quite serious. If left untreated, it might leave him with permanent damage—something to keep in mind.”

As soon as he finished, Fabian, unable to contain his anger, shouted, “Damn it, Princess! We have to go save Kyle!”

“What? You want to abandon the ‘Novice Challenge’ just like that?” Chelsea retorted, glaring at Fabian.

“He said Kyle’s injuries could leave him permanently disabled. You heard that, right?”

“That’s coming from the enemy. How can you trust it? Besides, he’s asking us to trade Kamon for Kyle. That’s—”

“What?” Fabian, looking at Chelsea as if her words were absurd, turned to Princess Francia.

“Princess, we have to hand over the banner and Kamon! There’s no way they’ll kill Kamon—he’s family!”

“……”

But Princess Francia remained silent, her lips tightly sealed.

“Princess?”

“Just give me a moment, Fabian. I need some time to think.”

“……”


Seeing the conflicted look in her eyes, Fabian could only stay quiet, though frustration was etched on his face.

At that moment, Kyle’s familiar voice echoed through the area.

“Guys, I’ll be fine… Just go ahead to the Academy without me! I’ll catch up… somehow!”

However, his voice lacked its usual strength, and it was clear from the sound alone that his condition was far from good.

“Damn it, Kyle!” Fabian growled, looking as though he was about to rush in any second, but Princess Francia raised her hand again.

“Wait! Just give me five minutes. Please.”

“Ugh, fine…” Fabian grumbled, barely managing to restrain himself.

It was then that Chelsea spoke in a hushed tone.

“He doesn’t seem to know exactly where we are yet.”

Indeed, if Rowan Vade knew our precise location, he would have attacked by now rather than wasting time talking.

The fact that he hadn’t made a move suggested…

“So, what’s the plan?”

“Should we try a surprise attack to rescue Kyle now?” Chelsea, clearly troubled by the situation, voiced her idea.

However, I firmly shook my head, speaking in a resolute tone.

“No, that’s impossible.”

Rowan Vade was an exceptional powerhouse. Even if we attempted a surprise attack with our academy-level skills, it would be futile. We wouldn’t even be able to scratch him, and we’d be stopped in our tracks.

‘Entering there now would be a suicide mission. It’s pure madness.’

[Cackling. That’s right, to achieve your goals, you must be prepared to sacrifice even your friends. Just leave him behind, as the man suggested.]

“Then what should we do? Are you really telling me to give up?” Chelsea questioned in frustration.

I remained silent.

Passing the ‘Novice Challenge’ was incredibly important to me. It wasn’t just about completing the mission — it was the only way to get closer to uncovering the wretched source of my problems. It would also solve future financial issues.

And then there was Rowan Vade. He had been persistently targeting me. Although I didn’t know why yet, I was certain it wasn’t for any benevolent reason. His fixation on me seemed even more intense than his interest in the ‘Novice Challenge.’

*Sigh.*

I took a deep breath, organizing my thoughts.

‘Kyle Perion, the protagonist.’

Was there anything more important than the boy struggling over there right now?

This world was a novel, after all. A place with a set beginning, middle, and end. And the only one who could lead us to that ending was the chosen protagonist, Kyle Perion.

If something terrible happened to him here — if he were to be permanently injured…

The butterfly effect would be monumental, far beyond the minor changes I’d already caused to the original story.

‘He might not even become the Hero.’

And if that happened, this world would face the worst-case scenario: destruction at the hands of the Demon King.

‘Right. The answer is clear then, isn’t it?’

Finally, I made up my mind.

“Princess Francia.”

“Kamon?”

“Propose this: hand me over instead of the banner.”

“What?!”

“Kamon!”

“What the hell are you talking about…?”

Both Princess Francia, Chelsea, and even Fabian looked at me with shock in their eyes.

“If we stubbornly try to run, we’ll just get captured by Rowan Vade anyway. It’s better for us to succeed in the ‘Novice Challenge’ like this.”

At this point, there was no use worrying about the future. I had to gamble on what I could achieve right now.

“……”

Upon hearing my suggestion to sacrifice myself, Princess Francia, looking determined, nodded.

“Alright, let’s do it.”

Standing up abruptly, she closed her eyes and began to commune with the ancient spirit, Gatraon.

And then.

“Well, what is this massive wolf? I saw it before, but could it be a product of your excellent spirit magic, Princess?” Rowan Vade’s mocking voice echoed through the air.

Princess Francia spoke up.

“Captain of the Griffin Knights, I have a proposal.”

“Oh? Our esteemed princess wishes to make a proposal? Very well, I’m all ears.”

Though his tone made it clear he had no intention of accepting, he still listened.

Princess Francia’s eyelids trembled slightly but, taking a deep breath, she calmly continued.

“I will hand over the golden banner of the Vade family.”

She was declaring the abandonment of our ‘Novice Challenge’ mission. Immediately, Rowan Vade responded.

“Oh, a wise decision indeed, Your Highness.”

“But!” she interjected.

“Hmm?”

“I will not hand over Kamon Vade. We will trade the golden banner for Kyle only. There will be no further negotiations.”

Her voice was resolute, more unyielding than ever, and we could do nothing but stare at her in stunned silence.

***

*Growl!*

Wearing heavy armor, Rowan Vade stood, gazing at the tied-up Kyle in front of him.

“Only the golden banner, huh? Ridiculous.”

Though he chuckled at the absurdity, he didn’t relay his thoughts back through magic.

“……”

“Captain, what should we do?” one of the knights asked, urging him to make a decision. Rowan waved a hand dismissively.

“Let me think for a moment.”

The fact that the golden banner had been stolen in the first place was a result of his own carelessness.

‘Did I underestimate them?’

He should have realized earlier that these students were no ordinary academy brats when they managed to escape from his grasp the first time. At the time, he had brushed it off as a stroke of bad luck.

‘It seems I’ve gotten rusty.’

Nevertheless, these students had far exceeded his expectations, stealing the golden banner of the Vade family, the “Griffin with Black Tears.”

From that moment, Rowan had stopped viewing them as mere academy students. He now saw them as actual enemies.

As a result, he quickly captured Kyle and, through simple yet intense questioning, managed to piece together their situation from the scant fragments of information the boy didn’t reveal.

His plan was to secure their location before the students, offering Princess Francia a proposal she couldn’t refuse.

“Perhaps I should avoid getting too greedy?”

Having already accepted them as equals, Rowan Vade now respected his opponents, including the princess. While he still intended to discipline his nephew for the disgrace he brought upon the family, he also recognized the need to respect his adversaries.

“You must also learn to respect your enemy,” he muttered.

With a nod of agreement to himself, Rowan placed a hand to his neck and raised his voice toward the massive wolf before him.

“Very well, Princess. I accept your proposal.”

Just as the deal seemed to be on the verge of conclusion—

“Alright, then this…! Ah, Kamon… Wait… No!”

Suddenly, Princess Francia’s shocked voice rang out, followed by a loud explosion from the western side of the village.

*BOOM!*

A massive explosion erupted from the western side of the village.
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“What are you doing, Princess?”

“Why?”

“Rowan Vade wants me. If you had just suggested handing me over, he would’ve accepted.”

A way to complete the ‘Novice Challenge’ and save Kyle from danger.

I thought the only solution was to sacrifice myself.

But this foolish woman…

[Tch, I don’t like this at all.]

Airsya, too, tugged at her tail, making it clear she was displeased.

It was then.

“Kamon,” Princess Francia called my name in a calm tone, continuing with more conviction than ever.

“I am a princess of the Empire. As part of the royal family, it is my duty to care for and protect the people of this nation.”

“……”

“Even if my honor is important, and even if succeeding in the ‘Novice Challenge’ would bring glory, it will never be more important than my people.”

“Hah, Princess, I understand what you mean, but—”

“Enough.”

Princess Francia cut me off with a firm tone, making it clear she wouldn’t tolerate any further objections.

“Now, let’s wait for the other side’s response.”

We still hadn’t received a reply from Rowan Vade.

“……”


This is driving me crazy.

Sure, royal duties and all that—fine, I get it. I don’t hate that old-fashioned talk, and I understand the meaning behind it.

But that’s not the point right now.

‘If we don’t pass the Novice Challenge, everything will fall apart!’

I wouldn’t be able to figure out the cause of my body’s issues, and I’d still have my tuition problems for next year.

‘Please, Rowan Vade, reject it. Please.’

As ridiculous as it was, I found myself hoping that my uncle, Rowan Vade, who was practically my enemy, would turn down the deal.

But.

“Very well, Princess. I accept your proposal.”

Rowan Vade’s clear voice echoed through the air.

‘Goddammit.’

[Cackling. Nothing ever goes your way, does it?—Wait, stop, argh!]

Unable to contain my frustration, I furiously rubbed the ‘Orb’ ring, using Airsya to vent my anger.

[Ugh, okay! Stop it! Please!]

As I took out my frustration on Airsya, Princess Francia, having heard Rowan Vade’s response, looked slightly relieved and slowly opened her mouth to speak.

“Yes, good. Then let’s—”

Just then.

*Rustle.*

The nearby bushes moved, revealing a dark figure.

‘What?’


[Enemy!]

Airsya’s shout pulled me back to reality, and I quickly turned to look.

‘A shadow?’

It was heading straight for Princess Francia.

“Princess, watch out!”

“Huh, Kamon, wha—”

Without a moment’s hesitation, I threw myself into the shadow’s path.

*Thud!*

I felt a sharp blade pierce through my body.

“—No!”

Princess Francia’s sharp scream pierced the air, followed by the swift movements of Fabian and Chelsea, who quickly grasped the situation.

Everything happened in the span of a few seconds.

“Tch, another failure?”

“Kugh.”

The shadow that had driven the dagger into me muttered as it darted away as quickly as it had come.

*Whoosh!*

*Swoosh!*

Chelsea’s sword and Fabian’s spear sliced through the air where the figure had just been.

*Thud thud!*

But the shadow had already escaped, slipping away in the blink of an eye.


“Damn it! An assassin!” Fabian cursed as he tried to chase after it.

But before he could move—

*Rustle!*

Figures clad in dark green emerged out of nowhere, blocking his path.

“We’ll pursue the culprit.”

“Who are you?” Fabian and Chelsea raised their weapons, ready to confront these new figures, but the one who seemed to be their leader quickly spoke.

“We are the royal guard, assigned to protect the Princess. Although, once again, we were too late.”

‘Seriously? How many times is this now? These royal guards are so useless.’

The leader, as if reading my expression, scowled before shouting to his men.

“Let’s go!”

With that, most of the guards raced off in the direction the shadow had fled, leaving only a few behind.

Chelsea lowered her sword and rushed over to me.

“Kamon, are you okay?”

“…No.”

Thankfully, the dagger had missed my vital organs and pierced through my shoulder. If I hadn’t stepped in, it would have been Princess Francia’s throat that the blade had struck.

Well, whatever.

‘Damn, this hurts like hell.’

[Shit, are you alright?]

The intense pain contorted my face as I struggled to endure it.

*Clang!*

Suddenly, the sound of armor filled the air as countless knights surrounded our hiding spot.

And leading them, the most familiar face of all—Griffin Knight Captain, my uncle, Rowan Vade.

“Princess!”

He hurried toward Princess Francia, who was trembling on the ground.

At that moment, the dark green-clad guards stepped in front of him.

“And who are you?”

“We are the royal guard, protecting the Princess.”

“And you’ve done a great job, haven’t you?”

“Pardon?”

“If you’d really done your job, would my nephew and the Princess be in this state?”

“Th-that’s….”

“Stand down. This is Vade family territory.”

At Rowan Vade’s sharp command, the man in the dark green uniform took a step back. Despite Rowan being their opponent during the ‘Novice Challenge,’ he wasn’t the type of villain who would actually threaten or kill us. As a member of the Empire, he was still bound by the duty to protect the royal family’s bloodline.

Turning to Fabian, Rowan asked, “What happened?”

“There was an assassination attempt. Someone suddenly attacked the princess, and Kamon stepped in to protect her…”

Fabian relayed exactly what he had seen without hesitation.

Rowan Vade’s expression darkened, and his voice turned menacing as he issued an order. “To think someone would dare try this in Vade territory… Knights, lock down the area and conduct a thorough search. Find the culprit, no matter what.”

*Thud!*

“Yes, sir!”

At his commanding presence, the Griffin Knights raised their weapons in unison and scattered in all directions, ready to hunt down the attacker.

‘With the royal guard and the Griffin Knights both searching, they’ll catch the culprit soon enough,’ I thought, watching them disperse.

As I turned my head, I caught sight of Princess Francia. She was trembling uncontrollably, her face drained of color, as if a deep trauma had taken hold of her.

I quickly spoke to Chelsea, who was beside me. “Don’t worry about me. Take care of the princess first.”

“…Alright.”

Chelsea shot me a reluctant glance, clearly not happy with my condition, but she hurried over to comfort the princess.

And then, out of nowhere—

*Step.*

A large figure appeared in front of me.

“Kamon Vade.”

At the familiar voice, I looked up. Rowan Vade was standing over me, his expression unreadable.

“…….”

He observed me silently for a moment before shaking his head slightly and asking, “Are you alright?”

“No, not really. As you can see.”

“I see.”

After the brief exchange, Rowan waved his right hand, and flowers seemed to bloom in the air, floating down onto my injured shoulder.

“You’ll need a priest for full healing, but this should at least stop the bleeding.”

“Uh… thanks, I guess?”

“No need.”

Rowan’s voice was cold as ever, cutting the conversation short.

*Step.*

“Captain, we’ve found traces near the western area,” a knight reported as he approached.

Rowan’s face darkened with fury, and the air around him seemed to freeze as he responded. “I’ll go myself.”

He turned to the remaining knights, issuing another order. “Protect the students until further instructions.”

“Yes, sir!”

With that, Rowan Vade disappeared, moving at an incredible speed toward the western side, leaving behind the aftermath of the chaotic situation.

‘What the hell just happened? Did a ninja seriously pop out of nowhere?’

[Whatever’s going on, the ‘Novice Challenge’ has lost all meaning now, hasn’t it?] Airsya’s voice echoed in my mind, pointing out the obvious.

But.

‘No, not yet. It’s not over for me.’

I glanced over at Fabian, who was trembling in frustration. I called out to him quietly.

“Hey, Fabian.”

“……?”

Clenching his teeth, he turned to face me, and I whispered, “Take the golden banner from the princess and hide it. We can’t let this end here. If we manage to grab it in the confusion, we’ll pass the ‘Novice Challenge.’”

“What…?”

Fabian looked at me in disbelief, but after a moment of thought, he sighed deeply and nodded.

“Fine, I’ll do it, Kamon Vade.”

“Good. I’m counting on you… Ugh!”

Even though Rowan had temporarily stopped the bleeding, the pain in my shoulder was still intense, and I collapsed onto the ground.

‘Ugh, this is really tough.’

As the events spiraled out of control, it was hard to believe everything had led to this.

“Kamon! Fabian!”

I heard a voice calling out to us, and when I looked up, I saw Kyle approaching, still tied up in ropes.

“Kyle!”

Fabian, having just secured the golden banner, rushed over to greet him with a relieved expression. The remaining Griffin Knights didn’t stop them.

“What’s going on? What happened?” Kyle asked, still trying to grasp the situation.

Fabian’s expression quickly hardened as he explained. “There was another assassination attempt on the princess. Kamon stopped it again.”

“What? Is anyone hurt?”

“Kamon took a serious hit. And I… I couldn’t do anything. I’m so useless…”

Seeing Fabian blame himself, Kyle shook his head and patted him on the shoulder.

Then he started heading toward me.

‘Oh no. Please, just don’t. Leave me alone. I just want to rest.’

But.

“Kamon, are you alright?”

“…No.”

“I’m sorry. This is all because of—”

Before Kyle could continue with his typical protagonist-like apology, I cut him off, already exhausted from his sense of responsibility.

“If you have time to apologize to me, take care of the princess. She’s not in her right mind right now.”

“Oh, right. I’ll do that.”

Kyle turned and headed toward Princess Francia, finally giving me the moment of peace I had been hoping for.

Or so I thought.

“Another failure, huh? This is starting to get boring.”

Suddenly, a strange voice echoed from somewhere.

And I wasn’t the only one who heard it.

*Schwing.*

*Snap!*

Both the Griffin Knights and the royal guard raised their weapons, their senses heightened.

“Who goes there?”

*Step. Step.*

From the bushes emerged the source of the voice—a man with a long, white beard. He glanced at the royal guard and the Griffin Knights before letting out a small chuckle.

“There’s no need for you to know that.”

Then, with a flick of his fingers—

*Snap!*

*Swish!*

*Slash!*

“Urgh!”

“Gahh!”

In an instant, over a dozen knights and guards collapsed, blood spraying into the air as they fell lifelessly to the ground.
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The old man who stood before us, having eliminated the first group with a mere flick of his hand, was terrifyingly calm.

“Ahhhh!”

“Stop him! Somehow, stop him!”

The remaining Griffin Knights and royal guards raised their weapons and charged at him, but—

*Fwoosh!*

With another casual flick of his hand, he wiped them all out again.

‘What… is this?’

The scene unfolding before my eyes felt utterly unreal, almost dreamlike.

I could only feel one emotion in response to the chaos—pure shock and numbness.

[Kamon! Run, now!]

If it hadn’t been for Airsya screaming at me like a madwoman, I would have stood there frozen, just like the others, watching the massacre unfold.

[That’s a monster. A real monster has appeared!]

It was an overwhelming show of force.

This old man, with a single gesture, had slaughtered the elite Griffin Knights—proud soldiers of the Vade family—and even the skilled royal guards. They were all annihilated in an instant.

‘Damn it. What the hell is going on now?’

Thanks to Airsya’s frantic yelling, I snapped back to reality and tried to get to my feet.

But—

“Ugh!”

The sharp pain in my shoulder made me wince just as I heard the last knight’s scream as he fell.


“You’re the one.”

Suddenly, the old man’s gaze, having finished slaughtering those who stood in his way, turned toward me.

I felt as though I was standing naked before him, unable to breathe, his suffocating aura pressing down on me, leaving me paralyzed.

“Who… are you?”

“Me? Hm, before I answer that—”

The old man tilted his head, as if puzzled, mumbling to himself.

“How odd. Gus and Parkon were taken down by a kid like you?”

‘Gus? Parkon?’

I quickly racked my brain, trying to remember where I’d heard those names before. And then it clicked.

“The Shadows?”

“Yes. I don’t particularly like that name, but yes, I’m part of the Shadows.”

He nodded, easily revealing his identity.

“Though it’s unfortunate for you, I hold the position of elder in the Shadows. The people you killed were part of my group.”

The old man smiled, but it was a cold, wicked smile that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Though they were pitiful enough to be taken out, they were still my subordinates, and I owe them some form of vengeance.”

He extended his hand toward me and asked once again.

“Kamon Vade, right?”

“……”

“The only remaining heir of the Vade family. I suppose that makes you somewhat special.”

He muttered, as if amused by the idea of a noble family’s heir, like me, being caught up in this.


Then, without warning, he turned and began walking away.

“However, now is not the time for that vengeance. First, I must complete the mission we’ve repeatedly failed at.”

Ignoring me as if I was insignificant, the old man headed toward his new target.

‘What the…?’

[Amazing! Now’s your chance, Kamon. Run! If you stay here, you’ll die a pointless death!]

Airsya was screaming at me to flee, but I was fixated on the direction the old man was heading.

His target was—

*Shivering.*

‘Princess Francia.’

She was still trembling in fear, trapped in a deep trauma. Chelsea, Fabian, and Kyle stood nearby, trying to protect her.

“Kyle, cut the ropes!”

At Kyle’s urgent command, Fabian sliced through his bonds with his spear.

*Shing!*

Kyle quickly drew his sword, *Python*, and, with his face pale as a sheet, charged toward the old man.

But—

“Move.”

With another casual wave of the old man’s hand, an overwhelming force was unleashed toward Kyle.

The same deadly energy that had obliterated everyone else was now heading straight for Kyle.

“Damn it, no!”

I shouted instinctively, fearing the worst.


*Shing, Thud!*

“Huh?”

For the first time, instead of the gruesome sound of flesh being torn apart, I heard something deflecting the blow.

“Hmm? You blocked that?”

The old man, clearly surprised, tilted his head and stared at Kyle.

Kyle, though panting heavily, was still standing. His face was ghostly pale, and he looked like he was on the verge of collapsing, but somehow, he had survived.

“Interesting. You blocked my attack. Let’s see if you can handle this too—”

The old man, his curiosity piqued, raised his hand again, ready to unleash another attack.

*Whoosh!*

*Slash!*

Before he could strike, a barrage of attacks rained down on his position.

“Run! Get the Princess to safety!”

“Protect the Princess!”

The Griffin Knights and royal guards, despite their injuries, threw themselves at the old man in a desperate attempt to buy us time.

*Thud thud thud!*

Seeing this, Chelsea and Fabian quickly lifted Princess Francia onto their backs and bolted from the scene at top speed.

The old man scowled, clearly annoyed, and muttered angrily.

“These damn pests!”

*Snap!*

*Fwoosh!*

“Urgh!”

“Arghhh!”

Their final resistance was quickly snuffed out.

The old man, looking irritated, dusted off his hands and resumed his pursuit of Princess Francia.

At that moment, when everyone was consumed by despair, imagining the worst-case scenario unfolding—

‘Damn it, this is all messed up!’

“Fireball!”

[Hey, what the hell are you doing? Stop it! That’s suicide! You’re going to die!]

I couldn’t just stand by any longer. Whether Kyle got killed or the princess was harmed—

‘The one really screwed here is me.’

To prevent the original story from spiraling into complete chaos, I had to act, no matter the cost.

So I summoned a barrage of fireballs.

“Go!”

*Whoosh!*

I conjured dozens of blazing orbs and hurled them at the old man with everything I had.

*Whoosh, BOOM!*

The fireballs flew swiftly toward him, but—

“……”

With a casual wave of his hand, the fireballs fizzled out and evaporated before even reaching him.

Then, the old man, who had been chasing after the princess, turned his gaze toward me.

“Hah, I thought I’d deal with you later.”

Hearing his ominous tone, I couldn’t help but let out a bitter laugh.

“Later? Who cares about revenge—how ridiculous.”

Then, I shouted out a name—one that carried weight in this world.

“Jamie, the Yellow Mage.”

“Hm?”

The old man frowned, looking at me as if I were spouting nonsense, but I boldly declared:

“I am the student of Jamie, the Yellow Mage. The rightful heir of the Vade family. I’ve been taught by the Grand Spirit Mage Elmon, and I am a student at the Academy under the supervision of Beatrice, the Red Mage. I will stop your evil deeds here.”

[What are you doing, you idiot?!]

It was a flimsy, childish threat, listing all my mentors and connections. I was bluffing, hoping it would at least slow him down. I had no real way to defeat someone like him.

But if I could buy even a second of time, just enough for Fabian or Chelsea to escape with the princess, it would be worth it.

“Hmm, what’s this?” the old man muttered, clearly unimpressed.

“What?”

“Did you think I’d be scared by a list of names?”

“No, not really.”

“Ha, so why bring them up? Are you trying to stall for time?” He saw through my ploy and reached into his robe.

*Snap!*

In a swift motion, he broke something in his hand.

*Fwoosh!*

A dark arrow shot out at incredible speed, heading straight for its target.

Then—

“Aaahhhhh!”

“Chelsea?!”

I heard a familiar scream and couldn’t help but shout out in panic.

“Did you think stalling would buy them enough time to escape?”

“You bastard…!”

Even though I knew I stood no chance against him, the moment I heard Chelsea’s scream, a wave of rage washed over me.

“Good, I can see the fire in your eyes. Now I understand why Gus and Parkon failed.”

The old man nodded, then fixed his gaze on me and spoke.

“My name is Shador. I am an elder and leader of the Shadows. Kamon Vade, heir of the Vade family, student of the Yellow Mage, disciple of Elmon and Beatrice.”

He repeated my words, almost mocking me, and then smiled coldly as he muttered.

“Today, I will take your life.”

*Snap!*

He raised his hand, and I could see it—a storm of invisible blades converging on me, carrying the same deadly intent that had claimed the lives of so many.

‘Is this the end?’

I watched as the deadly energy barreled toward me.

[Damn it! I told you to run!]

As the blades closed in, I braced for the inevitable. But then—

*Buzz.*

For the first time, the ‘Orb’ reacted on its own. A deep green energy surged out from it, spreading across my body.

At the same time, the bracelet I was wearing began to vibrate intensely, absorbing the green energy and amplifying it throughout my entire body.

“What… what is this?”

Then, as the invisible blades reached me—

*Clang, Thud!*

Instead of piercing through me, the blades bounced off, repelled by a thick barrier of green energy that encased my body like armor.

*Crack!*

With a sound like shattering glass, the green energy dissipated as the blades were deflected.

“……?”

[W-What? A defensive spell?]

Both Airsya and I were in utter shock, struggling to comprehend what had just happened.

Even Shador, the old man who had launched the attack, looked startled, his eyes widening in disbelief.

But then—

*Thud!*

[Hey, what’s wrong with you?]

‘I don’t know… I feel so weak… no, I’m so… sleepy…’

An overwhelming wave of drowsiness hit me, and my body went limp. Before I knew it, I collapsed onto the ground.

‘What… what just happened?’

The green energy from the ‘Orb,’ the barrier created by the bracelet… I had no idea what any of it meant.

But I couldn’t fight it. The exhaustion was too much. I was powerless to resist the sleep that overtook me.

‘I’m sorry… I’m going to sleep.’

[Kamon! Hey! Kamon!]

Airsya’s frantic voice echoed in my ears, but I closed my eyes and drifted into unconsciousness.

The last thing I heard was a voice filled with fury.

“How dare you cause such chaos in *my* territory?”

***

*Thud!*

Kamon Vade collapsed, his head hitting the ground.

Airsya, watching over him, gnawed on her nails nervously.

[Damn it, if this keeps up, I’m going to disappear too!]

Having become bound to the ‘Orb,’ her fate was tied to Kamon’s. If the artifact broke or was destroyed, she would vanish as well.

In fact, she wasn’t sure if Kamon’s death alone would be enough to wipe her out. The uncertainty of her situation only added to her frustration.

And then—

*Fwoosh!*

[Huh? What now?]

The sky suddenly turned crimson, and massive flames erupted, filling the air.

[Fire? Out of nowhere?]

The towering inferno split into hundreds of pieces, spreading across the land.

The once-dominant Shador, the elder of the Shadows, stood frozen in place, his face hardening as he muttered.

“…Baran Vade?”
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*Clop, clop, clop!*

The sound of horses’ hooves echoed in my ears, and I couldn’t help but wonder, ‘Am I dead?’

Is this how it works in this world? When you die, you get taken somewhere by carriage? I’d heard of crossing the River Styx in a boat, but never in a carriage…

What the hell?

With that thought, I abruptly opened my eyes.

“Kamon!”

“He’s awake.”

Kyle and Fabian’s voices hit me like a slap, shaking me out of my stupor.

“What… What’s going on?”

At the same time—

[Oh, finally awake, huh? You missed quite the spectacle. Bad luck for you.]

‘What?’

Suddenly regaining my senses, I quickly realized I was in a carriage, surrounded by familiar faces. Who in their right mind would be calm in such a situation?

I looked around, bewildered.

“Chelsea and the princess are in the other carriage. Luckily, neither of them are in critical condition,” Kyle said, mistaking my confusion for concern.

“Uh, yeah, okay,” I mumbled.

Kyle, thinking he was reassuring me, continued to explain. But I had other things on my mind. I quickly reached out to Airsya in my thoughts.

‘What happened? Explain everything properly.’

[Hmmm, not sure where to begin. It’s quite a story.]


As Airsya toyed with me, dragging out her explanation, I was about to rub the ring in frustration when—

“I spoke with your father.”

“What?”

I was so startled by Fabian’s sudden statement that I couldn’t help but blurt it out.

“Ah, sorry. I should say ‘Marquis Baran,’ since you are no longer part of the family,” Fabian corrected himself. “But yes, I spoke with him.”

‘No, that’s not why I was surprised.’

What shocked me was the fact that Marquis Baran—*your* father—had appeared out of nowhere.

“What did you talk about?”

“Not much. He just asked a few questions about you. But if I had to say….”

Fabian trailed off for a moment, then nodded firmly before continuing.

“I think he cares about you a lot.”

“Huh?”

‘He cares about me?’

Marquis Baran—my father, whom I hadn’t even met once since being reborn in this world—cares about me?

“Yeah, you two look really similar,” Kyle chimed in, nodding in agreement.

“Given the situation, I suppose he had no choice but to push you out of the family. But someone who doesn’t care about their kid wouldn’t bother asking about their Academy life, right?”

Fabian’s words left me momentarily stunned. Kyle, noticing my dazed expression, smiled gently.

“We probably overwhelmed you, talking so much right after you woke up. Rest for now, Kamon. We’ll be back at the Academy soon enough.”

Finding out that Marquis Baran had arranged for carriages to take us directly to the Academy, I decided to focus on getting the full story from Airsya.

‘Hey, Airsya.’


[Ahhh, even thinking about it again, it was an incredible sight. The sky was ablaze with fire…]

Still lost in her own world, Airsya rambled on, and I could feel my patience thinning.

‘Enough with the nonsense. Just tell me what happened while I was unconscious. I need to know why Shador didn’t kill me, and how Marquis Baran got involved.’

***

‘So you’re telling me that as soon as I passed out, the entire sky caught fire and Marquis Baran showed up?’

[Yes, exactly. That’s why that shadowy old man ran off with his tail between his legs.]

Airsya stretched her short arms wide, clearly excited as she recounted the scene. I tried to imagine it in my head.

‘A sky engulfed in flames…?’

It reminded me of the dream I had of the original Kamon Vade. Was that just a coincidence, or something more?

In any case, Marquis Baran had arrived and taken control of the situation.

[That’s how it ended. Oh, and that musclehead got an earful too.]

Apparently, Rowan Vade had returned late, only to be scolded by Marquis Baran. For some reason, that gave me a strange sense of satisfaction.

‘So, what happened to the golden banner we stole?’

[Marquis Baran said that since you had already retrieved it from the mansion, it counted as a successful ‘Novice Challenge.’ He even gave permission to take it back under the Vade family’s name.]

Marquis Baran seemed more generous than I expected.

‘Was he like that in the original story?’

Marquis Baran’s personality wasn’t detailed much in the novel. He only made a brief appearance after the Vade family’s downfall, once he had been corrupted by a demon.

The story never really showed what he was like before that.

‘There was a demon that corrupted him, wasn’t there? I guess I’ll have to deal with that at some point.’

Though the thought crossed my mind, it wasn’t something that needed immediate attention. The Vade family arc wasn’t supposed to happen until Kyle reached his third year.


‘But still, what’s this about him taking an interest in me?’

[Oh, that part? Nothing major. He just asked about how you were doing at the Academy and spent a moment looking at your bracelet.]

‘The bracelet?’

The bracelet I took from Marquis Baran’s office.

It resonated with the ‘Orb,’ and the ring absorbed its power. Moreover, in a moment of crisis, it suddenly activated on its own, creating some kind of defense magic.

‘Could it have been a treasure used by Marquis Baran?’

[Hard to say. For something like that, he didn’t make much fuss. Even if it was a treasure, it seems like he’s passed it on to you.]

‘……’

I still had many unanswered questions, but the most important thing was that we had successfully completed the ‘Novice Challenge’ and managed to escape a deadly situation.

Though I regretted not meeting my father, Marquis Baran, in person, that wasn’t my primary concern right now.

What mattered was that I could now investigate the cause of the issues with my body and secure the funds needed for the upcoming year’s tuition.

***

“Well done, everyone.”

With a bright smile, Beatrice, the Red Mage, greeted us, holding the golden banner of the Vade family adorned with the image of the ‘Griffin with Black Tears.’

The symbol of the Vade family shocked the others around us. They stared in disbelief.

“Wait, they really did it?”

“No matter how many top first-years you gather, how is that even possible? Especially with *that* family.”

“And Kamon Vade being involved is a bit strange, isn’t it?”

“Still, you can’t deny they’ve achieved something monumental—obtaining the Griffin banner from the Vade family? That’s a huge accomplishment. And these kids are just first-year students?”

The students, staff, and even professors whispered among themselves, either praising or marveling at what we had done.

Of course, among them, a few voiced their jealousy or skepticism.

“Come on, Kamon must’ve leaked all the family secrets. That’s the only way they could’ve pulled this off.”

“If that’s all it takes, send me to my family’s estate. I could do the same.”

Such complaints were rare, but they still existed.

At that moment, Beatrice, the temporary dean, raised her voice.

“Princess Francia and the four others have completed a challenge that is nearly impossible for first-year students. This is an extraordinary achievement that will be remembered in the Academy’s history!”

She solidified the significance of our success, ensuring everyone recognized how remarkable it was.

Then she added, “As a reward for such a great accomplishment, the Academy will present these students with the highest prizes we can offer. Look forward to it!”

Beatrice winked playfully as she spoke, and I couldn’t help but mutter internally.

‘A reward is great, but how about you tell me the secrets you promised, Dean?’

[A reward? What kind of reward? What is it?]

Ignoring Airsya’s excitement, I forced a smile and stood there quietly.

After the ‘Novice Challenge’ return ceremony ended, I met with my mentor, Jamie, alongside Chelsea, who had recovered enough to walk.

“You kids went through a lot, huh?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied.

“We thought we were going to die,” Chelsea added.

“Yeah, I can tell just by looking at you how much you’ve been through. Now, tell me everything—what happened, what kind of danger you faced, and how in the world you managed to pull off the impossible.”

With curious eyes, Jamie leaned in, eagerly awaiting our story. Chelsea and I exchanged glances before slowly recounting all that had happened.

After some time, we reached the part about our near-death encounter with Shador, the elder of the Shadows.

“What? Shador?”

Jamie’s face stiffened upon hearing the name.

“Why, Master? Do you know him?” I asked.

“Yeah, vaguely… He was a pretty notorious assassin a long time ago.”

“An assassin?”

“Yeah. He was infamous for killing people with invisible blades. He was a menace, though not unbeatable,” Jamie said, shaking her head dismissively.

Hearing that, I couldn’t help but recall the terrifying moment when Shador’s invisible blades almost killed me.

‘It still gives me chills thinking about it.’

[Yeah, that was a close one. I was worried I’d be wiped out too.]

Airsya, who only I could see or hear, nodded in agreement.

‘Come to think of it, I need to talk to Jamie about the changes in the ‘Orb’—its growth, or whatever it is.’

I wanted to discuss the unusual abilities the ‘Orb’ had developed, but before I could bring it up, Jamie was too engrossed in the story of Marquis Baran’s fiery intervention.

“So, how big were the flames exactly? It seems Marquis Baran lives up to the reputation of the Vade family, known for their magical prowess. Flames that could cover the sky… Should I try that sometime?”

Jamie rambled on about random ideas, and before long, she dismissed us.

“You’ve all been through a lot. Rest up for now, and we’ll talk more later.”

‘Damn it. I missed my chance to ask.’

“Yes, Master. We’ll see you later.”

“Take care, Master.”

As Chelsea and I left Jamie’s office, I turned to look at her.

Her once long, flowing hair, which had burned during the fight because of my magic, was now a short, blunt cut. It still hadn’t been properly styled, leaving her hair looking a bit disheveled.

Seeing this, I suddenly remembered something I had picked up back at the Vade mansion.

‘Right, the hairpin.’

I reached into my pocket and felt the flower-shaped hairpin I had found earlier.

Taking a deep breath, I pulled it out and awkwardly said, “Hey, Chelsea.”

“…Hmm?”

She turned her head to look at me, her expression curious. I quickly handed her the hairpin.

“Here, take this.”

“Huh? What is this?”

“It’s a gift. For… you know, because of your hair. Sorry about that.”

“A gift?”

“Yeah, a gift. Just take it.”

Feeling a little embarrassed, I avoided making eye contact as I practically shoved the hairpin into her hands.

Chelsea stared at it for a moment in silence, then carefully placed it in her hair. Her voice was soft as she muttered.

“…Thanks, Kamon.”
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“Kamon Vade is here!”

“Ah, our esteemed friend Kamon, who has achieved such a great feat.”

“You really worked hard, Kamon.”

As soon as I entered Lupinus Café, Elliot, Lois, and Bren greeted me with over-the-top enthusiasm. I couldn’t help but shake my head in disbelief.

“Come on, stop it. Everyone’s watching.”

“So what? Everyone already knows about it.”

“The eldest son, who was kicked out of the Vade family, stole their symbol? What could be more entertaining than that?”

While Elliot and Lois made a big fuss, Bren, standing beside them, gave an awkward smile and tried to calm them down.

“Guys, let’s not get carried away.”

But—

“Oh no, Bren. You stay out of this. We’re here to keep singing the praises of our heroic Kamon, whose name will go down in Academy history.”

“Yeah, we’ve got to give a proper welcome to the one who set a record in the ‘Novice Challenge.’”

As Elliot and Lois continued their playful antics, acting as if they had accomplished the mission themselves, Airsya, clearly unimpressed, muttered in disgust.

[Who are these idiots?]

‘They’re my friends.’

[Friends?]

I nodded silently, suppressing the urge to sigh as I responded to Airsya.

“Seriously, you guys never change, do you?” I said to my friends.

“Kamon, people die if they change. Do you not understand how difficult it is to remain as you are?”


“Exactly. Consistency is something to be praised, not scorned.”

Elliot and Lois exchanged nods, their teamwork perfectly in sync as usual. I gave up on trying to argue further.

Bren, noticing my defeat, gave a light chuckle and asked, “So, Kamon, how are you feeling? I heard you were seriously injured.”

“Oh, I’m fine now. All healed up.”

Fortunately—or maybe unfortunately—the truth about the attack from the shadow organization during the mission hadn’t spread around the Academy yet. Only key figures like Beatrice, the interim head of the Academy, and a few others knew about it, and they’d chosen to keep it quiet.

Even the Vade family had no reason to make a fuss about the incident, so they agreed with the royal guard to handle it internally.

‘And we were told to keep our mouths shut as well.’

As a result, my injuries were reported as something I suffered while performing the mission during the ‘Novice Challenge.’

“Still, I heard the success rate for this year’s ‘Novice Challenge’ was much higher than usual,” Bren commented.

“Probably because there were a lot more participants than usual. But I doubt any mission was tougher than Kamon’s,” Elliot chimed in.

“Of course. I mean, how could any first-year students pull off raiding one of the Elector families of the Empire? If it weren’t for Kamon, it would’ve been impossible.”

“Kamon wasn’t the only one who did it. Kyle, Chelsea, Fabian, and even the princess were part of the team,” Bren pointed out.

“Well, sure, but Kamon was still the main player. Right, Lois?”

“Absolutely. I couldn’t agree more.”

Lois nodded vigorously, and just as I started to feel a headache coming on, they both turned toward me.

“Now, tell us the real story, Kamon. We want the details—the stuff nobody else knows about.”

“That’s right. We’ve been dying to hear it straight from you.”

As Elliot and Lois eagerly awaited my recount of the mission, I groaned.

“If I tell you guys too, this will be the third time I’ve had to repeat the story. Can’t you just let me rest?”

“No way! That’s not happening. Stories like this have to be heard directly from the source.”


“Elliot is right. We were cheering for you the whole time! You have to tell us today.”

[Amazing, Kamon. Since when did you start hanging out with such idiots?]

“……”

I had no words left. These guys were relentless.

[Forget them. You said this place is a café, right? Why don’t you get a nice drink?]

‘A drink?’

[Yeah, something tasty. I prefer something moderately sweet, refreshing, and maybe with a bit of a tang…]

Airsya’s voice trailed off as she dreamed of her ideal drink.

*Sigh.*

As I looked at Elliot, Lois, and now the additional nuisance of Airsya, I couldn’t help but think that I’d rather face another ‘Novice Challenge’ than deal with this situation.

After surviving an exhausting conversation with Elliot, Lois, and Bren, I now found myself sitting in the student council room in front of Lady Cecilia and Rosen Ravenia.

“Kamon,” Cecilia started, “the whole Academy has been buzzing about you and your teammates lately.”

“Well, we did complete a nearly impossible challenge,” I replied casually.

“That’s why, in the name of the student council, I was thinking of giving you an honorary award—”

“No, that’s not happening. Rejected,” Rosen cut in sternly before Cecilia could even finish her sentence.

“W-Why? I’m the president! As student council president, I can commend a student for an outstanding achievement!”

“Then wouldn’t we have to give an award to everyone who passed the ‘Novice Challenge’? That would only be fair.”

“Well, that’s true, but…”

Cecilia’s frustrated expression as she trailed off made me smile.

‘These two are as lively as ever.’


“Besides,” Rosen added, “even if we don’t give you a special commendation, the Academy will take care of you and your team. Headmistress Beatrice said so herself.”

I remembered the ceremony where Beatrice, in her role as headmistress, had congratulated Princess Francia and the rest of our team, promising us the finest rewards for completing the ‘Novice Challenge.’

‘I should ask about those soon…’

[Hey, Kamon. Try that cookie on the table. I’m curious what it tastes like.]

Airsya, with her usual gluttonous enthusiasm, was practically drooling again. For some reason, she could taste a portion of whatever I ate or drank, and she sure had an appetite.

‘Are you sure you’re a spirit of jealousy?’ I teased.

[What did you say? I am the mighty spirit of jealousy!]

‘You sure? You seem more like the spirit of gluttony.’

[Kamon! How dare you!]

Airsya was fuming, hopping up and down in rage. But the moment I picked up the cookie and took a bite—

[Mmm, delicious!]

—her anger evaporated, replaced by contentment. I chuckled at the sight.

“So, Kamon,” Cecilia’s voice drew me back to the conversation.

“Yes, President?”

“Could you tell us how you managed to complete the ‘Novice Challenge’?”

“Uh… what?”

[Ah! The cookie! How could you drop it?]

I dropped the cookie in surprise as Cecilia made the request. Before I could respond, Rosen spoke up with a frown.

“Cecilia, you’ve already received the official report. Why are you bothering him with this again?”

“Well, reading a report isn’t nearly as thrilling as hearing it directly from the person who lived through it.”

“Fine, but save that for later when you two are alone. Kamon?” Rosen addressed me in a more formal tone.

“Yes, Rosen?”

“Although the Academy will be giving out official rewards, we’ve noticed that this year’s participation and success rates in the ‘Novice Challenge’ were remarkably high. In recognition of that, we’re thinking of offering some extra support to a few of the successful students.”

I couldn’t help but perk up at Rosen’s unexpected words.

“Support? What kind of support?”

‘Scholarships? Items? Maybe tuition exemption?’

I looked at Rosen eagerly, and I saw the corners of his mouth twitch in amusement. But it was Cecilia who answered.

“During the upcoming vacation, the student council will be organizing an expedition to the ‘Vishran’ hot springs, and we’ll be selecting a few of the ‘Novice Challenge’ participants to join.”

“Wait, the Vishran hot springs?”

“Yes. You remember, Kamon? It was one of the campaign promises I made when running for student council president. Now that I’m president, I have to keep it.”

“But that’s…”

“Fortunately, aside from the random selection, we can recommend one student based on merit, and we chose you, Kamon.”

“…What?”

The seamless back-and-forth between Cecilia and Rosen left me dumbfounded.

With a playful wink, Cecilia smiled and said, “So, Kamon, you’ll be coming with us to the Vishran hot springs. At my family’s estate—the Romanoff Duchy.”

“…”

***

“I’ll be taking the banner back now.”

Marquis Baran, Kamon’s father and head of the Vade family, spoke as he glanced at Beatrice, the interim headmistress of Flance Imperial Academy and a Red Mage.

“Of course, Marquis,” she replied.

Beatrice handed over the golden banner with a polite bow, and Baran took it without further conversation.

“Do you need anything else, or is there anything you’re curious about?” Beatrice asked.

Baran shook his head lightly.

“No, that will be all.”

“I see.”

Though Beatrice answered simply, her eyes glimmered knowingly, as if she was aware of more than she let on. An awkward silence filled the headmistress’s office.

“Well, I’ve finished my business here. I’ll be on my way.”

“Of course, Marquis. Should the opportunity arise, I hope we can meet again.”

“I doubt it, but if you ever visit the Vade estate, you’ll be properly received.”

“Thank you for your kind words.”

Without further ceremony, Marquis Baran stood and left the office.

As he exited—

“Your guest will be with you shortly. Ah, here he comes.”

The academy’s secretary, Isabel, was speaking with a female student outside Beatrice’s office when she noticed Baran emerging.

Isabel approached him, saying politely, “Are you finished, Marquis? The person who accompanied you is waiting outside.”

But Baran’s attention wasn’t on Isabel. It was on the young student she had been talking to.

Specifically, the flower-shaped hairpin in her hair.

“…!”

Baran realized that the girl was one of the first-year students who had broken into his estate and stolen the golden banner.

He stepped forward, addressing her in a gentle voice.

“Excuse me, young lady.”

“Huh? Are you talking to me?” she replied, surprised.

“That hairpin—where did you get it?”

The girl, who was none other than Chelsea, hesitated briefly before answering quietly.

“It was a gift…”

“A gift?”

“Yes.”

Baran’s gaze lingered on Chelsea, deep in thought, before he nodded.

“I see. Thank you for answering.”

With a polite nod, Baran turned to leave without further questioning. Chelsea, slightly puzzled, resumed her steps toward Beatrice’s office.

But just as she was about to enter, Baran called out again.

“Oh, young lady.”

“…Yes?”

“I’m sorry, but could you tell me your name?”
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I spent several days hiding out in my dorm room, trying to avoid the endless barrage of people pestering me to recount my experience in the ‘Novice Challenge.’

Then, when the buzz and excitement about the challenge had finally died down a bit, I cautiously stepped out of my dorm room.

But right then…

“Kamon Vade!”

A group of people called my name and approached me aggressively.

‘Who are they?’

*Thud, thud!*

The sound of their heavy footsteps and the intense hostility radiating from them told me who they were.

[What the hell? Are they half-monsters or something? They look like beasts.]

That’s right. It was the *Monster Trio*, a group I had almost forgotten about.

“Kamon Vade, you son of a bitch!”

The one who was notoriously short-tempered, Mork, hurled insults at me the moment he saw me.

“Mork, calm down.”

Then Sol Crensh, their leader, stepped in, his tone cold as ice.

“Kamon, don’t you have something to say to us?”

“Huh?”

[What, did you mess something up with them?]

‘Uh, I don’t think so?’

[They’re giving off some serious killing intent. You must’ve done something. They look like they want to rip you apart.]


As Airsya muttered, I began to think.

‘Sure, we’re not exactly on friendly terms, but did I do something that bad…? Wait, could it be—’

A memory suddenly resurfaced.

“Get us into the student council.”

Back when I was dealing with Professor Beroen and Kyle’s problem, I had made a deal with the Monster Trio and promised to help them with something.

“One last time, Kamon. Do you really have nothing to say?”

“…..”

‘Crap. I completely forgot about that.’

But showing weakness would only make things worse. I straightened my face and replied coldly, keeping my expression firm.

“What are you trying to imply?”

“What?”

“Do you really think I’ve forgotten our deal, or are you accusing me of deliberately ignoring it like some kind of trash?”

“…..”

The atmosphere shifted. Sol’s expression wavered, and a look of tension appeared on Mork and Crollin’s faces.

“Honestly, I don’t know what to say. I’m disappointed.”

As I spoke confidently, the Monster Trio seemed to sense that something was off.

“W-Wait a minute, Kamon.”

“I haven’t had the proper chance to discuss it yet. You know how many things I’ve had to deal with…”

I trailed off before continuing in a lower tone.

“You really think something like that can just happen anytime? You guys were serious about joining the student council, weren’t you?”


“Y-Yeah, of course.”

“Obviously, we’re serious about it.”

At my question, Crollin and Mork nodded.

“Exactly. It’s not something to be done carelessly. I’ve been looking for the right opportunity for you guys.”

I threw in a subtle hint of a threat in my tone, just enough to make them reconsider their actions.

“S-Sorry, Kamon. We got a little impatient. Please forgive us.”

Sol Crensh was quick to apologize, bowing his head. Following him, Crollin and Mork, who had been scowling moments before, lowered their heads slightly in apology as well.

“I’m sorry for swearing at you earlier.”

“We thought you had forgotten about it.”

Seeing the normally tough Monster Trio acting meekly, I let out a small smile and shook my head.

“Heh, no way I’d forget.”

I turned my gaze back to them, speaking calmly.

“I never forgot. I’ve been trying to find the right chance for you guys.”

Beside me, Airsya tilted her head, puzzled.

[Didn’t you just say you forgot? Are you lying now?]

‘Shut up. I can’t admit that here.’

[You really are just like me. No, you’re exactly like me. Heh.]

Airsya’s mocking comparison to herself stung a bit, but there was no other choice in this situation.

“…..”

The Monster Trio still looked unsure, casting glances at me nervously.


Watching them, I couldn’t help but think.

‘Damn, these guys… I could really use— No, wait. What the hell am I thinking?’

I quickly pushed the thought away. I wasn’t going to stoop to Airsya’s level of manipulation. My method acting as Kamon Vade was starting to affect my way of thinking.

‘Gotta be careful. I’m Kang Hyunsoo, not Kamon Vade.’

Even so, I couldn’t help but wonder.

‘Do they seriously want to join the student council that badly?’

Though I didn’t fully understand their reasons, their eagerness seemed genuine.

“Wait for the right moment. I’ll talk to Cecilia, the student council president. I’m not sure about Rosen, but Cecilia is more likely to agree.”

“Thanks, Kamon.”

They seemed sincere as they expressed their gratitude, and I simply nodded with a smile.

***

A few days later, I found myself visiting the headmistress’s office at Flance Imperial Academy.

“You’re here?”

As always, Beatrice, the Red Mage, greeted me with that peculiar smile.

“…I think it’s time for you to give me an answer.”

“An answer? What answer?”

“Are you really going to keep pretending you don’t know?”

The reason I had risked everything to succeed in the ‘Novice Challenge’—it was to find out the root cause of the chronic problem with my body.

Beatrice, along with my master Jamie, was one of the only two people who had understood the issue with my body. At the time, she had said…

“Yes, I know the solution. In fact, even Jamie wouldn’t know this. It’s something only I know.”

She had claimed to know both the cause of my blocked mana channels and the solution, stating that only she had the answer.

The condition she had given was simple: I had to participate in the ‘Novice Challenge’ and successfully complete the given tasks. Only then would she provide the answers I was looking for.

“Our deal was clear, wasn’t it?”

Much like how I had reminded the Monster Trio of our previous arrangement earlier that morning, I was now demanding Beatrice fulfill her side of the bargain.

“Hmmm.”

Beatrice made a strange sound and shook her head.

Then, in a casual tone, she said:

“Let’s have some tea first. No need to rush. We’ve got plenty of time.”

“Headmistress?”

“Oh, come on. What do I always tell you to call me when we’re alone?”

“……”

With a playful grin, Beatrice teased me, and I chose to remain silent.

“Wow, why so serious? If someone saw us, they’d think I was breaking promises or something.”

[Haha, now the roles are reversed.]

Airsya commented, noting that Beatrice was throwing my own words back at me, much like I had done with the Monster Trio earlier. I couldn’t help but let out a deep sigh internally.

‘How is this the same thing?’

[Depends on the perspective. Don’t you think those guys felt the same way?]

‘…’

For once, Airsya seemed to hit the nail on the head, and I was left momentarily speechless. Nodding, I picked up the teacup in front of me.

*Sip, clink.*

“The flavor and aroma are nice.”

I sipped the tea slowly, savoring its fragrance and taste. Seeing my composed demeanor, Beatrice’s expression began to change as well.

“What’s this? Your mood’s suddenly better. A moment ago, you were all sharp and cold.”

“With you, Beatrice—no, with you, sis—I’m sure you’ll tell me when the time is right. After all, we do have plenty of time.”

Even though I wasn’t really in a position to be patient, there was no point in pushing her or rushing things.

‘Thanks, Airsya.’

[Huh? What for?]

Airsya’s sharp remark had helped clear the cloud of impatience and urgency that had clouded my mind.

With a cooler head, I realized there was no need to force a resolution here and now.

‘I just need to take my time. In the end, the one who’s desperate will always lose.’

Like with the Monster Trio earlier, the key was to stay calm and in control. Their impatience had handed the upper hand to me.

‘This time is no different.’

As the acting headmistress, Beatrice needed visible achievements, and this ‘Novice Challenge’ was one of her major successes. The team that had the greatest impact on this success was mine, with Princess Francia at the forefront. As she had promised the best rewards to our group, the spotlight was now on us.

If I pushed her too hard now, Beatrice would be the one holding the reins of control.

‘She’s got the upper hand for now.’

Every situation follows a complex chain of cause and effect, and within that chain are subtle power dynamics. I needed to stay mindful of these dynamics and maintain my cool.

“Sip.”

Taking another sip of tea, I sat with a newfound calm, a look of quiet determination on my face. Beatrice, noticing this, smiled softly.

“You really are interesting, Kamon.”

“What do you mean?”

“You just keep surprising me. Honestly, I expected you to get angry or push me for answers right away.”

Beatrice spoke as if she had anticipated my reactions all along. She sipped her tea leisurely before continuing.

“I’ve been observing your actions closely. You’re a real anomaly—always acting outside of expectations. I think that’s probably why you succeeded in the ‘Novice Challenge’ as well.”

“…”

“You’re a wild card, Kamon Vade. And to me, that’s very important—both professionally and personally.”

Still cryptic in her words, Beatrice continued to speak, and I listened quietly, waiting for her to make her point.

*Drip.*

Perhaps satisfied with my silence, Beatrice stood up from her seat and walked over to the window of her office.

“Many things are changing. Complex events are unfolding all around us. In this world, those with power seek to control the unknown because they fear having their authority shaken. That’s why the other professors here are keeping such a close eye on me.”

She laughed, but it was a bitter laugh filled with self-mockery. Then, walking back to me, she added:

“Don’t get the wrong idea. I don’t intend to control you, Kamon.”

“…Why not?”

“I already told you. You’re important to me.”

Her words were filled with mystery, and I couldn’t quite grasp her meaning.

[What is she even talking about?]

‘I don’t know. Let’s just listen.’

I had the sense that there was more to her words than met the eye, so I waited for her to continue.

Seeing my patient demeanor, Beatrice smirked slightly.

“Hey, aren’t you curious why I think you’re important?”

“Should I be curious?”

“No, not really. But usually, people would be, right? I mean, why would the Red Mage, the acting headmistress of the academy, think Kamon Vade is so important?”

“Well…”

I trailed off, prompting her to lean in expectantly.

“And?”

With Beatrice watching me with such anticipation, I opened my mouth.

“I’ll find out eventually. There’s plenty of time, after all.”

“What?”

“Isn’t there?”

“Haha, haha! Yes, you’re right. I just didn’t expect that kind of answer from you. Haha.”

Laughing heartily, Beatrice looked at me with a mixture of fascination and amusement.

“You really are interesting, Kamon Vade.”

Still chuckling, she placed her hand gently on my leg.

“Do you want to know why you’re so important to me?”

“Why?”

“It’s simple. You’re my only connection to my master.”

“Your master?”

“Yes. The reason your mana channels are blocked—it’s a trace left by my master.”

At long last, I learned the reason behind the issue with my body.

TL Note: Rate us on NOVEL UPDATES
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 171

				
Chapter 171

“What are you talking about?”

Of course, I had no choice but to ask again. If Beatrice was referring to her master, that must mean the previous Red Mage.

‘What does that person have to do with me?’

As I mulled over this thought, Beatrice chuckled softly.

“You look full of questions.”

“I don’t know your master, Beatrice. I’ve never met them.”

Even if I were the real Kamon Vade, there was no reason I would have had any connection with the previous Red Mage. After all, it had been a long time since Beatrice succeeded them as one of the Three Mages.

She nodded at my baffled reaction.

“Well, it makes sense that you don’t understand. I was a bit taken aback when I discovered the trace, too.”

“……”

“But here’s what’s important: that trace on your body was definitely left by my master. For some reason, you’ve been cursed by the former Red Mage.”

[Cursed? Are you cursed?]

Airsya seemed to be enjoying herself, spinning around as she chimed in.

‘Quiet.’

[Tsk, all you ever say is ‘quiet.’]

Ignoring her, I shook my head hard to clear my thoughts. Then, I looked straight at Beatrice and asked:

“If you succeeded your master as the Red Mage, then can’t you lift the curse that’s affecting my body?”

It was a direct question. Unfortunately, she shook her head, disappointment evident in her expression.

“No, it’s not that simple.”


“Why not?”

“Well, curses are unique to the person who cast them. They’re an extension of their own magical signature.”

Beatrice continued, standing up from her chair and pacing as she explained.

“And that signature inherently rejects interference from other types of magic. If I tried to tamper with it, you’d likely end up in a worse situation.”

“……”

“Of course, if the caster and the one attempting to lift the curse had a massive disparity in power, it might be possible. But I haven’t surpassed my master yet, so I can’t undo it. And no mage on this continent can, either.”

Her firm tone left no room for debate, and the sense of finality in her words hit hard. I could only ask in a faint voice:

“So… am I just supposed to live with this forever?”

“Hmm, not necessarily.”

She tilted her head, contemplating for a moment, before walking to the window, leaning against it as sunlight bathed her pale face.

As the light hit her, Beatrice exuded an alluring, mysterious charm, as if she were casting a spell herself.

“Kamon, do you remember what I said earlier?”

“Pardon?”

“I told you that you’re my only connection to my master.”

“What does that mean?”

Her cryptic statements were starting to wear thin. The longer she dodged the main point, the more irritated I became.

‘If you can’t lift it, just say so and stop dragging this out!’

The frustration of realizing my body’s condition was caused by someone’s curse only added to the growing sense of helplessness.

“You may not have learned this yet, being a first-year, but curses have a few key characteristics.”

“Characteristics?”


“Yes. One of the most important ones is this:”

She paused briefly, her gaze shifting from the window back to me.

“The curse ends when the caster dies.”

Her words lingered in the air for a moment before she gave me a sly smile.

“Do you understand what that means?”

“Are you saying the former Red Mage is still alive?”

“That’s right. The fact that your curse is still active means my master is alive. Even though the world believes she’s dead.”

[Oh, so we just need to find that person and ask them to lift the curse, right?]

Airsya chimed in again, but before I could process her comment, Beatrice walked over to me, placing a soft hand on my shoulder.

“Her name is ‘Anne.’ She disappeared thirteen years ago. That’s how I ended up in this position.”

[Disappeared? Tch, then it’s as good as her being dead.]

“……”

“And now, you’re standing here, proof that she might still be alive.”

Now I finally understood why Beatrice had been so interested in me. She had found traces of her missing master through me, which naturally piqued her curiosity.

But this was bad—really bad.

‘This is getting way too complicated.’

The shift in her tone and the intensity in her eyes made it clear that this was turning into a dangerous situation I should avoid at all costs.

And, as expected, she wasn’t done.

“So, Kamon.”

Hearing her say my name, I quickly interrupted.


“No, I’m fine. Really.”

“Huh? But I haven’t even said anything yet.”

“I just wanted to know what caused my condition. Since Master Jamie is already researching it, I’m fine.”

I shook my head, firmly cutting her off. Beatrice, though, only smiled wider and placed her arms around my shoulders from behind.

“Don’t be like that. Let’s work together.”

“No, I really don’t want—”

“Kamon, I might not be able to lift the curse, but I can strengthen it.”

“…What?”

Licking her lips, she continued in a calm, almost seductive voice.

“I’m more specialized in curses than Jamie, you know. If I enhance your curse, do you think she’ll still be able to undo it?”

‘This crazy witch is threatening me!’

[She is! That’s a threat, alright! If you don’t cooperate, she’ll make the curse worse and kill you!]

Airsya, always perceptive in moments like these, was right.

If Beatrice strengthened the curse affecting my mana channels, there was no doubt my body would eventually overload and explode.

“…Beatrice?”

“So don’t waste your energy resisting. Work with me to find Anne. I’ll make sure you get through this alive, Kamon.”

She smiled as if offering a deal, but it was a deal I had no choice but to accept.

‘Hah… damn it.’

***

“Anne? The former Red Mage?”

“Yes, Beatrice—no, I mean, the Headmaster—told me so.”

“Hmm.”

Jamie, after listening to my explanation, fell deep into thought, her expression serious. Then, after a moment, she nodded and spoke briefly.

“If it’s truly a curse from Anne, no one will be able to break it. But are you saying she’s really still alive?”

“According to the Headmaster, yes. She said curses naturally dissipate when the caster dies, but my mana pathways are still blocked, aren’t they?”

Luckily, Beatrice hadn’t stopped me from sharing what she had told me with Jamie. In fact, it felt like she encouraged me to consult with her. Perhaps she was confident that nothing would change even if Jamie knew.

“I remember it now. When she disappeared so suddenly, there was a lot of speculation. The Seven Table even officially declared her death, but can you really trust those old men?”

“……”

I stayed silent, listening carefully.

This ‘Anne’ figure they were discussing wasn’t someone who appeared in the original story. Well, not directly. She was a background character mentioned briefly in the lore, nothing more.

Yet, somehow, she was now deeply entwined with my situation. And according to Beatrice, she was still alive, which only made things more complicated.

‘Wasn’t she just supposed to be a plot device?’

Thinking about it, there were too many strange and unexpected twists in this world.

The “Orb” ring, which was supposed to just be a throwaway plot point, ended up having significant hidden powers. And now this Anne, the previous Red Mage, was still alive?

‘Fucking hell, that author.’

What kind of chaotic world-building was this? How many hidden layers and mysteries had they crammed into this world?

As I silently cursed the creator of this world, Jamie’s voice brought me back.

“Come to think of it, there were some issues between Anne and the Imperial family, as well as the Seven Table. There was even talk she might get assassinated.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“Exactly what it sounds like. I didn’t care much about the politics at the time, but Anne was really into it.”

“Politics?”

“Yeah, she was always challenging the policies of the Imperial family and the Seven Table, pushing back against their decisions.”

Now that I thought about it, the current Three Mages seemed awfully peaceful, despite their immense power, authority, and influence. Jamie lived secluded within the Academy. Beatrice, although temporarily in charge of the Academy, cooperated with the central government. And as for the Blue Mage…

‘The Blue Mage is the leader of the Seven Table, so he’s probably the most politically savvy of them all.’

Jamie’s voice broke through my thoughts again.

“Anne always clashed with that old geezer, the Blue Mage. I had to intervene a few times, but Anne never listened to anyone.”

So, while the current Three Mages weren’t in direct conflict with the Imperial family, the previous Red Mage had been actively opposing them, until she mysteriously disappeared. And shortly after, her death was announced.

The whole thing reeked of conspiracy.

But more importantly…

‘Why is her curse on me?’

To cast a curse, the caster either has to be present in person or use a cursed object. However, there was no mention in the original story of Kamon Vade meeting Anne, and the timeline didn’t match up for them to have crossed paths, either.

That could only mean…

‘I must have touched something cursed that she left behind.’

As I pondered this, Jamie spoke again.

“By the way, Kamon, can I take a look at your ‘Orb’ ring and that bracelet for a bit?”

“What? All of a sudden?”

“Yeah. After hearing your story, I’m really curious about something. It’ll only take a few days. Is that alright?”

“Uh, sure.”

Without the ‘Orb’ ring, I wouldn’t be able to use magic. But…

‘It’ll only be a few days, right?’

I was going to stay at the Academy anyway, so I didn’t foresee any immediate danger. Plus, I was still in the territory of both Jamie and Beatrice.

[Wait a minute! Kamon, what about me?]

Airsya, panicked, called out, but without hesitation, I removed the ‘Orb’ ring and bracelet, handing them over to Jamie.

“Here you go.”

“Great. I’ll let you know once I’m done. Now go ahead and rest for a bit.”

“Thank you, Master.”

[Hey, hey! You’re just going to leave me like this? Kamon! KAMON VAAADE!]

Airsya’s desperate cries echoed in my mind as I walked out of Jamie’s office, pretending I didn’t hear her at all.
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Anne Carson.

The former Red Mage and a prodigious master of curses.

A genius, but also an eccentric with a strong rebellious streak.

This was the information I gathered about her from the Academy library.

‘Is that why she clashed with the royal family?’

The more I researched her, the more I had a strange feeling that the shadow organization might have been involved.

‘Could the shadow organization have something to do with her disappearance?’

But why?

No, the shadow organization had always feared confronting the Triadic Mages.

There’s no way Anne, as the Red Mage, would have been defeated by them.

My thoughts spiraled, connecting one idea to another, but soon I found myself shaking my head vigorously.

‘Damn it. Why am I even…?’

But there was no turning back now. I had already made a promise with Acting Dean Beatrice to help find her mentor.

Besides, if I wanted to survive in the immediate future, I had no other choice.

“Sigh.”

I stepped out of the library to get some fresh air and decided to visit a café by myself.

“Oh, Kamon?”

Suddenly, Elliot, Bren, and Lois surrounded me, forming an impromptu barrier.

“What have you been doing in the library all the time?”


“Yeah, you’ve seemed really out of it lately.”

Their string of questions prompted me to shrug my shoulders as I shook my head.

“What do you mean? I’ve just been busy.”

“Ha, look at that. Told you! Ever since becoming an Academy star, he’s gotten cocky, hasn’t he?”

“Now that he’s famous, he probably doesn’t care about us anymore.”

Elliot and Lois exchanged teasing remarks as they grinned at me, but only Bren looked at me with concern, asking again.

“Are you sure nothing’s wrong, Kamon?”

Yeah, there’s a whole lot wrong.

“No, nothing at all.”

Telling them about my situation would only complicate things. Instead of getting help, I’d probably just drag them into unnecessary trouble.

So, I maintained a calm expression and reassured them. Bren smiled, relieved.

“Come to think of it, isn’t it tomorrow? The ‘Novice Challenge’ reward announcement?”

It had already been a week since the Novice Challenge ended, but we still hadn’t received the proper rewards.

I wasn’t entirely sure of the details, but it seemed like the professors who opposed Acting Dean Beatrice were deliberately causing delays, even though she had proven her competence.

“Kamon, what are you going to choose?”

“Huh?”

“For those who scored the highest in the Novice Challenge, they’re giving out a choice, right?”

It seemed like word about the rewards had already spread throughout the entire Academy.

If even Elliot knew about it, that meant just about everyone did.

“A magical artifact from the ‘Brisel’ Tower or an artifact from the Academy treasury. Either way, they’re both incredible.”


“Yeah, other students are only getting a choice from the Academy’s treasury.”

Lois and Bren chimed in enthusiastically, but I just made an ambiguous expression.

‘Both options are kind of useless.’

What I needed right now was a large sum of money.

I already had more than enough magical tools, like the bracelet and the ‘Orb’ ring I got from the Vade family.

Sure, you can never have too many good items, but there’s also a point where enough is enough.

I wasn’t even fully utilizing the items I had. Choosing something new would probably be more of a burden than a benefit at this point.

Not to mention, I still had artifacts I obtained from the Port City of Califa that were plenty useful.

‘Right now, I need to focus on covering my tuition and dormitory fees first.’

“So Kamon, which one are you going to choose? The Tower or the Academy treasury? I’m leaning towards the Tower myself.”

“What are you talking about, senior? Obviously, the Academy treasury. Do you even realize how many treasures are stored there?”

“Idiot, magical artifacts from the Tower are the best.”

“There are ancient and heroic-grade artifacts in the Academy treasury, you know?”

As Elliot and Lois continued their back-and-forth, I let out a quiet sigh without saying anything.

Soon, Bren, with his usual bright smile, handed me a drink.

“Kamon, here’s a grapefruit juice.”

“Thanks, Bren.”

Not long after leaving the café without giving a proper answer to the others, I found myself forced to change my original thoughts.

It was all because of a surprise visitor who arrived at my dorm.

“…Princess?”


Clink!

She had come with the Swordmaster Edin Berzen and poured out a bag of gold coins in front of me.

“Here, this is your payment.”

“Excuse me?”

“The fifty thousand gold you demanded last time was too much. But I managed to get you close to half that, so it’s still quite a decent sum, isn’t it?”

“…”

Princess Francia had brought about twenty thousand gold with her and said this so nonchalantly, leaving me staring blankly at her.

Seeing my expression, she sighed deeply and continued.

“Ha, don’t look at me like that. Fifty thousand gold is an overwhelming amount even for me. It was tough enough to gather this… Whatever. Our deal ends here. Understood?”

“Yes, uh… Thank you.”

Though I hadn’t expected this at all, the sight of the glittering pile of gold coins before me left me no choice but to nod.

As I kept staring at the coins, Princess Francia gave a faint smile and continued.

“Anyway, you did well. If it weren’t for you, this challenge would have been much more difficult.”

“It was nothing. I was just doing my job.”

Of course, my eyes remained glued to the gold as I replied.

Hold on. Twenty thousand gold should be enough to cover me until the start of the third year.

I can take my time earning the rest, so at least I’ve put out the immediate fire.

As I was lost in thought, Princess Francia’s voice broke through again.

“And also…”

“Yes?”

“Th-Thank you.”

Princess Francia’s stammered words made me tilt my head in confusion.

Her face turned a light shade of red as she continued.

“You know, when you took the assassin’s blow for me… and saved me…”

Her voice grew softer, almost as if she were whispering, and she avoided looking at me.

“……”

Regardless, there was genuine sincerity in Princess Francia’s thanks.

‘Come to think of it, this is the second time, isn’t it?’

It wasn’t the first time the princess owed me her life. Maybe I could use this as leverage later to squeeze more out of her.

But I didn’t show that intention, instead shrugging lightly as I replied.

“It’s fortunate you didn’t get hurt. That’s all that matters.”

“…”

Princess Francia fell silent at my words.

“That’s all I came for. Get some rest, I’ll see you at the reward ceremony tomorrow. Let’s go, Edin.”

“Yes, Your Highness. Take care.”

As I watched her leave my dorm room with Edin Berzen, I turned my gaze to the pile of gold coins on the desk and muttered quietly to myself.

“Sweet, this is awesome!”

***

“…For the students with the highest marks, there will be an opportunity to choose a reward.”

Isabel, the steward assisting the Acting Dean Beatrice, explained the reward selection process on her behalf.

“So, what will you choose?”

Just as the rumors had said: a magical artifact crafted by the Tower of ‘Brisel,’ or a treasure or artifact slumbering in the Academy’s vault.

Of course, I could also reject both and demand a large sum of money instead.

But thanks to the gold pile Princess Francia had just handed over, I didn’t need to worry about that anymore.

‘Tsk, should I just go for an artifact?’

As I debated, Princess Francia chose an artifact from the Tower.

Kyle and Fabian, on the other hand, chose items from the Academy’s vault. Chelsea hesitated for a moment before opting for a Tower artifact as well.

And then.

“Lastly, Kamon Vade?”

I was the only one left to make my decision.

“Hmm.”

As I appeared deep in thought, Isabel patiently waited for my response.

Then, out of nowhere—

[Kamon.]

‘…?’

A familiar voice echoed in my head.

[If you haven’t decided yet, how about trusting your big sis this time?]

It was none other than Acting Dean Beatrice.

‘What’s she plotting now?’

[Forget about those worthless Tower trinkets. Choose something from the Academy’s vault. I’ll make sure you get the best treasure.]

Her voice nudged me, and I found myself glancing over at her.

Beatrice sat there, silently smiling at me. But her eyes were practically screaming at me to follow her advice.

‘Sigh, fine. We’re in this together now, after all.’

To find her mentor, Anne Kashron, I had chosen to align myself with Beatrice.

“Kamon Vade? It’s time to make your choice.”

Isabel’s reminder brought me back to reality, and I slowly nodded as I opened my mouth.

“…I’ll choose something from the Academy vault.”

[Good choice, Kamon!]

Beatrice’s voice, now brimming with excitement, echoed in my head. I gave a subtle nod in response, making sure no one else noticed.

“Then it’s settled. Kyle and Fabian, along with Kamon, will head to the Academy vault. Princess Francia and Chelsea will receive artifacts from the Tower of ‘Brisel.'”

With that, Isabel officially declared the reward distribution for the top students of the ‘Novice Challenge’ concluded.

“Those receiving artifacts, please follow Professor Selton. The rest of you, follow me.”

Princess Francia and Chelsea disappeared with the professor, while Kyle, Fabian, and I followed Isabel toward the Academy vault.

The vault was located deep beneath the Academy’s main building, so it took quite a bit of walking to reach it. And yet again, Beatrice’s voice filled my ears.

[The moment you enter the vault, go straight to the third shelf on the right, and pick the necklace on the far right. No matter what, you *must* choose that necklace, Kamon!]

What? A necklace?

Great. Just great.

I already had the ‘Orb’ ring and the bracelet from the Vade family. Now she wanted me to add a necklace to my collection?

The thought of myself covered in all these accessories made me shake my head.

‘What am I, some kind of jewelry-clad girl?’

[Hey, Kamon. You’re listening to me, right?]

Despite the considerable distance between us, Beatrice’s voice came through loud and clear. I sighed and nodded slightly.

‘Fine, I got it.’

“Sigh.”

Kyle, walking beside me, tilted his head in confusion.

“Huh? Kamon, why the sudden sigh?”

“It’s nothing.”

“Leave him alone, Kyle. It’s not the first time he’s acted like this.”

“Still, as a friend, I should at least ask.”

“Do whatever you want.”

Fabian’s snide comment seemed meant as a joke, judging by the slight smirk on his face. He even chuckled softly as he looked at me.

Just then.

“We’re here.”

Isabel’s words marked our arrival at the vault. As we entered the Academy’s underground vault, I immediately looked at the third shelf on the right, just as Beatrice instructed.

And there, I found a silver necklace adorned with a large ruby.

‘Is this it?’

As I reached out and touched the artifact Beatrice had recommended—

*Ziiing.*

A radiant light burst forth from the necklace.

At the same time—

[Oh, it’s connected. Ah, ah. Can you hear me, Kamon?]

Beatrice’s voice came through, louder and clearer than ever.

“What the hell is this now?”
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[That artifact was personally crafted by me. It allows two-way communication like this, and I can also check on your condition. Plus, it has automatic defense features that protect against basic curses. You should really be grateful for this.]

Beatrice’s voice rang in my head, clearly making a big deal out of the artifact she gave me, claiming she only gave it to me because we were now allies. Shaking my head, I cut off the communication with her.

“Well, it’s not bad.”

As she said, it wasn’t a bad deal at all. Actually, it was quite beneficial.

Still, the fact that Beatrice could monitor my status and situation constantly did bother me a little.

‘Isn’t my mentor doing something similar, though?’

I rubbed the back of my neck as I considered it, and with that thought settled, I headed back to my dorm, collapsing onto the bed.

*Creak.*

“Sigh.”

I lay down on the old but still relatively comfortable bed, staring at the ceiling with a deep sigh.

“It was pretty close, huh?”

Mumbling to myself, I recalled my encounter with Shador, the Elder of the shadow organization.

The overwhelming sense of despair when nothing seemed to work against his power.

I barely managed to survive thanks to the bracelet I happened to obtain, which blocked his attack. But I realized that I could’ve easily been killed that day. It was an extremely dangerous situation.

And then…

“Kamon’s father seemed to care about him?”

Kyle and Fabian mentioned that they thought the Marquis Baran Vade seemed to care about his son, Kamon Vade, although they hadn’t seen him directly.

“Hmmm.”

In the original story, there wasn’t much explanation about Kamon Vade’s relationship with his father, Marquis Baran.


Obviously, since Kamon disappeared from the story early on.

But the more I lived as Kamon Vade, the more I realized that this world had a lot of hidden details and secrets that hadn’t been mentioned in the novel.

‘There are way more secrets, and there’s a lot going on behind the scenes that I didn’t know.’

Maybe, just maybe, Baran Vade really did care about Kamon, like Fabian had suggested.

But that didn’t really matter to me.

What was important right now was…

“I got lucky.”

Thinking back, the ‘Novice Challenge’ had been a series of narrow escapes. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that divine intervention had saved me.

With my current skills and power, I couldn’t have cleared those challenges even if I had several retries. They were far too difficult for me.

“Damn, do I need to train more?”

I had been under the impression that I’d gotten stronger after learning magic from Jamie.

But the reality was…

“Stronger, my ass.”

If I had made even a small mistake or if circumstances had been just slightly different, I’d probably be lying in a coffin right now.

Still, I’d managed to strengthen the ‘Orb,’ obtained the corrupted spirit Airsya, which let me use spirit magic, and even gained a bracelet that automatically casts defense magic. So in a way, I had grown stronger.

But…

“Sigh, I don’t know.”

I let out a short sigh as I shifted positions on the bed.

*Creak.*

The bed groaned noisily again, and my heart, much like the bed, refused to settle.


‘A lot of things have changed.’

To be more precise, it wasn’t that things had changed, but rather that things had started to appear—things that weren’t part of the original story.

New backgrounds, secrets, and plots that hadn’t been depicted in the novel were emerging, throwing me into even more dangerous situations.

There was the curse carved into my body and the disappearance of the previous Red Mage, Anne Carson.

Up until now, I had hoped that Kyle, the protagonist, would solve everything by following the original storyline, eventually defeating the Demon King and reaching the ending.

But now, I was starting to realize that might just be wishful thinking on my part.

“……”

Thinking about the uncertain and treacherous future ahead made me feel a tightness in my chest.

“Not like there’s anything I can do about it right now, anyway.”

Shaking my head, I mumbled to myself and lay back down, staring up at the ceiling once again.

“Ugh, whatever. Thinking too hard about this won’t change anything. I might as well just get some sleep.”

After the ‘Novice Challenge’ ended, the Academy’s once-bustling atmosphere gradually began to quiet down as time passed.

More precisely, it wasn’t that people had lost interest in the challenge, but rather that their attention had shifted toward another daunting matter.

“Already the finals? What the hell did we even do?”

“I’m definitely going to fail this time. I can’t even remember what we learned.”

“It’s my last semester, and I need to finish strong!”

As the students’ grumbling suggested, the final exams of the third semester at Flance Imperial Academy were fast approaching.

And this applied to Kamon and his friends as well.

“Damn it, the final for Tactics is going to be practical this time.”

“Lois, you took Tactics?”


“Yeah, my sister told me it would be easy.”

Lois responded to Bren’s question with a disgruntled tone, clearly feeling misled. Hearing this, Elliot immediately snapped at him.

“Hey, Lois. Which sister are you talking about? The president or the vice president?”

“Huh? Oh, that would be…”

Lois shrugged as he was about to answer.

But then.

“I told him.”

“Rosen Ravenia?”

“Hello, Vice President.”

Rosen Ravenia, the Academy’s vice president, suddenly appeared, as she often did nowadays. The others reacted naturally to her presence, as they’d grown used to it.

“Hey, Bren.”

Rosen greeted him with a casual smile, having seemingly grown quite familiar with Lois and his friends.

Then, she turned her sharp gaze toward Lois.

“You know, right?”

“Huh? Wh-what are you talking about?”

“I won’t just sit back and watch my fiancé fail his exams.”

“……”

Though she said it with a smile, there was a chilling edge to her words that was hard to ignore.

Lois, clearly feeling the pressure, let out an awkward laugh, stammering as he spoke.

“Haha, n-no way I’m going to fail…”

“Lois, you know Tactics is notorious for having two-thirds of the class fail every year, right? You didn’t know?”

“Huh? No way, Elliot. Stop joking around.”

“That’s… actually true, Lois.”

When Bren answered, Lois’s face turned pale.

“Two-thirds fail?”

Seeing that, I couldn’t help but smirk and added a comment.

“That’s why you should’ve studied, Lois.”

“What? But I—”

“Yeah, Kamon’s right. Lois, you always slack off and just hang out at Lupinus Café instead of studying!”

Elliot chimed in, backing me up, and Lois, looking aggrieved, shouted back.

“Seriously? Do you even have the right to say that to me, Elliot?”

“What do you mean? I’m about to move up to the fourth year, a senior, and you’re still a first-year. We’re not on the same level.”

“Wow, this is so unfair, so unfair!”

Lois, clutching his chest in frustration, looked desperate, but Rosen Ravenia, who had been watching quietly, spoke up again.

“Fair or not, I’ll be keeping an eye on your grades, my fiancé.”

“Ugh.”

With that final blow from Rosen, Lois was left speechless, and she turned her gaze to me.

“Kamon.”

“Yes, Vice President?”

“You probably already guessed, but I’m here to tell you something.”

I stayed silent for a moment, staring at her. There was an amused glint in her eyes as she looked at me, making me feel like the news wasn’t going to be good.

‘No way, it can’t be… right?’

“I hope it’s good news,” I said, half-jokingly.

“Hmmm, it’s good news, but I’m not sure if you’ll think so, Kamon.”

At Rosen’s response, I desperately asked.

“Please, no. It’s not, right?”

But.

“Yep, it is,” Rosen said with a grin, her voice dropping slightly.

“The Academy administration approved the preliminary selection for the investigation team to the Vishran Hot Springs. The Dean gave permission too.”

That cursed Vishran Hot Springs.

I *really* don’t want to go there!

“And of course, the Romanoff family gave their approval as well. So, right after the third semester ends, the investigation team will be formed. Naturally, Kamon, you’ll be part of it.”

“Why? I’ve said I don’t want to go.”

“Well, you can take that up with Cecilia. I’m just passing along the message,” Rosen replied teasingly, her smile widening as she shrugged.

I let out a long sigh, shoulders slumping.

‘She’s just doing this to mess with me, isn’t she?’

At that moment, Elliot, who was standing next to me, tilted his head in confusion and muttered.

“Investigation team to the Vishran Hot Springs? What’s that?”

“Probably related to the campaign promise during the student council elections, right? Back then, they promised to choose Vishran Hot Springs as the destination for the field trip.”

“Oh, right! That happened when Kamon passed out, and we brought it up as an emergency measure.”

As Elliot and Bren talked, Rosen’s eyebrow twitched slightly.

“Yes. Thanks to the nonsense you two pulled, we now have more work to do,” she said with a smile, though her eyes were clearly not amused.

Bren fell silent, sensing the mood, but Elliot remained oblivious.

“Rosen, can I join too? I’d like to go with Kamon.”

“Oh, no, Elliot, don’t…” Bren quickly tried to stop him, but Elliot didn’t pay attention.

“What? Can’t I at least ask? Right, Rosen?”

Rosen’s smile twitched slightly at Elliot’s persistent question.

Then she replied, her tone colder than ice.

“…Do you really think that’s possible?”

Even Elliot, who was normally dense, finally got the message and awkwardly scratched the back of his head.

“Uh… yeah, I guess that was a bit thoughtless. Haha…”

But I wasn’t about to let him off so easily.

“No, you’re coming with me.”

“What?”

“Vice President, if I’m going, they can come too, right?”

I wasn’t going to let myself suffer alone. No way.

Rosen turned back to me with a sigh.

“Kamon, that’s—”

“I’m going to insist on this.”

“What?”

“If Elliot, Lois, and Bren don’t come with me, I’m not joining the investigation team either.”

“……”

As I firmly stated my decision, both Elliot and Bren began to panic and shouted in protest.

“No, Kamon, it’s fine! You don’t have to take us with you.”

“Yeah, we’ve already got plans for the break. It’ll be hard to go.”

The two of them waved their hands frantically, but I shook my head.

“Denied. If I go, you go too.”

“What? No way…”

“Damn it, Lois, say something!”

Elliot turned desperately to Lois, but he was in no state to help.

“Finals… Tactics… Failing… I’m doomed…” Lois, who had been stuck in a daze ever since the conversation about the Tactics final, just kept repeating the same words with blank eyes.

As the chaotic situation unfolded, Rosen Ravenia finally shook her head and muttered.

“Alright, Kamon, I get what you’re saying. But you’ll have to take that up with Cecilia. I don’t have the authority or power to change anything.”

With that, she quickly extricated herself from the situation, flashing a sly smile as she spoke.

“Well, I’m off. See you later.”

With those parting words, Rosen Ravenia left.

“Uh, Kamon?”

“Kamon, just hear us out—”

As the two tried to reason with me once again, I stood firm.

“Nope, you’re coming too.”

I spoke with unwavering determination, more resolute than ever.
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[You bastard, traitor, piece of trash, son of a bitch, vermin!]

‘Come on, I already said I’m sorry.’

[I will *never* speak to you again, you filthy scum!]

Even after my apology, Airsya was still fuming, hurling insults without stopping. The dragon-shaped spirit, normally blue, had turned a deep navy in her rage.

‘Calm down. Nothing really happened in the end, right?’

[What? Nothing happened? Ha! Do you have any idea how terrified I was, trembling every second, wondering if I’d be erased?]

Airsya flew up close to my face, demanding an answer. Sighing, I finally nodded.

‘Okay, okay. I’m sorry. I didn’t think it through.’

[Ugh, I can’t forgive this!]

Still spinning in anger, Airsya vented her frustration, and I let out a sigh before turning to Jamie.

“Is there anything wrong?”

“No, I’ve checked multiple times. The ‘Orb’ is perfectly fine. But this bracelet…”

Jamie glanced at the bracelet I had acquired, the one that had protected me from the attack by Shador, the shadow organization’s elder.

“There’s definitely something hidden in this, but no matter how much I investigate, I can’t figure out what it is.”

Even Jamie, the Yellow Mage, couldn’t uncover its secrets?

What *is* this bracelet?

“My guess is that it’s an artifact crafted either for a specific individual or using ancient magic,” Jamie continued.

I studied the bracelet again, considering her words. Then she added, “But there’s no need to worry. It doesn’t seem to harm you or carry a curse. It saved your life last time, right?”

“Yes, it did.”


“Then keep it safe. Since you’re only a half-baked mage, protection is crucial for you.”

“Yes, Master.”

Nodding in agreement, I packed away the bracelet and the ‘Orb’ ring.

But then—

“Hm?”

Jamie’s eyes were now fixed on my neck, and she spoke in a slightly cold tone.

“What’s that around your neck?”

Her gaze locked onto the silver necklace I was wearing, adorned with a red ruby.

“Oh, this?”

“Hmm, hold on…”

Jamie stepped closer and leaned in, examining the necklace closely.

And then—

*Sniff sniff.*

‘What the hell?’

Jamie started sniffing around the necklace like a cat.

“I think it smells like a stray cat.”

‘Aren’t *you* the one acting like a cat, Master?’

[Isn’t it more like a dog? Dogs usually sniff things…]

Even Airsya, who had been throwing a tantrum earlier, was now watching us curiously.

Ignoring her comment, I explained to Jamie, “I got this from the Academy vault. It was a reward from the ‘Novice Challenge.’”


“Really?”

Jamie, with her signature green hair, tilted her head slightly as she looked at me.

“Yes. So now I’ve got a set—ring, bracelet, and necklace. What’s next? A crown and earrings, maybe?”

I shrugged, trying to sound casual, but Jamie’s gaze darkened as she switched between looking at me and the necklace.

“Hmm.”

Then she gave me a strange smile.

“Well, let me check it out. Hand it over.”

“Huh?”

“Give me the necklace. I need to check something.”

Her tone had an unsettling undertone, and I started to wonder if she had figured out that Beatrice was involved.

‘Does she have the nose of a bloodhound or something?’

I froze for a second, unsure of how to respond, and Jamie spoke again.

“As your master, I should know what kind of artifact my disciple is using.”

“Is that really necessary right now?”

*Hiss.*

“Hand it over.”

Her voice was firm, and she held out her hand, leaving me no choice but to comply.

“Alright, just a second—”

*Knock knock.*

At that moment, someone knocked on Jamie’s office door.


“Hm?”

It was Isabelle, the Academy’s steward, speaking from outside.

“Professor Genjin, are you in?”

“Tch, what now?”

Jamie scowled, clearly irritated by the unexpected visitor.

Seizing the chance, I quickly bowed to her.

“Master, I’ll take my leave. We can talk about this later.”

“…Tch.”

Jamie clicked her tongue, clearly displeased, but gestured for me to go.

Then, as if flipping a switch, her appearance changed from a green-haired young girl to a middle-aged man with a balding head.

*Creak.*

“I’m sorry. I was in the middle of a student consultation.”

“A consultation? Oh, Kamon?”

“Hello, Isabelle.”

“Yes, hello.”

“Well, I’ll leave you two to it. Excuse me.”

I made a quick escape, hurrying out of the office.

[What was that all about? Is there something hidden in that necklace?]

‘No, not really.’

I just didn’t want Jamie to find out that the artifact had been crafted by Beatrice.

‘I’d rather avoid unnecessary stress.’

Jamie and Beatrice were like oil and water, always clashing whenever they met.

It wasn’t as if they outright hated each other or wanted to kill one another, but they definitely didn’t get along. They were like two forces that couldn’t mix.

And Master had always been particularly wary of Beatrice’s interest in me.

[Hmph, pointless. It doesn’t seem like a big deal.]

Airsya circled around me, shaking her head in frustration.

‘So, what were you doing while my master was inspecting things?’

[What do you think I was doing! Like I said, I was trembling in fear, wondering if I would disappear at any moment.]

‘Well, you didn’t disappear, so it’s fine now. Want something to drink? Grapefruit juice? Watermelon juice? How about a drink on me?’

I offered a carrot to calm her down, trying to lighten her mood. Airsya, the spirit of jealousy, pretended to reject the offer at first.

[Do you think I’d fall for such a cheap trick? Huh? What’s that? That pile of fruit, cream, and what looks like chocolate?]

‘Oh, that? It’s a new chocolate parfait they just released.’

[That’s the one. I want that.]

“Alright, let’s go for that,” I said with a smirk, successfully soothing her temper with the promise of a chocolate parfait.

“Phew, that was close,” Beatrice exhaled deeply, collapsing onto a sofa.

The necklace she had given Kamon had many functions, but the most important one was—

“Seriously, that old man’s still sharp.”

The necklace allowed her to eavesdrop on Kamon’s every move. While she couldn’t monitor him 24/7, with a specific spell, she could hear everything he said, as well as any nearby conversations.

That’s why—

“Does he talk to himself?”

Sometimes, while listening in on Kamon, she would hear him muttering as if he were talking to someone else.

It was strange, as if he were conversing with another person.

“Sigh, what is this sneaky guy hiding now?” Beatrice muttered with a grin, stretching out on the sofa and kicking her feet up onto the desk.

Her gaze drifted to the documents on the desk, and she murmured to herself again.

“As long as I find my master, I don’t care what crazy stunts he pulls. It’ll all be worth it.”

On the top of the document, only one title was visible:

[Request for the Selection of the Investigation Team for Vishran Hot Springs Field Trip]

***

Time flew by faster than I expected.

Just like everyone else, I entered the final exam season and breezed through subjects like Herbology and History.

Of course, not through hard work or study…

“How about strawberry cream parfait this time?”

[Add a chocolate parfait to that.]

“Deal.”

I made excellent use of the invisible spirit, Airsya.

Luckily, these subjects were written exams rather than practical, so I simply had Airsya peek at the answers of the smart students and copied them.

Some might call it cheating, but who cares?

If you have a skill that lets you cheat without getting caught, wouldn’t it be foolish *not* to use it?

Having finished my written exams with flying colors, I started preparing for the practical ones.

“Alchemy is easy since I’ve already prepared everything in advance. The real problem is swordsmanship…”

The biggest issue was that my sparring partner for the swordsmanship exam was none other than Kyle.

How was I supposed to score any points against *him*?

If I showed up and got thrashed by Kyle, like during the midterms, I could very well fail.

‘If I fail even one subject, I might get expelled.’

Thinking about the suspension and disciplinary actions I faced last semester, I knew I was still on thin ice. I needed to find a way, fast.

‘Should I request a substitute test? Or maybe I could ask Kyle for a favor?’

With my current skill level, nothing seemed feasible. I considered every shortcut I could think of but found no solution.

As the swordsmanship final approached, I was still stuck.

Then, one day—

“Kamon!”

I saw Kyle cheerfully waving at me from a distance.

“…Oh, Kyle.”

I was in no mood for pleasantries after days of stressing over our upcoming match, so my response was less than enthusiastic.

But, as always, Kyle beamed brightly and spoke.

“Didn’t sleep well? You look tired.”

“Yeah, a bit…”

‘It’s because of you, you jerk. I keep dreaming about getting expelled!’

I screamed in my head, but then Kyle spoke up again.

“Kamon, I’m sorry.”

“Huh? For what?”

I tilted my head in confusion at his sudden apology.

“For the swordsmanship final. I don’t think I’ll be able to participate. The professor said I’ll pass automatically, but he asked me to help with the seminar preparations instead.”

“…What?”

“But don’t worry! The professor will assign you a substitute partner, so you’ll be fine.”

“……”

“I wanted to be your partner until the end, but I’m really sorry, Kamon. I didn’t mean to mess things up.”

“No, it’s fine. Good luck with the seminar.”

“Huh? Oh, thanks, Kamon! I knew you’d understand.”

Kyle smiled brightly, and I couldn’t help but shake my head, thinking to myself.

‘No, thank *you*, Kyle. Really.’

The stress and pressure that had weighed me down for days melted away instantly. I felt like my legs might give out from relief.

As long as Kyle wasn’t my partner, I was confident I wouldn’t fail!

Finally, the swordsmanship exam day arrived.

*Whoosh, clank!*

I sparred with my newly assigned partner and fought through the duel.

And eventually—

“Kamon, you passed! Good job.”

“Yes! Nailed it!”

Even the subject I was most worried about—swordsmanship—ended up with a passing grade, just barely clearing the mark.
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The remaining subjects, including magic studies, were not a significant issue.

Although I didn’t get top scores overall, I managed to achieve above-average results. Unlike the second semester, I did well across all subjects, finishing the last semester of my first year neatly.

[Don’t forget, it’s all thanks to me!]

Of course, it was a bit annoying seeing Airsya showing off proudly by my side.

‘So, what do you feel like eating today, Lady Airsya?’

[I want some fruit shaved ice. Sweet, tangy, and refreshing!]

Seeing the Blue Dragon so excited, I chuckled and nodded.

‘At this rate, I might become a VIP at Lupinus Café.’

Kamon Vade, a male student who practically lived at the café, visiting every other day to indulge in various drinks and food.

Of course, I wasn’t the only frequent visitor. Although the café was usually a favorite among female students, lately, a few male students had also started gathering there as if it were their own hangout spot.

“Oh, Kamon!”

Elliot, waving energetically, was seated with Lois, who sat next to him with a face like he had lost everything in the world.

Where’s Bren today?

“What are you two doing here?”

“We’re having a drink to celebrate the end of exams. Lois here just finished his tactics exam, and he’s been like this ever since.”

“And Bren?”

“Hm, I think he’s still in the middle of an exam? Something about a cooking practical…”

“Cooking?”

When I asked, Elliot, seemingly happy to chat, continued with an enthusiastic tone.


“Yeah, cooking. Turns out, Bren’s family is pretty famous in the Empire for their culinary expertise. They’re the ones who created that ‘Egg in the Hell’ dish.”

“Egg in the Hell?”

The name sounded vaguely familiar, like something I’d seen at a trendy brunch café back when I lived as Kang Hyunsoo in the 21st century. Elliot quickly explained.

“Yeah, it was really popular across the Empire for a while. I heard Princess Francia is a huge fan, and it became quite the trend in the royal palace.”

“Oh, really?”

[That’s the one, Kamon. I want to eat Egg in the Hell too!]

Hearing Airsya practically bouncing beside me, I sighed quietly, shaking my head.

‘Alright, calm down.’

Anyway, I could just ask Bren later to make me some “Egg in the Hell” or whatever else he could cook.

Meanwhile…

“Haaa…”

Lois, sitting there sighing like the world was ending, made me chuckle.

“What? Did you really fail?”

“Haha, I guess your engagement with Rosen is over, then. Poor Lois.”

Lois came from a surprisingly prestigious family. His mother’s side was linked to the current Duke Romanoff, and his own family held a marquisate. Just the fact that he was promised in marriage to the Ravenia family made it clear that he was part of the royal circles.

That must be why he took me to ‘Hoguanten,’ a high-class restaurant where it’s impossible to get a reservation.

But right now, the Lois in front of us was…

“I don’t know. I thought I prepared well, but the exam was completely different from what I studied for. Everyone’s panicking. I messed up too!”

Clutching his head in despair, he looked like a fool repeating the same mistake over and over.

“Come on, failing one exam doesn’t mean your life is over. Pull yourself together.”


At Elliot’s sharp reprimand, Lois glared at him with bloodshot eyes.

“It will be the end of me!”

“The results aren’t even out yet. If the exam was that hard, others probably did just as bad. It might not be a fail.”

I tried to comfort him, but…

“I don’t know whether I passed or not, and that’s driving me crazy. Argh!”

“Whatever. It’s done now. Thinking about it won’t change anything. Lois, how about we hit up Hoguanten again once the semester’s over?”

Elliot, trying to cheer up the distressed Lois, spoke more gently than usual, but it only made things worse.

“Hoguanten? Damn it. Rosen already told my father, so it’s all blocked. I can’t even afford tomorrow’s meal, let alone a restaurant reservation! Damn it, no way. I can’t let this happen!”

Screech! Tap-tap-tap!

Suddenly, Lois jumped up and dashed off somewhere in a hurry.

“Hey, Lois! What’s up with him? Why’s he acting like that?”

“Leave him be. It’s best not to bother him when he’s like this.”

I shrugged in response to Elliot’s surprised question.

[Acting like this over one exam? Tsk tsk, he’s lost his nerve.]

Airsya shook her head, echoing Elliot’s thoughts, and I gave her an incredulous look.

As if she wouldn’t act the same way if I took her favorite food away.

Just then…

“There you guys are. Kamon, Elliot!”

Bren appeared right on cue, having finished his cooking exam. He looked at us curiously and asked.

“By the way, I saw Lois running off earlier. Did something happen?”


“No idea, I think his engagement was called off.”

“Huh? Just like that?”

“He’s worried he failed his tactics exam. He’s convinced he’s going to get disowned and lose the engagement.”

“What? Then what should we do?”

Bren looked genuinely concerned at the severity of the situation. Elliot, now speaking more seriously, continued.

“There’s only one conclusion we’ve reached.”

“…?”

“Let’s study hard on a regular basis. Look at me, whether I fail or not, it doesn’t affect me at all,” Elliot declared confidently.

I couldn’t help but shake my head at his bold statement.

‘That’s not really your problem, Elliot.’

Unlike in the original story, Elliot had somehow managed to avoid getting eliminated from the competition to become the heir of the Fren Merchant Guild.

Although his standing was still quite weak compared to Diana’s influence.

‘Would it be to my advantage to make him the true heir of the Fren Merchant Guild?’

Diana was a character too complex to easily categorize as either a hero or a villain. Sometimes she acted like a villain, while other times she helped the protagonist, Kyle, in saving the continent from crises.

But one thing was clear:

‘A slightly foolish but kind-hearted Elliot is much better than an unpredictable madwoman.’

If I could successfully back Elliot through this whole ‘Vishran Hot Springs’ event, he might gain the upper hand in the competition for the Fren Guild’s succession.

Of course, all of this hinged on…

‘The student council allowing them to be included in the expedition in the first place.’

While these thoughts were running through my mind…

[Kamon, what are you waiting for? Ask Bren to make ‘Egg in the Hell’!]

Airsya’s insistent voice rang in my ears as she threw a fit.

***

“Alright, let’s include them all.”

“Hold on, Cecil. That would make the group too large.”

“Does adding a few more people to an already big group really make a difference?”

“Well, yes, but still…”

Despite Rosen Ravenia’s opposition, Cecilia smiled brightly and continued.

“Kamon absolutely has to come. The only reason my father agreed to the hot spring visit is because Kamon’s presence was part of the condition.”

“What? The Duke Romanoff wanted to see Kamon?”

“Yes.”

At her innocent nod, Rosen’s expression subtly changed.

‘This might be turning into a bigger deal than I thought.’

Of course, Rosen had several reasons for putting Kamon in the advance party at Cecilia’s request. Kamon was the one who initially proposed the project, and with his abilities, he was more than qualified for the expedition.

But among those reasons…

‘I half did it as a joke to tease him, but this is getting serious.’

With Cecilia declaring that Elliot, Lois, and Bren would all participate, and with Duke Romanoff specifically requesting Kamon’s involvement, Rosen could predict that the upcoming expedition to the *Vishran* hot springs would not be a simple vacation or leisure trip.

“So, this is the final list?”

“Yes. This is the fairest selection, picking the top students from each grade. And for Kamon’s requested members, we’ll add them as external support from the student council.”

Thus, the final list for the *Vishran* hot spring expedition was confirmed.

Representatives from each year were chosen, primarily the top students. And then there was one more.

“You’re really taking him too?”

“…Yes. He was the one Kamon recommended last time.”

The most unusual and exceptional entry on the list was Sol Crensh, one of the Monster Trio.

“Still, he’s…”

“He might have a poor track record, but we’ll judge him based on this expedition. He’s being included as a temporary member.”

After Kamon had casually mentioned the Monster Trio’s interest in the student council, Cecilia hadn’t forgotten and had decided to include Sol Crensh as a temporary member.

“Well, if that’s what you want, Cecil, I can’t argue.”

“Thanks, Rosen.”

Although it started with the student council, the two, who once used to clash and compete, had grown so close that they were now inseparable.

***

“Did you call for me, Dean… no, sister?”

Responding to Beatrice’s summons through the silver pendant, I arrived at her office. She greeted me warmly, waving.

“Oh, you’re here?”

“Yes, what’s the matter? I’m busy with finals right now.”

“Busy, my foot. You’ve already finished everything. The remaining classes just need you to show up.”

“….”

Beatrice, who seemed to have me all figured out, smiled and got to the point.

“The reason I called you as the semester ends is simple.”

“Have you obtained some new information?”

“Yes!”

She nodded energetically, then pushed some documents toward me with a sly smile.

“What’s this?”

“It’s the preliminary investigation results for the *Vishran* hot springs at Duke Romanoff’s estate, where you’ll be visiting soon.”

“…?”

Hearing her suddenly mention the hot springs, I tilted my head in confusion, but Beatrice continued in a low voice.

“They found traces of my master there.”

“What?”

“So, during this trip, investigate thoroughly whether those traces are real. And if they are, find out where my master might be now.”

Her firm tone made me tense up immediately.
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The sacred ground of the Romanoff Dukedom, also known as their treasure, the *Vishran* Hot Springs.

And now, traces of the former Red Mage “Anne” had been discovered there?

After hearing this from the interim dean Beatrice, my mind was consumed by various thoughts.

In the original story, *Anne* wasn’t a character that was well fleshed out, and the Romanoff family only appeared in passing, never playing a significant role.

But in this world, where the novel had become reality, the name “Romanoff Dukedom” carried immense weight.

And if traces of *Anne*, who had been presumed dead after disappearing long ago, were found there…

‘There’s a high possibility that some unknown conspiracy or secret is hidden there.’

Of course, I didn’t need to dive too deeply into negative thoughts. After all, I needed to find Beatrice’s master, *Anne*, to break the curse etched onto my body.

Even if I found myself getting tangled in some conspiracy or secret, it was likely unrelated to the original story.

‘This could also give me more freedom to act.’

“Actually, the Romanoff Dukedom had a connection to my master in the first place,” Beatrice added.

“Really?” I tilted my head in confusion.

If that were the case, shouldn’t they have already gone there to search for her traces earlier?

Sensing my confusion, Beatrice chuckled softly and said, “I know what you’re thinking, but I had my own reasons for not moving sooner.”

“…?”

She then began to explain why she hadn’t been able to act directly.

“The *Vishran* Hot Springs became famous about 30 years ago, and back then, my master was sent there for some matter.”

“Your master was connected to the *Vishran* Hot Springs?”

“Yes, I believe so. But I never thought it had anything to do with her disappearance. I might have looked into it later, but the Romanoff Dukedom declared it a sacred site and sealed it off from the public. So there was nothing I could do.”


“What about sneaking in?” I asked.

With her power as one of the three great mages, it seemed like she could easily infiltrate the place if she wanted to.

“Of course, I’ve been near it before. But the barrier there is quite strong.”

“A barrier?”

“Yeah, even I couldn’t sneak past it without being detected. I think it might have been set up by my master.”

If the barrier was difficult for Beatrice, the current Red Mage, to penetrate, it was highly likely that her predecessor, *Anne*, had set it up herself.

If not, it could mean someone in the Romanoff family possessed similar strength…

“That’s why this *Vishran* expedition is the perfect opportunity for us, wouldn’t you agree?” Beatrice smiled brightly.

I nodded instinctively. Although a series of coincidences had led to this moment, it wasn’t a bad result at all.

‘Under the guise of exploring the hot springs, we now have the perfect chance to investigate thoroughly.’

However, there was one thing I needed to keep in mind…

“Is this the list?”

Since this situation wasn’t connected to the main storyline, there was no way to predict what might happen or how things would unfold.

“Yes, it’s the list from the student council. Why? Is there something you want to change?”

Beatrice, looking almost like a secret mastermind, suggested that she could adjust the roster if I wanted. But I shook my head quietly. There was no need for that.

As I thought it over, I checked the list again.

From the first year, there were myself, Bren, Lois, Chelsea (the class leader), and Sol Crensh, one of the Monster Trio.

For the second year, the roster included the president Cecilia, the vice president Rosen Ravenia, and the class leader Arian Marquis.

And for the third year, Elliot and Lucas Fenelli, the top student of their class, had been added at my request.

Many of the names on this list didn’t hold much significance in the original story and, in fact, some had barely even appeared before.


Plus…

‘I can’t expect the usual protagonist plot armor this time around.’

Without proper preparation, there was no telling what kind of unforeseen danger we might face, like the crisis during the “Novice Challenge.”

So…

‘I’ll prepare as much as possible in the time that remains.’

“Please ensure everything is thoroughly prepared, sister.”

“Huh?”

“The expedition, I mean. Please make sure we have everything we need.”

My firm tone made Beatrice nod awkwardly in agreement.

“O-Okay. Sure.”

***

“Isn’t all this preparation a bit much, considering it’s just a student council expedition?” asked Isabel, the chief administrator, raising an eyebrow.

Beatrice shrugged and responded nonchalantly, “They requested it, so we’re just giving them what they want.”

“But still…”

“This is the first project the new student president has embarked on with determination. If I, as the interim dean, don’t support her, who will?”

“Understood.”

With that, Isabel stepped back and bowed before leaving the office.

Watching Isabel depart, Beatrice muttered to herself, “Hah, I’ll just give them all the support they want. It’ll be a hassle if they come back and complain later.”

Recalling Kamon’s visit after the “Novice Challenge” ended, Beatrice smiled faintly and mused aloud, “The more I see him, the more interesting he becomes. Should I really just steal him away?”

It wasn’t a coincidence that Kamon, on his way back to his dorm, suddenly felt a shiver down his spine.


***

Finally, the final exam season ended, and the Flance Imperial Academy entered its long-awaited break.

“It’s finally over.”

“Man, I’m exhausted. I’m just going to lock myself in my room and sleep through the whole vacation!”

“I think I’ll go on a trip this time.”

“Phew, it’s nice that the exams are over, but I’m still scared of the grades we’ll get soon.”

“Next semester, we’ll already be third years. Time flies.”

As everyone gathered, each person shared their plans as they prepared for the long break ahead.

And then…

“The first vacation in your first year is the best, but you guys are unlucky,” Elliot said with a shake of his head.

Lois and Bren quickly retorted.

“It’s only like two weeks.”

“Yeah, two weeks out of three months isn’t even that long. Besides, it’ll be fun since we’re all going together.”

At their counterargument, Elliot smirked and rebutted, “Only two weeks? You don’t realize how precious that time is.”

“What did you do during your first-year vacation, senior?”

“Me? I spent that time leading a merchant expedition on my father’s orders…”

As Elliot continued his nostalgic “back in my day” speech, Bren and Lois’s expressions began to stiffen. Their interest in the conversation seemed to fade quickly.

Meanwhile, someone approached me.

“Kamon.”

“Hm?”

It was Sol Crensh, one of the Monster Trio who had been selected for the expedition team. He bowed slightly toward me.

“Thank you for keeping your promise.”

“Huh? I didn’t really do anything. You should thank President Cecilia.”

“Of course, I will, but I wanted to express my gratitude to you first.”

This was the same guy who had previously come to me demanding a favor, only to be soundly defeated. Now, surprisingly, he was showing proper manners.

“We simply made a fair deal. There’s no need to thank me.”

“True, but a favor is a favor. I’ll repay you when the time comes.”

“Well, alright then. Do as you like.”

Feeling slightly uncomfortable with his repeated gratitude, I shifted the conversation and moved away.

[Have you acquired a loyal subordinate?]

‘What subordinate? It’s just that our interests happened to align for once.’

[Hmm, with your sly and devious ways, I wouldn’t be surprised if you managed to lead followers using such methods.]

‘You’re talking nonsense again.’

As I exchanged pointless banter with the envious spirit Airsya, a cheerful voice called out.

“Is everyone here?”

It was Cecilia, the student council president, arriving with her usual bright energy.

“Not quite, not everyone has arrived yet,” I replied, bowing my head slightly.

Although Elliot, Bren, Lois, and Sol Crensh from the Monster Trio were present, I didn’t see Chelsea, Arian, or Lucas, who were also on the list.

At that moment, Cecilia smiled and said, “No, everyone important is here.”

“Huh?”

“The rest are coming with Vice President Rosen separately. Shall we head out first?”

She gestured toward the prepared carriage as she spoke. Sensing something was off, I couldn’t help but feel there was more behind this arrangement.

‘Rosen wouldn’t normally let Cecilia act so independently.’

Still…

‘Well, it doesn’t really concern me.’

Since it wasn’t something that required my intervention, I followed Cecilia’s lead and boarded the carriage along with the others.

Then, just as we were about to depart…

“By the way, Sol.”

Cecilia called out to Sol Crensh, who responded with a tense and overly formal stance.

“Yes, President!”

“Stay behind and leave with Vice President Rosen when he arrives. Let him know we’ve already departed.”

“Huh? Oh, yes, understood.”

‘So, this wasn’t prearranged.’

As that thought crossed my mind, Cecilia’s voice rang out again.

“Alright, let’s get going!”

And with that, the carriage began moving, taking us toward the Romanoff Dukedom.

“…”

“Looks like they’ve already left? Are we splitting the expedition into a lead and a trailing group?”

Arian Marquis, the top second-year student, asked as he looked toward Rosen Ravenia. Rosen, with an expression of frustration, turned to Sol.

“Tell me again, what exactly did President Cecilia say?”

“She said they’ve already left and asked us to follow after them.”

“What was she thinking…!”

Rosen, momentarily overcome with irritation, raised his voice before taking a deep breath to calm himself.

“Huff… So, they left already?”

“Yes, about two hours ago. I’m just passing on the president’s orders,” Sol replied, still looking tense and formal.

Rosen glanced at the remaining members on the list, now gathered before him.

“Oh, our dear vice president got played by the president, huh?” came a teasing voice. Lucas Fenelli, the top third-year student, was smirking at Rosen.

“Let’s just hurry. Two hours isn’t much; we’ll catch up quickly,” Chelsea, the first-year’s top student, urged, with Arian agreeing.

“Yeah, Rosen, let’s get going.”

With firm encouragement from Chelsea and Arian, Rosen finally rubbed his forehead and nodded.

“Fine, let’s go. But I swear, I’m going to have words with Cecilia when we catch up.”

With that, Rosen led the trailing group as they too made their way quickly toward the Romanoff Dukedom.
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Cecilia’s advance party, which had left merely two hours ahead, was quickly caught up by Rosen Ravenia’s trailing group at their first destination, the city of *Ank*.

“Hey, Cecilia! You—!”

“Oh, Rosen!”

Cecilia, who had been chattering away beside me, immediately dashed off somewhere the moment Rosen appeared, triggering a chase between the two.

Most of the onlookers nodded in amusement, muttering to themselves.

“They make a great team, don’t they?”

“Yeah, their dynamic really clicks.”

It was clear that Cecilia and Rosen, as president and vice president, formed an unexpectedly well-matched pair.

“I knew this was going to happen,” Lois grumbled, having regained his confidence after successfully passing the tactics exam.

Elliot, not missing the opportunity to tease, leaned in with a mischievous grin. “So, Lois, who do you side with? Your cousin or your fiancée?”

“I’m not taking sides,” Lois replied flatly.

“Come on, don’t be boring. Tell me, who are you backing?”

Elliot’s soft but teasing tone was clearly designed to corner Lois, but Lois just laughed dryly and shook his head.

“Even if I had a side, do you really think I’d tell you? If I did, you’d be the last person I’d tell.”

“Hey, don’t say it like that! That’s just hurtful!” Elliot whined.

“Hurtful? After all the times you’ve messed with me?”

As the bickering between Elliot and Lois continued, I couldn’t help but let out a deep sigh.

“Haa…”

[Are all your friends idiots?] Airsya quipped from beside me.


I ignored her unnecessary commentary, as usual.

Just then, someone approached.

“Hey, long time no see,” said a cheery voice as a blonde man extended his hand toward me with a grin.

“…?”

“What’s with that face? Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten me?” he said, sounding shocked. As I tilted my head in confusion, Bren leaned in and whispered quietly.

“It’s Lucas, the senior.”

Ah, Lucas. I vaguely remembered him from the student council election back then.

“Oh, right. Lucas, senior?”

“Ah, good, you remember. I was worried you might’ve forgotten.”

Lucas had that natural, irritating charm—his actions oozed with an overly friendly, almost annoying attitude.

“So, what brings you here?”

“Oh, nothing much. Just wanted to say hi—”

Before he could finish, a familiar voice interrupted.

“Kamon.”

“Chelsea?”

Chelsea, with her short bobbed hair and the hairpin I had given her, approached us. She handed something to me.

“Here, take this.”

“Huh?”

In my hand was a small brooch.

“It’s from my mentor. Keep it with you.”


“Ah, I see.”

Hearing that it was from Jamie, I nodded and carefully pinned the brooch to my collar.

“Thanks, Chelsea.”

“It’s no problem.”

As we exchanged brief words of thanks, Lucas raised an eyebrow and mumbled to himself.

“Wait a minute, wasn’t I the one talking first?”

“Stop bothering the younger students and come over here, senior,” a firm voice chimed in from behind.

The speaker was Arian Marquis, the top second-year student. She had once been a key figure on Princess Francia’s election campaign alongside Lucas, but we hadn’t really had any personal interactions until now.

‘We don’t have much of a connection.’

No grudges or significant events tied us together, so this was our first real encounter.

“Aw, come on, Arian. Why don’t you come over and say hi too? We’re all going to be spending time together anyway.”

“Why should I?” Arian replied, her tone as sharp as ever.

“Come on, no need to be so prickly. Especially not to such cute underclassmen.”

Lucas’s laid-back tone persisted, but Arian shook her head before reluctantly approaching us.

“We already know Chelsea, so that’s that. Kamon, right? You’ve seen me before, haven’t you?”

“Uh, yes, I have,” I replied, nodding.

Arian looked at me for a moment before extending her hand.

“I don’t see the point in formal introductions, but let’s get along for the next two weeks. I’m Arian Marquis, second-year.”

I hesitated for a moment before shaking her hand.

“Yeah, same here.”


“Is that enough for you now?” Arian asked, turning to Lucas.

He simply shrugged with his usual smirk, satisfied.

But then, something unexpected happened.

“Wait… hold on. Where did you get that bracelet?” Arian suddenly asked, her hand tightening around mine.

“What?”

“That bracelet, where did you get it?”

Lucas, ever the joker, chimed in with a teasing grin. “Oh, now you’re interested in Kamon? I thought you didn’t care?”

Ignoring Lucas, Arian kept her gaze fixed on me, her eyes intense.

“Is that really yours?” she asked again, pulling me closer with a firm grip.

“What are you talking about?” I shot back, irritation creeping into my voice.

Sensing the tension, Lucas, who had been joking up to that point, frowned for the first time.

“Hey, hold on a second. Everyone, calm down.”

But before he could finish his sentence—

*Smack!*

Chelsea, who was still gripping Arian’s and my hands tightly, spoke in a low voice.

“Senior, what are you doing?”

Her voice was icy, causing Arian to glance around briefly before she finally released her grip on my arm.

“Ah, sorry. I got a bit carried away,” she said, letting go of my hand slowly.

However, Arian’s hand was still clenched tightly by Chelsea, who hadn’t relaxed her hold.

“Hey, I’ll let go, so can you ease up a little?” Arian said, trying to sound calm but clearly uncomfortable under Chelsea’s fierce gaze.

“Chelsea, let her go,” I added.

After a moment’s hesitation, Chelsea finally released Arian’s hand, and Arian stepped back, rubbing her sore wrist with her other hand.

“What’s with the sudden tension?” Lucas muttered, finally catching on to the situation.

“Is there a problem with Kamon’s bracelet or something?”

At Lucas’s question, Arian continued to rub her hand before she looked back at me with a serious expression.

“That bracelet—are you sure it’s yours, Kamon?”

“…What do you think?” I responded, slightly irritated. “I’m wearing it, aren’t I? It’s obviously mine.”

Of course, it wasn’t exactly *mine* originally—I had snagged it from the Vade family’s study. But they hadn’t said anything about it, so by now, I considered it mine.

And anyway, wasn’t the Vade family technically my family too?

[You sure have a slippery tongue,] Airsya whispered in my mind.

‘Shut it.’

Ignoring Airsya’s jab, I turned to Arian and asked, “So, why are you so interested in this bracelet? Does it hold some special meaning to you?”

Lucas, now just as curious as me, chimed in, “Yeah, Arian. This isn’t like you.”

Arian sighed before replying, “Senior, you know what my family does, right?”

“The Marquis family? Of course, I do. You’re known for your efforts to become the continent’s leading merchant group.”

“I wouldn’t say we’re the best, but yes, we lead a prominent merchant family. And because of that, I’ve come across a few rare and interesting items and rumors.”

Arian gestured toward the bracelet on my wrist and continued, “That bracelet looks a lot like one of the ancient magical artifacts I’ve read about.”

“An ancient magical artifact?” Lucas echoed in surprise.

“Yes, a relic from a legendary magical kingdom that vanished long ago. The markings on that bracelet are similar to those etched on one of our family’s heirlooms.”

As Arian explained, I glanced down at the bracelet. A small, greenish-blue piece adorned with intricate markings.

‘Wait, this thing is an ancient magical artifact?’

Suddenly, the bracelet’s true nature started to make sense. ‘No wonder it was able to block Shador’s attack so easily.’

If it really was an ancient artifact, it made sense that the Marquis family, who dealt in rare goods, would know something about it. And it also made sense why Baron Vade, with his connections and power, had such a relic.

[An ancient magical artifact, huh? You’re quite lucky, Kamon,] Airsya mused, spinning around me in excitement.

“So, that’s why I asked,” Arian continued, scratching the back of her head. “But I realize now it was rude of me to grab you like that.”

With a sheepish grin, she rummaged through her belongings before pulling out a small pouch.

“Here, take this.”

The sound of clinking coins filled the air as she handed me a heavy pouch.

“…What?”

“It’s nothing much, just compensation for my earlier rudeness. Even if you’re an underclassman, I should pay for my mistakes.”

Unlike the heirs of the Fren Merchant Guild, Arian Marquis seemed to have a more straightforward personality. She was quick to admit her fault and even faster to offer compensation for it.

“Uh, thanks,” I said, accepting the pouch. There was no reason for me to turn it down.

“It’s just a token of apology, so don’t feel burdened. Also, Chelsea, stop glaring at me.”

Though her tone was light, Arian threw a playful jab at Chelsea, who responded with an indignant *hmph*, refusing to let up her icy stare.

Arian, now looking slightly exasperated, turned her attention to Lucas instead.

“This is all your fault, senior.”

“Huh? What did I do now?” Lucas asked, baffled.

“It’s your fault for making unnecessary introductions!” she retorted sharply.

“Wow, what did I do to deserve this?” Lucas sighed as Arian directed all her annoyance at him. And with that, the brief chaos came to an end.

A moment later, curiosity got the better of me, and I opened the pouch Arian had given me. My eyes widened in shock.

‘How much is this?’

The pouch was packed full of gleaming gold coins. Even though Arian came from a wealthy merchant family, I hadn’t expected her to be *this* generous.

‘For this much gold, I’d happily endure a thousand more misunderstandings like that.’

[How disgraceful, being swayed by a bit of money. Get a hold of yourself, Kamon Vade!] Airsya scolded.

‘Please. If someone offered you a hundred servings of *Egg in the Hell* in exchange for some minor discomfort, would you turn it down?’

[What? A hundred servings? Of course, I could hold back if the reward was that…] she trailed off.

‘See? You’re just like me.’

[No, no! It’s not the same thing!]

As Airsya and I bickered, Chelsea, who had been watching me closely, asked, “Kamon, are you okay?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. I’m more than fine. I just received a hefty apology, after all.”

“Good. That’s a relief.”

Though Chelsea nodded, her demeanor seemed slightly different than usual, and I couldn’t help but feel like something was off about her behavior.

‘…Is something wrong?’

But before I could think further, Elliot called out from nearby.

“Kamon! Did you hear? There’s a famous stir-fry restaurant in this town!”

[What? What are you waiting for, Kamon? Let’s go!]

With Airsya practically screeching in my ear and Elliot already getting excited, I had no choice but to shelve my concerns about Chelsea for the time being and follow along.
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Knock, knock.

Under the cloudy sky, cold raindrops began to fall.

“It’s still raining outside. Let’s take it slow; there’s no need to rush, right?” Lucas said, glancing at the dreary weather.

Rosen frowned slightly. “We only have two weeks left. There’s no point in wasting time here.”

“Come on, Rosen. Don’t be so uptight,” Lucas replied with his usual playful tone.

Rosen wasn’t swayed by Lucas’s casual attitude and responded firmly, “If that’s how you feel, why not ask President Cecilia? She’s the leader of this team after all.”

“Ah, but asking Cecilia is a bit…”

“Why? It’s easy for you to ask me, but hard to ask Cecilia? You’re not close enough with her?” Rosen teased, her tone sharp.

“Hey now, no need to put it that way. Sure, I *could* ask Cecilia, but I just feel more comfortable asking you, Rosen.”

[Isn’t that the same thing?] Airsya chimed in, her voice puzzled.

‘Yeah, it is,’ I thought.

[Is he an idiot?]

‘No, that’s just how he is.’

Rosen, uninterested in continuing the conversation, simply turned her head away, ignoring Lucas.

Meanwhile, not far behind us, I overheard another conversation.

“I swear, that’s not what this is about,” Elliot was saying.

“Are you sure about that?” Arian Marquis pressed, looking at him suspiciously.

“I’m just tagging along with Kamon for fun, nothing more. The Fren Guild is doing fine without me meddling in its affairs.”

“Hmph.”


Arian was grilling Elliot, clearly suspicious that his inclusion in the expedition might be related to similar ambitions for the Fren Guild’s interests.

Lois, standing beside Elliot, shook his head and chimed in, “Don’t worry, Arian. Elliot doesn’t get involved in guild matters. If it were Diana who came, then maybe you’d need to worry.”

“Hey, Lois, do you want to die?” Elliot snapped, his fists clenching.

“What? Did I say something wrong?” Lois snickered, clearly enjoying riling him up.

Bren, trying to ease the tension, smiled at Arian. “Honestly, Elliot’s telling the truth. We’re just here for the trip with Kamon. No need to worry about guild business.”

At this, Arian finally seemed to back off, though she still looked somewhat doubtful.

‘She’s really putting in the effort,’ I thought, realizing Arian’s motivation to secure something valuable from this expedition for her family’s guild.

Just then, Cecilia called out from a short distance away.

“Kamon, we’re almost there.”

“Huh?”

“My house. The Romanoff Dukedom. We’ll be there soon.”

Indeed, the Romanoff Dukedom, one of the foremost regions in the empire, wasn’t far from Flance Imperial Academy. Despite only passing through a few towns and villages, we were already nearing our destination.

Rosen came up beside me, playfully tapping my shoulder. “Nervous?”

“Nervous? Why would I be?” I replied.

“Well, you’ll be meeting the Duke himself. Think that ‘daughter-obsessed’ man is going to leave you alone?”

“…”

Rosen’s grin widened, her words laced with implication. I shrugged, not committing to an answer. Based on what I knew of Cecilia’s behavior and the rumors about Duke Romanoff, it did seem likely that complications could arise.

‘This could be a headache…’

[Just claim her as your own, Kamon,] Airsya suggested gleefully.

‘Quit talking nonsense,’ I shot back, shaking my head at her usual antics.


I wasn’t oblivious to the fact that Cecilia had feelings for me. Her appearance, personality, and behavior made her an attractive and charming young woman. Still…

“…”

From my perspective, though, the idea of pursuing a romantic relationship with one of the characters in this novel, especially as Kamon Vade, felt surreal.

‘I’m not Kamon Vade, I’m Kang Hyunsoo,’ I reminded myself.

“Alright, we’re almost there. Everyone get ready to enter,” Rosen called out to the group.

As everyone shifted their attention forward, we saw the sprawling plains spread out before us, with a massive city standing at its center.

Even from this distance, it was clear the city was bustling with activity, with streams of people constantly coming and going.

“How many gates and entryways does this place even have?” Lucas muttered in awe.

Cecilia smiled softly and answered, “Twenty-three. They were planning to add another one in the north, but I’m not sure if it’s finished yet.”

“Twenty-three gates?” Lucas exclaimed, eyes wide.

The city where Duke Romanoff resided, *Roxell*, was one of the three largest cities in the empire. It was centered around an enormous plain, producing enough food to feed half the continent each year.

The city, which had developed along the life-giving Ukrates River, was often referred to as the Empire’s breadbasket.

From the laborers and slaves working the fields to the bustling commercial districts feeding all those people, the sheer scale of the city left one speechless.

As we approached the city gates, a soldier standing guard recognized Cecilia at the front of our group.

“Lady Cecilia?” the soldier called out.

“Oh, it’s been a while,” Cecilia responded, waving at him with a smile.

“Look, it’s the Lady.”

“Lady Cecilia’s back.”

Whispers began to spread quickly, and before long, a crowd had started to gather around the city entrance.

“What…?” I muttered under my breath, taken aback by the sudden commotion.


Rosen, standing beside me, smirked. “It’s not just Duke Romanoff who dotes on Cecilia. She’s adored by everyone in the Romanoff family. Even regular citizens hold her in high regard.”

She turned to me and added, “That’s who’s sticking close to you, Kamon. Here, people would kill to protect her. You might want to watch your back.”

“Uh, what?” I asked, startled by her serious tone.

“Haha, I’m just joking. Or am I?” Rosen laughed, but her words felt less like a joke and more like a warning.

[The crowd’s getting bigger,] Airsya noted, and she was right. More and more people were swarming toward us, all eager to catch a glimpse of Cecilia.

***

“Phew, I almost got stuck there,” I sighed.

“Wow, our president is really popular around here,” Elliot remarked, his voice full of awe.

“Feels like her word could be law here,” added Lois, nodding in agreement.

Lucas chimed in, “Yeah, who knew she had this kind of pull?”

The three of them were buzzing with chatter about Cecilia’s influence, clearly impressed by the attention she garnered as we entered Romanoff’s inner castle. Thanks to the head of the guard, we had managed to avoid the chaos and made our way into the fortress.

The inner citadel, at the heart of the massive city, was as grand as you would expect for one of the empire’s Five Electors. It was the residence of none other than Duke Romanoff, one of the most powerful men in the continent.

After passing through layers of fortifications and the sharp gaze of countless guards, we were finally inside. But then…

“The Duke is currently in a private audience with a guest. The representatives from the academy will need to wait for a little while,” an elderly butler informed us.

“No problem, Uncle Sihen!” Cecilia replied brightly.

The old butler, Sihen, looked at her with the kind of fondness one might show to a beloved granddaughter. “You’re just the same as ever, Lady Cecilia.”

“No way, I’ve grown up a lot!” she said, beaming.

“Haha, is that so?”

Watching the exchange between them, the rest of us remained silent, unsure how to respond to their warm familiarity. It was clear that everyone here adored Cecilia, which only added to the sense of her immense status in this place.

At that moment, Rosen stepped forward and asked politely, “Sorry to bother you, but will the wait be long?”

The butler, Sihen, nodded thoughtfully. “It’s hard to say. The Duke is still in conversation with his guest, and I cannot predict when they’ll finish.”

Cecilia, unfazed, turned to us with a suggestion. “If it’s going to take a while, why don’t we go ahead and pick out our rooms? No need to stand around here waiting.”

However, Rosen quickly shook his head. “No, Cecilia.”

“Huh? Why not?”

“You may be home, but we’re here on academy business. It’s only proper that we greet the Duke first. It’s basic courtesy and protocol.”

“Oh, right! Thanks for the reminder, Rosen,” Cecilia said, her smile as innocent as ever.

As she smiled brightly, Rosen nodded in approval. The atmosphere felt warm and collegial… for most of us.

“Tch, so how long are we going to have to wait, exactly?” Lucas grumbled under his breath.

“Shh, quiet, Lucas,” Arian scolded, frowning at him.

“What? I’m just saying, it’s getting a little restless here.”

Arian’s face remained tense as she replied, “We’ll have to wait until the Duke is ready to see us. What else can we do?”

“Hmph, for once, I completely agree with Lucas,” said Elliot, who was sitting with Bren and Lois as they murmured among themselves.

Meanwhile, Chelsea remained silent, standing alone with her hand brushing her sword, lost in thought.

[Are we really just going to stand here waiting?] Airsya complained, spinning around in the air in frustration.

‘What does it matter? You don’t have to wait. Go look around or something.’

[Look around at what? These human-built castles are all the same. What’s there to see?]

‘Pretty sure I saw you gawking when we first came in.’

[That’s… different! I wasn’t *gawking*!] Airsya huffed.

As I quietly bantered with Airsya, the tension was broken by the sound of hurried footsteps.

*Tap, tap, tap.*

Sihen’s brow furrowed as he looked toward the source of the noise. “It seems the Duke’s meeting has concluded.”

A servant rushed up to Sihen and whispered something in his ear. Sihen nodded once, then turned to us, gesturing with a respectful bow.

“This way, please.”

With the butler leading us, we followed him deeper into the fortress, heading toward Duke Romanoff’s office. As we approached, I noticed the massive door was still closed, but as if waiting for our arrival, it swung open just as we reached it.

*Creaaak!*

And then—

“Well, this is a pleasant surprise,” a familiar voice said, sounding far too familiar for comfort.

“Huh?”

“What the—?!”

“Why are *you* here?”

Cecilia, Rosen, and the rest of us stood frozen in shock as a figure stepped out of the Duke’s office—a figure we all recognized instantly.

“Hmm? What’s wrong? Is it strange that I’m here?” said none other than **Diana Fren**.

Rosen was the first to regain her composure, her voice low as she asked, “Diana Fren, what are you doing here?”

Diana shrugged casually, as if her presence needed no explanation. “It’s not strange at all for someone from a merchant guild to meet with high-ranking nobles during the break, is it?”

“What?”

“I’m here for business, of course, Vice President Rosen.”

Without missing a beat, Diana’s sharp eyes swept over to me, and her tone shifted, cool and dismissive.

“There are some faces here I’d rather not see, so I think I’ll take my leave.”

Not waiting for a response, Diana turned and began to walk away, her attendants following behind. But before she could make her exit—

“Hey, Diana. Hold on a second.”

Elliot, who had been relaxed and joking until now, suddenly called out with a tone sharper than I’d ever heard from him.

However, Diana didn’t even pause. “No, I don’t feel like talking right now. Let’s catch up some other time, *dear brother*,” she replied, laughing softly to herself as she continued walking out.

Elliot clenched his fists tightly, his face dark with anger, but he stayed silent as Diana and her entourage disappeared into the hallway.
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“……”

The atmosphere was weighed down by an unexpected arrival, leaving everyone in the room with dark expressions, shrouded in silence.

The only person who seemed unaffected was Chelsea, her face unchanged.

‘You really are something else, Chelsea.’

Aside from her, most people had either dropped their heads in defeat or were simmering with rage.

Of course, the one burning the most with anger was, without a doubt, Elliot… huh?

“Damn it!”

Bang!

The one who suddenly cursed and punched the wall was none other than Arian Marquis.

[That woman is in a dangerous state.]

As Airsya pointed out, the faint haze of anger swirling around Arian created an intimidating aura, making it hard for anyone to approach her.

Of course, some weren’t bothered by it at all.

“Hey, Arian. You really shouldn’t be cursing here…”

“Just shut up, senior.”

Arian cut off Lucas with a sharp, biting tone.

“Alright, alright. I’ll keep quiet.”

Lucas raised both hands in surrender, pretending to be startled as he took a small step back.

“That damn fox bitch, stabbing us in the back like this?”

She continued spitting venomous hatred toward Diana Fren.


But Arian’s furious rampage was soon interrupted by the voice of Rosen Ravenia.

“Arian, enough.”

“……”

Arian still wore a furious expression, but she eventually closed her mouth.

Lois, standing beside her, leaned over and whispered to Bren in a very quiet voice.

“How did that woman manage to meet the Duke before us?”

The answer didn’t come from Bren but from Elliot.

“The Fren Merchant Guild.”

“Huh? What are you talking about, senior?”

“She probably used her father’s influence. Diana’s exactly the type of person who would pull strings like that.”

“So, how does that matter?”

Still confused, Lois asked again, prompting Rosen to jump in with an exasperated explanation.

“Isn’t it obvious? The Flance Imperial Academy students are on a school trip. There’s no way money wouldn’t be involved.”

“Ah…”

Lois nodded, finally understanding Rosen’s point.

Grit.

And judging by the sound of grinding teeth, Arian had heard it too.

It seemed Arian had planned to involve her family’s merchant guild in the arrangements for the Vishran Hot Springs trip.

But Diana had beaten her to it.

‘In terms of both size and influence, the Marquis’s guild can’t compete with the Fren Merchant Guild.’


Since Diana had already met with Duke Romanoff privately, it was safe to assume that much of the deal was already settled.

Hence Arian’s fury…

At that moment,

Clap, clap!

“Everyone, pull yourselves together. We’re about to meet the Duke.”

Rosen Ravenia’s voice snapped everyone back to their senses, their eyes sharpening once more.

Lady Cecilia approached Arian Marquis and murmured words of comfort.

“Arian, don’t worry. Nothing is set in stone yet. I’ll talk to my father and try to help.”

“…Thank you, President.”

Of course, Cecilia alone couldn’t overturn negotiations between families or merchant guilds.

But even so, Arian Marquis seemed touched by Cecilia’s care for her.

‘It’s probably already over…’

If things hadn’t been settled, Diana wouldn’t have been so composed during their earlier encounter. Her character was more aligned with mocking or provoking Elliot in such situations.

The fact that she had completely ignored both me and Elliot and left on her own path indicated that she had already secured a satisfying outcome.

“Let’s go in.”

Creak.

With Rosen’s brief words, we entered the Duke’s office once again.

Naturally, the others followed cautiously, heads bowed respectfully.

“Daddy!”

Leading the group with an enthusiastic shout was Cecilia Romanoff, the Duke’s precious daughter.


And as soon as she called out—

“Cecil, you’re here!”

The one who responded in a slightly higher tone was the lord of this land, Duke Vitell Romanoff.

His face was framed by a thick beard, his eyes deeply set, and his expression inscrutable.

He looked every bit the part of a distinguished, charismatic high noble.

However—

“Oh, my dear daughter! You’ve grown even more since I last saw you. Come here and give me a hug!”

Ignoring the presence of others, Duke Romanoff focused solely on his daughter, oblivious to his surroundings.

It was quite a stark contrast to his title as one of the Empire’s Five Electors—he seemed almost comically doting.

“Ugh, a hug? No way! Anyway, Dad, these are my friends.”

“Ahem!”

Duke Romanoff, having been denied a hug by his daughter, stepped back and rubbed his nose, clearly taken aback.

He then swept his sharp gaze over those who had entered with his beloved daughter, as if evaluating those who dared intrude upon their reunion.

[This guy’s a fool, despite how he looks. Why is it that all the people around you are like this?]

‘Just let it go. He’s always been a doting father.’

Though not heavily featured in the original story, Duke Vitell Romanoff was depicted as an overindulgent parent, especially where Cecilia was concerned.

But seeing it in person—

‘It’s a bit overwhelming.’

At that moment,

“It’s an honor to meet you, Duke Romanoff. I’m Rosen Ravenia, Vice President of the Flance Imperial Academy’s student council.”

Rosen Ravenia stepped forward, bowing her head respectfully as she introduced herself.

For the first time, Duke Romanoff turned his attention to someone other than his daughter.

“You’re Rosen, the daughter of Marquis Ravenia?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Though Rosen had introduced herself as the Vice President of the Flance Imperial Academy’s student council, Duke Romanoff seemed only interested in her being the daughter of another Elector.

“Well, welcome to my estate. Make yourself at home.”

With those words, spoken in a cold and indifferent tone, Duke Romanoff ended the conversation.

“Dad, there’s someone else I want to introduce.”

But as soon as Cecilia spoke again, the Duke’s coldness melted away, replaced by a warm tone.

“Introduce? Who?”

“Here, Kamon. He’s the one who helped me at the Academy.”

“……”

Suddenly, I felt an icy gaze sweep over me.

[W-What was that just now? That was definitely killing intent, right?]

Airsya must have sensed that gaze too, reacting with a startled tone.

‘Yeah, it’s definitely killing intent.’

I bowed my head politely without showing any reaction.

“My name is Kamon. It’s an honor to meet you.”

“So, you are that Kamon Vade.”

The way he repeated my name with such a loaded tone made me unconsciously bite my lower lip.

‘I had a rough idea, but this is worse than I thought.’

To him, I probably looked like a thief—or perhaps an animal—eyeing his precious daughter. Maybe even something worse, like a piece of trash.

But I was innocent.

‘I don’t even have any real interest in your daughter.’

It was purely Lady Cecilia’s one-sided interest and affection toward me.

[Yeah, but for someone who’s not interested, you’ve sure accepted a lot of favors from her, haven’t you?]

Airsya’s snide remark hit a sore spot, but I chose to ignore it.

At that moment, Duke Romanoff’s voice rang out again.

“I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Haha, is that so?”

I responded with a smile, doing my best to hide any awkwardness.

The Duke fell silent for a moment before speaking in a stern tone.

“I’ll be keeping a close eye on you.”

‘Wait, what? Why?’

“Dad, why are you speaking like that? Are you mad or something?”

“Huh? Did I sound like that? Hahaha, no, I’m not angry. It’s just… I’m not used to being around young people, so it’s a bit awkward.”

Duke Romanoff scratched the back of his head, visibly flustered, as he tried to reassure Lady Cecilia. Then he turned to Rosen Ravenia and spoke.

“You must have had a hard time getting here. You should rest well today. Tomorrow morning, I’ll allow you all to visit the Vishran Hot Springs.”

“Thank you, Duke.”

Rosen, having achieved her goal, bowed deeply and expressed her gratitude.

Just as the meeting with Duke Romanoff was about to wrap up—

“Um, Your Grace?”

Lucas Fenelli, who had been silent until now, cautiously spoke up.

His sudden action caused Rosen’s expression to tense up as she whispered in a low voice.

“Senior?”

Lucas responded with his signature smooth smile.

“Just a moment, Rosen.”

He then turned back to Duke Romanoff, bowing politely as he introduced himself.

“My name is Lucas Fenelli from the Fenelli Count’s family. It is truly an honor to meet you, Duke Romanoff.”

“……”

Duke Romanoff didn’t give any reaction, prompting Lady Cecilia to step in.

“Lucas is the top student of the third year. He’s really famous and very popular at the Academy.”

She introduced him with a bright smile.

However, her words seemed to have had the opposite effect.

“Haha, is that so?”

I couldn’t help but notice a twitch at Duke Romanoff’s temple as his expression tensed.

‘Whoa, this is serious.’

[At this rate, if Cecilia’s real boyfriend shows up, he’s definitely sending an assassin.]

Airsya’s comment sent a chill down my spine, but I tried to brush off the unsettling feeling and continued to observe the situation.

“So, Lucas Fenelli, what is it?”

“Ah, Your Grace, it’s just that a dear junior of mine has been dreaming about something with all her heart. I wanted to ask if you could consider giving her a chance.”

Lucas began talking in his smooth, carefree voice, elaborating on Arian Marquis’s situation.

Of course, Rosen and Arian’s expressions turned dark and despondent, as if they had lost all hope, but Lucas didn’t seem to notice their reactions yet.

“…So, I hope you could grant my junior the opportunity as well, Your Grace.”

“I see.”

Even after Lucas’s lengthy explanation, Duke Romanoff responded curtly before nodding and muttering.

“The affairs of a ducal house are handled with careful consideration. There’s no need for you to worry.”

Though his words were polite, they carried a clear message: rejection.

“Yes, I understand. Thank you for listening to my request.”

Lucas bowed his head in response.

Though he hadn’t noticed the women’s expressions, Lucas’s face briefly showed a hint of regret, as if he realized he had pushed his luck a bit too far.

“Is there anything else to discuss?”

At Duke Romanoff’s question, Rosen Ravenia quickly bowed and responded.

“No, Your Grace. We will visit the Vishran Hot Springs tomorrow and report back afterward.”

“Very well, then. Sihen, show them to their rooms.”

“Yes, Your Grace.”

The elderly butler, following the Duke’s command, began guiding us out of the office.

At the same time, Duke Romanoff’s gentle voice could be heard from behind.

“Now, my dear daughter, how’s your life at the Academy? Tell your father all about it.”

But—

“No, I’ll tell you later. I’m going to spend time with my friends today. Kamon, wait for me. Let’s go together.”

“…What?”

Damn it, why did she have to call my name here? Rosen was right there too!

In that instant, I felt a sticky, intense pressure creeping down my spine, and I instinctively shut my eyes tight.

[This is bad, really bad.]
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“Ro-Rosen, I—”

“Shh. Keep your mouth shut, senior, unless you want another hour added.”

“Ugh.”

Lucas stood with both arms raised in a punishment pose, while Arian glared daggers at him with a fierce look.

“Do you even think at all, senior?!”

“I was just—”

“Shut it! Seriously, just keep that mouth closed!”

Arian Marquis unleashed her fury, and the atmosphere around us grew colder.

It felt like walking on thin ice. In this tense air, Elliot, Lois, Bren, and Sol all remained dead silent, nervously watching each other.

Fortunately, Lady Cecilia had been forced to stay behind in the office with her father, Duke Romanoff, leaving the rest of us gathered in Rosen’s room.

“Ugh, damn it. This is bullshit!”

Arian cursed repeatedly, her frustration palpable. Though she was supposed to be the top student of the second year, she felt less like an elite and more like a local thug.

‘She’s nothing like the top student I know.’

Beside me, Chelsea Artin, the top first-year student, was completely indifferent, as if she existed in another world, paying no attention to the situation.

Unlike Lucas, the careless third-year, or Arian, who acted more like a gangster, Chelsea truly embodied the image of an elite.

At that moment, Rosen Ravenia spoke up again.

“That’s enough, Arian.”

“Rosen, would you be able to stop if you were in my shoes? Did you hear what Duke Romanoff said earlier? It’s over! It’s completely over!”

Arian screamed in despair, but Rosen shook her head.


“Nothing is certain yet. We can still watch how things play out and look for a solution. And Cecilia promised to help you, didn’t she? Just trust her and wait.”

“But…”

“You saw it yourself—Duke Romanoff dotes on Cecilia. So, it’s not like you’re without any chance.”

Rosen’s attempt to comfort her, pointing out the positive side, made Arian sigh deeply.

“I don’t know. We’re up against the Fren Merchant Guild. And Diana… She’s the last person I ever wanted as an enemy.”

Arian confessed her honest feelings, acknowledging Diana as a formidable opponent.

Lucas, still in his punishment position, tried to chime in.

“You don’t have to be so negative—”

“Shut up!”

“Keep quiet, seriously!”

Both Arian and Rosen snapped at him, forcing Lucas to close his mouth once more.

Watching all of this unfold, I decided to speak up.

“Lucas has a point, doesn’t he?”

“What?”

“You don’t need to think so negatively.”

“Ah, Kamon, you’re reading my mind again!” Lucas exclaimed with a beaming smile, clearly pleased with my support.

But I ignored him and continued speaking to Rosen and Arian.

“Arian, you seem defeated because the business deal slipped through your fingers, but there’s no need to feel that way.”

“What are you talking about?” Arian responded, her tone tinged with irritation.

From her reaction alone, I could’ve easily lost the desire to help.


‘But then again, she’s the kind of person who apologized by handing me a pouch of money. She’s reasonable.’

With that thought, I smiled faintly and continued.

“Diana isn’t the only one representing the Fren Merchant Guild.”

“…?!”

As soon as I finished speaking, everyone’s gaze shifted, not toward me, but in another direction.

“Huh? Wh-What? Why is everyone looking at me?”

One other person shared the Fren Merchant Guild’s heir title alongside Diana. And that person was currently part of the student council, led by Cecilia.

“Elliot?”

“W-Wait a minute. I haven’t gotten permission from my father…”

Elliot was flustered, waving his hands frantically in denial. But I merely smiled at him and nodded.

“This time, let’s seize the opportunity and take down the Fren Merchant Guild.”

“…What?”

The next morning came quickly.

“Did everyone sleep well?”

With a bright smile, President Cecilia led the group toward the Romanoff Ducal Estate’s sacred hot springs—*Vishran*.

And soon, we arrived at the breathtaking sight that we’d only heard about in stories.

“Whoa, amazing.”

“This… is this even real?”

“…No wonder they designated this as a sacred site. But can we really visit a place like this?”

The Vishran Hot Springs were located in a small basin, and the view could be described like this:


Boiling streams of water shot up from the outer edges of the basin, cascading downward.

The water formed a circular waterfall that crashed into the ground below, breaking into fine mist and releasing white steam into the air.

It was like something straight out of a volcanic crater, and the sunlight reflected off the mist to create a dazzling rainbow that arched across the entire basin.

It was a breathtaking display of natural beauty, and everyone stood there, mesmerized.

Moreover—

“Look over there! The stairs are moving by themselves.”

Scattered throughout the basin were devices that, in the 21st century, would be known as escalators.

These moving stairs transported visitors smoothly from the entrance to the heart of the hot springs.

‘Wow, this is really convenient.’

[Hmph. Why not just walk? Humans are lazy, through and through.]

Airsya’s grumbling sounded like an old man’s complaint, and I chuckled as I nodded in agreement.

‘Humans strive to live as lazily as possible. That’s how we develop and advance.’

[What nonsense are you spouting? Striving to be lazy? That’s absurd.]

Though I understood why my words might sound contradictory, it was the truth.

Humans worked tirelessly to create a more comfortable and convenient life.

That’s why, in the 21st century, technology—not magic—had developed to automate everything.

“Wow, this is amazing! We should request the Academy install something like this.”

“But wouldn’t those magitech machines be super expensive…?”

As Bren and Lois talked, Arian chimed in.

“That’s called a *moving walkway*. It’s a recent invention, and the price is astronomical.”

“Wow, installing something that expensive on such a large scale… As expected of the Romanoff family.”

Elliot was in awe, while Arian wore a bitter expression.

“What’s that?”

As Lois spoke again, everyone’s gaze turned toward the spot he was pointing at. Tiny droplets of mist were endlessly scattering atop the stairs.

“Ah, it’s cold! This is cold water?”

“Oh, really? Perfect timing. I was starting to get a little warm, and it’s placed in just the right spot,” Bren remarked.

Rosen Ravenia, who had been quietly observing, nodded as she began analyzing the mechanisms installed in the area.

“They must be using cold water to counterbalance the heat. That’s why the mist forms so densely.”

“Oh, so that’s how this whole mysterious and impressive view is created?” Lucas murmured in fascination.

At that moment, Lady Cecilia’s cheerful voice cut through the conversation.

“I’m glad you all like it. But this is just the entrance. Wait until you see the inside—it’s even more amazing!”

“Huh? This isn’t the main part?”

“Just the entrance?”

Several of the group tilted their heads in confusion, prompting Cecilia to nod with a smile.

“Yes, this is just the entrance to the hot springs.”

And, as if on cue, the true nature of the *Vishran* Hot Springs was about to reveal itself.

Earlier, I had described the place as a small basin, but I needed to correct that.

It wasn’t just a basin—it was merely the entrance that looked like one.

The actual hot springs were located deep underground.

To be more specific, it seemed as if the land had been excavated from the center of the basin, reaching deep into the earth.

Whiiirrrr.

As we rode the endlessly moving walkway down toward the bottom, an even more magnificent and breathtaking scene unfolded before us.

“Whoa…”

“This… This is like an ancient temple.”

“Did they build all of this? Just how much money does this place have?”

“Well, the Romanoff family is one of the Empire’s five Electors. If this is their sacred site, it makes sense that it would be this grand,” Bren, Lois, and Elliot excitedly chattered as they marveled at the sight before them.

Among them was a new addition to the conversation.

“Let’s not forget, everyone, that the one overseeing all of this is our student council president.”

It was Sol Crensh, who had recently expressed a desire to join the student council.

“That’s right! All hail President Cecilia!”

“Hail!”

The group was quickly swept up in the mood, laughing and cheering.

And—

“Well then, I shall also… hail!”

Lucas, glancing around to gauge Rosen and Arian’s reactions, cautiously joined in on the cheer.

“Come on, everyone, stop. This place isn’t mine; it belongs to my family,” Cecilia chuckled, shaking her head.

“But isn’t that pretty much the same thing?” Sol Crensh added, rubbing his hands together in a sycophantic manner, his eyes gleaming in a way that even Airsya found odd.

[That guy… is he a sycophant now?]

‘Yeah, he didn’t used to act like this. What’s with the sudden change?’

Cecilia giggled, shaking her head again.

“It’s flattering, but really, it’s not like that.”

“Oh, it’s all the same to us, isn’t it, senior?” Sol continued, turning to Lucas with a grin.

“Indeed, I agree,” Lucas chimed in.

“Me too, me too!” Elliot and Lois quickly joined the chorus, forming a small group of sycophants praising Cecilia.

And then—

“Of course! How could I not support our incredible President?” Lucas added, this time completely disregarding any sense of subtlety.

I turned away from the spectacle.

[Those guys… they seem a bit lacking in common sense.]

‘Same here.’

Even without considering anything else, just looking at Rosen’s displeased expression was enough to realize how clueless they were acting.

‘They should’ve just stayed quiet.’

Arian, who had already been in a bad mood since the day before, was now glaring at them with sharp eyes as well.

But—

“Hehe.”

“Yes, our dear President!”

“A hot spring trip to a place like this—how exciting!”

In their excitement, they were completely oblivious to the figurative knives lurking in the shadows, waiting to strike.

And finally—

“Everyone seems to be having a lot of fun. But did we come here to play?”

Rosen Ravenia’s cold, low voice shattered the cheerful atmosphere like glass.

‘Ah, I knew this would happen.’

I sighed inwardly as I watched the group freeze under Rosen’s stern gaze.

[Hey, Kamon.]

Suddenly, Airsya appeared in front of me, spinning in mid-air with a mischievous smile. I raised an eyebrow in curiosity.

‘What is it?’

[Look over there.]

Following her direction, I turned my head, but…

“…?”

All I saw was the continuous cascade of hot water falling from the waterfall.

‘What am I supposed to be seeing?’

[Tsk, look closer. Can’t you see something between the water streams? Focus!]

Encouraged by Airsya, I leaned in, focusing more intently on the waterfall.

Then—

Sparkle!

‘Huh? What is that?’

Hidden among the rocks, slightly protruding between the streams of water, was a small gap. And from that gap, a faint light was shining through.

[You finally see it? I noticed it a while ago.]

Airsya smirked, her posture smug as she shrugged. I shook my head, deep in thought.

‘Could it be a hidden passage?’

The gap was cleverly concealed, nearly impossible to spot unless you were paying close attention.

Without Airsya’s help, I wouldn’t have noticed it at all.

‘I wonder if there are any remnants of the ancient Red Legacy there…’

It was too early to say for sure, but considering we were in the *Vishran* Hot Springs, a sacred site of the Romanoff family, there was a chance the hidden area might hold something significant.

Just as I was mulling over this—

Thump!

“Kamon, what are you thinking about?”

Chelsea, who had been walking behind me, lightly tapped my arm as she asked.

I shook my head quickly, replying,

“Oh, nothing. It’s nothing.”

Then, I glanced at the glimmering gap in the waterfall and called out to Airsya.

‘Hey, Airsya.’

[What is it?]

‘It looks like you’ve got a job to do.’
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In the original work, the ‘Vishran’ hot springs were only briefly mentioned in passing.

It was never a place that the protagonist Kyle visited or that had been described in any detail.

‘So, whatever’s here, it’s all a secret that I’m seeing and hearing for the first time.’

I wasn’t sure exactly what Airsya had just discovered a moment ago.

But I had a feeling it might be one of the secrets hidden within the ‘Vishran’ hot springs.

[Damn, why do I have to do that?]

‘In exchange, I’ll let you eat whatever you want at tonight’s dinner.’

[……You promised.]

The fact that this corrupt spirit could be persuaded so easily by food made me shake my head, but I couldn’t help smiling faintly as I nodded.

Soon, Airsya moved towards the crack where a faint light was shining through the waterfall.

I kept pace with Chelsea, following the others who had gone ahead.

Of course, my attention was entirely focused on Airsya.

‘Is there really something special there?’

[Hold on. Why are you in such a rush? I’m just getting in…… Huh? What’s this?]

‘What? What is it?’

I quickly asked back, alarmed by Airsya’s surprised reaction, but no further response came from her.

‘Hey, Airsya!’

Even as I called out her name again, there was no answer.

‘What the hell? Did something happen?’


Feeling a bit of unease in the unexpected situation, I glanced over to see Chelsea tilting her head in curiosity.

“Kamon, why do you look like that? Did something happen?”

“Oh? No, it’s nothing.”

‘Damn it, Airsya. What are you doing?!’

As the conversation with Airsya abruptly stopped and she vanished into the crevice, the rest of the group had already reached the center of the ‘Vishran’ hot springs.

“Let’s go, too.”

Chelsea tugged at my arm, and after casting one last glance at the waterfall, I finally closed my eyes and followed her.

*SPLASHHHHH!*

The waterfall pouring down from the entrance seeped into the ground of the basin, releasing a massive, intense heat.

*Bubble, bubble.*

Amidst a scene that seemed to depict both heaven and hell—

The thick steam rising between the buildings of pure white marble was a testament to this place’s extraordinary natural beauty.

As we arrived, a few attendants rushed out and bowed respectfully.

“Welcome to the Vishran Hot Springs. We are the attendants in charge of managing this place.”

The attendants were all wearing thin, semi-transparent garments, causing some of the younger boys, still in the throes of adolescence, to blush and quickly avert their gazes.

Though, of course, the attendants were wearing layers of undergarments, so it wasn’t an actual problem.

“We will guide you inside.”

“Please follow us.”

Still, it was evident that even this was enough to stir the boys.

“Ahem, le-let’s go.”


“H-huh. Yeah.”

“Heh heh, it feels extra warm today, doesn’t it?”

As Elliot, Bren, and Lucas reacted awkwardly, Lois was staring fixedly at the ground, trying to avoid the glare of Rosen Ravenia, who was watching him closely.

And then—

“Kamon, close your eyes.”

“Huh?”

Out of nowhere, Cecilia, the student council president, came up to me and spoke in a rather firm tone.

“I mentioned we were coming today, but their outfits are rather inappropriate, don’t you think, Chelsea?”

I sighed inwardly as Cecilia sought agreement from Chelsea, shaking my head slightly.

‘Come on, I’m not some little kid who’d get worked up over something like this.’

Besides, Chelsea wasn’t the type to care about these things…

“Yes, President, I agree.”

“What?”

‘Wait, what? Chelsea, what’s up with you?’

I was completely taken aback by Chelsea’s unexpected response, and in the meantime, the rest of the group had entered the hot springs building.

“Just close your eyes and hold onto my hand.”

Without waiting for my response, Cecilia grabbed my hand and led me inside.

“Is that the bath?”

“Whoa, why is it so big?”

“It’s practically a lake!”


As we entered, my eyes were greeted by the sight of an enormous hot spring pool.

Hearing the others’ amazement, the attendants, who had been guiding us, smiled proudly as they began explaining.

“This is the main bath of the facility. It can accommodate over a hundred people at once. One of its unique features is the extremely high concentration of mana in the water.”

“The main bath? So there are other sub-baths too?”

At someone’s excited inquiry, the attendant nodded.

“Of course. In addition to the main bath, there are eight other sub-baths in operation, with three more scheduled to be added in the future. One of them should be open by the time you visit again.”

“Wow, so there’ll be ten baths in total?”

“That’s insane.”

The group reacted in awe, but I couldn’t help tilting my head in curiosity.

‘Why go to the trouble of adding so many baths? Especially when they haven’t opened this place to the public….’

Noticing my expression, the attendant smiled slightly, as if she had read my thoughts, and continued her explanation.

“The original plan was to open this hot spring to select guests in two years. However, due to the academy president’s involvement, the first visitors are you students.”

“So until now, only the Romanoff family could use it?”

“Yes, that’s correct. Until yesterday, that was the case.”

As the attendant’s explanation continued, the anticipation in the eyes of those who had arrived ahead of us grew.

And then—

“Does that mean we can use it today?”

Rosen Ravenia asked, voicing what everyone else seemed to be thinking. At her question, Elliot and Lucas immediately cheered.

“Vice President, you’re the best!”

“Knew you’d ask!”

However, Rosen’s face hardened as she shouted back.

“Shut up!”

Despite her scolding, it was clear that she, too, was eager to experience the hot springs, as her eyes sparkled with excitement.

The attendant, without responding directly, glanced over at President Cecilia.

Standing beside me, Cecilia beamed and nodded.

“Yes, you’re all free to use it. I got permission from my father yesterday.”

Instantly—

“Ahhh, President, you’re the best!”

“Of course, she’s amazing!”

The praise for Cecilia began pouring out.

And then—

“See, the President’s always better than the Vice President!”

At someone’s shout, Rosen Ravenia’s cold voice rang out.

“Who just said that?”

“……”

In an instant, everyone fell silent, and the atmosphere became tense as they all tried to avoid drawing attention to themselves.

At that moment, Chelsea, who had been quiet up until now, asked her first question.

“By the way, is this a mixed bath?”

“Huh? Now that you mention it, the baths are all combined.”

“There’s no dividing walls either.”

“A m-mixed bath? Like, men and women together?”

It was a short question, but the impact it had was far from small.

Every student’s face, regardless of gender, flushed red as embarrassment and awkwardness swirled among them.

‘What are they even thinking about?’

Watching their reactions, the attendants smiled knowingly and shook their heads.

“It seems there’s been a misunderstanding.”

“Excuse me?”

“Our hot spring has a specific uniform that must be worn upon entry. Of course, that includes wearing it while in the bath.”

“Huh?”

“…….”

For a moment, everyone stared blankly at the attendant’s explanation.

Then, the attendant continued speaking.

“The uniforms may be new to you here, but they’re quite similar to something you’re all familiar with—swimming gear.”

With a mysterious smile, the attendant’s words sank in, and Rosen Ravenia cleared her throat and nodded.

“Ahem. I figured as much. So we’ll be wearing swimsuits together.”

“Your face is still too red for that to be convincing…”

“Shut up, senior!”

***

After some amusing hiccups, the special use of the ‘Vishran’ hot springs was finally approved.

We all headed into the changing rooms to put on the ‘special uniforms’ that had been prepared.

‘They call them special uniforms, but they’re just swimsuits, aren’t they?’

One by one, people stepped out of the changing rooms, now dressed in swimwear that you could easily find in any 21st-century pool.

“Alright, let’s go!”

“I’m going to conquer the ‘Vishran’ hot springs!”

Everyone shouted excitedly, their voices brimming with enthusiasm.

And then—

“Kamon!”

I turned my head at the familiar voice calling my name.

‘Huh?’

There, waving brightly at me, was Cecilia, with Rosen Ravenia standing beside her, wearing a more reserved expression.

I froze, startled by what they were wearing.

‘A b-bikini?’

Cecilia had on a silver bikini that matched her silver hair, while Rosen Ravenia wore a sleek black two-piece that perfectly suited her style.

“If you’re done changing, hurry up! This way!”

“Alright, let’s go!”

“Watch out, hot springs, here we come!”

At Cecilia’s urging, the others quickly rushed towards the bath area.

Meanwhile, I stood there in shock, staring blankly, unprepared for the sight before me.

That’s when—

“Kamon, are you alright? You’ve been acting weird for a while.”

I turned to see Chelsea, who had approached me without me noticing.

*Cough.*

This time, she was wearing a bright orange monokini, with the top and bottom connected into one piece. The color complemented her water-blue hair perfectly, giving her a fresh and lively look.

“I-I’m fine.”

“Are you sure? You don’t look fine…”

“Let’s just go. I’m really fine!”

I shouted a bit too forcefully and quickly took the lead, walking ahead.

Chelsea gave me a puzzled look but eventually followed behind.

‘Phew. What the hell is going on…?’

I was still trying to process the unexpected situation.

‘Well, it’s not bad, I guess.’

As I moved to follow the others towards the bath, one thing that surprised me was—

None of the other male students, or even the girls in bikinis, seemed to care. They were all acting completely natural and comfortable.

‘Is this just normal in this world?’

And then—

“Hmm. It feels a bit tight.”

Arian senior, wearing a rather eye-catching leopard-print bikini, made her entrance and took the whole situation to a new level.

“…….”

At that moment, I couldn’t help but wonder.

‘Was I wrong to curse this world as the work of a third-rate author?’

As I hesitated, reconsidering the things I’d said in the past—

[Kamon Vade!]

Airsya, who had been silent until now, suddenly appeared, looking utterly defeated.

‘Hey, you…’

[No need for small talk. There’s something amazing over there.]

‘Something amazing?’

[Yes, we need to go there immediately. Come on, let’s hurry.]

Airsya climbed onto my shoulder and urged me impatiently. I glanced towards the rest of the group in the distance.

They were waiting for me, all dressed in traditional, elegant bath attire.

“Kamon, what are you doing? Hurry up and come!”

They waved at me enthusiastically, beckoning me to join them.

“Damn it, of course…”

Muttering under my breath, I shook my head and called out to them.

“Go on ahead without me. I’ll catch up in a bit, my stomach’s acting up.”
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“What exactly is in there?” I asked.

[Just go and see for yourself. I was caught in the barrier and couldn’t get a clear view, but you’ll need to confirm it yourself.]

With Airsya’s firm tone, I reluctantly gave up on the relaxing hot spring experience and headed in the direction she pointed, frowning as I went.

If I was going through all this trouble, I hoped I’d find some trace of ‘Anne’ in there…

With those thoughts, I retraced my steps back to near the entrance, moving slowly towards the gap in the waterfall.

When I arrived at the shimmering crack—

“Huh?”

I tilted my head in confusion as I noticed the space inside was much larger than I’d expected.

[Nothing special here. Keep going forward, and you’ll see it soon.]

Following Airsya’s insistent instructions, I moved further in, and soon enough, I encountered something unusual.

*Ziiiiiing.*

A translucent barrier stood in front of me.

“What’s that…?”

[That’s it. But the important thing is not the barrier itself—look at what’s inside.]

Focusing my gaze beyond the barrier as Airsya suggested, I could see—

“A… a gemstone?”

[It’s not just any gemstone. Can’t you feel the energy emanating from it?]

At her urging, I closed my eyes briefly to focus.

And then—


‘Warm yet intense energy.’

It wasn’t like normal mana. It was something foreign, yet I could feel the powerful energy radiating from the gemstone at the center, spreading in all directions.

“It’s not mana, and it’s not spirit power. So, what is it?”

[It seems to be the source of this place’s power.]

“The source of power?”

[Yes. To put it simply, that gem is probably the essence of the ‘Vishran’ hot springs.]

With Airsya’s brief explanation, I quickly understood the nature of the gemstone beyond the barrier.

The reason why the hot spring’s water flows so intensely into the basin.

And why the mana concentration in the water was so dense—it all made sense now.

‘If that gemstone is the essence of the hot springs, it adds up.’

The entire natural environment here was likely altered by that one artifact.

And despite the barrier obscuring it, the energy pouring out from where the gemstone was located was enough to suggest it wasn’t just any ordinary artifact.

Then—

*Ziiiiiing!*

“Huh?”

The ‘Orb’ ring on my left middle finger suddenly reacted.

It was the same kind of reaction it had shown when absorbing Airsya’s spirit power and other energies before.

‘No way…’

Could it absorb this energy too?

Caught off guard, I instinctively brought the ‘Orb’ ring closer to the translucent barrier.


And at that moment—

*Whiiiiish!*

“Gah!”

With a powerful suction force, the energy inside the barrier began pouring into the ‘Orb’ ring, which in turn started channeling it into my body.

The energy was intense, both scorching and overwhelming.

“Damn it!”

The power was far stronger than I had anticipated, and for a moment, I feared my body might explode from the strain. I quickly pulled back, detaching the ‘Orb’ ring from the barrier.

At the same time—

*Thud, thump!*

The recoil sent me sprawling onto the ground, pain shooting through my backside as I landed hard.

“What the hell was that?!”

*Ziiiiiing!*

The round gemstone beyond the barrier continued to pulse with energy, its presence unchanged by the ordeal.

[Be careful, Kamon. That thing holds an immense power that affects the entire basin. If you’re reckless, you’ll die.]

Airsya, having witnessed the scene, spoke in a more serious tone than usual.

Just then—

“Didn’t Kamon say he went to the restroom?”

“Yeah, he did.”

“That’s strange. Why isn’t anyone in the bathroom?”

From a distance, I could hear Cecilia and Chelsea calling my name.


Realizing I didn’t have time to explore further, I sighed and nodded to myself.

“Phew. I know something’s hidden here now, so I’ll investigate more later.”

I could only hope that the gemstone was connected to Anne, the Red Mage of the past…

***

*SPLASH!*

“Man, the water’s amazing, and the atmosphere is perfect!”

I had returned to the bath with the others, now soaking in the hot springs together.

Although, truth be told, I couldn’t fully immerse myself in the relaxation.

“Ow, hot!”

“Careful, the temperature’s higher than you’d think.”

“Wow, but it feels like my whole body’s relaxing.”

“Yeah, it’s like all the fatigue I’ve been carrying is melting away. And my mana recovery is off the charts.”

Bren and Senior Lucas praised the hot springs of the Romanoff family’s sacred ground, ‘Vishran,’ continuing to share their impressions enthusiastically.

“With the mana concentration being 80% higher than average, training here would be insanely efficient.”

“Training? Huh, that’s not a bad idea.”

Lucas immediately responded to Lois’s suggestion.

However, Elliot scoffed as he muttered under his breath.

“Training, huh… You should leave that for everyday practice. It’s always the ones who don’t train normally that make a big deal of it at times like this.”

“Hey, I was just making a suggestion. Who said I was actually going to train here? Jeez.”

Lois pouted, his lips sticking out, clearly upset, while Elliot snickered and slapped him hard on the back.

“Come on, don’t be such a baby. Go check out Rosen’s swimsuit; that’ll cheer you up.”

“Ugh, what are you talking about? Why would I look at that?”

“Well, if not hers, take a look at Arian’s. She’s wearing something surprisingly bold.”

“…True, it is a bit much.”

Lucas mumbled in agreement, nodding his head just as—

“What’s a bit much?”

A voice came from right behind them, and all of our faces froze.

“Huh? A-Arian?”

“Senior Lucas. If you have complaints about my outfit, why don’t you say it directly to me? Rather than gossiping behind my back.”

“A-ah, no, I didn’t mean it like that…”

A very flustered Lucas began stammering out some kind of excuse when Rosen Ravenia, dressed in her black swimsuit, appeared.

“So, does seeing me in a swimsuit make you feel all happy, Elliot?” she asked, her tone sharp.

“Uh… wh-what?”

Just like Lucas, Elliot was completely caught off guard and sank without putting up much of a fight.

As the two suffered between the verbal blows from Rosen and Arian, I noticed Cecilia walking over. She looked a little worn out, perhaps from enjoying the hot springs too much, but her expression was still gentle as she asked,

“Kamon, are you feeling alright?”

I nodded in response. “Yes, I’m fine.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I was a bit worried.”

“There’s really no need to worry…”

Just as I was about to reassure her further, Chelsea joined us, looking at me with concern in her eyes as well.

“Kamon, are you sure you’re okay?”

“I told you, I’m really fine,” I said, feeling a bit frustrated by all the fuss.

And just as I was trying to convince the two that I was perfectly fine—

*Tat-tat-tat!*

One of the attendants who had guided us earlier suddenly rushed in, looking slightly panicked.

“Excuse me, is there a Kamon Vade here?”

Hearing the unexpected call, I raised my hand from between Cecilia and Chelsea and asked, “Yes, that’s me. What’s going on?”

The attendant quickly approached, bowing politely before answering.

“The Duke is requesting your presence, Mr. Kamon Vade. Please come with me right away.”

“Huh?”

I was taken aback by the sudden announcement and couldn’t help but ask again in confusion. Cecilia, standing beside me, spoke up in my place.

“What do you mean? My father wants to see Kamon?”

“Yes, the Duke has requested a private meeting with Mr. Kamon Vade.”

“But why all of a sudden?” Cecilia asked, her brow furrowed.

“…I’m afraid I don’t know the reason.”

The situation was completely unexpected, but refusing a summons from Duke Romanoff was out of the question.

As I tried to process what was happening, Rosen Ravenia, who had just been scolding Lucas and Elliot, approached us. Her tone was serious as she said,

“Kamon, you should go.”

“…Alright.”

Left with no other choice, I followed the attendant, heading to Duke Romanoff’s office.

***

“Have a seat.”

The moment I arrived at Duke Romanoff’s office, everyone else was dismissed, leaving just the two of us in the room.

It felt surreal. Here I was, sitting across from Vitell Romanoff, one of the Empire’s five Elector Dukes. I obediently sat down on the sofa, as instructed.

“Do you like tea?” he asked.

“…I don’t dislike it.”

“Then I’ll pour you a cup.”

*Pouring sound.*

Without hesitation, Duke Romanoff poured a deep red tea into a cup, as if it had been prepared in advance.

“This tea is made from *Yustano* leaves, grown only in the *Chrysanthes* region. It’s known for its exceptional fragrance.”

*Clink!*

He set the teacup down in front of me, explaining as he did so.

“Thank you. I’ll enjoy it.”

“Take your time to savor the aroma first. The taste can be quite bitter, but the scent is what truly stands out.”

I carefully lifted the cup and inhaled the scent. As he had said, the fragrance was incredibly fresh, filling my senses. It had a blend of rose and apricot notes, about evenly mixed.

“This tea is usually enjoyed with milk or sugar. Would you like some?”

*Pouring sound.*

He added a generous amount of thick, white milk into his own cup, then looked at me expectantly.

“Yes, please,” I replied.

“Here you go.”

*Clink!*

With the milk in hand, I added it to the deep red tea, watching as the milky white swirled with the crimson liquid, creating a unique, cloudy color.

*Sip.*

‘This is actually really good.’

The smoothness of the milk balanced perfectly with the bitterness of the tea leaves, creating a rich and flavorful milk tea. The distinctive aroma was still present, making it a refined drink that was both pleasant to the nose and the palate.

The only problem was…

‘Why did he call me here and not say anything yet?’

Despite summoning me urgently, Duke Romanoff’s demeanor remained completely relaxed, as if we were just having a casual chat over tea. He didn’t seem particularly interested in me at all, more like he was simply enjoying his daily routine.

Just then, he spoke up.

“What are your plans after you graduate from the academy?”

“Pardon?”

“I asked what you intend to do after you graduate.”

His tone was serious, and his sudden question caught me off guard. My mind raced.

‘Why is he asking me about my future all of a sudden?’

The possible implications behind his question didn’t seem particularly welcoming, which left me feeling a bit uneasy. I could only give a vague answer.

“I haven’t really decided yet.”

“Do you keep in contact with your family?”

“Huh?”

The question startled me, and I blurted out a reaction before I could stop myself. Duke Romanoff’s eyebrow twitched slightly at my response.

“I don’t have the habit of repeating myself.”

“A-apologies.”

I quickly bowed my head in apology and continued.

“I haven’t been in contact with my family. I’ve been disowned for a long time.”

“…I see.”

He gave a brief nod at my response and took another sip of his tea. Then, after a moment of silent observation, he spoke again.

“Let me ask you just one more thing.”

“Please, go ahead.”

“Do you have any intention of marrying Cecilia?”

The unexpectedness of his question made me choke out a response in shock.

“…W-what?!”

Vitell Romanoff’s voice turned cold and measured as he repeated himself.

“I’m asking if you’re willing to become the son-in-law of the Romanoff family.”
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The sudden, shocking question from Duke Romanoff left me speechless for a moment. But I quickly regained my composure and firmly shook my head.

“I appreciate your offer, but President Cecilia and I aren’t in that kind of relationship.”

“‘That kind of relationship’?”

“I just want to clear up any misunderstandings,” I said honestly, hoping to dispel any confusion.

Duke Romanoff took a sip of his tea, a faint smile playing on his lips. “Funny, considering how widely known it is. Word has spread beyond the academy all the way here that my daughter is quite taken with you.”

“Th-that’s…”

“I love my daughter dearly.”

He set his teacup down as he spoke, and I couldn’t help but scream internally, ‘Yeah, I can tell, you doting father!’

“It doesn’t sit well with me that rumors about her are circulating across the Empire. Especially rumors that suggest she’s chasing after a young man instead of the other way around…”

Suddenly, a palpable pressure emanated from him—a strong emotional force, though not quite murderous intent. It was something intense and protective.

I stayed silent, not reacting visibly to his words, though inwardly I was at a loss.

‘What am I supposed to do about that?’

Cecilia had decided on her own to follow me around, so what could I possibly say? It wasn’t like I’d encouraged her!

“Anyway, you have two choices in front of you now.”

“Two choices?” I repeated.

“Yes,” Duke Romanoff continued, locking his gaze on me. “One is to accept the proposal I just made.”

The proposal to marry his daughter. The sheer absurdity of how casually he presented such a significant offer made me immediately ask, “And the other?”

“If you refuse to become part of my family, there is only one option left.”

He curled his lips into a half-smile as he delivered his next words.


“To become my enemy.”

“…?!”

I frowned, struggling to comprehend the extremity of his proposal. Either I marry Cecilia, or I prepare to face death as his enemy? This man was utterly unreasonable!

‘Like father, like daughter… both of them are impossible!’

Duke Romanoff was pushing me into a corner with this absurd ultimatum. But the terrifying part was that he had the power and authority to back it up.

‘You should’ve grown stronger if you didn’t want to be pushed around,’ I heard Airsya’s teasing voice ring in my head.

‘Shut up,’ I grumbled inwardly.

[If you refuse him here, you might actually die,]

I knew that. There was no way I could face the might of the Romanoff family alone.

And perhaps, that’s why…

‘That’s why he asked about my connection to the Vade family.’

Even though I had long since been disowned, Duke Romanoff likely had his own reasons for asking. He had probably already gathered information about me, given what had happened during the *Novice Challenge* and other recent events.

[Hey, Kamon. You don’t have to refuse, you know? That girl’s not a bad catch…]

‘It’s not about that,’ I replied, dismissing the idea. The real issue was the barely concealed murderous intent in Duke Romanoff’s eyes.

‘Whether I agree to marry his daughter or become his enemy, he’ll probably still try to kill me.’

Duke Romanoff wasn’t someone who would easily let things slide. He had his own methods, and whether through political manipulation or clandestine actions, he would likely try to eliminate me sooner or later.

In that case…

“Alright. I’ve made my decision,”

“You’ve made a choice? Good. So, what will it be?”

Duke Romanoff’s eyes gleamed with curiosity, waiting for my answer. I opened my mouth, ready to respond—

*BAM!*


“Agh! My lady, please! You mustn’t—!”

The door flew open with a loud crash, and in stormed a very familiar figure.

“Dad!”

“Ce-Cecil?” I stammered, shocked by her sudden appearance.

“President?” I heard myself muttering, equally stunned.

It was none other than Cecilia Romanoff, Duke Romanoff’s daughter and the president of the academy. She was still in her silver bikini from the hot springs, her hands on her hips, and she was absolutely furious.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she demanded.

“H-ha, hahaha. Cecil, I thought you were enjoying the hot springs with your friends…” Duke Romanoff’s voice wavered, as if trying to downplay the situation.

“What did you do to Kamon?” she snapped.

“W-what do you mean? I don’t know what you’re talking about…” Duke Romanoff fumbled his words, trying to explain himself.

Cecilia’s scowl deepened, her voice rising in anger. “Liar! I heard everything!”

“What?”

“You were trying to force me and Kamon into an arranged marriage, weren’t you?!” she shouted, her voice sharp.

As she unleashed her accusations, the elderly butler standing in the corner visibly paled, his expression sinking as if he were trying to disappear. Duke Romanoff shot him a fierce glare, but before he could say anything, Cecilia cut in.

“Don’t give him that look, Dad! Uncle Sihen didn’t do anything wrong! I made him tell me!”

“…I see.”

With an awkward smile, Duke Romanoff responded. But Cecilia wasn’t finished.

“This ends now. I won’t tolerate any more of this nonsense. If you keep pushing, I’ll never see you again, Dad.”

“C-Cecil!”

“Tell me right now. Are you going to stop this, or not?”


Her ultimatum was met with silence, as Duke Romanoff pursed his lips, clearly caught off guard by his daughter’s boldness.

“…”

“Dad?!”

“A-alright, alright. Fine. I’ll stop. Just calm down, okay?”

Finally, Duke Romanoff raised the white flag, surrendering to his daughter’s demands. His expression showed clear defeat as he slumped back into his chair.

Cecilia nodded firmly, then turned toward me, her expression softening slightly.

“Kamon, get up.”

“Huh, I—”

“Get up, now!”

Cecilia’s commanding presence left me no choice but to rise from my seat, offering a small bow to Duke Romanoff before following her out of the office.

“You promised, Dad,” she said firmly as we walked out. “You can’t do anything weird to Kamon anymore.”

“…Alright, I understand,” Duke Romanoff replied, his head hung low, conceding defeat.

Once we were outside, Cecilia turned to me, her expression softening.

“Kamon, I’m sorry.”

“Huh?”

“Just… forget everything my dad said, okay? It’s all nonsense. You don’t need to take it to heart.”

Her voice, though firm, carried a note of desperation and guilt. I couldn’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all.

“Hahaha.”

“K-Kamon? Why are you laughing all of a sudden?” she asked, clearly startled by my reaction.

“It’s just funny.”

“What’s funny?” she asked, still flustered.

“Your father’s love for you is so strong, it was almost overwhelming. And seeing you push back against him—it was a bit endearing.”

“Wh-what?”

She blinked, surprised by my response, as if unsure how to process my words. I smiled warmly and continued.

“I should be thanking the Duke for considering me worthy of being your partner, even though I don’t deserve it. Anyway, thank you, President, for saving me.”

“Ah… I…”

Cecilia opened her mouth as if to say something, but she hesitated, leaving her thoughts unsaid. Finally, she sighed and gave a small, bittersweet smile.

“…It was nothing, Kamon. It’s what I should’ve done.”

Sensing a shift in the mood, I quickly changed the subject.

“Did you really come all the way here alone from the hot springs? Why did you follow me?”

“Oh, well… I just had a bad feeling about it,” she admitted. “I asked Uncle Sihen why my dad had called for you, and I came as fast as I could.”

“I see.”

“But it’s all settled now, so let’s hurry back. Everyone’s waiting for us.”

“Yes, let’s go,” I agreed with a nod.

Cecilia smiled brightly, the tension easing from her face. “Alright, let’s go.”

***

After Kamon Vade left the office with Cecilia, a cold silence settled over Duke Romanoff’s study.

The air was thick with unease. The servants and attendants who regularly served the Duke could feel the tension radiating from him, and they knew better than to relax. Those who knew the Duke well were aware that such long periods of silence often preceded storms of violence.

After a lengthy pause, Duke Romanoff finally broke the silence.

“Sihen.”

“Yes, my lord. Your orders?” the old butler responded immediately, his posture rigid and attentive.

“How many individuals have requested an audience with me regarding the academy’s field trip to the hot springs?”

“Counting the young lady from the Fren Merchant Guild, there are a total of eight. Additionally, one student from the academy’s student council has also requested a meeting.”

“A student council member?”

“Yes, sir. Arian Marquis, a child of the Marquis family and the future heir to the Marquis Merchant Guild.”

“Hmm… I see.”

Duke Romanoff gave a brief nod, then spoke in a heavier tone.

“Then this is what we’ll do.”

“…”

“The orders I’m about to give fall under Crow Protocol No. 1.”

“Understood, sir!” Sihen instantly snapped to attention.

Crow Protocol No. 1. It was one of the highest-level classified operations within the Romanoff family—an order that was to be carried out at all costs, even if it meant putting one’s life on the line.

Finally, Duke Romanoff spoke again.

“Relay this message only to those in charge: From now on, the only group that will be allowed to negotiate with the Romanoff family regarding the ‘Vishran’ hot springs will be the one that successfully deals with Kamon Vade.”

The Duke’s eyes narrowed as he stared into his now-cold cup of tea.

“Only those who eliminate Kamon Vade will be granted an audience with me.”

“…Understood, my lord,” Sihen replied, bowing deeply.

Duke Romanoff had just issued an assassination order for Kamon Vade.

***

“Kill Kamon Vade?”

Diana Fren’s eyes sparkled with interest as she lazily kicked her legs, mulling over the message. Her loyal butler, Clark, stood beside her, ever dutiful.

“Yes, my lady. The proposal is that only those who succeed in eliminating him will secure future dealings with the Romanoff family,” Clark explained.

“Hah, that man really has it bad, doesn’t he?” Diana chuckled, shaking her head in amusement.

Clark maintained his serious expression as Diana mused aloud. “I get that he’s head over heels for his daughter, but trying to kill an academy student? He must be out of his mind… Though, I suppose it’s not impossible to manage.”

“Considering Duke Romanoff is one of the Empire’s five Elector Dukes, there isn’t much the Imperial Academy or anyone else can say about it unless the Vade family directly intervenes.”

“Exactly. Even if it seems suspicious, if Romanoff claims it was an accident, it’ll be ruled an accident.”

Diana nodded thoughtfully, acknowledging the Duke’s influence. Then she turned to Clark with a mischievous smile.

“So, what do you think, Clark? Should we take the offer?”

The butler paused, considering her question. His dark-circled eyes gleamed as he nodded firmly.

“Yes, my lady. I see no reason to refuse. Kamon Vade has caused us significant trouble already. Eliminating him now would be advantageous.”

“Hmm, is that so?”

“My opinion is firm, my lady,” Clark reiterated, his voice resolute.

Diana smiled, clearly pleased with his response. But then, her eyes glinted with a more cunning light.

“Good, Clark. I’m glad we’re on the same page. But let’s expand our thinking a little.”

“Expand, my lady?”

Clark looked puzzled, unsure of what she meant. Diana simply shrugged, her grin widening.

“Why stop at just Kamon Vade? There’s no reason we can’t take care of both Kamon and Elliot Fren while we’re at it.”

“Ah…!” Clark’s eyes widened in realization.

“Let’s kill both of them. I’m tired of seeing either of their faces.”
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A lot of things were happening at once, causing some temporary confusion, but eventually, most of it had settled down.

‘Still, the whole marriage proposal with President Cecilia… I didn’t see that coming at all.’

The most shocking part of the day had thankfully been dodged by sheer luck. Now, all that remained was to sneak back to the hidden location I had discovered earlier and investigate it properly.

“Man, that hot spring was amazing today,” one of the guys said.

“The water was great, the view was great… everything was great.”

“Think we can go back tomorrow?” another chimed in.

“Hmm, that might be a little tricky,” someone else replied.

After our time at the ‘Vishran’ hot springs, we returned to the dormitory assigned to the male students. Everyone was chatting, seemingly content with the day’s events, but I stayed quiet.

I would only be able to make my move after everyone had fallen asleep late at night.

That was when Elliot turned to Lois, a teasing smirk on his face.

“But Lois, aren’t you related to Cecilia? How come this is your first time at the ‘Vishran’ hot springs?”

“Just because we’re related doesn’t mean I get free passes. I don’t really interact with my uncle’s family much,” Lois said, pouting.

Bren chuckled softly. “Still, this was pretty fun. We’ll visit again with the academy, but this might be the first and last time we get to enjoy it like this with just us.”

“True,” both Lois and Elliot nodded, a bit of nostalgia creeping into their expressions as they reflected.

“Kamon,” Bren suddenly called out.

“Hm?” I turned my head to look at him.

“What did you think?”

“What do you mean?”

“You just had a private meeting with Duke Romanoff, right?”


“Oh yeah!” Elliot jumped in, suddenly very interested. “We were all wondering what happened! What did you talk about with the Duke?”

“Yeah, it’s not like my uncle is someone who’d just call you over for no reason,” Lois added, his curiosity evident.

“Nothing much. Just some pointless conversation,” I replied.

“Pointless conversation? The Duke, one of the Empire’s Elector Dukes, called you in for a chat? That doesn’t make any sense, Kamon,” Elliot scoffed.

“Hey, Kamon. Be careful, alright? This is Duke Romanoff’s territory. You could get into serious trouble if you’re not cautious,” Lois warned in a half-teasing, half-serious tone.

While they continued to tease me, Bren tilted his head in thought. “But didn’t President Cecilia follow you?”

“Huh? Cecilia did?” Elliot asked, surprised.

“My sister?” Lois echoed.

“Yeah, after Kamon left, she followed after him not long after,” Bren said, matter-of-factly.

Damn it, Bren. Why do you have to have such a good memory?

“I’m telling you, it was nothing,” I insisted.

“Then what was it, this ‘nothing’ conversation?” Elliot pressed.

“Yeah, why are you being so vague about it?” Lois added.

At this point, I could feel the attention shifting towards me, their curiosity mounting. I sighed and closed my eyes for a moment.

“Did getting shut down by Rosen earlier not teach you guys anything?”

“Huh?”

“Why are you saying it like that? You’re creeping me out…” Elliot and Lois immediately hugged their arms around themselves, shivering as if they felt a chill.

Bren just chuckled and shook his head, amused.

At that moment—

*Creaaak.*


“Are you guys not going to sleep?” a voice asked.

It was Lucas, poking his head out from the top bunk.

“Oh, sorry, senior.”

“Were we too loud?” Bren and Lois quickly apologized.

“Coming all the way here and going to bed early is more annoying, Lucas,” Elliot said boldly, as he was in the same year as Lucas.

“Hmm, really?”

Lucas thought about it for a second, then nodded. “You know, you’re right. I’ll join the conversation. So, Kamon, what did you talk about with the Duke?”

“…”

That night, I found myself overwhelmed by their relentless curiosity. I barely got a moment’s rest, let alone the chance to explore the hidden location. My investigation plans had to be put on hold.

***

[Hah, what a mess you’re in,] Airsya’s amused voice echoed in my mind the next morning.

‘Quiet. My head hurts.’

Fortunately, we still had some free time left as part of the hot springs exploration group, which gave me a bit of breathing room. Starting the second day, we were granted personal free time, and I used that opportunity to lay low and explore the area with Airsya’s help.

‘So, did you find anything?’

[Nothing special. Everything’s the same as before. No new auras or anomalies, so it seems that the gemstone really is the essence of the hot springs.]

‘The essence of the hot springs, huh…’

Something about the whole situation kept bothering me. That hidden gemstone seemed to be significant, and for some reason, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was related to what I was supposed to find.

‘Could that gemstone be connected to what I’m searching for?’

As I pondered this, a voice called out to me.

“Kamon.”


“…?”

I turned around and saw an unexpected figure approaching.

“Arian?”

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“Oh, I was just taking a walk, enjoying the scenery. It’s beautiful out here,” I replied.

“Is that so?”

She gave me a skeptical look but then nodded, smiling faintly.

“I guess that makes sense. You don’t get to see views like this every day.”

“What about you, senior? What brings you here?” I asked.

“Me? Oh, I was just walking around, same as you,” Arian Marquis replied casually, shrugging her shoulders. But something about her demeanor seemed… off.

Then, after a pause—

“Wanna walk together for a bit?” she asked suddenly.

“Walk together?”

“What? Don’t want to? You’re always sticking around Chelsea or President Cecilia, but now you’re avoiding me?” she teased.

“No, it’s not that…” I stammered, confused by her sudden approach.

‘Is she trying to get closer to me on purpose? Why?’

But after a brief moment of hesitation, I realized there was no real reason to refuse her. So, I shook my head and answered as nonchalantly as I could.

“I just thought you didn’t like me much. But sure, let’s walk.”

“Wait, you thought I didn’t like you?” she asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

“Well, didn’t you?”

To be fair, Arian and I hadn’t interacted much. We had bumped into each other a few times, and she had apologized for an earlier misunderstanding, but we hadn’t spoken much since then.

So naturally, I assumed she had no interest in associating with me.

‘It’s not unreasonable to think she wants nothing to do with me, given my reputation as Kamon Vade.’

It was probably just my own bias after all the trouble I’d caused.

“Hm, I see.”

“Why do you look like that?” I asked, noticing her contemplative expression.

“No reason. You just hit the nail on the head.” She smiled lightly, a bit sheepishly. “You’re right, I didn’t really like you.”

“…What?”

Arian’s blunt confession caught me completely off guard. I couldn’t help but let my shock show on my face.

Seeing my reaction, she let out a snicker.

“Kekeke. Relax, I was just joking. Look at your face—you were really startled, huh?”

She laughed heartily, her teasing tone carrying a warmth I hadn’t noticed before. It was like seeing a whole new side of her.

‘Was she always this playful?’

“Come on, don’t make that face. You just seemed so stiff and awkward, so I thought I’d tease you a bit.”

She shrugged as she continued.

“To be honest, I don’t really have strong feelings about you one way or the other. Or, to put it more accurately, I just wasn’t interested. I’m not the type to get swept up in whatever people are saying about someone.”

“Is that so?”

“Yeah, really. The first time I took any interest in you was because of that bracelet you were wearing. After that, I just saw you as one of the selection team members, nothing more.”

“Just another member of the group, huh?”

“Don’t tell me you’re disappointed by that?” she teased.

“I wouldn’t say that.”

I chuckled, shrugging my shoulders, and she shook her head with a soft smile.

“Look, don’t dwell on trivial things like that. We’ve got plenty of people here in this group, right? I treat most of them the same way.”

“I see.”

“Yeah.”

She nodded, and with that, our conversation seemed to reach a natural end.

We walked in silence, keeping pace with one another, neither of us saying anything more.

Before long, we found ourselves walking toward one of the more secluded areas around the *Vishran* hot springs, where the crowds had thinned out, and the sounds of the bustling academy group grew faint. We ended up in a quiet, wooded area near the hot springs.

It was then that I finally broke the silence.

“So, what made you suddenly take an interest in me?”

“Hm?” Arian tilted her head, her expression momentarily confused.

“I mean, up until now, I was just another member of the team. But here we are, walking together in this secluded spot. I’m curious why you suddenly wanted to spend time with me.”

“Well, that’s… obvious, I just—”

“*Fireball.*”

*Whoosh!*

The moment the words left my mouth, flames erupted around us, forming a circle of scorching heat.

“K-Kamon? What are you—”

“Please, Senior. You can drop the act now. There’s no one around.”

Airsya.

[Ugh, always with the troublesome tasks. Fine.]

With Airsya’s help, the power of the corrupted spirit spread through the *Orb* on my finger, completing the magical barrier I had prepared beforehand.

*Ziiing!*

A low hum filled the air as the barrier sealed us off. No one outside would be able to hear our conversation or even see us.

“Hah, you’ve got to be kidding me…”

Arian stopped walking, biting her lower lip in frustration as she pulled a dagger from her coat.

I narrowed my eyes and asked calmly, “So, you really were planning to kill me?”

“Don’t act like you didn’t already know!” she snapped. “Just die, Kamon!”

*Tat-tat-tat!*

“Shit.”

Arian lunged at me with terrifying speed, the sharp gleam of her dagger slicing through the air. I quickly moved the fireballs surrounding us to intercept her.

*Whoosh!*

But—

*Shwish!*

“Ha!”

As expected of the academy’s second-year top student, Arian deftly dodged the fireball barrage, her movements swift and precise.

“Die, Kamon Vade!”

With a shout, she hurled herself at me, dagger poised to strike.

Damn it.

I had suspected she had ulterior motives, but I didn’t think she would go so far as to make an open attempt on my life.

As she closed in, her dagger aimed straight at my chest, I considered my options. I could use the “Sky-splitting Blade” to finish her off right here and now, but—

The barrier wouldn’t be able to contain that much power.

If I unleashed that technique here, in the sacred grounds of the Romanoff family’s hot springs, it would undoubtedly cause chaos, and the consequences would be severe.

Not only would it attract unwanted attention, but it would also prevent me from fully investigating the hidden location I’d found earlier.

Damn, what do I do?

I hesitated, weighing my choices, when suddenly—

*Ziiing!*

“Stop!”

“Huh?”

I turned in surprise as the barrier I’d created was forcibly torn apart. A figure rushed toward us from the outside.

It was none other than Lucas Fenelli, the third-year top student.

“Damn it, Arian, stop this!” he shouted.

*Thud!*

Lucas threw himself between Arian and me, tackling her just before her dagger could reach me.

*Thud, crash!*

“Arian!”

“Let go of me, senior! Let go right now!”

“Snap out of it, Arian Marquis! You can’t do this!” Lucas shouted, holding her down as she struggled violently in his grasp.

The scene unfolding before me left me dumbfounded.

“What the hell is going on?” I demanded, my eyes narrowing.

“Kamon… I, uh… Damn it!” Lucas cursed, trying to keep Arian restrained as she thrashed against him.

“Let go of me, you bastard!”

Finally, Lucas gritted his teeth, muttering under his breath, “I have no choice. Forgive me, Arian.”

*Thud!*

With a swift motion, he struck Arian hard on the forehead, knocking her unconscious.

“…”

I stared at her limp body, slumped in Lucas’s arms. For a second, I wondered if he had killed her.

“She’s just unconscious, I swear,” Lucas said quickly, waving his hand defensively as he noticed my look.

I nodded slowly. “Alright, then. Now, care to explain what the hell just happened?”

Lucas sighed, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Ugh, alright… This is all Duke Romanoff’s doing.”

“What?”

“He set conditions for the merchants who want to negotiate with him.”

“Conditions?”

“Yeah. And one of those conditions is your head, Kamon. That’s why Arian pulled this crazy stunt.”

“…”

As his words sank in, I quickly pieced together the situation. So Duke Romanoff had put a bounty on me, essentially using me as a bargaining chip for the various merchant guilds.

But there was one thing that still didn’t add up.

“And how do *you* know all this?” I asked, my gaze narrowing. “You’re not a merchant, and you have no direct ties to the Romanoff family.”

Lucas froze, realizing that I had caught on.

“Uh, hold on, Kamon. I think there’s been a misunderstanding—”

“*Fireball.*”

*Whoosh!*

“Agh, wait! Wait, okay, I’ll talk!”

Waving his hands frantically, Lucas surrendered as I prepared another fireball.

“Arian… she told me everything. She… came to me for advice.”

“Advice? Why you?”

“That’s because…”

*Whoosh!*

“Alright, damn it! Fine, I’ll say it! Arian and I… we’re dating! She’s my girlfriend, okay? That’s why she came to me for advice!”

“…What?”

“I’m her boyfriend! So she told me what was going on!”

I stared at him, dumbfounded by this revelation.

Arian and Lucas… were a couple?
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In the original novel, Lucas and Arian were minor characters who only appeared briefly before fading into the background. Their personal relationships, romantic affairs, and deeper background settings were never explored.

I wasn’t sure if their relationship was something the original author had planned or if it was just a coincidence in this world’s reality.

Regardless…

‘The top students from the second and third years, dating each other, huh?’

Come to think of it, their interactions on the way here had been somewhat off, different from how they treated others.

‘They acted weird, trying to hide something or afraid of being noticed over things that didn’t even matter.’

Since these characters weren’t fleshed out much in the novel, I had assumed that was just their personalities. I didn’t expect there to be this kind of backstory.

But that wasn’t the issue at hand.

“So, you’re saying Duke Romanoff hired assassins to kill me?” I asked.

“Well, calling it an assassination might be a stretch, but it’s basically the same thing,” Lucas replied with a grimace, nodding his head.

I glanced over at Arian, still unconscious.

Lucas quickly spoke up in her defense.

“I was against it the whole time. Arian struggled with the decision too,” he explained, his voice filled with guilt. “I’m not asking you to understand our situation, but… Can I at least ask that you don’t harm her?”

“……”

I stared at Lucas without responding.

[What’s your plan, Kamon?] Airsya’s voice whispered in my mind.

‘I’m not sure.’

To be honest, part of me wanted to make them both pay—Lucas and Arian. After all, they had tried to kill me.

But then again…


‘Is there any reason to make them my enemies?’

If Lucas was telling the truth, almost all the merchant guilds present at the Romanoff estate might be plotting against me.

Especially…

‘…Diana Fren must be thrilled right now.’

With that thought in mind, I met Lucas’s gaze and spoke in a low tone.

“Alright, senior.”

“Huh?”

“I won’t hold either of you responsible. But there is one condition.”

“C-condition?”

“Yes. From now on, you both have to help me. In exchange, I’ll guarantee Arian’s safety.”

Lucas fell silent, his expression darkening as he glanced at Arian, who was still groaning softly, clearly far from waking up.

Finally, he looked back at me, and after a moment, he nodded.

“Fine. I’ll agree to that. I’ll help you, Kamon.”

His voice carried a solemn determination. I smirked and spoke again.

“In that case, let’s put it in writing.”

“Huh? In writing?”

“Yes. A contract, if you will. Wouldn’t it be better to have something binding? It would establish trust between us.”

Lucas forced a smile, the corners of his lips twitching. “Hahaha… Of course, our meticulous Kamon wouldn’t leave things to chance.”

[Where did you learn how to draft spirit contracts?] Airsya asked, a hint of amusement in her tone.

‘I made one once before, thanks to my time with Princess Francia.’


Indeed, I had some experience with spirit contracts thanks to a past encounter. That memory came in handy now.

I snapped my fingers.

*Snap!*

A translucent contract appeared in front of Lucas, outlined by the same mystical energy as the spirit contracts I had seen before. The terms were clear and simple.

<Lucas Fenelli and Arian Marquis agree to assist Kamon Vade unconditionally in all matters related to the current events at the Romanoff estate and the ‘Vishran’ hot springs.>

Depending on how I used it, this could easily become an extremely unfair and dangerous contract for them.

But I didn’t plan on exploiting Lucas or Arian too harshly.

‘I just need to secure my safety from a stab in the back.’

Having secured their cooperation with the contract, I turned my attention back to the real threat.

“So, Duke Romanoff placed a bounty on my head?”

I had felt a strange hostility from him the moment he asked if I would become his son-in-law or his enemy.

But I hadn’t expected him to move this quickly—or this ruthlessly.

[What about telling that girl? You know she’s on your side.] Airsya suggested, referring to Cecilia.

I shook my head.

Now that Duke Romanoff had placed a death warrant on me, there was little even Cecilia could do to change the situation. The gears were already in motion.

“No, it’s actually perfect.”

[What?]

“This gives me a perfect excuse to get rid of the nuisances, don’t you think?”

I had already been thinking about dethroning Diana Fren and securing Elliot as the rightful heir to the Fren Merchant Guild.

With Romanoff’s assassination plot in play, I now had all the justification I needed to take out Diana.


And Duke Romanoff… well, I would deal with him in time.

“Let’s go,” I said abruptly.

[Go where?]

“To the hidden location we found.”

***

We arrived at the hidden chamber where Airsya had previously discovered the essence of the hot springs. The translucent barrier still stood in place, shimmering faintly as it blocked the entrance.

[Don’t tell me… You’re going to try and absorb that?] Airsya asked, her voice dripping with disbelief.

I chuckled and nodded.

“Of course I am.”

At first, when I discovered this place, I knew there was much to explore and examine. The sheer power contained within the gemstone—the source of the *Vishran* hot springs—was overwhelming. I hadn’t dared to touch it then.

But now…

“This is the perfect way to turn the tables, isn’t it?”

[A risky move, though. That power is far greater and more dangerous than you realize. You could die if you’re not careful,] Airsya warned.

“I’m well aware.”

I nodded, glancing down at the *Orb* ring on my finger.

The last time I’d tried to absorb the power, I had been caught off guard, and it had nearly overwhelmed me. This time, I had to prepare myself better.

“So now I’ll be ready. I’ll absorb it properly.”

Muttering to myself, I tapped the red gemstone hanging from the necklace around my neck.

*Tap tap.*

“Hey, Beatrice, can you hear me?”

*Tap, tap tap!*

“Hurry up and answer, or I’ll toss this thing away…”

This necklace, which I had reluctantly accepted thanks to Beatrice’s insistence, allowed us to communicate. I knew there was a risk she could monitor me, but I hadn’t taken it off because…

‘She’s a partner in this. If my life is in danger, she’ll help me. It benefits her too.’

*Tap tap!*

“Not answering? Fine, I’m throwing it away—”

Before I could finish my threat, a voice crackled through the necklace.

[…Ah. …Can you hear me?]

“Oh, there you are. Glad you’re finally listening, Beatrice.”

[Ugh. Do you know how far away we are from each other? It’s not exactly easy to keep in touch, you know,] she replied irritably.

I smiled, amused by her tone. “Well, that’s not really my problem, is it?”

[What?]

“The important thing right now isn’t that. I need your help.”

[Help? You suddenly contact me out of the blue for help? What’s going on?]

“I think I found something. It might be a trace of the Red Mage.”

Beatrice fell silent for a moment before responding in a low, cautious voice.

[…Are you serious?]

“I’m not entirely sure, but it looks like it. I need to confirm it.”

[So what exactly do you need from me?]

“This necklace isn’t just for communication, right?”

[Huh? It has several functions, but what’s that got to do with anything?]

“I’m about to absorb an immense amount of power. If it becomes too much for me to handle, can you use this necklace to help disperse the energy?”

[What?! Wait, what are you trying to—]

“Beatrice, we don’t have time for a lengthy conversation. Just answer me: can you do it or not?”

[…You really have a way of getting on my nerves, you know that?] she grumbled.

After a pause, she sighed heavily.

[It’ll be troublesome, but yes, I can do it.]

“Perfect. I’m counting on you, then.”

[W-wait! Hold on a second—!]

Without hesitation, I placed the *Orb* ring directly against the translucent barrier.

*Ziiiiiing!*

Instantly, the ring began to absorb the overwhelming power emanating from the gemstone beyond the barrier, just as it had before.

“Krrgh…”

[You crazy bastard, you’re really doing it,] Airsya muttered beside me, shaking her head.

But I didn’t have the luxury to respond. All my focus was on the immense power being drawn into the *Orb*. It was like a dried-up tree, desperately soaking in rainwater after a long drought.

*Ziiing!*

The energy flooded in relentlessly, and before long, I began to feel the strain. My breathing grew heavier, and the pressure on my body became overwhelming.

Just then—

[I don’t know what the hell you’re doing, but I’ll start splitting the energy now.]

Beatrice’s voice echoed in my ear, and I felt the flow of energy in the *Orb* ring begin to divide. The necklace around my neck glowed brightly, channeling the excess power.

*Ziiiiing!*

The combined power of the hot spring’s essence was absorbed into both the *Orb* ring and the ruby necklace. The raw, potent energy flowed through me, nearly overwhelming but barely manageable with Beatrice’s help.

“…Huff.”

After what felt like an eternity, I finally felt the surge begin to subside. The *Orb* ring, now glowing white-hot, had reached its limit.

And then—

*Shatter!*

With a loud cracking sound, the translucent barrier broke apart.

“Huh?”

In disbelief, I watched as the gemstone, the source of the overwhelming power, shattered into countless pieces.

[The gemstone’s broken!]

Airsya’s startled voice pulled me from my thoughts. I glanced at the remains of the once-powerful gemstone, now reduced to shards on the ground.

“…It’s completely destroyed.”

The gemstone had been unable to withstand the force of its own energy being drained.

And just like that—

[Phew, is it over?]

Beatrice’s voice came through the necklace again.

“Yeah, it’s done,” I replied calmly.

[Good. Now explain yourself. Where are you, and what exactly are you doing? Is it true you found a trace of our teacher—]

“Oops, hold on a second, Beatrice. Hello? I can’t hear you very well,” I said, feigning confusion.

[What? That’s impossible, you— Kamon Vade, are you messing with—]

*Click.*

I quickly cut off the connection, severing the flow of mana to the necklace.

Airsya, watching from the side, sighed and shook her head.

[You cut off the Red Mage just like that? You think you can handle the consequences?]

“I’ll deal with it later. Right now, that’s not what matters.”

I dismissed her concerns and closed my eyes, focusing on the new energy coursing through the *Orb* ring and the ruby necklace.

It was warm and vibrant, yet powerful and revitalizing. It felt different from ordinary mana or spirit energy. It was as if it was capable of healing and restoring anything.

‘This energy… Could I use this for self-healing?’

The sheer life force contained in the energy suggested that with enough control, I could potentially use it to heal myself without the need for a priest or healer. The idea made me grin, but then—

[Kamon!]

Airsya’s urgent voice jolted me back to reality.

“What?”

[Look over there.]

I turned my gaze toward the shattered remains of the gemstone.

Around the broken pieces, a swirling gray aura began to gather, swirling ominously in the air.

“What the hell is that?”

Airsya muttered, sounding uneasy.

[Damn it… why is that thing here…?]

The swirling gray aura began to coalesce into a solid form.

As it took shape, a figure began to emerge from within the mist.

[Kamon, get ready. We’re about to fight. Hurry!]

Airsya’s voice was filled with urgency, as the figure stepped out of the gray mist, and the tension in the air grew thick.
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“Fireball.”

Whoosh!

At Airsya’s command, I immediately summoned dozens of fireballs without hesitation.

Then, with a deeply furrowed brow, Airsya glared at the grayish aura that was gradually forming into a shape.

[Damn it, was that bastard hiding here all along?]

From Airsya’s reaction, I instinctively sensed something.

“What is it? Don’t tell me… is that another corrupted spirit?”

[Yes, that’s right. It’s another one of the Seven Deadly Sins.]

As the gray aura steadily transformed into the shape of a dragon, the Spirit of Jealousy, Airsya, spat out a name.

[The Spirit of Sloth, Frilla.]

“What? The Spirit of Sloth?”

[It’s a stubborn idiot you can’t reason with. Attack it immediately. Don’t give it any chance.]

As Airsya hurriedly explained, I gave a light nod and was about to move my fingers.

But right at that moment—

[W-wait a minute!]

A different voice cut in, stopping my actions.

[Please stop! I have no intention of fighting. So, please, stop!]

“……?”

Startled by the unfamiliar voice, I hastily redirected my fingers.


Whoosh, bang!

The dozens of fireballs veered off their course and exploded, missing the gray dragon they were heading toward.

[Damn it! Why did you do that, Kamon?! You should’ve just destroyed it!]

Airsya yelled irritably beside me.

[Airsya, it’s been a while since we last met, and you’re trying to obliterate me as soon as you see me?]

[Shut up, Frilla! A scum like you deserves nothing but destruction!]

Airsya stomped around, shouting, while Frilla, now fully transformed into the shape of a dragon, shook its head.

[You haven’t changed a bit. Still the same as ever.]

Muttering that, Frilla then shifted its gaze toward me.

[Are you perhaps the master of Airsya?]

At Frilla’s polite inquiry, I tilted my head slightly before answering.

“Yeah, that’s right. But who the hell are you?”

[I am Frilla, the Spirit of Sloth. Like Airsya, I belong to the Seven Deadly Sins.]

[Don’t listen to it, Kamon! There’s no need to hear that bastard out.]

“Ah, shut up for a second.”

I quickly silenced the rampaging Airsya and turned back to Frilla with another question.

“Were you sealed here?”

[Yes, that’s correct. I was captured and sealed here about thirty years ago by the Red Mage.]

“What? The Red Mage? Wait, are you talking about someone named ‘Anne’?”

[Hmm? Has the Red Mage changed? If my memory serves me right, the one using the name ‘Anne’ was indeed a witch at that time.]


‘Found it.’

It was just as I had suspected—there were traces of the previous Red Mage in this place.

With that in mind, I quickly continued my line of questioning.

“Do you know where the Red Mage went?”

[I’m not sure. I don’t remember anything after being sealed here. All my powers were drained, and I was forcibly converted into healing energy.]

Frilla slowly shook its head as it answered. From this, I understood why the orb that was said to be the source of the hot spring’s power had such an overwhelming aura.

‘So that was all the power of sloth?’

Thinking back to my encounter with Airsya, the Spirit of Jealousy, it was clear that the power Frilla once held was on a completely different level.

Unintentionally, I glanced at Airsya.

[What? Why are you looking at me like that?! It’s making me uncomfortable!]

Airsya snapped at me with an irritated expression.

‘Tsk, you were pretty weak, huh.’

“So, you really don’t know anything about the Red Mage Anne’s whereabouts?”

[No, aside from what I remember from back then, I have no idea.]

“Tsk.”

Just when I thought I had finally found a clue, it ended abruptly, leaving a bitter taste in my mouth.

At that moment—

[However, upon reflecting on my memories, I recall something the Red Mage said.]

“Something Anne said?”

[She mentioned that her plan was to seal all the spirits of the Seven Deadly Sins.]


“…….”

Considering that she had personally sealed the Spirit of Sloth here, it seemed her goal indeed involved the spirits of the Seven Deadly Sins.

But then why had Airsya been left where she was? What happened before I found her?

[Oh, and I also recall her saying that she needed a shadow to accomplish that task.]

“A shadow?”

[Yes, that’s the extent of my memories.]

Frilla’s polite response sent me deep into thought.

‘Why would the term “shadow” come up now?’

I had previously speculated that the previous Red Mage might be connected to the Shadow Organization.

After all, Kamon Vade being affected by her curse couldn’t be explained without the involvement of the Shadow Organization.

But for her to say she needed a shadow… could it be that she was also part of the Shadow Organization?

As my mind swirled with various thoughts—

[Master of Airsya, may I ask a favor?]

Frilla’s sudden request made me turn my gaze toward it.

“A favor?”

[Yes, I humbly ask for your assistance.]

Immediately, Airsya started to throw a fit again.

[Hey, Kamon! Don’t listen to that bastard! It’s not trustworthy!]

[Airsya, you’re still badmouthing others and being jealous. Just as one would expect from the Spirit of Jealousy.]

[Frilla, for a spirit of sloth, you sure are diligent. Why don’t you act more like the lazy creature you are and just stay out of things?!]

[Hah. My slothfulness doesn’t mean I’m sluggish or stupid. It’s because I’m simply optimistic about everything…]

[Nonsense!]

As the two bickered noisily, I raised my hand and shouted.

“Enough, both of you!”

[I-I wasn’t…]

[My apologies.]

The two spirits reacted differently, and I immediately turned to Frilla.

“So, what’s this favor you want?”

[Please absorb me.]

“What?”

[No! Absolutely not! Kamon, don’t listen to it. Ignore everything it says!]

[All my power has already been drained, and you’ve absorbed it all. What remains now is just an empty shell of my former self. However…]

“However?”

[In order to fully utilize the healing power you’ve absorbed, my assistance would be highly beneficial.]

Frilla provided a logical reason for why I should absorb it and then scratched the back of its head awkwardly.

[And… I don’t want to disappear just yet.]

As the spirit spoke so candidly, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

Then—

[You’re laughing? Why are you laughing? I told you not to listen to that scumbag!]

“Airsya, knock it off.”

[Argh! Kamon, I was the first one to form a contract with you! And you’re just going to ignore my opinion like this?]

“Sorry, but it wasn’t really a contract, was it? It was more like subjugation.”

[Ugh, it’s the same thing!]

Airsya’s face contorted as if she’d been hit with a low blow, shouting angrily. I gave a faint smile and replied firmly.

“No, it’s not.”

[Damn it, Kamon Vade!]

I turned my gaze back to Frilla and spoke.

“Alright, Frilla. I’ll subjugate you as my new spirit.”

[Thank you for accepting my request, Master.]

With that, the gray dragon bowed its head respectfully.

***

While Kamon Vade was in the midst of subjugating the Spirit of Sloth, Frilla, outside, a massive commotion was brewing.

“B-big trouble!”

“…What’s going on?”

“There’s a problem with the hot spring!”

“What?”

The staff managing the **Vishran** Hot Springs quickly realized something was wrong.

And soon after—

“What… What’s this?!”

“The mana concentration is rapidly evaporating. And the healing energy is gone too!”

“What the hell happened all of a sudden…?”

The panicked supervisor immediately reported the situation to higher-ups, and the news soon reached the ears of Duke Romanoff.

Thud!

“What did you say?”

“The hot spring has lost its power. Something seems to have gone wrong.”

Upon hearing of the sudden issue with the Vishran Hot Springs, Vitell Romanoff hastily gave orders.

“Close off the area around the hot spring. I’ll go check it myself.”

After issuing the command, he entered the hot spring alone, without any escort.

With precise movements, he made his way to the secret location Airsya had previously discovered.

Eventually—

“…Hah.”

In the empty space devoid of any presence, he found a shattered orb lying in fragments.

“What kind of bastard…!”

Bang!

Rumble!

Unable to contain his fury, Vitell Romanoff slammed his fist into the wall, and part of it collapsed under the immense force.

After surveying the surroundings for a while, Romanoff’s eyes darkened as he pulled something from his coat.

Then—

*Press.*

As he pressed something firmly, he spoke in a quiet but deliberate tone.

“Anne, are you there?”

***

Before Duke Romanoff arrived at the secret location, I had already slipped outside, and through Frilla, I was able to hear what was happening inside.

“What? Duke Romanoff called out the name ‘Anne’?”

[Yes, that’s correct.]

“So that bastard was connected to the previous generation after all?”

Contrary to what one might expect from the Spirit of Sloth, Frilla was surprisingly competent and diligent.

It was a demeanor that didn’t fit the title of Sloth in the slightest.

Thanks to this, I gained unexpected information and immediately disabled the mana-blocking function of the Ruby Silver Necklace.

“Sis?”

[…You goddamn scumbag…]

I heard a heavy curse echo in my ears.

But before she could go any further, I dropped a bombshell that stopped her in her tracks.

“Sis, I found it. The previous Red Mage.”

[…I’ll roast you alive if you’re joking… What? You found her?]

“Yes, though I haven’t met her in person. But I’ve found someone who probably knows where she is.”

[Who is it?]

“Who else? The master of this place, Duke Romanoff.”

I relayed the information I had obtained through Frilla to **Beatrice**, the current Red Mage.

[…]

She remained silent for a while.

I didn’t press her, waiting patiently until she was ready to speak.

And then, after a moment—

[Alright. I’ll look into the details myself. You’ve done well, Kamon.]

Her voice carried a tone of praise, recognizing my efforts to fulfill my promise and mission with her.

I responded.

“There’s just one problem though, Sis.”

[What now?]

She sounded openly annoyed as she snapped back.

I was about to explain the current situation I was in.

“Well, you see, Duke Romanoff—”

Suddenly—

*Zzzzzzzzing!*

“…Huh, what’s this?”

Before I could finish my sentence, I felt something strange, as if all my senses were being cut off.

And then—

[It’s a grand magic sealing barrier.]

“What?”

[It appears to be a magic formation left by the previous Red Mage. It’s cutting off all external connections.]

“…”

Just like that, my contact with Beatrice was severed once again. I frowned and muttered under my breath.

“Tch, he’s already moving that fast?”

Realizing that Duke Romanoff was responding faster than I had anticipated, I knew it was time to act quickly.

If I left the Romanoff estate immediately, I could safely return to the academy without much trouble.

Of course, the situation at the Vishran Hot Springs would likely tighten security, but—

‘Well, I can just sneak past them.’

With both Airsya and Frilla under my command, avoiding attention and moving stealthily wouldn’t be much of a challenge.

As I was preparing to slip out from the bushes I’d been hiding in—

“Well, well. I wondered where the little rat was hiding, and here you are.”

An all-too-familiar voice rang out, accompanied by a thick aura of murderous intent.

And the person who came into view was…

“Diana Fren.”

The woman I’d been entangled with in endless bad blood stood before me.
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“Hah, I didn’t really want to go this far, but the situation is what it is, right?”

Diana sighed briefly, as if feigning reluctance.

“…What a joke.”

“Kyaah~! You’re right, it *was* a lie. Honestly, I’ve been looking forward to this moment for a long time.”

Diana Fren’s sharp grin twisted into a wicked smile, her laughter echoing in the air.

Around her, there were quite a few masked figures gathered.

‘Shadow Organization?’

At first, I thought they might be from the Shadow Organization, considering their all-black attire, but I quickly shook off that assumption.

‘No, they’re just assassins. Not quite the same as the Shadow Organization.’

Having encountered the Shadows twice before, I could clearly distinguish between ordinary assassins and the Shadows. The Shadows exuded a more sinister, oppressive aura—dark and heavy, but also precise. These assassins, on the other hand, were stupidly leaking their bloodlust all over the place.

[Around us, it seems we’re completely surrounded. So, what’s the plan, Kamon?]

Airsya, speaking in a rather serious tone, made me glance over at my new spirit, Frilla, the Spirit of Sloth.

‘Airsya, teach Frilla the basics of the spirit summoning circle.’

[What? Why should I?!]

Airsya responded irritably, to which I couldn’t help but stare at her in disbelief.

‘Why? Are you blind to the situation right now?’

[Damn it! What does that have to do with anything? I can cast a spirit circle on my own just fine!]

The Spirit of Jealousy grumbled, almost as if she was throwing a tantrum. I narrowed my eyes and snapped at her.

‘Airsya, I’m not playing around. Teach her right now.’


[Ugh, fuck!]

Airsya frowned deeply, spun around in frustration a few times, then shouted, clearly agitated.

[Frilla! Listen up and open your ears wide! I’m only explaining this once!]

[As you wish, Airsya.]

Despite Airsya’s attitude, Frilla remained completely calm, nodding as she paid close attention.

Meanwhile, Diana Fren spoke again in a cold, steady voice.

“I warned you before, Kamon Vade.”

Her eyes narrowed as her voice became more venomous.

“I told you not to do anything you’d regret.”

She shook her head as if lamenting the situation, but her words dripped with malice.

“But now it’s too late. Today, you end here.”

“End? You’re talking about killing a fellow student?”

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic. Killing? No, no. Let’s call it an accident, shall we? Let’s not act like amateurs.”

“Diana, are you sure you can handle the consequences of this?”

“Handle? Hahaha, why would I? That’s something our dear host will take care of.”

Diana’s words hinted at Duke Romanoff’s approval, causing me to glare at her with cold, calculating eyes.

“What? Your reaction’s not as shocked as I expected. Did you already know?”

“…Of course I knew. After all this commotion, how could I not?”

Diana Fren smirked as she nodded lightly, muttering under her breath.

“Is that so? Well, that’ll make things faster, then.”

Her gaze grew sharper as she stared me down.


“Today, you’re going to die, Kamon Vade.”

“Really now?”

“Oh, just in case you’re wondering…”

Her voice took on a mocking tone again.

“Don’t tell me you’re thinking that if you stall long enough, someone might come to save you?”

“…”

With that, she burst into a fit of giggles, shaking her head as if she found the idea absurd.

“It’s hilarious. Elliott? Bren? Lois? Or maybe that high-and-mighty Cecilia? Who exactly do you think is going to save you, Kamon?”

Her laughter abruptly stopped, her expression darkening into something much more sinister.

And then—

“Well, goodbye, Kamon Vade. Let’s never see each other again.”

With her cold words, the group of assassins surrounding me began to move.

Step by step, they advanced, gradually limiting the space where I could move.

‘What kind of assassins make such an obvious move like that?’

I thought, as I quickly called out to Airsya and Frilla.

‘Are the explanations done?’

[More or less.]

[Yes, Master. I’ve understood most of it.]

‘Good. Then let’s initiate the formation.’

I ordered Airsya and Frilla, thinking about which spirit summoning circle would best break through the current situation.


‘Illusions? Paralysis? Or maybe spatial movement?’

Before coming to the Romanoff estate, I had been working hard to master the spirit summoning circles from the secret scroll Dean Delon gave me back at the academy.

And now, I could deploy most of the formations written in that scroll without much difficulty.

‘Though the power might be a bit lacking.’

But even that wouldn’t be a major issue now.

Before, I had only Airsya as a medium for casting spirit formations, but now I had Frilla, the Spirit of Sloth.

‘At the very least, the effect should be doubled, no, amplified several times over. Plus…’

*Vwoooom.*

The immense life force stored within the White SoldiersOrbWhite Soldiers ring.

It seemed that could be used for the spirit circle as well.

‘We’ll use the formation <White Soldiers>.’

[The White Soldiers Formation?]

Finally, I found a way not only to overcome this situation but to completely turn the tables.

If dozens of assassins were surrounding me, trying to kill me—

‘I’ll show them a wave of spirits greater than they’ve ever seen.’

The White Soldiers Formation summons hundreds of spirits at once, overwhelming enemies in a designated area with sheer numbers.

Of course, it required immense spirit power and delicate control, making it one of the highest difficulty formations.

But right now, I had all the conditions I needed to pull it off without a hitch.

‘Airsya, Frilla!’

[Yeah, yeah! Stop rushing me. And Frilla, you better not hold me back, or I’ll make sure you’re obliterated on the spot.]

[Don’t worry about me, Airsya. Just focus on getting things moving. Master wants us to act quickly.]

Frilla responded with absolute loyalty, causing Airsya to gag in disgust before swiftly taking action.

I then sent the energy stored within the White SoldiersOrbWhite Soldiers ring over to Frilla and asked.

‘Frilla, can you handle this energy?’

[Of course. This energy originates from me, after all. There’s no way I can’t control it.]

‘Good. Then I’ll use it to fuel the base of the White Soldiers Formation. Airsya, I’ll need you to handle the fine-tuning.’

[Tch, you only ask me for help in situations like this.]

Airsya pouted and displayed a sulky attitude, but despite that, she quickly adjusted the spirit energy, working to complete the spirit circle.

At that moment—

“What are you all doing? Finish it quickly. I *hate* waiting,” Diana Fren ordered coldly.

With her icy command, the assassins launched their assault.

*Tatak!*

Dozens of assassins rushed towards me simultaneously, their feet pounding the ground. The sight of them charging like a black cloud ready to engulf me made me shout quickly.

‘How much longer?’

[Five minutes, no, give me three.]

‘Tch, finish it in one!’

As I spoke, I infused mana into the bracelet on my other wrist.

At the same time—

*Vwooooom.*

The ancient bracelet started to glow intensely, its power spreading through my entire body with a teal aura.

And then—

*Swish! Thud!*

“…What the hell?!”

“It deflected the blade?”

One of the assassins’ daggers, which had been aimed directly at me, was deflected without cutting or penetrating my body. The assassins’ eyes filled with confusion and doubt.

I smirked, curling my lips up slightly as I spoke.

“You got your hit in. Now, it’s my turn, isn’t it?”

And then—

“White Soldiers Fireball! White Soldiers”

With a snap of my fingers, I summoned dozens of fireballs in midair.

*Shwoooosh!*

The fireballs shot rapidly toward the approaching assassins.

However—

*Tatak, Boom!*

*Hiss, Thud!*

The highly trained assassins swiftly dodged or split the fireballs, causing them to explode harmlessly. Basic magic attacks like Fireball had no significant effect on them.

“Everyone? You’re supposed to be the best in the business, aren’t you? This isn’t looking very impressive.”

Diana Fren mocked them from behind, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Her taunt caused the assassins to regain their focus, their expressions hardening.

One man, who seemed to be the leader, shouted in a low voice, “We finish this quickly. Everyone, attack at once!”

With a firm command, the assassins resumed their charge toward me.

At the same time—

[Kamon, it’s ready.]

Airsya’s voice rang in my ears.

I nodded and turned to face Diana, who stood behind the line of assassins.

“Hey, Diana,” I called out.

“…?”

She stared at me with a look of disbelief as if she couldn’t understand why I was addressing her so suddenly.

I grinned at her.

“I’ve decided I’m going to name the next heir of the Fren Merchant Guild today. What do you think?”

“What? Hah, what kind of nonsense are you spouting? Ridiculous.”

Diana scoffed, dismissing my words with a look of disdain. Her face twisted in irritation as she yelled again.

“For fuck’s sake, hurry up and finish him already!”

Ignoring her, I raised one side of my mouth into a half-smile.

“But it looks like you won’t be the heir, Diana. It’s time for us to end this, too.”

“……”

“White Soldiers White Soldiers Formation! White Soldiers”

With my booming shout, brilliant green-yellow light erupted from the ground where there had been no sign of magic before.

“What… what’s this light?”

“Watch out, it might be some kind of strange magic!”

“Damn it…”

The assassins, who had been charging toward me, hesitated and stopped in their tracks. I took advantage of their pause.

“Airsya, Frilla!”

[Been waiting for this!]

[Executing the command, Master!]

With their voices in sync, the green-yellow light on the ground transformed into a thick mist that spread rapidly.

Then—

*Whooooosh!*

A fierce wind howled, followed by—

*Thud!*

Something slammed into the ground with a powerful impact.

*Fwoooosh!*

The sound of roaring flames spread across the area.

“…?”

“What is that…?”

*Splash!*

And finally, accompanied by a wet, splattering sound, a colossal wolf formed entirely of transparent water appeared.

Behind it, more creatures emerged.

*Growl!*

*Screech!*

*Hissssss!*

A giant eagle, a lizard, and a massive golem—all made from different elements—appeared one after another.

“Spirits?”

“It’s spirits!”

“There’s more than one! How many are there…?”

The assassins, witnessing this overwhelming spectacle for the first time in their lives, stood in stunned silence, their faces frozen in shock.

[The summoning is complete. These spirits are weaker than those contracted through formal pacts, but their numbers are overwhelming.]

Airsya’s voice echoed in my mind, followed by Frilla’s detailed explanation.

[A total of 112 spirits have been summoned. However, they cannot move beyond the designated area, so proceed carefully, Master.]

Nodding slightly at their words, I turned my gaze toward one person.

‘Diana Fren.’

Fortunately, the spot where she stood was well within the range of the spirit summoning circle, <White Soldiers>.

“Well then, goodbye, Diana Fren.”

*Whoooosh!*

With my final murmured words, the army of over a hundred spirits surged forward like a wave, crashing down upon the assassins and Diana Fren.
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A wave of enormous spirits swept over the assassins, leaving them powerless and collapsed on the ground. Ignoring the fallen figures, I walked directly toward one person.

*Step, step.*

“Diana Fren.”

At the sound of my voice, Diana, whose hair was disheveled and who was sitting on the ground in defeat, let out a deep sigh.

“Hah…”

After that brief exhale, she looked up at me with sharp eyes, filled with frustration.

“What are you?”

For a moment, she stared at me, then started shouting again, filled with rage.

“Damn it! What the hell are you, Kamon Vade?!”

I crouched down beside her, meeting her eyes, and responded with a smirk.

“What do you think? Isn’t your question a little too obvious?”

“What?”

“I told you already. From now on, Elliot will be the one to inherit the Fren Merchant Guild, not you.”

“You bastard…”

She was about to spew more insults, but I quickly silenced her, placing my hand over her mouth and casting a spell.

“Shh. Silence.”

“…?!”

Diana’s eyes widened in shock, as though it was her first time being forcibly silenced. I leaned in close, speaking softly but firmly.

“The only reason I’m not killing you right now is because dealing with the aftermath would be too much of a hassle. So, don’t provoke me any further.”


“Mmph! Mmph!”

Diana struggled to respond, but with the Silence spell in effect, no sound escaped her mouth.

I shook my head as I looked at her.

“You’re still not getting it, huh?”

Trailing off, I turned my gaze to Airsya and gave her an order.

‘Prepare <Infinite Illusion>. Make it as stimulating and painful as possible.’

[What the hell? You just used <White Soldiers>, and now you want <Infinite Illusion>? Do you think I’m your slave, to be bossed around like this?]

Airsya jumped up in protest at my command, but before she could finish, Frilla calmly responded.

[I’ll prepare it right away, Master. Airsya, please give me a quick rundown of the spell.]

[Are you out of your mind?! Why would I teach you?!]

As the two bickered, I sighed and raised the Orb ring.

‘Frilla, sorry, but bear with me for a moment.’

[Of course, Master.]

[Hey, hey, what are you— Huh? Aaaaah!]

I began to spin the Orb rapidly, and Airsya, caught in the unpleasant sensation, started to melt, overwhelmed by the discomfort.

[Aaahh!]

Meanwhile, Frilla let out a strange noise, seemingly satisfied with the sensation.

‘…What’s up with this guy?’

Frilla’s unexpected reaction left me bewildered, but the priority was to have Airsya teach the spell.

[Ugh… fine, fine! I get it! Stop already!]


Finally, Airsya surrendered, and I halted the Orb.

Then—

[Mmm… I wouldn’t mind a little more education…]

Frilla muttered with a slightly flushed expression.

‘What?’

Airsya, now thoroughly irritated, yelled back with a snappy tone.

[What education? Shut up and listen to me carefully now. <Infinite Illusion> works like this…]

As Airsya began giving Frilla a concise explanation of the spirit formation, I turned back to Diana Fren and spoke again.

“Even though I’m speaking to you calmly like this, I know you won’t listen, right, Diana?”

“Mmph!”

Her fierce glare and resolute expression made it clear she had no intention of backing down, even without her saying a word. I didn’t need her to speak to understand her thoughts.

‘Yeah, this is just like Diana Fren.’

Seeing her unchanged attitude, I stood up and nodded.

‘Airsya, Frilla. Let’s begin as soon as you’re ready.’

[Got it.]

[Understood, Master.]

Diana Fren was someone I had once considered a character I should never turn into an enemy. But now, she and I were tangled in a web of bad blood, far beyond what could be resolved through words.

At this point, I had only one choice left.

‘Completely break her and make her submit.’

The spirit formation <Infinite Illusion> was a powerful spell that trapped the target in endless illusions. The content of the illusions could be tailored to my will. According to Dean Elmon’s writings, however, perfectly controlling the illusion and maintaining it required immense precision and vast spirit energy.


But I had—

‘Airsya and Frilla.’

With spirits like them directly controlling the power, and the endless stream of spirit energy from the Orb, I was confident I could create the illusion exactly as I envisioned.

Just then—

[We’re ready.]

Airsya’s voice came through, and I nodded.

‘Begin.’

At my command, the Orb ring began to emit a bright light. Airsya and Frilla moved naturally, positioning themselves to either side of Diana and extending their hands toward her head.

*Zzzzzzng.*

Strange symbols began to form on the ground, glowing faintly beneath Diana.

“Mmph! Mmm!”

She seemed to realize something was wrong and tried to scream in panic, but the Silence spell kept her words locked away.

As the intense light gathered and prepared to shoot into her forehead—

“Oh, one more thing I almost forgot.”

I smiled lightly and spoke to Diana.

“That diamond necklace of yours… I have it.”

“Mmmmmm!!”

Diana went into a wild frenzy, thrashing violently as the concentrated light pierced into her mind.

***

“Move aside.”

Cecilia Romanoff’s voice was firm and resolute, her face contorted with anger.

“I’m sorry, my lady,” a guard responded apologetically, but didn’t budge.

“Hey!”

“The guards surrounding the student council dormitories suddenly tightened their formation, making it impossible for anyone to leave or enter.”

The student council members who were being held inside looked around, confused and uneasy.

“What the hell is going on?”

Elliot’s voice broke the silence.

“Yeah, yesterday we were enjoying the hot springs… and now this?”

Lois added, perplexed.

“Kamon, Lucas, and Senior Arian are still outside.”

Bren noted, his tone filled with concern.

“Are we… in danger?”

Sol muttered, his voice trembling slightly.

Chelsea, who had been quietly observing, suddenly had a grim expression on her face.

“I’ll ask you one more time. Release the perimeter.”

Cecilia Romanoff, the student council president, demanded, her voice laced with frustration.

“…Apologies.”

One of the knights responded, still refusing to move.

“You can’t be serious!”

Cecilia shouted, unable to contain her anger any longer.

“Cecilia, stop.”

Rosen Ravenia, the student council vice president, intervened, gently placing a hand on Cecilia’s arm.

At that moment—

*Tadadak.*

The soldiers surrounding the dormitory began to move, parting to form a path as if they were parting the Red Sea. A single figure emerged from the crowd, walking down the path.

“Dad!”

Cecilia exclaimed, recognizing the man as Vitell Romanoff, her father, and the Duke of the Romanoff family. She immediately tried to rush toward him.

But—

*Thud!*

“…?!”

A thick arm from one of the knights blocked her way.

“What is the meaning of this?!”

Cecilia shouted, her voice trembling with both anger and confusion.

“I’m sorry, but no one is allowed to leave,” the knight replied, his tone unwavering.

Cecilia’s frustration boiled over, and she yelled toward her father, who was slowly approaching.

“Dad! Was this your order?!”

Vitell Romanoff said nothing, his expression unreadable as he continued walking toward her. Finally, he reached the spot where Cecilia and Rosen stood, his eyes briefly glancing at the knight who had blocked Cecilia.

Without a word, the knight quickly withdrew his arm, bowing respectfully.

Seeing this, Cecilia’s face flushed with anger.

“Dad, what is all of this—”

But before she could voice her complaint—

“Rosen.”

Vitell Romanoff spoke, his voice calm yet authoritative.

“…?”

“Dad?!”

Cecilia’s confusion deepened as her father addressed Rosen, not her.

Both Rosen and Cecilia looked equally shocked by his sudden focus on Rosen, but Vitell continued without pause.

“You haven’t forgotten the deal we made, have you?”

Vitell’s words were laced with an undercurrent of threat, causing Rosen’s face to harden immediately.

Lowering her head slightly, Rosen responded in a measured voice.

“…Yes, Your Grace.”

“R-Rosen? What are you doing?”

Cecilia’s voice was filled with confusion as she looked between her father and her best friend, trying to make sense of the situation.

Rosen turned to Cecilia with a strained smile.

“I’m sorry, Cecilia.”

“Huh…?”

Before Cecilia could react, Rosen suddenly struck her at the base of her neck.

*Thud!*

Cecilia’s eyes went wide with shock as her body slumped forward, unconscious before she even realized what had happened.

Rosen caught her limp body before she hit the ground and then looked up at Vitell Romanoff with cold, solemn eyes.

“The deal is still in place,” Rosen said.

“Good. Then I’ll leave it to you.”

Vitell Romanoff gave a small nod of approval before turning his gaze to his unconscious daughter and the other student council members in the distance. His expression remained indifferent as he turned to leave.

“Find Kamon Vade immediately,” he ordered, his voice echoing as he walked away.

As Vitell Romanoff moved further from the dormitory, the soldiers quickly closed ranks again, resealing the perimeter.

And with that—

“…”

“What… what did I just witness?”

“Rosen… Vice President Rosen knocked the President out!”

“And the Duke… he’s looking for Kamon? What did that guy do *this* time?!”

The remaining members of the student council could only stare in stunned silence, struggling to process the bizarre series of events they had just witnessed.

Then, suddenly—

*Crunch!*

The sound of gritted teeth echoed through the tense air.

*Tadak!*

“Chelsea?!”

Lois shouted in shock as Chelsea, who had been quietly observing the scene, suddenly launched herself into the air.

Moving with lightning speed, she attempted to break through the ranks of the soldiers and knights surrounding the dormitory.

“Stop her!”

“Quick! Don’t let her escape!”

“Be careful with your attacks! She’s an academy student—don’t injure her!”

Conflicting orders rang out as the soldiers scrambled in confusion.

*Tadadak!*

Chelsea, with incredible agility, vaulted over the perimeter, climbing swiftly onto the roof of the dormitory.

“She’s on the roof! Don’t let her get away!”

“Someone stop her already!”

The dormitory wasn’t a standalone building. It was part of a complex of interconnected structures, which played to Chelsea’s advantage.

*Tadadak!*

*Whoosh!*

Chelsea swiftly leaped from one rooftop to another, her movements as fast and graceful as a bird in flight.

“She’s too fast!”

“We’ve lost her!”

The soldiers, left behind in her wake, could only watch helplessly as Chelsea disappeared across the rooftops.

“She’s broken through. We’ve lost sight of her.”

“Damn it, chase after her! Don’t let her get away!”

Several groups of knights and soldiers immediately set off in pursuit, but Chelsea had already gained too much ground.

Amidst the chaos—

“Wait… where are President Cecilia and Vice President Rosen?”

“They… they’re gone.”

Both Cecilia Romanoff and Rosen Ravenia had vanished without a trace, leaving the remaining student council members even more bewildered.

TL Note: Rate us on NOVEL UPDATES
How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain - Chapter 189

				
Chapter 189

Diana Fren sat slumped on the ground, her eyes unfocused, lost in the infinite illusions.

Around her, the dozens of assassins who had attacked lay unconscious.

I looked at the scene before me and muttered to myself, “Still holding on?”

[Man, she’s tough, really tough. Is she even human?]

Airsya buzzed around, clearly exasperated.

Frilla, the Spirit of Sloth, nodded in agreement with Airsya’s words.

[Her mental resistance is impressive for her age. Most girls would have broken down long ago.]

The illusion Diana was trapped in wasn’t particularly complex. It was simple yet cruel: showing her the most painful version of her downfall—losing her position as the heir of the Fren Merchant Guild and being thrown out of her family, forced into a life worse than that of a slave.

At the same time, she was being tormented by nightmares and the things she feared most, repeatedly shown to her in the illusion.

“No wonder she’s called the Iron-Blooded Diana.”

As expected from a named character, breaking her spirit wasn’t easy. But it was only a matter of time. In the perfectly cast <Infinite Illusion>, even someone like Diana Fren wouldn’t be able to hold out forever. Eventually, her strong mental defenses would crumble.

Just then—

[Hey, Kamon, someone’s coming this way.]

Airsya warned, her voice more serious than before.

“What?”

I quickly checked the flow of mana around us, and sure enough, there was a group approaching.

“Is it people from the Romanoff Duke’s household?”

Judging by the number of auras, it seemed likely they were soldiers or knights from Duke Romanoff’s forces. But at the same time—

“Hm? There’s one ahead of them… and it feels familiar.”


I tilted my head, recognizing the energy signature.

[It seems like someone is being chased.]

Frilla added, answering the unspoken question in my expression.

“Chased?”

[Judging by the energy, it’s that girl Chelsea.]

“What? Chelsea?”

The name took me by surprise.

As I focused, the energy signature came closer at an alarming speed.

I looked back at Diana, still slumped and trapped in the illusion.

“How much longer?” I asked.

[She’s still resisting. Unbelievable.]

Airsya answered, a hint of frustration in her voice.

“Tsk.”

I had planned to fully deal with Diana, ensuring that she wouldn’t be a threat anymore. But now, with people approaching, there was a risk they’d discover what was happening. Diana Fren might be forcibly pulled out of the <Infinite Illusion> if they interfered.

The spell was fragile—one weak external impact, and it would break.

At that moment—

[Master, I can enter her mind and help maintain the spell from within.]

Frilla suddenly suggested, catching my attention.

“What?”

[Airsya mentioned the spell is weak to external interference. But if I enter her body and maintain the spell internally, even with external shocks, it should remain intact.]


Hearing this, I quickly turned to Airsya.

“Airsya, is that possible?”

[Hmm, in theory, yes. If one of us spirits holds the spell in place, it won’t break. But…]

“But?”

[There’s a risk. If something goes wrong, the spirit could get caught in the spell and be erased. That’s why *I* wouldn’t do it.]

Airsya’s voice was filled with irritation.

I shook my head immediately.

“Forget it, we’re not doing that.”

[Master, I’m willing to do it.]

Frilla insisted.

“No, I refuse. I’m not the kind of person who takes reckless gambles with my spirits.”

[Master…]

Frilla’s eyes sparkled with a kind of emotional gratitude.

I gave her a small nod and turned back to the task at hand.

[She’s here.]

Airsya said.

*Tadak.*

At the same moment, a figure swiftly approached, stopping right in front of me.

“Kamon!”

“Chelsea.”


Just as Airsya had predicted, the figure was none other than Chelsea Artine. She called my name urgently, her eyes scanning the surroundings, taking in the scene of unconscious assassins and Diana, sitting in a daze.

“What happened here? Are you okay?”

Her voice was filled with concern.

“I’m fine. Nothing serious. But why were you being chased?”

I knew that Duke Romanoff was moving against me, but the student council members were a separate matter. Why had Chelsea gotten involved?

Chelsea bit down hard on her lower lip before speaking.

“That man surrounded the entire dormitory. And then… they knocked out President Cecilia and took her away.”

“What?”

“I couldn’t just stay there, helpless, so I escaped before something worse happened.”

I remained silent for a moment, processing her words.

Duke Romanoff had clearly made up his mind. He was moving decisively to eliminate me, going as far as to detain the student council members to prevent any interference.

‘Chelsea must have fought back and managed to escape,’ I thought.

“What about them?”

Chelsea glanced at the assassins scattered around and Diana, who was still sitting lifelessly in the illusion.

“Assassins.”

“What?”

Her eyes widened in shock.

“Why do you look so surprised? You know this happens all the time.”

Chelsea shook her head in disbelief before turning her gaze to Diana.

“And what about her?”

“Yeah, she’s getting… ‘educated.’”

“Educated?”

“Yeah, I’m teaching her to recognize her place.”

I grinned, a dark smile spreading across my face.

[Airsya’s right. This isn’t the time to be so relaxed.]

[Master, the pursuers are getting closer.]

Airsya and Frilla’s voices echoed in my mind.

And then—

“There they are!”

“They’re over here! Wait, what’s that?”

The knights and soldiers of the Romanoff Duke’s household finally arrived, spotting me and Chelsea.

“There, that’s Kamon Vade, right?”

“Report to the Duke immediately. Tell him we’ve found Kamon Vade.”

They quickly tightened the circle around us, forming a barrier that closed in, leaving little room for escape.

Chelsea, noticing their intent, shot them a sharp look before speaking to me in a serious tone.

“They’re after you, right?”

“Yeah, you know how popular I am.”

I shrugged, trying to lighten the mood, though the situation was far from amusing.

Chelsea shook her head in disbelief, but her eyes hardened with resolve.

“Kamon, I’ll hold them off here. You need to escape. Once you’re out of Romanoff territory, they won’t be able to chase you.”

Her voice was steady, but it was clear she was ready to sacrifice herself for me. I responded in a low voice.

“And what about you?”

“I’ll be fine. If things get too dicey, I can always use my master’s name to get out of trouble.”

She smiled faintly, her fingers brushing the hairpin in her hair as she spoke.

“This is my way of repaying the favor for that gift you gave me.”

“What?”

“We’ll meet again, Kamon.”

Before I could even react or respond, Chelsea was already dashing towards the soldiers, ready to break through their ranks.

But I wasn’t about to let her face them alone.

“No need for that. Airsya!”

[Ugh, how many times is this today?]

[Hurry, follow Master’s command!]

With the voices of my two spirits ringing in my ears, a giant butterfly-shaped light began to form on the ground beneath us.

“What the… What is this?”

It was a large-scale spirit formation I had used once before—designed to throw people into confusion.

From the giant butterfly-shaped light, small lights shot out, transforming into the shapes of real butterflies, which fluttered towards the knights and soldiers.

“What the—?”

“W-What’s happening?”

As the illusions unfolded before them, the soldiers became confused, their perception distorted by the overwhelming illusions.

Chelsea, who had been about to charge forward, stopped in her tracks, her expression turning blank as she processed what was happening.

I grabbed her hand before she could react further.

“Let’s go, Chelsea.”

For a moment, she seemed startled by my sudden action, her eyes widening in surprise.

“…?!”

But then, her expression softened into a faint smile, and she nodded.

“Okay.”

***

*Gasp!*

Diana Fren awoke with a start, gasping for air. Her chest heaved as she tried to steady her breathing, her eyes darting around the unfamiliar room.

What she saw first was—

“Are you awake?”

“Duke… Romanoff?”

It was Vitell Romanoff, his gaze cold and impassive as he looked down at her.

Still disoriented, Diana stared at him, confusion clouding her expression. But soon, a wave of pain hit her, and she grabbed her head with one hand, wincing.

“Ugh.”

“It seems the aftereffects are still lingering.”

Romanoff spoke in his usual monotone, acknowledging her struggle, then continued with a nod.

“I heard it was a powerful mental magic. If you’re having difficulty, we can talk later.”

“N-No, I’m… fine… Ugh!”

Diana gritted her teeth, her face contorting in pain again, but she forced herself to endure it, biting down hard on her lower lip.

“I’m fine.”

And then—

“What about Kamon? That bastard… what happened to him?”

“He disappeared.”

“What?”

“He left you behind and vanished.”

Romanoff explained the situation calmly. Kamon Vade had used some kind of mysterious power to cast a mass confusion spell on the soldiers surrounding him. Taking advantage of the chaos, he escaped with Chelsea Artin. By the time Romanoff’s elite knights arrived, it was already too late.

“The only one left behind was you. Reviving you wasn’t an easy task either.”

Diana had been trapped in Kamon’s mental magic for a long time, experiencing endless torment. Romanoff hadn’t had any reason to help her, but he had chosen to break the spell and free her.

Even the mages under the Duke’s command had struggled to remove the strange, unnatural magic that had been etched into her mind.

“…”

Listening quietly, Diana bowed her head.

“I will never forget this favor, Your Grace.”

Her voice was firm, resolute, as she expressed her gratitude.

Romanoff gave a slight nod in response.

“I expect nothing less.”

“…”

After a brief silence, Diana looked up at him again, determination flashing in her eyes.

“Are you still pursuing Kamon?”

Vitell Romanoff turned his gaze to the window, staring out without answering immediately.

“…”

The silence stretched long enough for Diana to understand the meaning behind it. Romanoff was indeed chasing Kamon, but there had been no significant results yet.

That’s why—

“Please, give me another chance. I will capture him—”

“No, there’s no need for that.”

Romanoff cut her off, his voice resolute, leaving no room for argument.

Then, his gaze darkened as he added.

“I will take care of him. No matter where he hides, there is no place within the reach of Romanoff’s name where he will escape.”

Despite the calmness in his tone, there was a dark and foreboding weight to his words, like an ominous shadow creeping into the air.

Diana could sense it—if things continued like this, the Fren Merchant Guild’s influence might be completely swallowed by the Romanoff family. Desperation filled her as she quickly bowed her head again, pleading.

“Then please, let me assist you. If Kamon and his companions make contact with the outside, things could become complicated. I can mobilize all the personnel and networks of the Fren Merchant Guild currently in the territory—”

“No need.”

“What?”

“I’ve already blocked all the mana across the entire territory, severing communication with the outside world.”

Romanoff’s voice was cold, unyielding. Diana stood there, processing what he had just said, her mind racing.

‘Cut off all mana in the entire territory?’

That meant that no matter where in the Romanoff domain—whether cities, towns, or villages—communication with the outside world had been completely severed. No one would know what was happening here until it was too late.

A chill ran down Diana’s spine as she realized the full implications of his actions. Fear crept into her, and she struggled to maintain her composure as she stared at the Duke.

“…So, what will you give me in return?”

Vitell Romanoff asked suddenly.

“Pardon?”

“I saved your life, didn’t I? As a merchant, surely you know the value of such things. So tell me, how much is your life worth?”

A chilling smile crept across Romanoff’s face as he asked the question, and Diana Fren’s face turned pale as a sheet.
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“Hmm…”

Cecilia Romanoff, who had been unconscious, finally let out a groan as she regained consciousness.

“Are you awake, Cecilia?”

A soft voice greeted her, making Cecilia jerk her head around in surprise.

“Rosen! How… how could you…!”

She shouted, her eyes filled with confusion and betrayal.

“I’m sorry. I had no other choice at the time.”

Rosen Ravenia’s face showed genuine remorse as she slightly bowed her head.

“If I hadn’t acted then, the Duke wouldn’t have backed down so easily.”

Despite Rosen’s apologetic tone, Cecilia remained on guard, her voice cold and rigid.

“Where are we? Where did you bring me?”

“Look around. It’s somewhere you know.”

Rosen’s response was calm.

Cecilia, still wary, scanned her surroundings. Slowly, she recognized where she was.

“My room?”

“That’s right. I brought you here to avoid prying eyes.”

“Why would we need to hide from people?”

Cecilia asked, her confusion deepening.

Rosen’s expression darkened slightly as she explained.


“This entire estate has been cut off from the outside world. That means we’ve lost all ways of communicating with the academy.”

“…”

Cecilia was speechless.

“And right now, the target the Duke’s forces are after… Kamon Vade.”

“What?!”

Cecilia’s face turned deathly pale upon hearing Rosen’s words.

“Why? Why are they after Kamon? And when you say ‘target,’ do you mean…?”

Her voice trailed off, horror creeping in as she started to piece together what Rosen meant.

“Yes, I’m afraid it’s exactly what you’re thinking, Cecilia.”

Rosen confirmed, her tone grave.

Cecilia’s face fell further, darkened with despair.

“But why…?”

“It doesn’t matter why right now. If we stay here doing nothing, Kamon could be in real danger.”

Rosen’s words were direct.

“That can’t happen!”

Cecilia screamed, clutching Rosen’s arm tightly.

Just moments ago, she had been filled with suspicion and anger towards Rosen, but now, at the mention of Kamon Vade’s predicament, her entire demeanor had shifted.

Her eyes blazed with determination as she looked up at Rosen, ready to do anything necessary.

“Tell me what I can do. Tell me what I need to do, Rosen.”

“Cecilia…”


Rosen gave her a bittersweet smile.

It pained her to see how Cecilia, who had been so cold and distant moments earlier, was now turning to her for help—just because of Kamon’s name.

‘Is this why unrequited love hurts so much?’

Rosen thought, a twinge of sadness passing through her. But she hid it well, maintaining a soft smile.

“You don’t need to worry too much. It won’t be easy, but there is a way.”

“A way? What way?”

Cecilia’s face lit up with renewed hope as she urgently asked.

Her feelings at the moment were filled with frustration and helplessness. While she resented her father’s actions, what infuriated her more was her inability to do anything about it.

And now, learning that her father was targeting Kamon Vade only fueled her resolve further. She was willing to do anything—even betray her own father—if it meant protecting Kamon.

“We need to get to the Duke’s office.”

“My father’s office?”

Rosen nodded.

“Yes. The entire Romanoff territory is currently cut off from all external mana connections. But do you think that means there’s no way to communicate with the outside world?”

“Isn’t there?”

Cecilia asked, her expression skeptical.

“There’s always one line that can never be cut. That’s the connection that only the lord of the territory—your father—can use.”

“…!”

Cecilia’s eyes widened in realization.

Rosen’s plan was clear: use the secret communication line that only Duke Romanoff could access to inform the outside world about the current situation and request help from the academy.

“But… what if there isn’t such a line?”


“There is. Trust me.”

Rosen spoke with unwavering confidence.

“H-How can you be so sure?”

Cecilia asked, still doubtful.

“Because I’m also from one of the five Elector families, just like you.”

Rosen answered with a sly smile.

“…?!”

Seeing Cecilia’s stunned expression, Rosen explained further.

“The five Elector families always have an unbreakable external mana connection. My father told me about this himself, so I know it’s true.”

“So then…”

“We just need to figure out how to sneak into your father’s office without him noticing.”

Rosen winked playfully.

“That’s why I brought you here, Cecilia. The office is in the same mansion, after all.”

***

“…Where are we?”

Chelsea asked, her voice full of curiosity.

“A secret place.”

I replied.

We had escaped to the hidden chamber where the essence of the hot spring had been stored. Of course, staying here would eventually get us caught, but—

[After spending some time here, I sense that there’s likely another hidden space further in. There’s no visible path, but I believe there’s a way to access it.]

“Another hidden space?”

Frilla’s unexpected observation piqued my curiosity. I leaned in closer to Chelsea and whispered.

“Chelsea, look around. See if you can find any hidden mechanisms.”

“Mechanisms?”

“Yeah, there are a lot of secrets in this place.”

Chelsea smiled faintly at my words and nodded, then began searching the area with me, looking for anything unusual or out of place.

Eventually—

“Kamon, look here.”

“Hm?”

I rushed over to where Chelsea was standing. Beneath the central pillar that once held the essence of the hot spring, I noticed something strange about the floor.

The floor was segmented into several parts, all interlocking like pieces of a puzzle.

“Tsk. Looks like it could move somehow.”

“Right? I tried messing with it, but it didn’t budge.”

Chelsea explained, frowning slightly. I gripped the pillar tightly and gave it a strong push.

“Hrrngh!”

But—

“…It really doesn’t move.”

Just like Chelsea said, the central pillar was rooted firmly in the ground, not budging at all despite my efforts to move it.

‘Frilla, is this pillar something created by the previous Red Mage?’

[No, Master. This place existed long before I was sealed here.]

‘It existed before?’

[Yes. I don’t know why the Red Mage chose this place, but the pillar that trapped me was already here for a long time before.]

Frilla’s explanation made me certain that the strange lines carved into the base of the pillar were hiding some sort of secret.

The only question now was: how do we open it?

“Ugh.”

I tried twisting the pillar again, straining with all my might, but it refused to budge.

At that moment—

[You fool. Do you think a secret door will open just because you try brute force?]

Airsya cackled from the side, clearly amused by my fruitless efforts.

I shot her an irritated glance.

‘If you’re so clever, why don’t you tell me how to open it then?’

[Hmm… I wouldn’t know either.]

Airsya took a step back, smirking as she distanced herself from the situation. Meanwhile, Frilla shook her head and offered a suggestion.

[This pillar was also used to transform my slothful power into healing energy, Master. Perhaps you could try using the healing energy you recently acquired.]

‘Healing energy?’

[Yes. Though my power was forcibly altered, this place has always been tied to healing magic. It might be connected somehow.]

Frilla’s suggestion made sense. I focused my attention on the **Orb** ring and drew forth the powerful life energy I had recently absorbed. A gentle blue-green glow began to emanate from the ring.

“Kamon?”

Chelsea noticed the shift in the air, her voice laced with concern.

I quickly reassured her.

“Don’t worry. I just want to test something.”

As I channeled the immense life force stored within the **Orb**, the moment I directed it toward the pillar—

*Zzzzzzng.*

The pillar began to vibrate subtly, and a matching blue-green light started to shine from its base.

[Oh, looks like that was the right idea.]

Airsya murmured, sounding surprised.

‘Good thinking, Frilla.’

[Thank you, Master.]

Frilla remained humble, simply bowing her head.

With the constant flow of life energy being channeled from the **Orb** into the pillar—

*Zzzzzing, Thunk!*

“…!”

“Kamon, the pillar is moving!”

The pillar, which had been rooted firmly in place, began to rotate slowly. As it turned, the lines at the base shifted, revealing small gaps between the previously interlocked segments.

“Just a little more, and it’ll open completely.”

Focusing my energy, I continued channeling the life force into the pillar. Soon enough, the entire structure rotated fully, and—

“…Stairs.”

As the lines separated, the floor revealed a hidden stairwell leading downward into darkness.

“I can’t believe there was something like this hidden here…”

Chelsea murmured in awe.

I turned to her and asked with a playful tone.

“What do you think, Chelsea? Want to head back now?”

“…”

Chelsea didn’t say a word, simply glaring at me in response. I raised my hands in mock surrender.

“Kidding, kidding. Of course, we’re going together.”

“Let’s go, Kamon.”

Chelsea smiled faintly, her resolve clear. We stepped onto the dark stairwell together, making our way down into the unknown depths.

As we descended, the pillar behind us began to rotate back into its original position, sealing the entrance shut. The gaps that had opened before closed seamlessly as if they had never existed.

*Thud, thud.*

Without looking back, we continued down the stairs. After what felt like an eternity, we were greeted by a sight that left both of us speechless.

“…”

“What is this?”

In front of us was something completely unexpected.

[Secret Laboratory of the Archmage Katryzin, Who Sealed the Demon King Agnito.]

“Ka-Katryzin? You mean *the* Archmage from the legends?”

Chelsea’s voice trembled with shock as she read the inscription. The meaning was clear: this was the actual laboratory used by Katryzin, the legendary mage who had fought alongside the hero to defeat the Demon King Agnito.

But that wasn’t the only thing that caught my attention.

‘So, it was true…’

Beneath the plaque introducing the laboratory, there was another inscription:

[Visited by the Red Mage Anne Carson.]

I had found yet another trace of Anne Carson.
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“Is that Anne Carson, the former Red Mage?”

Chelsea’s murmured words, upon seeing the inscription, made me nod in confirmation.

“Yes, she was Beatrice’s master.”

“First, the legendary mage Katryzin, and now the former Red Mage…?”

Chelsea, who was usually so composed, found herself muttering in awe as she continued to scan the area. It wasn’t every day one stumbled upon the hidden research lab of a Archmage.

For someone like Chelsea, who was training to become a swordmaster, a place like this might be an incredible opportunity—a chance to discover unimaginable secrets.

Besides, this place hadn’t even been mentioned in the original story. We were the first to uncover it.

But there was something more important than just stumbling upon a treasure trove.

‘I need to check if there are any more traces of Anne here.’

I needed to find Anne Carson, the former Red Mage. She was the key to breaking the curse that had been plaguing my body.

I called out to Frilla, urgency in my voice.

‘Frilla, did Anne visit this place before?’

[From what I remember, there was no mention of such a place.]

Frilla shook her head, answering decisively.

I nodded and turned my focus to both Airsya and Frilla.

‘Then can you two quickly check if there are any traces of anyone else who’s been here recently?’

[Why should I—]

[I’ll get on it right away.]

Frilla immediately responded, cutting off Airsya, who clicked her tongue in Annoyance.


[Ugh, that guy doesn’t know how to relax, does he!]

Airsya grumbled.

‘So, are you not going to help, Airsya?’

I asked, trying to hold back a smirk.

[Fine, fine! Stop rushing me. I was going to check anyway.]

Despite her complaints, Airsya begrudgingly complied.

‘Wouldn’t it be easier if you just agreed to help from the start?’

I kept the thought to myself, watching as Airsya and Frilla went about their task. It was amusing how different they were, yet their dynamic somehow balanced things out.

Just then—

“Kamon,”

Chelsea called out to me in a quiet tone.

“Yeah? What is it?”

“I think we should head deeper inside. There’s nothing here for us.”

Chelsea’s tone was certain, as if she’d already scouted the area thoroughly. I gave her a nod.

“Alright, let’s head further in.”

This place wasn’t just any old laboratory—it was the secret research lab of Katryzin, a legendary mage who had been part of the hero’s party that sealed the Demon King, Agnito. Even though it seemed someone had already been here, there was still a good chance we might stumble upon incredible artifacts or long-lost treasures.

‘I don’t know much about Katryzin’s full capabilities, but just being part of the team that sealed Agnito proves she was extraordinarily powerful.’

In the original story, many of the hero-related adventures and opportunities that Kyle, the protagonist, encountered were connected to the members of the hero’s party who had sealed the Demon King.

So, this lab likely held valuable secrets, just like those places did.

Moreover, according to Frilla, this lab was already infused with a significant amount of healing energy long before Anne had sealed her here and forcibly converted her power into life energy. The secret to that energy might still be hidden here.

‘That means there’s a high chance that the secret behind the healing power lies within this lab.’


I set two clear objectives.

First, to find more traces of Anne and figure out where she might be now.

Second, to uncover the secrets behind the hidden powers of this place.

And if I could discover some way to harness those powers for myself, all the better.

As these thoughts crossed my mind, we approached a door deeper inside the lab.

[Master, there are no other lifeforms detected in the area.]

[Frilla’s right. There doesn’t seem to be anything else around.]

‘Not even any guardians or golems protecting the place?’

[None, Master. It looks like the previous visitor already dealt with them.]

[Judging by the debris and damage, whoever was here before us likely took care of all the defenses.]

With both Airsya and Frilla confirming that there were no threats, I relaxed slightly.

It seemed there was nothing left here to endanger us, and while Anne had left traces behind, she had long since departed.

‘Well, the inscription itself implies she’s already gone, but it doesn’t hurt to be cautious.’

Satisfied with the findings, I turned to Chelsea.

“If we pull that lever, it should open, right?”

Without hesitation, Chelsea grabbed the small lever attached to the door and pulled.

*Rumble, rumble!*

With the sound of gears grinding into place, the massive stone door began to open, slowly revealing what lay beyond.

*Rumble, boom!*

The door fully opened, as if welcoming new visitors into the lab.


*Hack! Cough, cough!*

Both Chelsea and I immediately covered our faces, coughing as a thick cloud of dust and a strong, musty odor billowed out from inside.

It seemed no one had been here in a long, long time.

After a moment of adjusting to the air, we cautiously stepped inside.

The interior revealed a long, dimly lit hallway. The architecture was surprisingly elegant, more reminiscent of a noble’s mansion than a secret research lab.

“Is this really a secret lab?”

Chelsea asked, disbelief coloring her tone.

It looked more like a place where people used to live.

The further we walked, the more that impression was solidified. There was an ornate carpet lining the floors, and—

*Fwoosh.*

Unlit torches hanging on the walls ignited automatically as we passed, illuminating our path.

“There are paintings on the walls.”

Chelsea pointed out, drawing my attention to the artwork that adorned the hallway. Most of the paintings were extravagant, showcasing scenes of nature, grand landscapes, or people dressed in opulent attire.

“Do you think we could sell these paintings for a good price?”

Chelsea gave me a blank stare in response, clearly unamused.

“I was kidding, kidding.”

Though, to be honest, ancient paintings like these could fetch a high price if sold to the right buyer. A bit of a shame, really.

I sighed and refocused as we continued walking down the hallway.

“Are those artifacts over there?”

“Yeah, that seems right,” Chelsea nodded in agreement as she scanned the cluttered corridor. Scattered around us were numerous magical artifacts, or at least what appeared to be magical artifacts. They were strewn across the wide hallway, some looking ancient and worn, others still gleaming with faint magical energy.

If these were all created by Archmage Katryzin, they would undoubtedly be priceless.

‘Looks like even the Romanoff family doesn’t know about this place.’

I couldn’t tell why the secret lab of the Archmage, who had been part of the hero’s party that sealed the Demon King, was hidden beneath the Romanoff family’s territory. But judging from the state of things, it seemed clear that neither Duke Romanoff nor his predecessors were aware of this lab’s existence.

‘If they did know, they would have excavated and sold everything off long ago, or claimed it for themselves.’

Just then, Chelsea interrupted my thoughts.

“Kamon, over there.”

I turned in the direction she was pointing and saw a small door nestled between the walls of the corridor. It was the first deviation we’d come across since entering the hallway.

“A door?”

Both of us immediately tensed, raising our guard. Even though the place seemed abandoned, we couldn’t ignore this door.

“Should we check it out?” I asked.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Without further hesitation, we approached the door together. I reached for the handle, and as I pushed it open—

*Creeeeaaak.*

The door groaned on its old hinges, revealing a stale, musty smell that wafted into our faces.

“Books? Is this a library?” Chelsea observed.

“Seems like it.”

The room was lined wall to wall with towering bookshelves, each filled with countless volumes.

“Huh, the first room we find in this grand lab is a library…?” I muttered. There was something strange about the architecture—it didn’t feel like a typical research lab. But that wasn’t the issue now. We needed to see what we could learn from this place.

“Let’s start searching, Chelsea.”

“Got it.”

We split up, each taking a section of the room to explore. I made my way toward a particular shelf that caught my attention.

[Diaries]

The label was simple and direct, written in neat, precise handwriting. Archmage Katryzin, it seemed, was a very organized person. Several books labeled as diaries were lined up neatly on the shelf, sorted by date.

“Looks like I can start with the most recent entries,” I muttered to myself.

I pulled out the last book in the sequence and opened it without hesitation. The final entry was dated nearly two hundred years ago.

“Wow, this is old.”

I thought about the legendary party of heroes as I flipped through the pages, scanning the contents.

Soon enough—

‘So, Katryzin was the one who originally planned and created the Vishran Hot Springs?’

The diary recounted the early history of the Vishran Hot Springs, a place now considered a sacred site by the Romanoff family. According to Katryzin’s notes, long before the Romanoffs claimed the land, Katryzin had built this secret research lab, and in doing so, she had wanted to create a hot spring infused with healing magic that would last indefinitely.

“And the Romanoffs just stumbled upon it and took credit, huh?”

Katryzin had originally created the hot spring as a personal retreat, a place to indulge in relaxation while also preserving her healing magic. But it wasn’t until about thirty years ago that the Romanoff family rediscovered the springs and began fully developing them.

This was around the same time that the Spirit of Sloth, Frilla, had been captured and sealed by Anne Carson, the former Red Mage.

“So something must’ve happened in between…”

It was possible that the hot springs, originally created by Katryzin, had been forgotten over the centuries and then revived by Ann.

“Well, it’s not that important now.”

I shrugged and continued reading the diary, going further back in time with each entry.

I was lost in thought, flipping through the pages, when—

“Kamon!”

Chelsea’s voice broke my concentration.

I looked up to see her walking toward me, holding a book in her hand.

“Take a look at this,” she said as she handed it to me.

The title of the book read:

[On the Demon King Agnito and His Sealing]

It was a detailed account written by Archmage Katryzin herself, focused on the sealing of the Demon King Agnito. Chelsea pointed to a specific section of the text—an entry about the seal.

“Here, read this part.”

[…In truth, the Demon King does not die. Or rather, it is more accurate to say that he cannot be destroyed. Until the day comes when a true hero, chosen by the world, emerges to bring eternal rest to the Demon King, no force, no being, will be able to end him. Thus, we were left with no choice but to seal him. Though the seal may not last forever, it should hold until the hero chosen by the world appears.]

The passage sounded grand and ominous, but knowing the original storyline, it wasn’t that shocking to me.

In the original plot, the Demon King eventually revived, and Kyle, the protagonist, became the chosen hero destined to defeat him once and for all. It was the cornerstone of the story.

“The Demon King can’t be destroyed…?”

Chelsea’s voice trembled slightly, and I could see the fear settling into her eyes.

For Chelsea, someone living in this world, this revelation must have been terrifying. If what the book said was true, then the Demon King, who had been sealed by the hero’s party two hundred years ago, could come back to life at any time. And if the hero hadn’t yet appeared when that happened, the world could very well be doomed.

Seeing Chelsea tremble slightly, I patted her on the shoulder to reassure her.

“Don’t worry. The seal won’t break so easily.”

“…You really think so?”

She tried to be optimistic, her eyes searching mine for reassurance. I nodded confidently.

“Yeah.”

‘The Demon King’s revival is still years away, anyway.’

Of course, I kept that thought to myself and continued reading the text.

[Thus, we divided the Demon King’s soul into several parts and sealed them across the far reaches of the continent. By combining my power with Camel’s, we succeeded in splitting the Demon King’s soul into seven fragments, ultimately securing his imprisonment.]

“Seven fragments?”

Now this was news to me.

The exact method of the Demon King’s sealing had never been clearly explained in the original story. All I knew was that the Demon King eventually revived when the time was right, and Kyle, as the chosen hero, had to step up and stop him.

“If the Demon King’s soul was split into seven parts, that means it’ll be much harder to break the seal on him.”

Chelsea, who was reading alongside me, sighed in relief, her voice sounding a bit more relaxed now.

*Thud!*

I suddenly slammed the book shut.

“…?”

Chelsea looked at me in confusion, silently asking why I had stopped reading so abruptly.

I smiled and shrugged.

“We’ve gotten all the information we need. Now, it’s time for the real treasure hunt. Don’t you think?”
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A Archmage’s research lab. If there aren’t treasures here, then where else could they be?

With that thought, Chelsea and I left the first room and continued walking down the long hallway, eager to explore what the next doors might hold.

“There’s another door,” Chelsea said, pointing ahead.

We approached the second room and opened the door cautiously.

*Swoooosh!*

“Ugh, what the hell—”

“That smell’s awful!”

A powerful gust of wind hit us, accompanied by a putrid, foul odor that made both of us wince.

Once the wind died down, we peeked inside the room and saw…

“Is this… a prison?” Chelsea murmured, tilting her head at the sight of the large iron bars filling the room. Scattered on the floor were several bones—huge ones and small ones alike.

“Those are monster bones, right?”

The varying sizes of the skeletal remains made it clear: this was a holding area for different monsters. We realized this must have been a place where creatures were held for experimentation.

“Looks like they used to trap monsters here for experiments,” I said as I scanned the room more thoroughly. My eyes soon landed on small plaques hanging from the iron bars, identifying each cell’s occupant.

[Snow Ogre], [Crimson Orc], [Valley Werewolf], [Mega Harpy], and more.

Seeing the names of these rare and unique monsters confirmed it. There was no need to linger here. I turned and said, “Let’s move on to the next room.”

Neither of us had any particular interest in monster studies, so we left the second room and quickly located the third.

This time…

“We hit the jackpot,” Chelsea whispered.

“Looks like we did.”


The room was filled with shelves stacked high with various potions and strange concoctions. From the labels and the descriptions, it was clear that these potions had been personally brewed by Archmage Katryzin herself.

Scanning the room, we quickly began grabbing anything that looked useful or interesting.

Among the potions, one, in particular, caught my eye.

[Potion of Nonexistence]

The name alone was intriguing enough to warrant attention. It wasn’t just a simple invisibility potion; it was a potion that could make you entirely undetectable—not just invisible, but untraceable in every sense.

[Did such a potion really exist?]

Frilla wondered aloud.

[If it was created by Archmage Katryzin, it’s not impossible. She was rumored to have mastered even the art of creation magic.]

Frilla’s tone was full of admiration.

[Hah! Creation magic? Is she trying to be some kind of god of magic? Humans and their arrogance…]

Airsya grumbled.

I nodded at Frilla’s assessment.

‘Exactly. That’s why we need to take these with us. Potions like this are rare, and we’ll never find them anywhere else.’

We continued to pack our bags with the most valuable-looking potions. I called over to Chelsea, “Take what you need, and let’s move on. There’s still more to explore.”

“Got it,” Chelsea responded, her hands already full of potions.

We moved on from the third room, leaving with armfuls of rare and strange potions. The next stop was the fourth room, and it felt like we were entering an actual treasure trove.

“Whoa, what is all this?”

“These are… artifacts. At least at the Unique grade, possibly even Legendary or Mythical.”

Chelsea’s eyes were wide with astonishment as she looked around.

She wasn’t exaggerating. The fourth room was like a display case for incredibly powerful magical artifacts. Items that would be priceless on the market were just lying here, waiting to be claimed.

“What’s this?” I asked as I picked up a circular artifact resembling a hula hoop.


“That one… it’s an artifact for continent-wide teleportation. You can use it once a week,” Chelsea read from the description nearby.

“What? Continent-wide teleportation?”

[That… that kind of magic is possible?]

Airsya asked, clearly taken aback.

[If rumors about her mastering creation magic were true, then this makes sense.]

Frilla added, still calm.

Teleportation magic was highly advanced. Even for the most skilled mages, teleportation had its limits, usually restricted to specific distances. Yet, here was an artifact capable of teleporting across continents.

‘If something like this already existed, magical engineering would have been far more advanced by now.’

Living in this world as Kamon Vade, I’d learned that the technology and magic levels were surprisingly inconsistent. There were times when certain advancements felt more advanced than 21st-century technology, while other aspects felt frustratingly medieval.

“Kamon, look at this. Is this what I think it is?”

I glanced over at what Chelsea was holding. “A meteor scroll?”

A magic scroll capable of summoning a meteor. Now that was something you didn’t see every day. Seeing something like this made it clear that continuing to search for more treasures would be worth the effort.

“What are you waiting for, Chelsea?”

“Huh?”

“Start grabbing everything you can!”

My urgent tone made Chelsea give a determined nod. With renewed vigor, we started to take as much as we could from the treasure-laden fourth room. Unfortunately, some items were too large to carry, but we took what we could.

“It’s a shame we can’t take everything,” Chelsea sighed.

“We’ll come back later. This is more than enough for now,” I reassured her, though I did feel a pang of regret for the artifacts we had to leave behind.

We left the fourth room with bags full of artifacts and potions. As expected from a secret research lab, there were items here that could cause immense chaos if they were ever revealed to the outside world.

By the time we’d explored the fifth and sixth rooms, we had gathered an assortment of powerful potions, treasures, and ancient tomes. But something still nagged at me.


‘There’s no sign of Anne yet.’

Despite the fact that Anne Carson, the former Red Mage, had visited this place before us, she hadn’t taken anything—no potions, no artifacts, no scrolls. She left everything behind, only marking her presence at the entrance. It didn’t make sense.

‘Why would she ignore all this?’

[Maybe she’s already a great enough mage that none of this interests her anymore?]

Airsya suggested.

Frilla, however, shook her head.

[No. The Red Mage was incredibly greedy. The fact that she sealed me here and forcibly converted my power into life energy proves she always had a goal in mind. There’s no way she left everything here without reason.]

Frilla’s voice was filled with disdain as she spoke of Anne. It was clear that whatever Anne had done to her, Frilla hadn’t forgiven.

I nodded in agreement.

‘We’ll keep searching this place to the very end.’

“Let’s keep moving,” I said.

“Alright,” Chelsea agreed without hesitation.

After returning to the hallway, we continued our journey through the seemingly endless corridor. Eventually, we came to what appeared to be the final room.

“There it is.”

“That must be the last door.”

Unlike the other doors, this one was massive, covered in rust, and situated at the very end of the corridor. The way it stood there, almost beckoning us, made it clear that this was the final room of the research lab.

As we approached, tension rose between us. I grabbed the rusty handle, and as I did—

*Zzzzzing.*

The door began to glow with a bright light, and an unfamiliar voice echoed in the air.

<Have you come here as my successor? Or are you an uninvited guest?>

The voice was ancient and raspy, but from the tone, it was easy to assume that this was the voice of Archmage Katryzin.

And then—

<One of you is an uninvited guest.>

‘What?’

Suddenly—

“Ahhh!”

*Thud!*

“What do you mean by the essence of a Archmage…?”

My voice echoed as I repeated the old man’s words. The title alone carried immense weight—so much so that my pulse quickened at the prospect of what exactly I was about to inherit.

The old man—or rather, the echo of Archmage Katryzin—let out a soft chuckle, his form shimmering faintly in the golden light.

“Yes, the essence of the Archmage. It is the culmination of all the knowledge, power, and wisdom that Katryzin gathered throughout his long life. As the one recognized as his heir, you shall inherit this essence. Through it, you will gain unparalleled mastery over magic.”

His words left me momentarily speechless. The essence of a legendary mage like Katryzin?

That kind of power could place me among the most powerful beings in existence.

Yet, something didn’t sit right.

The earlier hesitation in his voice when he called me ‘heir,’ his comment about how I was only “somewhat” qualified—it was obvious that I wasn’t a perfect fit. Was this essence truly mine to take? Would I even be able to handle it?

And then there was Chelsea… She was lying unconscious, unprotected, and I had been whisked away here without a choice. Could I trust the situation?

I narrowed my eyes, maintaining my composure.

“I appreciate the offer,” I began carefully, choosing my words with precision, “but there’s something I don’t quite understand. If this essence is so powerful, why me? And why now?”

The old man’s expression remained calm, though a flicker of something unreadable crossed his face.

“As I said, you possess the power—the life force infused within you. That power was originally Katryzin’s, and as the one who carries it, you are the heir by default.”

He paused, as if carefully weighing his next words.

“However,” he continued, his voice taking on a more solemn tone, “while you possess the qualifications, the true nature of the essence requires a mind and spirit capable of handling it. This is why I questioned your readiness. The essence will test you. It will push your limits. Only those with the strength to endure it can truly claim it.”

I frowned. “And if I fail?”

“If you fail, the essence will reject you. And it will take from you the very thing it was meant to give—your life force.”

Well, that was… comforting.

So it wasn’t just a simple inheritance of power. There was a price, and the gamble wasn’t exactly in my favor. But, I had come this far. If I backed down now, I’d lose more than I’d gain. Besides, I was never one to run from a challenge.

Still, I needed more information.

“You mentioned others have come here before but never made it through the door. Why is that?”

The old man’s image flickered slightly, his form growing dimmer as if he were fading away with each passing moment.

“The essence recognizes only those who are compatible with it. Many have tried, some stronger than you. But without the power of life force infused within them, none could enter. You are the first to carry this power, and thus, the first to have a chance to claim Katryzin’s legacy.”

It made sense now. The previous visitors—those who might have come to claim the Archmage’s treasures—hadn’t passed the test because they lacked the vital energy that I had inadvertently absorbed.

My thoughts turned to the Orb and the Silver Necklace, the two artifacts that had been instrumental in absorbing the life energy I now carried. Without them, I wouldn’t even be standing here, much less being offered this incredible power.

“Alright,” I said finally, my decision made. “I’ll accept the challenge. What do I need to do?”

The old man smiled, pleased with my response.

“Simply open yourself to the essence, and let it flow into you. It will seek out your deepest thoughts, your desires, and your weaknesses. If your spirit is strong enough, the essence will merge with you, and you will inherit all that Katryzin left behind.”

His form flickered again, dimming further as the golden light around me intensified.

“And if my spirit isn’t strong enough?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Then your life force will be consumed,” he said, his voice softer now. “And you will perish.”

A sharp breath escaped me, but I didn’t back down. I had faced life-or-death situations before, and this wouldn’t be the last. If I wanted power—if I wanted to survive this twisted fate and overcome the curses that plagued me—I needed to take risks.

“Fine,” I said, standing tall. “Let’s do this.”

The old man’s smile grew, and he raised his hand. The golden light around me coalesced into a singular point, swirling around my chest and forming a bright, pulsating orb.

“Then let the test begin.”

The orb of light shot toward me, embedding itself in my chest with a force that knocked the wind out of me. My body tensed, my vision blurred, and for a moment, I felt as if I were being torn apart from the inside out.

It was as if my very soul was being pulled in every direction, tested to its breaking point.

And then—images.

Memories.

Flashes of the past, both mine and not mine.

Kamon Vade’s memories.

The pain of being labeled a villain. The constant pressure of living under the curse that slowly chipped away at my life. The moments of doubt, of anger, of fear.

Katryzin’s memories.

A life filled with unimaginable magic, the battles against the Demon King Agnito, the creation of the hot springs, and the endless pursuit of knowledge. The joy of discovery, the burden of wielding such immense power, and finally, the decision to leave behind a legacy.

It was overwhelming. The weight of two lives crashing into one another, merging and battling for dominance.

My head pounded. My heart raced.

And then came the voice again.

“Will you accept it? The full weight of this power, with all its burdens and its risks? Will you stand tall, or will you crumble?”

The essence was challenging me, testing every fiber of my being.

For a split second, doubt crept in. Was I truly capable of wielding something this monumental? Was I ready for the consequences of what this power could bring?

But then I thought of Chelsea, still unconscious somewhere in this twisted space. I thought of the curses I needed to break, the enemies I needed to face, and the world I was determined to survive.

I gritted my teeth and pushed back with everything I had.

“Yes,” I growled through the pain. “I accept.”

The light around me pulsed, and then, suddenly—

Everything went dark.
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‘The Essence of the Archmage?’

Just hearing the name of this legacy made my heart race even faster.

At that moment—

*Shiiiiiing!*

A sudden, strong wind swept over me and the old man who had been talking in front of me.

And then—

*Pasa-sak!*

The old man, who had taken human form just moments ago, suddenly shattered like puzzle pieces, transforming into particles of light that scattered in all directions.

Simultaneously—

<To my successor: With the essence I have gained throughout my lifetime, ascend to a higher dimension.>

His voice resonated in my ears.

*Saaaaak!*

The dispersed light particles began to pour down toward me.

***

When I came to my senses, I found myself back in front of the rusted door where I had originally been.

And naturally—

“Chelsea.”

Beside me, Chelsea lay unconscious on the ground.

I hurriedly leaned down to check on her condition.


*Seogun, seogun.*

Her breathing was soft, as if she had simply fallen into a deep sleep.

“Phew, thank goodness.”

Relieved to see her peacefully sleeping without any issues, I let out a sigh of relief.

At that moment—

[What the hell just happened, Kamon?]

[Master, are you alright?]

Airsya and Frilla’s voices echoed in my head, pulling me back to reality.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

Nodding lightly, I replied and then asked them a question.

“Was I just standing here the whole time?”

[Yeah, you were just standing still, holding Chelsea’s hand. It was like your soul had left your body.]

[It did seem like your energy was being drawn into the door, but are you really alright?]

“I said I’m fine.”

I waved my hand dismissively, a satisfied smile spreading across my face as I felt the overflowing energy in my head.

‘So this is what the Archmage’s essence is?’

The tiny particles of light that had merged into my body were fragments of everything Archmage Katryzin had learned and mastered over her life.

Now that they were all inside me…

‘I feel like I finally understand something.’

I was suddenly flooded with knowledge—everything from how to use healing magic to advanced insights into all kinds of spells.


Especially, my understanding and application of basic magic had surged dramatically.

“Fireball.”

The moment I spoke the short incantation—

*Puh-boom! Fwoooosh!*

White flames flickered into existence, different from before.

[What the…? Why did the color of the magic change?]

[…The temperature is much higher.]

The fireball I summoned was far hotter and more powerful than any I had cast before. It couldn’t even be compared to my previous spells.

With this overflowing energy and knowledge, it felt like I could replicate the sword-splitting magic that Jamie had demonstrated—exactly as she had shown it.

However—

‘I need to calm down and make this fully mine first.’

Though I had gained the Archmage’s essence and inherited Katryzin’s progress, it didn’t mean I had mastered it all.

To be precise, what I received was more like a blueprint for future growth and a hint at my ultimate destination, rather than an immediate elevation to that level.

‘No wonder even the Red Mage would have coveted this.’

It made sense that the previous Red Mage, one of the strongest beings in this world, had gone to such lengths—capturing and sealing the Spirit of Sloth, forcing its power to be converted—to obtain this.

The legacy left behind by the legendary Archmage was valuable enough to justify any means.

“…”

I sat down next to the unconscious Chelsea.

A sudden wave of exhaustion washed over me.

I had only come here to investigate the ‘Vishran’ hot springs and learn more about the former Red Mage ‘Anne.’ But things had escalated, connecting me to all sorts of events and incidents.


Well, at least I got back at Diana properly, and, thanks to that, I encountered this incredible stroke of fortune, gaining the Archmage Katryzin’s essence.

But now the only thing left was figuring out how to slip away quietly…

“I still need to pay back that bastard, Duke Romanoff.”

I mumbled to myself as I glanced at Chelsea, who was still deep in slumber, and then shifted my gaze to the white fireball floating in the air.

“I kind of just want to go all out and cause some real chaos.”

If I were a mage with the same skills and power as Jamie or Beatrice, how would I handle the current situation?

I’d probably take down Duke Romanoff and act with complete disregard for anything else.

“Heh, am I turning into Kamon Vade?”

I chuckled to myself at the thought.

Living as Kamon Vade in this world had influenced me more than I realized.

“Haah, let’s rest for now.”

Sighing, I muttered softly, and then addressed Airsya and Frilla.

“If anything happens, wake me up immediately. I’ll just rest for a bit.”

[You’re going to sleep here?]

[Yes, Master. Rest assured, we will notify you right away if anything comes up.]

Ignoring their contrasting reactions, I closed my eyes.

***

“…Is this really the right thing to do, Rosen?”

Cecilia, her voice tinged with fear, spoke cautiously, “Is this really the right thing to do, Rosen?”

Rosen Ravenia responded with a firm tone, “So what, are we just going to sit here and keep getting pushed around?”

“It’s not that, but…”

“All the student council members sent here with us have been detained. And your father—he’s trying to harm Kamon. Are you seriously going to just stand by and watch?”

As Rosen continued, Cecilia’s expression grew grim, and she shook her head resolutely.

“No, we have to act. We have to do something, whatever it takes.”

“Exactly. So from now on, don’t be afraid, and follow my lead.”

Cecilia nodded firmly at Rosen’s words.

*Creak.*

The two of them opened the door and stepped outside, walking confidently towards Duke Romanoff’s office. The eyes of the servants and the knights stationed for security were drawn to them, but neither Cecilia nor Rosen paid them any attention.

*Thud. Thud.*

As they marched forward, a knight cautiously stepped in front of them.

“Where are the two of you headed at this hour?”

“To see my father. We need to talk,” Cecilia replied calmly.

“…”

The knight looked at her curiously for a moment before speaking.

“The Duke is currently out. Even if you go to his office, you won’t be able to meet him.”

“We’ll wait inside. Please send word to my father.”

“What? But—”

As the knight hesitated, attempting to express his disapproval, Rosen swiftly cut in.

“Just inform the Duke that I’m with her. He’ll come.”

“…”

The knight, still unmoved by Rosen’s words, looked back and forth between the two.

Seeing this, Cecilia’s expression hardened.

“Are you trying to stop me from seeing my own father?”

“My orders are that you, Lady Cecilia, are not to be wandering around like this.”

“But all I’m doing is going to see my father. Is it wrong for me to meet with him?”

“No, that’s not it, but…”

Startled by Cecilia’s unusually fiery outburst, the knight seemed flustered.

Rosen seized upon the opening and quickly added, “You don’t need to worry about Cecilia. I’ll be with her the whole time. Once you inform the Duke, he’ll understand.”

“Hmm.”

The knight responsible for keeping an eye on Cecilia hesitated, clearly deliberating over Rosen’s words.

And just then—

“Allow them to proceed, Sir Tern.”

“Uncle Sihen?” Cecilia exclaimed in surprise.

The voice belonged to an old butler who suddenly appeared. His unexpected arrival caused the knight blocking their path to make a strange expression.

“…Sir Sihen.”

“I will personally ensure the safety and well-being of these two. Let them pass.”

With the unanticipated intervention of the elderly butler, Sihen, Cecilia’s tense expression softened, and the knight, Tern, who had been opposing them, gave a small nod.

“If Sir Sihen says so, I have no choice but to comply. Very well. I trust you, Sir Sihen.”

With that, the knight stepped aside, clearing the way.

The old butler, Sihen, smiled gently and bowed respectfully toward Cecilia and Rosen.

“I shall guide you to the place you desire. Please follow me this way.”

In a soft whisper, Cecilia said, “Thank you, Sihen.”

“Haha, I’m only doing what needs to be done.”

Under the guidance of the old butler, Sihen, they finally made their way toward Duke Romanoff’s office.

“…”

However, Rosen continued to eye him with suspicion.

As they approached the vicinity of the office after walking for some time, Sihen suddenly spoke.

“There is no need to be so wary, Miss Rosen.”

“…?!”

“I may serve the Duke, but I have also watched over Lady Cecilia since the day she was born.”

Sihen’s words carried multiple meanings, and Rosen quickly scanned her surroundings.

Thankfully, there was no sign of anyone nearby.

“Don’t worry. There’s no one around here right now,” Sihen added with a faint smile.

Despite the reassuring smile, Rosen couldn’t shake her doubts and asked bluntly, “How can we trust you? How can you be certain this isn’t a trap set by the Duke?”

“Rosen?!” Cecilia exclaimed in shock, trying to calm her friend.

“Rosen, we can trust Uncle Sihen. He’s been with me since… forever.”

“That’s exactly why we should be more cautious, Cecilia. Did you ever think your father would turn his back on you like this?”

“Th-that’s…”

Rosen’s cold logic left Cecilia speechless, her gaze dropping as she averted her eyes.

Sihen, as if expecting such questions, nodded with a calm smile.

“You don’t have to trust me, Miss Rosen.”

“What?”

“In truth, I was never originally the Duke’s personal butler.”

“What do you mean?”

“I once served Lady Feril, Lady Cecilia’s mother.”

“…!”

At Sihen’s words, Rosen immediately understood why he was helping them.

“Lady Feril’s last words to me were to take care of her daughter. From that moment on, my most important duty in life became watching over and protecting her.”

“Uncle Sihen…”

Cecilia gazed at him with deep emotion, clearly touched, while Rosen sighed and shook her head, unable to deny the situation any longer.

“Haah. So what you’re really asking for is for us to trust you.”

“Haha, is that how it sounds?”

“…I suppose we don’t have a choice. We’ve come this far, so trusting you is all we can do.”

Rosen, her expression serious, nodded, and Sihen chuckled before speaking again.

“In that case, allow me to offer you a piece of advice.”

“Advice?”

“What you’re looking for will likely be behind the office, at the bottom shelf of the bookcase. Look for a small switch there.”

“…!”

Rosen stared at him in astonishment, while Cecilia quickly hugged the old butler, saying, “Thank you so much, Uncle.”

“I live to serve you, Lady Cecilia.”

Sihen replied in a calm tone before opening the door to Duke Romanoff’s office.

“We don’t have much time. You should move quickly.”

With those words from the old butler, Cecilia and Rosen nodded and swiftly entered Duke Romanoff’s office.
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The two individuals entered the study and headed straight toward the bookshelf at the back, as instructed by the elderly butler, Sihen. They quickly found the small switch located at the bottom.

“Is this it?”

At Cecilia’s murmured question, Rosen nodded in agreement and said, “Go ahead, press it.”

Without hesitation, Cecilia cautiously pressed the protruding switch.

And then—

Whirrrrr, creak!

A large pulley system began to turn, and the bookshelf in front of them slowly started to slide to the side.

“There was a hidden space like this here?”

Cecilia, who had visited her father’s study many times before, was naturally surprised by the sight she had never seen before. Rosen Ravenia, on the other hand, remained cautious, his eyes serious and alert as he carefully watched the situation.

Soon enough—

Thud, rumble!

The entire bookshelf shifted, fully revealing the hidden space behind it belonging to the Duke of Romanoff.

“Let’s go inside.”

“Yes.”

Rosen Ravenia, speaking with a somewhat tense tone, nodded solemnly. Cecilia, too, nodded back with a determined expression.

“We just need to find an artifact that can connect with the outside world. Then, we can immediately request help from the academy. Got it, Cecil?”

“I already know.”

With one last reminder from Rosen about their objective, the two began their search of the room at a fast pace.

In the midst of their exploration—


“Huh, what’s this?”

Cecilia’s eyes caught sight of several letters, as if exchanged between multiple people. She approached them quietly and began reading through their contents.

“Rosen, hold on.”

“Hmm?”

Rosen, who had been eagerly searching the surroundings, quickly moved over to Cecilia’s side upon hearing her call. She handed him the letter she had been reading.

“Hmm, it looks like things are more serious than we thought.”

Rosen Ravenia’s face showed an awkward smile of disbelief as she absorbed the contents of the letter. It contained a report detailing the failed assassination attempt on Princess Francia, who was currently attending the Flance Imperial Academy.

“So, this means… my father was involved in that?”

“We can’t be sure with just this one letter.”

Rosen Ravenia tried to stay calm and analyze the situation, though she too was clearly shocked.

‘If we act rashly, we could all end up dead.’

This involved an attack on the imperial family—specifically, the emperor’s daughter.

“The mere fact that he received this report means he’s deeply involved, right?”

“Cecil.”

“Ha, really…”

Cecilia let out a deep sigh, closing her eyes tightly. The realization that her father had been one of the conspirators in the plot to attack Princess Francia seemed to hit her hard.

“Why the hell would he do something so stupid?”

“Cecil, wait. We can’t be certain about anything yet. Calm down, for now…”

Rosen Ravenia’s voice remained calm and measured as she tried to reason with Cecilia.

“This is not something we can afford to react to emotionally. You need to calm your mind and think things through slowly.”


Given that her own father was already allied with the Romanoff family, it was likely that the Ravenia family was also entangled in the matter. For that reason alone, Rosen had to fully understand the situation.

“But…”

“If we aren’t careful, both you and I, and even our families, could be wiped out in an instant. So, even if you have questions, we must stay calm. Let’s do what we need to do first.”

‘Why the hell did they leave this kind of letter lying around?’

Rosen Ravenia couldn’t help but silently curse the Duke of Romanoff. Loyalty to the imperial family? Allegiance to the princess? Sure, those things mattered, but not more than the survival of herself and her family.

Now that they were already caught up in this mess, Rosen knew she had to act with cold logic and resolve.

But unfortunately, the situation had escalated because Cecilia had been the one to find the letter first.

Sigh ‘First, I need to calm Cecil down. Fixing this comes later.’

“Cecil?”

Rosen tried her best to shift Cecilia’s focus onto something else.

Did her efforts work?

“…….”

Cecilia, after tucking the letters exchanged between her father and others into her coat, nodded with a serious expression.

“You’re right, we need to contact the outside world first. We can deal with this later.”

“R-right. Let’s do that.”

It was a somewhat ambiguous resolution, but for now, Rosen had managed to defuse the situation. She gave an awkward smile and nodded.

Shortly after—

“Here, I found it.”

“Huh?”

“The crystal ball that connects with the outside.”


At last, they had found the tool they needed to send a request for help to the academy.

***

I dreamt.

Or rather, it was as if a vivid scene was unfolding right before my eyes.

Magnificent magic filled the sky, spreading in a dazzling display. In the midst of it all, a boy stood, staggering as if barely able to hold on.

‘Kyle?’

The boy was none other than Kyle, the protagonist of the original story.

And the one unleashing this overwhelming magic was—

‘…Kamon Vade.’

With a cruel smile on his face, Kamon was dominating Kyle. To one side, I could see Princess Francia lying unconscious, collapsed on the ground.

It looked like a continuation of the dream I had seen some time ago.

And then—

Drip!

Kyle Perion, who had been struggling to withstand the massive wave of magic, finally collapsed.

‘What… what the hell?’

I couldn’t help but be baffled by this completely unexpected outcome, which was nothing like the original storyline.

Wasn’t Kyle supposed to defeat Kamon and save Princess Francia?

Kamon Vade was laughing maniacally, while Kyle Perion lay unconscious, his body battered and bruised.

‘Then what the hell happened?’

In the original novel, Kamon Vade was supposed to attack Kyle out of jealousy, but due to a misunderstanding, it led to the attack on Princess Francia. That was the plot I had read.

But in the dream I just had, Kamon Vade truly aimed to harm Princess Francia. He wiped out everyone who tried to stop him and, in the end, fought and defeated Kyle in a one-on-one duel.

But why…

‘Why was Princess Francia unharmed?’

That question surged uncontrollably through my mind as the real Kamon Vade, who had been laughing hysterically, suddenly started moving.

He approached the fallen Princess Francia and stared down at her for a moment.

Then—

Rip!

‘…?!’

Without hesitation, he grabbed the collar of her dress and tore it open.

I blinked, stunned, as Kamon reached for her neck, showing no real interest in her appearance.

And what he pulled out was—

‘Wait, that’s…?’

A silver necklace with a red ruby.

It looked almost identical to the artifact Beatrice had given me, the one from the Red Mage. The only difference was…

‘The ruby is significantly larger.’

With a greedy smile, Kamon Vade stared at the necklace in his hand.

“I’ve finally got it. At last, this is mine…!”

At that very moment—

Crack!

Kamon suddenly screamed and collapsed to the ground, trembling as if he had been struck by lightning.

‘What… the hell?’

The ruby necklace in his hand seemed to melt and then absorbed into his body.

‘What?’

And just then—

Tap, tap.

“Kamon.”

I felt a light tapping on my cheek, followed by the sound of Chelsea’s voice, pulling me out of the dream.

***

“Chelsea?”

“Kamon, are you okay?”

Chelsea’s worried expression and concerned voice brought me back to reality. I shook my head, trying to process the vivid dream I had just experienced.

‘What the hell was that?’

My mind was spinning, overwhelmed by confusion. But one thing was clear—if what I had seen was real…

‘Is that necklace the source of the curse?’

It dawned on me that the reason Kamon Vade’s mana pathways were all messed up could very well be connected to that necklace.

And beyond that…

‘Why does Beatrice have a necklace so similar to it?’

More questions piled up in my head. Of course, the necklace could have been an artifact crafted by Anne, the previous Red Mage, and Beatrice might have some involvement with it.

But then why did she give it to me without saying anything?

As I quietly stared at the necklace hanging around my own neck, Chelsea called out to me again.

“Kamon?”

I snapped out of my thoughts and reassured her.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Nothing happened.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. I’m okay.”

I stood up from my seat and immediately called out to Airsya and Frilla.

‘What were you two doing? Didn’t I ask you to wake me up if something happened?’

[Well, um…] Frilla looked flustered and trailed off.

[Are you crazy? We tried to wake you up a bunch of times! You just wouldn’t wake up!]

‘What? Me?’

[Yeah, both Frilla and I called you so many times!]

‘…’

It seemed that I had been so deeply engrossed in the dream that I hadn’t heard them. I shook my head, realizing that the dream wasn’t the important issue right now.

I had a clue now, and I knew I needed to leave this place and confront Beatrice as soon as possible.

So I said, “Chelsea, let’s get out of here.”

“Huh? Now?”

“Yeah, it’s time to leave.”

I looked into Chelsea’s eyes and added with a grin, “And of course, we’ll settle the score for what happened, too.”

***

“Still no sign of them.”

“…There’s no trace whatsoever.”

The reports continued, and Duke Romanoff’s expression darkened even further. Despite searching for any trace of them, there were no signs of the intruders leaving his estate.

“Search more thoroughly. They must be hiding somewhere.”

“Yes, sir.”

As the knights scattered to carry out his orders—

“Is it true that there’s no trace of them?” Duke Romanoff asked into the empty air.

A voice responded from nowhere, “Unfortunately, yes.”

*Bang!*

“Damn it!”

Duke Vitell Romanoff slammed his fist on the desk, his anger boiling over.

“Use whatever means necessary. If we can’t find them, tell Anne to come here herself!”

“…”

The invisible presence did not reply to his outburst.

At that moment—

Boom!

A massive explosion echoed in the distance.

“…?!”

A thick plume of black smoke rose far off in the distance.

Simultaneously—

“We found him! Kamon Vade has been located!”

At last, the news Duke Romanoff had been desperately waiting for arrived.
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A throng of knights, mages, and soldiers surrounded Kamon Vade in a perfect encirclement, each of their eyes trained on him. He let out a brief sigh.

“Impressively fast.”

Barely moments had passed since he’d left the secret lab of Grand Mage Katryzin, and they’d already tracked down his and Chelsea’s whereabouts. They’d swiftly alerted their forces, and within minutes, the scene before him had unfolded.

“They’re definitely well-trained,” Chelsea muttered under her breath, her expression slightly tense as she stood by his side.

Seeing her, I nodded, a faint smile tugging at my lips.

“Not bad at all.”

“What?” she asked.

“Well, with them all gathered here, I don’t have to go looking for them. Makes it easier to let them experience my upgraded magic firsthand.”

With that, I snapped my fingers and murmured a spell.

“Fireball.”

Fwoosh!

Instantly, dozens of flames burst into the air, but unlike before, the fire wasn’t just blue—it was blazing white.

Smiling, I began chanting the most basic spells.

“Ice Spear, Magic Missile, Chain Lightning!”

And then—

Zzzt.

Crackling.

Whoosh!

As the spells appeared with a piercing sound, their size and intensity were anything but basic. A massive violet lightning bolt flashed vividly in the air, and the ice spear, pitch-black, looked more solid than anything in the world.


And then—

“Is that… Magic Missile?”

Even Chelsea, beside me, widened her eyes in shock.

“See? Quite the upgrade, don’t you think?”

I smiled as I looked at the energy mass floating before me. Normally, it would’ve taken the shape of a fine needle, but this time…

“It’s practically a spear!” Chelsea exclaimed.

I nodded. “Exactly, a spear.”

The enlarged energy spear was about the same size as the Ice Spear, radiating a force that seemed capable of piercing through anything that dared to stand in its path.

And then—

“What… what is that?”

“An academy student can use magic like that?”

With the sky filled with scorching, freezing, and stinging spells, the members of House Romanoff were left staring at us in disbelief.

“Those are just basic spells, but why are they so… massive?”

“It’s not just the size. The heat, the intensity, even the mana concentration are on a whole different level.”

The mage corps, who could feel mana and cast similar spells themselves, murmured in stunned amazement.

“Of course, it’s different,” I responded with a light smile.

Thanks to what I’d learned from Professor Beroen previously, and now, with the essence left by Grand Mage Katryzin, my mastery over magic had reached new heights.

In other words—

‘There’s no one in this world who can wield mana as efficiently and aggressively as I can right now.’

Not even the mages of the Three Primary Colors or the members of the Seven Table.


And one more thing.

Snap!

With another snap of my fingers, a teal aura spread through the basic spells I’d cast.

“…?!”

“What… What is that now?”

It was the essence the Grand Mage had left behind for her successor.

‘There’s no way it was just meant to enhance my magic or improve its versatility.’

And as soon as the teal aura fused with the basic spells, some of them began to notice the shift.

“The… the mana’s attribute has changed.”

“What?”

“Ridiculous! Mana attributes can’t just change! That’s impossible!”

“But you felt it too, didn’t you?!”

“Nonsense. It’s a trick. It has to be some kind of manipulation.”

Some mages instantly objected, and it was only natural. Once a mana attribute is established, it’s difficult to change. In fact, there were only two situations where a mana attribute could shift: either after countless years of gradual change under some unparalleled force or through an immense magic spell, like when Frilla transformed her power into the energy of life.

But…

“She’s called the Grand Mage for a reason.”

Of course, I couldn’t just alter my mana’s attribute on a whim. But—

‘With the life energy stored in the Orb, I can change it.’

And this life energy was anything but simple.

In essence, magic is a process that uses mathematical formulas to harness the mysterious force known as mana and apply it to reality.


“If life can be healed, then the opposite is also possible.”

That’s right.

The attribute imbued in my basic spells now was death—a force meant to snatch life away.

[What did you acquire this time?]

[Changing mana’s attribute… How is that even possible?]

Both Airsya and Frilla stared at me in shock, muttering to themselves.

“K… Kamon?” Chelsea called my name cautiously, sensing the ominous shift in the air.

With all my preparations complete, I called out loudly to those surrounding us.

“If you’re going to just stand there, I’ll make the first move!”

With my shout, the wave of spells I’d prepared surged toward the encirclement of House Romanoff with tremendous force.

Whoosh.

“What… what is this…!”

“Damn it, get out of the way!”

“Move? What are you talking about? Get the barrier up, now!”

Zzzt.

The mages hastily cast defensive spells, but—

Boom! Crash!

Shatter!

“It broke? Our defensive magic broke?”

The defensive spells crumbled instantly under the initial few basic spells, leaving the mages in a state of shock.

“We… we can’t stop it. There’s no way to stop that!”

“We’re finished.”

“Run, everyone!”

As the wave of spells descended upon them, the soldiers fell into utter chaos.

“What are you doing?! Don’t retreat!”

“They’re just basic spells! They won’t kill you if you take them head-on—guh!”

Only a few knights and commanders gritted their teeth, shouting proper orders, but…

The spells, now closing in, obliterated their targets without hesitation.

Boom!

“Aagh!”

“Arghhh!”

“S-save me!”

“Dammit!”

“This… this is madness! He’s a demon!”

The overwhelming explosions tore through the encirclement, leaving a swath of casualties in their wake.

Knights, mages, and soldiers, regardless of their roles, either scrambled away in panic or slumped to the ground, their fighting spirit shattered.

“……”

Stunned, they gaped at the destruction wrought by these “simple” basic spells.

Seizing the opportunity, I grabbed Chelsea’s arm.

“Chelsea, let’s run…”

At that moment—

“Who said you could leave?”

Thud, swoosh!

With a resolute voice, a slicing sound came from behind.

Tak!

“…?!”

“Watch out!”

Instinctively, we dodged, swiftly pulling ourselves back.

*Thud!*

A massive greatsword struck down where Chelsea and I had just been standing. Embedded in the ground, the sword radiated a fierce aura as if it could split anything in two. Standing behind it was a sturdy man, his eyes blazing as he looked at me.

“Are you Kamon Vade?”

Feeling his overwhelming presence, I tilted my head slightly and responded.

“…And who might you be?”

“I am Markon, Captain of the Bellington Knights of House Romanoff.”

As he confidently introduced himself, I frowned for the first time.

‘Markon Benestern.’

The head of the Bellington Knights and the pride of House Romanoff. In the original story, he served as a worthy opponent for Kyle, ultimately becoming valuable “experience” for his growth.

During the Sacred Sword Selection, he had displayed frightening skill before being taken down as one of Kyle’s opponents… but…

‘Damn, he feels even stronger than I remember.’

[His aura is no joke. Be careful, Kamon.]

[He certainly doesn’t look like an ordinary opponent, Master.]

Airsya and Frilla also narrowed their eyes at him, sensing the threat.

At that moment—

Rumble.

Heavy-armored knights appeared among the decimated encirclement.

‘The Bellington Knights?’

It seemed they were, in fact, the most elite knights of House Romanoff.

And then—

“…Well done, Markon.”

An all-too-familiar voice came from behind.

“Vitell Romanoff.”

I murmured his name under my breath.

Swish!

In an instant, Markon’s greatsword was swinging again.

“How dare someone like you speak His Grace’s name?!”

Tap tap tap.

Dodging his attack effortlessly again, I quickly chanted a spell.

“Fireball, Ice Spear, Magic Missile.”

Once more, I summoned the wave of basic spells that had decimated the encirclement earlier, launching them without hesitation.

Whoosh!

The wave of spells flew toward them, cutting through the air.

But in that moment—

“How dare you!”

Woosh!

Markon swung his greatsword, twice his own size, horizontally with immense force.

An overwhelming gust followed.

Boom, pop!

“…!”

The wave of spells didn’t even reach him; they fizzled out in mid-air, thwarted by his sheer force.

‘Magic doesn’t work on him?’

Realizing that facing someone as powerful as Markon wouldn’t be easy with ordinary magic, I quickly switched tactics.

“Fireball.”

This time, I directed the white fireballs toward a specific target…

“Futile!”

*Woosh!*

The fireballs flew toward Markon and the knights, but they vanished into nothing in front of the massive swords they wielded.

“Captain, over there!”

Just then—

“…!”

Only a single fireball veered off in a different direction.

Whoosh!

“So, you’re aiming for me directly?”

The fireball was heading straight toward Vitell Romanoff.

“Duke!”

Markon and the knights tried to rush to Romanoff’s side, but having spent time swinging their weapons, they were too slow to beat the fireball.

The white fireball drew closer to Vitell Romanoff’s face—

Swoosh!

With a clean slicing sound, the fireball split in two and vanished just inches from him.

“….”

It was a small dagger in Vitell Romanoff’s hand that had cut my spell in half.

‘Did anyone manage to see that?’

[…I missed it.]

[He’s a formidable opponent too.]

Airsya and Frilla were watching Duke Romanoff with intense focus, clearly shaken by his unexpected prowess.

Vitell Romanoff was proving to be an even more powerful adversary than anticipated. He shook his head slightly and spoke in a flat tone.

“How pitiful, Kamon Vade. Did you think you could defeat me with such trivial magic?”

‘Was the Duke of Romanoff always this strong?’

This was something the original story had never hinted at, and the new information made my head throb.

“Your Grace, are you unharmed?” Markon, who had finally reached him, knelt quickly and called out.

“Don’t worry, Markon. I’m not so rusty that I need your protection just yet.”

“O-of course, I would never doubt Your Grace’s skill. However, as your shield, I…”

“Enough, spare me the unnecessary words and capture him already,” Vitell Romanoff commanded, cutting Markon off.

Markon lowered his head at once.

“Yes, Your Grace!”

Then, he lifted his greatsword, his tone resolute.

“All Bellington Knights, hear me.”

He raised his greatsword high and continued.

“Capture Kamon Vade alive, no matter what it takes.”

At his command, the other knights shouted in unison.

“Yes, sir!”

The Bellington Knights advanced toward us, radiating intense, intimidating energy.

“….”

I clicked my tongue, realizing how dire the situation had become.

I’d had the upper hand after wiping out the initial encirclement, but the arrival of the Bellington Knights and Vitell Romanoff had completely reversed the situation.

‘This isn’t just a simple threat—it’s a serious crisis.’

Markon Benestern alone was trouble enough, but now the elite knight order had me surrounded, and the Duke himself was an unknown factor…

‘If I’m not careful, this could be the end.’

As I briefly weighed my options, I noticed Chelsea drawing her sword, ready to face them.

Seeing her, I shrugged my shoulders and sighed.

“Hah… Well, I guess there’s no other choice.”

I began to chant a spell.

“Gladys Sector Caelum.”
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“…”

Step, step.

A young girl paced restlessly, unable to stay still for even a moment. It was Diana. With an anxious expression, she was biting her thumbnail, lost in thought, until she murmured as if reaching a decision.

“I have to find a way, no matter what.”

Her mind drifted back to the image of Duke Romanoff, who had recently asked her what she could offer him. His expression was cold, and his gaze distant as he looked down at her.

Clench.

Fear and frustration.

For Diana, who had always towered above others, manipulating them at will, these emotions were rare and unfamiliar.

“Alright, let’s consider this a lesson learned.”

It wasn’t simply because she feared him or felt intimidated by his power and influence. She realized she had been overwhelmed by his charisma, enough to act out of character and blunder.

‘I still have a long way to go, Diana Fren.’

Then, her mind turned to the one responsible for putting her in this position.

“Kamon Vade!”

Grit.

Diana clenched her teeth even harder than before.

“That damn bastard.”

Cursing with bitterness, she recalled the horrid nightmare she had seen.

In the nightmare, she had lost everything, reduced to a miserable beggar enduring the world’s scorn and misfortune. She saw herself losing her family and guild leadership to Elliot, who mocked her mercilessly. And then, at the end of the nightmare…

She found herself married to Kamon Vade, bearing children, and living as his wife.


“Tch, just a pointless illusion,” she spat, trying to shake the memory from her head. Yet, human minds have a peculiar way of fixating on things they’d rather forget. The images stubbornly resurfaced, refusing to fade.

More humiliating than being defeated in battle was the mortification of that vivid, twisted future.

“…”

Maybe that lingering shock was why she’d been so shaken by Duke Romanoff after waking from that nightmare.

Clench.

Diana bit her lip again, reliving the anger and frustration she felt toward Kamon Vade.

“I’ll never forgive you, Kamon Vade.”

Then—

BOOM!

“…?”

Startled by a loud crash from outside, Diana quickly rushed to the window.

Dark smoke was rising, and chaos seemed to fill the air.

“Time to move.”

Thud!

She wasted no time, charging through the door at full speed, sprinting alone with no guard or escort.

Finally, as she neared the source of the black smoke—

“Aaaargh!”

“S-someone, help me!”

Hearing screams and ghastly cries from all directions, her face grew tense.

Holding her breath, she crept closer.


BOOM!

Whoosh!

Massive waves of magic were pouring out in every direction, sweeping through knights, mages, and soldiers alike.

“…Kamon Vade.”

And with a single glance, Diana knew exactly who was behind this. No one else could unleash a torrent of magic like that.

‘This might actually work out.’

If she could take down Kamon in this chaotic situation, she would be able to stand on equal footing with Duke Romanoff without needing to repay or offer him anything. All she had to do was find an opening…

Boom!

“Aaagh!”

“Damn it, run!”

It was pure pandemonium. The morale of the Romanoff forces had already hit rock bottom.

She spotted Kamon Vade and Chelsea watching with a confident smile from the distance.

Clench.

“Just a little longer, Kamon Vade. I’ll kill you for sure…”

But suddenly, images of herself leading a happy married life with children flashed through her mind, and her face contorted in horror.

“What the hell did you do to my head?!”

Just as she was thrashing about in frustration, Markon, Captain of the Bellington Knights, and his elite squad arrived.

And following closely behind—

“…Vitell Romanoff.”

The ruler of this region and one of the Empire’s five Elector Lords, Duke Romanoff, began to demonstrate his true abilities.


“As I thought,” Diana muttered, her suspicions confirmed.

There were few stories circulating about Duke Romanoff’s strength. While the Marquess of Vade was known as a formidable mage and Grand Duke Axelion was infamous for his martial prowess, the abilities of the remaining three Elector Lords remained largely unknown.

‘None of them have ever publicly revealed their true power.’

But now, she had the chance to witness Duke Romanoff’s strength firsthand.

‘A true master. And an exceptional swordsman at that.’

To deflect or slice through incoming magic with a sword is something only someone with many years of training could accomplish.

However—

‘Only a master or higher could so effortlessly and cleanly cut through and neutralize a spell like that.’

Diana Fren, who was well-read and had witnessed many skilled fighters, could roughly gauge the Duke’s level despite not possessing similar strength herself.

Soon, Duke Romanoff and the elite knights of Bellington were closing in around Kamon Vade, reforming the encirclement.

“Damn it!”

For Diana, who had been waiting for her chance, the arrival of these powerful figures to subdue Kamon was an unwelcome complication.

‘Is there a single weak spot? Anything I can exploit?’

“…”

Diana crouched in the shadows, scanning the battlefield with keen eyes, determined to bring down Kamon Vade herself.

However, the tide of battle had already shifted firmly in House Romanoff’s favor.

“Come on, Kamon Vade, do something,” she muttered quietly, wishing for him to somehow escape the current predicament and fall into her hands.

And then, as if her silent wish had reached him—

“Huh?”

She noticed a sly grin spread across Kamon Vade’s face as he stood beside Chelsea.

Vrrrooom.

An immense rumbling sound filled the air as a colossal, radiant sword materialized in the sky, bright enough to light up the entire battlefield.

***

‘The Sword that Splits the Sky.’

The strongest offensive spell, a hallmark creation of Jamie, the Yellow Mage. Previously, Kamon had been forced to weaken this spell due to mana limitations and his own skill restraints.

But this time was different.

‘I’ll put everything I have into this.’

Not only were Markon and the formidable Bellington Knights here, but so was Vitell Romanoff, who had just demonstrated terrifying power.

Taking down opponents of this caliber required an overwhelming, single strike.

Of course, there was no guarantee this would work, but…

‘There’s no other option left right now.’

With that, I poured everything I had into the spell, focusing all my power into its creation.

And soon, a massive white blade glowed in the clear blue sky above.

“…”

For a moment, everyone’s gaze turned skyward.

‘Airsya, Frilla.’

I urgently called out to my two spirits in secret.

‘The moment the magic hits, activate the spirit formation.’

[Understood.]

[Yes, Master.]

I instructed them to prepare a formation that could transport us elsewhere immediately if things went wrong, while I began channeling every ounce of power stored in the Orb.

The aura surrounding the sword shifted to a bright teal, and finally, the ultimate magic inherited from Grand Mage Katryzin was complete.

“Chelsea, when I give the signal, get close immediately.”

“What?”

“Just do as I say.”

With a firm tone, I directed her gaze to Duke Romanoff. He met my eyes, his cold stare shifting between me and the completed magic.

The Bellington knights, clearly uneasy, hesitated as they looked up in confusion.

“What are you waiting for? Capture him now!” Markon’s thundering command snapped them back, and with determined expressions, they charged forward.

At that moment, I spoke softly.

“Go, sword.”

With that command, the enormous sword in the sky began its slow descent.

Vroooom.

As it fell with a fearsome sound, the knights charging toward me froze in place, staring up at the sky in shock.

“It’s moving.”

“Is that thing… actually falling?”

They stood there, transfixed, their attention entirely on the overwhelming sight above.

Then—

“Tch, I’ll stop it! Haaah!” Markon, captain of the Bellington Knights, shouted bravely, lifting his massive greatsword and leaping high.

In the blink of an eye, the distance between him and the sword closed.

“Haah!”

With a fierce yell, he swung his blade at the falling sword with all his might.

Vwoooosh!

As his powerful strike collided with the sword of light—

Shhhhhh.

“…What?”

Nothing happened. His attack was simply absorbed into the massive blade.

“Did it… absorb my strike?”

Stunned, Markon murmured to himself, his expression baffled. He swung his sword several more times, frustration clear on his face.

“Haaah!”

Vwoosh, vwoosh, swoosh!

But each strike failed, disappearing harmlessly into the sword of light as it drew closer and closer.

“Damn it! What kind of magic is this?!”

Realizing the situation was dire, Markon changed his orders.

“All knights, direct your sword aura at the spell! Don’t let it reach the Duke!”

“Yes, sir!”

The knights raised their swords to the sky.

“Haaah!”

Dozens of sword auras shot toward the giant sword of light.

Vrooom, thunk!

“…!”

For the first time, the sword’s descent halted.

“It stopped! It’s working!”

“Keep attacking! Destroy it entirely if you can!” Markon shouted in triumph as the knights continued firing their auras, determined to shatter the spell.

Watching this, I couldn’t help but frown.

“Damn it. Even this isn’t working?”

This was supposed to be my ultimate spell, crafted with every ounce of power I had… yet all it took was a coordinated attack from the knight order.

Vitell Romanoff, the real threat, hadn’t even made a move yet. He was simply watching impassively.

If he decided to get involved too?

‘Damn it. This is a failure.’

Even if The Sword that Splits the Sky broke through the interference from the Bellington Knights, its power would be greatly diminished, likely insufficient to turn the tide.

‘Airsya, Frilla. Are you ready?’

[We need a little more time.]

[…We’ll finish as quickly as possible.]

With the spirit formation not yet ready to transport us, I looked at Chelsea and sighed deeply.

“Hah… Maybe I should’ve just used a Meteor Scroll instead?”

Chelsea shook her head slowly with a faint smile.

“No, that won’t be necessary.”

“But at this rate, we’ll get captured by them. Damn it, I wanted to give them a real beating.”

“Is that so? Hmm, maybe it’s still possible?” Chelsea shrugged her shoulders, a strange smile on her face.

“What?” I asked, caught off guard by her sudden shift in attitude.

I stared at her, puzzled, when suddenly—

“Ah!”

A burning sensation flared up at the nape of my neck.

And then—

Rip!

With a sound like tearing through space, an all-too-familiar voice rang out.

“Which bastard dared lay a hand on my test subject?”
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“…M-Master?”

The figure who suddenly tore through space to appear was a girl with bright green hair—Jamie Hasellion, the Yellow Mage and my mentor.

She had arrived here.

“How… how did you get here?” I stammered.

The entire Romanoff estate was sealed with a mana-blocking barrier, completely cutting off external contact. That was why I couldn’t even reach Beatrice, the Red Mage, for help.

“How did I get here? My Disciples are in danger. Of course, I had to come.”

“But earlier… didn’t you just call me your test subject…?”

“When did I ever say that?!”

Jamie squawked indignantly, her voice rising as Chelsea, beside me, chuckled and spoke up.

“I contacted her before the barrier went up. You’re late, Master.”

“Hey, I didn’t come late on purpose… that damned barrier around this area completely blocked my magic!” Jamie shouted, sounding exasperated.

I nodded. “Ah… I thought maybe you’d abandoned me as a ‘test subject,’ but I’m relieved.”

“You must have misheard me in the chaos; I never said that,” Jamie muttered, her eyes shifting as she tried to brush it off. Then she quickly changed the subject.

“Anyway, what’s that?”

She pointed at the massive sword hovering in the sky, then looked at me in shock.

“Wait, Kamon… did you cast that?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Ha! My, my…”

Jamie shook her head, a faint smirk curling on her lips as she continued.


“You’ve grown up, Kamon. I never thought I’d live to see you mastering that spell to this extent.”

“Uh, excuse me?”

As I stared at her, utterly confused, Jamie changed the subject again.

“Enough of that. So, that bastard over there… that’s Duke Romanoff?”

“Yes, that’s right, Master.” Chelsea answered before I could, nodding.

Jamie rolled her neck side to side, loosening up.

Crack.

“Alright, time to get a proper workout in.”

“Be careful, Master. Duke Romanoff seems especially dangerous,” Chelsea warned, reporting what she had seen of Vitell Romanoff’s strength.

But Jamie just chuckled and replied with a grin, “Did you forget who I am? I’m the Yellow Mage.”

With that, she snapped her fingers, launching herself into the air and shouting down to me.

“Watch closely, Kamon. This is what it looks like when you push that spell to its ultimate level.”

And then—

“Gladys Sector Meltro Carbon Caelumz.”

She chanted an incantation slightly different from the spell she had taught me. Instantly, the world seemed to darken.

Or rather, it didn’t actually darken—it just felt that way.

“K-Kamon… look,” Chelsea whispered.

I glanced up at the sky and immediately felt my jaw drop.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

A curse slipped out unconsciously.


Because—

“How many swords are there?”

More than a dozen massive swords had appeared, each radiating a brilliant, almost blinding light.

Then—

“Hey, Kamon, are you watching?” my mentor’s voice called down from the sky.

I closed my eyes, deciding to ignore her.

‘Goddamn it, this world is unfair.’

Here I was, having amassed every advantage, every ounce of power, pouring my life into barely summoning one sword… and with a mere snap of her fingers, she’d summoned over a dozen.

Just how strong are you?!

***

‘…The barrier has been broken?’

Despite the unexpected turn of events, Vitell Romanoff’s face remained impassive as he looked across the battlefield with deep, unreadable eyes.

Moments earlier, he had sensed the massive ripple of mana.

‘Who is it?’

As he gazed at the green-haired girl who had torn through space to appear, he recalled a fragment of memory within his mind’s palace.

“Jamie Hasellion?”

Her name slipped out of his mouth as he murmured again.

“The Yellow Mage, one of the Three Primary Colors… appearing here? For mere academy students? …Hah.”

A slight laugh escaped him as he shook his head.

“I can’t tell if this is absurd or if I’ve been truly blindsided.”


For Vitell Romanoff, today was turning out to be one of the worst days of his life.

Never in his life had he been so thwarted or failed to achieve what he wanted. And now, this Kamon Vade, who continually appeared, defied his predictions, and made his presence known, was proving to be an annoying thorn.

“Perhaps my daughter isn’t drawn to him without reason,” he mused.

A part of him even grudgingly acknowledged the boy.

After all, how many academy students in the entire world would dare to stand against House Romanoff, resisting fiercely, causing repeated setbacks?

And originally, Kamon had belonged to House Vade—a peer of House Romanoff among the Elector Lords. If this Yellow Mage were Kamon’s benefactor or even just a powerful ally…

“I might regret this,” he thought. Perhaps he should have pressed harder earlier or extended Kamon a few more chances.

But he quickly shook his head, muttering in a steely tone.

“No, he crossed the line long ago.”

Kamon Vade had destroyed the Romanoff family’s sacred Vishran Hot Springs and repeatedly brought disgrace upon him. Now, capturing and punishing him was the only appropriate response.

Even if it meant facing a mage from the Three Primary Colors.

“Even so, I can handle at least one.”

At that moment—

Brrrrrmmm!

The sky filled with multiple colossal swords of light.

While Markon and the Bellington Knights were still struggling to stop the first sword, now more than a dozen were descending upon them.

“Damn it. What now?!”

The knights’ faces darkened, their morale plummeting as they watched this overwhelming display.

Tack!

But just then, Vitell Romanoff, who had yet to make a move, finally took action.

Boom!

With a powerful leap, he launched himself into the air, hurtling toward the multitude of swords above.

“D-Duke!”

“The Duke is moving personally.”

“What is he planning to do?”

Markon and the Bellington Knights, all witnessing his movement, muttered in awe.

As Vitell Romanoff drew closer to one of the gigantic swords of light—

Slash!

With the sound of something slicing through the air—

Shrrack!

The massive sword of light, supposedly indestructible, split cleanly in two.

“……!”

“H-He cut it down?”

“Indeed, our Duke!”

The morale of the knights, which had been plummeting, immediately soared back up, inspired by Duke Romanoff’s display of strength.

Observing the scene, Jamie raised an eyebrow, a smirk twitching at the corner of her mouth.

“Well, this is getting interesting.”

To see none other than Vitell Romanoff, one of the continent’s most powerful leaders, slice through her magic, the magic of the Yellow Mage, was amusing to her.

“Truly interesting.”

At that moment, an all-too-familiar voice sounded from below.

“Master, are you alright?”

Jamie frowned in irritation.

“What do you mean, ‘alright’?!”

“Well, the sword got split in half….”

“Look again. The rest of them are intact, aren’t they? Do I look like someone who needs your concern already?”

“I’m sorry. How foolish of me as your unworthy test subject to assume—”

“Aaaagh! I told you, I never said that!”

‘Damn it! Just one slip of the tongue, and he clings to it like a leech!’

For some reason, this troublesome Disciple, Kamon Vade, didn’t fear her. He constantly tried to match her, even teasing her every chance he got.

‘If I get the chance, he’ll get a lesson on respecting his teacher…’

As Jamie entertained these thoughts—

Slash! Schwing!

Vitell Romanoff, after slicing through one massive sword, continued to perform impossible feats as he hacked through more.

And with each strike—

Shatter!

Six of the remaining twelve swords shattered and dissipated in an instant.

“…!”

Even Jamie, the Yellow Mage, hadn’t anticipated this.

While she looked on in slight surprise, the knights below were ecstatic.

“Whoa! He destroyed half of them!”

“His Grace cut down six of them!”

The knights cheered with renewed vigor, rallying behind the strength of their Duke.

“Um, Master?” Kamon and Chelsea’s worried voices rose from below again.

Jamie, however, ignored them this time, a sardonic laugh escaping her lips.

“Impressive.”

Her gaze remained locked onto Vitell Romanoff, the man who had dared slice her spells.

At that moment—

Crackle!

Vitell Romanoff also met her gaze, unflinching as their eyes locked in an intense standoff.

“So, I take it you’re another head of a great family?” she remarked.

In that tense moment, with two of the continent’s renowned powerhouses staring each other down, Jamie’s mocking smile shifted into something colder and more serious. Her expression sharpened as she muttered,

“Fine. I’ll fight you seriously, then.”

Snap!

She snapped her fingers once more.

“Gasp!”

“What… what’s happening?!”

“No… this can’t be….”

Instantly, everyone’s faces drained of color. Even Vitell Romanoff, who had been calmly facing off against her, showed a hint of dismay.

The reason?

“Let’s see how many of these you can handle.”

Where there had been only six enormous swords left, now dozens more appeared in the sky, far beyond what anyone could count. The sky was filled, packed with a vast array of swords radiating blinding light.

Vitell Romanoff, his expression hardening, called out loudly,

“I, Vitell of House Romanoff, request a dialogue with Lady Jamie Hasellion, the Yellow Mage.”

Jamie smirked, replying with a dismissive chuckle.

“And why should I talk to you?”

Despite her response, Vitell Romanoff stood his ground, unyielding.

“Because this is my land, and you are an outsider who has intruded upon it uninvited.”

“Your people messed with my Disciples first, didn’t they?”

“…….”

Vitell Romanoff, now understanding the connection between Kamon Vade and Jamie Hasellion, spoke again with a stern tone.

“Your Disciple trespassed upon our sacred grounds and destroyed them first.”

His reasoning was well-argued, but Jamie only shrugged.

“So what? Why don’t we just settle this in a fight?”

“…….”

Her sarcastic, defiant response left him momentarily speechless.

He realized that if things continued this way, he might indeed end up in a life-or-death duel with Jamie Hasellion.

Not that he feared such a confrontation, but…

‘If this escalates, it could determine the fate of my entire family.’

The House of Romanoff, with its long history of rising and falling through countless power struggles, now basked in its present glory. Vitell Romanoff was unwilling to see his family’s fortunes decline under his rule.

“Very well, Lady Hasellion. I shall yield this time. Let us resolve this through a conversation, shall we?”

“…!”

“Your Grace!”

His offer to back down left the Bellington knights looking as if they’d lost their world. But as they glanced back at the sky full of gleaming swords, fear seeped into their eyes.

“Damn it… this is all my fault for being too weak,” muttered Markon, finally falling to his knees, his face shadowed by despair.

“…….”

Jamie watched them quietly before finally turning her gaze downward.

“They’re giving you a way out. So, what’ll it be?”

Her gaze landed on Kamon Vade—the very person responsible for instigating this whole situation.

As everyone’s attention focused on him, Kamon finally opened his mouth to speak.

“I….”

But at that moment—

Swish!

“Kamon, watch out!”

Chelsea, standing beside him, urgently thrust her sword forward, her voice ringing out in alarm.

In the next instant, everyone could see it—a dark, shadowy figure lunging toward Kamon Vade with lethal intent.
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Thud!

“Urgh!”

With a loud clash, Chelsea, who had rushed forward, was thrown back, collapsing to the ground. The dark shadow that had suddenly appeared in front of me and launched a surprise attack was none other than—

“Shador?”

It was the elder of the shadow organization who had ambushed us at House Vade, nearly killing us before my father, Marquess Baran, had dealt him a crushing blow.

“Damn it!”

He cursed, but he looked vastly different from the last time I’d seen him.

“I’ll kill you for sure this time, Kamon Vade,” he spat, eyes blazing with rage. His face was half-covered in burn scars, his left eye hidden by an eyepatch, and—

‘…His arm’s gone?’

His right arm was completely missing below the shoulder, leaving him an utter wreck.

[Didn’t I tell you? Your father gave him a thorough lesson,] Airsya’s amused voice chimed in beside me.

‘I knew he got punished, but I didn’t think it was this bad.’

[Surviving at all was a miracle, really.]

As Airsya closed her eyes, recalling the scene, Frilla tilted her head curiously.

[I can’t quite follow the story. Care to explain, Airsya?]

[It’s not necessary. Don’t trouble yourself with it,] Airsya replied bluntly, turning her head away.

Ignoring their chatter, I refocused on Shador, who now stood before me, battered and enraged.

“Why are you here?” I demanded.

“Shut up and die!”


Whoosh!

Invisible blades flew toward me, just as they had before. However, whether due to his injuries or my own growth, the attacks felt slower this time.

“Barrier.”

Clang!

I easily deflected his attack with a simple barrier spell, then stepped back to help Chelsea, who was still on the ground.

“Chelsea, are you alright?”

“…Yes.”

I quickly helped her to her feet, then turned to face Shador with a taunting smile.

“Alright, my turn now. Fireball!”

Fwoosh!

Dozens of fireballs materialized in mid-air, each aimed directly at him. While I didn’t have enough strength left to use The Sword that Splits the Sky again, I could still bring out my best spell.

Swoosh, boom!

“Tch.”

Seeing the fireballs hurtling toward him, Shador clicked his tongue and dodged, weaving through the explosions with surprising agility before swinging his remaining arm fiercely.

Whoosh!

Another wave of invisible blades shot toward me.

“Not this time!”

Clang!

I blocked the attack again with my barrier, causing Shador’s expression to stiffen.

“Kamon Vade, how dare you!”


“What’s wrong? You seem a lot weaker. Are you in pain? I mean, you’re half-blind and missing an arm, so…”

“Argh! What are you all waiting for? Kill him now!”

Infuriated by my taunt, Shador shouted furiously, and—

Swish, swish!

“…!”

Suddenly, a group of shadowy figures appeared out of nowhere, rushing toward us with weapons drawn.

“Die!”

“Haaah!”

The shadows charged, weapons raised, ready to strike.

“Be careful, Kamon,” Chelsea warned, stepping forward with her sword raised, preparing to defend against the onslaught.

But just then—

“So many bugs around here, aren’t there?”

Whoosh!

An all-too-familiar voice sounded from above, followed by the appearance of a massive sword of light over our heads.

“……!”

Jamie, the Yellow Mage, looked down at Shador with a mocking wave.

“Long time no see, huh?”

She greeted him with a chilling smile, her presence alone enough to send shivers down my spine.

Ignoring her, Shador barked orders at his men.

“Damn it, ignore her! Charge and kill him!”


The shadows, likely hoping that getting close to me would prevent Jamie from attacking, rushed forward heedlessly.

“Fools. Such a waste of effort,” Jamie snorted.

With a wave of her hands, the massive sword of light split into hundreds of smaller blades, raining down on the shadows.

Swish, swish, swish!

“……!”

The shadowy figures, realizing the danger too late, looked up at the countless falling blades with horror.

But just as they were about to be skewered—

Slash! Whoosh!

A powerful sword aura swept through, tearing apart the descending blades.

“Finish them off now!” Vitell Romanoff’s thunderous voice rang out, echoing in their ears.

At the same time, his powerful aura sliced through the hundreds of light blades descending from above.

“You… madman…!” Jamie gasped, visibly shocked by the unexpected interference.

Then—

“Hellfire!”

Jamie cast a high-level fire spell, far more intense than Fireball, hurling it at Vitell Romanoff.

Swish!

But he effortlessly sliced through it, once again severing her spell in two, before roaring another order.

“All Bellington Knights, attack the Yellow Mage!”

Following his command, Markon and the knights launched their sword auras at Jamie in unison.

“Tch!”

Caught off guard, Jamie quickly maneuvered her remaining swords, directing them at the attacking knights.

“Aaagh!”

“Hrk!”

Several knights fell instantly, unable to even defend themselves against the blades of light.

However—

“Just buy time! Hold her off for as long as possible!” Markon shouted, understanding Duke Romanoff’s strategy.

Despite Jamie’s formidable power, the relentless, self-sacrificing assault of the elite knights forced her to spend precious time on each one.

“You damn pests! Hellfire!”

Jamie, growing increasingly furious, unleashed a barrage of powerful spells. But even with her relentless attacks, the knights’ willingness to sacrifice themselves bought Duke Romanoff a few invaluable moments.

“Heh, well done, Vitell Romanoff,” someone muttered with dark satisfaction.

Thud!

“Ugh!”

With a crash, Chelsea, who had leapt forward to block the attack, was knocked back. Shador, the dark shadow who had ambushed us, was none other than—

“Shador?”

The elder from the shadow organization who had ambushed us at House Vade, narrowly avoided death at the hands of my father, Marquess Baran.

“Damn it!” he cursed, his appearance vastly altered from before. His face was marred with burn scars, his left eye concealed under an eyepatch, and—

‘…His arm’s gone?’

Shador’s right arm was missing below the shoulder, leaving him a tattered remnant of his former self.

[Didn’t I tell you? Your father gave him a thorough beating,] Airsya remarked.

‘I knew he was punished, but I didn’t realize it was this bad.’

[Surviving at all was a miracle,] she said, nodding as if recalling the scene.

Ignoring their banter, I refocused on Shador.

“Why are you here?” I demanded.

“Shut up and die!” he growled, unleashing an invisible blade.

Clang!

I quickly threw up a barrier, but Shador and his shadows kept up a relentless assault.

“Barrier!”

Crack! Crack!

The barrier quickly began to crack under the constant onslaught.

“This is the end!” Shador sneered, his invisible blade slicing down and shattering my barrier.

“Damn it!”

“Stay behind me, Kamon,” Chelsea ordered, stepping in front of me and slashing down one of the advancing shadows with her sword.

Swish! Slash!

But the continuous attacks from the shadows’ swords, invisible blades, and projectiles were overwhelming.

Clang! Clang!

Despite her efforts, Chelsea couldn’t fend them off indefinitely.

Thunk!

“Ugh!” Chelsea finally took a hit, letting out a painful groan as she dropped to one knee.

“Chelsea, are you okay?” I asked urgently.

“I’m fine. Just… get out of here,” she said, trying to catch her breath.

‘Airsya, Frilla, is the teleportation formation ready?’

[It is ready, but…]

[If you activate it now, everyone nearby will be transported with you.]

‘Damn it. This is the worst possible setup.’

With the enemies pressing close, there was no way to escape cleanly.

“Chels—”

Suddenly—

Whoosh!

“Huh?”

A black whip, tipped with a sharp blade, cut through the air toward me.

I heard an all-too-familiar laugh behind me and turned to see—

“Diana Fren?”

She stood nearby, a twisted smile on her face, laughing maniacally to herself.

“Time to die, Kamon Vade.”

“Crazy bitch!” I cursed, trying to move out of the whip’s path.

Thud!

But—

Swish!

The whip altered its course, homing in on me.

‘I can’t dodge this.’

I knew instantly it would be impossible to avoid. The whip’s blade was aimed directly at my heart, and death seemed to flash before my eyes when—

“Tempus Cohibet.”

An all-too-familiar voice echoed out of nowhere.

Vrrrrm!

Everything around me began to slow down dramatically.

Tap.

“Whew, just in time.”

With a flourish of a vibrant red dress, a stunning woman appeared, giving me a sly wink.

“Right?”

“Dean…?” I stammered, recognizing her instantly.

“Hey! Didn’t I tell you to call me big sister?” came the stern response from Beatrice, the Red Mage.

‘I thought that was only when it was just the two of us…’

Before I could respond, Beatrice moved with lightning speed, unaffected by the slowed-down surroundings. She grabbed Chelsea and me, pulling us to a safe distance.

Snap!

With a quick snap of her fingers, a thick, dark mist radiated out from her, spreading fast.

Then—

“Aaagh!”

“Guh!”

Thud!

The shadows that had been attacking us were engulfed by the mist, collapsing to the ground with dying screams. Even Shador, the strongest among them—

Swoosh!

“Arrrgh!”

Thud!

He let out a final scream before losing consciousness and collapsing.

Finally—

Whoosh!

The whip that had been aiming for my heart slashed through empty air instead.

Diana Fren’s face contorted in frustration as she screamed.

“Noooo!”

She let out a drawn-out wail, as if in slow motion, disappearing into the dark mist that enveloped her.

With our attackers defeated in an instant, Chelsea collapsed to the ground, her voice weary.

“It’s over… finally.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, sitting down beside her.

“Good work, Chelsea.”

“You too, Kamon,” she replied with a tired smile.

As we caught our breath—

“Phew, this is why getting old is no good.”

Beatrice shook her head as she watched Jamie, who was on the other side, unleashing carnage on Vitell Romanoff and the Bellington Knights with overwhelming force.

“What a nasty personality. I’m definitely not going to age like that,” she muttered.

And all I could think was—

‘You and my master really aren’t all that different…’

Of course, I kept that thought strictly to myself.
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Everything had finally come to an end.

Or rather, the battle was over, and there was a clear, overwhelming victor.

“…….”

The knights of the Bellington Order, along with the forces of House Romanoff, knelt on the ground, completely defeated. And at the very front—

“Ugh, Your Grace…” muttered Vitell Romanoff, the leader of this territory and one of the Empire’s five Elector Lords.

“Just kill me.”

“Why would I do that?” came Jamie’s sharp reply, her tone dripping with irritation.

“I’d rather you grant me the mercy of death than subject me to such humiliation after losing in battle,” Vitell replied, still kneeling.

“Mercy? Battle? You and your men just ganged up on my Disciple,” Jamie scoffed, her voice laced with disdain.

At this, Beatrice, the Red Mage, chimed in.

“Technically, they’re our students, not just your Disciple,” she said smoothly.

Jamie shot her a glare. “Stray cat, why are you here?”

“Why wouldn’t the Dean come to rescue her students in distress? Isn’t that reasonable?”

“I mean…”

“And if I hadn’t shown up when I did, your Disciple might be dead. I think a thank-you is in order, don’t you?”

“…”

Caught off guard by Beatrice’s tone, Jamie was momentarily speechless, her expression sour. Their rivalry was infamous, with neither of them ever willing to back down. Yet this time, the atmosphere felt slightly different.

“Fine, thanks,” Jamie finally muttered.

“Wait, what? Did you just say thank you?” Beatrice asked, her face showing genuine surprise.


Jamie rolled her eyes. “What, are you deaf? I said thank you for saving my Disciple.”

“Wow, I lived long enough to hear that from you, Jamie. Amazing.” Beatrice shook her head in disbelief.

Just then, Vitell Romanoff, who had been kneeling silently, ventured to speak up.

“Esteemed Mages, if I may—”

But Jamie cut him off immediately.

“Shh. I’m not in the mood to talk to you right now.”

“…….”

Turning away from him, she looked back at Beatrice. “So, stray cat, how did you get here?”

“Anything you can do, I can do as well. We’re both among the Three Primary Colors, aren’t we?”

“No, that’s not what I meant. I’m asking how you even knew the students were in trouble here.”

At Jamie’s probing question, Beatrice hesitated for a moment, her gaze shifting.

Then, she looked directly at me.

‘What the hell? Why are you looking at me?’ I thought, mentally panicking. ‘She’s only going to get more suspicious!’

Jamie still didn’t know about the hidden powers of my ruby pendant. If she discovered it now…

‘Honestly, dying might be the better option.’

“Hm?” Jamie’s eyes narrowed as she followed Beatrice’s gaze.

Just as her attention was about to land on me—

“We contacted her!” an unexpected voice called out.

“Huh?” Jamie turned to see Cecilia and Rosen, looking utterly exhausted, stepping forward.

“We broke through the magical barrier surrounding the Romanoff territory and sent an emergency rescue request to the academy,” explained Rosen Ravenia, her voice clear and precise.


Beatrice nodded quickly. “Right, I came as soon as I got the message.”

“…….”

Jamie’s gaze remained skeptical. “Then why didn’t you answer me right away when I asked?”

“Oh, come on,” Beatrice scoffed. “The student council was on an emergency mission, and I got an urgent call for help. Why wouldn’t I rush here?”

Jamie raised an eyebrow. “Then why didn’t you answer immediately?”

“Because I wasn’t sure who sent the message at first, obviously.”

Jamie let out an exasperated sigh but chose not to pursue it further.

Others nearby, unfamiliar with Jamie’s identity, looked at her in bewilderment, wondering who she was to speak so forcefully with Beatrice, one of the Three Primary Colors.

Finally, Rosen Ravenia, her voice filled with curiosity, started to speak.

“But who exactly is—”

“Rosen, one moment,” I interrupted, quickly stepping up to her.

Turning, Rosen’s eyes widened as she took in my battered and bloodied state.

“Oh, Kamon, are you okay? You look pretty badly hurt…”

“I’m fine. Just another day,” I replied casually.

“Wh-what?” Rosen’s expression was a mix of disbelief and concern.

“K-K-Kamon?” Cecilia stammered, her face pale as she looked at me. She then turned her gaze toward the front, where her father, Vitell Romanoff, was still kneeling, defeated.

Rosen quickly reached out to Cecilia, trying to speak softly.

“C-Cecilia…”

Smack.

It was finally over.


Or more accurately, the battle had concluded with an undisputed victor.

“…….”

The Bellington Knights and Romanoff retainers knelt on the ground, their spirits crushed. At the front of the defeated group knelt Vitell Romanoff, once the proud ruler of this territory and one of the Empire’s five Elector Lords.

“Just end it and kill me,” he said, his voice resigned.

“Why would I do that?” Jamie replied, her tone sharp and dismissive.

“Rather than subject me to this humiliation, grant me the mercy of death, as is fitting for a defeated warrior,” Vitell said, his voice steady.

Jamie scoffed, “Mercy? This wasn’t some grand battle. You all just ganged up on my Disciple.”

At that, Beatrice, the Red Mage, interjected smoothly, “Actually, they’re our students, not just your Disciple.”

Jamie shot her a glare. “And why are you here, stray cat?”

“Because it’s my job to rescue students, obviously,” Beatrice replied with a shrug.

Jamie frowned, about to retort when Beatrice cut in, “And if I hadn’t arrived in time, your Disciple might be dead. Don’t you think a thank-you would be more appropriate?”

Jamie pursed her lips, momentarily speechless at Beatrice’s pointed tone.

After a moment, she sighed. “Fine, thanks,” she muttered grudgingly.

“Wait… what?” Beatrice blinked in surprise.

“You’re hearing fine. I said thank you,” Jamie repeated, looking more annoyed than grateful.

Beatrice shook her head, visibly amused. “I never thought I’d live to hear that.”

The awkward exchange was interrupted by Vitell Romanoff, who, though still kneeling, ventured to speak again.

“Esteemed Mages, if I may—”

Jamie silenced him with a curt wave of her hand. “Shh. I’m not in the mood to hear you right now.”

“…….”

Turning to Beatrice, Jamie asked, “How did you even get here?”

Beatrice smirked. “Anything you can do, I can do too. We’re both in the Three Primary Colors, after all.”

“No, I mean, how did you even know the students were in trouble?”

At that question, Beatrice’s face momentarily faltered, and she glanced in my direction.

‘Why is she looking at me?!’ I panicked. ‘She’s just going to make Jamie more suspicious!’

Jamie still didn’t know the true nature of my ruby pendant. If she discovered it now…

‘It might actually be better to just die,’ I thought grimly.

Jamie’s eyes narrowed as she began to follow Beatrice’s gaze toward me, but at that moment—

“We contacted her!” a familiar voice called out unexpectedly.

Jamie looked up, surprised, to see Cecilia and Rosen approaching, looking exhausted but resolute.

“We broke through the magical barrier around the Romanoff territory and used the only means available to send an emergency rescue request to the academy,” Rosen Ravenia explained.

Beatrice nodded immediately. “Exactly. I came as soon as I got the message.”

“…….”

Jamie, however, eyed her skeptically. “Then why didn’t you answer me right away when I asked?”

Beatrice scoffed. “The student council was on an emergency mission, and we got an urgent call for help. Naturally, I came right away.”

Jamie raised an eyebrow. “Then why didn’t you respond right away?”

“Because I wasn’t sure who sent the message at first,” Beatrice replied.

Jamie sighed, but she let the matter drop, though others nearby, unfamiliar with Jamie, exchanged curious glances, wondering who could speak to Beatrice, the Red Mage, with such audacity.

Rosen Ravenia, filled with curiosity, started to ask, “Who is—”

“Rosen, wait,” I interrupted, stepping forward to cut her off.

Rosen turned to me, her eyes widening as she noticed the bloodstains and bruises covering me.

“Kamon, are you okay? You look… really hurt.”

I managed a small smile. “This is nothing. Just another day.”

“What?” Rosen gaped at me in disbelief.

Beside her, Cecilia stared at me, her face ashen as she realized the extent of the injuries and pain I’d endured. She then turned, her gaze hardening as she looked at her father, who knelt in silence.

Seeing her expression, Rosen quickly reached out, whispering, “C-Cecilia…”

Smack.

Without a word, Cecilia raised her hand, silencing Rosen.

Step, step.

Slowly, she walked toward her father.

“Father.”

Vitell Romanoff, who had always stood proud and looked down on everyone from his position of power, now knelt before her, though he still maintained a faint smile.

“There was no need for you to come here. Why did you? I clearly told you to stay at the mansion…”

Vitell began to reprimand his daughter for disobeying him, but Cecilia cut him off.

“Did you really say that?” she asked quietly.

“…….”

“Did you really order them to beat Kamon like that? To imprison my friends and the student council?”

“…….”

“Why?” she demanded, her voice filled with emotion.

“Cecilia,” he began, his expression bitter.

“Why? Tell me why you did it!” she shouted, her face reddening as if on the verge of tears.

Vitell looked at her, sighing deeply. “Why indeed, Cecilia? Perhaps I had a lapse of judgment.”

“Father.”

“If only it were that simple,” he said, his gaze a mixture of conflicting emotions before he composed himself, his face firm.

“Listen carefully, Cecilia.”

“Yes?”

“You are part of House Romanoff. And they… they are our enemies. I acted to protect the family, to safeguard our legacy.”

“…….”

“This is a responsibility you will inherit as well. As a Romanoff, you are duty-bound to uphold our honor, and any insult to our ancestors deserves retribution. Ce—Cecilia! What are you doing?!”

His serious words were cut short by the sight of Cecilia raising a small dagger to her own neck, her hand shaking as she held it.

“Cecilia!”

“P-President?” Rosen gasped in shock.

“Put that knife down this instant, Cecilia!” Vitell shouted, his voice panicked, his usually stoic demeanor breaking.

“Our enemies?” Cecilia repeated, her voice steady. “You said you were protecting our legacy?”

Vitell’s eyes were wide as he watched her with desperation. “Cecilia, I meant… I did what I thought was necessary. Kamon, he—”

Cecilia’s hand moved, and a small line of red appeared on her neck.

“Stop!” Vitell cried.

“If you keep talking about Kamon like that, if you keep treating my friends and the council as enemies…”

Her hand inched closer to her neck.

“Enough!”

Desperate, Vitell closed his eyes tightly and relented. “Alright. Cecilia, please stop. I admit it. I was wrong. I won’t speak ill of him again. I apologize for imprisoning your friends and the others from the council. Just… please, put down that knife.”

He exhaled a long, defeated sigh, admitting his defeat.

Then he turned to me, his voice hoarse as he called out.

“Kamon Vade, I apologize. This was all my fault and my mistake. I accept responsibility and offer you my sincerest apology. Please… please, talk her down.”

Rosen nudged me gently. “What are you waiting for?”

“Huh?”

“Go on, go to her. And if anything happens to her, you’d better be prepared to pay with your own life.”

With a slight shake of my head, I stepped forward, approaching Cecilia.

“President, please, put it down,” I said softly.

She didn’t respond, her hand still trembling as it held the blade to her neck.

With a deep breath, I knelt down next to Vitell Romanoff, then spoke calmly.

“Alright. I’ll accept your apology, Your Grace. And I’ll forgive everything that happened.”

“Thank you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Cecilia, did you hear that? Kamon has forgiven me. Please, let this end now.”

His words were filled with earnestness.

“President?”

I spoke to her gently, my tone soft and reassuring.

Finally—

“Kamon…” Her voice cracked, and then she let out a sob, dropping the knife as she collapsed into my arms.

“P-President?”

“Waaaaah…” She buried her face into my shoulder, her body shaking as she sobbed uncontrollably.

Although her sudden breakdown left me taken aback, I gently wrapped my arms around her.

“Alright. It’s okay. You’ve done well,” I murmured, hoping my words would offer some comfort.

Whether she found solace in my embrace or simply succumbed to exhaustion, Cecilia soon went limp in my arms, drifting into a deep sleep.

Everyone watching remained silent, the weight of the moment filling the air.

After a brief pause—

“What’s her deal?” Jamie muttered, stepping over to Chelsea. “Who is she, anyway?”

“That’s President Cecilia,” Chelsea answered quietly. “Daughter of Duke Romanoff.”

“Oh, his daughter?”

Jamie nodded, accepting the explanation before tilting her head in confusion again.

“But then, why is she crying in Kamon’s arms? Her father was the one who lost.”

It was a reasonable question, but no one had a clear answer.

“…….”

In the silence that followed, Chelsea’s gaze deepened as she looked

at Cecilia, who lay quietly sleeping in my arms.
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The quiet study of Duke Romanoff.

In that place, I found myself alone with Vitell Romanoff.

“You said you had questions for me?”

Vitell Romanoff’s low voice carried an inherent dignity.

Even in defeat, facing the worst possible circumstances, he retained an unyielding pride that refused to let him be belittled.

[Why is this guy still acting high and mighty after losing?]

Airsya’s question mirrored my own thoughts. Frilla, beside him, shook her head.

[Haah, Airsya. This is what we call ‘noble bearing.’ That man is nobility, through and through.]

[Noble bearing, my ass… It’s just a shitty facade. If he’s defeated, he should act like it and grovel. Did he already forget how he was so quick to mark Kamon as an enemy?]

[Well, perspectives on that can vary. Although, I must admit, I do agree with you in part.]

[Part? So, you’re saying I’m wrong about some of it?!]

As the two spirits continued bickering loudly, I interrupted them with a calm gesture.

“Enough. Let’s focus.”

With that, I turned back to Vitell Romanoff and spoke.

“I have a number of questions I’d like to ask. But I’ll try to keep it brief.”

“That would be appreciated.”

After answering, Vitell Romanoff lifted the prepared teacup, took a sip, and then spoke again.

“But before that, there’s something I want to ask you.”

“Didn’t we agree that I’d be the one asking questions?”


“…So, is that a no?”

Surprised by his unexpectedly gentle tone, I shook my head.

“No, go ahead.”

“…”

After a moment of silence, Vitell Romanoff looked at me with a serious expression.

“What are your intentions with my daughter?”

“Pardon?”

“Cecilia has acted with a resolve to sacrifice her life for you. As her father, I feel both gratitude and resentment toward you. But given how far things have progressed, it will be difficult for us to part ways with friendly faces… Therefore, I want to hear your thoughts. How do you intend to treat Cecilia?”

“…”

“If you wish, I am willing to immediately pass everything here over to Cecilia. Should I, the cause of all this trouble, quietly retire, won’t the grievances between us come to an end?”

It was a calculated offer, framing the feud between me and the Romanoff family as merely a personal conflict.

I couldn’t help but feel a mix of admiration and surprise at Vitell Romanoff’s adeptness in political maneuvering.

‘A true heavyweight, indeed.’

The Romanoff family had already sustained tremendous losses, and if these events were to leak, the family’s honor would be left in ruins.

As one of the five Elector Dukes of the Empire, their position was at risk of plummeting.

It seemed that Vitell Romanoff was prepared to sacrifice himself to secure the future of his family.

[That stubborn fool is still at it.]

[It’s more like he wants to protect his pride as both a father and a noble until the end.]

Ignoring the opposing responses of the two spirits, I quietly spoke.

“There’s no need to go that far.”


“…?”

“Lady Cecilia is simply the student council president of the academy I attend. To me, she is nothing more, nothing less.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. And as for this incident, it was merely a minor disagreement between us. I bear no personal grudge against the Romanoff family.”

“Well, I appreciate that.”

Vitell Romanoff nodded with a satisfied smile, seemingly understanding the deeper meaning behind my words.

“Very well, then ask what you will. I’ll do my best to answer within my knowledge.”

Perhaps due to my assurance that I wouldn’t tarnish the family’s honor or future, Vitell Romanoff seemed more willing to engage in conversation.

Without hesitation, I proceeded to ask.

“Anne Carson, the previous Red Mage. What’s your connection to her?”

“…”

Vitell Romanoff paused, seemingly taken aback by the directness of my question. Then, he let out a slight chuckle, shaking his head.

“Well. That’s a question I could easily evade, you know.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, because she and I have little to do with one another. To put it accurately, it would be better to ask how Anne Carson is connected to the Romanoff family, rather than to Vitell Romanoff himself.”

“Understood. Let me rephrase, then. What is the relationship between Anne Carson and the Romanoff family?”

“Strictly speaking, it’s a bit of a reciprocal relationship with some unresolved debts from the previous generation. In any case, our connection has endured over the generations, with both sides offering help when needed.”

“I see.”

After nodding once, I continued with my questions.

“Anne Carson. Is she still alive?”


“Yes, she’s alive.”

“Then, is she contactable?”

“Hmm. She was originally reachable, but recently, no. Oddly enough, ever since you took the ‘Essence,’ all communication has ceased.”

“Communication ceased?”

“Perhaps she no longer sees us as useful.”

Duke Vitell Romanoff’s straightforward answer, paired with a bitter smile, earned a nod from me before I pressed on with another question.

“Then, are you affiliated with the Shadow Organization?”

“What?”

“I’m asking if you’re involved with the rebel group that attempted to assassinate Princess Francia, deceived the current imperial family, and intends to overthrow the Empire.”

“…”

The Duke paused, staring at me intensely, then replied with a question of his own.

“And if I were?”

“Is Anne Carson among them?”

Vitell Romanoff let out a short sigh before responding with a faint smile.

“No, I’m not part of the Shadow Organization, nor is my family. But I will tell you this: Anne Carson is the founder of the Shadow Organization.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you suspect as much?”

“…I hadn’t realized.”

Anne Carson—the former Red Mage, mentor to the current dean, Beatrice—was the founder of the Shadow Organization? But why would she want to overturn the Empire?

Was it a bid for the throne?

My mind buzzed with the questions, but I quickly shook off the confusion to focus.

‘I need to gather as much information as I can first.’

“What’s her reason for creating such an organization?”

“I don’t know that.”

“Then, do you and Anne Carson intend to take over the Empire?”

“Well, that would be nice, but even a five-year-old knows it’s impossible. We only intended to make a move before the imperial family could eliminate the Elector Lords.”

“A preemptive strike?”

“The current emperor is highly wary of the power held by the noble factions. As a result, your original family, as well as those in the east, south, north, and our family here in the central region, have been under considerable pressure.”

“…”

Without saying a word, I took a moment to process everything. The scale of this situation was far greater than I’d anticipated.

“As the head of the family, I have a duty to find a solution.”

“And what about Anne Carson?”

“To be honest, I don’t know her true motives either. I only know that she’s been searching for something over a very long time, and that’s why the organization exists.”

“What is she searching for?”

“Well, that, I believe, only she knows.”

Duke Vitell Romanoff seemed relieved as he explained further.

‘Anne Carson, the Red Mage, is searching for something?’

For some reason, I couldn’t shake the feeling that it might be related to the necklace of Princess Francia, the one Kamon Vade had in the vision I’d seen in my dreams.

“So, have you gotten the answers you needed?”

“Yes, I think I’ve asked everything I wanted to know.”

“Then, what’s next? Should I turn myself in to the imperial family? Or should I pledge myself to your service?”

Though Duke Romanoff was in a situation where I could easily have him executed, along with everyone connected to him, I’d never intended to crush or eliminate him entirely.

I’d considered making him pay a steep price out of irritation, and in a way, he had lost almost everything.

Keeping a tight leash on him was certainly an attractive option, but…

‘There’s no need for that.’

Instead—

“In return, if I ever come to you with a request or a favor, I would ask that you consider it with an open mind.”

“Hah, I see.”

Vitell Romanoff’s smirk returned as he looked at me and muttered softly.

“I don’t know what Baron Vade found lacking in such a son as you.”

With a laugh tinged with resignation, he continued.

“And I suppose now I understand why my daughter fell for you.”

“Excuse me?”

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking aloud. So, is there anything else you want to ask?”

“No, I’m done.”

“It’s been a pleasure. Not something a defeated man should say, I know.”

Duke Romanoff’s expression softened as he spoke with an easy smile.

***

Afterward, we returned to the academy without any further incidents or issues, joined by Beatrice and Jamie.

Well, there was one unexpected twist…

“I shall retire. From this point forward, all matters of the family will be left to my daughter.”

Vitell Romanoff abruptly declared his retirement, handing over the authority of the Romanoff family to Cecilia.

“W-What do you mean, suddenly? I’m still just a student!”

Of course, Cecilia protested fervently.

“Just accept it, Cecilia.”

With Rosen’s persuasion, the arrangement was finalized: Cecilia would formally inherit the title of Duchess upon completing her academy education.

Naturally, there was some chaos among the knights and servants, but they soon pledged to respect Vitell Romanoff’s wishes and serve Cecilia as their new head.

Consequently, Cecilia and Rosen decided to stay a little longer at the Romanoff estate.

Then, on the day we were set to depart…

“I’ve erased all traces of the Shadow Organization.”

As we prepared to leave, Vitell Romanoff whispered to me.

He informed me that he had severed his connections to the Shadow Organization and eliminated all affiliated individuals.

“There’s no longer any link between our family and Anne Carson.”

“Thank you.”

I bowed my head slightly, and Vitell Romanoff waved it off, resting a hand on my shoulder.

“I’ll be here, ready to answer any call or request you might have.”

With his words suggesting a willingness to serve as my ally, I gave him a silent nod in acknowledgment.
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“Haa. It’s not my house, but it feels like I’m back home.”

Just as Lois sighed deeply, this trip to the Vishran hot springs had truly turned into a series of colossal events.

For most of the Student Council members and academy students, it ended with just being confined in the mansion.

“…I need to train harder.”

Chelsea murmured with a determined expression on the way back.

“If you ever need any help, just let me know, Kamon.”

“I… I’ll help too.”

Lucas and Arian glanced nervously at me as they insisted.

But more than their concerns, something else was making me wary.

“Kamon, are you hiding something from me?”

Jamie asked, her tone as if she were picking a fight. I shook my head several times to answer her.

“No, there’s nothing.”

“Hmm, sure feels like there is.”

“Sigh, I’m telling you, there’s really nothing.”

Whenever Jamie would nag me like that, I could hear Beatrice chuckling quietly from afar, but I just ignored it.

‘Just wait. I’ll remember this for later.’

Among us, someone else had faced a bigger change.

“There’s a summons from your family?”

“Y-yeah, I was just as surprised.”


Elliot responded in an awkward tone to Bren, who looked shocked.

‘Seems like things went well.’

I’d resolved to finish off Diana Fren, who had tried to kill me repeatedly.

When I casually mentioned Diana Fren to Duke Romanoff, he said he would personally contact the Fren Merchant Guild.

With Duke Romanoff’s influence involved, it was likely the Fren family and guild would erase all traces of Diana.

If that happened…

“Is everything alright? Did something go wrong?”

“It doesn’t seem that way. My father contacted me directly to discuss succession matters.”

Elliot glanced subtly in my direction as he spoke, and I grinned, nodding in return.

‘I kept my promise.’

I recalled the words I had said when we first met.

– “I’ll make you the head of your family, Elliot.”

Now, Elliot would be the sole heir of the Fren Merchant Guild.

As for Diana, after her failed assassination attempt on me, no one knew her whereabouts…

[Although it’s faint, there’s still a trace of her energy, so she seems to be alive.]

Surprisingly, the Spirit of Sloth, Frilla, had left a part of her mark on Diana without even being told. Thanks to that, I could at least sense if she was alive.

If I put in more effort, I could probably even track her location.

‘Forget it. Whether she lives or dies, she’s no longer my concern.’

The real fear of Diana Fren had always come from the background and the sinister cunning she wielded, not her pure strength.

In terms of her own power, she posed no threat whatsoever.


And then—

“I guess we won’t see the Student Council members until next year now.”

“You’ll miss them, won’t you, Lois?”

“What’s there to miss? They were people I wouldn’t see once I went back home anyway.”

“Heh, you don’t have to hide your feelings.”

Before long, even Senior Lucas had joined Elliot, Bren, and the others to tease Lois.

As they mentioned, all the Student Council members were staying at the Romanoff estate with Lady Cecilia.

Even Sol Crensh, the former leader of the Monster Trio, had miraculously been recruited into the Student Council.

“So, when is everyone leaving for home? I’m planning to go tomorrow.”

Trying to change the subject, Lois brought it up, and Elliot mentioned he needed to leave right away because of his father’s summons.

Most others said they’d leave the academy within three days.

“What about you, Kamon?”

Bren asked, and I shrugged.

“I don’t really have anywhere to go, so I guess I’ll just stay here.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

Cecilia, Elliot, Bren, Lois, Lucas and Arian, even Chelsea—all of them were leaving the academy to return home.

‘Home…’

The word stirred something nostalgic and bittersweet within me, but I shook my head to rid myself of any useless thoughts.

Just then—


Tap!

Someone tapped my shoulder and murmured quietly.

“Don’t stop training. When I come back, let’s spar again.”

Looking into Chelsea’s steady gaze, I gave a faint smile.

“Sure, let’s do that.”

***

“Haa, I was genuinely sweating. I thought I was going to get caught.”

“What? Who’s the one who was nervous? You kept laughing like it was nothing!”

“Well, I couldn’t help it. Seeing your face made me laugh… Pfft!”

Beatrice, the Acting Dean, burst into laughter again, and I shook my head.

[This woman really is something.]

[I didn’t much like her from the first time we met, either.]

Both spirits seemed to share my thoughts, shaking their heads along with me.

“But I should be in the clear, right? That old guy has such a sharp intuition that sometimes it creeps me out.”

“I wouldn’t know. But since you kept denying it, I doubt he’ll pursue it any further.”

“Right, you really came through back there. Thinking about it again… Haha!”

Beatrice barely stifled another laugh.

“What… are you trying to pull right now?”

“Phew, sorry. But I did show up just in time to save you, didn’t I? In a way, I’m like your savior, right?”

“If I hadn’t gone there in the first place, none of that would’ve happened.”

“Oh, come on, it all worked out for the best, didn’t it? Are you planning to keep carrying around that curse?”

“…”

With her usual, laid-back tone, Beatrice’s words left me silent.

After returning to Flance Imperial Academy, everyone headed to their rooms.

But I…

[Stop by your dorm first, then come straight to my office, got it?]

At her secret summons, I found myself standing here.

‘Well, not like I had a choice.’

Despite the fatigue weighing on me, I had to report on what I’d discovered and the current situation.

“Come on, relax that face. I did apologize, didn’t I?”

Her attempts at playful charm made me sigh deeply.

“Alright, sis.”

“There, that’s better!”

Plop!

Beatrice grinned, pleased by my response, and flopped onto the plush sofa.

“So, let’s talk about what happened. You’re probably tired, so don’t give me the epic version. Just keep it short and to the point.”

With a casual wave of her finger—

Clatter!

Drawers opened on their own, revealing fine teacups, tea leaves, and hot water floating over.

Ssshh!

“Sit down, Kamon. You’ll get tired if you keep standing.”

“Haa, alright.”

Flop!

I took a seat on the sofa without protest. Before I knew it, a steaming cup of tea had been set in front of me.

“Alright, let’s hear it,” she urged.

I picked up the cup, letting the subtle rosemary aroma wash over me, and began to speak.

“So, here’s what happened…”

Even though I tried to summarize, there was a lot of important information, so it took quite a while.

Finally, when I finished explaining everything—

“So, your master is both the founder and leader of an organization that aims to overthrow the Empire and the Royal Family, and she’s looking for something? And she’s alive?”

“Yes, that’s everything.”

I nodded, having shared the information I’d learned from Duke Romanoff.

Of course, I didn’t tell her everything. I kept secret my acquisition of the Grand Mage Katryzin’s essence and the complete absorption of the life energy.

Still, Beatrice seemed plenty overwhelmed with what I had told her.

“Haa, alright. You really went through a lot.”

She sighed and nodded, giving me a faint smile.

“Well, hardships are part of the job. So, are we tracking down the shadow organization next?”

“Hmm, let’s think that over a bit. You’re tired, so go rest for now. You did well, Kamon Vade.”

Her gentle words of encouragement made me chuckle as I replied.

“What? Just words?”

“Oh, come on! Didn’t I support you from afar? Even remotely when I contacted you? You didn’t do it all alone!”

“True enough. Just kidding.”

“Why, you little…!”

Realizing I’d been teasing her, Beatrice looked at me with exasperated eyes.

“Well then, I’ll head back now, sis.”

I quickly got up and bowed, then exited her office without hesitation.

Back in my dorm, I threw myself onto the bed I’d missed.

The soft embrace of the mattress filled me with a sense of safety, finally home.

“Haa, it’s all over.”

There were still things unresolved, and plenty of issues that kept my mind busy.

But for now…

‘Might as well enjoy the break.’

It wasn’t like I was going to die or face some disaster tomorrow.

For a while, I could afford to take it easy, moving at a slower pace.

Flance Imperial Academy had become a place that felt as comforting and safe as home to me.

[Rest well, Master.]

[You did well, Kamon.]

Even Airsya and Frilla, who usually bickered, were peaceful and gently wished me well this time.

“Thanks.”

Smiling faintly at them, I let the waves of drowsiness finally wash over me.

***

How much time passed?

Deep in a sleep free of dreams, I heard familiar voices calling urgently.

[K-Kamon!]

[Master!]

Barely able to open my eyes due to exhaustion, I recognized the voices of Airsya and Frilla.

“Airsya? Frilla?”

My fatigue was too heavy to even fully open my eyes, but as I murmured their names—

[Wake up, it’s an emergency.]

[Get up at once, Master!]

The two spirits, looking as pale as ghosts, shouted at me.

“What’s… going on?”

Their abrupt urgency had me rubbing my sleepy eyes as I quickly sat up in bed, slapping my cheeks to wake myself.

[Kamon! Look over there!]

Following Airsya’s whining, I turned my gaze.

“What’s with that light?”

From the ‘Orb’ ring I’d set aside, a deep teal glow was erupting wildly.

It was the life energy—one of the legacies left by the Grand Mage Katryzin that I’d mentioned before.

“Why is it glowing like that?”

[Master, that’s not the same energy. It’s similar, but it’s different.]

Frilla said in a tense voice.

“What? Different energy?”

Taking a closer look at the ring, I could see that it wasn’t quite the same; the glow was slightly darker, tinged with gray.

“So, what is it…?”

As I pondered in confusion—

Whooosh!

The gray-tinged teal energy began swirling around the ‘Orb’ ring, eventually coalescing into a human shape.

Then—

[M-Master! It’s the Red Mage Anne Carson!]

With Frilla’s urgent cry, a woman with red hair, fully formed in human shape, muttered softly.

“At last, I’ve found you, Arrogance.”

And with that, I blacked out completely.
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Whoooosh.

Somewhere, I could hear the sound of wind blowing.

Then, another familiar sound echoed in my ears.

Splash!

‘Is that… the sound of waves?’

Though my vision remained pitch-black and I couldn’t see a thing, I felt oddly calm. It was hard to tell whether this was a dream or reality, yet I felt strangely at peace.

‘This is strange. I feel… grounded.’

It was as if I were lying on a luxurious bed, one that fit me perfectly.

“….”

And then, the darkness around me slowly began to brighten.

Or rather—

‘A screen?’

In front of me, a massive, rectangular white screen appeared, as if I had walked into a movie theater. I couldn’t help but feel even more puzzled.

‘I can’t move at all, though?’

Although I felt comfortable and relaxed, my body wouldn’t respond to my will. But then again, did I even have a body right now?

Unable to even lower my head, I could only focus on the huge screen in front of me. A change was occurring on that screen, once blank and white.

Sploosh!

The screen showed a cliff with high waves crashing against it, and standing there was…

‘Kamon Vade?’


Not the Kamon Vade that I inhabited, but the real Kamon Vade, standing there alone.

He faced the fierce sea breeze, cold enough to sting, without any hint of expression or movement.

Though he’d once been a minor villain in a third-rate story, carelessly discarded by the protagonist and dismissed without much thought, his presence on the screen was nothing like a mere extra.

“Haa.”

Kamon Vade brushed his hair back with a sigh.

Dressed head to toe in a black uniform, he looked like a picture-perfect aristocrat, composed and refined.

“Heh, how ridiculous.”

With his trademark sneer and mocking tone, he muttered cynically, and as I looked closer at him, I noticed—

‘He looks… a bit younger.’

He seemed slightly—no, considerably—more youthful than the version I had seen in the mirror or in past visions.

Then—

Shwiik, thud.

“Have you made up your mind, Young Master?”

Out of nowhere, a mysterious figure appeared behind Kamon Vade and asked.

I recognized him immediately.

‘The Shadow Organization?’

He was wearing the distinctive cloak of their group, making his identity unmistakable.

“Is there any decision to make? I’m simply moving as fate dictates.”

“A wise choice, sir.”

At Kamon Vade’s nonchalant response, the member of the Shadow Organization nodded slowly, bowing his head.


“Wise? Me? Heh.”

Kamon Vade chuckled, unable to suppress his laughter.

“Yes, that’s right. I’m very wise. While fools continue to ignore the truths of this world, I confront them proudly.”

Watching his twisted smile, I couldn’t help but feel a slight cringe, as though he was going through a rebellious, melodramatic phase.

‘Looks like he’s fully in his edgy teen phase.’

“So, what am I supposed to do now?”

“Wait patiently. When the time is right, he will come to you with his word.”

“Fine, I got it.”

With a casual nod from Kamon Vade, the Shadow Organization member disappeared once more, as silent as the wind.

‘What is this?’

Could this be showing how the original Kamon Vade joined the Shadow Organization?

Just as I was pondering this, Kamon Vade continued gazing out at the crashing waves and muttered softly.

“Haa, a book… So, I’m inside a novel?”

‘What?’

That revelation hit me like a shockwave, completely blindsiding me.

Bam!

The screen changed again.

“Mother!”

A much younger Kamon Vade was running toward a woman.

He looked barely six or seven years old, and the servants of the Vade Marquisate watched his small steps with warm smiles.


But—

Smack.

“Don’t touch me!”

The woman harshly slapped away Kamon Vade’s hand as he tried to cling to her dress.

“Ma-Madam Marquis!”

“Milady!”

Alarmed, the servants rushed over, but—

“Stay back. I’m disciplining my child.”

“…!”

The woman’s sharp gaze kept them at bay, and none dared approach.

Then—

“M-Mother.”

Kamon Vade’s hand, the one that had been slapped, was held by his other hand as he whimpered.

To anyone watching, it was clear that this child was being mistreated.

‘So, this is the childhood he went through?’

Yet, I’d read Kamon Vade’s own diary before. Not a single word in there spoke ill of his mother or hinted at any unpleasant memories with her.

“I-I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

“What are you sorry for?”

“I… I won’t run around or touch things without permission anymore.”

“Ha, is that all?”

“P-Please forgive me, Mother.”

Kamon Vade lowered his head, his voice trembling, but his mother did not relent.

“Get out of my sight, now!”

She dismissed her son coldly, leaving me wondering if she was truly his mother. Otherwise, I couldn’t understand her behavior.

‘Why is she treating him like this?’

Just then, the scene shifted again.

Night had fallen, the sky darkened, and a chilly wind blew through the empty corridors of the mansion. There were no servants in sight, and silence engulfed the halls.

There, moving carefully and cautiously, was young Kamon.

‘Where’s he going?’

He headed toward the room of the mother who had been so harsh with him earlier, holding a small cake and a rolled-up parchment.

‘Is he going to ask for her forgiveness again?’

This young version of Kamon, so different from the chaotic and selfish adult villain I’d come to know, seemed almost unrecognizable.

When he finally reached his mother’s room, I could hear voices from inside.

“…More time… it’s not over yet.”

“I’m sorry, truly sorry.”

It was Kamon’s mother, speaking to someone in a pleading tone.

“If you would allow me to try just once more… I share a bed with him every night. With just a little more time, I might succeed.”

“Enough. Didn’t you say that last time? And what did that get you? You birthed Yuria, who will never become ‘Arrogance.’ So stop wasting time and return. There’s no need for you to stay any longer.”

“But…”

“What’s with that expression? Did you get so attached to playing the role of Marchioness that you want to stay for the ‘taste’ of it?”

“No, it’s not that. It’s just… if I were to leave suddenly, would the Marquis not react poorly…?”

“Hah. Have you forgotten who you serve? No matter how formidable Baron Vade might be, he can’t hold a candle to that person.”

“Yes, but…”

Kamon’s mother hesitated, her tone weak and unsure.

“You insolent wench!”

The person speaking to her finally lost his patience and shouted, his voice seething with anger.

“We took a wretched street woman and placed you in the role of Marchioness, and now you’ve lost your mind.”

“M-Mother…”

“Do not call me that. You’re a failure who couldn’t even bring forth ‘Arrogance.’ I have no daughter like you.”

“…”

Kamon’s mother fell silent, and the man resumed his harsh tone.

“I have no desire to talk about this any longer. By tonight, you’ll wrap up everything and leave.”

“No! You can’t make me leave!”

“Really, you—!”

“Just one more month! No, give me a week. I swear I’ll bring forth ‘Arrogance’ in that time.”

“You fool. Do you really think you’ll succeed in something you’ve already failed at? The task has already been passed on to others.”

“W-What…?”

“We’ve decided to use the bloodline of the Northern Grand Duke or the Royal Family to produce ‘Arrogance.’ So stop this nonsense and follow orders.”

“….”

“Do you understand?”

Kamon’s mother finally responded in a dazed tone.

“…Yes, I understand.”

“Good. Be at the front gate in half an hour. If you fail to show…”

“I’ll be there. I will come.”

She repeated it several times, her voice trembling.

Then the screen went dark again.

‘What… did I just see?’

I couldn’t shake the familiarity of the word “Arrogance” from that conversation.

If my guess was right, they were talking about one of the Seven Deadly Sins, the fallen spirit known as the Spirit of Arrogance.

But they were trying to conceive such a spirit?

‘Is that even possible?’

While I grappled with these questions, the screen brightened once more.

This time, the scene was chaotic.

“Mother, please!”

“You need to die! This is all your fault! Just die already!”

With bloodshot eyes, Kamon’s mother raised a sharp dagger, attempting to kill him.

‘So this is how it turned out?’

It seemed likely that these scenes were memories from Kamon Vade’s past.

Failing to birth “Arrogance” as commanded, Kamon’s mother had become consumed by her obsession, which transformed into hatred for her “failed” son.

And, at the breaking point, she turned her rage on Kamon, whom she saw as the cause of her suffering.

A child barely six or seven years old stood no chance against an adult’s violent intent.

Her dagger was already at his throat.

Kamon, tearfully calling out to his mother again and again, could do nothing to stop her hand.

“Just die already!”

“M-Mother…”

Kamon’s consciousness began to fade as he teetered on the brink of passing out.

Slash.

The dagger’s edge finally nicked his throat, drawing a line of crimson blood.

“Hehe, die… What? Ahhh!”

Whoosh! Crackle!

“Aaaagh! What is this? What’s happening?!”

Kamon’s mother suddenly lifted into the air as though some invisible force had seized her.

“Who’s doing this? Who’s interfering?!”

Her face twisted with madness, she flailed helplessly in the air, screaming at an unseen enemy.

“Arrgh! Kamon, just die!”

At that moment, Kamon, who had been lying on the ground, slowly rose.

He lifted his right hand, his eyes opening, though unfocused.

“…?”

His eyes were devoid of focus, but his hand was raised, directed toward his mother.

“Kamon! What are you doing? Stop this!”

Sensing something, her frantic screams intensified, but her body, suspended in mid-air, remained motionless.

And then, as Kamon’s hand clenched tightly into a fist—

Crack, squelch, crunch, thud!

A series of brutal, sickening sounds filled the room, like something out of a gory horror film.

‘Ugh.’

Simultaneously—

Thud, thud! Bang!

The door burst open, and familiar faces appeared.

“Kamon!”

It was the Marquis of Vade and his brother, Rowan Vade.

“This… What…?”

“…”

They stared, horrified, at the corpse of the Marchioness, twisted and broken on the floor.

As Baron Vade began to speak—

Thud!

Young Kamon collapsed to the floor.

And the screen shifted again.
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The scene shifted back to Kamon Vade’s childhood, a familiar yet different setting from earlier.

But now, Kamon’s eyes held an intensity and hollowness far beyond his years, as though he had lost both his age-appropriate emotions and innocence. He was holed up in the library, reading book after book with feverish determination.

Stacks of books surrounded him, piled like towers. Judging by the sheer number of volumes, there must have been at least several hundred. Yet Kamon kept reading without pause.

“There has to be something… It has to be here.”

Despite his young age, dark circles were etched deeply under his eyes. But he didn’t stop.

“Arrogance, Arrogance, Arrogance… Got it! The Spirit of Arrogance!”

Finally finding what he sought, Kamon let out a rare, triumphant laugh and began to read eagerly.

The Spirit of ‘Arrogance’ is one of the seven fallen spirits, the Seven Deadly Sins. Although the origins of the Seven Deadly Sins remain unknown, rumors suggest…*

Kamon’s joyous expression quickly soured.

“What is this?”

…the Seven Deadly Sins are said to be the fragmented soul of the Demon King. After the hero defeated the Demon King, realizing the Demon King could not be fully destroyed, the hero decided to divide the soul and seal it across the continents. From this fractured soul emerged the seven fallen spirits, the Seven Deadly Sins, each named ‘Arrogance,’ ‘Envy,’ ‘Wrath,’ ‘Greed,’ ‘Sloth,’ ‘Lust,’ and ‘Gluttony.’ If the Seven Spirits were ever unsealed and gathered, the Demon King would be resurrected…

Slam!

Kamon shut the book, shaking his head as he muttered.

“That doesn’t make any sense. So, they wanted my mother to bear the Demon King’s soul? How absurd.”

He sighed and picked up another book. As I watched him, an inexplicable feeling welled up inside me.

‘Who exactly… is he?’

It felt almost like I was watching a soap opera, feeling a strange sympathy for him as I observed his younger self’s desperation and drive.

The scenes of Kamon’s life flashed by quickly, like a movie on fast-forward.

Over the years, Kamon grew from a small child into an adolescent, practicing magic under Marquis Vade’s guidance. He quickly discovered his own talent and rapidly became a prodigy. He stopped frequenting the library and began venturing outside, seeking information and listening to rumors.


Then, as more time passed and Kamon neared adolescence, the pieces of his mother’s secrets began to fall into place.

“My mother was part of the Shadow Organization, and they worship the Demon King.”

Kamon had finally uncovered the truth about his mother’s affiliation and the organization’s purpose.

“Breaking the Demon King’s seal? Heh, crazies like that are a dime a dozen.”

Scoffing, Kamon laughed, then began conjuring spells, testing his own power.

Snap!

With a snap of his fingers—

Fwoosh!

The training ground filled instantly with blazing, fierce magic.

“Hah, soon I’ll be able to match my father.”

‘This must be when it started. His delusions of grandeur… Though, with power like his, it’s understandable, Kamon Vade.’

With that thought, the scene shifted again.

Kamon was back in the library, his expression serious and distressed, frantically searching through books.

“What is this? What is going on?!”

‘…?’

I couldn’t understand his sudden shift in behavior.

Then, suddenly—

Thump!

Kamon stopped searching and straightened, completely rigid.

‘What’s happening now?’


I couldn’t make sense of it, but when I looked into his eyes, they had turned a deep, slate-gray.

Then—

“Haah…!”

Kamon took a sharp breath, as if he’d just emerged from underwater, and began breathing heavily.

“M-My future?”

He looked pale as he muttered, then quickly resumed his search.

Clack, slam! Slam!

“No… no, I have to know. What is this, why is this happening, and what exactly is this world…!”

Though the scenes alone couldn’t provide full clarity, I felt as if I somehow understood his thoughts.

‘Realizing that this world is part of a novel, and that he is merely a character within it…’

Perhaps the “future” he had just glimpsed was the revelation of that very fact.

The screen sped forward again.

In his teenage years, Kamon’s expression turned manic, and he laughed—no, he was crying.

“Yes, so that’s how it is. That’s what it was all along.”

Nodding slowly, he spoke in a low, muttering tone.

“This world follows a fixed path. Whether it’s destiny or fate, everything is hurtling toward a predetermined outcome. And I’m nothing but a cog within that path, like a story… no, like a novel.”

He took a few steps, eventually reaching the same cliffside, where the waves and wind crashed as they had before.

As the Shadow Organization member vanished—

“Kyle Perion.”

Kamon spoke the name of this world’s protagonist.


“You expect me to be sacrificed? For a wretched pest like him?”

Gritting his teeth, he seethed.

“What? The only one who can kill the Demon King?”

Finally coming close to the truth of this world and the future he faced, Kamon shook his head, a sinister smile spreading across his face.

“Don’t make me laugh. I won’t die like that.”

And at that moment—

Fwoooosh!

Countless fireballs filled the sky, blanketing it in a blazing inferno.

As Kamon had once boasted, he had already surpassed his father, Marquis Vade, in strength.

Having witnessed the marquis’s power myself, I could see this was no exaggeration.

‘Incredible…’

A shocking and unexpected sight unfolded before me.

Rip!

Suddenly, a tear appeared in space, and from it emerged a woman with flaming red hair: the Red Mage, Anne Carson.

‘…Ugh!’

The moment I laid eyes on her, a fierce headache hit me, and my vision blurred. A sensation of being dragged down to the ground filled my body.

‘No… I can’t lose consciousness… here…’

I fought hard to resist, struggling to hold on to my awareness. But all I could make out was Anne Carson approaching Kamon Vade, standing on the hill, and beginning to speak.

Yet, due to the piercing headache, I couldn’t make out a single word.

‘Damn it… I can’t…’

The screen, as if mocking my efforts, began to grow distant. And as the image of Anne and Kamon facing each other grew smaller, I felt my mind slip away once more.

***

Boom! Crash!

A thunderous explosion reverberated in my ears.

‘What… now?’

Boom! Bam!

[Master… please…]

[Wake… please…]

Amidst the chaos, I heard familiar voices.

“Airsya? Frilla?”

[You… must wake…]

[Or else…]

Their words were muffled, as if I were submerged in deep water, each word coming through in fragments.

[Damn… fool…]

[Master… wake up…!]

Focusing as hard as I could, I managed to make out their words, bit by bit.

Still, my sight had not yet returned.

‘Why? What exactly happened?’

Trying to make sense of everything, I recalled what had happened before I began witnessing Kamon Vade’s memories.

‘Right… Anne Carson was summoned from the Orb. But how is that even possible?’

The questions remained overwhelming, but I had no doubt that Anne Carson, the previous Red Mage, was the cause of my current state.

‘I need to regain control… immediately!’

Anne Carson had encountered the real Kamon Vade once before, around the time he’d uncovered the world’s darkest secrets. What had transpired between the two back then remained a mystery, but after that, Kamon had proceeded to enroll at the academy, aligned with the Shadow Organization, and eventually attacked Princess Francia. And then, I had possessed this body.

‘What exactly were Kamon’s intentions and goals before he entered the academy?’

That gap in his past… that was the key.

[Useless idiot, you fool!]

[Airsya, stop it. Yelling won’t change anything. Besides, our master is trying to wake up.]

Finally, their voices came through clearly.

Now that I thought about it… these two…

‘Could they be the souls of the Demon King?’

The thought briefly crossed my mind, but I quickly dismissed it. While Frilla seemed reserved, there was no way Airsya, with her temper and bluntness, could ever be the final calamity that would bring the world to ruin.

“Airsya, Frilla!”

With my hearing fully restored, I called their names.

[You really awake now?]

[Master!]

Their voices sounded relieved, and I opened my eyes abruptly.

What greeted me was…

“What… what is this?”

It was pure devastation.

Or rather, a war zone? A wasteland? Flance Imperial Academy was in ruins, to the point where any word describing destruction seemed insufficient.

Around me, a shimmering purple barrier of powerful magic had been erected.

“…What… is going on?”

And then—

Boom! Boom!

Another tremendous blast rang out, and I quickly turned to the spirits.

“What the hell happened here?”

[It’s a battle.]

[A fight among mages.]

“A fight among… mages?”

[Your mentor and the academy headmaster are both fighting.]

“What?”

[They’re currently battling Anne Carson outside this barrier. This shield was created by the two of them.]

So, while I’d been unconscious, Master Jamie and Headmaster Beatrice had engaged Anne Carson?

And all this destruction—the razed structures, the scorched grounds—was the result of a clash between two of the Triadic Mages and the former Red Mage, Anne Carson, leader of the Shadow Organization?

The stream of shocking information made my head spin.

“….”

Outside the barrier, hundreds of glowing swords filled the air, while massive, dark fog billowed up, obscuring the view.

These spells, each uniquely powerful, were the signature techniques of Jamie and Beatrice.

But this sight only made my head hurt more.

“So… why the hell did things end up like this?”

The story had veered so far off course it was now unrecognizable.

When, in the original narrative, had anyone turned the academy into a wasteland?

Flance Imperial Academy was meant to be a home where the protagonist and his allies could grow and train, safeguarded from any harm. It was a place that had always remained protected.

And yet now?

Boom!

The academy’s beautiful medieval buildings lay in ruins, with only dust and debris filling the space that had once been vibrant with life.

“Damn it!”

Shock and dread overwhelmed me, the chaos unfolding around me a storm of fear and confusion.
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“……”

Step, step.

Thankfully, the purple barrier moved along with me as I walked.

[Aye, Kamon. What are you doing?]

[Master, this is dangerous.]

Airsya and Frilla buzzed anxiously beside me, but I ignored them and continued forward.

As I walked through the devastation of the academy’s buildings, a familiar figure caught my eye, lying injured on the ground, groaning in pain.

“Professor… Phelan?”

It was Professor Phelan, the bald, aging head of the Magic Department, who had always been ambitious for the position of headmaster. The sight of him lying here, bloodied, was strangely jarring. For someone who usually seemed the type to flee at the first sign of danger, his presence here was surprising.

“Who… who’s there?”

His voice trembled with fear as he looked up, and I quickly approached him, lowering my head.

“Professor, are you alright?”

“K-Kamon?”

“Yes, it’s me, Kamon.”

Once my sponsor, and someone I’d shared multiple encounters with—though we didn’t exactly have a warm or positive relationship, there was a shared history between us.

“Damn it. You need to get out of here. You shouldn’t be here!”

“What?”

“This place is extremely dangerous. Go to the Flix Hall immediately. Professor Beroen has set up an emergency teleportation circle there. Get out of here quickly…”

Boom!


Before he could finish, an explosion tore through a nearby building, swallowing his words.

Then—

Grab!

“Kuh, Kamon!”

With blood running down his forehead, blinding one eye, Professor Phelan grabbed my arm, pulling me close as he shouted urgently.

“Don’t be afraid to run! There’s no shame in being weak. The talents of you and the other students shine brighter than anyone. Take this defeat and anger, use it as fuel, and grow stronger to get your revenge!”

“…What?”

“Go, now. We, the professors, will hold the line.”

His tone was grave, his expression serious, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of disbelief.

‘Is… is he serious?’

The Professor Phelan I knew, in both my experience and the novel, was someone who acted purely out of self-interest, motivated by status and personal gain.

And yet here he was, risking his life to protect the academy’s students.

[Aye, this old man’s right, Kamon. Now’s not the time to stick around. Don’t mess with that crazy woman.]

[Anne Carson is a monster. Running is the right choice, Master.]

Even Airsya and Frilla, who usually bickered, were in rare agreement, urging me to flee.

Still silent as I processed their words, Professor Phelan, growing frustrated, snapped at me.

“Ugh, you’re such a nuisance. Kamon, if you don’t want to get expelled, then leave now!”

“…”

“As the Head of the Magic Department, I command you—get out! Or do you think I won’t expel you on the spot?”

His tone held a power and authority that was hard to resist, and instinctively, I rose to my feet.


“…Understood, Professor. I’m sorry.”

At my reluctant apology, he only glared and barked.

“Just shut up and go already!”

Rumble!

With Professor Phelan’s shout, another building collapsed nearby, adding to the devastation.

And just like the collapsing structures around me—

‘It feels like everything I thought I knew is crumbling.’

Up until now, I had navigated this world based solely on the knowledge I’d brought with me, judging and making decisions based on that alone.

Whom to approach, whom to avoid.

How to react to any given situation.

But now—

‘From Kamon Vade to Professor Phelan…’

Everyone was defying my expectations, revealing new sides to themselves.

Step, step.

As I continued walking, various scenes unfolded before me.

A professor lying unconscious, bleeding.

Someone struggling to rescue another, groaning in pain.

Others rushing to protect students, leading them to safety.

Even amid the worst of situations, Flance Imperial Academy’s professors and staff were fulfilling their duties.

Yet, even so—


Boom!

The continuous booming from the skies above never ceased.

Though I wasn’t sure of Anne Carson’s full power…

‘She’s holding her own against two of the Three Mages?’

It was astounding that she could withstand the combined assault of figures who stood among the strongest in this world.

[Ugh, just the shockwaves are enough to knock me off balance.]

[The power is affecting even us. This is truly a battle of monsters.]

Hearing the spirits’ remarks, I shook my head in disbelief.

What exactly was she?

‘She wasn’t even mentioned properly in the original story!’

I could only clutch my head, overwhelmed by the gap between my knowledge and this altered reality.

The world I knew was so different from the one I faced now.

Yet I still couldn’t let go of that knowledge, clinging to what I knew of the original story.

‘Kang Hyunsoo, you idiot.’

Everything was collapsing, reduced to rubble and ashes. And in this ruined place…

Step, step.

I started walking again.

“It’s fine. Everything’s gone wrong, but as long as Kyle is alive, it’ll work out. The protagonist’s overpowered cheat abilities should be enough.”

In the novel, Kyle, the protagonist, could overcome any obstacle effortlessly, like a living Deus ex machina.

If I could just guide him, ensure he survived and grew stronger, there had to be a way out of this mess, even if the original story had been twisted beyond recognition.

“Please, I hope he managed to escape…”

At his current strength, Kyle couldn’t possibly survive against an enemy that could hold her ground against two of the Triadic Mages.

If this were the latter half of the story, it might be a different matter, but right now, we were still only in the early stages.

If we could just get through this, I had plans to use every piece of knowledge I had from the original story to help him grow stronger, faster.

“Hang on, Kyle Perion! I’ll set everything up for you if you’re just alive!”

As I shouted—

Whoooosh!

A dark object plummeted from the sky.

Thud!

“Urgh…”

A voice groaned in pain, and as I looked closer, I realized—

“…Kyle?”

The figure before me was indeed the one I had desperately been searching for—the protagonist, Kyle Perion.

His body was scorched and battered, his injuries so severe that he seemed on the verge of death.

“Hey, Kyle! What happened to you?!”

“K-Ka…mon?”

Even in his condition, he managed a faint smile as he looked at me.

“Tha…thank goodness…you’re…here…” he muttered before falling unconscious.

“Damn it. Hold on!” I quickly reached out, intending to use the healing power stored in the Orb.

But—

Thud!

“What…?”

A strange sound echoed, and the Orb didn’t respond.

Thud! Thud!

“No… what’s going on?”

Then, a voice came from above.

“I’m afraid I already disabled the Orb. After all, I’m the one who created it.”

“Anne Carson!”

I turned to see Anne Carson hovering in the air, looking perfectly composed. Beside her, Jamie and Beatrice were barely clinging to life, held captive by her magic.

“Teacher… Sis?!”

“Who…who are you calling… sis… K-Kamon…” Beatrice murmured weakly, her voice barely a whisper.

Both of them, battered and bruised, were bound by Anne Carson’s power. Although they hadn’t lost consciousness, they were in grave danger and needed immediate help, just like Kyle.

“Disciple, you need to get out of here. This woman is too strong,” Jamie gasped.

“Yeah… Kamon, get out of here! We’ll handle this somehow…” Beatrice tried to say, but before she could finish, Anne flicked her hand, silencing them with a powerful blow that left them unconscious.

“No!”

“There’s no need to scream,” Anne sneered. “I haven’t killed them… yet.”

Glaring at her, the source of all this chaos, I demanded, “Who the hell are you?”

“Me?” She let out a mocking laugh, her voice lowering as she replied.

“You already know, don’t you, Kamon Vade? Or should I say… the man from another dimension?”

“What?”

“I am one of the Seven Deadly Sins—‘Wrath.’ I lead the Shadow Organization, and I am the one who will resurrect the Demon King in this era.”

The shock hit me like a wave. I couldn’t even begin to process what I was hearing.

“…”

The sheer absurdity of the situation left me speechless, staring at her in disbelief.

“By the look on your face, I take it you don’t quite understand yet. Are you surprised that I know who you really are? Or that I am a fallen spirit? Or maybe because I plan to resurrect the Demon King?” She chuckled, her gaze hardening as she continued, “Never show me that stupid expression again, outsider.”

Snap!

At the snap of her fingers—

Shatter!

The protective purple barrier around me shattered instantly, and a wave of crushing pain overwhelmed me.

“Aaagh!”

Thud!

[Ka-Kamon!]

[Master!]

Unable to endure even a second, I collapsed to the ground. Slowly, Anne Carson descended, her feet touching the ground beside me.

Thud.

As soon as she landed—

Whoosh.

[Wh-What? M-Master!]

[Gaaah! What is this…?!]

Airsya and Frilla, who were by my side, suddenly vanished, swept away by some unseen force.

“A-Airsya! Frilla!” I shouted, trying to call them back.

But they disappeared without a trace.

“Hm, quite tasty,” Anne remarked with a satisfied grin.

“You… what the hell did you do, you lunatic?!”

Tap. Tap.

Anne approached me without hesitation and kicked me hard.

Thwack!

“Kuh!”

Already overwhelmed with unbearable pain, her kick made my head spin even more.

But she didn’t stop there.

Whack! Thud! Thwack! Thud!

“Playing dumb in front of me, are we?”

Her relentless kicks continued, and I could do nothing to defend myself, taking every blow.

‘If this keeps up… I’m actually going to die.’

As the beating continued, my vision began to blur, teetering on the edge of unconsciousness.

“Haa, damn it,” she spat, stopping her assault to look down at me as I lay gasping in pain. She knelt down, staring at me with a mocking smile.

“Is this unfair for you? Yeah, I guess it is. Anyone would feel that way—just reading about this world, then being dragged into it like a puppet, suffering endlessly. It would be enough to make anyone feel miserable.”

She nodded mockingly, her grin growing colder.

“But so what? You think you have it worse than us, trapped in this world as lifeless dolls?”

Her eyes glinted with a dangerous intensity as she continued.

“This world is a story, with an ending that’s already set in stone. And how do you think I learned that?”

‘What… what the hell is this lunatic talking about?’

“Stop pretending. Just come out already, ‘Arrogance,’ you piece of trash!”

Smack!

“Kuh!”

The pain became unbearable, and I felt myself slipping out of consciousness.

Buzz!

“Oh, finally?”

A low hum filled the air as a black shield formed around me. Then, I heard a voice.

[Get a grip, Kang Hyunsoo.]

‘…Huh?’

A small, black dragon appeared before my eyes.

‘What… is this?’

[Wake up, idiot. I’m the real Kamon Vade.]
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“I’m going to become a hero.”

It was the moment when young Kamon Vade, having been moved by a fairy tale he read, first revealed his dream.

A hero who would defeat the Demon King who cloaked the world in darkness, basking in the admiration and praise of all.

Thus, he truly wanted, with all his heart, to become a “hero.”

To be the protagonist of the world, just like in the stories from his book.

Kamon Vade was a child filled with dreams and hope for a bright future, eager to forge his own path. But the world was not so kind.

Instead, the fate given to him, who had aspired to be a “hero,” was to be an “extra villain.”

And not just any villain—he was destined to be nothing more than a stepping stone for the one chosen to become the true hero.

Even his end was predetermined: a lonely “death.”

Though he was conceived as the fallen spirit “Arrogance,” he somehow grew up as an ordinary human.

And only after he killed his own mother did he awaken as the true “Arrogance.”

Yet Kamon Vade still thought of himself as human, with no intention of being manipulated or controlled by anyone.

On the contrary, he harbored only the desire to strike back at this filthy, infuriating world.

Having endured a childhood filled with misfortune and hardship, Kamon Vade grew up far from what could be considered a “normal” child.

He became more cynical, more skeptical, viewing the world through a lens of bitterness and disdain.

But at the root of all that… lay his anger and frustration at a fate that had been predetermined, at a life forced upon him.

If he were given even a single chance, he wanted nothing more than to strike back at the creator who imposed this fate upon him.

Whether that meant securing his own survival or landing a direct blow!

And then—


“Isn’t it laughable, how everything is already predestined?”

The beautiful woman with red hair who reached out her hand to him—Anne Carson.

Leader of the shadow organization, the fallen spirit of “Wrath” among the Seven Deadly Sins, and the one who possessed a fragment of the Demon King’s soul.

“There’s a way to change your fate. Want to hear it?”

Without hesitation, Kamon Vade took her hand.

The chance to carve out his own destiny.

The promise that he could alter the predetermined ending of the world.

That, more than anything, appealed to him as the ultimate rebellion against the creator’s fate.

And if what she said was true, he might even escape the “death” that had been bound to him.

However—

“I’m going to resurrect the Demon King. And then I’ll destroy this world. It’s the only way to meet the ‘god’ who created it.”

Listening to Anne Carson lay out her plan, he felt a surge of intense discomfort.

“You want me to help destroy the world?”

If he were to follow her will and act according to her goal…

Wouldn’t that be fulfilling the role of the “villain” this world had already assigned to him?

From a young age, his dream had always been to be a “hero” and to defeat the Demon King.

If he were to resurrect the Demon King and bring ruin to the world…

“That wouldn’t be Kamon Vade.”

What he wanted was to overcome the fate that had been forcibly imposed on him by this world.

He had no intention of destroying the world itself.


“I’m going to become a hero.”

Repeating those words to himself, Kamon Vade began to move solely for that purpose.

While technically part of the shadow organization led by Anne Carson, he acted in pursuit of his own goals.

He worked tirelessly behind the scenes to ensure that the Demon King would not be resurrected.

In silence, he devoted himself to researching ancient magic and the Vade family’s inherited techniques, honing his power so he could overcome any situation.

And on the fated day—

At last, he stood before Princess Francia and Kyle.

In the original course of fate, Kamon Vade was destined to lose to Kyle here, but things were different.

No, to be precise, the moment he faced Kyle, his mana pathways began to twist and block.

As if this had all been predetermined, or as if it were part of a plan crafted by the god.

His once-stable power started to distort and shatter, and he should have lost everything.

However—

Crackle.

With an artifact imbued with Anne Carson’s curse and the ancient magic he had mastered, he defied the fate set by the god.

And with overwhelming strength and skill, he subdued Kyle and approached Princess Francia.

A single swing of his hand would be enough to completely upend the destiny laid out by the god.

But at that moment—

Kamon Vade found himself cut off from the world.

Summoned to an empty space, he stood face to face with the very “god” who had created this world.

The god asked him,


“Why do you resist your fate?”

To which Kamon replied,

“Who gave you the right to decide my fate?”

“This world has already been completed as a single story. Therefore, it must proceed according to its design.”

“And I ask again, who gave you that right?”

“The one who created this world, and those who enjoy its story.”

Hearing the god’s response, exactly what he expected, Kamon Vade let out a mocking laugh.

“So even gods are just powerless administrators, huh? Unable to change predetermined fates or stories… Tch, and you call yourself a god.”

Whether it was because Kamon’s taunt hit its mark, or simply because the god needed to patch together a fate that was already unraveling—

“I want to make you an offer.”

The god proposed a deal.

***

“Finally showing up, huh? ‘Arrogance.’ Or should I be calling you the real Kamon Vade now?”

Anne Carson’s face twisted into a smirk as a black dragon coiled in the air around her.

“After causing such a ruckus, it’s only right that you’d make an appearance, don’t you think?”

“Looks like your mouth is still working fine, huh?”

“Not just my mouth—I’m alive and kicking. And now, here I am as the ‘Arrogance’ you’ve been searching for all your life.”

“Hah, that’s right. I finally found ‘Arrogance.’ Which means the resurrection of the Demon King is within reach. All I need is to absorb you, and it’s over.”

“Oh? You’re going to absorb me? You think you can?”

“…Of course. You’re the last one. With ‘Arrogance,’ the Demon King’s power will be mine. So just give up already, Kamon Vade. You’re finished.”

“Funny. If you could have done it, you would have done it ages ago. You couldn’t even find me, but all you ever did was run your mouth. Pathetic.”

Grind

“Kamon Vade!”

Anne’s face contorted in rage as she spat out his name, then extended her hands to unleash a powerful surge of energy.

But—

Clang clang clang!

Her power was blocked, repelled by a black shield that Kamon Vade seemed to have formed.

“You…!”

“Hey, Anne. Did you forget already? You and I, we’re pretty much evenly matched in terms of power. So don’t think you can settle this with magic.”

“How dare you compare yourself to me!”

Booooom!

With a roar of anger, Anne Carson unleashed an oppressive force that seemed to weigh down on the entire area.

But—

Clang, clang!

Her power still couldn’t pierce Kamon Vade’s shield.

“Ugh, this damn ancient magic. It’s so annoying!”

“What? Weren’t you the one who told me to study it more thoroughly? Didn’t you even find that spellbook for me? You said nothing beats ancient magic for defying fate.”

“Kamon Vadeeee!”

Anne Carson, enraged by his constant taunting, poured even more power into her assault.

Meanwhile, I—

“…”

—I could only watch in stunned silence, lying on the ground, taking in the chaotic scene before me.

What the hell is going on?

With each new development, my mind grew more muddled, struggling to make sense of it all.

The entire storyline had gone off the rails, and the plot was so twisted now that it barely resembled the original story.

The real Kamon Vade had appeared out of nowhere, the former Red Mage was trying to resurrect the Demon King, and—

‘She even knows who I am.’

Then, at that moment—

[Hey, Kang Hyunsoo!]

I heard Kamon Vade’s voice, speaking only to me.

[Stop zoning out and get it together. If you fall here, it’s really all over.]

“What?”

[Right now, all I can do is block her power. So you’re going to have to handle the rest.]

“Handle the rest? What does that even mean?”

[It means you have to face her, genius.]

“What? With what? Anyone can see she’s the strongest person in this world.”

[You already have plenty of power, Kang Hyunsoo.]

“…”

Yeah, over the time I’ve been here, I’d accumulated quite a bit.

The Orb, summoning and spirit arts, various magical techniques, an artifact containing ancient magic, and even the power of healing.

And lastly, the essence of the legendary Grand Mage Katryzin.

But so what?

Anne Carson had already neutralized the power of the Orb…

“I can’t. I can’t even use magic right now.”

[Hey, Kang Hyunsoo. When did you become someone who gives up so easily?]

“What?”

[I’ve been watching all the things you’ve done, the actions you’ve taken, and the struggles you’ve endured.]

“You creepy bastard. Are you some kind of voyeur?”

[Because you’re not originally from this world, this world has tried to reject you by constantly showering you with misfortune and bad luck. Yet you overcame all of it.]

“…”

Finally, I started to understand.

Why this world had constantly thrown absurd challenges and relentless disasters my way.

It was all because…

Ah, now I’m starting to get really pissed off.

But before I could even begin venting my anger, Kamon Vade continued speaking.

[In that sense, you’re one of the strongest people I know. Someone who doesn’t fear failure or despair, someone who dares to stand against the world. I don’t dislike people like that.]

“What does it matter if you like me or not?!”

[I’m going to restore your body now. Your blocked and twisted mana paths will be instantly healed. And I’ll also unlock the power of the Orb for you.]

“…What?”

[But once I do, I won’t be able to face you in this form again.]

Just like a cliché I’d seen countless times, Kamon Vade was saying he’d sacrifice himself to heal me.

But come on, isn’t this technically your body, not mine?

Well, whatever.

“I’m going to kill you, Kamon Vade!”

And now I’m supposed to fight this crazy red-haired maniac?

“Honestly, I don’t think I can handle it…”

[We don’t have much time, Kang Hyunsoo. But here’s some good news.]

“Good news?”

[If you defeat that insane bitch, you’ll be able to return to your original world.]

“What?!”

[So, how about it? Are you ready to give it a shot?]

Kamon Vade, in the form of a black dragon, asked with a sly grin.

And I shouted back at him without hesitation.

“What are you waiting for? Hurry up and heal me.”

[That’s more like the Kang Hyunsoo I know.]

And so, I had finally found a way to return to my original world.
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[I’m starting now.]

The spirit of Arrogance.

The black dragon, Kamon Vade, didn’t hesitate as he began channeling his power.

Instantly, a gray mist unfurled, wrapping around my body.

Ziiiiiing.

Inside the black barrier, my body began to undergo a profound transformation.

‘…It feels refreshing.’

It was as if I’d been carrying heavy sandbags on my body all this time.

As soon as I touched the gray mist, I felt an incredible sense of freedom and relief.

And then—

‘So this is my mana circuit?’

The sensation was completely different from when I’d used the Orb in the past—much more intuitive and real.

It felt like an extra sense, almost as natural as sight, touch, smell, taste, and hearing, yet somehow surpassing even those five senses.

The flow of mana around me grew vivid, buzzing with energy.

My whole body was brimming with an indescribable sense of fullness, a high that made me feel like I could accomplish anything.

Zzzzzt.

At the same time, the Orb, which had been disabled since Anne Carson’s appearance, began functioning again.

Technically, now that my mana circuit was restored, I didn’t need the Orb anymore.

“No, I still need it.”


Whoosh!

As I murmured to myself, a brilliant green energy surged from the Orb at an incredible speed.

The gray mist created by Kamon Vade mixed with the green light from the Orb, blending into a strange dark green aura.

But I didn’t care; I kept pouring out the Orb’s power.

And then—

“Kamon Vade.”

[Yes, Kang Hyunsoo?]

“Remove the barrier.”

[Heh, are you ready?]

“Ready? There’s no such thing. I’m just going to do it somehow.”

[Alright, it’s all over now.]

Kamon Vade’s voice echoed, and the black dragon’s form began to fade.

[Then… I’ll leave the rest to you, Kang Hyunsoo.]

With those parting words, like a final farewell, Kamon Vade’s remnants dissipated.

The black barrier that had been surrounding me also vanished.

And then—

“I’ll kill you, Kamon Vade!”

Anne Carson’s voice echoed from outside, filled with rage. I shook my head slightly and muttered to myself.

“No, Kamon’s already dead. He’s not here anymore.”

“What?”


“But in his stead, I’ll fulfill his will by taking you down.”

I threw out a line that felt like it came straight from some action movie, and then spread the dark green mist around me with full force.

Fwaaaash!

“What… What is this?!”

Anne Carson’s voice was filled with shock as the green mist rapidly expanded, covering the entire area.

And then—

Shuuuu!

The life energy radiating from the Orb began flowing toward the fallen and wounded.

“Ugh…”

“Ah…”

Kyle and Professor Phelan, who had been lying unconscious on the ground, started to groan as they stirred awake.

“Mm!”

“Huff!”

Even the tri-colored mages, Jamie and Beatrice, who had also lost consciousness, were beginning to open their eyes, showing signs of regaining their composure.

“Damn it! What’s going on all of a sudden?!”

Anne Carson’s irritated voice rang out.

“Tempestas Operit Mundum!”

She chanted some spell with words I couldn’t understand.

Whiiiiiish!

Suddenly, a powerful wind kicked up, threatening to blow away all the dark green mist that had covered the area.


I quickly reacted, using the essence of Grand Mage Katryzin to masterfully manipulate my mana and cast a spell in response.

“Fireball!”

Fwoooom!

Hundreds of massive white flames flared up around me, burning fiercely.

Then—

Snap!

Zzzzzing!

With a snap of my fingers, the fireballs morphed into long, spinning spears.

“Here, take this first.”

Shwoooooo!

The hundreds of blazing white spears shot toward Anne Carson.

“How dare you!”

Anne Carson responded with impressive agility, casting a defensive spell to counter my attack.

Ziiing!

A thick, dense shield of energy formed around her, creating a powerful barrier.

Thwip, thwip, thwip!

The rotating spears crashed into her shield, trying to pierce through, while her barrier held strong, resisting each strike.

As they clashed, neither side willing to yield an inch, I quickly snapped my fingers again.

Snap!

“Wind Blast.”

A tempest of wind surged forth, countering the gale that had been dispelling the dark green mist.

Grit.

Watching her magic falter, Anne Carson bit her lower lip in frustration and shouted,

“Do you really think a nobody like you can defeat me?!”

“Yeah, looks like I’m winning right now, doesn’t it?”

I gave her a mocking smile, taunting her.

Anne Carson laughed in disbelief and muttered under her breath.

“Ha, did you really think I’d fall for such petty provocations?”

I continued with my questions.

“Hey, can I ask you something?”

“…”

“Why are you so set on resurrecting the Demon King?”

“Isn’t your very existence the answer to that question? I’m going to shatter the fate imposed on this world.”

“And you plan to do that by summoning the Demon King to destroy the world?”

“…Summoning, you say? You’re still so far off.”

“What?”

“I am going to become the Demon King. After destroying this world, I’ll meet ‘god,’ kill him, and take his place. I’ll create a world where everyone is free, where each person can carve out their own destiny, free from any imposed fate.”

“Hah… Hahahahahahaha!”

I couldn’t help but burst out laughing at her words, genuine amusement coloring my voice.

“Laugh… at me?”

“Honestly, it’s just funny. So you’re saying you want to become ‘god’ by resurrecting the Demon King and absorbing its power. Don’t bother with grand ideals or lofty ambitions. Just admit that it’s your own desire. It’d be a lot cleaner that way. Right now, you’re just pathetic.”

“…”

Her face hardened, her expression growing dark and murderous.

She snarled at me, her voice sharp and venomous.

“I will tear you to pieces. Crepitus Lucis!”

With her fierce declaration—

Fwoosh! Chaaaa!

An overwhelming light erupted from Anne Carson, instantly disintegrating every spell in the vicinity.

Starting with her own protective shield, then my blazing white spears, and even the dark green mist formed by the combination of the Orb and Kamon Vade’s magic—all of it was wiped out.

Sssshhhhh!

A blinding light spread, engulfing everything in its path.

I clenched my teeth and bit my lip as I shouted.

“Gladys Sector Caelum!”

The ultimate spell taught to me by Jamie, the Yellow Mage.

The Sword That Splits the Sky.

When Jamie had cast this spell before, it created a mesh of swords that filled the entire sky.

But this time, the spell I was casting was different.

Booooom.

I poured everything I had into this spell—all the knowledge I’d gained so far. The essence of the Grand Mage, the practical application I learned from Professor Beroen, the spirit formations taught by Dean Delmon, and even the magic Jamie had shown me.

“With a single slash stronger than infinity, I’ll end this.”

Perhaps because of that…

For a brief moment, it felt as if the blue sky had darkened.

High above, only the edge of the blade glinted in a faint teal light.

Unlike any sword Jamie or I had summoned before, this one was colossal—hundreds of times larger, an incomprehensible mass of light.

And the teal aura it exuded was filled with a deathly power that drained life from anything it touched.

“Try erasing this too, Anne Carson.”

Booooooom.

With a tremendous hum, the colossal sword of light began to descend toward us.

“…Another pointless attempt.”

Anne Carson, who had just been erasing all magic in the vicinity, turned her gaze toward the descending sword, sensing something was different.

But soon—

“A futile struggle. You fool.”

Ziiiiiiing.

She unleashed her radiant energy toward The Sword That Splits the Sky.

And the moment the sword and light collided—

KABOOOOOOM!

The two forces clashed, neither yielding, as the descending sword radiated enormous energy, while the light attempted to obliterate it.

“Hup!”

I poured every bit of mana I had left into the Sword That Splits the Sky, pushing it down with all my might.

“This ends here. Haaaaa!”

Anne Carson, too, poured all her strength into trying to annihilate the massive sword.

And finally—

Crack, crack, craaaack!

Starting from the tip, the enormous sword of light began to fracture and crumble.

“Hahaha! What did I say? I told you it was pointless, didn’t I?!”

Seeing The Sword That Splits the Sky disintegrate bit by bit, Anne Carson burst into laughter, celebrating her victory. But I just smirked back.

“Do you really think so?”

“…What?”

Despite the spell breaking down, I showed no sign of disappointment, which seemed to confuse her.

Whooosh.

Suddenly, the dark green mist that had spread around us began to glow.

And then—

“…Huh? Where am I?”

“What the…? What’s going on?”

Thud!

One by one, those who had fallen to the ground began regaining their consciousness and standing up.

Even more—

“Huh? I feel… completely refreshed?”

“…We’re fully healed?”

It was the Grand Mage Katryzin’s life energy that had reached them.

Jamie, Beatrice, and even Kyle—the main protagonist—all recovered their consciousness and seemed to be back to full strength.

“Kamon?!”

“My Disciple!”

“Hey, you…!”

All three of them called out to me, shocked to see me standing across from Anne Carson.

But I ignored their shouts, focusing solely on Anne Carson as I spoke.

“Still think it’s pointless?”

“Ha, you’re unbelievable.”

She chuckled as if she couldn’t believe my words, shaking her head before responding.

“So, did you think reviving those bugs would be enough to stop me?”

“Maybe a little?”

“I’m not sure whether to laugh or be angry at your audacity.”

Anne Carson sneered, rolling her eyes, then shot me a chilling glare and spoke in a low, menacing tone.

“This is perfect. I was growing tired of this. I’ll kill all of you in one fell swoop.”

Just then—

“Who said you could kill anyone?”

“That’s right, I already claimed him for myself.”

Jamie and Beatrice, now fully recovered, stepped forward, blocking Anne’s path.

However—

“Hey, what’s the big idea? Kamon is my student. I called dibs first.”

“Uh, just because he’s your student doesn’t mean he’s your property, does it?”

“What was that?”

The two of them began bickering, which only made Anne Carson shake her head in irritation. Without another word, she snapped her fingers.

A massive shadow whip materialized in mid-air.

“Pathetic insects. Die already.”

Whoosh!

“Aether Fly!”

“Fast Blink!”

But both Jamie and Beatrice reacted swiftly, casting dazzling spells to dodge the whip’s attack in an instant.

“Wouldn’t it make more sense for the older senior to step down first?”

“Exactly. I’ll take good care of my mentor while I move on to a new life.”

As they continued to bicker, Anne Carson chanted another spell without missing a beat.

“Umbraine Dominik.”

The shadow whip began to move as if it had a mind of its own.

Whoosh, boooom!

Whoosh, crash!

However, Jamie and Beatrice deftly avoided the attacks, countering with their own strikes whenever they could.

“Acutum Ferrum!”

“Plantibus Petalis!”

A razor-sharp strike came slicing through, followed by a storm of flower petals whirling toward her, each petal like a deadly blade.

Thunk!

Their attacks were easily blocked by her dark shadows, rendered completely ineffective.

As the intense battle between the tri-colored mages and Anne Carson entered its second round—

“Kamon.”

Kyle had approached me at some point, calling my name as he tilted his head and spoke.

“No… you’re not Kamon, are you? So… what should I call you?”

Sigh. At this point, it seemed like everyone and their dog knew my true identity.

If he knew all along, he could’ve just said something earlier instead of acting all mysterious… Whatever.

“Just call me Kang Hyunsoo.”

“Alright, Kang Hyunsoo.”

Kyle smiled brightly, then spoke again.

“Sorry for pretending not to know all this time. But I had my reasons.”

“I don’t care about your reasons. Just focus on taking her down. That’s our priority.”

At my blunt response, Kyle nodded and gripped his sword tightly.

“Alright, got it. Kang Hyunsoo… my friend, even though I only just learned your real name, this time I’ll fight with my life on the line by your side. Let’s go.”
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In this world, there exists an inescapable fate, one that cannot be defied.

And this world was no different.

Every character moved, acted, and played their part according to a flow set by the so-called “god,” constructing a story.

And we, the readers, perceived it as nothing more than a novel.

“God, my ass… just a third-rate author hack,” I muttered briefly, glancing over at Kyle, the protagonist, who had finished preparing for battle.

I kept Kyle Perion, the character with the most overpowered abilities, close to me just in case things got out of hand.

If Anne Carson is destined to embody the Demon King, only Kyle can defeat her.

That was simply how the rules of this world worked.

“Kyle, remember—you have to land the final blow, no matter what. Got it?”

“Yeah, got it,” Kyle replied with a firm nod.

He grinned, his face radiating his usual carefree confidence. I couldn’t help but shake my head.

What the hell was going through that guy’s mind?

Boom! Boom!

Ahead, Jamie and Beatrice were locked in their fierce rematch against Anne Carson, but—

“Huff.”

“Phew.”

Judging by the strained expressions on Jamie and Beatrice’s faces, even the combined power of the tri-colored mages seemed insufficient to take down Anne Carson.

“Should I have summoned the Blue Mage too?” I muttered, dismissing the thought immediately.

“No, I’ll handle her myself.”


With Kamon Vade having restored all of my mana circuits, he’d also left me with knowledge of ancient magic in my mind.

Considering how Anne Carson had struggled against ancient magic before, I was confident that the spells Kamon had mastered would be enough to face her.

“Kyle, I’ll signal you when the opportunity arises. Be ready to strike.”

“Alright, I’ll be waiting.”

After one last instruction to Kyle, I charged toward the area where the intense shockwaves were emanating.

“Aether Fly!”

Using the spell Jamie had demonstrated earlier, I shot into the sky at high speed.

Then, without hesitation—

“Hellfire.”

I cast a high-level spell that was ordinarily too dangerous to use casually.

Fwoooosh!

Not just one or two, but hundreds of green flames erupted around me, filling the air.

“…Kamon?”

My sudden surge of mana must have drawn attention, as all three of them turned to look in my direction.

“What the… Kamon, when did you get so strong?” Beatrice, the Red Mage, asked, her eyes wide with shock.

I chuckled and replied lightly, “Just now.”

“What?”

“Someone I know shared his strength with me. Hup!”

With that, I turned my focus back to the massive shadow that had been relentlessly harassing Jamie and Beatrice.

Fwoosh, whooosh!


Hundreds of Hellfire orbs launched toward the dark mass, each one blazing with deadly green energy.

“Pointless.”

Anne Carson’s cold voice echoed through the battlefield, but I simply smirked and asked,

“Are you sure?”

“…?”

“Di Infinitum Gladis Sector Caelum.”

With a short incantation, thousands of massive swords of light materialized, all aimed at her.

And then—

“Heh, you’re truly my Disciple,” Jamie laughed, snapping his fingers.

Snap!

Fwoooosh!

An equal number of swords appeared alongside mine, filling the air.

The sheer number of light swords easily exceeded ten thousand, stretching across the entire sky and even covering the ground. There was nowhere for Anne Carson to escape.

“Let’s see how long you can keep up that magic.”

“Here we go, Kamon!”

Jamie and I locked eyes, then gestured in unison.

The thousands of light swords launched at once, hurtling toward their single target.

Shhhhhk!

“Where do you insects think you’re aiming?!”

Anne Carson’s face twisted in fury as she stretched her hands forward, chanting a spell.


“Clephaeus Coelestin!”

With her incantation, thousands of golden shields materialized, creating a massive barrier around her.

Ding! Crash! Clang!

The light swords and golden shields collided, exploding into a spectacle of destructive energy as they canceled each other out.

Meanwhile—

“…Good job, everyone. I’ll handle the shadow. Conversio Nigrum Filamentum!”

Beatrice, who had once studied under Anne Carson, chanted a spell similar to her former mentor’s, launching a final attack against the shadow that was suffering under the barrage of Hellfire.

Whoosh.

A small orb of light drilled into the shadow’s core.

In moments, the entire mass of darkness began to be absorbed into the tiny orb with a loud whirring sound.

It was like a black hole, sucking up every remnant of the shadow.

And finally—

Shwoop!

The last vestiges of the shadow vanished, completely absorbed, and Anne Carson’s magic dissipated entirely.

“…….”

Anne remained silent, standing behind her golden shields and watching us with a hardened expression.

I, along with Jamie and Beatrice, surrounded her in midair, shouting together.

“It’s over, Anne Carson.”

“With your age, isn’t it about time you took your final bow, senior?”

“Master, I’ll be the one to end this.”

Each of us taunted her, trying to provoke her.

Suddenly, Anne Carson started laughing.

“Heh… Haahaha!”

“…?”

The unexpected reaction put all three of us on high alert, preparing for her next attack.

But she didn’t cast any new spells. Instead, she looked at us with a scornful smile and said,

“Fine. I admit it… You’re not as weak as I thought.”

“What?”

“There’s a fate you can’t resist, no matter how hard you try. Let’s be real—this is just a nuisance for me. Sooner or later, you’ll all be dead anyway.”

Anne Carson’s words stung with condescension. And the worst part? She looked entirely unscathed.

Despite the intense magic attacks, the endless barrage of spells, and the grueling exchanges, there wasn’t a single hint of fatigue on her face. Her expression remained calm, her gaze steady, as if she had just taken a casual stroll.

On the other hand, Jamie and Beatrice were clearly struggling; their faces had lost color, evidence of their rapidly draining mana reserves.

And me?

‘…My mana is almost gone.’

Kamon Vade’s restoration of my mana circuits had let me unleash ancient magic and every unique spell I knew, but there was a limit to the amount of mana I could use. It wasn’t infinite.

Then Anne Carson spoke again, her voice laced with a hint of irritation.

“So, I’ve decided to end this once and for all. It’ll be easier if I just finish you off.”

“…What do you mean by that, Anne Carson?”

She chuckled at my question and looked over at Beatrice, her eyes glinting with dark amusement.

“My dear Beatrice. Do you remember the very first curse I taught you when I began mentoring you?”

“…!”

Beatrice’s eyes widened in horror, her face growing pale.

“What is it, Beatrice? Tell me!” I urged, my voice tense.

“Red thief cat, come on, what’s the damn curse she’s planning to use?” Jamie demanded, growing anxious.

“Damn it… Damn it all!” Beatrice bit her lip, glaring at Anne Carson as she answered.

“The Curse of Annihilation. It’s a spell worse than hell itself, one that drains the life from everything around it.”

“What?” I muttered in disbelief.

“The Curse of Annihilation?”

Beatrice’s explanation triggered a memory buried deep within the knowledge of Grand Mage Katryzin and the remnants of Kamon Vade’s memories.

The Curse of Annihilation.

A forbidden curse that manifests as a dark brown mist, consuming life around it to fuel its own spread. Any life form exposed to it would have its essence drained, strengthening the curse even further.

In the worst-case scenario, this curse could not only decimate the world but turn entire dimensions into lands of death—a forbidden spell feared for its sheer destructive potential.

Realizing the severity of the situation, Beatrice shouted urgently.

“Master! Don’t you remember what you told me when you taught me that spell? You said that using it could endanger the caster as well, and it should only be used as a last resort!”

Anne Carson smiled faintly, as if pleased by her pupil’s memory, before her expression turned stern.

“Yes, you remember well, my little Beatrice. But none of that matters now. Once I become the Demon King, I’ll be able to remove the curse’s consequences altogether…”

With a smirk, Anne Carson shifted her gaze toward me, her voice dripping with disdain.

“And as for you, foreigner from another dimension… you’ll be completely eradicated by this curse. I hope you realize just how futile Kamon Vade’s resistance was.”

A dark, mocking laugh echoed from her lips as she uttered the incantation.

“Casién Extensio.”

With that brief invocation, a small wisp of dark brown mist began to form right in front of her.

But it didn’t stay small for long.

Whoooosh.

It started to absorb the wind, the air, and even the surrounding light, expanding rapidly in size.

“Now… I’ll end everything.”

Anne Carson quickly stepped back, moving out of the mist’s range as it spread.

Jamie and Beatrice immediately cast their own spells to escape.

“Aether Fly!”

“Fast Blink!”

But—

“…Kamon, what are you doing? Get over here, quick!” Jamie yelled.

“Hey, are you insane?!” Beatrice shouted.

I didn’t move. I just stood there, watching as the dark brown mist surged closer.

The Curse of Annihilation.

A forbidden spell that consumes all life.

But I had one trump card.

Well, not so much a weapon—more of a piece of knowledge.

The Life Force.

The last traces of Grand Mage Katryzin’s power, stored within the Orb and the ruby necklace. If I could channel that life force directly into the curse before it grew too strong, I might be able to destabilize it, forcing the spell to overload and explode.

‘Is this really possible?’

Yes, it was. Both the knowledge of the Grand Mage and the memories of Kamon Vade confirmed it.

The only problem was…

“Sigh… So it comes down to this.”

To pull this off, I’d have to dive into the curse myself, sacrificing my own safety.

Grit.

“Aether Fly!”

With my teeth clenched, I propelled myself straight toward the advancing dark brown mist.

Instead of retreating, I charged forward—an insane move.

“Kamon!”

“Kamon Vade!” Jamie and Beatrice’s voices rang out from behind me, but I didn’t look back.

Even Anne Carson seemed momentarily taken aback, watching me with a hint of shock.

“What kind of madman… What is he doing now?”

Ignoring their reactions, I focused entirely on drawing out the full power of Katryzin’s life energy from the Orb and the ruby necklace.

Gooooh.

A dark green aura began to envelop my entire body, pulsating with the life force I’d summoned.

It was the ancient magic from the bracelet I’d acquired back in the Vade family mansion.

Finally, the moment I collided with the mist—

Shiiiiing!

A brilliant teal light erupted from the center of my forehead, radiating outwards.

An overwhelming surge of energy blasted from me, directed straight at the dark brown mist of the Curse of Annihilation.

Whooooosh!

And just like a starving beast drawn to an irresistible feast, the mist began to hungrily absorb the teal life force.

Shiiik, whoooosh!

The teal light continued pouring out of me, and the curse eagerly devoured it, growing larger and more powerful with every ounce it consumed.

At the same time—

“Argh!”

My right hand and left leg, which had briefly touched the mist, began to wither and decay at an alarming rate.

The excruciating pain threatened to overwhelm me, but I kept forcing out the life energy.

“I can’t stop now!”

I maintained the exchange, letting the curse consume more and more of the life force.

Shhhhhh!

Ziiiiiing!

Whooooosh!

The dark brown mist ballooned in size, merging with the endless stream of teal life force until—

Boooooom!

The curse, unable to contain the massive influx of life energy, began to overload. The spell destabilized, and finally—

KA-BOOOOOM!

With a deafening explosion, the mist erupted, mixing with the teal light in a monstrous cloud that expanded outward in a wave, like a mushroom cloud from a nuclear blast.

The shockwave spread in every direction, reaching the academy grounds, nearby cities, and even part of the Empire.

And I—

Thud, thud!

“Kamon—no, Kang Hyunsoo! Are you alright?!”

Supported by Kyle Perion, who had rushed over, I let out a long, pained groan, feeling the weight of the intense agony I’d been holding back.
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My vision blurred.

A terrible, all-consuming pain gripped me, like my entire body was being torn apart.

The Curse of Annihilation mixed with the healing energy, creating an explosion powerful enough to wipe out a portion of the continent.

And I’d been right at the center of it.

“Urgh…”

“Kang Hyunsoo, are you alright?!”

Somehow, Kyle Perion, the protagonist, was holding me up, looking perfectly fine. His face was calm, as though nothing had happened.

“Kyle… How are you…?”

“I just cut through everything. Somehow, I just knew it would work.”

“What?”

As expected of the cheat character handpicked by the gods, he made it sound so easy. Shaking my head in disbelief, I took a quick assessment of my own condition.

My body was caught in a bizarre cycle—deteriorating rapidly under the curse while simultaneously healing itself with the remnants of Katryzin’s life energy.

“What a crazy situation…”

I quickly scanned the surroundings.

In the distance, I spotted Jamie and Beatrice, both looking like they’d been through hell. They had managed to conjure a thin protective shield that was barely holding up.

“Master, sis?”

“Would you block properly, you old geezer!”

“Mind your own business, you little thief cat!”

Despite their exhausted expressions, the two were still bickering. Somehow, they’d managed to survive by working together at the last minute.


On the other side, I saw Anne Carson, surrounded by a dense barrier, managing to fend off the curse and healing energy swirling around her.

“You… damn bastard…”

Anne’s face was twisted in frustration, her hair disheveled and black blood dripping from her mouth and nose. She looked nothing like the unshakable, all-powerful figure she’d been moments before.

Looks like my gamble paid off.

Gripping Kyle’s arm to steady myself, I gave him a firm directive.

“Kyle, now’s your chance. You have to finish her off.”

“But what about you…?”

“I’ll be fine! Just go!”

Seeing my determined expression, Kyle’s face grew serious as he nodded.

“Alright, got it.”

With that, he charged toward Anne Carson, who was still reeling from the effects of the curse.

Even though a bit of the cursed mist still lingered between them, which would be dangerous on contact—

Vooooom!

Kyle cut through the mist with his holy sword, Python, slicing away everything in his path. Nothing seemed capable of stopping him.

“Yeah… the protagonist should be the one to deliver the final blow.”

As I nodded in satisfaction, still lying on the ground, I struggled to endure the agony of my body decaying and regenerating in a vicious cycle.

As Kyle neared Anne’s barrier, I whispered softly to myself.

“Go, Kyle Perion.”

The protagonist of this story, the one chosen by the world and the gods.

Deliver the final blow.


Even though the ending had diverged drastically from the original story, as long as Anne Carson was defeated and the fallen spirits were destroyed, the Demon King would never be resurrected. Peace would be restored.

So, please—

“Let this be the end.”

It wasn’t the ending I’d read in the novel, but it wasn’t a bad one either.

And if we managed to kill Anne Carson…

Then I can return to my original world.

I could finally leave this cursed story world and reclaim the life of Kang Hyunsoo.

After a brief moment, Kyle’s sword, Python, reached Anne Carson’s barrier.

Swoooosh.

True to its name as the holy sword that could cut through anything, Kyle’s sword sliced straight through Anne’s defensive magic.

“You brat… how dare you!!”

Anne’s eyes widened with rage as she tried to cast another spell, but—

“Haaaa!”

Kyle didn’t miss his chance. He twisted his sword, swinging it down at her again.

Swish, splat!

“Aaaaargh!”

With a sickening sound, Anne’s left arm was severed, flung through the air. She’d pulled back just in time to avoid a fatal strike, sacrificing her arm in the process.

“Spatium Motus!”

Despite her injury, Anne managed to chant an incantation and used teleportation magic to put distance between herself and Kyle.

“Stop right there!”


Kyle immediately pursued her, lunging forward once more.

“Hmph. Be satisfied with taking one arm, brat! Aetherium Servitum!”

Anne cast another spell, conjuring a massive gray net that spread out to trap Kyle, obstructing his movement.

“Hyaaa!”

Slash!

Kyle swung Python, slicing through the nets that tried to ensnare him.

But—

“Spatium Motus!”

Anne teleported again, putting even more distance between herself and Kyle.

“Hahaha! So what if you can cut through anything? If you can’t reach me, it’s pointless!”

“You witch!” Kyle shouted, his voice full of frustration as he tried to close the gap.

Even with one arm missing, Anne Carson continued to resist, blood dripping from her wound, her face twisted with fury. I gritted my teeth at the sight.

With the cursed mist and healing energy still swirling around, none of us could move freely. And even Kyle, the only one who could pursue her, was struggling to get close.

Then, just as despair began to creep in—

Bzzzzt.

The Orb, which had returned to my hand after breaking free from Anne’s control, began to vibrate.

A faint golden light emerged from within the Orb.

The light slowly transformed, taking on the shape of a dragon.

“…What?”

As I stared in confusion, recognizing the familiar form, the golden dragon let out an angry roar.

[You vile creature, Kamon Vade!]

The dragon’s voice boomed, filled with wrath.

[How dare you deceive me and use me in your pathetic human battles? Do you know who I am?!]

“You… You’re the golden spirit… Greed, aren’t you?”

[What?! How do you know my true identity? How does a mere human know my name?!]

Indeed, the golden light that had emerged from the Orb was none other than the spirit of Greed, thought to have perished ages ago in the Golden King Dranthe’s vault.

One of the Seven Deadly Sins—Greed.

“This is strange. Anne Carson said all she needed was Arrogance.”

Nothing was adding up. I couldn’t help but feel puzzled.

“Hey, Greed. What’s your name?”

[My name is Hazteon, the Radiant Spirit of Greed.]

“Then why are you coming out of the Orb?”

[It’s because of my contract with ‘Wrath’… Wait, what? Why is the contract broken?]

“A contract?”

Could it be… that the Orb’s power worked by harnessing Greed’s abilities?

The power to absorb everything—that was almost the essence of Greed itself.

Long ago, as Anne Carson traveled across the continent, absorbing the powers of the Seven Deadly Sins, she must have found the spirit of Greed hidden within Dranthe’s vault. Extracting its power, she crafted the Orb.

With that hypothesis, everything started to make sense.

And now, the reason the contract between Wrath and Greed was broken was likely because Kamon Vade, who had held the title of Arrogance, had transferred the Orb’s control to me.

In that case…

“Hazteon, how about making a deal with me?”

[A deal? I don’t make deals with those who’ve betrayed me—]

“But it’ll be a very favorable offer for you.”

[…Favorable? For me?]

Hazteon, the spirit of Greed, looked at me with a curious glint in his golden eyes. I smirked, nodding.

“Of course. From now on, you’ll get to devour everything.”

[What…?]

***

“That’s enough! Haaaa!”

Thud! Whoosh!

Kyle moved with a speed that seemed faster than the wind, but—

“Hmph. Spatium Motus!”

Anne Carson scoffed, putting more distance between herself and Kyle with another teleport spell.

Simultaneously, she continued casting various attack spells, trying to keep him at bay.

However, her expression was far from composed.

“Damn it… This is taking a heavier toll than I thought.”

If Anne Carson had been at full strength, she would’ve easily defeated or even killed Kyle in an instant.

But in that brief moment, when she’d been exposed to the chaotic mix of the Curse of Annihilation and the life force healing energy, her body had taken severe damage. She was barely holding herself together.

So she was using every ounce of her power just to prevent her body from breaking apart while simultaneously fighting Kyle.

“…Just a bit longer. I’ll recover soon enough.”

The one thing working in her favor was her quick reflexes and her powerful calculations, allowing her to identify the disruptive force within her and neutralize it with counter-magic.

“Haaaa!”

Boom!

“Kuh, damn persistent bastard. Umbrain Marzwi!”

Unable to summon her full power, Anne Carson summoned hundreds of shadow soldiers to hold Kyle off.

But—

“You’re in my way!”

Slash!

With a single swing of his sword, Kyle wiped out dozens of shadow soldiers at once.

“This… This is impossible!”

As always, in the face of Kyle Perion’s overwhelming power, even a formidable enemy like Anne Carson could only stare in disbelief.

“Are you truly the chosen one?”

“I don’t know about that. But I do know I have to kill you. It’s a promise I made to Kamon… no, to Kang Hyunsoo.”

“How amusing. The one who will die here is you! Eschling Hapatheon!”

Swoosh!

Multiple spears of darkness materialized and launched toward Kyle.

But—

Slash!

Once again, Kyle sliced through them without hesitation.

“All done?”

“You… you little…!”

Furious, Anne Carson decided to draw from the energy she’d been using to stabilize herself, pouring it into a final, desperate attack.

“This is the end! Integrum Mortuum!”

A small wave of gray light spread from her, rapidly dyeing everything around her in her own color.

“……”

Kyle watched the spreading gray energy with a calm expression, then nodded and muttered to himself.

“It’s my turn now.”

Swish!

In an instant, he swung his sword, and the very air in front of him split open.

The space right in front of Anne Carson, who had teleported away, was suddenly torn apart.

“This ends now.”

Thwack!

The holy sword Python extended through the rift, piercing her body.

“Gah…!”

No one had anticipated Kyle’s ability to tear through space itself, and even Anne Carson looked up in shock, her face twisted in despair.

“You… you bastard…”

“Sorry. I made a promise to Kang Hyunsoo.”

At his words, Anne Carson’s face twitched with fury.

Then—

“Kuh… Don’t make me laugh!”

Suddenly, she grabbed onto Kyle’s arm, a twisted smile forming on her lips.

“If I’m going to die… then I’ll take this entire continent with me!”

“What?!”

Alarmed by her words, Kyle tried to pull away, but—

“Kuh, no way!”

With Python embedded in her body, the sword wasn’t coming loose easily. And Anne Carson’s grip on his arm was unbreakable.

“Let go! I said, let go!”

“This is the end!”

A manic gleam in her eyes, Anne Carson began to chant another spell.

“Dimos Caber Dominik Integrum…”

A spell powerful enough to wipe out the entire continent.

The incantation was longer than any she had used before.

“Kuh, no…!”

Kyle struggled desperately to stop her, but there was nothing he could do at that moment.

“Rium Crepitus Sapi…”

Anne Carson continued her chant with a sinister grin, while the sky grew dark, ominous energy gathering around her.

Just as Kyle’s face tightened in horror at the impending doom—

“Hold on tight, Kyle.”

“…Kang Hyunsoo?”

A familiar voice reached his ears, and suddenly, I—Kang Hyunsoo—appeared between Kyle and Anne Carson.

With a sly smile, I reached out and grabbed Anne Carson’s shoulder.

“Hazteon, absorb her.”

With those words—

Vroooooom!

The dark energy that had been gathering around Anne Carson began to be rapidly sucked away.

“What… what’s happening? No, this can’t be!”

“Oh, it definitely can be. And it is!”

Anne Carson began to disintegrate from the tips of her feet, her form being drawn into the milky-white Orb on my left hand.

Her scream echoed as her body started to break down, piece by piece, drawn uncontrollably into the Orb.

“NO! This can’t be happening!” she shrieked, her voice laced with desperation.

But there was no escape.

Bit by bit, her form crumbled, absorbed entirely by the Orb.

In the end, the once-mighty Anne Carson, the fallen spirit of Wrath, was reduced to nothing more than a faint, dying echo. Her final scream lingered for a moment, and then…

Silence.

The ominous energy that had darkened the sky dissipated, leaving only calm and quiet.

Kyle, still in shock, looked over at me, bewildered.

“Kang Hyunsoo… did you…?”

I simply exhaled, finally free from the heavy tension, and nodded.

“It’s over.”

At long last, it was really, truly over.
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A profound silence settled over the battlefield.

The scene was still marked by the remnants of explosive clashes between the curse of annihilation and the powers of healing.

But more important than that—

“……”

Alongside the mesmerizingly radiant “Orb”—

Anne Carson, who had sought to burn the world to ashes, was gone.

“Is it… really over? Truly?”

“Phew, I thought I was going to die for real.”

As Beatrice and Jamie’s voices echoed from behind me—

[Hah, so that’s what it feels like. Quite satisfying!]

—the golden dragon Hazteon appeared, spinning leisurely in the air as he muttered to himself.

‘It went just as I predicted.’

No matter how powerful Anne Carson was, as the Red Mage who harbored dreams of becoming the Demon King—

Her essence was still that of the Spirit of Wrath.

Weakened by the Orb, which had absorbed every one of the Seven Deadly Sins, she had ultimately been consumed by it.

Tap!

“Kang Hyunsoo.”

At that moment, Kyle placed a hand on my shoulder and, with his usual bright smile, continued.

“Good work.”


“…You too.”

If he hadn’t delivered that final blow correctly, Hazteon wouldn’t have been able to absorb her.

Even if Kyle Perion was destined to vanquish the Demon King, he hadn’t yet reached the necessary level of strength.

‘He’s just a first-year. In the original, we’re barely past Chapter 100.’

As I indulged in these trivial thoughts—

“Hey, disciple.”

“Master Kamon!”

Before I knew it, my master and Beatrice had approached, both looking at me with concern.

“Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

I nodded in response to Jamie’s slightly petulant tone.

“After all that hellish work, the first thing you say is, ‘Are you alright?’ Some teacher you are.”

“This has nothing to do with you. Back off, you pathetic cat.”

“Huh? Excuse me. I’m the dean of the Academy, and Kamon here is a student. So I have every right to be involved, don’t I?”

“Tch.”

As the two started bickering again, I shook my head, ready to say something.

But at that moment—

“Um, excuse me… Ah!”

*Whoooosh!*

Suddenly, everything in the world stopped.


Simultaneously, all things began to turn monochromatic.

As if everything had transformed into one massive sculpture.

And at the same time—

I felt an overwhelming surge of power within me, making it hard to keep my focus.

‘What… the hell is happening?’

It felt like my entire body was about to explode.

And in that instant, I had the sensation that, if I released this power, I could obliterate everything in my sight.

‘Damn it!’

Caught off guard by the sudden situation, I didn’t know what to do.

Then—

*Bzzzzzzzzz.*

A single point of bright white light appeared amidst the dark gray sky.

And then—

【Oh, shit. So it actually came to this?】

‘What the… who is that?’

【I had a feeling something was off from the start…】

A young man’s voice echoed from the light.

【Damn, if I’d known it would turn out like this, I would’ve intervened sooner. Well, it’s too late for that now, isn’t it?】

Listening to the voice, I got the sense that this was some kind of “god,” someone with omniscience over this entire world.

Before I knew it, the light had come right up to my face.


【Hey, snap out of it. Awakening as the Demon King isn’t easy, is it?】

‘De… Demon King?’

With his words, I understood the true nature of the immense power raging within my body.

‘I absorbed all of the Seven Deadly Sins.’

The spirits absorbed through the “Orb”—

Airsya, the Spirit of Envy.

Frilla, the Spirit of Sloth.

Hazteon, the Spirit of Greed.

Kamon Vade, the Spirit of Arrogance.

And finally, Anne Carson, the Spirit of Wrath.

While I had only directly captured five of them, Anne Carson had already absorbed Lust and Gluttony, so now all seven spirits resided within the Orb.

And thus—

‘Gathering all the Seven Deadly Sins’ spirits would break the seal and resurrect the Demon King.’

Of course, it wasn’t clear if this resurrection referred to the literal revival of the Demon King or just the acquisition of his power.

‘…It’s probably the latter.’

Judging by the way this being of light was talking, it seemed I had awakened as the new Demon King of this world.

And then—

“Aaaaaahhh!”

An excruciating pain surged through me, as if my entire body was about to be torn apart.

BOOOOOOOM!

A massive shockwave burst out from me, spreading in all directions.

【Tsk. Don’t be so dramatic…】

Whoosh.

A sensation of limitless power surged through me.

In that state, I lifted my head.

Then—

The “god,” who had appeared as a pure white light, had taken on a human form.

A young man, annoyingly handsome, exuding an air of smugness.

【Oh? What’s with that look? You can finally see me now, huh? Awakening as the Demon King must have raised your status a bit.】

“…Are you the god of this world?”

【God?】

At my question, he chuckled and nodded.

【Well, some people call me that. Yeah, you could call me a god. But the proper title is “Administrator.”】

“Administrator?”

【Yep, I’m the one who manages the story the Creator made. I don’t actually have any immense power or anything; I’m just here to make sure the story flows as it should.】

He shrugged, speaking as though he didn’t care.

But then, his expression twisted into a scowl as he glared at me.

【And yet, the one who’s made my job infinitely complicated is standing right in front of me.】

“So?”

【”So what if ‘so’? If the story concludes like this, this world will cease to exist. It’ll literally be over. And that means I’m no longer needed as the Administrator. Not to mention, I couldn’t even keep a single story on track… Ugh, I don’t even want to think about it.”】

The Administrator shook his head, muttering under his breath, before turning back to look at me with renewed determination.

【”So, though it’s a bit of a hassle and very annoying, I’m thinking of putting everything back the way it was.”】

“What?”

【”It’s beyond my authority as Administrator, but if I sacrifice some of my essence and lie low for a few hundred years, it should work. And as for you…”】

The smile faded from his face, replaced by a cold, sharp expression.

【”You’re going to spend that time suffering unimaginable pain in the deepest depths of the Abyss. I’ll make sure of it.”】

“Really?”

【”Yep. You awakening as the Demon King has complicated things, but this is still the best solution. Better to fix everything, even if it’s a little painful, than let us all perish together, right?”】

As this so-called “god” sneered at me, I let out a soft chuckle.

“That’s hilarious.”

【”Hilarious? Well, I do have a bit of a comedic touch, don’t I?”】

He chuckled, and I nodded, still smiling.

“An excellent sense of humor, really.”

【”Just so you know, it’s probably best to give up any thoughts of resisting. Even with the power of the Demon King, it’s meaningless before the power of a ‘god.’”】

As he said, I now possessed an immense power from my awakening as the Demon King.

An energy so overwhelming that it felt like I could pierce through and shatter anything—whether it was this world or the dimensions themselves.

On top of that—

‘Knowledge is flowing endlessly into my mind.’

With the Demon King’s power came knowledge befitting my new status. And so, I knew that no matter how powerful I’d become, I couldn’t resist a “god.”

But there was one thing—

‘Hey, Kamon. Can you hear me?’

I immediately summoned Kamon Vade, the Spirit of Arrogance.

Since I’d fully awakened as the Demon King, resurrecting the absorbed Seven Deadly Sins spirits was no longer an issue.

[Uh… uh… what…? Kang… Hyunsoo?]

‘Get it together, Kamon Vade. The time you’ve always wanted has finally come.’

[What?]

‘The bastard in front of us right now—that’s the god of this world.’

[…]

‘I want to bring this bastard down. How about it?’

[I’d welcome that any day.]

Kamon Vade had spent his life fighting against the fate imposed upon him. And perhaps, the “god” standing before us now was the true culprit behind it all.

‘Besides, I owe you for letting me use your powers so far. I thought I’d repay the favor this time.’

[Keh keh keh. Just seeing that bastard show up is repayment enough, if you ask me.]

‘Can you enhance the Orb with ancient magic? We’ll need a force strong enough to absorb even a god.’

[Ancient magic, huh…]

The source of ancient magic came from beyond this dimension, a foreign power unrelated to this world. Even Anne Carson, who wielded the Demon King’s strength, had trouble with it.

Of all the people I knew, Kamon Vade was the one most familiar with ancient magic.

[…It’s possible.]

“Really?”

[With the strength you now wield as a near-demigod, combined with ancient magic, you should be able to completely absorb that smug-faced bastard, Kang Hyunsoo.]

“Alright, then—”

I nodded, ready to respond, when Kamon Vade cut me off with a warning.

[But once you absorb the ‘god’s’ essence, this world will fall into your hands as well. Will you erase this world?]

“This world?”

[Yeah. I’m asking if you’re planning to erase this damned story-world once you have control over it.]

“And what do you want?”

[I’d rather see it all destroyed. I’d love for it to end, just like that.]

Kamon Vade gave a cruel smile, bringing back memories of the despair he felt when he learned the truth of the world.

[…But that’s just my personal wish. Honestly, it doesn’t matter to me anymore. Do as you will, Kang Hyunsoo. Make your own choice, freely.]

“That… we can think about after we crush this bastard.”

[Alright, fair enough.]

With an oddly synchronized understanding, Kamon Vade and I prepared to absorb the “god.”

【Hmm? Why so quiet all of a sudden? I doubt you’re surrendering, so you must be plotting something, huh?】

Seeing the Administrator still babbling smugly in front of me, I couldn’t help but grin.

“Hey, god.”

【Still smiling? This is the worst possible time for that, you know.】

“Didn’t you see earlier?”

【See what?】

“The way the final boss got absorbed when he thought he was invincible.”

【Wha—?】

“You’re going down the same way.”

With those words, I grabbed hold of the Administrator, gripping him with the hand embedded with the Orb, and shouted.

“Kamon Vade, now!”

【What do you think you’re doing? Hah, that’s rich. Wait… what?】

Suddenly, the gray, monochromatic world around us began to light up with a brilliant rainbow radiance from the Orb.

And then—

*Vroooooooom!*

【Wh-what’s happening? This is impossible. How could something from the lower realm absorb an entity from the upper realm…?】

“Why do you gods always say the same things? ‘Impossible this, impossible that.’ Well, it is possible, just like last time.”

With the same words Anne Carson had shouted before her defeat, I began absorbing the Administrator’s very essence through the Orb.

“This is it. This cursed world—I’m done with it. Thanks for nothing, and let’s never meet again!”

【Stop! Please, stop. Let’s make a deal! If you stop right now, I’ll let you go. I’ll leave you be, so please…】

“Sorry, too late. Just go.”

My firm answer crushed his pleas, and he struggled desperately, resisting with everything he had.

【I can’t die like this! I won’t let it end like this!】

The “god” flailed, releasing a torrent of power, but it was already too late. The combined force of the Orb and ancient magic had grown too strong to resist.

“I told you—stop saying it’s impossible. It’s happening!”

【No! Noooooooo!】

Vroooooooom!

Fueled by Hazteon’s power of Greed, the Orb’s ability to absorb was unstoppable, even consuming the Administrator himself.

And then—

Bzzzzzzz.

As the Administrator was obliterated, his powers, authority, and knowledge all flowed into me.

Whoosh!

In that moment, I felt myself being summoned somewhere.

“……”

And the sight before my eyes—

Taptaptap.

—a small, messy studio apartment. A young man sat in front of a computer, typing furiously.
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“You’re the one, aren’t you?”

“…Wh-who are you? Are you a… thief? Oh god!”

Crash, thud!

The young man, who’d been typing furiously on his keyboard, recoiled in shock at my sudden voice, stumbling backwards and collapsing onto the floor.

“……”

I watched him with a shake of my head, then slowly approached and asked,

“Hey, you.”

“…Y-yes?”

“What’s your name?”

“Wh-why do you want to know my name?”

“Forget it. If you don’t want to tell me, don’t. I’m not that interested anyway. But—Legend of Heroes: The Sacred Sword’s Choice, you wrote that, didn’t you?”

“Huh?”

The guy sprawled out on the floor looked up at me, his eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

“Well? Did you write it or not?”

“Yes, yes, I did. I’m the one who wrote it.”

“Haa…”

Finally standing face to face with the person who created that world, countless complicated emotions churned within me.

So… I’d really returned to the original world, huh?

‘I still look like Kamon Vade, though… exactly the same.’


At that moment—

[So this is the world you used to live in, huh?]

I let out a dry chuckle at Kamon Vade’s voice in my mind.

‘What? You came along too?’

[Since we’re already fused as one, it’s only natural. Wherever you go, I’ll follow.]

Would’ve been nice if I could walk around with a pretty girl character instead of some grim dude.

While I indulged in this pointless thought, the “creator” of the world on the floor managed to pull himself together and asked,

“Wh-who… who are you?”

“Me?”

I replied casually, then gave him a wide grin.

“I’m Kamon Vade.”

“Wh… whaaat?”

“The Kamon Vade you completely screwed over in your novel!”

“Oh… oh god…”

At my outburst, the guy scrambled backwards, making strange sounds of panic.

[This guy’s the one who created our world?]

‘Yeah, unbelievable, right?’

And then—

“I… I must’ve finally lost it. Ha ha… I’m seeing my characters come to life.”

He muttered to himself, his eyes slightly dazed. Seemed like he was so shocked he’d nearly lost his mind.


I sighed, nodding slightly.

“Phew, yeah. I suppose it’s understandable for you to feel that way.”

*Step, step.*

I walked up to him again, crouching down to meet him at eye level.

“To be honest, I’m not really Kamon Vade.”

“Huh?”

“I’m just someone who got possessed by him.”

When I admitted this, his expression twisted into something strange.

But I didn’t care about his reaction, and continued speaking.

“Possession? It sounds interesting when you hear it, right? But trust me, actually going through it is a whole different story. So now… I’m going to give you a little punishment.”

“P-punishment?”

“Not too much, not too little. Just a few punches.”

“Wh-what?”

“Not ‘what’—just take it.”

Wham! Pow! Thud!

I unleashed all the frustration and resentment I’d bottled up, and beat the crap out of the guy who created that world.

* * *

‘So? Feel a bit better now?’

[To some extent…]

After venting my anger on the creator, I immediately used the power of the god I’d absorbed to return to the novel world.


Ah, of course, it wasn’t because I wanted to live there again.

I just had a few loose ends I wanted to tie up.

Returning to the point right before the “god” appeared, I snapped my fingers.

Snap!

“…I’m the dean of the Academy, and Kamon here is a student, so I do have a say, don’t I?”

“Tch.”

Watching the familiar scene of Beatrice and Jamie bickering, I nodded silently, choosing not to interrupt.

I had no intention of staying here any longer, after all.

“Master, and Beatrice.”

I called out to Jamie and Beatrice gently.

Immediately—

“What? Beatrice? I was actually going to have a serious talk about that…”

“Kamon, what’s going on?”

The two of them came over eagerly.

I gave them a warm smile.

“Thank you… for everything.”

“…What?”

“What’s with the sudden sentiment?”

The two looked at me in confusion, heads tilted as they tried to understand my unexpected farewell.

“I’m not going to tell you to stop fighting and get along… but try not to hate each other too much.”

“Huh? Kamon, what’s gotten into you?”

“You’re talking like you’re about to leave us or something. This is all because of this hopeless master of yours, isn’t it? Right, Kamon?”

“What did you just say?!”

Beatrice continued to poke at Jamie, who immediately took the bait.

I snapped my fingers again.

Snap!

The world froze once more, and I found myself standing in front of someone else.

Thankfully, this person hadn’t been caught up in Anne Carson’s rampage; she’d been in the city outside the Academy—Chelsea Artin.

“Hey, Chelsea.”

“…Kamon?”

“Thank you… and sorry, for everything.”

“What?”

“You’ll get everything you’re hoping for.”

“…”

Snap!

Next—

“Lady Cecilia.”

“K-Kamon? How did you get here? What’s going on?”

“Don’t worry too much from now on. Focus on your own goals.”

“Huh? What do you mean…?”

“You’re a kind-hearted person, Lady Cecilia. The people around you will support you well. I’m sure you’ll do great.”

“W-wait a second. Kamon, why are you suddenly saying goodbye like this?”

“Well…”

Snap!

“Bren!”

“Kamon? H-how are you here?”

“You’re a good guy. You’ll live a good life.”

“Huh? Where’s all this coming from?”

Snap!

“Elliot.”

“What the—Kamon, why are you suddenly here?!”

“Now that you’re the heir, do it right. Don’t do anything you’ll regret.”

“Huh? All of a sudden?”

“It’s just something I wanted to tell you.”

“Um… okay?”

Snap!

One by one, I sought out the people I had formed connections with in this world, exchanging a few words with each of them.

Lois, Rosen, Lucas, Professor Phelan, and even the maids and servants.

And even—

“…I won’t really miss you.”

“What… what are you saying? Why would you suddenly say something like that?”

“Just consider it a final farewell.”

After saying goodbye even to Princess Francia, I sought out one last person.

“Kyle.”

“Kang Hyunsoo.”

The only person who called me by my real name instead of Kamon.

The golden boy of this world, and the protagonist of the story.

“I don’t really need to say much to you. You’ll manage just fine on your own.”

“Me? I dunno about that.”

Kyle shrugged, then looked at me and muttered.

“You know what? I used to be able to see the ‘lines.'”

“The lines?”

“Yeah, if I followed those lines, everything went smoothly and good things happened. But that day… the day I ran into you in the cafeteria.”

The memory of my first encounter with Kyle Perion after being possessed by Kamon came back to me.

The student cafeteria for commoners, right?

“Ever since then, I haven’t been able to see them.”

“What?”

“I couldn’t see the ‘lines’ anymore. And I still can’t.”

“……”

“Thanks, Kang Hyunsoo. I owe it all to you.”

Was Kyle also someone who had been following a predestined path, like Kamon?

I stood there in silence, thinking about his words regarding the ‘lines.’

And then—

“…Kamon doesn’t exist anymore, does he?”

“What?”

“Just wondering.”

Kyle scratched the back of his head, mumbling awkwardly.

‘Looks like there’s one person who’ll miss you.’

[Shut up.]

‘What’s wrong?’

[…Shut it.]

I chuckled at Kamon Vade’s indignant response, then gave my farewell to Kyle.

“I’m leaving now. And this world will be at peace.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Oh, and you’ll see Kamon again soon.”

“Huh? Really?”

[W-what the hell are you talking about, you lunatic!]

I heard Kamon Vade’s furious protests, but I ignored him completely and waved to Kyle.

“Take care.”

“…Goodbye, Kang Hyunsoo.”

With that final farewell to Kyle, I snapped my fingers one last time.

*Snap!*

And then—

‘The same goes for you, Kamon. Take care of this world.’

[Don’t give me that crap! Stop with the nonsense!]

Though Kamon Vade resisted until the end, I used the power I’d gained from the god to transform him back into a mortal human in this world.

‘Goodbye, then.’

With that, I left the world of the novel, feeling completely at ease.

* * *

After returning to my original world, the first place I went to was the most famous fast-food chain, M.

“Ahh, this is the taste.”

The fizzy soda, the juicy burger with its combination of meat and vegetables—it felt blissful, almost tear-inducing, as I savored the flavors of modern-day 21st-century life. I then pulled out my smartphone.

And—

“Hm, it’s gone.”

I checked the novel website I frequented and saw that Legend of Heroes: The Sacred Sword’s Choice had disappeared.

“Did he take it down after that shock?”

I searched for the author’s pen name several times, just to be sure.

“What the… nothing at all.”

Whether he’d taken down everything he’d written or if he’d actually quit for good, there was no trace left.

While browsing, I noticed a post titled, “A Character from My Novel Came to Talk to Me.”

“No way… he didn’t post this, did he?”

The post was about how one of the characters from his novel kept appearing and talking to him. For some reason, I felt a bit guilty.

“Ugh… I didn’t mean for it to turn out like this.”

But I quickly brushed off the thought and put my phone down. I turned my attention back to the fictional world I’d left behind.

I was worried the story might collapse since the creator had taken down the novel, but thankfully, it seemed to be unaffected.

‘So once a world is created, it can’t just be erased at will, huh?’

Well, considering he wasn’t even aware that he was its creator, it made sense.

Kyle continued to thrive with the blessings of protagonist power.

Cecilia was diligently working to restore the Duchy of Romanoff.

Bren and Elliot each pursued their goals, giving their all to their respective roles.

And then—

“What’s wrong with her?”

Only one person.

Chelsea seemed to have lost her purpose, living a lifeless existence, holed up indoors.

Though I felt a bit worried seeing her like that, Jamie was there, taking care of her, so—

“Well, she’ll manage.”

After all, people have to live their own lives, don’t they?

“Hm? And who’s that girl?”

I spotted a young girl with red hair wandering around the Academy, looking like she was searching for someone. From her lips, the name “Kamon” kept spilling out.

“Oh, did he already cause trouble so soon?”

I chuckled, speaking words Kamon couldn’t hear.

Reborn with a new lease on life, Kamon Vade was now hiding out somewhere, continuing his research into ancient magic.

But, being a natural-born villain, it seemed like trouble was already following him again…

“Hey, there’s nothing I can do about that with administrator privileges. The creator himself would have to handle that. Eh, forget it.”

With that, I decided to stop watching the novel’s world.

‘I’ll leave them alone for a while. They’ll be fine on their own.’

I could have fast-forwarded time to see what happened, but I didn’t feel the need.

I wanted that world to flow at its natural pace, like any other real world.

Once I’d finished my meal and returned home, I turned on my computer and muttered to myself.

“Maybe I should try writing something myself.”

After all, I’d experienced so much as Kamon Vade, and I figured I could write about a fantasy world more vividly than anyone else.

‘And if anything feels lacking, I can just reference that other world.’

Nodding to myself, I began typing.

* * *

One year later.

“‘ How to Survive as the Academy’s Villain’ Breaks 10 Billion in Annual Sales. Is a Webtoon and Movie Adaptation Next?”

“Kekeke.”

I chuckled as I read the news headline on my screen.

Yep, that novel? I wrote it.

Drawing on Kamon Vade’s experiences, I wrote a fantasy story that felt so real, it exploded in popularity.

Since *Legend of Heroes: The Sacred Sword’s Choice* had been an utter failure, there were no accusations of plagiarism.

After all, the original author had taken everything down.

And—

“Ahh, this is beautiful.”

A giant poster hanging in the middle of my room.

On it, Kyle Perion and Kamon Vade were drawn in stunning detail.

How did that happen, you ask?

“Because it got adapted into a webtoon!”

After giving the artist very precise descriptions of Kyle and Kamon’s appearances, they came out exactly as I remembered them.

The novel was a hit, but the webtoon was an even bigger success.

Now, people celebrated Kamon’s and Kyle’s birthdays, and there were even dedicated fan clubs!

In other words, people in this world knew exactly what Kyle and Kamon looked like and what their personalities were like.

“Well, Kamon, I’d say I paid you back pretty well, wouldn’t you?”

Standing in front of the poster, I whispered words that wouldn’t be heard. Then, I got dressed and headed out, calling out habitually as I left my home.

“Alright, I’m off.”

It was time for me to return to my life as Kang Hyunsoo.

Not in some dream-like fantasy world, but in the reality I lived in.

Yes, I’d returned.

To the real world where I belonged.

As Kang Hyunsoo. (The End)
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