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  Chapter 1: Prologue


Decades ago, humanity faced a change more intense than any other in its history.

A space that defied the laws of physics, known as “The Tower,” suddenly rose in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. 

Those chosen by the Tower were granted special abilities.

The individuals selected by the Tower were given unique titles depending on their countries—such as Players, Hunters, or Awakened Ones—and began bringing back items from another world, items that were unimaginable for Earth. 

Among these items were materials with energy efficiency and stability far beyond anything that could be compared to fossil fuels: the precious “Mana Stones.”

The Mana Stones revolutionized every existing energy industry, and on top of that, Players continued to bring back items from this otherworldly realm. 

Though it was a profession that could potentially put someone in dangerous situations, the flashy representations in various media, along with the support from the nation, led to significant income and prestige.

As a result, many began to covet the profession of Player. 

I, too, was one of them.

One day, I woke up.

And it was to a rather common ability—summoning.

***


[Dark Lord]: “Isn’t it my turn now? The new character pickup ends today—if I miss it, I’ll regret it! Please summon me!”

[Verdant Fairy Queen]: “What nonsense is that? I’ve already decided to be summoned today! Do you even know how long I’ve been waiting for today’s new mint chocolate-don katsu product?”

[Golden Melody’s Musician]: “Move aside, both of you! My fans are waiting, so summon me first!”

[Chaos, the One Who Loves Crawling]: “I’ll make a deal—if you summon me, I’ll grant your wish!”

With a mischievous smile, they wiggle their fingers, peeking through the cracks while others argue.

But…

Something seems off about these summoning targets.



 
  Chapter 2: First Summoning


[Global Player Rankings]

[Top-Tier Player Classification]

[Frequency Chosen by the Top]

[The Most Cheesy Player Abilities TOP 10]

[Is the Strongest Summon in History a ‘Dragon’ or a ‘Dracon’?]

[S-Rank Player Salaries Revealed]

[Player Ideal Type World Cup]

[Shocking! Why a Foreign Girl Was Astonished After Seeing How Korean Players Climb to the Top -] 

[This is Really Surprising!]

Min-su was lying on his bed as usual, scrolling through short video clips.

The Tower, Players, and Awakening.

The biggest interests of him and many others.

Many people, chosen to climb the Tower, are envied and admired.

Min-su was no different.

“Once I become a Player, I won’t have to worry about money, right?”

Even if one is stuck at the lower levels, repeatedly doing menial tasks and only hunting lower-level monsters, the profit from the by-products can far exceed the monthly salary of an average office worker.

This was also the reason why Min-su, like others, wanted to become a Player.

“But will I be able to hunt monsters even if I awaken?”

Min-su, who had been clumsy and fearful since childhood.

He wondered if he would be able to hunt even if he was chosen by the Tower.

Maybe even after awakening, there would be little difference from his current life.

He put down his phone and got up from the bed when this thought crossed his mind.

-You have been chosen by the Tower.

A system message suddenly popped up, blocking his view.

“This is……”

A supernatural sight he had never seen before in his life, but he instinctively knew what it was.

After all, he had watched countless videos of Players describing this very screen.

“Awakening.”

The experience of being chosen and invited by the Tower, and being granted special abilities, was called Awakening.

If he had awakened, there was something he needed to check right away.

“Status window.”

Ding

With his somewhat embarrassed whisper, a long system window revealed itself.

Player Information


	Name: Kim Min-su

	Gender: Male

	Affiliated Country: Republic of Korea

	Level: 1

	Unique Ability: Summoning



“………This can’t be a dream, right.”

The status window, which intuitively informed him of his status as a Player.

It was proof that he had become a proper Player.

Min-su’s gaze immediately fixed on the bottom of the status window, the part about unique abilities.

“…..

There is a saying that a Player’s rank is 70% determined by the unique ability obtained at the first awakening, which shows how important unique abilities are to Players.

If one awakens to a high-tier ability like spatial or healing abilities, they can be liberated from labor and sit on a pile of money. 

However, if one awakens to an ability like simple calculation or memory enhancement, it would be difficult to actively engage as a Player. 

(Of course, it’s better than having nothing.)

Of course, if one climbs the Tower and is chosen by the Constellation to be granted special powers, that would be a different story, but that’s as difficult as picking stars from the sky.

Therefore, the type of ability is more important than anything else.

Fortunately, it wasn’t the worst.

Summoning is not a high-tier ability, but it is an ability that can aim for S-rank depending on the Player.

There is a huge difference between the low point of summoning low-level monsters like goblins or kobolds and the high point of summoning dragons.

Most summoning-type Players summon monsters like goblins or orcs.

In this case, since there is a limit to the Player’s own growth, dreaming of the higher levels is out of the question.

On the contrary, a Player from the United States summoned a dragon, and a Player from China summoned a dragon.

The ability to be judged as S-rank just by one summoned creature.

That is the ‘Summoning’ ability.

Min-su’s hands began to tremble.

Although this was his first awakening, he had been inundated with information about Players and knew it well.

The first summon is the turning point for summoning-type Players.

The rank of the creature summoned here will be fixed for the future.

It means that if you summon a goblin at the first summon, you will continue to summon goblins, and if you summon a dragon, you will continue to summon dragons.

The first summon that will determine his entire life.

Min-su unconsciously gulped.

According to the mainstream view in the field of Player studies, it is highly likely that the targets summoned by summoning-type Players resemble the summoner.

The closer one is to a commoner, the more likely one is to summon common monsters like goblins, and the closer one is to a king, the more likely one is to summon high-ranking beings like dragons, whose name as a king is not an exaggeration.

“I’m not likely to be a king, am I…?”

If anything, I’m closer to a commoner.

But that doesn’t mean I want to summon a goblin.

It would be nice if a dragon came out…

“Is there a dragon that is addicted to the community…………??”

Min-su closed his eyes tightly.

He activated his ability with all his earnestness.

***

[The Earth’s son.] 

[Has no perseverance.]

[Do you only show off when I give you power?]

[Reflex]

[Reflex]

]If you are a disabled person, you are 45% off]

[Unexpectedly, a female player with a tail.]

[Ranking female player virginity tier table.]

[Can I upload a video of my Apostles pooping?]


[What does a video girl smell like?]

[Female player armpit high orc skull breaker]

Today, the community of the Constellations is peaceful as usual.

***

The Constellation [Dark Lord] was lying face down in her domain, as dark as pitch without a single ray of light, focusing on the community.

If her previous Apostle had seen her state, it would have been so dark that he would have immediately cast a Light Magic spell, thinking she was a child of darkness, but she didn’t care.

There was no one left to nag her anymore.

No, that’s not right.

Don’t think about it.

It would only make her feel down if she recalled that incident.

She buried her face in the community screen again.

If the community, where interesting things always happened, could make her forget other matters.

She posted the [picture of an old female orc with her legs spread wide naked] that she had saved as usual on the community.

A special edition with a watermark right next to the orc’s private parts.

Naturally, the title was set to 【Female Player’s Melon-sized Boobs】to attract more Constellations.

Titles like 【Recent Controversy Over Apostle’s Current Situation】or 【Amazing Constellation Recent】were enough to make other Constellations press it as if bewitched, but they didn’t achieve the result she wanted.


	Aaaah! My eyes!

	No, my pants are down!

	Where are the boobs!

	Show me the melon! It’s urgent!

	It’s piled up like a druid used an ultimate move

	Now that I know such a thing exists, I can’t keep it to myself.



This is it.

This was the reaction she wanted.

Simply posting a disgusting picture wouldn’t have a big impact.

It would just slightly upset people.

Pressing the back button would be the end of it.

But it was a bit different when excited.

In front of the player who had taken off his pants and ran on all fours, the vast forest of the orc was spread wide open.

Just imagining the mental shock the Constellations received and their reactions made dopamine explode.

[Dark Lord] chuckled.

The skill honed through decades of community activity.

A perfect piece based on her past experiences, except for one thing.

Ding

【The fixed nickname has been blocked by the community manager. (Block time: ∞) (Reason: disgusting picture)】

“…… Fixed nickname?”

A feeling of her heart sinking.

She finally realized that something was wrong.

【Dark Lord, you crazy woman!】

[Posting a disgusting picture] Fixed nickname

【Is it a momentary lapse of reason? It won’t go far】

【What’s going on?】

【Ban this woman’s area IP】

“…… No!!!”

A painful mistake.

She forgot to log out.

A mistake she hadn’t made in decades!

For her, who had shut herself in the corner of the room and no longer took on new Apostles, her only joy in life was about to be cut off.

Should she beg the manager?

Would he unblock it if she begged?

It doesn’t seem like it.

It’s over.

While she was thinking about how to beg for forgiveness, some force began to pull her body.

“…… Huh?”

An experience she had never had since becoming a Constellation.

She was being pulled out of her domain.

Whoosh!

“Ugh!”

Min-su gritted his teeth as if being crushed by an intangible force the moment he activated his summoning ability.

It was like the momentum of a higher-dimensional being descending, something that shouldn’t exist here.

It was unusual.

‘D, is it a dragon coming out..!?’ If it was a dragon, his small room would be shattered.

As Min-su, extremely nervous, shrank his body,


Whoosh!

A woman burst out, tearing through the space.

An unparalleled beauty that could never be considered of this world,

“Ouch!”

And a woman with a dirtiness and insignificance that seemed not to have bathed for a long time.



 
  Chapter 3: [Dark Lord]


“Ow, ow… My butt hurts…”

A woman rubbed her backside and pushed herself up from the ground.

Min-su was momentarily stunned by the sight.

What the hell?

Am I dreaming?

Why did a person appear from my summoning?

Among the countless reported summoning abilities, there had never been a case of summoning a human. 

Scholars of Otherworld Studies had long asserted that summoning called forth beings of equal rank to the summoner, but never of the same species. 

The explanation was too tedious and convoluted for Min-su to fully grasp, but one fact remained clear — summoning another human was impossible.

Every summoned creature so far had been goblins, orcs, or mythical beasts like dragons.

Which was why Min-su couldn’t wrap his head around the current situation.

‘I definitely saw her being summoned through the rift… She must be my summon.’

But she wasn’t a goblin.

Nor an orc.

And certainly not a dragon.

Could she be some unknown humanoid monster?

A doppelgänger? 

No, that didn’t seem right.

While Min-su was lost in his confusion, the woman stretched her stiff body, arching her back as though it had been years since she last moved freely.

How long had it been since she last stood like this?

At least a decade, she thought.

Her gaze was fixed on Min-su.

“You.”

“…Huh?”

“You’re the one who summoned me, aren’t you?”

“!!!”

She spoke.

What the hell was she?

A monster? 

No, this was no ordinary creature.

Even monsters bound by summoning contracts obeyed their summoners. 

Communication might not have been perfect, but they followed orders without question. 

Higher-tier summoned entities, like dragons, often communicated through telepathic means.

But a summon that could speak directly?

This was unheard of.

“Answer me.”

Before Min-su could process his thoughts, the woman had already closed the distance.

Her presence washed over him like a gust of wind. 

Though her disheveled appearance suggested she hadn’t bathed in some time, an inexplicable divine fragrance emanated from her. 

It wasn’t just pleasant — it was reverent, awe-inspiring.

“Y-Yes! I did summon you!” 

Min-su blurted.

“I thought so. And? Why did you summon me? I apologize, but I no longer accept Apostles.”

An Apostle? 

Who was this woman to speak with such authority? 

Min-su shook his head, trying to shake off his fear.

He was a summoner.

She was a summoned entity. 

There was no way she was human.

At best, she was a divine beast. 

Even those who summoned dragons never feared their own creatures.

He just had to assert himself.

“Who… are you?”

“…What? You summoned me without knowing who I am?”

Her delicate brow furrowed.

“You didn’t summon me for an Apostle contract?”

“An Apostle contract? No, I just used my summoning ability for the first time.”

The woman scrutinized Min-su, then turned to observe her surroundings.

“…Where is this place?”

“My room.”

Something was wrong. 

A sense of dissonance nagged at her. 

After a moment of contemplation, she realized the source.

“This isn’t the contract chamber, is it?”

For the past ten years, she had remained secluded, refusing all contracts. 

The sensation of a summoning had become unfamiliar. 

She had assumed she was being called for an Apostle pact once more.

But now…

“Your room? Then… this isn’t the Tower?”

“The Tower? No, this is just my ordinary room.”

It was then that the woman noticed the vast difference in magical energy. 

This place was nothing like the Tower.

“Earth…”

She wasn’t in the Tower. 

Nor in the celestial realm of the gods.

She was standing on Earth, the mortal world.

How was this possible?

Those who had transcended mortality to ascend as gods could no longer return to the lower planes. 

The only connection they maintained with the mortal world was through the Tower or through their chosen Apostles.


But now, here she was.

Maintaining her divine form. 

On Earth.

“Who are you…”

She grabbed Min-su’s shoulders, her eyes wide with disbelief.

“A summoning power that can call forth a god?!”

The force of her presence overwhelmed Min-su, his earlier resolve crumbling instantly.

No ordinary human could withstand the might of a divine being.

“What is your intention? Why did you summon me? What do you want from me?!”

“No, I don’t even know who you are!”

She grabbed Min-su and shook him, but his lips remained tightly sealed, as if frozen. 

Instead of answering, a nauseous feeling stirred within him, as though something might come rushing up.

Gurgle.

A sound rumbled from the goddess’s stomach. 

The fierce shaking came to an abrupt stop.

“Sh-should I get you something to eat?”

Without a word, the goddess nodded.

***

Slurp. 

“So you’re saying this was the first time you used your summoning ability after awakening?”

“Yes. That’s why I have no idea who you are. I didn’t even know who I’d summon.”

“Slurp! Is that even possible?”

“That’s what I’d like to know. And who exactly are you?”

The woman devoured the ramen Min-su had prepared, her appetite insatiable. 

Despite her divine appearance, which could outshine any celebrity, her behavior lacked any semblance of grace.

‘She looks like a literal goddess, but she eats like my little sister.’

With the pot lifted directly to her mouth, she slurped down every last noodle and drop of broth. 

It was a far cry from the refined image he might’ve expected. 

The way she ate resembled the gorilla from the family variety show he often watched.

“Ahh! So this is ramen! Far tastier than I imagined!”

“You’ve never had ramen before?”

“I’ve only heard of it. We can’t interfere with earthly matters, so I could only imagine the taste. But this… this is beyond anything I dreamed of.”

If summoning powers brought beings from other worlds within the Tower, was she one of those entities? 

The logic lined up, but her behavior still puzzled him.

“No wonder he smiled like that every time he ate ramen. It all makes sense now.”

Her expression softened for a moment, a tinge of sorrow crossing her face as she placed the empty pot down.

“If only he were here… I’d have told him how delicious this was. And maybe even knocked him on the head for keeping it all to himself.”

She looked up wistfully, as if lost in memory.

‘…Is this a sad story?’

Min-su glanced at the pot. It was scraped clean, not even a scrap of noodle left behind.

“Now that you’re done, can you tell me who you are?”

“Hmph! Prepare yourself! I am the bright star seated high in the heavens, the one and only [Dark Lord].”

Striking a dramatic pose, she folded her arms with exaggerated flair. 

A single noodle strand clung stubbornly to her lip.

Expecting awe and fear, she watched for Min-su’s reaction.

“…That’s it?”

He had anticipated a detailed explanation of her race, origin, or abilities. 

Instead, she offered a title that sounded like something a teenager would come up with.

“A Dark Lord? Seriously?”

Her expression faltered.

“You don’t know who I am?”

She seemed genuinely shocked. 

Surely her name was still remembered, even after years of absence.

Of course, Min-su had heard of the Dark Lord. 

The gods and constellations of the Tower were famous, bestowing immense powers and blessings upon players. 

But to think that this woman before him could be that legendary figure?

“You really don’t know? The [Dark Lord], whom no one must ever challenge in the shadows?”

‘Wow. She said that with a straight face. Even a middle schooler would cringe.’

Desperate to prove herself, she scowled.

“That’s it! I’ll show you!”

With a growl, the so-called Dark Lord unleashed her power.

Rumble.

The walls shook, the floor quaked, and the air twisted unnaturally.

“E-earthquake?!”

A dark aura seeped from her, swallowing the space in its embrace. 


The ordinary room was no longer ordinary — it had become the [Dark Realm], a domain of her own making.

“Behold! This is my power! I am the [Dark Lord]!”

She smirked proudly, expecting awe. 

But even as the world trembled, a lone noodle clung stubbornly to her lip.

Min-su, overwhelmed and bewildered, simply stared at her in disbelief.



 
  Chapter 4: Old Apostle


“Is it true… Are you really a Constellation?”

“Indeed!”

The woman puffed out her chest with her eyes closed.

Her comical pose hardly resembled the divine presence one would expect from a Constellation. 

Yet Min-su had no choice but to believe her words.

The power of a Constellation, capable of manifesting an entire world of mental imagery into reality, was nothing short of godlike. 

The sight before him was like a galactic cluster brought to life, far surpassing the abilities of any player he had ever witnessed.

‘But why does she act like this?’

While Min-su’s belief in the divine might of a Constellation was unwavering, the image of one behaving so foolishly shattered his expectations. 

Despite the awe-inspiring circumstances of summoning a god, the woman’s demeanor left him bewildered.

‘…Wait a minute.’

Had she not introduced herself as the [Dark Lord]?

If an ordinary person were to call themselves something like that, most would assume it to be a case of late-onset adolescence. 

But there was one exception—someone whose name demanded no mockery.

The Constellation of the hero Lee Da-in, the [Dark Lord]. 

A figure revered as a savior in the eyes of many Koreans.

“Are you really the [Dark Lord]?”

“Indeed.”

A satisfied smile spread across the goddess’s face, as if pleased to be acknowledged. 

Her expression was one of utter delight—that is, until Min-su followed up with his next question.

“The Constellation of the hero Lee Da-in, the [Dark Lord]?”

The name lingered in the air.

“…?”

The [Dark Lord]’s expression froze. 

Instantly, Min-su realized something was amiss.

‘…No way.’

It didn’t take much thought to figure out why. 

To anyone with a normal perspective, the situation was glaringly obvious.

***

A calamity struck the Korean Peninsula—a dungeon break caused by the Tower’s wrath. 

When players failed to fulfill their duties within the Tower, dungeons would manifest within their country as a form of punishment. 

This phenomenon was called a Dungeon Break, and it served as a grim warning from the Tower: 

“Work, or face the consequences.”

South Korea, however, maintained a strict and organized player management system. 

As a nation of skilled players, they had little to fear.

The real problem lay to the north.

In a bid to maintain their authority, the oppressive regime of North Korea neglected its players and ignored the Tower’s warnings. 

Eventually, they reached the point of no return. 

The dungeon erupted, and monstrous entities poured forth—beings immune to conventional weapons, impervious to human efforts.

While the military attempted to hold the line, it was little more than a desperate bid to buy time. North Korea was annihilated in the disaster. 

Worse still, the monsters set their sights southward, towards Seoul.

The situation spiraled beyond the government’s control. 

With the military’s resources strained and many high-ranking players refusing to respond to the emergency call, South Korea faced imminent destruction.

Then, one individual stepped forward.

Lee Da-in, the nation’s top S-rank player.

Alone, she stood against the monstrous horde. 

Not only did she hold the line, but she decimated a significant portion of the monsters. 

Her efforts bought time for other players to organize and finish the fight. 

The Dungeon Break was eventually quelled.

But the hero who had saved countless lives that day—she did not survive.

Lee Da-in, the beacon of hope, had perished.

Since her death, the name [Dark Lord] had rarely been mentioned. 

It was no wonder that the goddess’s expression twisted upon hearing it.

‘Even if she’s a Constellation, it seems she still cares about her apostle.’

Min-su hadn’t expected a god to hold such attachments to a mortal. 

After Lee Da-in’s passing, the [Dark Lord] had not chosen a new apostle. 

It was that lingering devotion that made Min-su immediately associate the title [Dark Lord] with Lee Da-in.

And now, faced with the goddess’s reaction, he could no longer ignore the unsettling truth before him.

There it was, that unexpected reaction.

Min-su couldn’t believe how human the Constellation felt. 

The Constellation of Hero Lee Da-in. 

Yet, she showed such a relatable side. 

It made him think of something he wanted to show her.

“Constellation-nim, would you like to come with me for a moment?”

Despite her disheveled clothes and her clumsy demeanor, there was an undeniable aura of mystery surrounding her. 

Even so, if she went out like that, she would undoubtedly draw every eye.

Min-su rummaged through his belongings and found a hoodie his younger sister had left behind on one of her visits. 

He handed it to the Dark Lord.

The hoodie was tight on her, but it didn’t diminish her beauty. 

Quite the opposite. 

Min-su, however, made her keep the hood up to avoid unnecessary attention.

Hand in hand, Min-su and the Dark Lord rode the subway. 

After a short ride, they arrived at their destination.

“This place is…”

[Lee Da-in Memorial Hall]

The enormous statue at the entrance and the commemorative monument behind it caught her eyes, and she stopped.

“…So they honor that fool here.”

“Yes. From our perspective, Lee Da-in was a hero.”

The memorial was dedicated to documenting every step of Lee Da-in’s life. 

From the place she was born to her courageous battles, the archives captured her journey. 


A video hall played her heroic moments, and a large tree stood proudly, covered in messages from those who missed her.

The Dark Lord said nothing. 

She simply observed the outpouring of love from those who remembered her former apostle.

In Korea, when people think of national heroes, Admiral Yi Sun-sin and King Sejong come to mind. 

Lee Da-in had become a name held in similar reverence.

That day, all of South Korea had watched through news helicopters as she fought. 

She could have fled, escaped overseas or retreated to a tower, but she chose to stand her ground.

She fought to protect the people.

Her noble sacrifice was unforgettable.

Children aspired to be like her. 

People mourned her loss and filled the memorial to pay their respects.

“This is the land she wished to protect,” the Dark Lord murmured.

Flowers brought by visitors surrounded the monument.

“It seems… worthy of protecting.”

Tears welled in the goddess’s eyes.

“What kind of person was Lee Da-in?”

Min-su asked softly.

“She was like both an older sister and a younger one. The responsible kind. The one who always nagged.”

The Dark Lord’s voice trembled with emotion.

“She’d lecture me all the time, even though she was the apostle. ‘Are you eating properly? Have you cleaned your room? You’re not just lying around scrolling through the community board, are you?’ 

I should have been the one asking her those things.”

A bitter laugh escaped her lips, though Min-su could see the sorrow etched on her face.

“But despite all that, she was stubborn. She took on problems that weren’t hers to fix. ‘I can’t stand by and let people die,’ she said. Even though I warned her again and again…”

The goddess’s voice caught. 

She lowered her gaze, trembling.

“I told her she’d die if she went. I told her she couldn’t handle it alone. But she went anyway. For this land. For these people. Without a thought for those she’d leave behind.”

“Constellation-nim…”

“But they remember her.” 

Her voice cracked. 

“They remember her far better than a foolish Constellation who tried to forget the pain.”

Wuuung.

“I’m late, but I will offer her flowers as well. As the Constellation who knew her best.”

At her words, a burst of light surrounded her. 

Flowers bloomed, covering the cold, barren earth of the memorial. 

In an instant, the dull winter landscape transformed into a vibrant garden.

“What…?”

“Flowers?”

The visitors stood in awe at the miraculous sight.

In the heart of the brilliant garden stood the Dark Lord. 


She gazed up at the sky, tears falling silently. 

No longer the clumsy, awkward figure she had appeared to be. 

Now, she stood as a grieving Constellation, remembering her beloved apostle.

And in the celestial heavens, where the stars of the Constellations shone brightly, one star glowed beside the Dark Lord’s. 

A new light, brilliant and eternal.



 
  Chapter 5: Honor Apostle (1)


Min-su returned to his small one-room apartment and collapsed onto the bed, his face blank. 

The system message had announced the end of the summoning time, and with that, the Dark Lord vanished.

Left alone in the now eerily silent room, Min-su felt like he had just awakened from a fleeting dream. 

Yet, undeniable evidence proved that what had happened was no mere fantasy.

“Earlier this evening, at around 6 PM, an abnormal plant growth phenomenon occurred at the Da-in Memorial Hall. The hall was built in memory of Player Da-in, who sacrificed her life a decade ago defending Korea against monsters. This incident has sparked widespread speculation, with some fearing it might signal another dungeon break.”

The news anchor’s voice echoed through the screen. 

Min-su had witnessed it with his own eyes. 

The desolate winter landscape of the memorial had transformed in an instant, blossoming into a lush, vibrant garden.

And there was something else that confirmed the reality of the day’s events.

[The Dark Lord expresses gratitude for today.]

A system message hovered in front of him, the words glowing faintly. It was irrefutable proof.

[The Dark Lord says the ramen was delicious and promises to repay you.]

In the Tower, players ascended while divine entities, known as Constellations, watched over them. 

Those who stood out often garnered the attention and favor of these beings. 

Occasionally, a Constellation would offer a contract, selecting a player as their Apostle, granting them immense powers in exchange for their loyalty.

Da-in had once been such an Apostle. 

So, for Min-su to receive a direct message from a Constellation without even entering the Tower was unthinkable.

“I’m… communicating with a Constellation without climbing the Tower.”

He chuckled in disbelief. 

Somehow, he had formed a direct connection with the Dark Lord. 

Though, to be honest, she felt less like a god and more like an older sister from the neighborhood — especially with how she slurped down the ramen.

Still, he hadn’t had a chance to process everything. 

From the moment he summoned her to their visit to the memorial, everything had happened too quickly.

“Did I… really summon a god?”

Constellations were entities beyond human comprehension. 

They defied the laws of physics, reigning at the Tower’s pinnacle. 

Their presence alone had once thrown Earth’s religious institutions into chaos.

“And I summoned one. Me.”

Summoning mythical beings wasn’t unheard of. Some players called forth dragons or ancient monsters. 

But a god?

“Aren’t summons supposed to match the summoner’s level?”

Min-su frowned. While the Dark Lord had acted clumsily at times, the miracle she performed at the memorial was undeniably divine.

“Could I be a forgotten god who lost his memories?”

He shook his head. No. His memories, from childhood to the present, were vivid and complete. The notion was absurd.

“Whatever the case, I can summon gods now.”

A notification appeared before him, confirming it.

‘Summon targets follow the precedent set by the first summon.’

Since he had summoned the Dark Lord first, he could summon other Constellations of similar stature. 

Or, he could simply call upon her again.

“I can command gods.”

A grin spread across Min-su’s face.

Even S-class players struggled to gain the acknowledgment of Constellations, let alone summon them. 

The potential of his newfound power was beyond imagination.

But one nagging thought remained.

“What if they turn on me?”

The Dark Lord had been civil, though her initial reaction was to grab him by the collar. 

She hadn’t meant harm, but the sheer force she displayed left no question — she could crush him if she wanted.

“And what if the next one isn’t as friendly? What if I summon an evil god?”

The thought sent a chill down his spine.

Unlike other summoned beings, this one could actually harm its summoner.


What if it attacked me?


No—what if it was so powerful that just looking at it, just existing in its presence, would drive me insane?

“O…”

Min-su suddenly realized this was not an ability to use lightly.


Because it was a god. Because it was divine.


Its power was dangerously overwhelming.


Maybe it would be safer to keep summoning only the familiar [Dark Lord].

Min-su reopened his status window.

【Summon – Cooldown: 24 hours (Remaining Time: 13 hours)】

The summoning ability itself could be used once every three days.


It had been about four or five hours since [Dark Lord] left, meaning the summon lasted roughly six hours.

He had no idea what abilities the [Dark Lord] truly possessed.


But he had witnessed her perform a miracle—turning a barren, winter-ravaged field into a vibrant meadow in an instant.


Not to mention, she was the patron deity of the S-rank player, Lee Da-in.


She couldn’t possibly be weak.

With her help, wouldn’t climbing the Tower be effortless?

The Next Day


After making all the necessary preparations, Min-su activated his summoning ability.

Wuuuuung!

Just like yesterday, space itself split apart.

And through the fissure—

A pair of bare buttocks.

Smack!

“Ow!”

The [Dark Lord] tumbled through the air and landed flat on her backside.

“That hurt…”

She looked just as she had when they first met—a goddess exuding an ethereal aura.

“At least give me a warning before you summon me!” she huffed.

But something was different.


Her once-messy, unkempt hair was now a radiant, golden cascade that shimmered as if freshly washed.


Her skin, once dull, was now impossibly flawless.


And she was clad in pure, immaculate white garments—truly the image of a goddess.

“I’m sorry for calling you so suddenly,” Min-su said. 

“But I have no way of contacting you.”

Yesterday, she had been abruptly dismissed before they could even properly exchange words.

Afterward, she had sent messages through her divine authority, but he had no way to respond.

“Oh… right. You’re not my apostle.”

Inside the Tower, she could see him, so verbal responses to her divine messages worked.

But outside the Tower, she couldn’t observe players who weren’t her apostles.

She fell into thought for a moment before speaking again.

“Then… do you want to become my apostle?”

“…What?”

She was offering him a contract.

“If you become my apostle, we’ll be able to communicate. You’ll also gain access to my divine powers.”

Min-su hesitated. 

“But… I thought you weren’t accepting any more apostles?”

A sensitive question.

Yesterday, she had explicitly stated that she no longer took on apostles.

Considering how she reacted in front of Lee Da-in’s memorial, it was likely because of her death.

“…It doesn’t matter anymore.”

But unlike yesterday, when she had looked grief-stricken, her expression now seemed… lighter. 

As if she had let go of the burden in her heart.

“I realized I was just being childish,” she admitted with a faint smile. 

“If she were still here, she’d scold me for acting like this. She’d probably say, ‘What kind of deity behaves like a sulking child?’ So, I’ve decided to move forward.”

She took a deep breath before gazing at him with reverence.

“And so, I bestow my blessing upon you, Player Kim Min-su.”

She reached out her hand, radiating divine energy.

“The blessing of the Apostle of the [Dark Lord].”

Just as her hand, brimming with power, was about to touch him—

“W-Wait! Goddess!”

Startled, Min-su jerked backward.

“…Isn’t this the part where you should gratefully accept? Do you not want this?” she asked, looking slightly annoyed.

“No, no, of course, I do! But—”

Min-su stammered, trying to explain himself.


Apostlehood?

Just like that?

This was too sudden!

Becoming the apostle of the infamous [Dark Lord] was an extraordinary opportunity.


Everyone would be ecstatic for such a chance.

After all, receiving the blessing of a god meant unparalleled power.


It was like gaining superhuman abilities just by joining a church.

But Min-su’s situation was different.

‘Sure, this is an insane opportunity, but… what if I summon another celestial being later?’

What if another deity saw him and thought, “What the hell? This guy’s already pledged himself to someone else? What a filthy, disloyal apostle.”

What if they refused to cooperate with him?

Or worse—became hostile toward him?

For Min-su, this contract required careful consideration.


Besides… he wasn’t exactly fond of the idea of taking orders from anyone, even if it was a goddess.

“So, what you’re saying is… you’re hesitant to make a contract because you haven’t fully tested your summoning ability yet?” she asked.

“Right. I’ve only ever used it on you.”

“Hmm…”

The goddess crossed her arms, deep in thought.

“Wow. You really are the type of man who can’t be satisfied with just one woman.”

“W-What?! That’s not what I meant!”

“Oh, really? Because it sounds like you’re openly admitting you want to play around with other deities.”

She closed her eyes, rubbing her temple as if she had a headache.


Then, after a long sigh, she reopened them.

“Well, I guess it can’t be helped. You did help me, after all.”

With that, she extended her hand again—this time, without divine energy.

“Goddess! No, wait—!”

“Stop squirming! It’s not what you think!”

Min-su tried to back away again, but the [Dark Lord]’s dark energy coiled around his ankles, holding him in place.


“I… I’ve been defiled…”

He muttered in despair.

“Oh, quit your nonsense! Keep saying weird stuff, and I really will defile you.”

As her divine power seeped into him, a system notification appeared before his eyes.

– [Dark Lord] offers you the position of Honorary Apostle. Do you accept?

…Honorary Apostle?



 
  Chapter 6: Honorary Apostle (2)


“Yes, Mr. Kim Min-su. Your player registration is complete. Your player card will be delivered to the address you provided within two business days.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“As mentioned, you are free to use the facilities available to registered players. Additional benefits will also be applied immediately. However, please note that these benefits will be suspended if you fail to participate in tower activities at least once a month.”

“Got it.”

“There’s no need to aim for dangerously high floors right away. Please climb safely within your abilities. Have you ever entered the tower or made a contract with a constellation before?”

“Uh… no, I haven’t.”

-[The Dark Lord] screams in protest, accusing Min-su of pretending last night’s intimate encounter never happened.

“That’s not it! It wasn’t a proper apostle contract or anything!”

“Pardon?”

“Oh, sorry. Just talking to myself.”

“…Ahaha, I see. So, since you haven’t entered the tower, I assume you haven’t undergone any training either?”

“That’s right.”

“We recommend completing the training before entering the tower. Completing it will officially upgrade your player rank to D-class. Shall I proceed with your registration?”

“Yes, please.”

“The next scheduled player training session is on Saturday. I’ll register you for that day.”

“Thank you.”

Min-su expressed his gratitude to the receptionist and stood up.

-[The Dark Lord] wonders why the process was so quick.

“Right? I thought registering as a player would involve magical aptitude tests and all kinds of strange procedures, but it ended surprisingly fast.”

Thanks to a machine that simply scanned the flow of mana within a person’s body, Min-su avoided unnecessary complications and completed the registration swiftly.

“Though, it does feel a little underwhelming.”

He couldn’t deny a small part of him had hoped for something dramatic.

‘Wait, what?! An S-class summoning ability?!’

‘This summon’s rank is immeasurable! We can’t let this player go!’

After all, summoning a god might warrant some exaggerated reactions. 

But reality was far from fiction.

“Maybe it’s better this way.”

Min-su knew he wouldn’t be comfortable with that kind of attention. 

As a newly registered player, his rank was E-class. 

Completing the training would automatically promote him to D-class.

-[The Dark Lord] hums, insisting Min-su should aim for an S-class rank quickly since he has such a powerful sponsor.

“…I’m not your apostle. I’m your honorary apostle.”

The previous night, the Dark Lord had offered Min-su a rather unique contract.

Instead of a typical apostle contract, it was an honorary apostle agreement. 

It placed no obligations on Min-su. 

Unlike apostles who had to obey the commands of their constellation in exchange for powers and rewards, Min-su was free. 

Furthermore, he could sign contracts with other constellations without restriction.

In short, it was a one-sided agreement in his favor. 

While ordinary apostles served as vassals to their constellations, Min-su would only receive blessings without submitting to any commands.

-[The Dark Lord] dramatically pounded her chest, accusing Min-su of trying to abandon her after taking everything she had to offer.

“Stop twisting it like that! And why would I abandon you, my goddess?”

When Min-su hesitated over the idea of a formal apostle contract, the Dark Lord proposed the honorary apostle agreement instead. 

With no obligations and only blessings to gain, Min-su had no reason to refuse.

“Thank you, Goddess. I’ll cherish this power.”

Dark, swirling mana traced along Min-su’s arm.

It was the same power once wielded by the legendary Korean hero, Lee Da-in — the power of the Dark Lord. 

Now, that power belonged to Min-su.

-[The Dark Lord] cheerfully asked what he planned to do next.

“Next? Hmm… Maybe I’ll check out the tower. I’ve heard the lower floors aren’t too dangerous.”

-[The Dark Lord] beamed, suggesting she’d accompany him.

-[The Dark Lord] proudly declared that a bowl of ramen would be enough for her to join him.

Min-su chuckled.

“Deal. And if you teach me how to use this power properly, I’ll even throw in some kimchi.”

To think he could receive divine assistance for something as simple as a bowl of ramen.

‘The old me, before I awakened, would never have imagined this.’

Back at his apartment, Min-su prepared the ramen as promised. 

Since the summoning ability’s cooldown had a little time left, he planned to enjoy a good meal before heading to the tower with the Dark Lord.

-[The Dark Lord] peeked over the table, requesting just a bit more water in the pot.

“Huh? More water here?”

It had already exceeded the appropriate amount. 

But now, adding more water?

‘Is it because of that ramen from two days ago…’

Back then, he had been so startled upon seeing her that he accidentally poured in too much water while cooking the ramen. 

By his standards, it was an unforgivable culinary sin. 

Yet, she seemed to enjoy the bland taste, perhaps because it was her first time trying ramen.

‘That’s definitely not right.’

It seemed like he would need to cook two servings of ramen separately instead of all at once.

When the ramen was finally ready, the cooldown time for his summoning ability had ended perfectly. 

Since it was the third time using it, Min-su activated his power without hesitation.

Woo-woong! 

The space cracked open.

Poof! 

The [Dark Lord] emerged.

This time, she didn’t stumble or fall. 

She had grown accustomed to the summoning process over the three occurrences. 

Now, she descended gracefully, her appearance nothing short of divine.

A goddess, beautiful and radiant.

As she stepped down, Min-su involuntarily swallowed. 

Even though it had become familiar, the descent of a deity still filled him with reverence.


“Oh! Ramen!”

Of course, that sense of awe quickly dissipated the moment she lit up with joy and rushed toward the ramen.

‘Is it really that good?’

Despite her seemingly clumsy demeanor, Min-su couldn’t ignore the miracles she had performed in front of the memorial stone. 

Her powers were undeniable. 

Yet, here she was, beaming at a simple bowl of ramen.

‘Is she just humoring me?’

At this point, Min-su couldn’t fathom the truth.

***

Somewhere in the Celestial Realm

“Thank you for your efforts. You may rest now.”

A woman with flowing, twin-tailed hair gave her orders to a servant before crossing her arms in contemplation.

‘No matter how I think about it, that phenomenon bore the traces of divine power.’

The unusual overgrowth of flowers witnessed by her servant could only be explained as the result of divine intervention. 

It wasn’t something a player or even a disciple empowered by a celestial could achieve.

A god had intervened.

‘A god using their power on Earth? That’s impossible.’

Even for beings of extraordinary rank like the celestials, there were limits. 

As entities not native to Earth, celestials couldn’t leave the confines of the tower. 

Without disciples to act on their behalf, they were powerless to influence the mortal realm.

But that flower field…

It couldn’t have been the work of a disciple.

For such a miracle, a god would have needed to descend directly and channel their divinity.

‘But the gods of Earth were all annihilated… Wait a minute.’

The Fairy Queen’s eyes widened in realization.

‘Could one of us have gone to Earth?’

If a celestial had found a way to descend to Earth, everything would make sense.

After all, no matter how grand their power, celestials were little more than prisoners within the tower’s boundaries. 

Unlike mortals, they were bound by endless restrictions, unable to roam freely.


While players and disciples envied the strength and glory of celestials, the celestials themselves yearned for the freedom of mortal life — to wander without constraint, savor delicious foods, and indulge in leisure.

‘If… if I could find a way to descend to Earth myself…’

No matter the cost, whether it took her divine essence, her power, or all her authority, she would pursue it relentlessly.

And if someone on Earth could make that possible?

Even if it meant forsaking her title as a celestial and giving up her honored position as a divine patron, she would beg for the chance.



 
  Chapter 7: 1st floor


“To think I could experience such an intense flavor every day! Humans living on Earth, I envy you so much.”

The goddess was moved to tears over nothing more than a simple bowl of ramen with kimchi. 

Even the foreign guests invited onto patriotic TV shows wouldn’t react this dramatically, Min-su was sure of it.

‘If she’s reacting like this to plain ramen, how would she feel about something even more flavorful or unique?’

‘Since I’ve received something from her, I should summon her again next time and treat her to more delicious food.’

“Goddess, do you not have food like this where you come from?” 

Min-su asked.

“We do not. To be precise, we have no food at all.”

“……What?”

“I do not know what you think we are, but we are beings that have transcended the mortal realm—celestial beings who have ascended to the heavens. In exchange for our divinity, we are bound to the skies and cannot leave. Even if we crave something, we cannot consume it.”

“Wait, then how do you…?”

“Of course, even without sustenance, we do not suffer. We are already perfect, requiring neither food nor drink. That is what it means to transcend.”

To live forever in a tower, unable to eat the food you desire? 

That sounded absolutely horrible.

‘If I were in her situation, I’d probably lose my mind.’

Now he understood why the [Dark Lord] was so ecstatic over a simple bowl of ramen. 

In fact, her reaction was almost restrained, considering her circumstances.

For some reason, he felt a twinge of sympathy for her.

It also explained why such a beautiful and elegant goddess kept getting food on her face while eating.

‘She probably hasn’t eaten anything since she became a god.’

Min-su made a mental note not to mention the flecks of red pepper stuck to her teeth.

‘I’ll make sure she gets to try all kinds of delicious food from now on.’

“Alright! Then let’s head to the tower, Min-su!”

The goddess placed her bowl down after drinking every last drop of the ramen broth.

“Ah, I nearly forgot.”

She suddenly stepped closer and started running her hands all over Min-su’s body.

“W-What are you doing?!” 

Min-su yelped, jumping back in shock.

“…Just taking measurements.”

The [Dark Lord] wiggled her fingers in the air as if making calculations.

“Done.”

Snap!

With a flick of her fingers, a surge of dark energy erupted from her body and enveloped Min-su.

“Whoa!”

The energy solidified around him…

“…Armor?”

A set of equipment now covered Min-su from head to toe.

“This is the [Dark Armor], forged from my divine power.”

Min-su gulped.

Equipment for players was notoriously expensive. 

Even low-tier gear cost as much as a second-hand compact car, while the highest-tier items could rival the price of an apartment in Gangnam.

But the armor Min-su now wore seemed to far surpass anything in existence.

The gleaming black surface, the weighty yet strangely light feel, and the durability that could likely surpass steel itself…

Even Min-su, who wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about equipment, could tell this was no ordinary item.

“Goddess, this is…?”

“Consider it a gift to commemorate your first adventure in the tower. A token of appreciation for the delicious combination of ramen and kimchi you made me.”

She tapped his armor lightly before continuing.

“I crafted it with adamantium, infused with my divine essence. It will completely neutralize magic below the sixth circle and render lower-tier physical attacks ineffective. As long as you don’t ascend to the higher floors of the tower, you should be perfectly safe.”

Min-su didn’t fully understand terms like “adamantium” or “sixth-circle magic,” but he knew one thing for sure—this was an incredible piece of equipment.

“Thank you, Goddess!”

All he had done was cook her a bowl of ramen and offer her some kimchi, and she had gifted him something like this?

‘Next time, I’ll add green onions and an egg.’

***

Would you like to enter the tower? (Yes) (No)

The moment Min-su selected (Yes), he felt his body being lifted.

It was as if he was slipping through the seams of space, moving between fragmented dimensions.

In the blink of an eye, he arrived on the first floor of the tower, which was said to be in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.

Thanks to a player’s unique ability, he could enter the tower once per day from anywhere on Earth.

“So this is the tower…”

Min-su gazed around in awe.

Each floor of the tower was said to be vast enough to resemble an entire world, and sure enough, an endless landscape stretched out before him.

“Looks like I’m being treated as a summoned entity,” said the [Dark Lord] beside him.

“I was worried I might not be able to enter with you, but it seems I can.”

“Ah, Goddess.”

“Since this is your first time, let me explain. On the first floor, the enemies you’ll face are goblins, the weakest of monsters. Now, watch carefully. This is how you wield power.”

The [Dark Lord] stepped forward, her signature dark energy swirling around her.

The air grew thick with an overwhelming presence, sending shivers down Min-su’s spine.

And then—

“…Huh? Why aren’t they appearing?”

Nothing happened.

“Uh… Goddess. I haven’t actually started the first-floor challenge yet.”

Currently, they weren’t on the first floor itself, but in the safe zone known as the preparation area.

Since Min-su hadn’t activated the challenge, no enemies would appear.

The [Dark Lord] froze.

Her face slowly turned red.

She averted her gaze, trembling slightly.

Her arms trembled slightly.

“T-That’s right… Ah, the challenge… I forgot… Ha ha.”

The [Dark Lord] let out an awkward laugh and scratched her head, clearly embarrassed. 


It was an easy mistake to make—after all, she had spent over a decade watching community discussions about the Tower instead of actually playing through its floors.

If there was a hole nearby, she would have gladly crawled into it and buried her head.

That awkwardness lingered all the way until they reached the first floor of the Tower.

–Would you like to begin the 1st-floor challenge?

(Yes.)

The moment Min-su and the [Dark Lord] accepted the challenge, their surroundings shifted, and they found themselves in a dense forest.

The [Dark Lord] cleared her throat. 

“Ahem… Alright. The first floor spawns goblins. It’s basically an introductory level for beginners who’ve just entered the Tower. That’s why there are only about ten goblins, and even then, they’re scattered throughout this large area.”

As she explained, Min-su was lost in thought.

‘Ten goblins…?’

In the Tower, players’ completion times were recorded upon clearing a floor, and faster times earned greater rewards. 

The highest-ranking records were made public, and top-ranking players received additional rewards as well as the attention of celestial beings.

Because of this, many players repeatedly attempted floors they had already cleared in an effort to set new records.

Interestingly, the first-floor record stood at 7 minutes and 3 seconds, set by an American player named Jamie Cotton. 

That was surprisingly long compared to the times for the second and third floors, which had been cleared in under two minutes.

The reason? 

Goblins were randomly placed across the map each time, ensuring that beginners had to search for them rather than be overwhelmed. 

Even Jamie, a player with extreme speed-based abilities, had attempted the floor countless times before achieving that record.

Min-su turned to the [Dark Lord].

“Goddess.”

“Hm?”

“Can you clear this floor in under seven minutes?”

The [Dark Lord] smirked. 

“Of course.”

She raised one hand.

“Watch closely. This is the power of Darkness, something you possess as well.”

A pitch-black energy swirled around her, rising like a tornado before coalescing in her palm.

“I mean, it’s just goblins, so this might be overkill.”

[Dark Lightning]

KWAAAAAANG!

A deafening roar shattered the air, and for a moment, the entire world seemed to invert.

When the dust settled, the once-lush forest was gone. 

In its place was a wasteland, smoke curling into the sky from the scorched earth.

Ding!

– 1st Floor Cleared.

 – Completion Time: 1 minute 33 seconds.

 – Calculating Rewards…

“…What the hell.”

Min-su blinked, struggling to process what he had just witnessed.

He had seen divine power for the first time, and it was beyond comprehension.

…And why the hell was everything named after “Darkness” anyway?

***

Tower Community Forum: Emergency Alert!!!

[Breaking News] Someone just set a new 1st-floor record!!!


	“Wait, the first floor? That’s just the one with goblins, right? The record is basically about who can find them faster.”


	“That’s just a luck-based ranking, no skill involved.”


	“Even our Apostle has tried multiple times. This floor isn’t about power—it’s about optimal pathing and how lucky you get with goblin placements.”


	“NO, YOU DON’T GET IT. The old record was 7 minutes—this new record is 1 minute and 33 seconds!!!”


	“1 minute?? That’s impossible! You can’t clear that in a minute!”


	“With a human’s reaction speed? No way. Even with a speed-related power, it should take at least 7 or 8 minutes. To get under 2 minutes, you’d have to destroy the entire area in one blow—which no mortal could do.”


	“But it happened. Go check the rankings yourself!”


	“…Holy shit. It’s real.”


	“Who the hell did this?! Whose Apostle is this?!”


	“The name is private… Wait, does that mean this person isn’t contracted to any celestial being yet?”


	“A monstrous rookie just appeared!!! I’m claiming this one!”


	“Screw you! You already have Apostles! This one’s mine!”




***

Meanwhile, completely unaware of the chaos erupting in the Tower’s celestial realm, Min-su and the [Dark Lord] continued forward.“To think I could experience such an intense flavor every day! Humans living on Earth, I envy you so much.”

The goddess was moved to tears over nothing more than a simple bowl of ramen with kimchi. 

Even the foreign guests invited onto patriotic TV shows wouldn’t react this dramatically, Min-su was sure of it.

‘If she’s reacting like this to plain ramen, how would she feel about something even more flavorful or unique?’

‘Since I’ve received something from her, I should summon her again next time and treat her to more delicious food.’

“Goddess, do you not have food like this where you come from?” 

Min-su asked.

“We do not. To be precise, we have no food at all.”

“……What?”

“I do not know what you think we are, but we are beings that have transcended the mortal realm—celestial beings who have ascended to the heavens. In exchange for our divinity, we are bound to the skies and cannot leave. Even if we crave something, we cannot consume it.”

“Wait, then how do you…?”

“Of course, even without sustenance, we do not suffer. We are already perfect, requiring neither food nor drink. That is what it means to transcend.”

To live forever in a tower, unable to eat the food you desire? 

That sounded absolutely horrible.

‘If I were in her situation, I’d probably lose my mind.’

Now he understood why the [Dark Lord] was so ecstatic over a simple bowl of ramen. 

In fact, her reaction was almost restrained, considering her circumstances.

For some reason, he felt a twinge of sympathy for her.

It also explained why such a beautiful and elegant goddess kept getting food on her face while eating.

‘She probably hasn’t eaten anything since she became a god.’

Min-su made a mental note not to mention the flecks of red pepper stuck to her teeth.

‘I’ll make sure she gets to try all kinds of delicious food from now on.’

“Alright! Then let’s head to the tower, Min-su!”

The goddess placed her bowl down after drinking every last drop of the ramen broth.

“Ah, I nearly forgot.”

She suddenly stepped closer and started running her hands all over Min-su’s body.

“W-What are you doing?!” 

Min-su yelped, jumping back in shock.

“…Just taking measurements.”

The [Dark Lord] wiggled her fingers in the air as if making calculations.

“Done.”

Snap!

With a flick of her fingers, a surge of dark energy erupted from her body and enveloped Min-su.

“Whoa!”

The energy solidified around him…

“…Armor?”

A set of equipment now covered Min-su from head to toe.

“This is the [Dark Armor], forged from my divine power.”

Min-su gulped.

Equipment for players was notoriously expensive. 

Even low-tier gear cost as much as a second-hand compact car, while the highest-tier items could rival the price of an apartment in Gangnam.

But the armor Min-su now wore seemed to far surpass anything in existence.

The gleaming black surface, the weighty yet strangely light feel, and the durability that could likely surpass steel itself…

Even Min-su, who wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about equipment, could tell this was no ordinary item.

“Goddess, this is…?”

“Consider it a gift to commemorate your first adventure in the tower. A token of appreciation for the delicious combination of ramen and kimchi you made me.”

She tapped his armor lightly before continuing.

“I crafted it with adamantium, infused with my divine essence. It will completely neutralize magic below the sixth circle and render lower-tier physical attacks ineffective. As long as you don’t ascend to the higher floors of the tower, you should be perfectly safe.”

Min-su didn’t fully understand terms like “adamantium” or “sixth-circle magic,” but he knew one thing for sure—this was an incredible piece of equipment.

“Thank you, Goddess!”

All he had done was cook her a bowl of ramen and offer her some kimchi, and she had gifted him something like this?

‘Next time, I’ll add green onions and an egg.’

***

Would you like to enter the tower? (Yes) (No)

The moment Min-su selected (Yes), he felt his body being lifted.

It was as if he was slipping through the seams of space, moving between fragmented dimensions.

In the blink of an eye, he arrived on the first floor of the tower, which was said to be in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.

Thanks to a player’s unique ability, he could enter the tower once per day from anywhere on Earth.

“So this is the tower…”

Min-su gazed around in awe.

Each floor of the tower was said to be vast enough to resemble an entire world, and sure enough, an endless landscape stretched out before him.

“Looks like I’m being treated as a summoned entity,” said the [Dark Lord] beside him.

“I was worried I might not be able to enter with you, but it seems I can.”

“Ah, Goddess.”

“Since this is your first time, let me explain. On the first floor, the enemies you’ll face are goblins, the weakest of monsters. Now, watch carefully. This is how you wield power.”

The [Dark Lord] stepped forward, her signature dark energy swirling around her.

The air grew thick with an overwhelming presence, sending shivers down Min-su’s spine.

And then—

“…Huh? Why aren’t they appearing?”

Nothing happened.

“Uh… Goddess. I haven’t actually started the first-floor challenge yet.”

Currently, they weren’t on the first floor itself, but in the safe zone known as the preparation area.

Since Min-su hadn’t activated the challenge, no enemies would appear.

The [Dark Lord] froze.

Her face slowly turned red.

She averted her gaze, trembling slightly.

Her arms trembled slightly.

“T-That’s right… Ah, the challenge… I forgot… Ha ha.”

The [Dark Lord] let out an awkward laugh and scratched her head, clearly embarrassed. 

It was an easy mistake to make—after all, she had spent over a decade watching community discussions about the Tower instead of actually playing through its floors.

If there was a hole nearby, she would have gladly crawled into it and buried her head.

That awkwardness lingered all the way until they reached the first floor of the Tower.

–Would you like to begin the 1st-floor challenge?

(Yes.)

The moment Min-su and the [Dark Lord] accepted the challenge, their surroundings shifted, and they found themselves in a dense forest.

The [Dark Lord] cleared her throat. 

“Ahem… Alright. The first floor spawns goblins. It’s basically an introductory level for beginners who’ve just entered the Tower. That’s why there are only about ten goblins, and even then, they’re scattered throughout this large area.”

As she explained, Min-su was lost in thought.

‘Ten goblins…?’

In the Tower, players’ completion times were recorded upon clearing a floor, and faster times earned greater rewards. 

The highest-ranking records were made public, and top-ranking players received additional rewards as well as the attention of celestial beings.

Because of this, many players repeatedly attempted floors they had already cleared in an effort to set new records.

Interestingly, the first-floor record stood at 7 minutes and 3 seconds, set by an American player named Jamie Cotton. 

That was surprisingly long compared to the times for the second and third floors, which had been cleared in under two minutes.

The reason? 

Goblins were randomly placed across the map each time, ensuring that beginners had to search for them rather than be overwhelmed. 

Even Jamie, a player with extreme speed-based abilities, had attempted the floor countless times before achieving that record.

Min-su turned to the [Dark Lord].

“Goddess.”

“Hm?”

“Can you clear this floor in under seven minutes?”

The [Dark Lord] smirked. 

“Of course.”

She raised one hand.

“Watch closely. This is the power of Darkness, something you possess as well.”

A pitch-black energy swirled around her, rising like a tornado before coalescing in her palm.

“I mean, it’s just goblins, so this might be overkill.”

[Dark Lightning]

KWAAAAAANG!

A deafening roar shattered the air, and for a moment, the entire world seemed to invert.

When the dust settled, the once-lush forest was gone. 

In its place was a wasteland, smoke curling into the sky from the scorched earth.

Ding!

– 1st Floor Cleared.

 – Completion Time: 1 minute 33 seconds.

 – Calculating Rewards…

“…What the hell.”

Min-su blinked, struggling to process what he had just witnessed.

He had seen divine power for the first time, and it was beyond comprehension.


…And why the hell was everything named after “Darkness” anyway?

***

Tower Community Forum: Emergency Alert!!!

[Breaking News] Someone just set a new 1st-floor record!!!


	“Wait, the first floor? That’s just the one with goblins, right? The record is basically about who can find them faster.”


	“That’s just a luck-based ranking, no skill involved.”


	“Even our Apostle has tried multiple times. This floor isn’t about power—it’s about optimal pathing and how lucky you get with goblin placements.”


	“NO, YOU DON’T GET IT. The old record was 7 minutes—this new record is 1 minute and 33 seconds!!!”


	“1 minute?? That’s impossible! You can’t clear that in a minute!”


	“With a human’s reaction speed? No way. Even with a speed-related power, it should take at least 7 or 8 minutes. To get under 2 minutes, you’d have to destroy the entire area in one blow—which no mortal could do.”


	“But it happened. Go check the rankings yourself!”


	“…Holy shit. It’s real.”


	“Who the hell did this?! Whose Apostle is this?!”


	“The name is private… Wait, does that mean this person isn’t contracted to any celestial being yet?”


	“A monstrous rookie just appeared!!! I’m claiming this one!”


	“Screw you! You already have Apostles! This one’s mine!”




***

Meanwhile, completely unaware of the chaos erupting in the Tower’s celestial realm, Min-su and the [Dark Lord] continued forward.



 
  Chapter 8: 1st floor 1st place


“Did you see that?”

The goddess stood tall, chest puffed out, wearing an expression that screamed, “Wasn’t that amazing?”

Min-su couldn’t close his gaping mouth.

One minute and thirty-three seconds.

That was the total time recorded. 

Most of it was spent climbing the tower and exchanging small talk. 

The actual time it took for her to unleash her power and obliterate the first floor? 

Less than ten seconds.

No, considering that the clearing message popped up the instant the lightning struck, it was more accurate to say it happened in a mere fraction of a second.

To Min-su, it felt like a nuclear explosion had just gone off.

The deafening roar threatened to burst his eardrums, and the lush vegetation that once covered the ground had been reduced to nothing but ashes. 

If not for the shield she had granted him, Min-su would’ve been reduced to dust just from the aftermath.

So this is the power of a god.

And yet, despite the overwhelming display, he felt no fear or reverence toward her.

Because he had seen her true self—so utterly human in nature.

And—

“G-Goddess! Please teach me how to do that too!”

This power was something she had bestowed upon him. 

If she could do it, then maybe, just maybe, he could as well.

His heart pounded at the thought.

“Heh, heh, heh. Now do you understand the greatness of [Darkness]? Come here, I’ll show you how it’s done.”

Ah, right. 

He had almost forgotten.

The [Dark Lord] spread her divine black aura.

A mist, dark as night, surged forth at her command, swallowing the starlight that had once illuminated the tower’s peak.

“This is… harder than it looks.”

Min-su stretched out his arm, his fingers crackling with black electricity, flickering unsteadily. 

He tried to summon and unleash the same dark lightning that had reduced the first floor to ruins, but it wasn’t as simple as he had hoped.

“It’s your first time. You’re trying to wield divine authority without ever having used an ability from this domain before. Just managing that much is impressive.”

“Really?”

Encouraged by the [Dark Lord]’s words, Min-su refocused and attempted to control the power of [Darkness] once more.

He assumed she was only saying it to keep his spirits up.

“Dark Thunder!”

Boom!

As Min-su shouted and raised his hand, lightning descended from the heavens, striking the ground and carving out a deep crater.

“Oh! Goddess, I did it!”

The hole was roughly four meters in diameter and about a meter deep.

Compared to the devastation the [Dark Lord] had caused, it was nothing.

‘…What the hell?’

However, the [Dark Lord] was genuinely shocked.

The process of summoning and releasing the lightning had revealed something unexpected.

The divine authority of [Darkness] clung to Min-su, refusing to separate from him.

It was as if the power itself preferred him over its original master.

‘Is it because he’s an Honorary Apostle?’

She couldn’t quite comprehend what was happening, but since this was her first time having an Honorary Apostle, she decided to accept it as a possibility.

“Goddess, is it possible to create summoned creatures with this?”

“Summoned creatures? You already have the strongest summon—me. Why would you need anything else?”

“No, that’s not what I mean.”

Min-su’s registered ability as a player was summoning. 

That meant that going forward, he had to act as a summoner.

But there was a problem—he couldn’t reveal what he had actually summoned.

“There’s never been a humanoid summon before. If, all of a sudden, a celestial being is summoned, it won’t just be an unprecedented event—it’ll shake the entire world.”

If the world learned that he could summon a god, the attention on him would be unimaginable.

Some of that attention would be positive, but much of it would not.

What if someone tried to exploit him?

Even if he could summon a god, the summoning only lasted for six hours. 

Outside of that, he was completely vulnerable.

As much as it pained him, he had to hide the fact that he could summon a deity.

“That’s why I need to conceal my real ability… but my profile already labels me as a summoner.”

His registered player ability was summoning. 

There was no escaping it—he had to act as a summoner, all while keeping his true summon a secret.

“Oh… I see.”

The [Dark Lord] nodded as she listened to his reasoning.

She had little interest in human politics or global affairs, but having observed humanity’s malice for eons, she understood his concern.

“If that’s the case, there’s no problem. Have you forgotten my celestial title?”

“Your celestial title? Uh…”

Min-su tried to recall her full name.

[Dark Lord]

The [Darkness] referred to her unique divine power.

And the ‘Lord’ that followed meant—

“Watch closely.”

Vwoooong!

As the [Dark Lord] lightly raised his hand and clenched his fist, the power of [Darkness] engulfed the ground.

The land turned pitch black, consumed entirely by the abyss. 

From the shadowed earth, hundreds of ripples spread outward.

And at the center of each ripple, black figures began to rise.

Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud!


An uncountable number of black knights emerged, each kneeling on one knee, lowering their swords beneath them in reverence.

“This is my army—the [Dark Legion].”

The Divine Order of Knights. 

Hundreds of knights radiated an aura of unwavering loyalty. 

The sight was beyond majestic—it was awe-inspiring.

“D-Did you create all of them?”

Perhaps because he had accepted and briefly used the power of [Darkness] himself, Min-su could sense the truth. 

These were not living beings. 

They were creations of [Darkness].

“That’s right. Think of them as puppets.”

Just like how he had forged armor from his power in an instant, the [Dark Lord] had conjured these knights. 

Perhaps his true ability was not the lightning he had wielded before, but rather this terrifying power of creation.

“It takes a little time to make knights of this caliber, but producing mere soldiers is no challenge. Hmm… We still have time before they vanish, so today, I’ll teach you how to create them. It’s quite fun, you know?”

With an excited expression, the [Dark Lord] began manipulating the power of [Darkness] with his fingers.

***

A New Record on the First Floor of the Tower!

The sudden announcement sent shockwaves through the player community and across the world.

Players who ranked within the floors of the Tower received significant rewards, and their respective countries enjoyed various benefits from the Tower. 

For the first floor, the number-one-ranked player’s nation would gain an increase in experience points for all its players.

Higher floors granted even greater advantages, such as increased item drop rates and enhanced rarity of loot. 

This had a direct impact on a country’s magic stone production, making ranking updates a global concern. 

Players constantly challenged already-cleared floors to improve their rankings.

But this particular record-breaking event was extraordinary.

The previous first-place record had been seven minutes.

The new record?

One minute and thirty-three seconds.

“Oh, my god! Not seven minutes—one minute?! How is that even possible?!”

“They cleared that entire floor in just one minute? Even a missile wouldn’t be that fast!”

“Who the hell did this?! Who wiped my record off the board?!”

Naturally, all attention turned toward the new number-one player. 

But unlike other rankers, this individual had chosen to remain anonymous, fueling even greater curiosity.

“Who the hell keeps their name hidden after achieving something like this?”

“They must’ve used some kind of exploit! Even getting seven minutes was insane—how could anyone do it in just ninety seconds?”

Despite their secrecy, there was one piece of information that couldn’t be hidden.

“The new first-floor ranker… seems to be Korean.”

“Wait, I’m Korean, and I just noticed my experience gained on the first floor went up.”

By tracking which country received the first-floor benefits, people deduced the player’s nationality.

“A Korean?”

“Who are the S-rank players from Korea again?”

Still, as shocking as the record was, it was just the first floor.

“Come on, it’s only the first floor. No way they’re some top-tier S-rank player. Maybe they just have an ability that lets them move really fast, like teleportation.”

“If they were actually strong, they’d be setting records on the higher floors, not wasting time on the first.”

“Maybe they just kept retrying until the goblins spawned in the perfect positions? Sounds like they lucked out with optimal routing.”

Interest in the mystery player gradually began to fade. 

No matter how impressive the feat was, clearing the first floor quickly wasn’t enough to place them among the elite players.

But then—

“Our Celestial being wants us to find out who they are!”

“Wait… what the hell did they do in the Tower for the Celestials to take interest? Don’t the Celestials see everything happening in there?”


“The Celestials? If they’re paying attention, then… could this player actually be the real deal?”

The situation took a dramatic turn when the Celestials themselves ordered their apostles to locate the new ranker.

A player who had drawn the attention of the Celestials?

Was this individual truly someone special?

The entire world turned its eyes toward Korea, eager to uncover the identity of the mysterious record-breaker.



 
  Chapter 9: Dark Knight


The constellations that reside in the Tower see through starlight.

Wherever their light reaches, they can observe everything.

With the exception of private resting and preparation spaces for individual players, the entire Tower falls within their sight. 

From the first floor to the highest, the constellations watch the players’ ascent with unwavering attention.

So, when a new record appeared on the first floor, the constellations looked down with excitement.

“A new rookie, perhaps?”

However, something was amiss.

“…Why can’t we see?”

The first floor, which should have been crystal clear, was obscured by a thick, black fog.


The starlight had been blocked—by something.

– “What’s going on? Is the first floor bugged?”


– “I didn’t know the Tower could even have bugs.”


– “Maybe the player down there is blocking our vision with their own ability?”


– “No way. A mere mortal shouldn’t be able to interfere with starlight.”


– “Seriously, what the hell is this?”

Even the constellations who had dwelled in the Tower for eons had never witnessed such a phenomenon.

Confusion spread among them.

– “Did someone grant their Apostle an ability to block starlight?”


– “Even if they did, that shouldn’t be possible. No matter the ability, mortals lack the power to obstruct starlight.”


– “Then are you saying one of us descended to the first floor?”


– “Impossible. A constellation leaving the Celestial Realm? That’s absurd.”

Even the oldest among them could not comprehend the situation.

A heated debate ensued.

– “Didn’t someone claim to have found traces of divinity on Earth recently?”


– “Wasn’t that just a mistake? The gods of Earth have all perished.”


– “But what if it wasn’t an Earth god, but one of us?”


– “Wait… Wasn’t that trace discovered in Korea? And isn’t the new first-place player also from Korea?”


– “If… if a constellation really descended into reality…”


– “Then that unbelievable one-minute record would finally make sense.”

Among all possibilities, this was the most plausible one.

And with that realization, the constellations went into a frenzy.

– “Wait, we can go to the real world?!”


– “If that were true, why wouldn’t they tell us?”


– “Maybe they were cut off from the community?”


– “They used divinity-infused power to block our gaze. They don’t want to share this information with us.”


– “One thing is certain: whoever set that record is somehow connected to them.”

A chance. A chance to escape this suffocating Celestial Realm.

To leave behind the constraints of the Tower’s floors and roam not just the Tower but Earth itself.


To eat food, meet people, and enjoy life once more.

Fueled by this desperate hope, the constellations spiraled into madness.

-” Hey! You! That player who set the record on the first floor! What do you mean, ‘what are you talking about’?! Are you even my Apostle?! Find them! NOW!”


-”Indeed. I shall bestow great rewards upon whoever discovers this Super Rookie.”


– “Hoho… Korea, is it? Excellent. Assemble all forces in Korea. We must identify this individual immediately!”

They had to find them—before the others did.

No one knew how that mysterious constellation had left the Celestial Realm.


But the fact that they had hidden it meant the method was limited.

If they hesitated, they might lose their chance forever.

And so, the apostles on Earth found themselves bombarded with divine orders.

“Who in the world is this first-floor Super Rookie?”

“Are they really worth all this chaos?”

As apostles from all over the world converged upon Korea, global attention turned toward the anonymous player who had taken first place on the first floor.

A rising star who had shaken the world.

And yet, even in the midst of this uproar, the one at the center of it all…

***

“Rise.”

In the dim light, a figure sat, toying with a swirling mass of black energy.

Vwoooong!

In midair, the power of [Darkness] coiled like clay, twisting and merging into shape.

Crumble.

But it collapsed once again.

[The [Dark Lord] expresses regret but encourages you, saying you’re close to success.]

Before his summoning time ran out, the [Dark Lord] had been guiding him in the ways of wielding darkness. 

But now, she had returned to the Celestial Realm, sending her guidance through celestial messages.

“I’ll try again.”

Min-su focused.

The black energy that had flickered and wavered now condensed into a single point.

BOOM!

Time lost meaning as he concentrated.

And then—

A figure clad in pitch-black armor rose.

“I… I did it!”

A knight. Fully armored, its form flawless.

THUD!

The knight knelt before Min-su, acknowledging its master.

“Goddess! I did it!”

The [Dark Lord] had once told him that, with dedication, he could summon a mere foot soldier in a day.

But he had done more.

He had summoned a knight.

Overwhelmed with joy, Min-su immediately reached out to share the news.


“…Goddess?”

But no answer came.

“Goddess?”

Min-su tilted his head.

It hadn’t been long since he first met her, but ever since becoming an Honorary Apostle, he had spoken with her constantly.

Just moments ago, she had been watching him, responding immediately to his questions.

“…Is she asleep?”

Well, even a god couldn’t keep watching all the time.

Even live streamers took breaks while broadcasting.

“I’ll brag about this when she contacts me again.”

Min-su turned his attention to the black knight he had summoned. 

The knight, forged by his own will, stood silently, awaiting orders.

“Hand. Sit. Stand. Turn.”

The knight executed each command with flawless precision.

“Good job.”

Min-su patted the knight’s head approvingly.

“I should give you a name. You’re my first summon, after all… Alright, let’s call you Princeps.”

It was definitely a better name than the [Dark] something-or-other his Constellation always insisted on using. 

Satisfied, Min-su nodded to himself.

“Hm… This time, bring me a glass of water.”

At his command, the knight moved, poured water into a cup, and handed it to him.

Min-su’s eyes widened.

“It can even follow complex commands like pouring water?”

At this rate, he could call himself a summoner.

He still wasn’t sure how strong the knight was in battle, but it followed orders perfectly. 

As a decoy summon, it seemed flawless.

Not to mention, look at the aesthetic of Princeps.

The knight’s full-body armor gleamed in an exquisite black sheen. 

Considering how much appearance influenced a player’s popularity, this black knight was a perfect choice.

“…Wait. I’m not consuming any extra mana?”

After ordering Princeps to cook ramen, practice lunges, and even clean the bathroom, Min-su realized something. 

His energy remained unchanged.

Normally, using [Dark] abilities from the [Dark Lord] consumed the dark energy stored within him. 

He had expended it when summoning lightning in the Tower and again when creating the knight.

But maintaining the summon… and issuing commands?

Nothing.

It didn’t consume any of his energy.

“Then… can I keep him around indefinitely?”

No limitations?

Min-su thought back to the legion the [Dark Lord] had shown him.

What if… he kept summoning more knights?

What if he created an army as vast as the one the goddess commanded?

A one-man army.

A grin spread across Min-su’s face as he imagined himself standing at the head of a legion of black knights.

“Tomorrow, I need to ask about the [Dark Legion] when I summon her again. Sleep well, Princeps.”

Since he had no idea how to unsummon the knight, he decided to just let it rest on the sofa.

Lying down on his bed, Min-su closed his eyes, thinking about how he would refine his new power.

And then—

“…What is this? A dream?”

He stood in a damp, dark underground chamber.

The only light came from thin slivers filtering through cracks in the stone walls.

Iron bars lined the passage ahead, forming what seemed to be a vast underground prison.

Min-su walked down the long corridor.

Not a single sound.

It was as if this place had been abandoned long ago.

How far had he walked?

At the very depths of the prison, he finally saw her.

A small blonde girl, covered in soot, hunched over as she fiddled with a swirling mass of black energy in her hands.

“I’m making a fwiend,” she muttered.

From the dark energy, a black knight emerged—just like his own summon.

“Heehee… fwiend.”

A familiar silhouette.


Min-su knew immediately who she was.

“…Goddess?”

It was unbelievable.

But there was no mistake.

This was the [Dark Lord]… in her childhood form.



 
  Chapter 10: Prison of the mind


“Dark energy?”

“Such a thing must not exist within the golden-blessed imperial bloodline!”

“Filthy wretch! To think I gave birth to such a cursed child! What will people say of me?”

“If the world learns that a direct descendant of the imperial family has awakened an ominous power of darkness, our lineage’s legitimacy will be shaken.”

“Seal her away. Lock her in the deepest chamber where no one will ever see her again. Make sure she never lays eyes on the outside world.”

Creak— Thud!

A girl, born with the most noble of blood, was abandoned by her own parents. 

The power she had awakened at such a young age was something the radiant golden empire could never accept.

She was imprisoned deep beneath the ground, in a cell whose entrance was sealed shut.

“Father? Mother?”

Clueless as to why she had been cast away, the little girl cried out for her parents and siblings in the suffocating darkness.

“It’s so dark…” She sniffled.

But no matter how much she cried, no voice answered her. 

She could only sob in despair, alone in the sealed prison.

A secret dungeon of the imperial family—no food, no water, and no one to offer her aid.

Grrrrrgle…

“…I’m hungry.”

By all logic, she should have starved to death. 

But she did not.

The prison itself, a relic from the mythic era, sustained her life at the bare minimum, forcing her to exist in solitude.

No books to read, no dolls to play with—nothing but the power she had awakened: Darkness.

And so, she played with her only companion.

“Friend! I’ll make a friend!”

It was no easy feat. She had no teacher to instruct her, no reference to guide her.

She endured endless trials and failures.

“Hngh… It broke again.”

She tried to shape a doll, but it collapsed before it could take form. 

She made it firm, only for it to be too heavy to stand. 

She made it light, only for it to bend and snap.

With each failure, she refined her control over darkness. 

And at last, she succeeded.

She crafted shadowy figures and played with them.

“I am the brave warrior! You are my only ally!”

Imprisoned in a silent world with no one to talk to, she imagined herself in the fairy tales her nanny once read to her.

“Feel the power of justice!”

But in reality, her only friends were the shadow dolls she created.

“Let’s go on a treasure hunt today!”

As she grew, she became more adept at wielding her power. 

The constraints of the prison weakened, allowing her to explore further.

“I found a book first! Hehe!”

Since the dungeon had existed long before the empire used it as a prison, it held relics from the ancient past.

“If you chant this, you can enter the tower…? Huh? I don’t get it!”

The texts were difficult to understand. 

But she had an eternity to learn.

“Oh! If I do this, I can make lots of friends at once!”

Day after day, she pored over ancient tomes, unknowingly mastering the knowledge of a bygone civilization.

“Dark Lightning!“

Boom!

By the time she reached adulthood, she could wield the darkness as effortlessly as her own limbs.

Her immense power completely negated the prison’s restraints.

Creeeak—

With her own strength, she unsealed the entrance and stepped outside.

Would she finally see her father and mother again?

Though they had abandoned her—no, perhaps because of that—she longed for their love.

She wished for them to embrace her, to whisper words of affection.

Just as she had dreamed countless times, she hoped that when she opened the door, they would be there to welcome her.

“…Huh?”

But what she found beyond the prison was devastation.

The empire had fallen.

The once-glorious palace lay in ruins, its grandeur reduced to wreckage. 

Corpses littered the ground.

The opulent halls were drenched in blood, and the air, once fragrant with imperial perfumes, reeked of decay.

“…Why?”

Stunned, she wandered through the ruined palace, her gaze vacant.

She saw only the grotesque remains of the dead. 

It was as if she had stepped into a nightmare.

Then, in the depths of the empress’s palace, she found someone—one single survivor.

“Cough! Cough!”

“M-Mother!”

Surrounded by the lifeless bodies of her loyal knights, the empress gasped for breath.

How she had longed for this moment.

No matter how much time had passed, she could never forget that face.

Desperate, the girl rushed to her mother’s side and channeled the power of darkness to heal her wounds.

But—

Slap!

The empress swatted her hand away.

“W-What are you doing…?”

Even in her weakened state, her mother’s eyes burned with hatred as she glared at her daughter.

“That filthy hand… Get it away from me…”


“…What?”

“If only… If only I had never given birth to you… This ruin… would have never happened…”

“Oh, M-Mother!”

“…You wretched… curse… I curse you…”

The empress’s eyes, which had burned with hatred until her final breath, lost their light.

The girl stood frozen, unable to move.

She had always known she was abandoned by her parents.

But she had hoped—hoped that it had been a mistake.

She had believed that if she could just step out of that prison, they would be reunited as a family. 

That, just like in the fairy tales she had read, a happy ending would be waiting for her.

But her mother’s final words shattered that last sliver of hope.

Creak. 

Boom!

The prison within her heart grew even stronger.

Turning her back on the ruined palace, the girl left the empire.

But the world outside was no different.

Plague. 

War. 

Disasters.

The continent was crumbling under the weight of calamities.

Yet even in such a world, she saved countless lives.

She slaughtered the monstrous creatures that preyed on the innocent.

She stopped landslides from consuming entire villages.

She eradicated the beasts that spread disease.

She acted just as the heroes in her storybooks had.

But no one ever thanked her.

“You monster!”

“You’re the one who spread the plague, you witch!”

“Bring my husband back, you cursed wench!”

No matter where she went, she and her darkness were never welcomed.

‘Because I was born with the power of darkness?’

‘Because my power is black instead of shining like the others’?’

‘Is that why they reject me?’

Every time she heard those voices, the walls of her prison grew higher, stronger.

A prison where no one could enter. 

Where no one could leave.

Yet she never stopped helping others.

Even if she was rejected.

Even if she was hated.

She never denied the power of darkness.

Because she was the Dark Lord.

And then, the world perished.

***

After the fall of the world, she became a constellation of the Tower.

Trapped in the heavens, she could no longer roam freely.

But at least no one could reject her anymore.

She looked down upon the Tower.

And there, she saw someone.

Someone who looked exactly like the hero she had always wanted to become.

So, she asked her.

“Will you become my apostle?”

And the girl accepted.

Unlike the people of the past, her apostle did not reject her just because her power was dark.

Instead, she stepped closer, unafraid.

For the first time in forever, it felt like she had… family.

And the walls of her prison began to crumble, little by little.

Until—

She died.

‘Why?’

‘I told you not to go! I begged you!’

She had been too much like a hero.

And that was why she couldn’t accept it.

‘Did she die because of the darkness?’

‘Because of my power?’

‘Was it the darkness that killed her?’

The walls of her prison grew stronger than ever before.

She no longer wanted to look down at the Tower.

She blocked out the world.

Sealed her lips.

Covered her ears.

And lived only within the confines of the Community.

Ten years passed that way.

Until—

Someone opened the prison door.

He showed her the world beyond.

Helped her let go of the one she could never forget.

For the first time, it felt like she was being freed from the chains of darkness.

The Apostle of Darkness.

His hand was strong enough to pull her from her prison.

But then—

Her instincts held her back.

‘If I leave… that man will die too.’

‘Do you really think the darkness will spare him?’

And so, she let go of his hand.

She locked herself away.

Deeper than ever before.

“Heehee… friend…”

She regressed, retreating into her childhood, playing with dolls of her own making.

A world where she could neither hurt nor be hurt.

A world where no one could reach her.

She swore she would never open the door again.


But then—

Bang!

The door burst open.

“What kind of nonsense are you spouting?”

For the first time, it was wide open.



 
  Chapter 11: Dark Lord Lizette


Deep beneath the earth lay a prison shrouded in darkness.

A multitude of visions stood between Min-su and the girl, distorting the space around them.

“Behold! The birth of Her Imperial Highness, bathed in the golden radiance!”


“Blessed be the descendant of the great hero!”

It all began with the girl’s birth.

She was born into the world with the blessings of all, a child of noble blood, destined to shine brilliantly in the highest of places.

Her life was meant to be resplendent—until she awakened the power of Darkness.

“Such an ominous aura! She is a monster!”

“A creature like that cannot be our princess… What will become of our empire?”

The moment she revealed her Darkness before those who eagerly awaited the awakening of her golden power, everything changed.

The loyal subjects turned their backs on her, and the emperor and empress—her own parents—sealed her away in a prison from which none had ever escaped.

Min-su watched the illusions unfold and understood.He was witnessing the past of the Dark Lord.

These were the memories of what she endured before she ascended the celestial tower.

Abandoned at a time when she should have been cherished.


Even as a child, she had understood what had been done to her.

How cruel the world had been.

And yet, the girl had persevered within that forsaken cell.

How much pain had she endured?

How unbearable had her loneliness been?

Min-su watched as she sat in her dark prison, toying with the power of Darkness, shaping it into little dolls.

The knights of Darkness had never been a grand army of a celestial sovereign.

“Chingoo!”

(A friend!)

The one being who had stayed by her side.

A wretched existence born from her loneliness.

From childhood to adulthood, she had known only suffering.

Min-su, bearing witness to her tragic past, found himself silently cheering for her.

And when she finally shattered the prison’s seal and stepped into the outside world, he could not stop himself from rejoicing.

But what awaited her beyond those walls was far worse.

Her empire had fallen.

The grand palace where she had been born and raised lay in ruins.

“You… wretched… curse… I damn you…”

The only familiar face she had found—her own mother—spat venomous words at her, as though denying her very existence.

“It’s all because of that monster! If only she had never been born, the catastrophe would never have come!”

To the survivors of the empire, she was a harbinger of destruction, a cursed child.Nowhere was she welcome.

Yet, despite their hatred, she chose to save those who suffered.

Even when they cursed her name instead of offering thanks, she continued her acts of kindness.

Because that was the path she had chosen—the path of the Dark Lord.

Though her power had taken everything from her, she neither denied nor rejected it.

The Darkness was hers.It was her power.

Her identity.

Her companion.

Her only friend.

The day the world crumbled, and she ascended the celestial tower, her Darkness became her divinity and her authority.

But even a girl who had endured endless misfortune could still break.

Her first and only Apostle had died.

Her death had been heroic.

But to her, it was something else entirely.

“Because of my power?”

She began to believe it was her Darkness that had killed her.

Min-su frowned.

“…What kind of nonsense is that?”

Her Darkness had played no part in the Apostle’s death.

No one could blame the Darkness for that.

And yet, the very stars of Darkness had been stained red.

“Because of me…”

“Because of me, calamity befell the empire.”

“Because of me, the empire was destroyed.”

The wounds in her heart, which she had once endured, now festered and bled.

“It’s your fault!”

“If only you hadn’t existed!”

The curses she had heard all her life echoed ceaselessly in her mind.

The negative illusions piled up like an impenetrable wall between her and Min-su.

“So that’s how it was…”

Even though she was a deity, she had never once known the warmth of another’s touch.

Her Apostle had been her only true companion besides the Darkness.

And now, he was gone.

Of course, she had broken.

But something felt off.

The Dark Lord Min-su had first summoned had not been this shattered.

No, she had been a recluse—pathetic, yes—but not like this.

She had seemed at peace when she read the memorial dedicated to that player, Lee Da-in.

She had granted Min-su the title of Honorary Apostle, bestowed upon him her power, and taught him how to wield Darkness.And yet, suddenly, she had changed so drastically.

It made no sense.

“A new Apostle? Are you planning to kill another?”

“How many more need to die before you’re satisfied? Are you even after your savior now?”

“You are a disaster—to this world, to Earth.”

“What will he do once he learns what you truly are?”

The voices of malice, taking the forms of those who had once cursed her, materialized around her.

They swarmed toward Min-su, determined to keep him from reaching her.

But he only scoffed.

“…So what?”

She had locked herself in this prison of the soul—out of fear that she would be the reason for his death?

“What kind of foolish delusion is that?”

The overwhelming Darkness surrounding the prison coiled around Min-su.

It belonged to the Dark Lord—yet it answered his will.

As if pleading for him to free its master from these hateful voices.

“Dark Legion.”


A deep hum resonated through the space as Min-su extended his hand.

Knights forged from Darkness rose from the abyss.

“Go.”

They cut through the specters of malice.

More and more appeared, but the knights fought relentlessly, clearing the path for their master.

Min-su walked among them, stepping ever closer to the girl’s chamber.

At last, her door stood before him.

BANG!

He threw it open.

“H-Huh?”

The girl’s wide eyes blinked in surprise as he knelt before her.

“I’ve come to take you home, my goddess.”

“…Uung? Who… are you?”

Her large eyes wavered with uncertainty.

“Your Apostle. Have you forgotten? You were the one who appointed me.”

“My… Apostle?”

She repeated the word, as if savoring its warmth.

“Then… my knight?”

“…That’s right.”

Min-su extended his hand to the girl.

“Let’s go outside. I’ll make you the ramen you like. And today, I’ll even add some beef as a special treat.”

Slurp!

“…!”

The girl subconsciously licked her lips, almost reaching for Min-su’s hand when—

RUMBLE!

A violent tremor shook the space. 

The chorus of whispers that had been murmuring curses now merged into a single, unified voice.

—Are you really trying to leave?

—If you step outside, your followers will die because of you.

“…!”

The voice was like the insidious whisper of a devil, slithering into her ears. 

The girl’s body tensed in fear.

—Child of Calamity, Lizette. Where do you think you’re going? If you feel even an ounce of guilt for those who perished because of you, then stay where you are.

“I…”

Her head slowly lowered.

“Maybe… I really shouldn’t go ou—”

Suddenly—

GRAB!

“Who’s dying? No one’s dying. I won’t let that happen.”

“Huh?”

Warmth. 

A firm grip wrapped around her hand.

The girl turned to Min-su with wide, startled eyes.

“No one died back then. In fact, you saved those who were dying. You’re not a bringer of disaster. You’re a hero—the [Dark Lord], the one who rescues people.”

“…Min-su.”

“Do you hear that?”

Min-su raised his hand, and from the surrounding [Darkness], voices emerged.

—Thank you, Your Grace.

An old man’s relieved tone.

—Thank you for saving Korea!

A child’s bright, innocent voice.

—We won’t forget you.

A young woman’s voice, filled with gratitude.

“These are the voices of those who are thankful to you and your Apostle, Lee Da-in.”

Dozens, hundreds of voices swirled together in a chorus of gratitude.

“We were there together. We saw it. You never harmed anyone. You are a warrior—a hero who saves people. Everyone is waiting for you. So, let’s go out together.”

—You insolent fool! Who do you think you are to interfere!

The curse-filled voice swelled with rage.

A nightmarish giant loomed in the darkness. 

A hulking manifestation of terror, its colossal hand swung down toward them.

Min-su moved the [Darkness], forming a shield to block it.

‘Whoa, wait. That’s… stronger than I expected.’

Was it a lack of mastery? 

Or had he overused his powers of [Darkness] up to this point?

Min-su was pushed back.

The giant’s massive hand broke through his defense and lunged straight for him.

BOOM!

—W-What?!

The giant reeled backward, struck by an overwhelming surge of [Darkness]—one far stronger than before.

“…Thank you. Because of you, I’ve come to my senses.”

“Your Grace!”

No longer in her youthful form, the [Dark Lord] had returned to her true self.

She clasped Min-su’s hand tightly.

“That’s right. It was never my fault. I am not a child of calamity. I am the [Warrior of Darkness], the [Dark Lord]—Lizette!”

WHIRR!

WOOOOM!

A powerful storm of [Darkness] erupted around them, radiating from the point where the Sovereign and her Apostle stood, hand in hand.

“So, you’ll keep your promise, right?”

“Huh?”

“The promise you made never to leave my side for the rest of your life.”

“Wait, what?”

Had he really made such a promise?

As Min-su blinked in confusion, the goddess let out a soft chuckle.

“Min-su, my dear Apostle. Let’s do it.”

“Do what?”

“What I showed you yesterday.”

“…Ah.”

In the stormy ballroom of [Darkness], their hands moved in unison, like dancers following a silent melody. 

Together, they aimed at the giant.

—Enough! How dare you defy my will! I will erase you both!

A surge of divine power erupted from the giant, strong enough to shatter the entire mindscape.

But they felt no fear.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

They had faith in each other.

“[Dark Lightning].”

The world inverted.

***

“…Huh?”

Familiar ceiling.

Min-su sat up in his bed, blinking in confusion.

“Was… was that really just a dream?”

Why did it feel so vivid?

Scratching his head, he suddenly felt movement under his blanket.

“…?”

Still groggy, he lifted the covers.

There, curled up, was—


“Mmm…”

A sleeping goddess.

Naked.

“????”





 
  Chapter 12: Dark Apostle


The naked goddess lay asleep on the bed.

Min-su’s thoughts momentarily froze.

What the hell?

Seriously, what the hell?

Why was this goddess lying naked in his bed?

Was this still a dream?

A dream within a dream?

How far did the dream go?

Thankfully, Min-su was not naked himself.

He quickly opened his status window to check his skills. 

The cooldown from the previous day had not yet ended. 

That meant the [Dark Lord] Lizette, who lay before him, had not been summoned by his skill.

If he hadn’t used his summoning skill, then why was the goddess here?

Was she still trapped in that underground prison?

Startled, Min-su looked around, but the sight of bright sunlight streaming through the window confirmed that this was his own room.

“Mmng…”

Was it his movement that had woken her?

She had been sleeping curled up, but now her eyes fluttered open.

“Hehe… my apostle.”

Seeing Min-su’s face, she clung tightly to him.

He could feel the warmth of her bare skin and the pleasant fragrance she carried.

And then, there was her beauty—so unreal it defied belief.

If Plato had seen her, wouldn’t he have shouted, ‘This is the true form of the ideal!’?

Wait…

Her drowsy, unfocused eyes gradually widened.

“W-why… are you…?”

Following Min-su’s gaze, she lowered her head—and froze.

Awkward silence filled the room.

“Kyaaah!”

“W-wait, Goddess! If you do that, my room will be destroyed!”

Flash!

A bolt of black lightning struck within Min-su’s room.

[Dark Blanket]

The [Dark Lord], now blushing furiously, wrapped herself in a black blanket formed from her divine authority.

She had wanted to conjure her usual clothes, but for some reason, she couldn’t. 

The best she could manage was the blanket.

“So, Goddess, you’re saying that when you came to your senses, you were already in my bed?”

“Yes… When I opened my eyes, I was here.”

She hadn’t even been able to properly thank him yet for saving her from the curse in her mental realm, and now she was in this humiliating situation.

The goddess was utterly confused.

O-of course, expressing my gratitude with my body wouldn’t be the worst idea! 

My friends in the community always said that when apologizing to men, using your body was the best method! 

Wait, no! If I do that, won’t my apostle think I’m too easy?! 

That would be terrible!

In the past, merely showing her naked body wouldn’t have elicited such a reaction from her.

She had lived a life far removed from shame.

To a celestial being, the flesh held little significance.

But after last night…

The thought of him seeing her bare form now was unbearably embarrassing.

Of all people, why did it have to be him? 

She felt like she would seem disgraceful in his eyes.

It was the first time she had ever felt this way.

“…Thank you, Min-su.”

Her cheeks still flushed, she expressed her gratitude.

“Because of you, I was able to regain my senses. If it weren’t for you, I would have succumbed to that voice and sealed myself away.”

He had come to her rescue when she was trapped by the curse.

Like a prince saving a kidnapped princess in a fairy tale.

“…It was the obvious thing to do.”

Feeling embarrassed, Min-su averted his gaze.

“That voice—what was it? It felt like it carried someone else’s will.”

At first, he had thought [Darkness] was the culprit.

That it was trying to corrupt her, to isolate her from the world and keep her for itself. 

But [Darkness] had helped Min-su rescue her.

As if it were pleading with him to drive out something that was oppressing its master.

“I don’t know. I don’t understand what happened either.”

Then what was that voice?

Had someone been trying to control her?

A celestial being, of all people?

Min-su felt a headache coming on.

Wasn’t this too much for a beginner player who had only been to the tower once?

“But now, that voice is gone. You erased it completely. Thank you, my apostle.”

He hadn’t brought it up to receive gratitude, but here they were.

Min-su scratched his head awkwardly.

“How did you enter my mental realm, Min-su?”

“Mental realm?”

Oh, she must be talking about that prison from last night.

“I don’t know. I just fell asleep and found myself there.”

Was it because of his summoning ability?

There had been no mention of a summoner being able to enter their summons’ dreams or subconscious.

There were too many unknowns.

What the hell was going on?


Even the things he had done within that dream seemed beyond his own capabilities.

He had commanded the [Dark Legion] with ease, relayed the gratitude of those who worshiped her, and in the end, even unleashed [Dark Lightning] alongside her.

For someone who had only ever managed to create a single knight, it was unbelievable.

Meanwhile, Lizette was deep in thought.

I knew it! 

Min-su and I are bound by fate!

He entered my mental realm without even realizing it, just because I was in danger!

We were destined to be together from the very beginning!

“Wait… You’re saying you can’t use your abilities?”

Min-su listened as she explained her current state.

“Yeah. Right now, I’m not in my usual form as a Celestial. It’s more accurate to say that I’m in my past human state.”

A dark aura of power flowed through Lizette’s body, but its density was far weaker than what she had once displayed.

“No, it’s even weaker than before… Yeah. Min-su, I think I’m in the exact same state as you.”

Even though she had conjured a small, weak bolt of lightning in surprise, it didn’t even leave a burn mark on the bed. 

She couldn’t even summon a single piece of clothing to cover herself.

The [Darkness] power that resided within her now was the same power Min-su had granted her.

The omnipotence that once filled her body was gone.

Yet, she found herself strangely fond of this new state.

Sharing Min-su’s strength—it felt as if she had become one with him physically.

The loss of her power didn’t feel like a sacrifice.

After all, if Min-su grew stronger, she could regain it again.

A great Celestial alongside her Apostle.

Ah, how romantic.

‘Huh? Wait a minute.’

Contrary to her thoughts, Min-su’s expression hardened.

‘Isn’t this supposed to be a power-up event? Why am I getting weaker?’

He had overcome the curse that had tormented him since his abandonment, conquering it entirely.

Shouldn’t that have made him even stronger?

Shouldn’t he have awakened into something like [The Neo Dark Lord]?!

Yet, the once mighty deity had weakened to a mere mortal level.

It wasn’t like she was some vengeful spirit finally freed from her regrets.

This was a reality Min-su refused to accept.

‘Wait a second. If the goddess is here… what happens if I use my summoning ability on her?’

Originally, the ability was meant to summon her from the celestial realm of the Tower. 

But for some unknown reason, she had left her divine form behind and descended to Earth in a human body.

Did that mean the summoning ability now only worked as a simple teleportation skill within Earth’s boundaries?

Just yesterday, he had been thrilled about having the power to summon a literal deity. Now, he felt like an idiot.

“Then why don’t you try it?”

Lizette’s words snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Huh?”

“If you use your ability, maybe I can return to the Tower.”

“…But if that happens—”

Min-su had heard enough about the celestial realm of the Tower to know it was a dreadful place.

Even if it was just a possibility, he didn’t want to send her back.

“It’s fine. It’s just a summoning ability, right? Once you deactivate it, I’ll be back. Besides, I have a few things I want to say to the community there.”

She smirked mischievously.

What kind of reaction would the community have if she posted that she had escaped the Tower and arrived on Earth?

For ten years, she had been a notorious troublemaker in the community.

There was no way she could resist this temptation.

“So, hurry up and do it.”

…Fine.

At her urging, Min-su activated the summoning ability, which had just finished its cooldown period.

“Summon.”

Wooooom!

As usual, space distorted and split apart, but instead of the goddess’s familiar form emerging—

BOOM!

A massive surge of [Darkness] erupted from Lizette.

“Oh?”

-[The Dark Lord] is startled as the rapidly intensifying [Darkness] is absorbed within.

She was no longer human.

In an instant, her power had ascended.

She had become the Celestial [Dark Lord] once more.

“Huh?”

Min-su gaped, unable to process what had just happened.

BOOOOOM!

A black lightning bolt struck from the sky, engulfing his room in thick smoke.

“Step away, pervert.”

As the smoke cleared, Min-su saw a woman standing protectively in front of [The Dark Lord].

Her hair was tied back in a high ponytail, and her body was lean and muscular, honed through relentless training.


She wielded a sword cloaked in [Darkness], its aura razor-sharp and deadly—

A familiar sight.

Even though they had never met before, Min-su instantly knew who she was.

“…Lee Da-in, the Player?”

The same stunning woman he had seen in the memorial statue and the recorded footage was now glaring at him, ready to strike.



 
  Chapter 13: Darkness’s First Apostle Idain


The first thing she saw upon opening her eyes was a sky filled with dazzling stars.

It was a breathtaking sight—stars woven together in a mesmerizing display, like something out of a dreamlike fairy tale.

‘But… I should be dead.’

Was this the afterlife?

‘…That’s a relief.’

If she was in the sky, at least it wasn’t hell.

Da-in let out a faint smile.

‘I hope Korea is safe.’

In her final moments, she had ensured that the strongest monster among the horde had breathed its last. 

The remaining monsters were few, and the players or soldiers should have been able to take care of them.

It was a shame she couldn’t stay in the world of the living any longer, but… she didn’t have any regrets.

‘I must’ve looked pretty cool at the end, right?’

Of course, she felt nothing but guilt toward her Constellation.

‘Will she be okay without me?’

She was a little worried.

Da-in drifted through the celestial sky, gliding as if she were swimming through water.

‘If this is heaven, shouldn’t there be angels?’

She had been flying for a while, yet the scenery remained unchanged.

There were no grand palaces of clouds, no heavenly paradise— not even a single angel in sight.

‘Is this really heaven?’

Just as doubt began creeping into her mind, she sensed something strange.

“…Huh?”

Stars surrounded her— but they weren’t the luminous celestial bodies she was familiar with.

Each of them exuded an overwhelming presence, a power so vast that it felt… sacred.

Just like—

Yes.

Just like her Constellation.

“…No way.”

‘Could all these lights be… Constellations?’

She recalled the messages from the Tower, which had always described the Constellations as stars in the sky.

‘If they were all Constellations… then was this the top of the Tower?’

‘But I died, didn’t I?’

‘What the hell is going on?’

‘…Did I become a Constellation?’

It was only then that she realized the immense power coursing through her body.

An omnipotent sensation, as if she could accomplish anything— like she had become the god she had once imagined.

‘If this is where the Constellations reside, then my Constellation should be here too.’

Following the familiar trace of darkness, she set out.

Navigating the celestial realm was effortless— perhaps because she had become a god.

The heavens were vast.

Even though this was the inside of the Tower on Earth, it was larger than the entire solar system.

Da-in traversed the boundless space and finally arrived at the remnants of darkness.

There was no star there.

No— there had been one, but it was gone, leaving only traces behind.

“Is this where my Constellation lived?”

Beyond that, she found a chaotic, unkempt room.

A room that had never been cleaned, one that its owner never left— the dwelling of a reclusive shut-in.

“…She was just here.”

Through the lingering divine energy, she could tell that her Constellation had only recently departed.

‘But my Constellation never leaves her house.’

‘Where did she go?’

She tilted her head in confusion.

Then—

BOOM!

A surge of darkness exploded in the distance.

Far away.

But she knew she could reach it.

Because now, she could do anything.

With a single leap, she launched herself toward the source.

A flash of black and red momentarily blurred her vision, and her stomach lurched from the sheer force of the space distortion.

And then—

She was outside the Tower.

She found herself standing in the middle of an ordinary-looking room.

One unfamiliar woman— though Da-in recognized her through their Apostle contract.

And one man she had never seen before.

She didn’t know what was happening.

But one thing was certain:

Her Constellation was there, wrapped in nothing but a blanket.

And the man in front of him was making an unsettling gesture.

“…Step aside, you pervert.”

Da-in immediately positioned herself in front of Lizette.

In her hand, darkness gathered, taking the form of a sword.

It was the same power she had wielded in life— now manifesting effortlessly with her will.

She glared at the man, eyes filled with suspicion, as if she were staring down a sleazy scumbag trying to lure her innocent younger sister.

Then—

BOOM!

Darkness surged forward, launching toward the man.

“Huh?”

She hadn’t even meant to attack.


Since she had first started drifting through the celestial realm, the darkness had moved according to her will.

But this time—

It had acted on its own.

The darkness surged forward, on the verge of impaling the man—

And then…

Whimper!

Like an excited puppy reunited with its owner, the darkness nuzzled against him.

“…What?”

She had become an Apostle of the Monarch of Darkness.

She had become an S-rank player.

Yet, not once had she seen the darkness behave like this.

Even the dead could return to life now?

‘What on earth is going on?’

***

The situation had settled, but Min-su’s mind was in turmoil.

Lying on his back like a puppy, he absentmindedly stroked the belly of [Darkness], who had rolled over in submission.

As he sorted through his thoughts, the facts began to align.

The target of his summoning ability had been the [Dark Lord].

That much was certain.

He hadn’t applied this power to anyone else, and there had been no usual summoning effects.

Most likely, it was because she had already been by his side.

Instead, when he activated the summoning ability, Lizette regained her powers as the [Dark Lord].

“Because she left the Tower, she exists in a human state linked to me. But when I use my summoning ability, she reclaims her power as a celestial being?”

If that were the case, it meant that for six hours a day, she could wield the power of a god.

“Then what about Lee Da-in, the player?”

The energy radiating from her was similar to that of the [Dark Lord]. 

Did that mean she had been resurrected as a celestial being?

No, it was plausible given her extraordinary achievements. 

But why had she appeared here? 

She had arrived alongside the lightning of [Darkness]. 

That meant she hadn’t been summoned by Min-su’s ability.

At this point, nothing made sense anymore.

Min-su turned his gaze toward Da-in, who was conversing with Lizette.

“I-I’m so sorry, junior.”

Da-in lowered her flushed face and apologized to Min-su.

“I had just woken up, so I wasn’t in my right mind.”

“It’s understandable. It happens when you’re half-asleep. It’s fine.”

It wasn’t as if he had suffered any real damage, and the situation had been easy to misinterpret.

After all, a naked woman had been sitting on his bed, covering herself with a blanket.

But still—she was a god.

To think a human had tried to protect a god under the assumption that someone was about to do something unspeakable to her…

What on earth did this woman think the [Dark Lord] was?

…Then again, maybe he had thought the same way.

“By the way, why junior?”

“Oh, I heard that Min-su is our celestial’s new apostle. Since I’m the first apostle, that makes me the senior, and you the junior.”

Da-in puffed out her chest with pride, clearly reveling in the fact that she was the first.

‘Technically, I’m more of an honorary apostle, but…?’

It felt too complicated to correct her at this point. 

After everything that had happened overnight, what was the point?

“From now on, I’ll teach you how to wield the power of [Darkness] as your senior, so don’t worry, junior.”

“Ah… Yes….”

His head was starting to hurt. 

He decided to let it go for now. 

After all, the teachings of an S-rank player were invaluable.

But still—she was surprisingly at ease with her resurrection. 

Had she always been this way?

Min-su absentmindedly petted [Darkness], who was licking his cheek.

But why had [Darkness] been acting like this all morning?

***

‘Had it escaped?’

A twisted will clicked its tongue.

One of the celestial beings had broken free from control. 

No, rather than simply escaping control, they had been completely liberated from the Tower. 

This was unprecedented in the Tower’s history.

For a celestial being to sever its shackles entirely…

At first, the rift had been small. 

Of course, the mere fact that control had been temporarily nullified was already extraordinary. 

However, the Tower’s authority could have easily consumed her consciousness to resolve the issue.

But then, a fragment of the twisted will sent to suppress her had been annihilated.

It had been utterly obliterated, beyond even the ability to confirm what had happened inside the rift.

The rift had expanded into a full collapse, and the celestial being that had once been a part of the Tower, the [Dark Lord], had vanished from its grasp.

She had left the Tower entirely, freely walking away.

***

‘The Tower must remain whole.’

Just as the [Dark Lord]’s rift had led to her liberation, any small crack could lead to the Tower’s eventual collapse. 

A new rift had formed, and it was destabilizing the Tower’s order.

She had to be brought back.

Unless the twisted will consumed another ruined world, there was no other way for it to intervene.

However, it had one perfect means to execute its plan—

The soul of the deceased player, Lee Da-in, who had once been the apostle of [Darkness].

In the event of Earth’s destruction, she was to ascend as a celestial. 

Her soul had been kept in the Tower’s vault in preparation for that moment.

If anyone could retrieve the [Dark Lord], it was her.

The plan had been slightly disrupted, but preventing a full collapse took priority. 

There was no choice but to act.

The twisted will resolved to immediately transform Lee Da-in’s soul into a celestial being.

It shifted its gaze toward the Tower’s vault.

However, Lee Da-in’s soul was nowhere to be found.

‘…It was here.’


It had personally placed her there, awaiting the day she would ascend as a celestial.

It was certain of it.

But now, she was gone.

—???

The twisted will tilted its head in confusion.



 
  Chapter 14: What is a god


Three Days Later

“Da-in, it’s the ceiling. If I roll this time, it’s a guaranteed five-star. I don’t think I can do it. I’ll get another off-banner pull. You do it for me.”

“You can do it, Your Eminence. Just have courage and roll.”

Min-su stared blankly at the two goddesses, both focused intensely on his tablet.

‘…What even is a god?’

Since that incident, the two goddesses had taken up residence in Min-su’s one-room apartment.

Freed from the Tower, Lizette had nowhere else to go, as she was nothing more than a normal human unless Min-su activated his summoning ability. 

So she stayed in his room.

As for Da-in, for reasons unknown, she had become a Celestial. 

Unlike the former [Dark Lord], she was no longer bound by the constraints of the Tower.

She could return to the heavens or freely roam Earth like a true Celestial.

However, even she could only use her divine powers when Min-su’s summoning ability was active. 

Perhaps it was because she was a deity derived from the [Dark Lord]. 

She could only unleash her powers for six hours whenever Min-su summoned the [Dark Lord].

Outside of that time, she was no different from her former self before death.

At a glance, she appeared just like she did in life, making it possible for her to live as a normal human again. 

But she, too, chose to remain in Min-su’s room.

She claimed it was to protect her senior Celestial and her junior.

And so, Min-su found himself living with two goddesses in his tiny one-room apartment.

Fortunately, thanks to the goddess’s divine power—activated temporarily through [Darkness]—they managed to create a dimensional space within his room. 

This allowed them to have separate rooms, avoiding the unfortunate scenario of the three of them squeezing onto Min-su’s small bed.

Though, for some reason, every morning, Min-su would wake up to find Lizette clinging to him in her sleep.

Over the past three days, Min-su had been learning to wield the power of [Darkness] under the guidance of the two goddesses.

Contrary to her mischievous and unpredictable nature, Lizette turned out to be an excellent teacher.

Ever since their encounter in her mental realm, she had shown a strange fondness for Min-su. 

As a result, his proficiency in handling [Darkness] improved rapidly.

At first, he could barely summon a single knight. But within three days, he had created five and was able to control them freely.

One was assigned to dishwashing, another to cleaning, another to garbage disposal (with the ability to hide in darkness and discreetly throw out the trash), one for cooking, and the last one for miscellaneous tasks.

In just three days, Min-su had liberated himself from household chores.

Da-in, too, was a great mentor and senior.

She had once stood at the pinnacle of Korea’s Hunter community as an S-rank player. 

From Tower-related knowledge to useful tips for players, she had much to teach.

However, she was unable to instruct Min-su on how to wield [Darkness].

“Ugh. Why is this thing acting like this?”

The moment she tried to guide Min-su, [Darkness] ignored her and instead latched onto him.

“Hah… So that’s how it is? It prefers a fresh, young rookie over a worn-out veteran like me?”

“No, senior! It’s not like that!”

“Forget it!”

Da-in sulked, and as a result, Min-su missed out on learning how to use [Darkness] as a player.

Of course, the two goddesses didn’t spend all their time just teaching him.

“Da-in, there’s too little water in here.”

“Your Eminence, if we add more water, it’ll turn into Hangang Ramen.”

“But it’s too salty like this!”

“If you add more water, it’ll be bland. That’s a crime.”

“Tch!”

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

They bickered while cooking ramen using the premium Korean beef Min-su had bought, as promised to Lizette.

They also decorated their rooms within the expanded space created by [Darkness].

“Should we place the door here and the bed over there?”

“Sounds good. But the bed is too small. There’s no way two people can fit on it.”

Despite technically having the freedom to go outside, neither of them ever left the room.

Lizette, of course, but even Da-in turned out to be a hardcore homebody.

“Min-su, isn’t there some sort of online community here? I can’t access the Celestial forums I used to use, and it’s so boring.”

Lizette enjoyed interacting with others in online spaces.

“Junior, I used to love gaming when I was alive. I bought a ton of stocks in a company that makes graphics cards. But after ten years, the stock price skyrocketed… and since I died, all my assets disappeared. I could’ve been rich!”

Da-in, on the other hand, loved playing games.

So, naturally, the two of them started looking for a new shared hobby. 

(In the process, they conveniently took possession of Min-su’s tablet.)

“So this is what’s trending in the past ten years? A character-collection game?”

“There are so many people in this community… it’d be perfect for stirring up some trouble.”

Recently, a mobile game called [Akashic Archive] has become all the rage. 

With its high level of polish, engaging gameplay, and charming characters, it has cultivated a thriving community.

The two goddesses began playing the game to familiarize themselves with modern Korean culture.

And they seemed to be enjoying it immensely.

Lizette, in particular, became utterly obsessed—not just with the community but with the game itself.

To the point where she was dangerously addicted to character gacha pulls.

“What if I get another off-banner pull? This gacha banner only has three hours left! If I miss this chance, I’ll never be able to summon [Miserly Beast Tamer Eliza]!”

Back to the present.

Lizette, who had been flustered, suddenly froze in place.

“…Right. I can’t do this on my own.”

With resolute eyes, she lifted her head.

Dodo do!

She marched toward Min-su.

“My precious apostle, Min-su.”

Her voice was weighty with solemnity.

“Huh…? Y-yes?”

“Lend me your strength.”

Min-su took her outstretched hand.

A soft, divine hand.

That familiar warmth brought back memories of the time they had fought together in the mental realm against a formidable and malevolent foe.


“Summon me as your celestial patron.”

“Understood.”

Whooong!

As Min-su activated his ability, a tremendous power was unleashed from Lizette.

By the power of summoning, the divine presence of the [Dark Lord] descended upon her.

“Huu…”

With a deep breath, a surge of immense divinity and authority flowed through her.

[Dark Draw]

Her power coiled around her fingertips.

Beads of sweat formed on her forehead as she concentrated.

Lizette carefully pressed the summon button.

Paah!

Brilliant lights filled the screen in a dazzling display.

At last, golden light shimmered—the sign of a five-star character.

And then, emerging from the glow…

[Indomitable Will Rohanmage]

“No! Another off-banner pull!”

It was not the character she had wished for.

“…Can’t you just pull again?” 

Min-su asked hesitantly as he watched Lizette despair.

“That was my last pity pull! I only have enough for a single summon now. And without the pity system, the chances of getting a five-star character in a single pull are only 0.6%! There’s no way I’ll get it… If I don’t pull her today, I’ll never be able to!”

Tears welled up in her eyes.

A goddess… crying over a failed gacha pull.

What would her apostles think if they saw this?

Just then, Da-in leaned in and whispered something into Lizette’s ear.

Her eyes widened.

“…I think… I can do it!”

Lizette turned to Min-su once again.

“Lend me your strength, my apostle.”

She was really going to do that again.

With a reluctant sigh, Min-su extended his hand to her.

They had once fought side by side to defeat a colossal enemy, yet here they were using the same ritual for… a gacha pull. 

Somehow, this made his hands feel less significant.

As he grumbled inwardly, Lizette’s fingers became enshrouded in [Darkness].

“This time, I will succeed. I will forge a future that does not exist—a future that belongs to me alone!”

[Dark Manipulation]

Her fingers pressed the summon button once more.

But this time, the [Darkness] did not merely wrap around her fingers.

It was absorbed into the device, seeping into its circuits.

Min-su, who had grown accustomed to the power of [Darkness], could now see beyond the screen.

The [Darkness] invaded the game company’s servers through the network.

It latched onto the connected data and rewrote it.

What should have been a mere three-star trash pull transformed into a golden five-star summon.

‘…Isn’t this basically hacking?!’

Or maybe more like a supernatural exploit?

Either way, it was absolutely not fair play.

They had just infiltrated the game’s servers and manipulated the outcome.

Could [Darkness] even hack data?

That… was frighteningly omnipotent.

………Wait, no! 

That’s not the point here!

“I did it! We did it, Min-su! Look! She appeared!”


Overjoyed, Lizette flung herself at Min-su, wrapping him in a tight embrace.

As he found himself buried in her warm, fragrant chest, Min-su couldn’t help but think:

‘…What even is a god?’

With all her divine power, she had chosen to tamper with a mere mobile game gacha result.

At once both magnificent and utterly trivial.



 
  Chapter 15: Player Training


Min-su found himself standing once again in front of the Player Support Office — the same building he had visited last week to register as a player.

This time, he was here to attend the mandatory training required to begin his official activities as a player. 

Climbing the Tower wasn’t a problem, not with the two goddesses accompanying him. 

But in order to convert the rewards earned from the Tower into cash, he needed to complete this training and raise his rank to D.

Ordinarily, there wouldn’t have been any rush to turn those rewards into money. 

It wasn’t as if Min-su had any debts hanging over his head or any looming financial obligations. But circumstances had changed.

Two new, freeloading houseguests had moved into his home.

The Constellation [Darkness] — true to its master’s nature — could not produce food. Which meant the goddesses’ growing meal expenses fell squarely on Min-su’s shoulders.

‘At this rate, I’m going to burn through all the money I’ve saved.’

Despite their slender figures, the goddesses devoured food in quantities that put even Min-su to shame. 

So now, like it or not, he found himself in a position where he needed to dive into the Tower as soon as possible and start making money.

There had been a small incident earlier when he was preparing to leave — Lizette had clung to his side, insisting on going with him. 

Of course, dragging her along to player training wasn’t an option, so he’d barely managed to pry her off with the promise of buying her a new brand of ramen later.

“Is this the place…?”

Stepping out of the elevator, Min-su signed his name on the attendance sheet placed at the entrance and entered a room that looked like a university lecture hall.

The room was steeped in silence, save for the quiet shuffling of the few people who had arrived before him.

‘Must be other newly awakened players, just like me.’

There was a surprising variety — from young women who looked barely out of their teens to middle-aged men whose faces were carved with years of life experience.

Min-su quietly took a seat near the back of the room.

He’d heard that in some of the Tower’s outer dungeons, and occasionally on certain floors, players worked together to clear challenges. 

But outside of those rare cases, players typically operated alone. 

His senior, Player Lee Da-in, was proof of that — she had very few people she considered close.

The odds of crossing paths with anyone in this room again were slim to none.

As Min-su idly flipped through the training booklet he’d received at the entrance, the classroom door opened and a cheerful voice called out.

“Hello, players! I’ll be your instructor for today — Player Kim Myung-sook.”

A middle-aged woman with a warm smile and eyes that crinkled into gentle slits walked into the room.

“Kim Myung-sook? The A-rank player?” 

Someone muttered.

“So that’s where she’s been! I was wondering why she vanished from the scene — looks like she retired and became an instructor.”

A few of the players seemed to recognize her.

“Oh-hoho, I’m just an instructor now,” she replied with a light laugh.

‘A-rank?’

Min-su’s gaze drifted toward her.

She looked so unassuming — almost frail. Curious, Min-su activated the Constellation [Darkness]. 

His vision darkened, as though he’d donned a pair of black sunglasses, and through that veil he observed the flow of mana pulsing through her body.

The sheer volume of it was staggering — comparable to, or perhaps even surpassing, the knights he had summoned himself.

‘So it wasn’t a lie.’

“Thank you all for making time in your busy lives to be here today. I’m sure you’re all aware: even though player fatality rates have dropped below the national traffic accident average, deaths still happen.”

Monsters born from the Tower’s curse harbored a deep hostility toward players. 

Of course, considering the fact that humans actively hunted them for resources and profit, it wasn’t exactly surprising. 

Still, the moment a monster encountered a player, it would attack without hesitation.

On most floors, players were expected to face those monsters alone, without help from others.

One misstep — overestimating your abilities and attempting a floor beyond your level, or making a mistake mid-combat — could easily mean death.

In the early days, when the Tower first appeared, there had been no manuals, no established ranking systems to assess a player’s strength or determine which floors they could safely challenge. 

Back then, blinded by greed for fame and fortune, countless players pushed themselves into floors they had no business entering — often with fatal consequences.

But as the world learned more about the Tower, and systems grew more refined, the rate of player deaths dropped sharply.

“That’s why I ask all of you to pay close attention during today’s training.”

And with that, the instructor launched into her lecture — covering the responsibilities and privileges of players, as well as the nature of the Tower itself.

Because of the Tower’s influence, unstable dungeons had begun sprouting all across Korea.

The only way to prevent these from multiplying was for players to regularly challenge the Tower.

There was no need to climb to higher floors if one wasn’t ready. 

Even clearing the first floor once a month was enough to fulfill the minimum requirement. 

Exceptions were granted for illness, injury, family matters, or old age.

The government, in turn, offered generous support to players who risked their lives climbing the Tower for the country’s sake.

‘I’ve heard all of this before…’

Min-su’s mind wandered. 

His senior — the former S-rank player Lee Da-in — had already gone over these basics with him.

‘I just want to go home. Can we please wrap this up already.’

Resting his chin on his hand, Min-su stared at the clock. 

Honestly, it was hard to stay focused. 

He lived with a former S-rank, the best instructor money couldn’t buy, who was more than willing to teach him at home between video game matches. 

And with his summoning ability, combined with the power of the [Dark Lord], he could tackle the Tower with three people’s worth of strength.

Maybe that’s why this training felt so painfully pointless.

‘When will this be over?’

Lee Da-in had assured him the training was mostly a formality — they’d skim through the theory and wrap things up quickly.

Just as Min-su checked the time for what felt like the hundredth time, the instructor’s voice cut through the room.

“Now then, shall we move on to the practical assessment portion?”

‘…Huh?’

That wasn’t part of the plan.

“As you all know, even newly awakened players possess different unique abilities. And because your individual control over those abilities also varies, most players don’t know what floor suits them until they’ve tried. So! I’ll be evaluating your abilities myself today. Let’s move to the testing hall, shall we?”

‘…Senior never mentioned anything about this.’

Maybe this was a new procedure, added during the ten years her generation had been out of active duty. 

After all, a lot can change in a decade.

Following the instructor’s lead, Min-su and the other rookies lined up and made their way out of the lecture hall.

Soon, they arrived at a vast facility — a training hall much larger than any school gymnasium.

“Alright! Now, let’s see what you’ve got. Hmm… we’ll go in order. First up — Player Kang Ingoo, would you step forward?”

At the call of the instructor, who was checking the roster, a man who looked to be in his forties stepped forward.

“How would you like me to demonstrate?”

“Use your ability on me, with full strength.”

“My ability is fire, though.”


“That’s fine. I may be retired now, but I was once an A-rank.”

“Understood. …Shall I begin?”

“Yes, go ahead.”

Fwoosh!

A sphere of flame, about the size of a soccer ball, formed in the man’s palm.

Boom!

The fireball shot toward the instructor but exploded the moment it collided with an invisible wall.

Through the flow of mana, Min-su could tell that the man had deliberately held back, compressing his power.

The instructor had confidently invited a full-strength attack, but it seemed the man couldn’t bring himself to truly unleash his power on what appeared to be a delicate middle-aged woman.

“…Didn’t I tell you to give it your all?”

The instructor’s eyes remained half-lidded, her smile unchanged, but there was a distinct pressure radiating from her.

“S-Sorry! I’ll do it properly this time!”

Soaked in nervous sweat, the man readied himself once more.

This time, the fireball in his hand swelled to a staggering size — at least two meters across.

BOOOOM!

The resulting explosion was far more powerful than before, shaking the room with a deafening roar.

But the heat and force, despite their scale, never reached the spectators.

“Well now… That’s quite the impressive flame ability.”

The instructor’s invisible barrier had swallowed the entire explosion, leaving not a trace behind.

She hadn’t even set down the roster in her hands as she effortlessly erased the blast.

“At this level, I’d say you’re currently around C-rank. But the raw destructive power could almost match a B-rank. I’d recommend you start from the 10th floor. If you’re feeling ambitious, you might push to the 17th, but the worst mistake one can make in the Tower… is overestimating oneself.”

‘So this is what an A-rank looks like?’

Compared to the black lightning Lizette had conjured, this explosion was nothing, but still, it had been powerful.

And yet, she had blocked it so easily.

‘Stronger than I thought.’

It was impressive, especially for someone who had already retired.

“Next… Player Kim Min-su, please step forward.”

Already? 

My turn?

Being second was better than going first, but still… the nerves were real.

Such was the quiet lament of every man named Kim.

Min-su walked out to the spot where the previous man had stood.

His awakened ability was summoning — though, of course, he couldn’t exactly reveal that the target of his summoning was a god.

Not that it was a problem.

After all, he’d prepared for this situation by mastering the use of [Darkness].

Stretching out one hand, Min-su summoned forth the void, and from its depths, a knight emerged.

It was Disposal Unit No. 3.

“Whoa. That’s awesome.”

“Did he summon a knight?”

The appearance of the fully armored knight drew gasps of admiration from the other players.

Min-su couldn’t help but stand a little taller, pride swelling in his chest.

‘Damn right. You guys have no idea how much work this took.’

‘Especially getting that cape to sit right over the back of the armor… that was the hardest part.’

“A summoning ability, is it?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Same as before. Attack me with everything you’ve got.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Full power.

Min-su gave the order: the knight was to swing its sword with all its might.

Better to go all in than risk getting scolded for holding back.

Besides, after seeing how casually the instructor had erased the fireball explosion, he expected the knight’s attack to be handled just as easily.

But—

KWA-AAAANG!

The sword slash unleashed by the knight tore through the instructor’s invisible wall like it was paper.

“…Huh?”

The energy slash didn’t stop at the shattered barrier.

It kept on going, straight for the instructor.

Clang!

An artifact hidden within the instructor’s clothing activated, unfolding a last-second emergency shield.

The dark blade collided with the shield, and for the first time, the instructor’s composed expression faltered — her eyes widening in genuine surprise.

Crack!

Fractures ran across the surface of the shield as the force of the attack finally began to wane, the black energy fading into nothingness.


Shatter!

The moment the attack dispersed, the battered shield crumbled into pieces, leaving the room in stunned silence.

From among the spectators, a girl removed her headset.

“That’s him, isn’t it.”

—[The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] nods in firm agreement.



 
  Chapter 16: New Apostle


“A summoned creature, you say?!”

Kim Myung-sook, the instructor known for her ever-smiling face, could no longer maintain her composure.

The blade aura that had torn through her innate defenses with ease was so overwhelmingly powerful, even her seasoned instincts — honed through countless life-or-death encounters — shuddered in alarm.

‘If not for the emergency shield, I’d be in serious trouble right now…’

The shield, designed to deploy automatically when the bearer was in immediate danger, had saved her life more than once before. 

It was a special ability granted by a top-tier artifact — capable of withstanding even the deadly blows of an A-rank hunter.

If it hadn’t activated in time, that single strike would have left her with devastating injuries.

Cold sweat trickled down her back.

Before becoming an instructor, and even during her years as an active player, she’d seen her fair share of exceptional players. 

Even among A-ranks, unless someone was truly extraordinary, no one had ever broken through her defenses so effortlessly.

And yet — a summoned creature, belonging to a rookie who had only just awakened as a player, had pierced her shield as if it were nothing.

“Could it be an unregistered player?”

Myung-sook carefully studied Min-su’s expression.

But he, too, looked completely startled by the sheer force of the knight’s aura. 

It seemed he hadn’t known the true extent of his summoned creature’s strength.

If he was a newly awakened summoner, that was entirely plausible. 

His reaction didn’t seem like an act.

‘So he wasn’t expecting the power output either? That would make sense, especially for summoners…’

Unlike ordinary players whose abilities were directly tied to their own growth, summoners relied entirely on the strength of the creatures they could summon.

If the first creature a summoner ever called forth happened to be a dragon, then the dragon would manifest in full — a complete, battle-ready force, regardless of the summoner’s level.

In other words, while the summoner’s own strength would grow over time, the summoned being’s power was fixed from the moment it was first brought into the world.

Some summoners who had managed to call upon dragons or other mythical beasts had climbed to the top ranks almost overnight, even with little personal combat experience.

‘Maybe… just maybe, Korea’s finally birthed one of those world-class players.’

She’d never heard of a player summoning a knight like that before. 

Compared to dragons or wyrms, the creature’s appearance was unassuming — almost modest — yet the destructive force from a single swing of its blade rivaled the upper tier of A-rank players.

And if Min-su could summon not one, but two or three of those knights?

Korea would soon have an S-rank summoner on its hands.

***

Glance.

Glance.

‘…This is getting awkward.’

The brief commotion faded, and the training resumed.

One by one, the other rookies stepped forward to demonstrate their abilities, following in Min-su’s wake.

Yet, none of them managed to break through the instructor’s defenses.

And the more failures piled up, the stranger the glances directed at Min-su became. 

Even though he sat quietly at the back of the room, he could feel the lingering stares burning into his skin.

I didn’t think the knight was that strong.

There hadn’t been many chances to gauge the knight’s true power.

After all, it hadn’t been long since he’d first created it. 

Other than practicing with [Darkness], he’d hardly done any serious training, let alone hunted in the Tower.

His only real combat experience had been during that surreal battle inside the mental world of the [Dark Lord] — when an unknown, malevolent voice had attacked him.

At the time, the [Darkness] that saturated that world had entrusted itself fully to him, instinctively seeking to protect its master.

With that power, Min-su had led an entire army of darkness against the sinister entity.

‘Didn’t I command hundreds back then?’

Because of that experience — and perhaps because his summoned knights mostly spent their time doing housework these days — he’d always thought of them as little more than minions.

Handy, obedient, and convenient, but nothing special.

The idea that one of those knights, even at full power, could punch straight through the defensive shield of an A-rank hunter, was… absurd.

In fact, Min-su himself was probably the most surprised of anyone in the room.

‘Maybe Number Three got too strong while sorting the recycling? Could just be that one’s exceptional… right?’

Even as the thought crossed his mind, Min-su knew it was a weak excuse.

***

“This level of power… I’d place you at D-rank. I wouldn’t recommend challenging anything above the fifth floor.”

“Actually, you’re closer to the upper range of C-rank. You should be able to tackle up to the twelfth floor safely.”

The instructor shared her assessment with each player as they finished their demonstrations.

These weren’t official rankings certified by the Player Association — rather, part of a new curriculum designed to prevent overconfident rookies from biting off more than they could chew and meeting a grim end in the Tower.

Some retired players had developed a knack for evaluating others’ abilities fairly objectively, and instructors like Myung-sook used that skill to guide their students.

The goal was to ensure that newcomers became comfortable with their powers and adapted to the Tower gradually, progressing floor by floor.

But there was one player she hadn’t assigned a recommendation to.

Min-su.

***

“I’d like Player Kim Min-su to stay behind after training. There’s something I need to discuss with you.”

A summoned creature of overwhelming power, and now, being singled out for special treatment.

The other players were glancing at Min-su more and more — curiosity, envy, suspicion, and awe flickering in their eyes.

“If I’d known this would happen, I wouldn’t have told the knight to go all out…”

The attention was suffocating.

Strictly speaking, the knight wasn’t even the real manifestation of Min-su’s power. 

It was merely a byproduct of his true ability as an Apostle.

If anyone found out the truth, it could lead to all sorts of complications.

‘Why didn’t senior tell me about this?’

Min-su couldn’t help but feel a pang of resentment toward Player Lee Da-in, who hadn’t warned him about the knights’ strength.

Of course, Lee Da-in herself had never actually created a knight using [Darkness], so she had no idea how powerful the results could be. 

But Min-su had no way of knowing that.

***

“…Was that just now truly the full extent of its power?”

…Huh?

Min-su looked up, startled. 

The instructor’s voice was different from before.

It was the first time it held a note of genuine curiosity — and perhaps, the faintest hint of wariness.

“That was really your full strength…?”

Standing in front of the instructor, a girl with oversized headphones gave a silent nod.

The instructor, still wearing a smile, somehow looked as though he were suppressing irritation.


The man let out a sigh.

“Well, I suppose it can’t be helped. That attack you used ranks in the lower tier of D-grade. Until you get more accustomed to being a player, I suggest you stick to the first and second floors.”

The girl gave a small nod and turned away without a word.

‘Is she hiding her real strength, just like I did…?’

Min-su had hidden his abilities before, though rather poorly. 

His half-baked attempt had only ended up drawing unwanted attention. 

But this girl… she seemed different. 

If even the instructor reacted like that, she must’ve been holding back quite a lot.

‘Maybe I should’ve done the same, even if it meant getting scolded.’

Just as that thought crossed his mind—

Thud.

‘…Huh?’

The girl sat down, right next to him.

‘There are plenty of open seats…’

The move was so casual and natural that Min-su froze, caught off guard.

‘Is she… interested in me?’

It was the kind of thought every guy has when a girl approaches out of the blue—and the kind that’s almost always wrong.

Still, the thought popped into his head before he could stop it.

After all, with so many empty seats, why sit right beside him?

‘She looks like a high schooler… That’s too young. Should I tell her? How do I say it without hurting her feelings…’

“Hey, mister.”

And just like that, her first words shattered his fleeting delusion.

“You’re a Divine Apostle, aren’t you?”

Her voice was quiet—barely above a whisper—low enough that only Min-su could hear.

His heart skipped a beat, but his face remained calm.

He’d had too many shocking experiences lately to be rattled so easily.

“…What are you talking about?”

“Don’t bother pretending. I’m an Apostle too.”

‘An Apostle?’

Min-su looked her over again, head to toe. 

Aside from the oversized headset, she looked like an ordinary high school girl. 

Granted, she was unusually pretty, but she didn’t give off the kind of overwhelming presence he associated with a Divine Apostle.

“Our Constellation told me. That power you used just now… it was divine, wasn’t it?”

Ah.

 Busted.

If a god was involved, they’d immediately recognize the truth—that the power Min-su used wasn’t a personal ability, but a gift from the [Dark Lord]. 

The so-called [Dark Knight] skill was not his own, but rather a borrowed fragment of the Dark Lord’s might.

Normally, gods couldn’t see beyond the Tower’s walls. 

They could only glimpse the outside world through the eyes of their Apostles.

And of all things, one of the rookie players had to be an Apostle. 

Worse still, her Constellation just so happened to be watching at the exact moment he used his power.

‘Just my luck.’

Falsifying a player’s ability was a serious offense, punishable by law. 

The rule had been created after a string of crimes committed by villains who abused hidden abilities.

So, the girl had approached him quietly to blackmail him over this? 

That had to be it.

Some of the other players glanced their way, sensing something odd, but it was clear they hadn’t caught onto the conversation yet.

Min-su felt his blood run cold. 

He had to figure out a way out of this. 

Fast.

Before he could decide on anything, the girl spoke again.


“Our Constellation has something they’d like to tell you.”

‘Something to say…?’

Ding.

— [The Virtuoso of Golden Melody] wishes to make a request of you. —

A system message popped up in front of Min-su, carrying the will of a Constellation.



 
  Chapter 17: Golden Melody Player


All the Constellations of the Tower were currently searching for the same person—a figure of great interest and concern.

The mysterious player who had dared to challenge the first floor of the Tower alongside a Constellation.

Most Constellations had ordered their Apostles to track this player down. 

Countless others scoured every corner in search of him.

After all, the newly crowned King of the First Floor held the key to an unprecedented event—the one that allowed Constellations to descend into the mortal realm.

The possibility of breaking free from the Tower’s constraints and setting foot on Earth was enough to send the Constellations into a frenzy. 

They scoured the world, eyes wild, desperate to find him.

The [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] was no exception. 

She, too, sought him—but her circumstances were different from the others.

‘She had been lucky.’

Unlike the more renowned, higher-ranked Constellations, she had yet to find a fully matured Apostle. Her only Apostle was a single young girl.

Though the girl was by no means inferior to the other Apostles, she simply didn’t have the strength or resources to actively hunt for him.

The [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] had more or less given up on the search.

And yet, fortune had rolled straight into her lap.

There was no concrete evidence that the man possessed the power to bring a god into the world.

But the ability he had displayed—the power of Darkness—was unmistakably the Authority of the [Dark Lord].

She had seen that power before, in the hands of the player Lee Da-in.

Of course, the manifestation this man had summoned was different—it had been reborn into the form of a summoned creature. 

But the Authority was the same. 

She could feel it.

A new player, awakening in Korea of all places, right when he had surfaced. 

A man using the [Dark Lord]’s power, long dormant after Lee Da-in’s death.

And if memory served, the site where divine energy had been detected on Earth was… the Lee Da-in Player Memorial Hall.

The [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] was certain now.

He was the one who had summoned the [Dark Lord] into the mortal realm.

And perhaps… he was the one who could fulfill her secret wish.

***

“You said you had a favor to ask of me?”

Min-su whispered the question softly.

— [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] nods in affirmation.

— [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] requests your time, once your training session is over. She wishes to discuss something privately, something not meant for this place.

What is going on?

An Apostle from another god had appeared out of nowhere, personally connecting him to her Constellation.

Now that very god wished to ask him a favor.

And more surprisingly, the request came with humility—asking for his time, not demanding it.

Could it be… the power I displayed with that knight I summoned was so exceptional that they’re trying to recruit me on the spot?

Were they attempting to claim him as their Apostle?

No… that can’t be it.

That girl was already convinced that he was an Apostle under a different god.

And the reason was obvious. His Darkness—it was not ordinary power. It was the Authority of a god.

Of course, technically he was only an “honorary” Apostle, but she didn’t seem to know that.

And if she believed him to be another god’s Apostle, then she must understand that trying to recruit him would be pointless.

Which only leaves one possibility.

Min-su’s mind raced. There was only one unique trait he possessed that could spark a god’s interest.

His ability to summon a Constellation into the mortal world.

…Did she figure it out?

His chest tightened, as though a lead weight had settled deep inside.

But how?

He had never once summoned the [Dark Lord] in front of anyone.

Even if the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] had seen the summoned knight through the girl’s eyes, there was no way that, by itself, should’ve revealed the truth.

Judging by the will conveyed through the system messages, it didn’t seem like she intended to threaten him, at least…

But the fact remained: if the truth were exposed, he had no idea what consequences might follow.

Throughout the remainder of the training session, a knot of unease refused to loosen in Min-su’s chest.

If the [Dark Lord] were still in the Tower as a Constellation, she would have offered advice in this situation.

But the [Dark Lord] wasn’t watching.

Without summoning her, she was no different from any other human—cut off, unable to see or help him.

And since neither she nor Lee Da-in had ever owned a phone, there was no way to contact her.

I’ll have to make her a phone later.

If she intended to live in the human world, she’d need one.

Right now, she was probably lounging around in her room, playing games or browsing forums.



Some time passed.

“Players! Thank you all for attending today’s training. Please, even as you climb the Tower, remember: safety comes first! Safety is number one, and number two, and number three. Never overexert yourselves—understood?”

Finally, the session had ended.

“Let’s all shout it together! Safety first! Safety first! Safety first!”

Once the training was complete, players would receive their certificates, which automatically promoted them to D-rank. 

From then on, the loot and byproducts obtained from the Tower could finally be sold for cash.

At least I won’t have to worry about feeding those two women anymore.

Of course, now he had a brand-new problem to deal with.

“To all the players who completed today’s training—congratulations! You may go home now. Your certificates will be available for download from the Player Support Agency’s website. The rank promotion should be finalized by Monday morning.”

As the instructor wrapped up with those words, the players slowly began rising from their seats.

Min-su stood as well, ready to leave.

“Ah, Player Kim Min-su! Would you mind having a quick word before you go?”

It seemed there was one more conversation to be had, before he could meet the god.

***

‘Me… an S-rank player?’

Min-su mumbled the words under his breath as he left the classroom, dazed.

A teacher. 

A god. 

And a former S-rank player.

His abilities? 


The power to summon a god.

At this point, it would be stranger if he wasn’t on track to become S-rank.

“Based on the power I measured, your knight’s attack would rank around A-class. If you can summon multiple knights and operate them simultaneously, you may very well become Korea’s first summoner-type S-rank player.”

Yet, despite everything, Min-su couldn’t help but feel a thrill when he heard the words — that he possessed strength on par with an S-Rank player.

And he hadn’t even used his summoning ability!

Just the power of [Darkness] alone was enough to place him at S-Rank?


The idea that he could reach such heights not through some innate unique skill, but purely by leveraging a concealed ability — it made his heart race with excitement.

That means I can become an S-Rank player without ever revealing my real power!

The very thought that the title he had dreamed of for so long — S-Rank Player — was finally within reach sent a wave of anticipation surging through him.

Min-su pictured himself at the head of an army of Black Knights, sweeping through hordes of monsters with ease, standing tall and unshakable.

Lost in this sweet daydream, he barely noticed when he reached the front gate of the Association building.

“You’re late.”

A girl, who had been leaning against the wall, stepped out and blocked his path.

Slurp!

A small café near the Association.


The girl sipped from a venti-sized strawberry yogurt, the straw firmly in her mouth — a drink she had ordered with his money.

‘…Isn’t it common courtesy for the person who asked for the meeting to pay?’

She’d claimed she had no money and shamelessly ordered the most expensive drink, not even a simple Americano, but a strawberry yogurt.

That headset of hers looks pretty damn pricey too, he thought.


She sure didn’t look like someone short on cash.

Min-su’s irritation grew as he watched the girl — especially since, thanks to the unexpected guests staying at his house lately, his own wallet was already stretched thin. 

Seeing her leisurely slurping away at the expensive drink only added fuel to the fire.

—[The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] sends their thanks.

—[The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] says the girl is a good child, though her circumstances have been tough lately.

It was then that Min-su noticed the frayed edges of her worn-out clothes.

A runaway? Maybe…

“It’s fine. I’m the adult here — I should be the one paying.”

Yeah, an adult shouldn’t be so stingy over something like this.

With the magnanimity expected of an S-Rank adult, Min-su decided to let it go.


After all, he could always earn more money now — with this S-Rank power of his.

Still… this god doesn’t really act like a god, huh.

If anything, the god’s unusually humble demeanor only deepened his suspicion.


The apostles — the players who served the constellations — had always said the gods were high-handed and full of arrogance.


But this one, and even his own, didn’t seem that way at all.

Was everything he’d heard just a misunderstanding?

“May I ask what kind of favor you’re about to request?”

At last, the constellation began to speak in earnest.

—[The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] declares that you can fulfill their long-cherished wish.

A long-cherished wish?


A god’s… long-cherished wish?


The conversation had suddenly taken on a much grander scale.

‘Just what could it be?’

Min-su swallowed hard, waiting for the constellation’s next words.


—[The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] requests that you allow them to visit Earth.

‘…To visit Earth, huh.’

They must not know I have the power to summon gods.


It seemed the constellation had only guessed that he might know how to bring them over, rather than knowing the truth.

What should I do…

His ability was to summon gods, but so far, the only one he’d ever summoned was the [Dark Lord].


There was no guarantee he could summon the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody].


And in order to even attempt it, he’d have to reveal his ability.

Could he really trust a constellation he’d only just met today?

Min-su hesitated.

But then, a memory surfaced — the one from the mental world, when he had stood before Lizette’s abyss.

‘…If the other constellations are trapped in situations like that too?’

What if it wasn’t just Lizette, but many constellations, all suffering under the Tower’s curse, all tormented by that wicked existence?


A long-cherished wish, the constellation had said.

The choice of words had carried an unusual sense of desperation — a tone not often associated with gods.

…Damn it. I’m not even that nice of a person.

“Alright. But I have one condition.”

There was no way he could just walk away.



 
  Chapter 18: Seeds of Music


‘Is it really okay to use the ability right now?’

So far, Min-su had only ever used his power with the [Dark Lord]. 

He didn’t even fully understand the nature of the [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] yet.

Worse still, the two people he trusted most — Lizette and Da-in — weren’t by his side.

The rational and safest choice was obvious: postpone it for now. 

Go home, talk it over with them, and make a careful, step-by-step decision.

That would be the smart thing to do.

And yet… Min-su didn’t feel particularly drawn to the rational option.

– Summon Ability (Cooldown: 3 seconds)

The long cooldown on his summoning power had just ticked down to zero. 

If he wanted to maximize the benefit, now was the perfect moment to use it.

And besides…

‘Would it really make sense to go ask Lizette: “Hey, is it okay if I summon another constellar?” Something about that just… doesn’t sit right.’

Technically speaking, Min-su wasn’t even Lizette’s true apostle — just an honorary one.

The problem was, Lizette didn’t seem to see it that way.

Bringing up the [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] with her wouldn’t be easy.

Min-su glanced around quickly.

Fortunately, he was seated at the most secluded table in the back of the café, shielded from view unless someone came around the corner. Out of sight from both the staff and the other customers.

‘Alright. Let’s do this.’

At worst, the summon would only last six hours. If things got dicey, he could always cancel it midway.

“Constellar, will you answer my summon?”

A soft glow flared from Min-su’s hand.

Pop!

The sensation was as if blocked ears had suddenly cleared.

For the woman who appeared, whose world had long been filled with silence and stillness, sound came rushing back all at once.

The soft breaths of the people around her, the music playing in the café, the whir of a blender crushing fruit, the sound of Yubin dropping her straw in surprise…

“It’s… I can hear…”

Tears slipped from the goddess’s eyes before she even realized it.

It was a sensation she had almost forgotten, buried under countless years of absence.

For decades — maybe centuries — she had only replayed the memory of sound inside her own head, clutching to the hope that one day, she might hear again.

And now it was real.

The overwhelming relief was beyond words.

‘She looks… kind of like my Constellar.’

Compared to Lizette, the girl’s appearance was a little younger — like someone barely into her twenties.

On the surface, she could have passed for an ordinary human.

But Min-su knew better.

‘She’s crying all of a sudden.’

Even Lizette hadn’t cried when she first appeared.

…Or had she?

He faintly remembered her tearing up once — though that had been over instant noodles, if he recalled correctly.

Maybe for this goddess, stepping into the human world was just as overwhelming an experience.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice still damp with emotion. “You’re Min-su, right? I’ll make sure to repay this debt.”

A divine promise of repayment.

Considering all he’d done was use his ability, it felt like a surprisingly generous reward.

‘Honestly, I’d ask her to make me her honorary apostle if I could.’

Min-su had seen firsthand the terrifying power of the [Dark Lord]’s authority.

If he could earn the same level of power from the [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], it would be worth pursuing.

But he also knew: a Constellar could only bestow that title once.

Even with a divine favor hanging in the air, it felt too greedy to make such a request.

‘I’ll settle for gear or an item instead.’

Or, if he was lucky, maybe the goddess would answer his summons during a crisis and fight by his side.

No matter how he looked at it, it was a win.

“What the heck was that? How did you do that?”

Yubin, apostle of the [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], stood there gaping, completely unable to shut her mouth.

It was her first time witnessing a summoning with her own eyes, but their link made it obvious who the being was.

A Constellar. Summoned into reality.

And so easily, at that.

Even having seen it, it was hard to believe.

“So… you really can’t move far away from me, huh?”

“Yes. I tried it earlier. If the distance gets too great, I’m automatically pulled back to your side.”

A power that could summon gods into reality.

It was a skill so great that even the Constellars themselves were left stunned.

But of course, it wasn’t without limits.

A summoned Constellar could only remain for six hours per day.

And considering the cooldown, that wasn’t long at all.

On top of that, as with any summoning-type ability, the summoned being couldn’t stray too far from the summoner.

It was the same restriction faced by other summoner-class players.

Still, that meant the goddess could accompany him into the tower, as long as she stayed close.

Lizette, in her human state, was exempt from that rule.

But if Min-su summoned the [Dark Lord] again, she would immediately reappear at his side.

“Well then…”

“Don’t worry,” Min-su offered a reassuring smile. 

“If there’s anywhere you’d like to go, I’ll go with you.”

He had summoned her. If anything happened, it was his responsibility to handle it.

And, truthfully, he was curious.

Lizette had been deeply affected by her encounter with Da-in, especially the memories of the horrific past that bound her.

That experience had led her to change, standing before Da-in’s memorial.

So what about the [The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody]?

Where would she want to go?


Where would she want to go so badly, she used the word wish like a long-cherished dream?

And so, following the goddess’s wish, the place Min-su found himself standing in front of was…

“A coin karaoke room?”

A tiny karaoke booth, tucked away nearby.

‘I figured she’d like music, judging by her name, but… a karaoke room?’

He had imagined something grander. 

A concert hall, maybe — a place for a formal performance.

But this?

It felt… humble.

“Ahh…”

Yet the moment her voice flowed from the microphone, the small room could not have felt more grand.

A melody so sweet, so flawless, it was impossible to believe such a voice belonged to this world.

“…Her voice. What the hell.”

Even Yubin, who had been wearing her headset throughout training, pulled it off, entranced by the sound.

‘But what was that in her hand? ‘

‘Was she..recording?’

When the goddess’s song finally came to an end, Min-su found himself staring into space, muttering:

“What did I just hear…?”

He’d never cared much for music. 

Always thought it was a waste of money — sitting through boring songs in a dark room.

But this wasn’t like that.

Even without knowing the lyrics or the context, even hearing it for the first time, the song stirred something deep in his chest.

A bittersweet ache. 

A longing.

It wasn’t just a song.

It was a memory of something he never knew he’d lost.

“Isn’t our constellation amazing?”

Before he realized it, Yubin had wandered over to Min-su’s side and asked.

“…Yeah. I guess it is.”

Was it because she was the goddess of music?

No matter how ordinary she looked, a god was still a god.

“…We should probably head out now.”

Min-su caught the faint sound of voices drifting from outside the room. 

People were glancing toward their room, drawn by the lingering echo of the song. 

It seemed their little performance had attracted a bit too much attention.

“Huh? Already?”

Sure, drawing attention wasn’t exactly a good thing—but they had only sung one song.


Hadn’t the goddess said this was her long-awaited wish?


Just one song… was that really enough?

“…The seed has been planted.”

Yubin’s eyes held confusion, but the goddess’ face was bright with satisfaction.

Even after leaving the karaoke room, there was still plenty of time left on the summoning clock.

With nothing urgent pressing them, Min-su and the group wandered the streets.

Before the karaoke, the goddess had seemed tense—like someone carrying the weight of a great mission.

But now, after their brief visit, she looked visibly lighter, as though a burden had been lifted from her shoulders.

“I wanted to understand the things that ordinary people on Earth enjoy.”

Surprisingly, Yubin didn’t seem to know how to properly guide her constellation.

“Well, I mean… these days, kids are into…”

Yubin fumbled, her usual confidence lost in flustered gestures. 

It was as if she’d never actually hung out with friends before.

‘Maybe… she doesn’t have any?’

In the end, it was Min-su who ended up showing them around.

“So you’re saying… if I grab one of these, I can take it home?”

“Hey! You dropped it! Total scam, I’m telling you.”

“No, no—it’s not like that. Look, if you do it like this, and then this, and… Ah. Dropped it again. Should we try something else?”

They moved on from claw machines.

“So this is how people take photos these days?”

“Yeah, I think kids around Yubin’s age do this a lot.”

“Hey, mister, move up a little. Your big head’s taking over the frame.”

Then came the instant four-frame photo booth.

“Take this—Killer Slide!”

“Urgh!”

“Looks like our Yubin hasn’t played much air hockey before, huh? Remember, the deal was: if you lose this round, you call me ‘oppa.’”

“You punk! Bring it on!”

“Haha! Gotcha.”

And then the arcade.

‘Feels like I’m introducing Korean leisure culture to a pair of foreign exchange students or something.’

Though it felt a bit like he was playing the host, Min-su couldn’t deny he was having fun.


It had been ages since he’d let loose like this.

When the six-hour summoning time was nearly up, they found a cozy little restaurant with a nice vibe for dinner.

“Thanks for today, my dear. I won’t forget the debt I owe you.”

“Aw, it’s nothing. I had fun too.”

‘Maybe I should come back here with my own constellation someday.’

He had a feeling she’d like it.

“I never imagined Earth would be a place so full of beautiful melodies. Experiencing it firsthand is nothing like what I’ve sensed through Yubin. And all of this… was possible because of you. As a token of my gratitude, I offer you this.”

The goddess placed a golden sheet of music into Min-su’s hands.

‘…Is this real gold?’

“It’s a sacred relic.”

A sacred relic.


The most precious thing an apostle could receive from a constellation, aside from their divine authority.

Min-su had just been given one.

And all because he’d spent the day hanging out with her.

‘Maybe I should start a business… offering Earth tours to constellations. Might even get another relic. Or a piece of [Darkness]’s power if I’m lucky.’

The more he thought about it, the more it sounded like a surprisingly viable business model.

“Though it was brief, I’ll never forget the precious time I spent here, thanks to you. I bless you in the name of Silvia.”

Golden light unfurled from the goddess’ hand, wrapping around Min-su in a warm, radiant embrace.

“May only bright things await you on your path.”

And then the summoning time ended.


The goddess vanished, returning to the heavens.

“Thanks for helping my constellation.”

With Silvia gone, Yubin stood and bowed slightly to Min-su.

“…Aren’t you forgetting something? You lost, remember?”

“…Ugh! Fine. Thanks, oppa.”

“Good. That’s more like it.”

When they had first met, she’d been stiff and distant, but after spending the day together, her tone had softened, the gap between them closing little by little.

After parting ways with Yubin, Min-su finally headed home.

On his way back, without realizing, he found himself humming the song the goddess had sung at the karaoke.


The melody was so vivid, so hauntingly beautiful, it replayed endlessly in his mind.

But as he reached for his doorknob, a sudden thought struck him.

Wait a minute.


That song…

What song was it, exactly?

It was a karaoke track, so it must’ve been a song that existed already—but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t recall the name.

“Min-su! You’re late! What took you so long?”

As soon as he opened the door, Lizette’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Come on! Hurry!”

“Yeah, yeah. I’m coming.”


***


A vast hall.


A space built for concerts, now cold and empty.

No audience to fill the seats.


No melodies to fill the silence.

Only one figure stood alone on the stage.

“I finally did it.”

The [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], Silvia, beamed with joy.

No longer could she hear the vibrant harmonies of Earth.


No longer could she enjoy the pleasures of that world.

She had returned to this prison-like concert hall, yet her heart felt lighter than ever.


“Now the final stage begins. Just a little longer, Lucia. Soon, your music will echo across the entire universe.”

Through the eyes of her apostle, she watched.


Through the voice imbued with her power, spreading like wildfire across the internet.

The seed had sprouted.


And though its growth was far from normal, Silvia had yet to realize it.



 
  Chapter 19: Prelude


The Next Day — D-Rank Player

Min-su confirmed the notification just as the Instructor had told him.


His rank had officially risen to D.

“So I’m finally a proper Player, huh!”

A D-rank — the first real step into the world of Players.

From now on, just like any other Player, Min-su could climb the Tower and convert whatever he earned into cold, hard cash.

‘There’s still some time left until the cooldown ends…’

He could head for the Tower right away if he wanted, but it never hurt to be cautious.


Once the cooldown for the skill he used yesterday — the one that summoned the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] — was fully reset, he planned to start climbing again.

But.

“Constellation, how long do you plan on staying like that?”

“I plan on staying like this forever. For~ever.”

Why was this Constellation lounging on his thigh, head resting comfortably, completely absorbed in her tablet?

“This spot just feels the best, you know.”

Sure, she had lost her divine power and was now technically human. 

But her true form was still that of a goddess.


Her beauty — even in this reduced state — was so stunning that Min-su hardly dared to look directly at her.

And yet, here she was, lying across his lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.


She felt light, almost featherlike, not the least bit heavy.

But perhaps it was because of that, enduring the situation wasn’t exactly easy.

“Poop!”


“…Hehe.”

A goddess, playing on the community boards, tricking people with poop memes — watching this absurd sight, Min-su couldn’t help but wonder what the hell his life had turned into.

‘Well… I guess that’s how I met her in the first place.’

Maybe it was precisely that absurdity which made their meeting so dramatic.

The system had matched them, after all — judging them the most ‘alike’ pair in the universe.

‘Speaking of which… I wonder if that other goddess is doing okay.’

Yesterday, he’d treated her like a tourist, introducing her to every bit of Korean entertainment he could think of.


It had been a fun time, sure, but… were those really the kinds of activities suited for a god?

‘Was she trapped in the Tower too, like my Constellation?’

Just a single song at a karaoke room, and she had looked so deeply, genuinely relieved.


Maybe the gods we revered were simply beings who longed for ordinary human lives.

‘Like the goddess lying here, for example.’

Three Days Later

Min-su had cleared a floor a day, steadily reaching the fourth floor.

“What the hell? These things are way too strong.”

This time, unlike on the first floor, he hadn’t relied on the [Dark Lord]’s power.


It was partly a test to measure his own strength, and partly a chance to practice controlling the [Darkness].

But the outcome had surprised him:


The knights born from [Darkness] were far more powerful than he had anticipated.

A single swing of one knight’s sword could split the earth and collapse mountains.


There were five of them — beings so strong it felt like they had surpassed the very limits of what “human” could mean.

And as if venting the stress of their daily chores, the knights charged through the Tower’s monsters with reckless abandon.

“…This is nuts.”

Even so, they weren’t so fast as to break the record times held by the elite S-rank Players who used every trick in the book.


But the speed was enough to get Min-su onto the rankings.

At last, he understood why the Instructor had compared him to an S-rank Player.

If the [Dark Lord] used his full strength, just like on the first floor, the entire Tower would be reduced to rubble in an instant, and Min-su could easily claim first place.

He’d probably earn another batch of special rewards too.


But there was no rush. For now, he wanted to focus on mastering this power, strengthening his foundation.

“That was an excellent performance.”

Lizette, who had been watching his hunt from behind, gave him a thumbs-up.

Honestly, it felt like the knights had done all the work, so the compliment left him feeling a little awkward.

“No, seriously — you did great. I’ve never been able to create summons like that using [Darkness].”

Were these two just pampering him because he was a newbie?

“Come on, you’re exaggerating. Don’t put me on a pedestal.”


“…Wanna eat out today?”

…Not that he minded the praise.

After wrapping up his climb for the day, Min-su headed to a nearby chicken-and-beer joint with the two women.

Lizette had been surviving almost entirely on instant ramen, so Min-su wanted to introduce her to one of Korea’s soul foods: fried chicken.

‘Might as well show her some of the other fun things I told the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] about too.’

He’d been neglecting Lizette a bit lately, so this was a good excuse to show her some Earth culture.

“But aren’t you pretty famous? Is it okay for you to be out like this, Senpai?”

“If I wear this [Darkness Hat], no one can recognize me.”

Da-In placed the baseball cap, created from [Darkness] itself, snugly on her head.

“Who’d ever think someone who died ten years ago would be walking around again?”

‘Well, fair point… but still, those looks will attract attention no matter what.’

Even with her face hidden, the [Darkness Leggings] and [Darkness Tank Top] did little to obscure her figure, and that alone was enough to draw every pair of eyes on the street.

“Do you have to dress like that?”

“My body runs a bit hot.”

“…Is she a celebrity?”


“Holy crap. She’s gorgeous.”

And just as expected, the short walk to the chicken place turned into a gauntlet of stares.


Only now, out here in the open, did Min-su truly realize just how out-of-this-world their beauty was.

Both of them were, after all, literal goddesses wearing human skin.


No surprise there.

The attention didn’t let up, even once they were seated in a tucked-away corner of the restaurant.


There was only one solution: get used to it.

“It’s been so long since I’ve been to a place like this. After I became S-rank, I couldn’t go anywhere public.”


Made sense.

With a face that famous, she probably hadn’t had much freedom while she was alive.

‘Still, for someone who’s supposedly worried about being recognized, she sure seems to enjoy the attention.’

Min-su unfolded the menu, ready to explain the wonder that was Korean fried chicken to Lizette.

And then—


Ding ding ding.

A familiar melody floated into the air.

“…Huh?”

He’d only heard it once before.


But the tune had lodged itself so deeply in his mind that he’d unconsciously hummed it for days.


An addictive melody — beautiful, haunting.

And now, here it was again.

Slowly, Min-su turned his head.


The music was coming from the TV mounted on the wall.

But something felt… off.

This was the song the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] had sung at karaoke that day.


The one he’d searched for ever since, the one he could never forget.

And yet — it felt wrong.

The melody was playing, yes. But there was no voice.

No, wait. Was the melody even real?

Was it music at all?

What was this sound wrapping around him, sinking into his bones?


Like a sailor enchanted by a siren’s song, his mind drifted.


Like golden light seeping into every corner of his soul.

Ah… this beauty is worth surrendering my everything… my very being…

“It’s divine power.”

A voice cut through the fog, pulling Min-su back from the brink.

It was Lizette.

Unlike her usual playful self, her expression was rigid, her hand gripping his arm tight.


The cloudy haze in his mind cleared instantly.

“It’s a charm effect — woven with divine authority. Unless you have divinity of your own, it’s impossible to resist. Any being below a certain threshold gets their mind eaten away by the music.”

His mind, eaten away?


That thing had been that dangerous?

Min-su glanced around.

The chicken restaurant had been perfectly ordinary just moments ago.

Though the attention of the customers had briefly drifted toward Min-su and his group, the room had been filled with cheerful chatter.

But now — silence.

The people, who had been so lively, sat frozen in their seats, their eyes glazed over, staring blankly into space.

It was as if the entire restaurant had fallen under a spell.

The eerie, unnatural sight reminded Min-su of a scene straight out of a horror movie.

“How can a Constellation’s power manifest so strongly here…? There’s no way a Constellation could physically descend to Earth…”

Divine power.

And that song.

A cold sweat traced a path down Min-su’s spine.

He hadn’t yet told Lizette about the incident with the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] that day.

Something had held him back, a lingering sense that speaking of it would only bring misfortune.

But now…

Now he couldn’t shake the feeling that staying silent had been a mistake.

Is this… my fault?

Maybe he’d been too careless, too reckless with that power.

Min-su swallowed hard, preparing to confess everything, anxiety gnawing at the edges of his thoughts.

And then—

BANG!

The restaurant door slammed open with a violent crash.

“…Huff… huff… huff…”

A figure stumbled through the doorway.

“Y-Yubin?”

It was Shin Yubin — the Apostle of the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] — whom he had met only days ago.

“P-please… help me…”

She collapsed, crawling desperately to Min-su’s feet.

“W-wait, Yubin. Calm down. Help you? What’s going on?”

Min-su, startled, hurriedly helped her to her feet.

“Our… our Constellation… is in danger. Please. Help us…”

The situation was spiraling into something far more complicated than he had expected.

Meanwhile, in a grand hall —

A place designed for music, for performance and appreciation.

Yet the vast chamber sat eerily empty, no audience in sight.

But the performer herself… was not alone.

“Mmgh!!!”

Dark crimson notes wove around her like a web, binding her tightly, leaving her dangling like prey caught in a spider’s snare.

—What a cute little stunt you tried to pull.


—Trying to defy the natural order, were you?

She struggled, writhing, desperate to break free, but the more she resisted, the tighter the sinister melody wound around her.

—You needn’t do anything else. Just stay right where you are.


—That is your mission, your duty… and your fate.

“Mmgh! Mmmgh!”

—Don’t worry.


—Your wish and your sister’s will be granted.


—So sit there, tied and still, and watch.


—Watch as your sister’s melody drowns the world in blood.

“MmmMGH!!”

Tears welled in the goddess’s bloodshot eyes as she twisted against her bindings.

Golden divine power crackled and flickered around her body.

BZZZT!

But the crimson power surrounding her crushed it with ease, unraveling her resistance like it was nothing.

The music continued to spread.

That uniquely enchanting melody — woven with divine power — now seduced the entire world, carried and amplified by Earth’s modern media.

And within it, hidden beneath the beauty of the sound, a deadly poison pulsed.

It was nothing like the future she and her beloved sister had dreamed of.

“Mmmgh! MMMMGH!!!”

No.

Please.

Not this. 

Anything but this.

It was a promise. 

One she had made long ago to her sister.

A shared dream: to create music that would bring happiness to all.

But now, that same music was being twisted by a malicious will, used for the exact opposite purpose. 

Her very hope was being weaponized against her.

—Look at that! Your dream is coming true!

No…

Please, someone. Stop this.

Anyone.

The goddess regretted everything.

She had acted too rashly.

She had never imagined the Tower’s bindings would be this cruel. 

Nor that the malice running through it could be so infinite.

It’s all my fault.

If only she hadn’t gotten involved —

Maybe the innocent wouldn’t be dying right now.

Her sister’s face floated into her mind.

I’m sorry.

I don’t think I can keep our promise.

Then another face — the face of the girl who had reminded her so much of her sister, the one she had saved and made her Apostle.

I’m sorry.

I never meant for things to turn out this way.

And finally, the face of a man.

The man who had helped her, who had shown her kindness without asking for anything in return. 

A man unlike any she and her sister had ever met.

I’m sorry.

You too, because of me…

If only she could turn back time.

If only.

She wouldn’t have made such a foolish mistake.

Regret clawed at her heart.

Guilt crushed her chest.

Is this my punishment?

I’m sorry, everyone…

And please — if anyone’s out there…

Stop this disaster.

“[Dark Lightning]!”

KRA-KA-BOOM!

At that moment, the unbreakable ceiling of the ironclad fortress shattered like glass.

…?

THUD!


A figure landed heavily, dropping from the air, one knee hitting the ground.

Slowly, the man straightened.

With a crooked smile, he looked toward the goddess.

“Whew. Found you at last.”

It was Min-su.



 
  Chapter 20: Interlude


At the outskirts of the Empire, nestled against the gray embrace of the sea, lay a quiet fishing village.

It was an unassuming place, save for one infamous rumor — a tale whispered from stranger to stranger, growing darker with each retelling.

They said a monster lived there.

A monster who lured people with her song and devoured them whole.

“If we catch that singing monster, we’ll be rich beyond our dreams!”

“In the name of House Noxia, I swear — I will cleanse this world of the beast that preys upon mankind!”

Driven by hunger for fame or fortune, many came to the village, swords drawn and hearts steeled.

Their target: a girl said to ensnare souls with her voice.

But none ever achieved what they came for.

“The moment I heard it… all my worries just melted away…”

“Ah… Mother…”

No matter who it was — soldier, noble, or mercenary — the instant her voice reached their ears, every trace of greed, anger, or ambition was washed clean. 

In its place bloomed a quiet peace, soft and irresistible.

“The Saint smiled at me!”

“She’s no monster — she’s a Saint, a messenger from the heavens!”

Always the same reaction.

Always the same end.

Mercenaries who once pursued wealth, nobles who craved prestige — they all stood before her, helpless, their hardened hearts tamed like docile pups.

But there was one person who remained unmoved by the marvel her voice wrought: Silvia, the girl’s older sister. 

She stood at the edge of the crowd, arms folded, her brow furrowed.

“Do you really have to keep singing for them?” 

She asked.

“This is my job,” Lucia replied, her voice as light as the sea breeze. 

“It’s my calling — to bring peace with my song.”

Lucia had been born with a voice so beautiful it could calm even the most troubled soul. 

As much as Silvia adored her little sister, she couldn’t help but worry.

“The last group who came… they brought ropes and blades, Lucia. If something had gone wrong, they would’ve killed you.”

“But they didn’t,” Lucia replied with a soft smile. 

“They understood the rumors were false. You don’t need to worry, Sister.”

But how long could this fragile peace last?

Silvia wanted nothing more than for her sister to give up this dangerous life.

Their precarious, ice-thin world shattered the day the Inquisitors arrived.

“Behold! The true Saint, messenger of the Heavenly God!”

“O Saint, grant us your song! Bless the people with peace!”

The Inquisitors had come to expose the truth behind the village’s legend — to unmask the so-called monster.

But the moment they heard Lucia’s voice, they too fell under her spell.

“We will protect the Saint,” they declared. 

“Come with us, to the Holy Capital.”

“W-What? But I’m just—”

“Even your father would wish for the whole world to hear your song,” they insisted.

They invited Lucia to the Sanctum of the Celestial Church — the heart of their faith.

“See? I told you something like this would happen,” Silvia muttered bitterly.

“Now will you stop singing and—”

“I want to go,” Lucia said softly.

“What?” 

Silvia blinked.

“I want to share my song with more people. I want them all to hear it.”

“Are you insane?”

“Do you remember Hans, the old fisherman? He used to beat his wife every time he drank. But after hearing my song, he never raised his hand again. And Leyla — remember her? She couldn’t leave her room after her husband died at sea. But now she smiles again.”

“That’s just…”

“I believe there’s a reason I was born with this voice, Sister.”

Silvia fell silent.

“I want to make people happy,” Lucia continued. 

“The world is a cruel place, but if I can help even one person bear it…”

A long sigh escaped Silvia’s lips.

“Hah… Who am I to stop you?” 

She placed a hand on her sister’s head. 

“But on one condition.”

“Condition?”

“I’m coming with you. I’m not letting you wander off alone. Who knows what trouble you’ll get into.”

“Silvia!” Lucia flung her arms around her. “I love you, Sister!”

“Yeah, yeah… Then listen to me for once.”

***

The life they found in the Holy Capital was nothing like they’d expected.

The Celestial Church welcomed Lucia as their Saint, lavishing her and Silvia with comfort and honor. 

Wherever Lucia sang, hearts mended and burdens lightened.

Before long, her voice became the church’s greatest miracle.

“Her voice is divine…” 

Silvia whispered one day, watching her sister sing before a sea of tearful faces.

Those who listened to her left with bright eyes and lifted hearts.

Even criminals abandoned their ways. Grief-stricken souls found the strength to rise again.

The world grew kinder, one song at a time.

Lucia had become the true Saint.

Silvia, once full of doubt, stepped aside. 

The sister she had worried for now stood at the world’s center, her song spreading peace like ripples across a pond.

But even then, she stayed by Lucia’s side.

“Hey, Silvia. What are you doing?” 

Lucia asked one afternoon, her head tilted.

“Helping you.”

From that day forward, Silvia began to play instruments. 

She had no otherworldly gift like her sister, but she practiced until her fingers bled. 

If she couldn’t protect Lucia with a sword, she would protect her with music.

She had to be someone her sister could rely on.

“Hey, have you heard the person who plays beside the Saint?”

“Her sister, right? Her music’s as beautiful as her voice.”

“They must both be blessed by the gods!”

Silvia’s name spread far and wide, until at last she became known as the greatest musician in the land.

The Saint with the voice of the heavens, and her sister, the master of divine melody.

Together, their music inspired countless souls to tears — and to hope.

But not even miracles could solve everything.

“Silvia, there’s news of war again… in the northern provinces.”


“That place has always been a powder keg.”

“I wonder if my song could stop a war.”

“You’re not seriously thinking about going there, are you?”

“Is that… bad?” Lucia replied with a sheepish smile.

Even the most beautiful song couldn’t reach those who refused to listen.

But Lucia dreamed of touching every corner of the continent.

“Let’s write a new song together, Silvia!”

“A song?”

“Yes! One that can bring peace to everyone, everywhere!”

And so the two sisters composed.

Their masterpiece was simple, yet extraordinary — a song woven with the golden light of their hometown. 

A melody so pure, so perfect, that anyone who sang or heard it would feel as though Lucia herself were there, singing beside them.

When the final note rang out, Lucia leapt into her sister’s arms.

“We did it, Silvia! It’s a success!”

“You worked hard, Lucia. I’m proud of you.”

“You worked harder! Now all that’s left is to spread this song!”

But the world wasn’t so easily changed.

“All people have to do is listen to this song — that’s enough,” Lucia pleaded.

But the Church wasn’t so quick to agree.

“We’re sorry, Saint, but if you sing a song unrelated to the Heavenly God… it may diminish the authority of the Church. The Holy See forbids it.”

A hymn is the only song a Saint is permitted to sing.


And so, the two sisters’ plan crumbled before it could even begin.

“Let’s uproot these foolish heretics!”


“All hail the Mother Earth, eternal and unyielding!”

To make matters worse, a war had erupted across the entire continent, so vast it seemed as though the world itself was ablaze.

“I told you, all I want to do is sing!”


“I’m sorry, Saint — we cannot allow that! It’s too dangerous here! We must get you to safety!”


“If I just sing, they’ll stop fighting! I promise!”

A Saint, especially in the midst of war, would be placed under the strictest of protections.

There was no chance they would allow her to roam freely.

Silvia hesitated, torn between duty and desire.

But in the end, her resolve hardened.


She turned and sprinted toward the defensive line, hastily erected to hold back the advancing heretics now almost at the gates of the Holy Kingdom.

“Wait— is that the Saint?”

No one understood the power hidden in the music better than she did.


A song that could even silence the horrors of war.

“Hold the line! Defend the barricades!”


“Mother, you are great! I offer you my life!”

A battlefield soaked in the stench of blood, where killing had become as natural as breathing.

Finally, she reached the front lines.

Her chest ached, her lungs burned, and her legs trembled, but she forced herself to stand tall.

And then, she sang.

A beautiful melody rippled across the war-torn plain.

“What… is this sound?”


Tears began to fall. Unbidden, unexpected.

Just hearing the tune was enough to stop everyone in their tracks.


Even those who moments ago had stabbed wildly in blind fury now lowered their weapons, tears welling in eyes long hardened by violence.

The scent of a peaceful hometown, the sound of laughter from a place long forgotten — all of it blossomed in the hearts of every soldier.

The sun painted the sea in gold as it sank behind the horizon, bathing the world in gentle light.

“Sister!”

Pushing past the Holy Knights who had tried to restrain her, Lucia finally reached her.

Silvia turned, her lips pulling into the brightest smile.

See?


Lucia, you did it.


We can erase the pain from this continent.


We can make everyone happy.

“Lucia—”

Crack!

The words barely left her lips.

A single arrow, fired from beyond the reach of her song, pierced straight through her chest.

Ah.


I was careless.


Maybe I rushed things too much.

But at least…

I won’t have to watch the people I care about die anymore.

“Sister! No! You can’t—!”

I’m sorry, Lucia.


I promised we’d do this together, but I couldn’t keep my word.


But you’ll succeed.


You will — I know it.

Because you’re my precious little sister.

I love you, Lucia.

Even if she’s left alone, Lucia will make our dream come true.

With that peaceful thought, Silvia closed her eyes.

“No. That won’t do.”

And the world ended.

When she opened her eyes again, she was no longer human.

She had become part of the Tower, bound as a Celestial Throne.

[Performer of the Golden Melody]

The Celestial Throne of the song that had once stopped wars and led all to peace.

“…Lucia? Where’s Lucia?”

But her sister was nowhere to be found within the Tower.

Had Lucia succeeded?

What was that, in those final moments?


Did the world really end?

She had so many questions, but there was nothing she could do.


A Celestial Throne, forever trapped in the Tower, her only purpose now was to watch the world from afar.

Time drifted on, until one day, a new resolve kindled within her.

If Lucia’s wish still lingered… if their shared dream remained unfulfilled,


Then she would make it come true.

She would leave behind Lucia’s legacy on Earth.

But the moment she tried, she was struck by a hard truth.

Her song, her music — none of it could reach Earth.

“If you had just a music file, the whole world could hear it! You could upload it somewhere, like YouTube or something…”

A young Earth girl, so reminiscent of Lucia, spoke brightly.


Silvia had taken the girl in as her Apostle.

“Huh? You want me to try singing it? …How’s that? Sound about right?”

But no matter how much the girl learned the song, she could never truly sing it.

And Silvia herself couldn’t transmit her voice directly either.

In the end, there was only one solution left:

She had to go to Earth.

An impossible feat for any Celestial Throne.

Could she really do it?

And then — a miracle happened.

She met him.

A miracle born from the overlap of two human souls.

At long last, she had done it.

Lucia’s song, Silvia’s voice, had reached Earth.

Peace for Earth. Rest for all souls.


Lucia’s will, now alive upon this world.

A song meant to bring happiness to all—

Should have spread across the world.

***

But… it didn’t.

“I told you, it would work.”

“But you just keep getting in the way.”

“Well, this worked out perfectly. Let’s throw a special calamity-class monster onto Earth while we’re at it.”

I’m sorry.


Everyone.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner? I’ve been searching everywhere, you know?”

…That voice.

“Minsoo?”

“You again, human!”

“What’s this creepy thing?


…Wait.

Is this… that thing from before?”

“I’ll erase you right here, right now!”


“Go ahead. If you can.”

Ah.

Why?


Why do you go this far… for me?

The long, long interlude finally ended — and the true miracle began.



 
  Chapter 21: Ensemble finale


“So what you’re telling me is… you uploaded that song we recorded back then to YouTube?”

At Min-su’s question, Yubin nodded.

“It was… our Constellation’s wish.”

Min-su couldn’t fully grasp what she meant, but it seemed clear enough: the Constellation had wanted the song she sang to reach as many ears as possible.

Or rather, it would be more accurate to say the Constellation wanted the song to spread across Earth.

Maybe that’s why Yubin had looked so satisfied after singing that one song at the karaoke bar.

That small moment might’ve been enough to fulfill the wish — or so she thought at the time.

“But even our Constellation didn’t expect the song would turn out like this…”

It was meant to be nothing more than a comforting melody, the kind of music that simply soothes the heart.

But instead, the song had become a strange anomaly — one that carried a bizarre will of its own, and began spiraling out of control.

The moment it was uploaded online, the song began spreading like a living organism.

“We realized something was wrong and tried to delete the video… but we couldn’t.”

Even with full administrative privileges, they couldn’t set the video to private, nor could they remove it.

Yubin, along with the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], had done everything they could to stop the spread, but it was as if their struggle was being mocked. 

The song rapidly spread across the internet, television, radio — even through media completely unrelated to music.

Somehow, the song had found its way into every channel, every device.

‘So that’s why the song was playing here, at this chicken place.’

It had only been three days since the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] descended to the surface.

And yet, in just three days, the song had spread so thoroughly that it was even playing in an ordinary restaurant. 

The speed of the spread sent a chill down Min-su’s spine.

“If the song had remained as the Constellation intended, it would’ve been fine. It was a special kind of music, one that made you happy just by listening. But… the song changed.”

Now, the moment you heard it, you lost consciousness.

So far, the song hadn’t spread far enough to cause accidents, but given time, the human toll would be inevitable.

It was a serious problem — one that couldn’t be ignored.

“But why did you ask me to save your Constellation?” 

Min-su asked.

This whole incident was dangerous, sure — but what did the Constellation have to do with it? 

Shouldn’t they be unaffected?

Just as the question lingered in the air —

Ding!

—A system message popped up before their eyes.

***

[The Song of Plague] has appeared on Earth.

Exposure to [The Song of Plague] will cause unconsciousness in anyone without the Tower’s protection.

Those who lose consciousness under the song’s influence will awaken with extreme hostility toward humans and go berserk.

Eliminate the source of [The Song of Plague] — [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody].

A large reward will be granted by the Tower upon eliminating the source of the plague.

***

Min-su stared at the message, his expression stiff.

“The source of the plague…”

This was the first time the Tower had ever issued a direct quest.

Quests happening outside the Tower? 

Unheard of.

And now, the Tower was clearly guiding players toward hunting the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody].

Could it be that the Tower wasn’t simply a system bound by rules… but something more? A will of its own?

Min-su’s mind drifted back to the malevolent presence he had once encountered within the [Dark Lord].

‘Could it be…?’

Meanwhile, Yubin, pale as a sheet, gripped her arms tightly.

“Since yesterday… I haven’t been able to hear my Constellation’s voice. And the golden star that should’ve been shining in the heavens… it’s grown faint. Something’s happened — I know it! Please… oppa, please save our Constellation…”

The sight of Yubin, her voice quivering and eyes on the verge of tears, felt deeply out of place. 

This wasn’t the Yubin Min-su knew.

No contact from the Constellation.

And a grim system-issued quest.

0124…

“Looks like my situation wasn’t so different,” a voice cut in.

“…Huh? Constellation-nim?”

Lizette, who had been quietly listening by his side, spoke up.

“Tsk. You summoned another Constellation without even telling me? No wonder you were running late that day.”

“I… I’m sorry, Constellation-nim.”

No excuse could cover this. Even if he had summoned another Constellation, he should’ve told Lizette. The fault was his.

“Well, I am Min-su’s generous Constellation, so I’ll let it slide this time. But don’t you dare hide anything from me again.”

“…Understood.”

“For now, cleaning up this mess takes priority. Min-su.”

“Yes? Should I use my summoning ability?”

Lizette shook her head.

“Not me.”

“What?”

“I may be your powerful [Dark Lord], Min-su — but even I can’t surpass the Tower’s constraints. I was trapped in the Celestial Realm, remember?”

“R-right, but… then how are we supposed to fix this?”

Lizette stepped closer, placing her hand gently on Min-su’s chest.

A warmth, soft and steady, spread through him.

“You saved me from the Tower’s abyss. You can do this too. You can break through the Tower’s constraints and save that Constellation.”

“Me…? Save a Constellation?”

Min-su was at a loss for words.

He had saved Lizette, yes — but that had been instinct. 

An unconscious act. 

Even now, he didn’t fully understand how he’d done it.

And yet, here she was, telling him he could do it again.

“My proud Apostle. Break through the Tower’s system. Destroy that vile will.”

With that, Lizette guided his hand, placing it gently above Yubin’s head.

“…?”

“Now. Use it.”

At her sharp command, Min-su instinctively activated his ability.

Fwoosh!


In an instant, he vanished, as if being pulled into another world.

“I’ll let you off the hook this once… my brave hero.”

Lizette’s voice echoed faintly as her lips curved into a soft smile.

A brilliant white light swallowed his vision.

When Min-su regained his senses, he found himself once again standing in a familiar, dreamlike space — the same one he’d seen when he rescued Lizette from the [Dark Lord].

It was a place too surreal to be real, like a lucid dream.

A flood of visions washed over him.

From the birth of two sisters, to the moment when dreams were forged, to the day those dreams came true —and finally, the moment those dreams slipped away, never to be reached.

An entire lifetime unfolded before his eyes, as if watching a panoramic film.

“…Silvia.”

Though only a brief moment had passed in the real world, Min-su now understood.

He had seen Silvia’s life — the life of the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody].

He had seen it all, even the final success she’d never lived to witness.

Drawing deeper into this mental realm, Min-su pressed forward until he reached a grand, sealed hall.

Without hesitation, he raised his hand.

The [Darkness] around him began to materialize.

“[Dark Thunder]!”

BOOM!

The ceiling split open with an ear-shattering roar.

Min-su leapt down through the wreckage.

And there, he saw her.

“Tch. Would’ve been nice if you’d just told me all this from the start, you know.”

“…Min-su?”

Bound like a princess awaiting rescue, Silvia looked up at him.

— You again…! Human…!!

A voice, filled with monstrous rage, echoed through the chamber.

Min-su glanced toward the source of the voice.

“Tch. What an ugly piece of work.”

“…Could it be… that thing?”

It was a grotesque and repulsive creature — as if a spider and a scorpion had been merged into one. 

It’s dark crimson body radiated a menacing power and wickedness that felt all too familiar. 

It was the same sensation he had once felt from the colossi in the world of the [Dark Lord].

— I will erase you from existence, right here and now!

The spider-like monster flared its dozens of blood-red eyes and unleashed a volley of silk.

Clang!

But the deadly threads, flying with terrifying force, came to a sudden halt. 

Knights, rising from within Min-su’s [Darkness], had blocked the attack.

Five knights stood before him, swords drawn, shielding him like an unbreakable wall.

“Come on, then. If you think you can.”

A battle erupted, filling the grand hall — knights against a towering, monstrous beast. 

The scene was so magnificent, so otherworldly, it could have been plucked straight from a myth.

Min-su moved swiftly, cutting through the web that bound Silvia, freeing her.

“…Min-su.”

“Yes, it’s me.”

A playful smile spread across the man’s face. 

The same man who had ventured into the most dangerous place in the world — just to save her.

She had given him nothing. In fact, all she’d ever done was cause him trouble. 

And yet… he came for her.

‘Why?’

As the last thread loosened, Silvia’s legs gave out beneath her, and she collapsed. 

But Min-su caught her before she could hit the cold, hard floor.

“Are you alright?”

“…Why did you come, Min-su…?”


‘Why would you come all this way, just to save someone like me?’


‘I’m nothing.’

‘I’m no one.’

“…Well, you see…”


Min-su scratched the side of his head, chuckling softly.

“I just wanted to hear your voice again.”

“…What?”

“Your voice, Silvia. It’s beautiful. I came all this way because I wanted to hear it again.”

“…Should I have charged you for a song request?”

Silvia let out a dry, breathless laugh.


He came all this way — risked his life — just because he wanted to hear her sing?

“You might be the only person in the world who’d ask the continent’s greatest musician for a song instead of a performance.”

With Min-su’s help, Silvia slowly got back on her feet.


If that’s what he wanted, then she would sing for him — as much as he liked.


Because, at this moment, she belonged only to him. 

His prima donna.

Lucia… lend me your strength.

The moment she opened her mouth, an aria poured forth — golden notes laced with divine power, enveloping Min-su like a warm tide.

“Zero… Two… Four…”

— In the name of Silvia, I declare this: I entrust you with my divinity!

Boom!

At her words, a golden wave surged forward. 

Dozens of instruments rose into the air, suspended in the empty space around them.

And then, under Silvia’s will, a grand orchestral symphony filled the hall — the divine authority of the God of Music.

— In the heart of the darkness that swallows me whole…

Standing there, her hand pressed against her chest, her expression was one of desperate yearning as she sang.

— His hand reached out and pulled me back…

“This power…”

Min-su could feel it — the golden radiance flooding through him, filling his body to the brim.

— Though the storms may rage, in your embrace I will be safe.

Their eyes met. Silvia gave a faint, resolute nod.


The divine power inside him swelled — a sensation of invincibility, as if he could overcome anything.

— You are my refuge. I feel your warmth through your touch.

And slowly, Min-su began to rise into the air.

Clang! Clang!

The [Dark Knights] fought with all they had. 

But in the end, they were still mortal — and no mortal could overcome such a vile existence.

One by one, the battered knights returned to the [Darkness].

— I won’t allow you to roam free any longer, child of man!

The spider swelled, its body growing at an alarming rate. 

Before long, it rivaled the colossal beasts Min-su had faced in the past.

The hall shuddered under the strain, unable to withstand the creature’s size, and began to crumble.

“…That’s my line.”

From Lizette, to Silvia. 

All these lives — broken, lost, dragged into unspeakable horrors.

Enough.

It ends here.

The golden energy gathered at Min-su’s hands, solidifying into the shape of a sword.

— I will call your name, with the song of my soul.

Suffering. 

Struggle. 

Pain. 

Sorrow. 

Hunger. 

Despair. 

Farewell. 

Death.

The symphony of all human misery, embodied in the form of this monstrous, godless fiend.

— I will bury you deep in the bottomless abyss.

“Disappear.”

Min-su swung the golden blade at the monstrous spider as it lunged at him.

Two souls — man and woman — reaching the final, shared crescendo of their performance.

The ensemble’s grand finale.

Like cutting away the very shackles of fate, the blade’s song split the creature clean in two, from head to tail.

— I will call your name, with the song of my soul…

The final refrain faded.

The curtain fell.

Creak. Creak. Creak.

“…Huh?”

The blinding light fractured his consciousness, and when Min-su opened his eyes again, he found himself standing on a golden shoreline, the sun sinking low over the ocean.

“…Silvia?”


He turned, feeling someone’s arms wrapped gently around him. 

Behind him stood Silvia.

“This is my hometown. The village where Lucia and I were born.”

She smiled, but there was a distant sorrow in her eyes.

Her figure, little by little, was fading — as was the golden star that should have been shining high above, at the summit of the tower.



 
  Chapter 22: Curtain Call


“This place…”

A small seaside village—where Lucia and Silvia were born.

Min-su could tell. 

This was the beginning village he had seen beyond Silvia’s memories, within the illusion.

The golden sunlight of the setting sun reflected off the sea.

The harmony of seagulls crying and waves crashing.

The faintly salty scent of the sea on the wind.

A breeze that gently tickled the skin.

The landscape of this village had a way of making anyone forget their fears and anxieties.

A place that filled the emptiness within with nostalgia for happier days.

‘A place like that…’

‘So this was it.’

The music created by Lucia and Silvia.

A song made by the two sisters to erase the continent’s strife and bring peace to all—this scenery was their music, made real.

To them, this was the most peaceful, most cherished place they had ever known.

All these elements combined to form a view that was truly…

“Beautiful.”

“…”

Too beautiful for words.

“…I’m glad.”

Silvia stood with her back to the setting sun.

“I’m glad I could show you this, at least at the end.”

Her silver hair fluttered in the sea breeze.

Though the background was dazzling, Silvia shone no less brightly.

But Min-su’s expression hardened at her words.

“What do you mean, ‘the end’?”

“A fate that should’ve ended in death. But the Tower revived me, only to use me as a pawn—handing me some laughable title of ‘Constellation.’”

She sat on a stone fence overlooking the sea.

“I couldn’t be happy just to be alive. I didn’t know what had become of Lucia after my death, or whether our dream had come true. That’s why I resolved to fulfill our dream here, on Earth.”

A world with just as much, if not more, pain than the continent where she and Lucia had once lived.

Silvia wanted to share Lucia’s music with the people here.

“I never imagined the Tower could be such a cruel existence.”

“Lady Silvia…”

“If not for you, Min-su, the dream my sister and I shared would’ve been trampled and defiled by the Tower. Thank you—for saving me, and for saving Lucia’s dream.”

“It was simply what had to be done. But more importantly…”

Silvia’s body, already fading, had become visibly translucent.

“There’s not much time left, is there?”

“I’m free of the Tower’s curse thanks to you. Now I can finally vanish, as I was meant to. Don’t be sad. I’m finally receiving the rest I was denied.”

“…”

“It’s just… I wish I could know what became of Lucia.”

Lucia…?

Min-su tilted his head.

Lucia, at that time, she was definitely—

“Lady Silvia… the dream you and Lady Lucia shared—it succeeded.”

“…What?”

“I’m certain. I saw it with my own eyes.”

In the illusionary space where he wandered, searching for Silvia,

Min-su had witnessed what happened after her death.

With the song she had made with Silvia, Lucia brought peace to the continent.

No longer did wars break out from religious or political conflict.

Silvia lived on in history as the Saint of Peace.

And until the world met its end and was absorbed by the Tower, peace remained.

They had delayed that destined destruction by nearly a century.

“So that’s it… Lucia… you really did it.”

Tears welled up in Silvia’s eyes.

She looked at Min-su and smiled—radiantly.

“Thank you, Min-su. Even in my final moment, you’ve saved me again.”

With the brightest smile imaginable.

“…Goodness. Because of you, I’ve found new attachment to this world. Ah, how I wish I could repay you.”

A golden melody, infused with divinity, settled into Min-su’s soul.

“This is the last gift I can offer you.”

“W-Wait!”

“May you be happy, my one and only duet partner.”

Silvia beamed at him with the sea of gold behind her.

Fwoosh!

Just as Min-su’s hand reached out to the fading figure—she scattered into a burst of light.

At that moment, a brilliant star recorded in the heavens—the Star of the Golden Melody—ceased to shine.

“…”

Min-su’s outstretched hand slowly curled into a fist and fell.

‘Did I not save her?’

‘Why?’

‘We destroyed that evil monster, didn’t we?’

‘So why did she disappear?’

The melody she left behind echoed inside him.

A masterpiece he would never forget, a song she gave him… only to vanish.

‘That’s not fair.’

‘Next time…’

Within the crumbling illusionary world, Min-su made a firm vow.

‘Next time, I won’t let go.’

‘Next time, I won’t lose anything again.’

“Well done, Min-su!”

As reality returned, Lizette greeted him with a bright smile.

“Constellation? What happened with the mission…”

Min-su looked around. 

The once-unconscious patrons of the chicken restaurant were now chatting loudly, as if nothing had happened. 

Life had returned to normal.

“It’s all over! Min-su did it—he solved everything!”

“Our junior is amazing! Not even an S-rank player could’ve pulled this off!”

Only then did Min-su truly feel it—everything was over.

The distorted music summoned by the Tower had vanished, and the world had been restored.

Peace had returned.

Although… Silvia was no longer in it.

“Constellation… what about Silvia…?”

Just then, a soft sobbing caught Min-su’s attention.

In the corner, a girl sat curled up and weeping.

Lizette hesitated to speak.

“She… she’s gone.”

Lizette lowered her head.

Even she had confirmed that a star had disappeared from the heavens.

Though Silvia had bewitched her precious Apostle, annihilation was an entirely different matter.

They couldn’t bring themselves to speak.

And then—a song began to play.

“This song…!”

Yubin’s tear-streaked face turned up.

An unforgettable melody.

A song she never wanted to forget.

The Song of Peace, echoing the golden shores of the sea.

The original version Silvia had sung at the karaoke—the last gift left behind by her Constellation.

The melody washed over them, soothing all who listened.

And for Yubin, it was more than enough to heal her heart.

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] asks for your name.


“…Yubin.”

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] wonders why you like this song.

“None of your business…”

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] raises an eyebrow, asking if you want to learn how to play it.

“I-I don’t need to know, okay?!”

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] bursts out laughing at the off-key notes in your singing.

“Don’t laugh, you jerk!”

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] says that someday, you’ll have to part ways.

“What kind of nonsense is that, all of a sudden?”

“…”

It hadn’t been a long time, but through those lonely years of running away, that Constellation had been by her side.

Memories of moments shared with her divine companion flashed through Yubin’s mind.

Beyond them, the melody lingered—her Constellation’s final words echoed within it.

“Thank you for the time we shared. Be happy.”

“…”

Yubin wiped her tears on her sleeve and rose to her feet.

“I’ll do it—on my own strength! So don’t you dare regret it later!”

The Apostle who had lost her Constellation raised her fist high into the sky.

“You’re really going alone?”

“It’s fine. I’ve always been alone anyway.”

Though Min-su worried for her, he couldn’t stop her.

Even if her Constellation was gone, there was no taking her back home now.

And after being healed by the song left behind by Silvia and Lucia, Yubin was no longer the grief-stricken girl she had been.

She had become a girl of resolve—one who now marched toward unfinished business with unshakable determination.

With a touch of unease in his heart, Min-su returned home with Lizette and Da-in.

“In the end, I never got to eat the chicken properly.”

There was no way to enjoy leftover chicken in such a heavy atmosphere.

And so, his first outing with the two goddesses ended in confusion and haste.

“You did great, Min-su. None of this was your fault.”

“Don’t worry. You did everything perfectly, junior. Some things were just… beyond your control.”

“…Thank you. Both of you.”

Though the goddesses comforted him, Min-su still felt a weight in his heart.

No matter how hard he had tried, he had failed to save her.

He placed a hand on his chest.

He could feel the golden melody echoing inside—Silvia’s final divine blessing.

Her mission, thwarted by the Tower’s interference.

Min-su was determined to fulfill it in her stead.

Hoping that her song would bring peace to all, Min-su opened the front door.

He turned on the light and opened the door to his room to take off his coat… and froze.

“…Huh?”


Because there, on his bed, someone was sleeping.

Naked.

“Mmmnnyaaa…”

A silver-haired goddess smacked her lips in her sleep.

[Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], Silvia, was there.





 
  Chapter 23: Encore


“I thought I’d never see you again.”

“W-well, the thing is, Min-su…!”

Silvia stammered, her face bright red as she fidgeted with her fingers.

She was hastily clothed in a dress woven from [Darkness], head bowed low in embarrassment.

“I—I think I’ve somehow become human again.”

The way she bashfully averted her gaze was no different from an ordinary woman. 

All signs of divinity gone, she now looked nothing like the goddess she once was.

‘She acted like it was the end of the world, like we’d never meet again… and yet here she is, perfectly fine.’

Well, maybe not perfectly fine—she had lost all her divine powers and was now just a normal human. 

Still, she was alive.

‘Is this the same thing that happened to the [Dark Lord]?’

No one knew why, but Silvia had lost her divine essence and returned to the form she had before her ascension. 

She was human again. 

Her condition was exactly like Lizette’s.

‘If that’s the case… maybe if she uses her summoning ability like the [Dark Lord], she could regain her divine powers.’

Silvia looked lost, confused.

In that strange spiritual world, she had clearly felt it—oblivion. 

Her divinity had shattered, her place among the constellations erased. 

She was meant to vanish. 

It was inevitable.

And yet… she hadn’t.

Her divine power was gone, but her consciousness remained. 

That’s how she ended up here, on Earth, as an ordinary human.

How could such a thing be possible?

“…Perhaps it’s because of my lingering attachment to you,” she whispered.

In the moment of her disappearance, she had made a desperate wish. She wanted to repay him. 

She wanted to stay by his side. 

She didn’t want to disappear.

‘Then… was it you who gave me this second life?’

She had been ready to die, clinging to her dignity, consoling herself with the belief that she had no reason left to live. 

But now… she had to keep going.

‘This third life… I’ll live it for you.’

She was no longer the performer of the Golden Melody. 

She was now his, and his alone—his prima donna.

The farewell she had whispered in that collapsing world replayed in her mind.

Her cheeks flushed even redder.

Even if she had resolved to start anew, the embarrassment didn’t fade.

Meanwhile, Lizette puffed out her cheeks in frustration.

Min-su was supposed to be her Apostle. 

And now, yet another goddess with the same condition as hers had joined the picture.

Silvia’s presence only confirmed that Min-su didn’t consider Lizette unique. 

Worse, it suggested that even more divine beings could descend to the mortal world and remain here—thanks to him.

And knowing Min-su’s kind-hearted nature, Silvia would no doubt end up living in this very house.

Just like Lizette herself.

‘Maybe I shouldn’t have let him save her…’

A twinge of regret crept into Lizette’s heart.

But Silvia’s words weren’t quite what she’d expected.

“I can’t trouble you any further.”

“It’s alright. We’ve got plenty of space. I can always expand the house if needed.”

Silvia had expressed her intent to leave.

“To stay by your side would bring me joy. But I have no power left to aid you. I’ve returned to being human—I’d only be a burden.”

“No, really, it’s fine…”

With the power of [Darkness], Min-su could create as many rooms as needed. 

Housing Silvia wouldn’t be an issue at all.

In fact, letting her roam the unfamiliar world outside seemed more dangerous than keeping her here.

“Don’t worry,” Silvia said, smiling faintly. 

“I am the Mother of the Golden Melody. Even if it’s a different system of music, I’ll find my rhythm again. I’ll return to the top—and when I do, I’ll repay you. For the salvation you gave me, I will dedicate my entire life.”

She reached for the front door’s handle.

“So… please don’t stop me. If you do, I might lose my resolve.”

“Silvia…”

The door creaked open.

“Wait for me. Your prima donna will return!”

With a determined heart, Silvia stepped outside—

“Gwaaah!”

—only to crash into something invisible.

She froze mid-step, like she’d slammed into a transparent wall.

“…?”

“…It seems you’re unable to leave,” Lizette said awkwardly.

“I-it seems so…”

Perhaps her grand exit had been a little too dramatic.

Rubbing her bruised cheek with the egg Min-su handed her, Silvia blushed even deeper. 

This time, it wasn’t just from the impact.

For some reason, every time she tried to step beyond Min-su’s front door, a transparent wall blocked her path.

Min-su, however, had no such problem.

‘Why?’

It was less strange than a god sleeping in his bed, but still baffling.

‘Is it because my powers brought her here? Is she bound to the house because of me?’

Perhaps both Lizette and Silvia had manifested here and were now tied to this space. 

But if that were true…

‘Then how did they go out for chicken the other night?’


Lizette and Da-in had left the house with Min-su just fine.

What was the difference?

Just as Min-su was puzzling over it—

“Oh. Junior? I can’t leave either.”

“Hey! Over here!”

Da-in waved her hand toward the front entrance, her voice rising in confusion.

“…Huh?”

She stood frozen, her hand pressed against an invisible wall—unable to leave the house.
Just like Silvia before her.

“I can’t get out either,” she muttered.

Lizette walked over, brows furrowed. 

She reached her hand toward the doorway—only to stop abruptly, palm pressing against the same invisible force.

“…Why?”

Both women had clearly stepped outside with Min-su just moments ago.

And now, suddenly, they were trapped?

“Ah, junior. This must be it,” Da-in said, snapping her fingers. 

“It’s because we’re your summons.”

“Summons?” 

Min-su blinked.

Da-in explained, piecing it together out loud.

In most cases, summoned beings couldn’t move too far from their summoner. 

There were rare exceptions, sure—but generally, a summoner’s reach only extended so far.

In their case, Lizette and Silvia weren’t summoned in the traditional sense, but rather brought to Earth through summoning-related powers.

That connection alone was enough to treat them as summons—and bound them to Min-su’s presence.

“To be precise,” Da-in added, “this house is acting as the anchor. As long as we stay near you or within this house, we’re fine. You can leave on your own—but if we want to go out, we have to go with you.”

“What kind of… bizarre logic is this…”

It was a strange predicament—one he’d never encountered before.

“I’m not technically a summon,” Da-in mused, “but I guess being linked to our constellations makes me fall under the same category. Kinda like a card game, huh? This is exactly like how you apply flavor text rules.”

She giggled, amused by the oddity of it all.

‘She’s laughing even though she’s literally trapped inside?’

That meant these goddesses… they could only stay near him?

“Not quite,” Lizette interjected. “If you activate your summoning ability, things might change.”

Originally, the ability was meant to summon constellations. 

But when used on a constellation in human form, it could temporarily restore their original powers.

It had worked on Lizette—so it should work on Silvia, too.

“If she regains her divine power, even just a little, then the distance restriction should lift. She’d be free to move around as she pleases.”

“Of course,” Da-in added, “she’d have to return before the time limit runs out.”

“I see…” 

Min-su murmured.

He wanted to test it—but thanks to his little stunt with the summoning at the chicken place, he now had to wait a full day before using it again.

“Th-this situation…” Silvia stammered.

“Haha! Looks like you’re moving in, Silvia,” Da-in beamed. “Welcome home!”

…And just like that, it seemed Silvia was now a resident of Min-su’s house.

‘Wait, how am I going to explain this to Yubin?’

‘Hey, your constellation is living with me now?’

‘Or should I say, ‘Your constellation’s kinda overpowered, so…’?’

“…Tch.”

***

At the Pinnacle of the Tower — A Hidden Floor

“…Again.”

Another constellation… slipped through their grasp.

Following the escape of the [Dark Lord], this marked the second time a constellation had broken free from the tower.

To avoid another failure, a plan had been set in motion—well within the tower’s permissible sphere of influence.

The intention had been simple: turn the out-of-control constellations into Earth’s next boss monsters. 

Defeat them, and the tower’s influence would grow.

But in the midst of that plan, something went wrong.

Another fragment of the Twisted Will had vanished.

Two escaped constellations.

An unprecedented crisis.

To preserve the tower’s perfection, she had to be captured again.

The tendrils of the Twisted Will slithered through the archive chamber.

No matter.

She would be retrieved.

“The Tower must be complete.”

[Performer of the Golden Melody], Silvia.

Fortunately, a perfect tool had already been prepared.

An essence gathered from her ruined world—Lucia.

Her little sister.

Her greatest source of strength.

Now, the perfect leverage.

That flawless material would—


Rustle.

Rustle.

…Wait.

…Where is it?

Rustle, rustle…

Why isn’t it here?



 
  Chapter 24: 1 + 1


The Next Morning

“…!”

Min-su woke up with a start, alarmed by a sensation quite unlike the usual.

“What… are you doing?”

Mmm, nom nom.

Silvia was sleeping with her head resting on his arm.

“Don’t pretend to be asleep,” Min-su muttered.

“Oh my, caught already?”

With a small smile, Silvia slowly opened her eyes.

“I thought I had set up your room properly yesterday, furniture and all… Was it uncomfortable?”

“Yes. It was uncomfortable.”

Ah.

Perhaps things had been rushed and ended up lacking. 

Or maybe adapting to Earth’s way of life was proving too difficult for her.

“May I ask what was uncomfortable about it?”

But Silvia’s answer caught him completely off guard.

“You weren’t there.”

“…What?”

“That room… didn’t have you in it.”

“W-what…?”

“You set fire to my heart and then leave me to sleep alone? That’s just cruel.”

How was he even supposed to respond to this…?

He could feel the warmth of her body on his arm. 

The scent of her so close filled his senses. 

Her whisper, soft and goddess-like, left his mind in a haze.

“Heh. I’m joking,” she said with a gentle laugh, seeing his reaction. 

Then she slowly sat up.

“I have already received salvation far beyond what I deserve. How could I ask more of you? I only came to wake you.”

“Ah… I see…”

“But still… if you ever have time later… I’d like it if you’d sleep in my room, just once…”

Silvia, unusually hesitant, trailed off, her voice barely audible.

“Sorry, what was that?”

Min-su asked, not quite catching her words.

“It’s nothing. Come now, let’s go. The Dark Lord has prepared breakfast.”

Without giving him a chance to press further, Silvia quickly opened the door and slipped out.

***

“Min-su! You’re up!”

Wearing an apron, Lizette greeted him warmly as he stepped into the dining area.

Thanks to the [Dark] Authority’s expansion, Min-su’s once modest studio had grown to rival a grand mansion. 

Naturally, the dining room had followed suit, featuring a massive table that could seat dozens.

‘…Why is it all ramen?’

Despite the impressive scale, the breakfast prepared for him was… ramen.

“This is Lizette’s special recipe!”

And it was Han River-style ramen—completely waterlogged.

He really should’ve taught her water control when he first introduced her to ramen…

“How is it? Pretty good, right?”

Lizette puffed up with pride, her eyes sparkling with expectation. 

Min-su couldn’t bring himself to be honest.

“…Thank you, Holy One.”

“Hehe~”

‘Alright… from tomorrow on, I’ll cook again.’

Usually, Min-su handled meals for the goddesses, but after last night’s events, he’d overslept from exhaustion. 

Lizette, trying to help, had cooked for him.

How could he say anything mean to her?

In fact, maybe she deserved praise for trying to adjust to Earth life by cooking.

“This one’s for Da-in. I’ll go call her.”

“No, Holy One, please sit.”

Min-su gently stopped Lizette, who was about to rush off.

“You’ve already worked hard preparing breakfast. Please let me handle this.”

“O-okay. I’ll leave it to you, my Apostle.”

Min-su made his way to Da-in’s room, located on the upper floor of the dining hall.

‘Ramen’s fine and all, but I really need to introduce her to some better food.’

Lizette barely had any exposure to real Earth cuisine. 

He wanted her to experience the full brilliance of Earth’s culinary culture.

Of course, that meant he needed money—which meant today, he was finally going to climb the Tower seriously.

***

Knock, Knock

“Sunbae?”

Min-su gently knocked on Da-in’s door, but there was no answer.

“Sunbae?”

Was she still asleep? 

Why wasn’t she responding?

Click.

Min-su turned the knob and opened the door.

Inside the darkened room, illuminated only by the glow of a monitor, Da-in sat cheering in front of her PC.

“Ha! Did you see that?! Beat the final loop boss naked, with only fists! I won!”

The monitor’s light revealed Da-in’s… entire upper body. 

Two pink-tipped peaks shimmered faintly in the glow.

“S-Sunbae?”


“Huh…? M-Min-su?!”

Realizing his presence, Da-in followed his gaze down.

She was completely nude.

Heat flushed her face in an instant.

Crash!

Diving behind her chair, Da-in peeked out with just her eyes visible.

“W-why are you in my room…?!”

“Uh, the Holy One said breakfast was ready, so I came to call you…”

“Oh… right… it’s morning… haha…”

“Your clothes… did the [Dark] outfit disappear? Should I make you another?”

“No—this is a gaming suit! I just… it wasn’t working properly and… uh… ha, haha…”

In the end, the two returned to the dining room under a thick blanket of awkward silence.

***

Living with beautiful women was great and all… but not the best for heart health.

Three goddesses sat at the massive table.

Two simply watched Min-su eat, eyes glued to his every move. 

The third had her head so low that her noodles were almost going up her nose instead of into her mouth.

Feeling their overwhelming presence, Min-su finally broke the silence.

“I’m planning to head to the Tower around 6 today.”

At those words, the eyes of the two watching goddesses lit up with anticipation.

“Min-su. I am your very own prima donna. If it’s for you, I don’t mind being your summon, to command as you will.”

“M-Me too, Min-su! If you summon me, I’ll whip up an army for you in no time!”

Their enthusiasm was welcome—but also overwhelming.

“For now, I don’t plan on seriously challenging the Tower today,” Min-su said, trying to reel them in gently. 

“I just want to see if Lady Silvia can still use her summoning abilities now that she’s become human.”

The previous day, he’d been too preoccupied to test it. 

But if Silvia, like Lizette, could regain her powers as a Constellation despite her human form, then she could become a valuable asset once more.

And if she could reclaim her powers as the Constellation of Music—perhaps her divine songs could be spread back to Earth.

That song, the one that brought peace to all who heard it.

“Min-su… you’re thinking of me that deeply!”

Crash! Bang! Clatter!

“W-Wait, Lady Silvia, what are you doing?! You weren’t like this before!”

Leaving behind the brief chaos of breakfast, Min-su finished his preparations as the cooldown on his summoning ability finally ended.

“Take care in there,” Lizette said, helping him into his armor and straightening his collar like a wife sending her husband off to battle.

Since she couldn’t join him unless he summoned her, all she could do was wait for his return. Perhaps that’s why she pouted and whispered something to Silvia just before he departed.

Silvia’s expression stiffened, and she nodded.

With everything ready, Min-su entered the Tower.

***

4th Floor.

This was the last floor he’d reached before, while experimenting with the [Darkness] ability.

“Summon.”

Min-su extended a hand, activating his skill.

A golden rift tore open in the air, and a sound like a majestic pipe organ echoed forth. 

A powerful, sacred melody poured from the rift, dense with divine energy.

From the fissure in the sky, a woman slowly descended like a goddess arriving from the heavens.

“You called, Min-su.”

The [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] had descended.

“It worked!” Min-su exclaimed.

“So it seems,” Silvia replied.

Despite everything they’d been through lately—and how close they’d become—there was still something otherworldly about her. She was, after all, still a goddess.

‘Was this really the woman who’d been resting her head on my arm…?’

As Min-su stared in stunned silence, their eyes met.

Silvia flashed him a mischievous smile, and his heart nearly dropped out of his chest.

“L-Let’s check your condition first, shall we?” he said quickly, trying to stay composed. 

“Can you still fully access your powers, Lady Silvia?”

Silvia lifted her arms and moved them experimentally.

“Though I entrusted my divinity to you, it remains intact. It seems that if you summon me, I can still manifest my full power as the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody].”

Like a conductor before an orchestra, she swept her arms through the air. 

Instruments—dozens of them—began to appear around her, conjured from her divine authority.

It was the same overwhelming power she had displayed in her inner realm the day before.

“If you desire it, I can carry you to the very top of this Tower.”

“T-The top?”

Was the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody] actually a combat-type Constellation?

Unlike Lizette, Min-su had never seen Silvia fight in her previous incarnation.

“Do you remember the sword you held yesterday?” 

She asked.

The sword he’d wielded to vanquish a vile being—a blade that had filled him with omnipotence the moment he gripped it.

“I shall forge for you a divine blade. A holy sword, made solely for you—to ascend to the pinnacle of this world.”

Before he realized it, Silvia was standing right in front of him, gently taking both his hands in hers.

“Let us fill this Tower with our grand ensemble.”

A symphony surged around them, played by instruments guided by Silvia’s will.

Golden divinity flowed into Min-su, surging with overwhelming power.

And then—

“Min-su. As long as you and I are together, then we—urk!”

Something fell from above, crashing down directly onto Silvia.

“Oww…”

A silver-haired girl sat atop Silvia, rubbing her backside.

Min-su blinked. 

She looked familiar.

The summoning hadn’t started the Tower’s trials, nor had he summoned anyone else. 

This world should’ve been sealed to all but Silvia.

And yet…

‘Where have I seen her before…?’

“Why does something strange always happen in front of Min-su…” 

Silvia muttered, rising unsteadily and rubbing a bump on her head.

Then their eyes met.

Silvia froze.

And at last, Min-su remembered.

He had seen this girl in Silvia’s inner world—an illusion, or so he thought.

“Sister?”

The girl said.


“Lucia…?” 

Silvia whispered.

“This… this can’t be happening.”

It was Lucia—Silvia’s younger sister.

A girl who should not exist in this world.



 
  Chapter 25: Sister Rice Bowl


“So… that makes one more.”

“Yeah… It kind of just happened.”

“…Ha.”

Lizette pressed a hand to her forehead, her mind going numb.

Why did they keep multiplying?

Yesterday there were three—now four.

Would there be five tomorrow?

Six the day after that?

At this rate, a year from now, they’d be crawling with three hundred of them.

Silvia’s long-lost younger sister, Lucia.

No one knew how, but she had returned—resurrected in a way eerily similar to Da-in.

Just like Da-in, who had become bound to the [Dark Overlord] and temporarily possessed divine power for six hours via summoning, Lucia too had returned—revived under Silvia’s dominion.

Strictly speaking, Silvia had died first, so calling Lucia “lost” might not be entirely accurate.

“Unnie, I don’t get what’s going on anymore…”

“It’s okay. It’s okay. Everything’s okay now. Everything turned out fine…”

“Mmph…! U-Unnie, your—your milk tanks…! I can’t breathe!”

Min-su watched the tearful reunion between the two sisters with a soft smile.

Even if Silvia hadn’t vanished completely, after seeing her tragic storyline, there was still a bitter aftertaste left behind.

She had died before she could witness what Lucia accomplished.

Their song, too, had ended on an awkward, unresolved note.

But now that Lucia was back—they’d finally reached a proper happy ending.

…Although that did mean one more mouth to feed.

“Well, I’ll just have to make more money.”

Was it wrong to be thinking that while watching the sisters embrace? 

Perhaps.

Still, with their extraordinary musical talent, they could easily thrive as artists—and cover food expenses just fine.

And then, there was that divine gold…

Min-su could feel Silvia’s divine aura swirling within him.

Even though she’d had to leave the Tower abruptly due to Lucia’s return, the moment she reclaimed her power as the [Virtuoso of the Golden Melody], everything became clear.

He could wield that power freely—use it as a blade, empower dark knights, or enhance his own combat.

They’d postponed their climb because of Lucia’s return, but starting tomorrow, they’d resume their ascent of the Tower.

With this strength…

Min-su could almost see it: himself, reaching the top of the Tower with his own power—becoming an S-rank player.

Whether wielding divine power truly counted as his own… was another question altogether.

‘But why do I feel like I’m forgetting something?’

Everything should’ve been wrapped up neatly, and yet, the feeling lingered—that something had slipped through the cracks.

‘Probably nothing important.’

If Lucia hadn’t come back—and Silvia had remained in her right mind—maybe it would’ve been worth remembering.

But in this chaos, it wasn’t something Min-su could piece together.

Not yet.

***

Vroooom!

A sleek luxury sedan raced through the streets.

It slowed only slightly as it passed through the grand gates of a lavish mansion, gliding up the ornate driveway.

Click.

A man in a black suit bowed respectfully as he opened the door.

A girl stepped out, a headset hanging around her neck.

She scanned her surroundings with sharp, narrow eyes.

‘To think I’d come back here… of my own will.’

Yubin entered the mansion, her face expressionless.

The home was dazzling—opulent decorations everywhere.

And yet, not a single part of it felt like hers.

“The Chairman is expecting you,” the butler said.

She followed him silently to the parlor.

“Chairman, she’s here,” the butler said, bowing as he opened the door.

Through the gap, a man came into view—middle-aged, lighting a cigar with a flicker of flame from his finger.

Fshhh…

He exhaled a cloud of smoke, locking eyes with her.

“It’s been a while,” he said, voice calm but cutting.

“Yeah… it has, Dad.”

“Still so rude. Just like before.”

With a quiet clink, the man turned down a picture frame lying face-up on the table beside him.

“So. What wind blew you back here?”

He crossed one leg over the other.

“Don’t tell me—you stormed out like that, and now you expect to be welcomed back?”

Yubin felt like her limbs might start trembling.

She closed her eyes for a moment.

In her mind, she heard it: a melody.

A legacy of the constellations, gone from the world, but eternal within that music.

In this sound, I can do anything.

She opened her eyes, courage blooming inside her.

“I changed my mind.”

“How shameless,” her father scoffed, clicking his tongue.

“But know this—the price for turning your back once will be steep.”

“I don’t care.”

I’m not the coward who could do nothing anymore.

***

Min-su woke up alone in the quiet of his room.

It was early morning—just like usual.

“Feels… kinda empty,” he muttered.

Maybe yesterday’s whirlwind reunion had just left too strong an impression.

He scratched his head aimlessly.

It made sense, really. 

After all, they were sisters—of course she’d be happier to see her sibling again after all that time.

What Min-su didn’t know then was that this would be the last time he ever woke up alone.

He got up, washed quickly, and made breakfast.

The signature survival dish of any bachelor—soy sauce egg rice.

“Uuugh… Min-su… my Apostle…”

Surprisingly, the first housemate to wake up was Lizette.

“Oh, you’re up already?”

Rubbing her eyes, she spotted Min-su and ran toward him with quick little steps before burying her face in his chest.

“Recharging with the scent of my tiny, precious Apostle…”

“I’m not that tiny, you know.”

The next to appear was Da-in. 

Her eyes were bleary—probably from another all-nighter gaming session—and her clothes looked hastily thrown on, one shoulder slipping down loosely.

She stared at Lizette nestled in Min-su’s arms, then silently approached and nestled her head beside Lizette’s.

‘…Why are these women like this again?’

“Breakfast’s getting cold. You two better eat,” Min-su said.

“Yessir…”

With the two goddesses barely conscious, Min-su sat them at the table before heading to Silvia’s room.

Knock knock.

“Silvia?”

Knock knock.

“Silvia?”

No response.

‘Maybe she and her sister stayed up late talking again…’

Min-su gripped the doorknob and slowly turned it.

‘Wait a second… Didn’t something like this happen yesterday too?’

The thought barely finished when the door creaked open.


And there—right before his eyes—lay two goddesses on the bed, completely naked.

The sight was nothing short of destructive.

Silvia slowly opened her eyes at the sound of his presence. A sultry smile curled on her lips.

“Why don’t you come join us? We call it… ‘sister rice bowl.’”

“O—oh… Wait, no! Where on earth did you even learn that phrase?!”

He almost gave in.

That’s how dangerous the scene before him was. 

Enough to blur the lines of reason.

Somehow managing to put the incident behind them, Min-su and the four women finally gathered at the dining table to start breakfast.

‘Why do these goddesses insist on never wearing clothes?’

One strips to play games all night.

The others sleep naked—together.

‘Good thing I’m a gentleman. If it were any other guy… yeesh.’

The thought made him genuinely worried.

“So what do you think, Min-su? How about the group name ‘Sister Rice Bowl’?”

“Absolutely not.”

Apparently, Silvia and Lucia had decided to form a music duo.

They spent the night researching Earth’s music culture and came to the profound conclusion that a group’s name was critical to its success.

While searching for Earth phrases related to ‘sisters’… they stumbled upon that.

‘Of all possible names… why that one?!’

Then again, it was just so… Silvia.

Which made him want to stop her even more. As her biggest Earth music fan, no less.

“I thought it was a pretty good name…” 

Silvia pouted. 

“But if Min-su says no… I guess I’ll drop it.”

“Wow… I’ve never seen my sister treat a guy like this. She doesn’t even act like this with me,” Lucia said, eyeing Min-su from head to toe.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Well, you are handsome… but that much?”

Lucia tilted her head. 

Silvia had rejected guys way hotter than Min-su before. 

So what was different about him?

Before the thought could settle, Lizette jumped in.

“He’s my Apostle! Hands off!”

Then Silvia spoke up with a teasing smile.

“Apostle, huh? I was told I’m an Honorary Apostle.”

“Ugh!”

“I gave Min-su a piece of my divinity. That makes him mine, too. Doesn’t that also make him my Apostle?”

“Grrr…!”

“Whoa—hey! My house doesn’t have that many dishes! Don’t break anything!”

Unfortunately, it seemed the two goddesses weren’t hearing him.

“This is your fault, junior,” Da-in chimed in with a grin. 

“You brought this many women into one house. Now you deal with the consequences.”

“That wasn’t the intention, though.”


“Judging by the chaos, looks like you’re in for a tough ride.”

Da-in chuckled.

Summoning two goddesses, charming them both, and even receiving their divine power?

She couldn’t even guess where this man’s path might lead.

As a mere S-rank player, Da-in knew she didn’t have the qualifications to measure someone like Min-su.



 
  Chapter 26: 2nd floor


The summoning ability could only be used once per day.

However, now there were two gods he could summon.

“Of course, you should summon me! You always have until now!”

“Min-su does not yet know how to use the power of the Golden Melody. Summoning me and learning to wield that power should take priority.”

Thus, the problem of who to summon arose.

“Can’t you two just take turns or something…?”

“That just shows how important this is to them. Slurp.”

To Da-in and Lucia, who were merely linked to the gods, the issue was irrelevant. But to Lizette and Silvia, it was a matter of pride—non-negotiable.

“Min-su, my apostle! Who’s it going to be today? Me, of course!”

“No, Min-su. You must choose me.”

This wasn’t some tantrum about not wanting to work. What even was this?

“Both of you, knock it off.”

As Min-su furrowed his brows, the two goddesses fell silent.

“Today, I’m going alone.”

They were all going to be living together soon—he couldn’t let them keep fighting like this. It was time to lay down the law.

He sat both goddesses down and lectured them. 

Being the oldest among his cousins, Min-su was no stranger to breaking up fights and enforcing discipline. 

The goddesses may have technically been older than him, but they actually looked remorseful—as if the scolding had worked.

“If you fight again, I won’t summon either of you. I’ll just pick a different constellation altogether.”

“…Okay, we won’t fight.”

“I’m sorry, Min-su…”

When they were displaying their powers, they seemed so majestic—but at home? 

Like children. 

Min-su sighed, activated his ability, and entered the Tower.

****

Floor 4

He had hastily exited yesterday after Lucia’s sudden appearance had startled him. 

Now, the Tower resumed from where he’d left off—floor four.

“I’m falling behind.”

It had been nearly two weeks since his awakening, yet he’d only climbed to the fourth floor. 

That was incredibly slow. 

Even C-rank players with lackluster abilities usually made it to the tenth floor by now.

Part of the delay was getting accustomed to his [Darkness] ability. 

Another part was the incident with Silvia.

“And I’m almost broke.”

His household had grown to five mouths to feed. 

He couldn’t live off soy sauce eggs and instant noodles forever. 

He needed to make money—fast. 

Today, he planned to climb the Tower properly and sell the rewards.

“Wait… speaking of rewards…”

He suddenly remembered something he’d forgotten.

Back when he first entered the Tower, he had summoned the [Dark Lord]. 

At that time, she’d unleashed her full power, and thanks to that, Min-su had cleared the floor in a stunning 1 minute and 33 seconds. 

And that was with the time wasted chatting and getting distracted. 

Had he gone all out, he might’ve done it in under 10 seconds.

At the time, the system had notified him that his record was being evaluated for a special reward.

“So, if I go back to the first floor… will they give it to me?”

Min-su used the Tower’s system to return to floor one.

Ding!

— Achieved 1st Place Record on Floor 1

— You have received a Special Reward

— [Premium Goblin Reward Chest]: Grants the total rewards equivalent to slaying ten thousand goblins. (Awarded for achieving the highest floor record on Floor 1.)

A box appeared in front of him, ornate and glowing faintly.

“Goblins…?”

He had gotten first place and all they were giving him was a goblin chest? 

Seriously?

Maybe it was because it was only the first floor.

Still disappointed, he opened the detailed description—and his eyes widened.

“Ten thousand…?”

The primary enemy of Floor 1: goblins.

They were the weakest monsters in the Tower, with the worst rewards. 

That’s why even low-tier players rarely farmed on the first floor unless they were going for records.

But ten thousand?

That changed things.

Even if the best reward from a goblin was just a low-grade mana stone, a ten-thousand-fold reward would be far more profitable than higher floors.

He opened the box, and in his system reward window, nearly 3,000 low-grade mana stones appeared.

Each mana stone sold for about 100,000 won on average.

That was 300 million won—just like that.

“Whoa…”

He had borrowed the power of a constellation, sure, but still—[Dark Thunder] had netted him 300 million in a single strike.

His brain felt like it was short-circuiting.

“Maybe focusing on first-place clears is the way to go?”

Even climbing to higher floors might not yield such immediate gains.

…Then again, who knows? 

Maybe the higher floors did give better rewards.

But one thing was certain: it was better to earn the top reward on each floor than to just climb without aim.

Thankfully, the Tower allowed re-entry to previous floors.

That meant he could retry the second, third, and fourth floors and aim for top records, despite the half-hearted attempts he’d made during his initial runs.

There was only one catch: he had promised not to use summoning today.

“I said I wouldn’t… so I can’t.”

For the sake of household peace, he needed to stick to his word.


“Let’s see how far I can go using only my own power.”

Alongside [Darkness], he had now obtained the power of [Golden Melody].

He had become a double Apostle—something that wasn’t supposed to be possible.

Just [Darkness] alone could make him S-rank. 

So what would happen if he used both?

Min-su activated both abilities as he stepped onto the second floor.

Black energy cloaked his entire body, and a golden melody harmonized with the darkness.

— Would you like to begin the Floor 2 challenge?

(Yes)

The second floor appeared, resembling a forest similar to Floor 1.

If the first floor had ten goblins, this one had ten kobolds.

Not particularly difficult enemies, but the main time sink came from how far apart they were spaced—just like the goblins.

“Like I did in the mindscape…”

Min-su extended his hand forward and began to manifest his power.

It was the same sensation as when he’d once unconsciously used divine power in the past.

[Golden Wave]

Wooooong!

A golden melody surged from Min-su, swelling into a massive wave.

Like a tidal force crashing ashore, the wave engulfed the forest with immense power.

Min-su leapt high above it.

Crack-boom!

[Dark Lightning]

He seized the bolt of lightning descending from the sky. 

In his grasp, it solidified like a spear.

With a shout, Min-su hurled the lightning down toward the earth.

Ka-ka-kaboom!

The lightning spear struck the wave and exploded into hundreds of forks, thrashing wildly across the terrain.

The golden melody amplified the destruction, spreading it in all directions.

And then, a chime.

Ding!

You have cleared Floor 2.

Clear Time: 1 minute 29 seconds

Rewards are being calculated…

“Oh.”

A message announcing the clearance of Floor 2 appeared.

“It actually worked.”

Would you like to challenge Floor 3?

(Yes)

***

Beijing, China

In a heavily guarded luxury palace.

In a secluded pavilion deep within, a girl in flowing garments reclined leisurely.

“Hmmm… So, that’s what happened.”

She looked like any ordinary girl, aside from her breathtaking beauty. 

But to the aide delivering the report, she was anything but ordinary. 

He stood stiff, tension etched across his face.

Every time her yellow eyes met his, it felt like prey caught in a predator’s gaze.

He might have been called the modern emperor—ruling over more than a billion citizens—but before this girl, he was no more than a docile lamb.

And for good reason. 

The girl before him was Cherin—the one and only SSS player in all of China.

[How intriguing.]

A divine beast with a shaggy mane appeared mid-air, its head forming from the void. 

Its full body, should it reveal itself, would overflow even the grand palace—thus it remained concealed, ever-present yet unseen.

Gulp.

Was this what it felt like to face a living god?

The aide lowered his head, overwhelmed by the dragon’s crushing aura. 

He couldn’t endure it otherwise.

“Really? Isn’t this just another player fooling around with their powers? That sort of thing happens all the time.”

The dragon’s voice was deep and casual. 

Cherin tilted her head and crossed her legs thoughtfully.

“Infusing energy into a song to manipulate human minds… Even you could do that.”

[True, I could. But not through a medium. That part is impossible, even for me.]

Cherin furrowed her brows.

“Are you saying whoever did this is on your level?”

[That’s the most likely explanation. At the very least, they’re beyond some petty S-rank flunky.]

“Hmmm. Korea, huh.”

Now that she thought about it, Korea had recently caught the attention of the constellations. 

High-ranking apostles were gathering there…

Not long ago, someone had shattered records on the Tower’s first floor—so overwhelmingly that no other player even came close. 

When it was revealed that the player was Korean, the world’s eyes turned sharply in that direction.

Could this be the birth of a new SSS player? 

‘A super rookie, perhaps?’

But days had passed since then, and there was no word of the player climbing further or breaking more records.

People had already moved on.

“Just the first floor,” they said.

“Must’ve been a lucky fluke.”

“A run-of-the-mill player, nothing special.”

And yet… why did the constellations continue to focus on that country?

Could it be related to this recent case of mass hypnosis through music?

“Secretary.”

“Y-Yes! Yes, ma’am!”

“Investigate this thoroughly. Bring me everything.”

“Understood!”

A small, remote country like Korea—normally, Cherin wouldn’t even spare it a glance.

But if someone existed who the dragon considered an equal…

Maybe, just maybe…


“There might be a kindred worthy of satisfying me.”

Not one of those lesser humans—but a true peer. 

A fellow dragon contractor.

That evening, Cherin received news.

An anonymous player from Korea had shattered records on every floor of the Tower—from the 1st all the way to the 7th.



 
  Chapter 27: Countless gift requests


Breaking News! The Super Rookie has reached the 7th floor!

—The Super Rookie? The one who ranked first on the 1st floor?

—Yeah, that guy just broke the record on the 7th floor too!

—Wasn’t that an anonymous player? How do we know it’s the same person?

—Because he’s ranked #1 from floors 1 through 7. It has to be him.

—What?

—???

Just recently, the world buzzed over a mysterious new player.

Though it was only the 1st floor, he left behind an overwhelming record that far outpaced every other player.

Then, just like that, he vanished—disappearing into speculation and whispers.

Who was he?

Where did he go?

Korea, a country yet to produce any of the so-called “SSS Rank” players, clung to this sudden star with hope and pride.

Foreign nations and celestial beings—Constellations—watched closely.

‘Could this finally be Korea’s first SSS Rank player?’

But the Super Rookie’s ascent stopped at the 1st floor.

Whether he never challenged higher floors, or simply failed to rank, no one could say.

The initial frenzy cooled.

Some skeptics even claimed it was just luck—that maybe he just happened to clear a cluster of goblins unusually fast.

And so, the Super Rookie faded into memory.

Or so it seemed.

—Confirmed: floors 1 through 7 were cleared by a Korean player. Definitely the same anonymous guy.

—Wait, are you saying he’s been quiet all this time, and suddenly he just blitzed from floor 2 to 7 in one day?

—Was the silence just to build momentum?

In a single day, he shattered first-place records on six consecutive floors.

Sure, a few players held top ranks across multiple floors—but only after countless retries.

This kind of streak?

In one day?

Unheard of.

—Is Korea finally getting a SSS Rank player?

—We don’t know yet. He’s still in the lower levels.

—But even S-Ranks can’t do this. Isn’t that enough to call him SSS Rank?

—So what happens if Korea does get a SSS Rank? Do we get land rights too?

Within the standard system, the highest tier a player could reach was S-Rank.

S-Ranks were powerful enough to be called one-man armies, but not quite enough to rival nations.

Most lived within the bounds of national systems—though some nations fell trying to control them.

SSS Rank players, however, were something else entirely.

Beings who could single-handedly destroy a nation.

Their power defied the existing framework.

Not just assassins capable of eliminating world leaders—but warlords who could obliterate entire armies by themselves.

How could any government control such a being?

All known SSS Rank players inevitably achieved supra-legal status—operating above national laws.

An African SSS Rank player ended a civil war alone, conquering every nearby warlord to become a reigning dictator.

The Chinese “Dragon’s Saintess” was revered like an empress, holding a nonpartisan position even higher than the Party.

America’s SSS Rank made a deal with the federal government: allegiance in exchange for autonomous rule over vast territory.

Such overwhelming power.

A nightmare for governments… yet a fountain of wealth.

High-tier floors—where massive quantities of mana stones could be mined—offered special benefits to nations with SSS Rank players.

So valuable were these benefits, many players even changed citizenship just to be part of a qualifying nation.

Even with the same effort, players from nations with SSS Rank clear records could receive significantly higher rewards.

Feared. 

Envied. 

Idolized.

It was no wonder the world’s eyes turned once more to the rising figure named Min-su.

—If he did floors 2 through 7 in one day… we might actually be witnessing a SSS Rank.

—I did notice more Apostles from abroad visiting Korea lately… Guess this explains it.

Min-su’s resurgence ignited a firestorm of attention.

But that storm wouldn’t remain confined to Earth.

—That’s him, right?

—Both powers he’s using… they’re divine authorities. There’s no way a human could wield two gods’ powers at once. It has to be him.

Min-su became the first player in history whose clear scenes were witnessed by such a staggering number of Constellations.

No one had noticed when he cleared the 2nd floor, but once word spread, their starlight swarmed in like bees.

From the 2nd floor to the 7th, he tore through every record.

And they saw it.

He wasn’t using innate ability.

He wielded divine authority—gifts from the gods.

That’s the man!

The Constellations were sure of it.

All the recent divine anomalies in Korea.

The god who descended to the 1st floor not long ago.

It was all tied to this man.

But there was one problem.

—Can anyone see his face?

—Nope. It’s hidden. I think it’s that [Darkness] thing.

—So that damn Monarch’s been hiding lately, and now this?!

Neither his face nor his voice could be confirmed.

Thanks to the armor crafted by the [Dark Lord] herself, Min-su’s presence remained obscured—even from the starlight of the Constellations.

—If I could just see him in person… I’d know for sure!

—Why won’t he just share?! Is this because we blocked his account last time? Still salty about that?

They knew he was the key.

The core figure in the gods’ sudden interest in Earth.

He was completing missions within the Tower.

And yet, no one knew who he was.

A maddening situation.

The Constellations could only gnash their teeth in frustration.

Finally, one of them couldn’t take it anymore.

Even knowing the entire celestial realm was watching, they opened a direct message to Min-su.

“It’s getting a bit tight by the 7th floor. I won’t make it past the 8th at this rate.”

Ding—

[The Conquering Overcomer] is requesting a moment to speak with you.

“Huh?”

Min-su blinked, wide-eyed, at the system window that appeared before him. 

He had just finished hunting on the 7th floor of the Tower when this unexpected message popped up.

It was the first time he’d ever encountered a Constellation while climbing the Tower.

Players who climbed the Tower often attracted the attention of Constellations—celestial beings who offered support, or formed Apostle Contracts to grant them power. Since the starlight of a Constellation could only reach within the Tower, that was the usual route.

Min-su, however, had a peculiar ability that allowed him to meet two Constellations already. 

He’d even earned the title of Honorary Apostle. 

Yet, by the Tower’s own system, he technically had never “met” a Constellation.

The last time he came to the Tower, he might’ve drawn attention, but Lizette blocked the Constellations.

Yesterday, it was Silvia who kept them away. 

So none of the celestial beings could directly contact Min-su.

Which is why this moment—this first direct approach from a Constellation—was so deeply fascinating to him.

“Ah… Hello?”

‘A Constellation spoke to me first?!’

Was this what happened to true S-Class players? They got scouted right away?

Ahh… if word gets out that I’m S-Class, they’ll start offering contracts immediately.

That would be… problematic.

I can’t actually become an Apostle.

Despite those thoughts, Min-su couldn’t stop the smile creeping across his face.

If any Constellation could’ve seen his expression, they probably would’ve thought, “Wait… Is this really the guy?”

Ding—

[The Conquering Overcomer] asks if you can send them to Earth.

“…What?”

Earth?

That was… unexpected.

Min-su’s mind stalled.

Aren’t Constellations usually supposed to throw you a bit of sponsorship and then tempt you into a contract?

At least, that’s what all the YouTube videos showed.

Why Earth all of a sudden?

Min-su’s smile faded. 

His expression slowly grew stiff.

Constellations couldn’t descend to Earth. Not just because they were divine beings, but also because the Tower’s binding laws strictly restricted their movements.

And now this one was asking him… to go to Earth?

“They know I can summon a Constellation.”

Come to think of it, Silvia had said something similar. 

Back then, traces of the [Dark Sovereign] had revealed that a divine being might have a way to descend to Earth, and she had been looking for it.

This one—this [Conquering Overcomer]—was probably like Silvia. 

They had become convinced that Min-su knew how to bring a Constellation to Earth.

‘They haven’t figured out yet that it’s because of my summoning ability.’

The reaction was nearly identical to what he’d seen from Silvia.

Constellations used to feel like far-off, divine beings from on high…

But after dealing with Lizette, and then Silvia, Min-su realized that these beings were more like miserable souls suffering within the Tower.

Maybe that’s why…


He wanted to summon more of them to Earth.

Of course, the divine powers he could obtain from them also had a certain appeal.

“…I can probably send you to Earth for about six hours.”

Ding—

[The Conquering Overcomer] bursts with joy, asking if you’re serious!

“But… you’re not expecting this for free, are you?”

Ding—

[The Conquering Overcomer] swears to grant any request if you send them to Earth.

[The Conquering Overcomer] has sent you a gift.

“Oh my. You didn’t have to.”

…Maybe I could turn this into a business. 

Summoning gods on commission?

Next time, I’ll try negotiating—summon them in exchange for help in battle.

Getting divine powers through an Honorary Apostle title is best, but directly asking for that feels kind of… shady.

Still smiling, Min-su began unwrapping the gift.

Ding—

Ding—


Ding—

Ding—

One after another, messages poured in—pleas from other Constellations, bribes labeled as gifts.

“…What the hell is all this?”

Mouth agape, Min-su stared as messages piled up like an avalanche.



 
  Chapter 28: First customer


“What do you think you’re doing right now?!”

The constellation [The Conquering Overcomer] exploded in fury.

“What do you mean, ‘what am I doing’? I’m just giving a gift to a follower I like.”

“I’m in the middle of a conversation here!”

“So? Does that make you his only patron?”

“Seriously—can we not act with a little dignity here?”

‘These bastards…!’

His body trembled with fury at the responses of the other constellations.

Just moments ago, he had barely managed to strike up a conversation, trying to find a way to descend to Earth—and now they were all swarming in with their gifts.

It was an unprecedented display, completely unbecoming of the usually noble and image-conscious constellations. 

But it only went to show how desperately they wanted to be freed from the Tower and descend to Earth.

And at the center of this storm stood the player who had drawn the attention of the most constellations in the Tower.

Even Min-su, the subject of it all, was at a loss for words.

“Wait… why are they sending me gifts?”

As far as Min-su knew, receiving a gift from a constellation wasn’t something that happened easily. 

Constellations only bestowed their gifts upon those they considered exceptional, players they wanted as their Apostles.

So even receiving one gift was considered undeniable proof of extraordinary talent.

For example, a Dragon Summoner who first challenged the Tower had received offers from five constellations. 

That had caused quite a stir.

“But this… this isn’t five.”

He kept scrolling, and scrolling—but the list of names had no end in sight.

He hadn’t counted them all, but there were easily over fifty.

More than fifty constellations had bestowed gifts upon Min-su—simultaneously.

“And what’s with all these letters…?”

He couldn’t read them all—there were just too many—but from a quick glance, they all seemed to be saying the same thing: that if he helped them descend to Earth, they’d grant him any wish he desired.

It was clear what all these constellations wanted.

‘…Which means they’re all watching me right now, aren’t they?’

Only then did Min-su look up and notice the sky—filled to the brim with glimmering starlight.

“Um… are you all watching right now?”

When he looked up and asked the question, the stars twinkled in response.

He had thought he was speaking only with [The Conquering Overcomer].

But all this time… every single one of those lights had been a constellation.

This was far bigger than he’d imagined.

‘What do I do…?’

He wanted to tell Lizette and Silvia immediately—but if he summoned them now, he’d waste today’s summon opportunity.

But if he just left, that would be wasting the chance in another way.

“Come on, I’m not a kid. Do I really need permission just to talk?”

Min-su shook his head.

Thanks to Lizette and Silvia, he’d managed to win in the Inner Realm using the divine powers of two goddesses. 

But there was no guarantee it would always go that smoothly.

As long as the outcome was uncertain, he needed more allies.

“And there’s no better candidates than these guys.”

They were gods—staggeringly powerful—even if they were bound within the Tower and unable to move freely.

If they responded when he summoned them, they would be the strongest allies he could ever hope for.

“And if I can even become an honorary Apostle or something… maybe I’ll get stronger, too!”

Just gaining the power of two gods had already elevated him to this level.

What would happen if he gained the power of even more?

The thought alone made his heart race.

“Hello. My name is Kim Min-su, and I’m a player.”

He swallowed nervously and looked up at the sky as he spoke.

Even speaking in front of a few dozen people was nerve-wracking—but to speak before dozens of divine beings?

Who else could say they’d experienced something like this?

“I can let you go to Earth for about six hours a day.”

As Min-su’s voice rang out, the stars began to shimmer with excitement.

“But there’s a catch. I can only send one person a day. Just one.”

Maybe things would change if his ability evolved—but for now, that was his limit.

As he explained this constraint, the stars grew still—calmer.

“Did that disappoint them?”

Maybe they had all hoped to go together, and now they were disappointed.

‘Did they think this was going to be some group picnic or something?’

And just as he was thinking that—

Twinkle. 

Twinkle. 

Twinkle. 

Twinkle!

The stars flared up—this time brighter than ever.

[Assassin of the Abyss] shouts, “Me! If you let me go, I’ll give you my favorite item! A custom sacred relic I made myself!”

[One Who Never Had a Chance to Learn Morals] pleads, “Please pick me! If you choose me, I’ll give you my Apostles as your slaves!”

The Chosen One of the Constellations

“The [Messenger of All Things] offers to make every woman on Earth submit to you if I send him.”

“The [The Conquering Overcomer] beats his chest, promising to make you king of the continent if you let me go to Earth.”

“The [Weaver of Fate]…”

“The [Unyielding Prince]…”

And countless other messages from the Constellations followed.

Though their voices could not be heard directly, even their desperate pleas alone were enough to show just how much they yearned to descend to Earth.

Of course, it wasn’t possible to grant all their wishes.

‘I was planning to turn this into a business opportunity…’

But with offers of such extravagant rewards, the pressure made it hard to turn anyone down.

What they were offering went far beyond what he had imagined.


‘I just wanted some nice items—not some mythical golden apple.’

Ding.

Ding.

Ding.

More and more gifts kept pouring in.

Presumably, these were meant to curry favor with him.

‘No, I said only one can go!’

Were they really that desperate?

Only one could be sent… and yet, the pre-payments were overwhelming.

It was a truly difficult situation.

“Stop! Please stop with the gifts and the messages! From now on, any Constellation who sends one will be disqualified from going to Earth!”

Min-su’s shout finally brought the flaring madness of the Constellations to a halt. 

The overload of messages had reached the point where he couldn’t even think straight.

‘Phew.’

Finally, his thoughts could begin to align again.

“I’m not asking for much in return. A modest gift, like the ones you offer other players, is more than enough.”

Conquering continents? 

Making women his slaves?

If anything like that happened, Earth would never survive.

Min-su glanced at the overflowing gift inventory.

“What I’ve received so far is already more than enough.”

‘Can these even be returned?’

Even with a brief look, it was clear: these items far surpassed the top-tier relics locked away in the national vaults of major world powers. 

Their quality and quantity were overwhelming.

“It’s getting a little too heated today, so let’s continue this conversation tomorrow. For now, I’ll send the one who first spoke with me.”

“[The Conquering Overcomer] clenches his fist in triumph: ‘Yes! That’s what I’m talking about!’”

“You see this, you worms? This is the difference between me and you!”

“Tch. If I knew it’d end like this, I would’ve spoken up first.”

“Who knew he had such a charming personality…”

“So it’s the Overcomer who goes, after all.”

“A shame, but I’ll wait until tomorrow.”

The other Constellations clicked their tongues and sighed in disappointment. 

But the air no longer carried the chaotic frenzy from before.

They had realized it was better to wait patiently than to lose their chance entirely by doing something reckless to gain Min-su’s attention.

For Constellations who had lived decades, centuries—sometimes millennia—trapped in the Tower, a single day was but the blink of an eye.

“I did say I’ll send you, but there are conditions.”

“[The Conquering Overcomer] declares with confidence: ‘Name them! Whatever you ask—even world domination—I shall achieve it!’”

“The first condition is: You must not instigate any military conflicts. Like what we just talked about—none of that.”

The Constellations held their breath, silently watching as Min-su laid out the ground rules for the one who’d been chosen.

They were eager to learn how, exactly, he planned to send a Constellation to Earth.

***

“Urgh!”

Yubin was thrown backward, reeling from the strike of a monstrous Drake created within the simulated world.

The creature lunged toward her as she hit the ground.

It was only a simulation—no real injuries or death—but the pain was no less real.

Yubin clenched her eyes shut, bracing for the incoming agony.

Just before the Drake’s fangs closed in—

“How disappointing.”

Vwoooom!

The simulation shut down.

The Drake vanished.

A middle-aged man appeared before her.

“With such pathetic skill… you really think he would ever take interest in you?”

Yubin bit her lip beneath her father’s cold, judgmental gaze.

“I just made a mistake. I’ll do better. Start it again.”

The man stared at her for a long moment. Then, with a snap of his fingers, he disappeared.

A new monster spawned immediately in his place.

“Raaaaagh!”

Yubin let out a war cry and hurled herself at the beast, teeth gritted.

***


Outside the Simulation

He watched Yubin’s simulated battle in silence.

In his mind, a single thought echoed.

‘Would she be enough to satisfy… him?’

Would the Constellation he served—[The The Conquering Overcomer]—deem her worthy?



 
  Chapter 29: [Overcoming Conqueror]


“As I said, you must suppress your power as much as possible, okay?”

The Constellation known as [The Conquering Overcomer] straightened his back confidently, puffing out his chest as if to say, ‘Don’t worry.’

‘…It’ll be fine, right?’

Even if he was just a summoned being—he was still a god.

If he accidentally unleashed his true power and the surroundings were devastated… it would be catastrophic.

“Please wait just a moment. I’ll summon you from outside.”

Min-su exited the Tower through the system.

In an instant, his surroundings shifted, and the front door of his house came into view. 

That’s where he had originally entered the Tower.

He stepped outside and made his way toward a nearby park.

Just in case things got out of hand, he picked a secluded spot and, after ensuring no one was around, activated [Darkness].

Thankfully, it was evening, and the setting sun helped the veil of [Darkness] blend in naturally.

“Summon: [The Conquering Overcomer].”

Min-su recalled the earlier image of the Constellation and activated his ability.

A portal of blue light opened in midair.

And from within—

Thud!

A figure dropped through and landed firmly on the ground.

He slowly straightened up.

“Incredible. This really is Earth…”

‘…He’s huge.’

That was Min-su’s first thought upon facing him.

Surely he was over two meters tall. At least a head taller than Min-su—maybe two.

The sheer presence of the figure was overwhelming.

“Pleased to meet you,” said the Constellation, now fully upright.

Min-su couldn’t help but stare.

‘Is that… a wolf?’

“I am Arfa, the Beast King.”

The arm extended toward him wasn’t human—it was covered in thick, soft fur.

“Conqueror of the continent. The strongest of all.”

The overwhelming aura that rolled off the beast-man made even Min-su instinctively shrink back.

“Oi. If you’re reacting like that just because I’m a beastman, even I might feel hurt. Unless…”

Arfa leaned in closer.

Was it because of his towering size? 

Or was it the sheer force of his presence?

Even though his expression remained calm, Min-su instinctively swallowed hard.

“…Are you a beastman bigot?”

“Wha—? N-No! That’s not what I meant…!”

“Hah! I’m joking.”

Whap.

Arfa clapped Min-su on the back.

To him, it was probably a friendly gesture—but to Min-su, it felt like his internal organs had been rearranged.

“I understand. Earth has only humans as sentient life. It must’ve been quite the shock to realize I’m a beastman.”

‘So not all Constellations are human after all…’

Until now, the Constellations he had met—like Lizette and Silvia—had all appeared human, so the thought never even crossed his mind.

But they came from different worlds. In a way, they were all aliens.

It wasn’t strange for some of them to be from different species entirely.

“Even though other Constellations interfered and offered tempting deals, you summoned me—just because I was the first one you spoke with. That kind of loyalty… I appreciate it. I know you’d never discriminate against a beastman.”

“Y-Yeah… Of course.”

Min-su didn’t know the details, but he couldn’t help but wonder if Arfa had faced persecution in his own world.

Considering his Constellation title, it probably didn’t end well for those bigots…

“It’s truly remarkable,” Arfa mused. 

“To descend to Earth while maintaining nearly my full stature as a Constellation…”

He flexed and examined his body.

“I may not be able to wield my full power freely… but my essence is intact. So? The offer I made before—still stands.”

“O-Offer?”

There had been so many gifts and proposals from the Constellations, Min-su had already lost track of who said what.

“If you wish, I will establish an empire on this Earth. One that serves only you. The six-hour restriction makes it a bit tight—but it’s possible.”

And then it clicked—Min-su remembered what Arfa had said before.

“Absolutely not!”

He flinched and shook his head vigorously.

World domination?!

Did this guy want to start a war or something?!

“I told you—no using force!”

“Heh… I see.”

Arfa chuckled lightly at Min-su’s reaction.

“A shame. Conquering is the most fun, after all… But I suppose the others deserve a chance to play too. It would be poor taste to hog all the entertainment on the first day.”

‘Entertainment…?’

Compared to the other Constellations, this one seemed… a bit much.

Well, considering his title literally included Conqueror, it made sense that he wouldn’t be the quiet type like Lizette or musical like Silvia.

‘Did I make a mistake summoning him…?’

Min-su had acted on impulse, recalling past interactions, but now… was he about to start a world war?

Seeing the concern on Min-su’s face, Arfa smiled reassuringly.

“You seem worried—but there’s no need. This body cannot disobey your commands.”

“…Huh?”

“The method by which you summoned me to Earth must be a summoning ritual. I assume it’s your unique ability.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

As expected of a deity. He understood instantly.

“Then it means I am your summoned creature, and you are my summoner. You may not be aware, but generally, unless there’s a significant difference in status, a summoned creature cannot defy their summoner.”

“…Sorry? W-Wait a minute!”

“In other words, there’s no chance that I’ll cause any trouble contrary to your will.”

A difference in status?

Min-su wanted to question that passing remark, but—

“I’d like to have some fun now. Ten minutes have already passed. Only five hours and fifty minutes remain.”

—it didn’t seem like he’d get an answer anytime soon.

The constellations had been bound to the Tower for decades at the least, millennia at the most.

Who could know how long Arfa had been imprisoned there? But one thing was certain—it wasn’t a short time.

And now, given just six hours on Earth, how many things must he want to do?

Min-su couldn’t bring himself to stop him.

“So, follow me.”

“…What?”

In the end, he was the one being dragged along.

“As your summoned creature, I cannot stray far from you. Just help me for these six hours. I’ll do anything you want in return.”

It seemed Min-su wouldn’t be getting home on time today.


“So… the thing you’ve been longing to do all this time… was this?”

—Welcome to Summoner’s Rift.

Min-su sat beside Arfa at a PC café, the two of them sharing a dual seat as they stared at the screen.

“You can’t imagine how much I’ve wanted this.”

No longer wearing the face of a wolf, Arfa now bore the ruggedly handsome visage of a man. Smiling brightly, he operated the computer with ease.

His striking looks—like a movie star—and commanding presence drew glances from those around them. 

One might assume he’d be clueless about computers, but he navigated the system with surprising proficiency.

‘Wait, why does he have an account…?’

‘Is that… every skin?!’

Can celestials spend money from heaven?

“That’s an account used by my apostle,” Arfa said with a chuckle in response to Min-su’s unspoken question.

“Once I was imprisoned in the Tower, I could no longer conquer. A truly tragic loss. I could no longer experience the thrill of myth forged by overcoming relentless trials. So, I appointed apostles—proxies to carry out my conquests.”

Unfortunately for him, Earth was far too peaceful compared to his home dimension. 

Conquest through war was simply not an option.

“So I ventured into many fields.”

From business, to entertainment, to hunting, to sports—he attempted satisfaction through his apostles in every possible domain.

Yet none of them quenched his thirst for true conquest.

“And then I discovered this unique culture… games.”

Some worlds inhabited by other constellations were more technologically advanced than Earth. 

But none had a culture quite like this one.

Earth’s game culture, developed to the extreme in pursuit of user enjoyment, captivated Arfa completely.

—Double Kill!

“Controlling my apostles to conquer in games! That was the closest thing to my own conquest!”

…Wasn’t he a conqueror? 

The strongest being?

At first, he seemed like some glorious warlord… 

How did it come to this?

Is it something about living in the Tower that warps your taste?

—Penta Kill!

“But even that wasn’t enough. Watching is never as satisfying as doing it yourself.”

He went on at length, but the gist was simple: he saw his apostles play and got jealous. 

Now he wanted to play himself.

Well… as long as he’s not hurting anyone and just enjoying himself, it might be the best kind of hobby.

Actually, Min-su felt a bit relieved that Arfa’s interest was so humble.

‘And… he’s good, too.’

Even though it wasn’t Min-su’s favorite game, he could tell Arfa was seriously skilled.

“It’s a shame I only have four more hours to enjoy this. I feel like dismantling this PC and bringing it back to the heavens.”

—You are on a killing spree.

Despite his words, Arfa smiled broadly as he reveled in the game.

“Ah… that was fun.”

With an overwhelming kill-death ratio, Arfa utterly dominated the game and leaned back with a satisfied smile.


“Oh, right. I haven’t properly repaid you yet.”

“…Huh? Repay me? Didn’t you already…?”

Min-su thought back to the gift he received through the system earlier.

“Not that. I’ve prepared something even better. Hmm… looks like I have about three hours left. That should be enough.”

“Huh? Ah, yes! Of course! Right away, my dear Constellation!”



 
  Chapter 30: Light Gift


The Conqueror’s Mark

“Wait—are you saying you cleared the game on God-tier difficulty?”

“Yeah. It’s the highest level, after all.”

“You didn’t win by doing some cowardly science or culture victory like a girl, did you?”

“Come on. I’m a man. Of course it was a conquest victory.”

—Master of the Battlefield!

“Clearing a tough difficulty is one thing, but doing some self-imposed challenge like a naked run with only basic attacks? That’s just not fun for me.”

“Same here. I don’t want to make it easier, but suppressing my own strength on purpose? That just makes it boring in a different way.”

When Min-su first met Arfa, he hadn’t expected their conversation to click.

But maybe it was because Arfa turned out to be a gamer too.

Min-su found himself surprisingly in sync with him.

“I’m not the type to go hunting for broken builds, but I want to give it everything I’ve got, you know?”

—Victory!

“Min-su. You really do get it.”

Arfa grinned, turning to face him.

“Have you ever thought of being my little brother?”

“Brother… what?”

“Raise your hand.”

“My hand?”

Min-su hesitantly raised his hand as instructed.

The moment his hand met Arfa’s large fist, a jolt shot through him—like something powerful was flowing in.

“This is…?”

“I’ve marked you with my brand. There’s not enough time to go into detail now, but you’re more than qualified to inherit my power.”

Inherit?

“Are you talking about… becoming an honorary apostle?”

“Honorary apostle? Hahaha! So that’s what you thought it was.”

Arfa laughed heartily, tilting his head at Min-su’s question.

“Sorry, but that’s not possible. A wolf can only have one true mate in its entire life.”

“…What?”

“Hm?”

The two men paused. 

A moment of awkward silence stretched between them as they both realized something.

“Wait, Min-su… don’t tell me—you don’t know what an honorary apostle actually means?”

“Isn’t it… someone who’s granted an apostle’s powers but without the restrictions?”

“I knew it.”

……

“You accepted it without even knowing? That explains why you agreed to both goddesses’ proposals.”

“P-Proposals?!”

“‘Honorary Apostle’… that’s probably a nickname used in some corners of the community. It refers to someone who gains the full divine powers of a god without the duties of an apostle. But its true name is—[Divine Consort].“

Divine Consort.

Min-su’s world tilted.

Everything he thought he knew about honorary apostles was wrong.

“Normally, even apostles don’t get all of a god’s powers. They receive only a portion. But there’s one exception—an unbreakable bond where a god shares everything with the one they truly love. A once-in-a-lifetime proposal, offering all their divine power to a single person they want to spend eternity with. That’s what a [Divine Consort] is.”

So… 

I’m in a situation where Lizette and Silvia both proposed to me?

He had thought it strange.

Even if the title of honorary apostle was rare, he’d never heard of anyone using all of a god’s power without restriction.

Now it made sense.

It wasn’t just special—it was a marriage contract in disguise.

Lizette never explained any of that when she talked about the title.

It wasn’t because she was shy—no, she probably didn’t know either.

And if Silvia was in the same situation…

…Did we basically get married without realizing it?

“I assumed one of the goddesses had made you her consort and the other had entered into a formal contract as your patron. But from your reaction… it seems both entrusted their divine powers to you.”

“Yeah, about that…”

He had almost tried to promote himself earlier in front of dozens of watching constellations—saying they could summon him faster if they made him an honorary apostle.

That would’ve been a disaster.

“To seduce two goddesses in a mere mortal body… Min-su, you’re a true conqueror.”

Arfa gave him a proud thumbs-up.

Wait…

Did I become a married man with two wives—without even knowing?

What even is this situation?

Min-su didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

***

“You’re here,” said Arfa, standing up with a fluid motion, pressing the PC café’s shutdown button like a seasoned regular—despite this being his first time.

“Let’s go, Min-su.”

‘Here? Who’s he talking to?’

Min-su reached for his wallet to pay for the PC time.

“No need to pay.”

“Wait—what? But we used the machines—”

“You remember I run various businesses through my apostles, right?”

“Oh, yeah… Wait, don’t tell me—”

“That’s right. This café? It belongs to me.”

With a dramatic flourish, Arfa tossed on his coat.

Min-su couldn’t help but think this was the coolest he had ever looked.

“A limousine?”

As they stepped outside, a long black limousine waited at the curb.

Click.

The door opened automatically.

Still dazed, Min-su followed Arfa into the sleek vehicle.

***

Inside, a woman knelt respectfully on the floor. 

Her aura was intellectual, composed—and strangely familiar.

“My lord, I await your command, O great constellation.”

“You’ve done well,” said Arfa, taking the prime seat like a monarch on a throne.

‘Wait… I’ve seen her somewhere…’

Though it was their first meeting, Min-su felt her face was oddly familiar.

“Since you’ve carried out my orders well, you deserve a reward.”

Whoosh.

Divine fire flowed from Arfa’s hand into the kneeling woman.

“I—I am truly honored…”

The woman trembled with joy.

‘That’s it! I remember now!’

Min-su finally recognized her identity.

‘Why is she here…? Don’t tell me—she’s one of Arfa’s apostles?!’


“I have a new command for you.”

“Your will be done.”

“This boy here. From now on, he’s your new master.”

Arfa rested his hand on Min-su’s shoulder, one leg crossed casually over the other.

“…Huh?”

“I shall obey, my lord.”

Wait—hold on a second! 

‘Did she just say lord?!’

Min-su whipped his head toward Arfa, utterly stunned.

In response, Arfa gave Min-su a sly wink, one eye narrowing with mischief.

“A gift,” Arfa said smoothly. 

“A reward for my dear brother.”

Ah. 

A gift. Of course.

Min-su felt a slow, dawning realization settle over him—something he should’ve known but hadn’t quite grasped.

The Constellations were beings from other worlds.

Beings who had reached the pinnacle of power and divinity in their own realms.

There was no reason to expect their values, their logic, to mirror that of Earthlings.

Even if they studied Earth, even if they took an interest in it… their thinking was inevitably different.

Especially someone like Arfa, the Conquering Overcomer.

To him, bestowing a subordinate—or in this case, a person—was probably no more unusual than handing over a treasured sword.

“My name is Lee Jung-yeon.”

‘Still, this is a bit much.’

The woman bowed deeply before Min-su.

He knew exactly who she was.

In fact, any Korean would.

There were fewer than twenty S-Rank players in all of Korea—and she was one of them.

Not only that, she was the Guildmaster of one of the nation’s top three guilds.

Lee Jung-yeon.

“She’s competent,” Arfa said with a smirk. 

“Should serve you well as a secretary. Now that you’re just beginning to ascend the Tower, you’ll find her… useful.”

‘Who uses an S-Rank player as a secretary?!’

Arfa spoke of it so lightly, like he was gifting a well-raised game character.

Min-su couldn’t keep up with this bizarre conversation.

‘What the hell did this guy do while trying to “conquer” Earth…’

“It’s time.”

Arfa cracked his neck to either side with a satisfying pop.

“Today was fun, Min-su. Thank you for choosing me. Should you ever need my power—call me. For the sake of my dear brother… I’ll annihilate anyone who stands in your way.”

With that final statement, Arfa vanished in a shimmer of radiant light.

He had returned to the top of the Tower.

Was he satisfied?

‘After all that yearning to experience Earth… he played a few games and just left?’

Min-su was relieved nothing catastrophic had occurred—but he couldn’t help feeling like he’d failed to give Arfa something meaningful in return.

“It’s an honor to serve you, Master.”

“…Ah.”

Inside the luxurious limousine, Min-su found himself alone with the beautiful woman he’d just met.

And with that realization—

Awkwardness descended like a thick fog.

“…Could you maybe speak more casually?” he asked, voice hesitant.

“If you ever need assistance, just call me.”

“Right. I’ll contact you later, then.”

As he stepped out of the limousine, Min-su gave a quick wave to Jung-yeon, who bowed deeply in farewell.

Only after the limousine drove off did Min-su feel like he could finally breathe and make his way home.

‘What kind of gift was that, really?’

Well, calling it a gift might’ve been a stretch.

Then again, Arfa wasn’t even human—he was more like a werewolf.

In any case…

The second S-Rank player he’d met, following Da-in.

Now one of Arfa’s Apostles was his secretary.

Sure, having someone like her around meant he’d have access to valuable resources and advice…

‘But it’s just too much.’

The feeling was completely different from interacting with a Constellation.

No matter how godlike a Constellation was, they were still distant, abstract beings.

Lee Jung-yeon, on the other hand, was a real, influential person—someone deeply rooted in reality.

And for someone like Min-su, who had been nothing more than a regular citizen just days ago…

She was overwhelming.

‘…Maybe I can ask her to help me sell the Tower rewards later.’

It felt awkward, but he couldn’t ignore the goodwill behind the gift.

Perhaps he could request her assistance in selling the goblin loot he’d picked up in the Tower today.

‘I wonder if Lizette and Silvia are doing okay.’

‘Hopefully they didn’t get into another fight while I was gone…’

As Min-su opened the front door of his house—


“Welcome home, my husband!”

“…What?”

There they were—Lizette and Silvia—half-dressed and kneeling suggestively on the floor.

Behind them, Lucia peeked her blushing face out from the hallway.

And Da-in stood nearby, barely suppressing her laughter.

‘What the hell is this now?’



 
  Chapter 31: How a Woman Can Get a Man to Stop Being Angry


Let us turn back time slightly—while Min-su was away at the tower, his home…

“…Min-su must be really angry.”

“It certainly seems that way.”

The two goddesses left behind in the house let out heavy sighs, as though the very ground might collapse beneath them.

“I apologize, Dark Lord. Thanks to you, we were able to aid Min-su’s salvation, and yet, blinded by my own emotions, I behaved disgracefully.”

“No, it’s me who should apologize. I was consumed by meaningless jealousy and started a petty power struggle. Please, just call me Lizette.”

“Heh. Then you may call me Silvia.”

Perhaps it was Min-su’s rare outburst of scolding, unlike his usual indulgent self.

Or perhaps it was his very absence—the one whose mere presence clouded their reason.

For whatever the reason, the two goddesses managed to make peace on their own.

“Min-su said he doesn’t need my help anymore. Do you think… he’s disappointed in me? He’s not planning to summon another constellation, is he?”

“We’ll need to find a way to soothe his anger.”

“There’s got to be a good way.”

Truthfully, Min-su wasn’t angry at them at all.

He had merely lectured them, like scolding squabbling cousins during a holiday gathering.

But to the goddesses, it felt like a disaster.

“We need information on what Min-su likes.”

“Things Min-su likes… Hmm… Me?”

“Be serious.”

“I’m telling you! Every time I rest my head on his lap, his waist jolts!”

“That’s likely because the smell from your scalp is so foul it’s unbearable. I recommend washing more often.”

“Do you want to die?”

Squabble, squabble. 

Bicker, bicker.

Despite their usual back-and-forth, the two goddesses were still no closer to an answer.

“I really don’t know… What does Min-su even like? We’ve lived with him this whole time, and I still know so little. How do we make it right?”

“…Then perhaps we should look into what young men around Min-su’s age from Earth tend to like.”

“Let’s see… Um… An artifact forged by the dark powers—a GTX 5090?”

“What is that?”

“I’m not sure myself, but Earth forums say it’s the ultimate gift for men.”

“Not a bad idea. Should we go with that?”

“But… Min-su could probably make one himself.”

“Then it’s meaningless.”

With limited knowledge about Earth, the goddesses found themselves stuck.

“You two are still agonizing over this, huh?”

“Da-in!”

“Wait… are you the Apostle of Darkness?”

It was then that Da-in appeared, quietly slipping into the scene.

“Want me to help?”

“That’s right! You’re an Earthling—of course you’d know!”

Though now a stay-at-home gamer, Da-in had once been a famed hunter.

If anyone could crack the code to Min-su’s moods, it was her.

“I know just how to calm down young men like your precious Min-su.”

Da-in crossed her arms and smirked confidently.

“Ooh! What is it?!”

“Tell us, Da-in!”

Her eyes sparkled like a child discovering a new toy.

“You two… have you ever heard the phrase ‘Wanna touch my boobs?’”

“W-Welcome home, darling.”

What was it called again?

Ah, yes—Naked Apron.

The symbol of every ideal newlywed fantasy.

Min-su’s mind froze as he took in the sight of the two goddesses bent forward in nothing but aprons.

“W-What… What is going on here?”

“Would you like breakfast first?”

“Or a bath?”

“Or perhaps… us?”

They pressed against him, half-dressed, soft chests nudging his arms, whispering with sultry tones.

Was there any man alive who could endure this?

Had Min-su not already built up some immunity from spending time with them, he might have completely lost his mind on the spot.

“P-Please! Put your clothes on!”

“Are you still angry, darling?”

“I’m not angry! Just—just hurry and get dressed!”

***

A little while later…

The goddesses returned, fully clothed, as if nothing had happened.

But Min-su’s face still burned from the memory.

“…So, you’re saying you did all this just to make up with me?”

“Yep! So glad your anger’s gone!”

“This morning was our fault, Min-su. But we made up, so everything’s fine now!”

I was never angry to begin with.

Seriously, who does something like that to apologize?

Min-su’s eyes drifted toward Da-in, who was struggling not to laugh.

“Why are you looking at me like that, senior?”

“What exactly did you teach them?”

“An effective apology method for boyfriends. Come on, didn’t it feel good?”

“Well… of course it felt—NO! Who apologizes like that?!”

Da-in giggled mischievously.

The one person he thought was sane in this household… betrayed him.

And the one he thought least likely to play pranks…

Then Min-su remembered the scene he once stumbled upon in her room.

Right… 

Someone who strips just to improve at games can’t possibly be considered normal.

He felt more convinced than ever:

‘The moment someone becomes a constellation, they lose their mind.’

***

Something felt different as Min-su slowly opened his eyes.

Snoooze…

Haaah…

Peaceful breathing…


He noticed the two goddesses sleeping soundly beside him.

…When did they come in?

They clung to him in their sleep, completely defenseless.

No makeup. Not even washed. 

Just… asleep.

And still, they were more beautiful than any celebrity he had ever seen.

“…Do these goddesses have no sense of caution?”

If it had been the old him, he wouldn’t have been able to handle it.

Min-su gently pulled the blanket over them and quietly stepped outside.

Creeeak—

As the door opened—

“Huh?”

“Ah!”

He came face to face with another goddess.

“Hello.”

“O-oh, hello!”

It was Lucia—Silvia’s younger sister.

Among all the residents in this house, she was the one he had the most awkward relationship with.

Even though he hadn’t known Silvia for long, he had entered her and seen everything within—making her feel like a lifelong friend.

But with Lucia, all he had were the fragments of memories beyond Silvia’s. 

Nothing more.

A tense silence wrapped around them.

“…At least this one seems normal.”

Unlike the other cohabitants, Lucia looked relatively sane.

He felt genuinely relieved—until he heard her softly muttered words, her cheeks blushing bright red.

“S-so… virile…”

“…What?”

Min-su followed her gaze, tracing it to the inside of his room.

There, on his bed, beneath a blanket, were two half-naked women fast asleep.

“…Ah.”

It was the perfect scene to misunderstand.

“Miss Lucia, it’s not what it looks like—”

He tried to explain, to clear up the very obvious misunderstanding.

But—

“I-I’m not ready for this… I don’t have any experience… so… kyaaaa!”

Lucia screamed and bolted.

“…I give up,” Min-su muttered, abandoning all effort to think further.

***

The next morning, over breakfast with everyone gathered—

“Wait… you don’t know Yubin’s phone number?”

“…Well…”

He knew the numbers of all the others who had called her before, but not Yubin’s. 

He never had a reason to know it.

Silvia had asked if Min-su could try to contact Yubin, to let her know that she—her goddess—was still alive.

Between Silvia’s resurrection and Lucia’s return, they had all forgotten to reach out to the dear apostle.

But there was a problem.

Unlike the celestial throne of [The Conquering Overcomer], Silvia wasn’t accustomed to Earth’s modern civilization.

While the other gods actively used their apostles like game characters and explored Earth’s culture through them, Silvia had only ever observed Yubin from afar.

She didn’t even know Yubin’s phone number.

‘Come to think of it… I don’t either.’

He had barely even met Yubin, Silvia’s apostle, let alone exchanged contact info.

He didn’t know where she lived, or how to reach her.

‘Should I ask the Isekai Support Agency? …No, that’s probably personal information. They won’t give it out.’

There wasn’t even a clear organization to turn to.

‘If only there were someone I could ask…’

But as someone who had only just become a player, Min-su didn’t have those kinds of connections.

‘…Wait.’

Actually, there was one person.

Just one.

A player he had met yesterday.

‘Should I… call her?’

He wasn’t sure if it was right to bother an S-rank player for something like this—but she was his only lead.

Min-su dialed the number he’d saved the day before.

Just as the dial tone began—

—“You called, Min-su?”

She picked up instantly.

beep beep beep

“…Guess not.”

He hung up. 

But only moments later, Jung-yeon sent him a detailed document: Yubin’s contact information and personal background—all less than five minutes after he’d asked.

Her ability was even more impressive than he thought.

Now with Yubin’s number in hand, Min-su called her right away.

No answer.

Maybe she was busy. He tried again later. 

And again.

Still nothing.

‘Is she ignoring unknown numbers?’

‘Should I email her instead?’

He was just debating it when—

“Min-su. We need to go see Yubin.”

“…See her? Like, go to her place?”


Now that they knew her home address, it wasn’t impossible.

But Silvia shook her head.

“Not there. Her family home. It seems… Yubin made the choice.”

“…That choice?”

Silvia’s expression had gone cold and serious.



 
  Chapter 32: Why is brother there?


“I will escort you swiftly and safely to your destination.”

“Aha… thank you.”

Min-su gave an awkward smile as he climbed into the limousine that Jung-yeon had sent at a single phone call. 

Following close behind him were the companions he’d agreed to travel with—Lizette, Silvia, and Da-in—who also boarded the vehicle.

‘I should’ve just taken a taxi.’

He had only asked Jung-yeon if she could give them a ride to Yubin’s house, but actually stepping into a limousine now felt… excessive. 

Then again, there was no way he could drag three stunningly eye-catching women into a taxi without causing a scene.

Jung-yeon took the passenger seat beside the driver, separated from the luxurious cabin. 

Only then did Min-su feel like he could speak freely.

“Silvia, could you explain the reason now?”

They had abruptly decided to head to Yubin’s family home because Silvia had insisted they find her immediately. 

Though Silvia’s urgency had gotten them moving, Min-su hadn’t yet heard the full story.

“It’s going to be a rather long story,” she began.

Now that he thought about it, he knew almost everything about Silvia, yet he had never actually seen any of Yubin’s background as her Apostle. 

Was there something going on at her home?

“You might be surprised, but Yubin is actually from a very wealthy family. In the world I came from, she’d be the daughter of someone like a lord.”

‘A lord?’

Min-su wasn’t entirely sure what that meant… but Yubin came from money?

Then why had she let him pay for everything back then?!

‘They say rich people are stingier… maybe she’s one of those?’

Though come to think of it, she hadn’t looked the part. 

Her clothes had been worn and she didn’t seem well-off.

“That’s because Yubin ran away from home.”

“She… ran away?”

Apparently, Yubin’s family wasn’t just wealthy—they were a fairly harmonious household too. 

That was, until about a year ago… when Yubin’s mother passed away.

Losing a parent was a devastating blow on its own. 

But to make things worse, her father began to unravel after the death of his wife. 

He became obsessed, desperate to bring her back, and descended into madness.

“I don’t know which one, but it seems he began worshipping a celestial being. He became convinced that he needed to raise Yubin as an Apostle to gain that god’s approval.”

“Approval from a celestial being? Can they really bring people back from the dead?”

“Of course not. Even a celestial cannot reverse death. That’s why Yubin left home.”

Her mother was gone, and her father was no longer the same. 

Yubin couldn’t endure it. 

She ran away and decided to climb the Tower on her own, chasing after rumors that resurrection items could be found on the uppermost floors—floors no player had reached yet.

“So that’s where you met her?”

“Yes. She was reckless, ill-informed about the Tower, and barely looking after herself. I couldn’t just leave her like that.”

Silvia had taken Yubin in as her Apostle, allowing her to climb the Tower more easily. 

But the money Yubin had taken when she left home eventually ran out. 

So, she started selling items obtained in the Tower.

To make a legitimate living, she joined player education programs—where she eventually met Min-su.

“I thought even if I died, that girl would keep climbing the Tower. But… it seems she’s gone back home.”

The day Silvia had disappeared, she’d heard Yubin singing.

“I never imagined she’d return there.”

But Yubin had made her decision.

“Then… why do we need to find her urgently?” 

Min-su asked, confused.

Even if she was gone for a while, wouldn’t she just get scolded when she got back? 

Her father might be eccentric, but surely it wasn’t dangerous?

“As I said, her father is obsessed. According to Yubin, he would take her to the mansion’s underground chamber every day.”

“Underground…?”

That word sounded ominous.

“She said he called it a laboratory. He was putting her through training… inside a water tank.”

A laboratory. 

A water tank.

“That sounds like human experimentation,” Min-su muttered.

“Isn’t that what dark mages do?” 

Da-in and Lizette, who had been quietly listening, now looked grim.

“Do you understand how terrifying the actions of someone blinded by faith can be? We must find her—immediately.”

“Thank you for the ride,” Min-su said quietly.

“To obey your command is my duty,” Jung-yeon replied with reverence.

‘What did Arfa-hyung even do to make this woman so devoted?’

Grateful, but unable to shake off the pressure, Min-su nodded.

“I’ll be waiting. Call me if you need anything,” Jung-yeon said, stepping aside.

With the sendoff of an S-rank player, Min-su stepped out of the limousine with the two goddesses beside him. 

In front of them loomed a vast mansion.

“Yubin…”

Silvia closed her eyes for a moment. 

A golden aura flowed gently from her form. 

Though she had lost her divine power, she could still harness what remained through Min-su’s granted authority.

“She’s here.”

Silvia pointed to a section deep within the estate.

“Min-su. That way.”

They’d confirmed Yubin was inside.

‘Now, how to get in…’

Several guards patrolled the front gate, which was tightly shut. 

They could try the diplomatic approach—say they were Yubin’s friends. 

But given that she hadn’t answered her phone, and her father was clearly unwell, chances of that working were slim.

A peaceful approach wasn’t likely. 


That left brute force.

Even a rich man’s mansion couldn’t withstand their current strength. 

And if push came to shove, he could even use summoning abilities.

‘But this isn’t the Tower. This is modern society—you can’t just go charging in with violence.’

That was villain behavior.

Just then, Lizette came close and gently took Min-su’s hand.

“Apostle?”

“Min-su. Today I’ll teach you a new way to use [Darkness].”

Thump!

She placed his hand on her chest.

“S-Silvia?”

And then—

Shrrrp.

Her body was enveloped in darkness—and vanished.

“Huh?”

He could still feel her soft, warm presence in his hand… but she was nowhere to be seen.

Flash!

Lizette reappeared.

“Well?”

She smiled playfully.

“[Dark Cloak].”

“This place really is like a maze,” Min-su muttered.

Now armed with a new use of [Darkness], the group used [Dark Cloak] to conceal themselves and infiltrate the mansion.

“Such a labyrinthine structure,” Silvia murmured.

“…This way. I can feel Yubin’s presence.”

Though she had never seen the mansion before, Silvia could sense exactly where to go.

And so, guided by that divine trace, they pressed deeper into the heart of the estate.

They came to a halt in what appeared to be a luxurious study—a dead end.

“This wall… I can feel Yubin beyond it.”

The entire wall was covered with bookshelves crafted in an antique design.

Tap. 

Tap.

“There must be a hidden space behind here,” Da-in muttered. 

“Times like this, we just smash through the wall—”

“W-Wait! If we break it, there’s no point in sneaking in quietly!”

‘Is this a game or something?!’

Min-su quickly stepped in front of Da-in, who was already drawing on her strength to obliterate the wall. 

Instead, he walked over to a different bookshelf—one that suspiciously had far fewer books than the others.

‘Just look at it. It’s obvious.’

He ran his hand over the shelf.

Click.

With the sound of a mechanical trigger, the bookshelf slowly slid back, revealing a hidden passage.

“Oho, not bad, junior.”

“…Let’s just go in quietly.”

The group descended the long, narrow staircase hidden behind the secret door.

It led them deep underground.

Eventually, they arrived in a vast chamber filled with a harsh, chemical stench.

“This is the kind of place you’d find in the final stage of a horror game…”

They moved cautiously, scanning the surroundings.

At the center of the laboratory stood a massive tank.

Inside it, a girl floated, completely nude, eyes closed.

“Yubin!”

She was suspended with a breathing mask on her face, wires snaking across her body—like something straight out of a dystopian experiment in a sci-fi story.

Min-su looked up at her through the glass with a conflicted expression.

‘How do I get her out of there?’

‘Can I just break it?’

‘What if something goes wrong?’

‘Should I just drag her dad here and force him to release her?’

As he hesitated—

“What are you doing here?”

A voice rang out.

‘That must be Yubin’s father.’

A middle-aged man emerged, a cigar clenched between his teeth. 

Sweat drenched his body—it was clear he’d been engrossed in his research just moments ago.

“Thieves… all the way down here, of all places…”

……

“Unicorn?”

“So, you’re from Unicorn, huh?”

He pulled out a small black orb from within his coat.

“So now you’re trying to obstruct even my research. No. No! You can’t take anything more from me! Not anymore!”

Crash!

He crushed the orb in his hand.

A strange energy flowed into his body. 

His muscles swelled, his body rapidly expanding.

In the blink of an eye, he stood nearly three meters tall, his frame grotesquely bulked with unnatural muscle.

It didn’t look human.

“Even if I fell short of his expectations, this strength is more than enough to crush you!”

Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud!

He charged at Min-su like a multi-ton truck barreling ahead.

Min-su reflexively activated two powers at once, just as he had back at the tower, erecting a barrier in front of him to brace for the impact.

But—

BOOM!

“Gah!”

…Huh?

There was no impact.

Instead, the massive man was sent flying backward, crashing hard to the floor.

As Min-su stood there, stunned—

“Again… a failure? Have I… truly failed to protect anything…? Am I…”

The man, trembling, slowly pushed himself back up from the ground.

“Then I offer up everything I have. O mighty [Conqueror]—I offer myself to you as a sacrifice. Grant me… the power… to protect what’s mine!!!”

RUMBLE!

A mysterious power wrapped around his body.

“Min-su! That’s divine power!”

“Hurry, summon me!”

The two goddesses cried out in panic.

From high above, a divine force descended toward the man.

…And then—it looked down.

A great being’s gaze met them directly.

The moment their eyes met, Min-su felt his entire body freeze.

‘I-I have to summon… fast!’

‘Wait—what?!’

‘Gods aren’t supposed to be able to act directly on Earth! How is this happening?!’

He couldn’t fight this. 

Not on his own. 


The overwhelming difference in scale was clear.

Just as Min-su began to summon his power—

Beep!

Ding!

[The Conquering Overcomer] cheerfully waves to his little brother.



 
  Chapter 33: Do you know who I am? The day before yesterday too, Huh? I did it with Ma Min-su!


At the very peak of the Tower, in the celestial realm, the Constellation [The Conquering Overcomer], Arfa, stood amidst a staggering number of stars—his presence, unrivaled.

“You see, my little brother is just too kind. So kind, in fact, that you wouldn’t believe it.”

“Cut the fluff, Arfa! Just spit it out! What were you doing down there?”

“Wait, wait. You mean… we can really go to Earth? For real? How?”

“Sorry, but I’m not at liberty to disclose any personal information about my little brother. You’ll just have to meet him yourselves someday.”

Arfa swept a smug gaze across the crowd of desperate Constellations, all of them hanging on his every word, straining to glean just one more detail.

“Ugh, look at this guy. So full of himself.”

“Damn it! I knew I should’ve gone yesterday! I liked him first!”

“Why him of all people?!”

He took his sweet time, relishing their reactions. 

When he finally spoke, his tone dripped with superiority.

“I had experienced Earth before—through my apostles. But setting foot on it myself, with my true body? It felt completely different. Like… I was finally alive.”

Several Constellations had found ways to connect with Earth via their apostles, attempting to escape the Tower’s suffocating constraints.

But none had ever truly broken free. 

Until now.

‘That alone proves how amazing Min-su is’, Arfa thought.

To achieve something even gods could only dream of—it was no small feat.

To Arfa, Min-su was more precious than anyone or anything he had ever encountered.

“A city brimming with life, humans full of vitality, and such delightful entertainment! Truly, those six hours were bliss. …Oh, but you lot wouldn’t understand. You haven’t experienced it for yourselves.”

“You bastard! I’m going to kill you!”

“You’re acting all high and mighty over one damn day?!”

These were no mere spectators.

Each Constellation was a legend, with stories carved into the very fabric of existence.

And yet, watching them throw tantrums? 

Arfa found it positively delightful.

And he wasn’t finished.

“Oh? You dare glare at me like that?”

“Wait… what’s that smirk for?”

“Don’t tell me you did something crazy on Earth…”

“You didn’t actually ‘conquer’ someone down there, right?!”

“What do you take me for? Earth hasn’t changed. Well—except for one thing.”

Arfa’s sly grin deepened.

“I became brothers with someone very dear to me.”

“Wait—you don’t mean—”

“That’s right. Me. Hanging out at a PC bang with my little brother. Eating together. Laughing. We’re like… two peas in a pod now. And yet, you dare treat me like this? Hm… maybe I should make a blacklist. You know, a ‘Do Not Speak To Min-su’ list for all the bad gods…”

“Tch! That’s just low!”

“Using social connections to threaten us?!”

He may have arrived just one day ahead of the others, but to have met that human face-to-face… that changed everything.

And Min-su—he was loyal to a fault, choosing Arfa as his first Constellation simply because they’d spoken first.

Even if Arfa lied, Min-su would believe him.

The others could only stew in defeat.

They’d lost their precious human to a tanned, golden-haired beast-king Constellation.

“You’re evil!”

“How could you call yourself a Constellation?!”

“Did you think I was some kind of saint?”

That moment marked the birth of a new power dynamic in the heavens—a hierarchy that had never existed before.

But power wielded carelessly always came with backlash.

“However…” 

Arfa continued.

He was a [Conquering Overcomer], after all.

And he wouldn’t waste an opportunity gifted by Min-su.

“I could also recommend certain Constellations, you know.”

“!!!”

“!!!”

“!!!”

“Like… maybe a list of kind and trustworthy gods? Depends on how you behave, of course.”

‘Min-su, my little brother.’

‘I’ll fleece these piggish Constellations for every sacred relic they’ve got.’

‘You’ll love it. Negotiation and blackmail are what I do best.’

Arfa beamed as he pondered what relics Min-su might need most—until his brow furrowed.

‘…This feeling.’

A voice was calling to him from afar.

From Earth.

Arfa had stationed several apostles across Earth for the sake of his grand conquest. 

Thanks to his guidance and power, those apostles rose to prominence—none more so than a man named Shin Hoseop, a brilliant scientist.

Arfa had chosen him personally, and under Arfa’s name, Hoseop built an empire.

But the most entertaining part of conquest was always the early- to mid-game—

The stage where one raised apostles from nothing with limited tools.

Once Hoseop reached the top, Arfa lost interest.

No more meaningful growth. 

No more challenge.

So, as a parting gift, he healed Hoseop’s overworked body—a “graduation present.”

From that point on, Arfa looked elsewhere, ignoring Hoseop’s frequent summons.

Playing a max-level character just wasn’t fun.

But this call… this one was different.

‘Min-su…?’

He felt it—his little brother’s essence, pulsing from Hoseop.

Immediately, Arfa tore through the dimensional veil and peeked through.

While he couldn’t descend in full, he could still peer into the world and exert limited influence.

‘Min-su! My brother!’

With joy, Arfa waved from above.

It had only been a day, but seeing Min-su again made his heart soar.

Hoseop? 

Already forgotten.

***

“Why is he here?!” 

Min-su stared, baffled.

Things were getting dicey—he was about to use a summoning skill to escape this divine
pressure—

But the god who had appeared… was his older brother?

‘Well, I guess it’s better than a random god…’

Apparently, the deity Yubin’s father served was Arfa.

At least this way, they could talk.


“O mighty Constellation! Why do you not answer my calls?!”

[The Conquering Overcomer] is curious what his little brother has been doing here.

Yubin’s father called out with desperation, but Arfa didn’t respond.

To him, the man’s pitiful cries were almost laughable.

“Min-su, do you know that Constellation?”

“Um… a bit, yeah…”

[The Conquering Overcomer] makes a shocked face.

He asks if you’ve already forgotten the tender night you shared in the couple’s seat.

Was he just a one-night stand to you?

“W-What?! A one-night stand? Min-su?!”

“It’s a misunderstanding! I mean—he’s a guy! It’s not like anything could have happened! Argh, Hyung, stop messing around!”

[The Conquering Overcomer] chuckles heartily.

‘This guy, seriously!’

He asks for a proper explanation of what’s going on.

“…So here’s what happened,” Min-su began, recapping everything up to now.

[The Conquering Overcomer] sighs in disbelief. 

He apologizes.

“Hyung, you don’t need to apologize. If anything, we were the ones barging into someone else’s house.”

[The Conquering Overcomer] shakes his head.

“O great [Conquering One]! Grant me the power to smite these foes of darkness!”

Smack!

“Mister, you’re being too loud.”

Despite his passionate pleading, Yubin’s father was quickly and easily subdued— by none other than Da-in, once an S-rank player.

“So… he became obsessed because of the gift you gave him, and thought he could resurrect his dead wife with it?”

Min-su could only sigh.

The Conquering Overcomer nodded.

Those whom The Conqueror lost interest in and abandoned—every one of them came back to seek him.

None ever heard his voice again.

And yet, they all lived well.

That was the level of success he brought before he disappeared.

Shin Hoseop was no different… until a problem arose.

His wife died.

The wife he loved so deeply.

She died.

Even with all the advancements of science, she could not be revived.

As grief consumed him after her death, he remembered the gift his constellation had once bestowed upon him.

The power that healed his body, broken from relentless research.

If he could use that power—he could bring her back to life.

An absurd delusion.

Had he been in a rational state, he might’ve known it was impossible. 

But tragically, he was far from sane.

“Oh, my constellation! Why do you not answer me? Why!?”

He realized it then.

“So… I can no longer hear his voice. A new Apostle is needed. One he would find worthy.”

Yes.

There was one.

“So you’re going to turn Yubin into an Apostle…”

Min-su stood before the tank where Yubin floated.

To think… he would transform his only daughter to bring his wife back.

What kind of tragedy was this?

Why had Yubin agreed to something like this?

Min-su decided to get her out of the tank.

“Mister. How do I get Yubin out?”

He doubted he’d get a proper answer from someone in that state, but he had to try.

“Mister! How do I get her out!”

Da-in grabbed the man and shook him back and forth.

“Awawawawa…”

“Tell me how to get her out!”

“I’ll tell you! I’ll talk!”

To their surprise, he answered quickly.

“You can’t.”

“…What? Are you still—!”

“N-No! It’s not like that! Even if I wanted to, I can’t!”

It wasn’t what they expected to hear.

“Until the process is complete… if she’s removed, her mind will collapse.”

Sometimes, she wonders.

If Mom had still been alive… would Dad have gone off the deep end?

“Yubin! I found a way to bring your mom back! It’s okay, it’ll be over soon. You can do it, my sweet Yubin. Now get in—this is what you were born for!”

Her once-gentle father.

After Mom disappeared, he went mad.

To revive her, he became a god’s Apostle.

As if such a thing were possible.

She didn’t want to stay in that house any longer.

So she decided to climb the Tower on her own.

To bring her mother back—with her own strength.

The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody scolds her:

“Why are you pushing yourself so hard?”

Why do you care?

You don’t even know me.

You just met me.

The Virtuoso of the Golden Melody puffs her chest and says she’ll help him climb the Tower.

Maybe I should’ve said no back then.

Or maybe… I should’ve never told you about YouTube.

Either way, it was my fault.

If it weren’t for me… you’d still be here.

Now I have two people to save.

My mother—and my constellation.

I didn’t want to go back.

But now, it’s the only hope I have.

And this time… I have the courage to endure.

Your song gives me strength.

So I’ll push through.

I’ll survive this.

Silvia.

Pain that feels like my entire body is being crushed.

An endless abyss of despair.

It feels like centuries have passed in this place.

Will this pain ever end?

Will it ever end?

Sometimes, I regret it.

Maybe I shouldn’t have accepted it.

Maybe I should’ve just asked him to climb the Tower and save Silvia.

But whenever I think that—

I remember Silvia’s song.

The song that gave me hope.

That gave me strength.

At first, I could endure through that song alone.

But now…

I’m sorry, Silvia.

I think I’ve reached my limit.

I know if I let go of consciousness, I’ll go insane.

And whoever I become after that… won’t be me anymore.

I have to hold on.

If I don’t, I won’t be able to save Mom.

Or Silvia.

But… I’m just so tired.

I can’t… anymore…

Why is it that, at this moment… he comes to mind?

No…

I was supposed to start calling him brother, wasn’t I?

Heh…

What’s the point of that now?

This is the end.

My body falls, limp.

Down into that deep, deep pit.

SPLASH!

The abyss that sought to devour her—split open.

And then—

THWACK!

A warm hand caught her.

“Hey now. Where do you think you’re going without paying me back?”

“…Mister?”

“Not ‘mister.’”


Why are you here?

“You promised to call me brother, remember? Don’t try to sneak past that.”

He smiled.

That smile—

It was enough to wash away the darkness of the abyss.

Enough to erase all the pain she had endured.



 
  Chapter 34: Minsu Brother


“You’re seriously going to keep going with this, old man?! Even your Constellation warned you! He told you it wouldn’t work the way you imagined!”

“I-I swear it’s true! I’m not making any of this up! Please, believe me!”

Unlike her usual composed self, Da-in was now fiercely aggressive, grabbing the collar of Yubin’s father and shaking him violently. 

Desperation filled his voice as he pleaded.

“Senpai, just a moment.”

At Min-su’s intervention, Da-in released her grip. 

Hoseop dropped to his knees with a thud, crumpling onto the ground.

Min-su bent down slightly and asked in a low voice, “What do you mean by Yubin’s mind collapsing?”

“Th-that is…”

Hoseop began rambling, his words tumbling out in a panicked rush. 

The “operation” currently being performed on Yubin was meant to evolve her physical body—a form of ascension, using the authority of a god. 

Her very cells were being rewritten and reconstructed by divine power. 

If the process were interrupted, even he couldn’t predict what horrors might unfold.

“You subjected your own daughter to something so dangerous?! Are you insane?!”

“…Ah… What have I done…”

His clenched fists trembled as a wave of regret washed over him. 

The same obsessive focus and drive that had brought him success as a scientist had blinded him. 

So focused on the goal, he had failed to see it was flawed from the start.

[The Conquering Overcomer] expresses regret.

So resurrection was impossible from the start.

Then… what have I been doing all this time?

If she can’t even be brought back… why did I put my daughter through this?

“Senpai… can Yubin still be saved?”

‘…Even I don’t know. I’ve never faced anything like this before.’

Even for an S-rank hunter who had faced countless trials, this situation was unprecedented.

Min-su looked up at Yubin, suspended unconscious and naked in the fluid-filled chamber. Whatever process was taking place inside, there was no guarantee it would succeed. 

Judging by the despair on Hoseop’s face, it was clear things were far from hopeful.

“O Conqueror! Please, take this apostle’s life instead and spare my daughter!”

[The Conquering Overcomer] shakes its head—such a trade is not possible.

“You are a mighty Constellation, are you not?! I was your apostle! This is my life’s final wish! Please!”

“…Even you can’t do anything?” 

Min-su asked softly.

[The Conquering Overcomer] states the man forcibly induced divinity through artificial means.

It was a forced deification.

“Forced deification?” Min-su echoed.

“I’ve heard of that,” Silvia interjected quietly, having listened in silence until now.

“There were many who longed for divine power—countless across the dimensions I’ve seen. If one could imitate a god’s power, could one not become a god? Could we not create one? Forced deification is the process of artificially infusing divinity and divine authority into a mortal, causing them to ascend. But Yubin… why would she accept it…?”

“…Is that even possible?”

[The Conquering Overcomer] shrugs—of course not.

It adds that true ascension requires trials, feats, and a worthy soul.

“Trials and feats…” 

Min-su murmured.

Both Lizette and Silvia had gone through such trials. 

They may now be considered lesser deities, but in life, they had accomplished truly heroic deeds. 

It was because of those feats that they had been able to become Constellations, even if they’d been kidnapped by the Tower.

Yubin, on the other hand, had none of that. Her soul wasn’t ready. 

Even if divinity was forcibly poured into her, there was no way she could become a Constellation.

“If her mind merely collapses… that would be the least of the consequences. Ah… Yubin…”

[The Conquering Overcomer] says the price of desiring divine power beyond one’s means is unspeakable suffering.

To become a god, only to suffer divine punishment…

Min-su placed his hand gently on the chamber, looking up at the girl floating inside.

[The Conquering Overcomer] comforts him—this is not your fault.

“But…”

He glanced at Silvia.

Perhaps it was because she had been so close to Yubin, but she now seemed half-lost, almost vacant.

“Wait a second. So you’re saying… she’s already accepted the divine power, right?” 

Min-su turned to Lizette, concern etched into his face.

“In that case… can’t I go in?” he asked.

“…Oh, I knew you’d say that.” 

Lizette let out a heavy sigh and stepped closer.

“But this time is different from the last. Back then, the Tower may have been an enemy, but you entered the mental realm of a stable Constellation. Now, Yubin’s mindscape is in chaos. I can’t guarantee your safety in there.”

“Is it that dangerous?”

“Extremely. It’s like the Void, that bottomless abyss said to lie beneath even the lowest hell. …But you’re going in no matter what I say, right?”

“Haha… Sorry, Constellation.”

“Just come back safe.”

“Got it.”

Min-su grasped Lizette’s hand. 

As he reached out toward the chamber, a soft hum began to vibrate in the air.

Hummm…

A faint divine current flowed through him.

“Summon.”

With that, Min-su activated his ability.

Whoosh!

Nothingness.

The dark space into which he was transported made it immediately clear why it was called the Void. 

He could barely see, and even his body didn’t move the way he intended. 

It felt like he’d plunged into the deep ocean.

The Void was trying to consume him. 

Min-su instinctively activated the power of the Golden Melody.

A shimmering golden shield enveloped him, warding off the darkness.

‘It’s draining divine power just to hold this shield. If I keep it up… I have maybe an hour.’

He had to find Yubin before time ran out.

But the space was endless, with no way to navigate.


Fortunately, the answer lay in the Golden Melody. 

Because Yubin had once been Silvia’s apostle, he could faintly sense her presence using its resonance.

Min-su pushed forward through the Void, drawn to the faint trace of her.

As he moved closer, fragments of her soul began to appear.

A kind mother. 

A gentle father.

A warm and loving childhood as an only daughter in a happy home.

She always wore headphones, listening to old songs. 

It was because they brought back those precious memories.

After her mother’s death, she’d never be able to return to those days. 

But she listened, hoping to revisit them—if only in her mind.

Longing for that happiness again.

Min-su ventured deeper into the Void.

‘Yubin…!’

He spotted her, far in the distance, falling.

She was plummeting toward the bottom of the abyss—the true Void.

A place from which no one could ever return.

‘I’m not going to make it in time…?’

He pushed himself harder, faster, but it wasn’t enough.

‘This Void… it’s holding me back!’

Slash!

[Darkness] cleaved the Void.

For an instant, the space opened—a fleeting moment of freedom.

Screeech!

From beyond the noise, Min-su managed to catch hold of Yubin.

Once he found her, getting back out wasn’t all that difficult.

Just like with Lizette and Silvia in the past—it was only a matter of retracing the way out.

“How… how did you find me?!”

“Silvia told me everything. About what kind of situation you’re in right now.”

“Silvia…? N-No way…”

“Yeah. Your constellation… it’s not dead.”

The two rose swiftly toward the surface of consciousness.

Fwoosh!

Yubin’s eyes snapped open. 

She realized she was in Min-su’s arms—completely naked, not a thread on her body.

“You’re awake?”

“P-Put me down! Now!”

Face burning red like a beet, Yubin screamed and scrambled to cover herself.

“Th-Thanks…”

“What was that?”

“I said thank you, okay?!”

“Y-Yubin…! Ahh… I was wrong… I’m so sorry, Yubin…!”

“Ugh! Move! I get it already, just let me go!”

“I’m just glad I got to see you again, Yubin!”

“You… you’re alive! sniff”

“Are those tears for me?”

“This is sweat, you idiot! And more importantly—what are you doing in the real world?!”

“Heh. That’s a long story.”

Now back in reality, Yubin was finally able to reunite with those who had been waiting for her.

[The Overcoming Conqueror] is truly astonishing.

“Right? I don’t even know how I managed it myself…”

It was definitely a summoning ability, but how did he manage to pull someone out of the conceptual world?

Could unique abilities really be that much more versatile than their descriptions in the status window?

[The Overcoming Conqueror] chuckles softly.

“Maybe… you really are that person.”

“Min-su! Don’t tell me you’re bringing her home too?!”

“She’s a minor! You’ll be arrested, you lunatic!”

“Why would I bring her home? Yubin lives here.”

Although, that guy who tried to illegally alter his daughter’s body might not be okay after all this…

Still, the house wouldn’t just disappear because of it.

Even if she moved out after everything that happened, there was no reason for her to come to his place.

Whack!

Whack! 

Whack!

“Ow! You said it was safe! I almost died!”

“I’m sorry, Yubin! I didn’t think it’d go that far!”

…Seeing her so full of life again, maybe she won’t move out after all.

“Yubin. Promise you’ll stay in touch.”

“I will. I promise I’ll come see you.”

She’d snuck in under stealth, but now she could leave proudly through the front gate.

“Young man… I owe you everything. Without you, I would’ve lost my precious daughter. If not for you… I would’ve forgotten the value of what little I had left.”

“…I’m just glad it all ended well.”

“Take care…”

“Yeah. See you again, Yubin.”

It had been full of danger, but they had made it through.

If Yubin’s father had worshipped a god other than Arfa…

If Min-su had been even a little too late, and Yubin had fallen into that abyss…

Then this wouldn’t be ending with smiles.

‘Well… it’s over now. No point in dwelling on what-ifs.’

***

“Welcome back, sir.”

“Thanks for waiting.”

“It’s my job, after all.”

Just as Min-su was about to step into the limo where Jungyoon had been patiently waiting—

“Min-su!”

Thump-thump-thump

He turned around at the sound of Yubin’s voice calling out.

Then—

Smooch

Something soft and squishy pressed against his cheek.

“Huh?”

“Thanks. I’ll make sure to repay you for this someday, Min-su oppa.”

The girl, attempting a seductive expression, suddenly seemed to realize what she’d just done.

“T-That’s what I meant! I’m just saying thank you!”

Her face turned beet red as she bolted back toward the house.

“…It wasn’t on the lips, so it doesn’t count!”

“Dude! She’s underage! No!”

“Y-Yubin… why?! I trusted you…!”

Meanwhile, the goddesses already seated in the limousine were thrown into utter chaos.

***


At the same time, in Min-su’s room…

“Haa… huff… haa…”

A silver-haired girl buried her face into the bed.

Her slender hand slid down between her thighs.

Schlick



 
  Chapter 35: Saintess


The house felt hollow, stripped of its usual warmth. 

With Min-su, Lizette, Da-in, and Silvia all gone, only Lucia remained, her footsteps echoing faintly through the spacious corridors.

What had once been a modest one-room apartment had undergone a surreal transformation through the power of [Darkness]. 

Now, it stood as a mansion rivaling even Yubin’s home in grandeur.

“…Maybe I should’ve gone with them too,” she murmured.

Though they had called her sister’s “Apostle,” she barely knew who the man truly was.

This place—Earth—was foreign to her. 

She’d stayed behind, unsure, and now regretted it.

Lucia passed down the hall and stepped into the bathroom. 

The warm cascade of the shower soothed her body.

“So warm…”

Just by turning a knob, water of the perfect temperature flowed freely. 

No magic, no chant.

The technology here far surpassed the world she once knew.

In her previous life, Lucia had been a Saintess.

The noble Saintess who bore the fate of the world on her shoulders.

Knowing that her failure would directly lead to the world’s end, she had endured it all—never resting, never faltering. 

She carried on to ensure her sister’s sacrifice would not be in vain.

But now, she was no longer a Saintess.

No burdens weighed her down. 

This world—this Earth—functioned just fine without her. 

Her sister had been resurrected as a celestial being.

Everything that once suffocated her had vanished.

A peace she had never known began to settle in her heart.

For the first time since becoming the Saintess, she felt leisure. 

She found herself humming unconsciously, a small tune of contentment slipping from her lips.

Lucia stepped out of the bathroom and dried herself with a towel. 

As she approached the laundry basket to toss it in—

“…Huh?”

A pair of underwear caught her eye.

Large, square-shaped—clearly belonging to a man.

Drawn to it as though in a trance, Lucia picked it up.

It was something she would have never done in the past. 

Back then, she had to remain pure. 

Untouched. 

Virtuous.

She was the Saintess, after all.

Though it had been in the laundry basket with other clothes and carried a muddled scent, Lucia brought the underwear to her face despite her earlier hesitation.

“Sniff… haa…”

She inhaled deeply.

“Snnnnnnnnniff… haaah…”

The scent filled her nose, a dizzying, indulgent aroma.

Lucia’s eyes rolled back in bliss.

“…Why isn’t there more?”

She had inhaled too much. 

The fragrance that once overwhelmed her senses was fading. 

Faint.

Insufficient.

She needed more.

Where else could she catch this scent?

Then, a scene from that morning came back to her.

The room where her sister and Lizette had spent the night with him.

That room… it must still have traces left.

Without hesitation, she headed for Min-su’s room.

Click.

The door opened.

“Snnnniff… ahh…”

A rush of pleasure hit her like a lightning bolt.

Her brain felt like it was melting.

Lucia buried her face into Min-su’s bed.

Time slipped away.

She was so enraptured that she didn’t even consider the consequences. 

The experience—so new, so overwhelming—dulled her reason entirely.

And then—

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

The sound of someone entering a password at the front door.

She had no time to clean the now-damp bed.

***

Shin Hoseop, Yubin’s father, sat alone in his study. 

He picked up the photo frame lying face down on the table. 

Dust had gathered over it—he hadn’t touched it since Yubin’s last visit.

With a brush of his fingers, the dust cleared, revealing the image inside.

“…Darling.”

In the photograph, Hoseop, his wife, and Yubin smiled brightly—frozen in a moment of happiness that would never return.

He longed for it so deeply, he had even considered remaking his daughter.

‘Why had I done that?’

His mind had felt clouded, consumed by a single obsession. 

He’d been willing to do anything, everything, to restore what he had lost—even at the cost of his daughter.

Even now, he couldn’t understand himself.


No matter how much obsession had driven him to this point, what he’d done to Yubin… even he couldn’t justify it.

“…I’ll live for you now, Yubin. Thank you, Min-su-kun.”

“That’s not a name you can speak so casually.”

“Wh-Who’s there?!”

A sudden presence behind him.

Hoseop spun around in shock.

“Y-You’re…!”

There she stood: Jung-yeon, clad in a sleek, body-hugging suit.

It was their first meeting, but Hoseop knew instantly who she was.

How could he not?

Jung-yeon—the most famous and beloved player in Korea.

“That suit… so you serve him too?”

She had risen to S-Rank seemingly overnight, founded a guild, and led it to become Korea’s most powerful. 

Many believed she was a divine Apostle, blessed by a god.

So had Hoseop.

But—

“To think we serve the same Master…”

“Well, technically, I serve a different Master now.”

Her voice was cold, utterly unlike the warmth she showed to Min-su.

“…Are you here to punish me?”

Hoseop gave a bitter smile and placed the frame back down.

“I only feel remorse toward him… and Yubin.”

‘Forgive me, Yubin.’

‘Your father must pay for his sins.’

“I would have,” she said flatly, “but the Master has already forgiven you.”

“…What?”

“You should be thanking Min-su. He’s the one who asked Him to spare you.”

“…Again. That man saved me… again?!”

“Who… Who is he, really? That Min-su-kun… or rather, Min-su-nim?”

“Lord Min-su is His younger brother.”

“…W-What?!”

How powerful must this being be, to treat humans like property or pawns on a board—yet still be regarded as equal to a Constellation?

“I didn’t come here for something as trivial as your punishment.”

Jeong-yoon stepped closer to Hoseop.

He placed a hand lightly on top of Hoseop’s head.

“…A wig?”

“W-Wait a second!”

With ruthless fingers, Jeong-yoon peeled off Hoseop’s wig and placed a hand on his now-exposed bald scalp.

“M-My dignity…!”

As Jeong-yoon withdrew his hand, Hoseop collapsed in despair.

“It’s confirmed. Just as He said… You. Did you truly believe everything you did until now was of your own will?”

“…What?”

“Didn’t you feel something was… off about yourself?”

Hoseop’s eyes widened in shock.

That strange dissonance he’d felt—until Min-su cleared his mind with his powers!

“That’s what it was. That ‘unicorn’ you spoke of to Min-su earlier—what did you mean? Who was it that twisted your mind?”

***

Deep Underground

A woman sat slouched in an old-fashioned chair, cloaked in the shadows of a dark, subterranean chamber.

“…One of the seeds has disappeared.”

“What!? A seed disappeared!?”

—Impossible. Where could it have…

Her languid voice caused the figures on the hologram to recoil in shock.

“Korea. The seed I implanted in that doctor vanished—without a trace.”

—That’s absurd! Wasn’t that seed created with a blessing? How could it just disappear?

“I don’t understand it either… Perhaps a Constellation interfered. The doctor was an Apostle.”

—I thought the Constellation had abandoned him. Looks like we were wrong.

—I told you we should’ve used someone else! This is ridiculous!

“What’s done is done. Besides, losing a single seed won’t hinder our grand design.”

She closed her eyes and leaned back into the chair.

The plan was proceeding smoothly.

The loss of a mere fragment wouldn’t stop it.

—Did you say Korea? Now that I think about it, wasn’t that where the new blessed one appeared recently?

“Oh? That was Korea?”

A new bearer of the blessing—one of their kind.

A comrade who would help shape the future.

“Come to think of it, wasn’t there a chosen one in Korea ten years ago as well?”

—Yeah, but he died fighting monsters. Poor guy.

—What a shame. He could’ve been one of us.

“Someone who can’t even handle a monster could never have been our comrade. What a waste of a blessing.”

—Don’t be so harsh. Thanks to that incident, Koreans are actually more favorable toward blessings compared to other countries.

—Really? …Korea’s a good place after all!

“Anyway. Who went to retrieve the new recruit?”

—That Reina girl. She should be in Korea by now.

“The seventh, is it…”

—Apparently he created a summoned knight with the blessing. Might even surpass you.

A video flickered to life in the hologram, showing a black knight unleashing a burst of sword energy.

“…Tch. Don’t be ridiculous.”

A mere summoned creature.

And not even an S-rank one.

There’s no way someone like that could surpass her.

“I was the first one chosen by Him. There’s no way anyone has received more power, or more love, than I have.”

Dark energy flared from her hand, crackling with menace.

—S-Sure, whatever you say… Geez, what a pain.

—Overconfidence isn’t good, but… I can’t deny it.

Everyone on the call seemed to agree, knowing full well the extent of her power.

Even the great plan—starting with the seeds—was only possible thanks to her.

“…A summoned creature, huh?”

Her eyes lingered on the video.

A knight, created by the will of a single young man.

She attempted to summon one herself using only her own power.


Crackle.

But no matter how strongly she willed it—it couldn’t be done.

“…Tch. Pathetic.”

Only I…

I alone am the First Apostle of Darkness.



 
  Chapter 36: Master, let’s do that


“So. When exactly did you meet this Conqueror guy?”

“Well, that’s… um…”

Having just stepped out of Jung-yeon’s limousine, Min-su found himself cornered by the goddesses. 

He had no choice but to come clean about what had happened the day before.

“So now it’s not just goddesses but gods too… At least they’re not moving in.”

“So this is how our sweet junior managed to get such a powerful helper.Guess I should thank him—got to ride in a limo for once!”

“Still, if something like this happens, you should tell us. This time ended well, sure, but what if it’s like last time? What then? Hmm? Hm?”

“Ahh! Okay, okay! My bad, I promise I’ll tell you next time. Ahh! Stop pulling on my earlobes!”

Maybe it was because the Conqueror was male. 

Or maybe because he hadn’t appeared in the real world. 

Either way, the goddesses surprisingly let the matter slide without further interrogation.

“Ahh… I feel like I’m going to pass out the moment I walk in.”

With the tension gone and comfort flooding in, Min-su’s body sagged with weariness.

Beep. 

Beep. 

Beep. 

Beep.

The group stretched their tired limbs as they opened the front door.

Then—

Crash! Bang! Thud!

From deep inside, the sound of something—or someone—colliding with everything echoed toward them.

“Lu-Lucia!”

Silvia’s face turned pale, and she bolted inside.

What was once a modest one-room apartment had been expanded into a long corridor, thanks to the power of [Darkness]. Silvia sprinted to the source of the noise.

There—

“Sis…? You’re home already…?”

Lucia was lying on the floor, looking dazed.

“Lucia, what happened?!”

“Oh, um… heh. I tripped. Just a little accident…”

“…Really?”

“B-but judging from your face, looks like everything went well?”

Lucia’s behavior was suspicious, unlike her usual self—clearly hiding something.

“Yeah, it’s all good,” Silvia replied, deciding to let it slide for now.

Her little sister had always been a bit clumsy. 

And now, having come back to life only to be thrust into this strange world called Earth, it was no surprise she was struggling to adjust.

To Silvia, Lucia felt as fragile as a newborn.

“It’s okay… You’ll pick things up slowly. Here, this is how you walk.”

“…I’m not a baby, you know!”

The mood lifted, and the sisters shared a laugh, as if they’d returned to a past life.

Lucia, suddenly noticing Min-su and the others entering behind Silvia, quickly stuffed the undergarment in her hand into her clothes.

“Well… I’m glad it was nothing serious.”

When Silvia had dashed off looking so serious, they’d all feared the worst—but apparently, Lucia had just tripped in a rush. 

Still, maybe it wasn’t a good idea to leave her alone in the house while she was still unfamiliar with Earth.

Plop.

Min-su collapsed on the bed in a starfish sprawl.

“…Why is it warm?”

He’d been out for a while, yet the bed still retained warmth. 

Odd. On top of that, it felt slightly damp.

Had he sweat that much while tearing through the Void? 

He hadn’t even noticed.

Normally, this kind of off-feeling would’ve set off alarms in his head—but right now, he was too exhausted to care.

His eyelids fell shut.

Sleep took him instantly.

***

“So… I’m pretty sure I fell asleep…?”

Min-su stared, baffled, at the wolf beastkin scratching the back of his head awkwardly in front of him.

“Why am I here? And where is here, exactly?”

“Sorry for calling you out of nowhere, little brother,” Arfa said, flashing an apologetic smile.

“There really wasn’t time to explain.”

He had meant to say something earlier—but things had been so chaotic that he simply forgot.

Between handling persistent constellations begging for new champions and resolving
Earth-related affairs, Arfa’s schedule had been packed.

“Do you remember the energy I gave you two days ago?”

“Energy? …Oh! You mean the mark!”

The memory surfaced—back in the PC bang, when Arfa had left something with him.

“Yes! That’s it!” Arfa grinned proudly.

“If it were up to me, I’d grant you divine power outright. But since you’re the Apostle of All, I can’t exactly hog you to myself. And I can’t make you my consort either… So instead, I gave you a mark.”

“What does the mark do?”

“It’s an invitation. To this realm—my Mental World.”

Min-su looked around.

An endless grassland stretched before him, dotted with countless tents. 

It felt like a military encampment, massive in scale.

Only then did he realize—this place must be Arfa’s mental domain.

Just like Lizette’s underground prison, or Silvia’s seaside village, this was a manifestation of Arfa’s inner self.

“The Mental World is the core of a constellation’s being—a place symbolic of their very existence. Access is only granted to the closest of companions. Like the mark I gave you. Well, not that you needed it; you can enter freely anyway.”

So that’s what this place was…

Now it made sense. 

For constellations—beings who transcended the physical—the Mental World was their anchor. The source of their power and identity.

‘That’s why I could see their memories and help defeat evil while inside their domains…’

“Of course,” Arfa added, cracking his knuckles, “I didn’t call you here just to show you around.”

BOOM!


Arfa clenched his fist, and the sheer force of it shattered the earth beneath his feet.

“If I can’t give you my power, then I’ll just teach it to you.”

THUD.

“Come, my brother Min-su. I shall teach you the art of [Conquest].”

***

Thunk.

Min-su opened his eyes, bleary and hollow.

“I slept like a log… So why am I still tired?”

To learn from Arfa—a being who had risen to become a constellation purely through martial strength.

This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. 

S-class hunters would fight to the death for even a chance like this.

But…

—”Brother! Just one more form! You got this!”

—“One more… urgh!”

—“Still got gas in the tank, right? Two more forms!”

—“Why?!”

—“Come on! You’re a man, aren’t you? Get stronger!”

—“You… You tricked me! Who even are you?!”

It had been brutal.

Even though it was merely a mental space—a simulated training session without a physical body—Min-su felt exhausted down to his bones.

Even after a full night’s rest, the fatigue clung to him.

Snore…

Hmmnya hmmnya…

Raising his upper body, Min-su found himself in a now-familiar scene: two goddesses clung tightly to him, sleeping soundly on either side.

“When did they even get in here?”

He was sure he’d locked the door before going to sleep.

So how…?

Shrugging, Min-su reached for the phone on his bedside table.

Min-su-nim, the goblin byproducts and reward items you provided yesterday have been successfully sold. 

The payment has been deposited into your account. — Jung-yeon.

Curious, Min-su checked his account and nearly dropped the phone.

Three hundred million won.

“…Holy sh*t.”

His eyes widened at the sheer number displayed on the screen.

Three hundred million.

To an average guy like him, it was utterly shocking.

Sure, he’d witnessed incredible sights before—celestial summons, divine powers—but seeing such an amount in his bank account hit differently.

He had officially become a Player now.

“Time to start climbing the Tower in earnest. Maybe even reach S-rank someday.”

He’d only made it to the seventh floor so far, but recent experiences had helped him get comfortable with wielding the goddesses’ powers.

Not to mention, the martial arts he’d learned in his dreams from Arfa…

Right now, he felt like he could blaze his way up the Tower with ease.

“Come to think of it, Arfa did mention the next summoning candidate.”

Just before waking up from training, Arfa had shared his recommendations for the next celestial being to summon.

Out of the hundreds clamoring to be chosen, Arfa had carefully narrowed it down to three.

Personalities unlikely to cause chaos… and whose rewards were fitting for Min-su.

“This is a tough call.”

He could only summon one celestial being per day.

Arfa had been a solid pick, but there was no guarantee the next would be just as manageable.

This decision needed care.

“Maybe I’ll talk it over with the goddesses later.”

Min-su gently tucked the sleeping goddesses under the blanket and slipped out of the room.

He stared at the front door for a moment before changing into comfortable clothes and heading out.

Activating a faint pulse of [Darkness], he muddled the perception of others around him. 

Then, with practiced ease, he hopped up onto the railing and leapt—landing lightly on the rooftop of the building.

“Whoa… I can actually do this.”

It was a result of the nighttime movement training he’d undergone with Arfa.

He wasn’t even using divine powers—just his body—and it worked.

He’d regretted the intensity during training, but now that it was over, the payoff was immense.

Leading armies cloaked in [Darkness] was cool and all, but being strong in his own right—that was what made a true Player.

Just as he prepared to test a new technique Arfa had taught him—

Clap. 

Clap. 

Clap. 

Clap.

He froze. 

Applause echoed from behind him.

Startled, Min-su turned around.

A woman stood there, one eye covered with an eyepatch.

“…Foreigner? On a rooftop?”

“The power of Blessing can be used to obscure perception, creating a stealth effect. Not bad for a beginner, though by my standards, it’s amateurish.”

She spoke in a foreign language Min-su didn’t know—yet somehow, he understood every word.

“Watch closely. This is how you use a Blessing!”

She clasped her hands together.

Wuuuung…!

…Darkness?

A swirl of [Darkness] gathered around her body, enveloping her form—an aura Min-su knew all too well.

“What do you think? This is stealth through Blessing! Totally different level, right?!”

The shadows wrapped tightly around her, hiding her…

“…I can see you perfectly.”

Min-su, beloved by [Darkness] itself, could see through it effortlessly.

“Hmph. Don’t lie. A rookie who’s just begun to harness Blessings wouldn’t be able to see through my stealth.”

She stood tall, arms crossed, chin raised—in full view.

“Come here.”

Min-su reached out his hand.

Whoosh!


“Ah!”

The [Darkness] that had cloaked the woman leapt toward Min-su, like a dog recognizing its true master after a long absence, wagging its tail and licking him affectionately.

“W-What?! What sorcery is this?!”

Who was this woman?

Was she also an apostle of one of the celestials?



 
  Chapter 37: Dark Dog


“A-hem. My apologies, newcomer. It seems I got a little too excited.”

“Ah, yes… sir…”

She tried to recover her composure, acting like the seasoned senior she was supposed to be—but it was too late. 

The impression she’d made on Min-su had already sunk in too deep to undo.

“Correction. It seems you’ve inherited the blessing quite intensely. That’s a fortunate thing indeed.”

‘Blessing?’

Did she mean the power of [Darkness]?

“I’m Reina. Pleased to meet you.”

“I’m Min-su…”

He shook Reina’s extended hand, still unsure what to make of her.

‘What the hell is with this person?’

‘She’s even weirder than our Constellation or Da-in sunbae.’

“Come now! Walk with me. I’ll introduce you to our comrades!”

Reina spread her arms wide, full of theatrical flair.

“Uh, Reina-sis?”

“What is it?”

“You’re like… Da-in sunbae’s junior or something, right? You kind of remind me of her.”

“…Da-in sunbae?”

“You’re also an apostle of the [Dark Lord], aren’t you?”

Min-su hadn’t seen Reina in Lizette’s memories, but given her command of [Darkness], it seemed logical enough.

“[Dark Lord]?”

Reina’s expression twisted into a grimace.

“…You think the great blessing is merely some Constellation’s authority?”

“Sorry… what?”

‘A mere Constellation?’

Darkness began to bloom around Reina, a suffocating mist that oozed from her presence.

“You clearly don’t understand the magnitude of your blessing yet.”

BOOM.

The [Darkness] erupted from her and swallowed the space around them.

“Then let me show you.”

Darkness took the shape of a sphere and enveloped both Min-su and Reina whole.

Inside that sphere—

Min-su saw another world.

‘A Mindscape.’

Just like Lizette’s… like Silvia’s… like Arfa’s.

He had entered Reina’s inner world.

“You recognize it. Not completely talentless, then,” she said, arms crossed with a smug shrug.

“H-How…? Only Constellations can manifest Mindscapes…”

“A Mindscape is only born when one has achieved self-perfection and ascended beyond. It’s a realm forbidden to mortals—but things are different when one is blessed, like us.”

‘Blessed…’

Min-su had assumed it was the same as a Constellation’s authority… but was it something else entirely?

Now that he thought about it, [Golden Melody] and [Darkness] felt distinctly different. 

[Golden Melody] had been created by Silvia, whereas [Darkness] was a power Lizette had been born with—something intrinsic. 

Something alive.

Even when they fought the malevolent will within her Mindscape, [Darkness] had chosen to help her—like it had a will of its own. 

Almost as if it were a separate entity altogether.

“Constellations are no more than gods trapped in the sky of the Tower. Their world is closed off, limited. But [Darkness], the one who blessed us, is different—transcendent! The ancient god who has existed since the beginning!”

[Darkness] flared around Reina, dancing like a living shadow.

“Kh…!”

Min-su could feel it—the crushing weight of her unleashed power. 

Her sheer presence was enough to steal his breath, to sap his will.

“Do not be afraid. [Darkness] has blessed you as well. We are its chosen—its disciples. Come.”

It felt no different from when he had stood before a Constellation for the first time.

“You must have suffered greatly. Living in a world of one-eyed fools who persecute what they don’t understand—fools who cannot see the greatness of your blessing.”

‘Persecution?’

Was she referring to what Lizette had endured as a child?

“Uh… I haven’t really gone through anything like that.”

“…What?”

“I mean… I’ve never been persecuted.”

Min-su’s answer made Reina blink in disbelief.

Unlike what she imagined, [Darkness] wasn’t a power Min-su had been born with. 

It had been granted to him—by Lizette, and only very recently. 

He’d only revealed it once during training. 

Not enough to have suffered any kind of social backlash.

Even then, that experience hadn’t felt particularly negative.

“…?”

Reina stared at him, stunned.

“That… can’t be.”

She looked genuinely unable to process it.

And Min-su understood, more or less, what she was thinking.

If Reina had been born with [Darkness], not blessed by a Constellation, then her childhood might have mirrored Lizette’s in some way. 

Maybe not as severe, but certainly not peaceful.

A child born with a power as ominous as [Darkness], one they couldn’t even control properly? 

Of course she’d be feared. 

Rejected by friends, abandoned by parents, maybe even dragged into some research facility…

‘Should I tell her this isn’t really my power, but one I got from someone else…?’

The situation was complicated. It wasn’t exactly easy to explain.

While Min-su hesitated—

“Absurd. That’s impossible.”

Reina had removed her eyepatch at some point.

In its place was a pitch-black eye.

“In that case… I’ll take you by force.”

BOOM.

An explosive surge of pressure burst from Reina.


Then, without warning, she charged straight at him.

“[Dark Knights]!”

Five summoned knights rose to block her path.

CRASH!

All five were obliterated in a single strike.

“What the—!”

It was a one-hit takedown. All five, gone, just like that.

Min-su’s eyes went wide.

SMASH!

“Urgh!”

Reina lunged forward, grabbing Min-su by the throat and lifting him off the ground. 

Her eyes narrowed, voice steady but with a hint of regret.

“I’m sorry, but this is for your own good.”

“Guh! Attacking me out of nowhere and then claiming it’s for my sake?” 

Min-su choked out, his fingers clawing at her iron grip. 

“Do you think I’ll just accept that—”

BOOM!

Dark lightning crackled around him.

[Dark Thunder]

“—without a fight?”

A streak of golden light wrapped in harmonic resonance crashed down toward Reina, striking her full force. 

The blast echoed through the air, shaking the ground beneath them.

CRAAACK!

Freed from her grasp, Min-su twisted in midair, landing several meters away. 

He straightened, catching his breath, and eyed the smoke where Reina had been.

‘So, it’s not just summoning he’s capable of…’

As the smoke cleared, Reina stepped forward, unscathed. 

She flicked her wrist, disrupting the lingering strands of [Golden Melody] that clung to her form like shattered glass.

“What… what is this filthy power?” 

She muttered, brushing the remnants from her sleeves.

Min-su smirked, rolling his stiff neck. 

“Heh. If Yubin heard you talking like that, you’d be getting a beating right about now.”

His hands tightened, the crackling energy intensifying. 

In his left, the golden hum of [Golden Melody] resonated; in his right, the abyssal tendrils of [Darkness] coiled like living shadows.

‘Even a direct hit didn’t faze her…’

The combined force of his two powers—enough to clear a high-level tower mission in a single strike—had barely scratched her. 

His eyes narrowed. 

Reina’s strength was monstrous.

‘Maybe… should I summon one of them?’

His mind raced. 

The [Dark Lord] would be a solid choice, given her overwhelming power. 

Or perhaps the [Conqueror], known for his unmatched physical might. 

But… another thought crept into his mind.

‘Or… can I just take it?’

A memory flashed—how he had accidentally broken her invisibility earlier, severing her connection to the surrounding darkness. 

If her strength truly stemmed from this [Darkness], then perhaps…

Reina shot toward him again, and Min-su reacted instantly, raising his hand.

“Come to me!”

A sudden, intense pull.

VWOOOOOM!

Reina’s eyes widened in shock as the shadows around her body, the very essence of her power, surged toward Min-su like a black tide. 

Even the oppressive darkness maintaining the pocket dimension around them wavered, drawn into his grasp.

“W-what… How…?”

She staggered, her once fearsome aura crumbling. 

The darkness receded, and the illusion around them shattered, revealing the clear, open sky of the rooftop once more. 

Reina collapsed to her knees, eyes unfocused and trembling.

“No… No! Give it back!” 

She screamed, her voice cracking.

Min-su blinked, momentarily taken aback by the sudden change. 

The oppressive presence he had felt just moments ago was gone, replaced by a fragile, shivering figure.

‘Wait… did I just…?’

He looked down. 

The shadowy power he had absorbed clung to him, crackling eagerly like a loyal pet, its form now tangible in his hands. 

It squirmed, then nuzzled his palm, like a playful, overly affectionate dog.

“Uh… what…?”

The shadows wound around him, practically wagging their metaphorical tail. 

When Min-su hesitantly scratched what he assumed was its head, the creature flopped over, presenting its ‘belly’ for more.

‘What… the hell…?’

For a moment, Min-su considered making a smug remark about stealing her power, something about NTR or betrayal—but the sight of the now pitiful Reina, gasping for air, made the words die in his throat.

‘…What do I even do with her now?’

He glanced around, his mind racing. 

Should he call for help? 

But then again, he had just stripped her of her strength, leaving her vulnerable. 

If he left her here, would she even survive?

Before he could decide, the air around him shimmered.

VWOOOOOM!

A pitch-black sphere materialized, hovering in midair.

“Ah, took you long enough,” a deep, taunting voice echoed from within. 

“Got beaten by a rookie, huh? Really impressive.”

Min-su squinted at the sphere, trying to decipher this new twist.

“Give it back… my blessing… give it back…”

Reina whispered weakly, staring up at the sphere with hollow eyes.

“Looks like you’re broken for now. Well, I’ll just come back for you later,” the voice sneered.

A skeletal hand shot out from the sphere, pointing directly at Min-su.

“Hey, rookie. I’ll be back. Keep her warm for me.”

And then—

FWOOOSH!

Reina and the dark sphere vanished, leaving Min-su alone on the now eerily quiet rooftop. 


He felt the wet, affectionate lap of the shadow creature’s ‘tongue’ against his cheek, snapping him back to the present.

‘What… just happened?’

The creature, now fully bonded to him, barked happily, its dark form vibrating with excitement. 

Min-su sighed, rubbing the back of his neck as he watched the last traces of darkness fade from the sky.

‘Guess I’ve got a lot of explaining to do…’



 
  Chapter 38: Sisters Debut


“What!? Something like that happened!? Why didn’t you call me?”

The moment Min-su finished recounting what had just happened, Lizette sprang to her feet, her chair screeching against the floor.

“They dared to lay a hand on my Apostle, unaware of their place…?” 

Her eyes darkened, her aura flaring with rage. 

“I’ll crush their very souls into jelly, trap them in a form that can neither live nor die…”

Min-su took an instinctive step back.

Lizette’s fury was palpable, fierce enough to make even him feel a twinge of fear.

“About that…” 

Min-su hesitated, choosing his words carefully. 

“Is it possible for a human to have a ‘Mental World’ as well?”

“Mental World?” 

Lizette’s sharp eyes met his. 

“You mean the inner sanctum you wandered into within my mind? Well… humans can have them, I suppose.”

“And what about manifesting that world to envelop the space around them?”

Lizette crossed her arms, her expression turning skeptical. 

“That’s impossible. No mere mortal could bear such a strain. That’s the domain of beings far beyond human limitations.”

Min-su’s mind raced, replaying the events he had just witnessed. 

If Lizette was right, then the force he had felt around Reina was on par with a Celestial’s. 

He tried to describe the oppressive, all-encompassing feeling of Reina’s domain.

“You must have imagined it,” Lizette scoffed, though her tone held a note of uncertainty. 

“Perhaps it was an illusion, a trick of the mind?”

He considered that possibility. 

It made more sense for it to be a powerful illusion than for Reina to actually wield the strength of a god-like being.

“Was that why you didn’t call me for backup?”

“No, it wasn’t that…”

Before he could explain, Lizette reached out, grabbing his hands in hers.

“Min-su, I am your Celestial, the [Dark Lord]. Just like when I banished that evil from your mind, I am at my strongest when I stand by your side! If anyone dares to threaten you, I’ll erase them without a trace!”

Min-su couldn’t help but smile at her fiery declaration. 

“Haha… thank you, my Celestial.”

Of course, he had seen her true power with his own eyes. 

There was no way that weeping, defeated girl he had faced earlier could be stronger than Lizette. 

He resolved to call on her immediately if he ever found himself in a similar situation again.

“Oh, by the way, Celestial.”

Min-su’s expression grew serious as a question he had been holding back resurfaced. 

“About [Darkness]… what exactly is it? Is it not exclusively your power?”

Lizette blinked, then frowned. 

“[Darkness]?”

“Yes. When that Reina person tried to use [Darkness] against me, it responded to my call instead. Does it have a will of its own?”

Lizette’s eyes narrowed, her fingers unconsciously tightening around his. 

“Ah… I suppose it’s time you knew. Yes, [Darkness] has a will. You said it yourself once, didn’t you? That [Darkness] seemed to aid you when you moved to save me.”

Min-su nodded, recalling the strange sensation of the power wrapping around him in that critical moment.

“Even though it appears like a mere energy, [Darkness] is special. It has been by my side since I was a child, guiding me, supporting me.”

“So that’s why you call it your ‘friend’!” 

Min-su’s eyes lit up with realization.

Lizette’s face flushed a deep red. 

“W-well, yes… but that’s not something you just blurt out, okay!?” 

She quickly coughed to regain her composure. 

“Anyway, [Darkness] isn’t just mine. It’s a special kind of power that some are born with. There are others like me, those born with [Darkness], though I’ve never seen one on Earth.”

Min-su leaned in, intrigued. 

“Then there are others who can use [Darkness] like you?”

Lizette’s gaze grew distant, her eyes reflecting memories of a faraway place. 

“Yes. In my world, there are those who are born bound to [Darkness] from birth, just like me. They are often feared, persecuted as cursed children, just as I once was.”

“That would explain why Reina called me a ‘comrade’ then…” 

Min-su muttered, piecing together the fragments of his recent encounter. 

“She must have seen me as one of her own.”

Lizette nodded slowly. 

“It’s possible. But keep this in mind: not all connections to [Darkness] are equal. Some are loved by it more deeply than others, and those who receive its full favor can even claim another’s [Darkness] as their own.”

She raised her hand, dark tendrils unfurling from her fingers like living shadows. 

“Go ahead. Try to take my [Darkness].”

Min-su hesitated, then reached out, calling on the familiar, chilling power.

“Alright, here goes…”

Before he could even complete the thought, the [Darkness] surrounding Lizette reacted, surging forward like an eager hound.

“W-wait, what!?”

In a blur, the shadows took on the form of a small, energetic dog, bounding toward Min-su and licking his cheek with pure, unabashed joy.

“Uwah! Stop! Cut it out!” 

Min-su stumbled back, half-laughing, half-terrified as the shadowy creature eagerly nuzzled him, its inky tongue lapping at his face.

Lizette stood frozen, her mouth slightly open, her mind struggling to process what had just happened.

“I’ll fix it right away, my lady!”

What did I just hear?

Could it be… nothing has changed?

Yubin returned from the bustling stage construction, brushing off lingering frustration.

“Sorry for the delay, brother. There was a bit of an issue.”

“It’s fine. But aren’t they professionals? Can’t we just leave it to them?”

“I thought so too, but it seems that’s not the case. They’re trying to adjust the stage we prepared for Silvia to fit their own tastes.”

“R-Really?”

“Those vermin have no understanding of the essence of [Golden Melody] and— Ah!”

Yubin clamped a hand over her mouth, eyes widening in sudden alarm.

She quickly shifted the topic.

“The two goddesses should be ready by now. Shall we go check on them?”

Guided by Yubin, Min-su followed her to the dressing room adjacent to the waiting area.

Inside, the two goddesses sat before the mirrors, fully adorned in their divine splendor.

Silvia, rising gracefully from her seat, offered a radiant smile.

“How do I look, Min-su?”

He stood there, speechless, entranced.

“…When you first met me, you didn’t react like this at all, brother. I’ll remember this for next time,” Yubin muttered, a faint hint of playful jealousy in her voice.

The two goddesses, whose mere presence brightened the room, had completed their full makeup, transforming their natural beauty into something truly otherworldly.

Even Min-su, who had grown somewhat desensitized to their divine allure, found himself struggling to maintain his composure.

“Thank you, Yubin.”

“…I was just repaying a debt. I didn’t guide you properly back then. But more importantly, are you ready?”

“Of course.”

A golden aura began to shimmer around Silvia, bright and overwhelming.

“I’m more than ready.”


***

‘Debuting in a stadium? What kind of viral marketing stunt is this?’

‘Golden Sisters? Hah, sounds so tacky.’

‘Tickets are free? So, anyone can just show up and watch? Weird.’

‘Marketing seems off, but it’s getting attention.’

‘Who are they even? Why should I care?’

‘Is this some kind of idol group?’

‘Shouldn’t they be building hype before the debut? This feels so random.’

Just days before the performance, news of the [Golden Sisters] concert at the stadium spread rapidly. 

Despite the unconventional marketing—widely seen as the chaotic whim of a disconnected executive—word got out. 

Some attributed it to reckless spending, others to the whims of a rich, parachuted chairwoman’s daughter.

Then, the song preview dropped.

‘Masterpiece! An instant classic!’

‘Hearing this brought back childhood memories. I miss my mother.’

‘Did a rookie really sing this?’

‘Why aren’t they showing their faces? Are they ugly or something?’

‘Tacky or not, I’m definitely checking this out.’

The preview, a mere glimpse of their music, struck a chord with listeners.

Drawn by the haunting, nostalgic power of the song, people flocked to the stadium.

***

The day of the performance.

“It’s… packed.”

“Yes, the stadium is full, and there are tens of thousands more gathered outside.”

The marketing gamble had paid off.

“Should’ve sold tickets if we knew it’d blow up like this.”

“Right? Yubin must’ve spent a fortune on this.”

“It’s fine. I’ve got more than enough to spare.”

Ah… envy.

Min-su, now a seasoned player free from financial worries, still felt a pang of jealousy as he watched Yubin, who treated money like water.

Then—

Tap! 

Tap!

Tap!

The stadium lights cut out, plunging the crowd into darkness.

“Shh. It’s starting.”

A single spotlight snapped on, illuminating the center of the stage.

“Whoa… she’s gorgeous.”

“I thought they were supposed to be all about skill?”


Whispers spread through the darkened seats. Then—

“Ah~♬.”

The first note pierced the air, clear and pure. In that instant, every murmur died. 

It was the moment the world first glimpsed the goddesses who would come to be known as the Muses of Earth.

Of course, no one there, not even her own sister, knew that one of the goddesses had hidden a man’s underwear like a talisman between her divine, glittering robes.



 
  Chapter 39: I am doing buisness


Lizette took a long, unsteady breath. 

It had taken her a while to recover from the shock of the day’s events. 

The betrayal by [Darkness], a power she had relied on for so long, stung deeply—but the real blow was that Min-su had been the target. 

Somehow, she managed to gather her scattered thoughts.

“Min-su, today… you’re going to summon me.”

Her tone was firm as she extended the request. 

The pretext was simple: to hunt down the ones who had dared try to abduct him.

“Ugh… I can’t find them. Where the hell did they go?”

Unfortunately, tracking and hunting were not Lizette’s strong suits. 

Despite regaining her full powers as a celestial being for six hours through the summoning, her attempts to trace the kidnappers using the power of [Darkness] ended in failure.

It must have been spatial magic, she realized, recalling the black sphere that had swallowed the unconscious Reina before vanishing. 

Min-su, too, had come to the same grim conclusion.

If they’re using spatial displacement, then they’re long gone.

Given their foreign appearance, it was unlikely they remained in Korea. 

Even with six hours, it wasn’t enough to search internationally.

“I’m… I’m so sorry, Min-su…”

She had burned a valuable summoning opportunity, only to come back empty-handed. 

Now, all she could do was apologize, her voice trembling with genuine remorse.

“It’s alright, Celestial. I actually learned a lot from you today,” Min-su replied, offering a reassuring smile.

It wasn’t just empty comfort. In those few hours, he had gained crucial insights into wielding [Darkness]—lessons he could now apply on his own. 

He felt confident that he could ascend the tower alone from tomorrow.

***

Later That Night – Arfa’s Mental Realm

Min-su found himself once again pulled into the vivid, otherworldly landscape of Arfa’s mind.

“Oh! Brother! How have you been?” 

Arfa’s booming voice greeted him, the muscular, wolf-bodied celestial lounging on his grand throne.

“Hello, Arfa-hyung,” Min-su replied, trying not to flinch at the sight of Arfa’s bulging muscles, which seemed ready to burst from his fur-covered frame.

The training with Arfa was brutal but undeniably effective. 

Even so, Min-su felt a chill run down his spine at the thought of enduring it again.

Wait, maybe Arfa knows something about Reina and that black sphere.

Unlike Lizette or Silvia, Arfa was deeply familiar with Earth’s hidden history. 

If anyone had a lead, it would be him. 

Min-su’s instincts proved correct.

Arfa’s reaction was instant.

“They dared try to kidnap my little brother?”

CRACK.

The ground beneath Arfa splintered, fissures snaking outward as the very air around him thickened with rage. 

His golden eyes narrowed, his claws digging into the throne’s arms.

“Hyung? Hyung, calm down!”

Min-su took an instinctive step back as the world around them twisted, a storm of raw power radiating from Arfa’s enraged form. 

Mountains quaked, the sky itself seemed to tremble.

Then, just as abruptly as it had begun, the oppressive aura receded.

“…My apologies,” Arfa said, his voice regaining its usual deep, measured tone. 

“To lose my composure like that… how disgraceful.”

As the air cleared, Min-su took a cautious breath.

“If something like this ever happens again, summon me immediately,” Arfa rumbled, leaning forward with an intensity that made his golden eyes burn like twin suns. 

“For you, I will annihilate any enemy, no matter who they are.”

“Haha… thanks, hyung…” 

Min-su managed to chuckle, though his gaze flicked nervously to the shattered landscape behind Arfa. 

If this was the destruction caused by mere anger, he shuddered to imagine what true battle would look like.

And then, with a thoughtful hum, Arfa added:

“No, just summoning me isn’t enough. Min-su, why not simply conquer Earth? Make it your domain. As the sole emperor of a unified world government, you would never again have to worry about such threats.”

Min-su felt his pulse spike.

‘Thank god I didn’t summon him today.’

“Very well. If you insist, I will respect your choice… for now. But rest assured, I shall keep a close watch over you, little brother. Day and night.”

‘My privacy…’

Min-su groaned internally, though given Arfa’s earlier suggestion of global conquest, this was the lesser evil.

***

Curious, Min-su broached the real question.

“By the way, hyung, do you know who those [Darkness] users might be?”

Arfa leaned back, drumming his sharp claws against the armrest of his throne.

“Of course. They are members of a secretive organization called Tenebris. They are a small but formidable group, all of whom are born with the power of [Darkness]. Though they number less than ten, every one of them is an S-class combatant. They hide in the shadows, manipulating events from behind the scenes.”

“Tenebris?” 

Min-su repeated, his mind racing.

“Yes. Their numbers are small, but their strength is unmatched. Fear not, Min-su. I will hunt them down and bring them to you within a week.”

Min-su felt his heart skip a beat.

“W-wait, hyung, you don’t have to go that far—”

Arfa merely grinned, his fangs glinting like polished knives.

“Oh, but I insist. They dared lay hands on my brother. They will not escape.”

***

The scolding that followed was as merciless as the training.

“Listen carefully, Min-su. Excessive kindness will only get you killed. You are no ordinary human—you carry the weight of those who stand beside you. If you fall, what will become of those who depend on you?”

Min-su could only nod, silently vowing to be more careful in the future.

“…Alright.”

“If you understand, come to the tower tomorrow.”

“The tower?”

“Yeah. You’ll need some reliable allies to protect you.”

When Min-su awoke from the vivid, half-remembered dream, the morning light had already begun to creep through his window. 

Gently, he pulled the blankets over the slumbering goddesses clinging to him and slipped out of bed to start breakfast.


Though his newfound financial freedom meant he could indulge in takeout or dining out, the goddesses always seemed to prefer his cooking. 

It had become a small, comforting ritual for all of them.

“Wait… what? A pair of underwear is missing?”

It wasn’t long before he heard the [Dark Knight], his second summoned guardian, grumbling as she hung up the laundry.

“You probably just misplaced it. Check again.”

Min-su’s response was absent-minded, his focus more on the sizzling pan than the minor mystery.

A short while later, they gathered around the breakfast table. 

Min-su took a deep breath before broaching the topic that had lingered in his mind since his dream.

“I spoke to Arfa last night.”

The goddesses fell silent, their chopsticks hovering midair.

“So… it’s come to this,” one of them murmured.

“I don’t like it,” another added, her eyes narrowing. 

“But if it’s for Min-su’s safety, then I suppose we have no choice.”

“Ugh, and here I thought you already had your hands full living with four beautiful goddesses,” one teased, flashing a mischievous grin.

“Greedy, aren’t you?”

“It’s not like that!” 

Min-su protested, cheeks turning red.

Despite their initial reluctance, the goddesses understood the need for stronger allies. 

They had already seen Min-su come under attack once, and with their summoning powers limited to just six hours a day, it was clear he would need more protection.

“Well… as long as they’re not moving in permanently, I suppose it’s fine,” one of them muttered, poking at her food.

“M-Min-su, is my body… not enough for you?” 

Another goddess added, a touch of insecurity slipping into her voice.

“Seriously, it’s not like that!” 

Min-su sputtered, nearly choking on his breakfast.

Ultimately, they agreed, and the matter was settled. 

With their blessing, Min-su prepared to enter the tower.

***

Min-su stepped through the ancient stone archway and felt a surge of energy ripple through his body. 

The air within the tower was thick with the presence of powerful beings, their auras pressing down like a storm.

Immediately, his vision filled with flashing, animated messages:

– Absolute Loyalty Guaranteed! Choose me, and I will serve you forever!

– Choose Boon and receive a 100% guarantee on sacred relics!

– Pick me and get a mythic-grade pet for free!

Min-su blinked, his head spinning as dozens of offers bombarded his mind.

“W-What the… Hyung? What is this?”

A deep, familiar voice rumbled from the ether, tinged with amusement.

– [The Conquering Overcomer] raises a hand, demanding to know who thought it was a good idea to spam his little brother like this.

– [The Conquering Overcomer] warns that if they don’t stop immediately, he’ll personally banish them from Earth.

In an instant, the messages vanished, the glittering lights winking out as if terrified of the elder celestial’s wrath.

– My apologies, little brother. These fools are just desperate for your attention. Pay them no mind.

Min-su’s eyes drifted upward, and for a moment, he imagined he could see Arfa’s massive form looming above, his golden eyes glinting like suns.

– These are all beings who wish to be summoned by you. They’ve sworn absolute loyalty and promised not to disrupt Earth’s order, so you have nothing to worry about.

Before Min-su could respond, the messages resumed, each more absurd than the last:

– [Assassin of the Abyss] raises a hand eagerly, offering to lick your toes if you choose them.

– [The One Who Never Learned Morality] smirks, suggesting you take a certain underworld queen as your personal slave.

– [Weaver of Fate] winks, offering to reveal your future if you summon them.

– [Galactic Engineer] shouts, promising power armor, orbital bombardment, or faster-than-light travel—whatever you desire.

Countless stars shone down on Min-su, each one a powerful being practically begging for his favor.

– Well? What do you think? 

Arfa’s voice echoed, rich with pride. 


– If you summon them one by one, they will all become your loyal shields, devoted to protecting you. Think of them as your personal daily rotation of celestial bodyguards.

Min-su felt a cold sweat break out on his forehead.

‘Personal… what?’

Hyung, you’re making this sound way too intense. 

How am I supposed to choose from this lot without feeling guilty?



 
  Chapter 40: Beauty World






“Thank you for choosing me, little one. I promise—you’ll never regret it.”

A voluptuous woman smiled seductively, her eyes smoldering with allure.

She was clad in skin-tight leather, garter belts, and stockings, with just enough bare skin showing between her garments to be scandalous. 

It was less the image of a divine being and more a cosplay of an adult game character.

“Haha… Y-yeah…”

Min-su gave her an awkward smile.

‘It’s not like I really chose her… I just picked one at random.’

Dozens—no, hundreds of Constellations had pleaded with him simultaneously.
Some had even gone so far as to say they didn’t mind being treated like slaves—just please, summon them to Earth.

The offers had been beyond tempting, but precisely because they were, Min-su couldn’t bring himself to choose any of them with a clear conscience.

‘I saw with my own eyes how powerful a Constellation is. How the hell am I supposed to treat one like a slave?’

In the end, he’d closed his eyes and pointed at a star among the celestial lights above him.

That was how he ended up summoning his second Constellation, right after the [Conqueror].

– [She Who Never Had a Chance to Learn Morality] subtly increases her exposure in an attempt to appear fatally attractive to you.

The woman before him was her. 

[She Who Never Had a Chance to Learn Morality]—or simply, Morality, for short.

“Mmm… this cool, crisp air… You have no idea how much I missed it.”

She inhaled deeply, as if savoring Earth’s atmosphere itself.

She had longed for this—for freedom outside the Tower, for the sweetness of Earth.

Her divine face lit up with rapture as she basked in it.

“…So,” she said after a while, turning to Min-su.

“What do you want from me?”

“…Huh?”

“For today, I’m your slave, little one.”

With a saunter that emphasized every curve, she strode toward him. 

The sway of her hips was hypnotic.

“The head of the intelligence guild, the shadow of the secret society, queen of the underworld… Little one, you have become the master of this queen.”

Before he realized it, she was standing right in front of him. 

A rich, intoxicating scent wafted from her, sweet and heavy.

“How shall I please you, mas.ter?”

Her hand rested on his shoulder, gliding downward ever so slowly.

“Would you like to see the queen’s… special techniques? Just say the word—what’s your type?”

Her hand slid toward his inner thigh, her warm breath grazing his ear as she whispered,

“Shall I—”

“F-First of all!”

“Yes, first of all?”

“I haven’t really thought about it!!” 

Min-su yelped, stumbling back from her.

“…Hmph.”

The goddess licked her lips.

“Are you… shy, little one? …How adorable.”

Every one of her gestures was deadly.

Not just a mere beauty—she was a goddess.

A Constellation summoned with her divine form intact.

And she was specialized in this kind of seduction.

‘If I hadn’t met other Constellations before her, I might’ve already given in…’

“You’ve never been to Earth before, right? Is there something you wanted to try? We don’t have a lot of time,” Min-su said, turning his head away, trying desperately to change the topic.

“…Fine,” she said at last.

There would be more chances.

The Constellation [Morality]—real name Diana—decided to step back for now.

“Is there something you’d like to do?”

“Something I want to do… Hmm. I haven’t really thought about it.”

“…You haven’t?”

“Would you decide for me, little one? Preferably something humans here find entertaining.”

“Ah… sure.”

‘What?’

She’d gone to such lengths to come here, and she hadn’t planned what she wanted to do?

Silvia had rushed straight to karaoke. 

Arfa had gone to a PC bang.

Was this just how Constellations worked?

‘Well, I guess immortals experience time differently…’

Min-su decided to test out the list of activities he had saved for hanging out with the Constellations later.

“Then how about we start with one of the hottest spots these days?”

Min-su took the lead.

Diana watched his back with a sly glint in her eyes, licking her lips again.

She had worked hard to be chosen by Min-su and finally come to Earth.

She had a goal—something she desperately wanted to do here.

And luckily, she had been chosen.

But there was a problem.

She only had six hours.

Only six hours to remain on Earth—

And during those hours, she had to submit completely to him.

To be on Earth but not free to do as she pleased?

She hated it.

But thanks to that damn [Conqueror] and the way he shaped public opinion, she had no choice.

Any Constellation who voiced opposition had their chance revoked on the spot.

So Diana played along.

Or at least… pretended to.

‘Even if I have to submit, I just need to seduce him, right?’

This was the same mortal who didn’t even expect a reward for choosing the [Conqueror] just because he was the first to talk to him.

All the Constellations agreed: Even if they had to obey him, he would never give strange or cruel commands.

That was why so many accepted the terms.

Which meant—she had time.

Time to make him hers.

Diana was confident. She had seduced countless souls across the ages.

‘If I make him mine, I can monopolize all future summoning opportunities!’

The six-hour limit would become irrelevant if she could ensure he only called her.

She might even be able to dethrone the [Conqueror] and seize his position.

She had made up her mind—

If she got chosen, she would flip the script and make him her slave instead.

It didn’t matter if he was impotent or gay—no man could resist her divine charms.

And fortune had smiled on her.

She was chosen.

Chosen from among all those competitors.

Summoned to Earth.


‘…He’s almost mine.’

His resistance was stronger than expected, but she still had time.

She wouldn’t rush it. 

She would bring him to his knees, utterly and completely.

Not even swordmasters or archmages had withstood her full seduction.

“Anywhere else you’d like to go?”

“I’m not sure what would be best for the remaining time. Will you recommend something, little one?”

“Oh, then…”

And so, the day progressed.

“This is a trending photo spot for women lately. What do you think?”

“It’s beautiful… Like the sparkle in your eyes.”

“Ahaha… thanks.”

But something was off.

“I brought you to a restaurant popular with women. This dish is called pasta, from Earth…”

Her seduction—wasn’t working.

‘…Why?’

Not only was it ineffective—it was like hitting a brick wall.

Diana checked the time.

Only two hours left.

At this rate, she would return without ever having made him hers.

‘No. Absolutely not!’

She had given up her other plans for this. She had chosen to seduce him instead.

That boy had declared in front of everyone that he would summon as many gods as possible.

With hundreds of Constellations in waiting, who knew when she’d get another chance?

And if another Constellation won him over before her?

No. 

That couldn’t happen.

Diana’s heart began to race.

No matter what, she had to seduce the boy.

“I originally had a movie planned as part of the itinerary… but it looks like we won’t have enough time. Want to go over there and check out the night view together?”

And so, she resolved to make her move.

“What do you think? Earth’s nightscape—Is it underwhelming for a celestial being like you?”

“Hmm… not bad. But personally, I prefer…”

“C-Constellation Lord?”

“…this instead.”

“Wah!”

Special Technique: Face Between the Breasts

It was her ultimate move—passed down through her succubus bloodline.

Just a bit of physical contact was enough to turn her targets into devoted slaves.

Her infamous legacy, which once allowed her to reign supreme in the underworld, now fused with her divine powers—this time, all focused on Min-su.

Take that!

Even the Empire’s Sword Master—sent to subjugate her—had fallen to this move in an instant, becoming her obedient servant.

It wasn’t a technique she used often, but its effects were guaranteed.

Diana was certain. 

This boy would become hers.

“Constellation Lord! You can’t act like that on Earth! It’s dangerous!”

“…!”

Not the face of someone ensnared by her charm… not a love-struck slave lost in blind devotion…

Instead, it was the concerned look one might give a foreigner who’d just made a cultural faux pas.

It didn’t work.

That much was clear.

Something was protecting his mind.

A dark force.

Something that even surpassed her level.

“Ah… would you like to buy a souvenir?”

What?

That kind of ridiculous…

That’s it?

Was he truly… immune to her allure?

Since awakening her succubus powers, this had never happened.

Until now, regardless of gender, everyone she met had fallen under her spell.

Which made this all the more unbelievable.

“Since it’s your first time on Earth, you should get something special,” Min-su said, glancing around and gently guiding Diana into a shop.

“They say foreigners really like this stuff these days.”

“…Cosmetics?”

As soon as they entered, enthusiastic staff welcomed them, excitedly explaining the most popular items and piling various products into their basket.

Still stunned from earlier, Diana silently followed along. 

Before she realized it, the transaction was complete and they were already outside the store.

“They say some people travel all the way here just to buy this. You’re already stunning, Constellation Lord, so you don’t need makeup—but you’d look even more beautiful with it. Here, it’s a gift from me.”

“…A gift.”

She muttered blankly.

A gift.

As a reigning queen, she had received countless gifts.

A prince once gave her an entire fiefdom for just one hour of her time.

A duke offered his family heirloom for a single glance.

Compared to those, this was crude. 

Pathetic.

And yet—

“A gift… after I failed to seduce him?”

It was different.

Different from all the gifts she’d received before.

***

“You filthy demon spawn!”

“Whoring around again, are you?”

“Come pour us some drinks, wench!”

“What? You’ve never done it before? Cut the crap and strip already!”

Those were the reactions she used to get—before using her powers.

But Min-su…

His reaction. 

His gift.

They were nothing like those.

Diana stood in a daze, absently touching the present in her hands.

“…Thank you.”

“No need to mention it.”

“I’m the one who should be giving gifts… yet here I am, receiving one.”

Slowly, she stepped toward Min-su and lowered her head.

“…Huh? Constellation Lord?”

Smack.

She gently took his hand… and kissed the back of it.

Vwooom!

A strange energy shimmered through the air, and a violet sigil appeared like a tattoo on the back of Min-su’s hand.

“C-Constellation Lord…? What is this?”

“My return gift. If you ever need help, just call for me.”

‘I don’t leave debts unpaid.’

‘And I… am not a frivolous woman.’

As her summoning time ended, Diana vanished.

At the same moment, the mark on Min-su’s hand slowly faded away.

Only the lingering sweetness in the air hinted that she had truly been there.

***

“Target has returned.”

From afar, a woman who had been watching through binoculars reported as Diana’s summoning dissipated.

—“Well done, Conquering Overcomer. Your efforts are acknowledged.”

—”Conquering Overcomer murmurs that she thought that damn woman would cause more trouble. Unexpected.”

‘Perhaps this too is part of his power.’

‘Well, not that it matters.’


‘It’s not like she’ll ever see him again.’

But Arfa’s prediction…

…was immediately shattered.

“…Why the hell are you here?”

“That’s my line. What are you doing in our kid’s dream?”



 
  Chapter 41: For sale






“This is my domain of the mind.”

“What the hell are you talking about? This is my mental realm!”

…

What… is going on?

As Min-su slept, he found himself face-to-face with two bickering Constellations, arguing in the dreamscape.

“Don’t tell me you’re trying to seduce my little brother after just one day of knowing him.”

“I should be the one saying that! What are you, a grown man, doing in our kid’s dream? You were acting like some loyal, innocent pup—don’t tell me you’re actually into that sort of thing? Ew. Creepy.”

The once vast and open grassland—typical of the [Conqueror]’s domain—had transformed dramatically. 

One half remained unchanged, but the other had morphed into a fantasy city bathed in deep night.

It was as if two entirely different dreamscapes had been stitched together.

This was the bizarre mindscape that Min-su had entered.

“Min-su! My dear brother! You came!”

“Oh my~ the little one’s here?”

The moment they noticed him, both Constellations rushed over, all previous hostility forgotten for the moment.

“Um… what exactly is going on here?”

Why was [Morality] even here?

“Sigh. Things have gotten complicated,” Arfa muttered with a heavy breath, beginning his explanation.

Originally, Min-su had been invited into Arfa’s dreamscape. 

But due to Diana’s intervention, he had received a second, overlapping invitation.

The result: an unprecedented dream where both Constellations’ realms clashed and coexisted in the same mental space.

“It’s already extremely rare to be invited into a Constellation’s mind, let alone twice. But being summoned by two different Constellations at the same time? That’s unheard of.”

“You should’ve left once you got your turn! Why are you, a man, so obsessed with our sweet little kid?” 

Diana snapped, visibly annoyed.

‘This was supposed to be my perfect moment alone with him,’ she fumed inwardly.

So focused had she been on seducing the boy that she hadn’t even shown him her true self.

The Queen of the Underworld—her regal, commanding persona—was supposed to be the star of this dream. 

But now, this clueless mutt had barged in and ruined everything.

“You’ve got some nerve. I’m Min-su’s sworn brother. I invited him here to teach him how to fight! You’re the intruder!”

“…Oh yeah? You wanna go?”

BOOM!

Their auras clashed violently, and the air crackled with energy.

CRACKLE!

The tension was so immense that the dream itself began to fracture.

“Please! Both of you—can we not fight in someone else’s dream?”

Seriously, what are they doing?

“…Right, little brother. Who do you think belongs more in your dreams? Surely it’s me. Choose me, and I’ll teach you how to shatter mountains with your fists—just like yesterday.”

“Listen, kid. I’m the Queen of Dreams, okay? Choose me and I’ll show you how to control this world. And as a bonus… I’ll give you a taste of true pleasure—something that mutt over there could never offer.”

“Wait, what the hell…?”

Min-su suddenly felt like Paris standing before the golden apple.

Watching the two Constellations argue like children left him speechless.

Thankfully, unlike Paris, Min-su wasn’t powerless.

“…Fine, we won’t fight.”

“…Whatever. I won’t either.”

In the end, whether to accept the invitation was Min-su’s choice.

And with the mere threat of declining future invitations, he was able to pacify both Constellations with ease.

“I’ll split my time—half with Arfa, half with Diana. Fair?”

“…If that’s your choice, I suppose I have no choice.”

“…Hmph. If that’s what our little one wants.”

It wasn’t just because Min-su felt like his body wouldn’t survive endless training with Arfa. Probably.

***

Later, after a grueling session with Arfa, Min-su walked with Diana through her dream-woven city.

The streets of the fantasy metropolis glowed with atmosphere—far more refined than he expected.

“So… you’re a hybrid Constellation?”

“I told you to call me ‘noona’, didn’t I?”

Diana puffed her cheeks playfully.

“Technically, a succubus forced herself on my mom. So yeah.”

“W-wait, she what?”

“Why? Do you wanna force yourself on someone too, little one?”

“Wh-what?! No! Absolutely not!”

“Hehe~ I don’t mind if you do, though.”

Her teasing was still way too spicy for Min-su to get used to.

“Even if I started off as a weak girl from the slums… I made sure the ending would be different.”

Dark silhouettes emerged from the shadows—hundreds of figures all kneeling in absolute loyalty.

The Queen’s court of shadows.

Even Min-su, who had seen a fair share of bizarre sights, was stunned by the overwhelming presence.

“So… what do you think? This is me.”

Diana puffed her chest proudly, her tone more awkward than seductive.

Unlike her previous provocations, this felt almost… sincere.

“Oh… wow. That’s actually really cool.”

“R-really? You want me to teach you how to control it?”

Her powers resembled Lizette’s [Darkness], but the way she used them was clearly different.

And more importantly, it was possible only here, in the world of dreams.

While he slept, Min-su was learning—training his body with Arfa and mastering dream manipulation from Diana.

***

Two more days passed.

And then, Min-su summoned a third Constellation.

“Thank you for choosing me. I do not know how I shall ever repay this grace.”

The new arrival, following Arfa and Diana, was [The Lord of the Volcano].

Short and stout with a grand beard—he was unmistakably a dwarf.

If Arfa was a beastkin wolf and Diana a half-demon, this man was something else entirely.

“Oho… to craft something so refined without using magic… fascinating.”

Like most dwarves of legend, he was obsessed with Earth’s technology.

Even common electronics like televisions or speakers were treated as priceless treasures in his eyes.


“O Benevolent One… could you… buy me just this one thing?”

He claimed to be a Dwarven—royalty among dwarves, just as High Elves are among elves. 

But with those sparkling eyes pleading so sincerely, he just looked like a short old man to me.

“What? Beer from Earth, you say? Hah! O Benevolent One, the notion that dwarves are obsessed with alcohol is but a baseless myth. Now, look here—”

When I handed him a can of beer as a gift, I wondered for a moment if dwarves in the real world were perhaps a little different.

“What in the world is this flavor!? …Haaah! How can beer taste like this?!”

Luckily, he loved it.

‘Maybe Earth’s beer is just more stimulating than the kind made with fantasy-world tech.’

“I’d like nothing more than to gift you a masterpiece forged over tens of days… but alas, there’s no time.”

Though all he did was wander around a few electronics stores and drink a couple of beers, he seemed thoroughly satisfied.

BOOM!

“I shall dedicate the rest of my time to crafting a divine weapon for you, O Benevolent One!”

“S-Stop! Your Holiness! The volcano—THE VOLCANO!!”

As he unleashed his divine powers as a Celestial in the middle of downtown Seoul, a volcano erupted—thankfully, he controlled it well enough to prevent any damage. 

And thanks to that strange event, I received a gift crafted by the dwarves’ god himself.

Then came the fourth Celestial I summoned: [White Snow’s Azure Dragon].

The moment I laid eyes on her, I was horrified.

—It is an honor to meet you, human.

‘A… dragon. She’s actually a dragon?!’

Because she took on human form using Polymorph the instant she was summoned, we thankfully avoided a massive panic from the public.

—I desire a treasure of Earth.

A treasure of Earth?

Dragons were known to lose their minds over anything remotely shiny.

She was probably aiming for Earth’s gold and jewels, like the dwarf had.

But—just like the dwarf—this dragon had an unexpected preference.

—Such beauty! Are even these “cards” crafted with such detail by humans?!

Of course, the “shiny object” she was referring to turned out to be collectible cards.

“Uh… Are you really okay with just a few cards?”

—Just a few cards?! Human, can you not see the iridescent brilliance of this Gold Secret Parallel Rare finish?!

I could see it, yeah…

A Celestial being—one of the great protectors of the middle realm—had come to Earth only to collect shiny cards.

Do gods just lose all sense of taste once they ascend?

It was better than her asking for real gold or diamonds, but still… something about it didn’t feel right.

Still, the dragon, having played a few rounds of Earth’s card games, returned to the heavens completely satisfied.

—This artifact was forged from my very own fang, for you.

Between a weapon forged by a dwarven god and an artifact crafted from a dragon’s fang, I had to admit—it was a pretty good deal for just spending a bit of summon time.

Each item, if revealed to the world, could easily cause a global frenzy.

On top of that, I’d established personal ties with beings I could summon again in times of need.

All in all, a very productive three days.

Well… mostly.

“Hey! Don’t cross that line! That’s MY territory! That’s where I have tea time with my little one!”

“Oh, come now, can’t we share the space? My volcano’s just a bit too active. Ah! O Benevolent One! I’ve crafted something special just for you!”

—Human! Care for a round of cards with me?


My dreams were becoming increasingly… crowded.

“Hyung… did you plan all of this?”

“…No way I did.”

Day 3 of Opening Shop.

Four new residents had entered Minsoo’s dream.
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One place was a vast, sprawling plain.

Another was a city shrouded in darkness.

One was a land scorched by a raging volcano.

And then there was… what even was this?

A tower… made of cards?

At first, this inner world belonged to Arfa alone.

But at some point, it had transformed into a bizarre space, a fusion of many gods’ inner realms.

“…Wasn’t this your domain, brother?”

Min-su frowned.

Why did every celestial he met end up in here?

Sure, it was better than having them invade his actual home like Lizette and Silvia, but if this chaos continued, there’d be no such thing as a good night’s rest.

“About that…”

Arfa wiped a bead of sweat from his brow.

It was a rare, uncharacteristically hesitant gesture from someone always proud and unwavering.

“I believe this is actually your domain now.”

“…Huh?”

In general, possessing an inner realm wasn’t easy.

One needed achievements and a legend so profound that it elevated their very being—only then could a “mindscape” form, one that symbolized their essence.

To reach such a stage meant transcending the realm of mortals.

So the mere existence of one’s inner world was akin to proof of divinity.

“You’re saying this is my mindscape?”

“…It was unclear until yesterday. But now I’m sure. This place belongs to you, little brother.”

According to Arfa, he had been able to leave this space yesterday and return to the tower at will.

He could freely traverse between the two.

“That alone proves it doesn’t belong to me… or that woman.”

“I thought only celestials had mindscapes?”

“For most, yes. But you’ve already met several celestials… and saved them. And I’m not just talking about the [Lord] and [Melody]. Even me—plus those three foolish ones over there. Has anyone ever received so much gratitude from the gods?”

“So you’re saying…”

“You’ve saved so many celestials. That alone means you’ve amassed a legend—a grand narrative worthy of a divine being.”

“What the hell…”

They made it sound like a divine symbol or something, but wasn’t it kind of… not a big deal? 

Even Reina had one!

“Since this is your mindscape, you’ll probably come here every time you fall asleep.”

“…Excuse me!?”

So now, instead of dreams, he’d be dragged here every night—to this loud, ridiculous place?

“…Don’t worry, brother! I shall use this time to its fullest for your sake. In fact, let’s begin training again today!”

Was this the price of recklessly summoning celestials?

Min-su was in despair.

Sure, it was better than misusing a death god’s power and being cursed to become an eternal instrument of suffering… but this? 

A chaotic dream realm every night?

…Wait a second.

‘A dream?’

A thought struck Min-su.

He didn’t fully understand what a mindscape was just yet—but this was his dream, wasn’t it?

And he was aware that it was a dream.

In other words, a lucid dream.

‘So… does that mean I can do anything here?’

He summoned the power of [Darkness].

“Rise.”

From the void of [Darkness], knights began to stand.

In the real world, he could barely summon five… but here—

“B-Brother? What is that…?”

Thousands.

The entire ground was flooded with [Dark Knights].

An overwhelming sense of possibility surged within him.

Heart pounding, Min-su dismissed the summoned knights.

He had far surpassed his real-world abilities.

If he could do this—then maybe things he thought impossible before were within reach?

For example…

Poof!

Dark energy swirled, and from it emerged plastic bags containing a chicken box and a pizza box.

They looked freshly delivered.

“…YES!”

Min-su clenched his fist triumphantly.

He had just created food—actual food—out of [Darkness].

Something completely impossible in the real world was not only possible here—it was effortless.

“…Brother. You didn’t just…”

“Arfa hyung. I never properly introduced you. Behold Korea’s gift to the world—our sacred national treasure. Care for a taste of fried chicken?”

—A human’s mindscape?

—Impossible!

“I’m telling you, I was literally just there.”

—Wait… is that why BokBok hasn’t been around lately!?

—Now that you mention it, that old geezer vanished right after being summoned too!

—If that human chooses you, do you get invited to the paradise?!

—I liked him first why you why only you WHY ONLY YOU—

Diana chuckled, watching the heavenly starlight above have a collective meltdown.

The original reason she marked Min-su with a succubus sigil was to seduce him.

Even after failing to tempt him on Earth—even after using her divine powers—she had resolved to win him over with her genuine charms.

And dreams were her domain.

Having awakened her powers as a succubus, she thought herself unbeatable here.

At least… until Arfa showed up.

‘I didn’t expect other celestials to get involved. It made seduction nearly impossible. But now? ‘

‘This outcome… I never imagined it would go this far.’

No one knew exactly when Min-su’s dreams became his mindscape.

The very notion that so many divine beings could reside within a human’s dream was unprecedented.

No celestial could explain it.

But one thing was clear: for the celestials trapped within the Tower, this mindscape was a paradise reborn.

‘To think he can even create food now…’

Min-su had learned to wield [Darkness] from Lizette, and how to manipulate dreams from Diana.

Now, newly awakened to his mindscape, he wielded it like a natural.

The result?

He created something even celestials could not—edible, dream-conjured food.

At long last, they could enjoy a proper, refined tea time—the one they had always dreamed of.

As long as Min-su allowed it, they could stay in this realm forever.

There was no need to return to that cursed heaven.

…And yet, Diana found herself visiting the heavens once more.

“Why only you? Why is it always you?!”

“Why not someone kind and virtuous like me? Why that wretched wench?!”

The girl only smiled, tilting her head with a hint of smug delight.

“Simple. I was chosen. You weren’t.”

From across the rift of divinity, voices pleaded.

“You know that human, right? Please, just this once—pass on my words!”

“Come on, Morality. Weren’t we on good terms?”

“What kind of ‘type’ does that human have, anyway? What sort of constellation does he like?”

Oh, how delicious it was—tea-bagging the constellations left behind in the Celestial Tower.

“Well,” she said, lips curling. 

“With this attitude, why would I go out of my way to pass your message to our dear little boy?”

“Please! Just tell me what you want!”

“Morality! I’ve admired you for so long!”

For someone who once ruled the underworld through deception and domination, their desperation was simply divine.

But because of that, she failed to notice—during her brief return to the Tower—something insidious was already gnawing at her divinity.

“Yes,” she muttered.

“…A mindscape?”


“Aigoo, junior,” sighed one of the goddesses, rubbing her temples. 

“What mess have you stirred up this time?”

“It’s not me! I swear!”

Having just woken up, Min-su immediately reported everything to the gathered goddesses.

He told them how his dreams had become a mindscape, and how four constellations had taken up residence there.

“So… you’re saying they live in your mind now?”

“Pretty much.”

Unlike the tightly restricted heavens of the Tower, Min-su’s dream-world was a place where he
could shape anything he wanted. So he did.

For the Dwarf constellation—objects crafted with Earth’s finest tech.

For Arfa—a console gaming setup.

For Diana—cosmetics and delicate desserts.

And for the Dragon constellation—glittering, high-rarity trading cards.

Just being free of the Tower was already bliss. 

But to have Min-su build a paradise tailored to their tastes? 

No wonder they chose to stay.

“Why them?! Why do they get to live there and not me?!”

“…Excuse me?”

“I wanna go too! I’m moving into Min-su’s heart, damn it!”

After a brief outburst bordering on madness, Lizette finally regained her composure and spoke.

“Well… isn’t this a good thing? They’re free from the Tower’s influence now. And Min-su can gain their support.”

“Y-yeah, right…”

Though she wasn’t exactly thrilled at the thought of others living in a place within Min-su she herself hadn’t even seen… it was still better than being stuck here.

“…I mean, I sleep with Min-su, so that counts for something, right?”

Lizette nodded to herself, murmuring approvingly.

…Did it really?

Min-su tilted his head, unconvinced.

Aside from having to dive into that noisy dream-space every time he slept, there were plenty of benefits.

Any constellation who had made contact with him could break free from the Tower.

And even if he wasn’t an official Apostle of Honor, he could still learn from them—

Like he’d already done: learning physical training from Arfa, and dream manipulation from Diana.

“But junior,” one of the goddesses asked, leaning in. 

“What’s the difference between a constellation summoned to reality, and one dwelling in your dream?”

That was when Da-in, who had been quietly listening, chimed in.

“You’ve summoned those constellations and even seen their mindscapes, right? So why haven’t those ones appeared in reality?”

…Wait. 

That’s true.

Lizette and Silvia had gone through similar processes, yet they had appeared in reality—often scantily clad and confused atop Min-su’s bed.

So why did Arfa and the others remain confined to dreams?

The only real difference he could think of… was that twisted entity he’d met in the mindscape.

Sure, even if they could descend to Earth, constellations wouldn’t want to stray too far from Min-su—or lose their divine powers.

Still, it was a mystery Min-su wanted answers to.

So he went to sleep.

But the scene that greeted his conscious mind was… something else entirely.

“Hey, mister!”


…Huh?

A small girl with wide, sparkling eyes peered down at him.

“You look dumb!”

…Who the heck is this?

“Hehe~!”
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“Mister, who are you? This is my secret hideout!”

Min-su wasn’t lacking in awareness—at least, that’s what he believed. 

He couldn’t speak for how others saw him, but in moments like this, he prided himself on being quick-witted. 

And right now, his mind was spinning to assess the situation.

Instead of the familiar mental landscape that usually greeted him upon falling asleep, he found himself in a shabby alleyway. 

Standing there, staring down at him from beneath the brim of a cap, was a strange little girl.

Based on what he’d experienced so far, there was only one reasonable conclusion.

“A mental world…?”

Like Lizette’s prison or Silvia’s musical theater, he had somehow entered someone else’s inner world. 

The question was—whose?

If this entire space was someone’s mental projection, then the girl before him was the most likely owner of it.

So who was she?

Min-su ran through a list of constellations he had recently encountered:

[The Conqueror], [The Morality], [The Volcano], [The Azure Dragon]…

If this girl was one of them…

‘It had to be The Morality.’

There wasn’t a single scale in sight. No way this little girl was the Azure Dragon.

“Diana… is that you?”

“…Huh? Mister, you know me?”

Her round eyes widened in surprise.

Confirmed.

‘The vibe is completely different, though.’

Sure, the world had gotten used to making jokes about dressing sultry women in kindergarten uniforms and calling them “sunshine class” or “elementary school queens,” but still… 

This tiny child being that sensuous Diana?

Hard to believe.

‘How were the other constellations?’

Silvia had maintained her original personality.

Lizette, though she’d briefly reverted to a childlike “let’s be besties!” phase, that was just a mirage from the past. 

Even she had kept her adult mind intact.

Only Diana had undergone this odd form of mental regression.

And if this was some illusion, she wouldn’t have reacted this naturally.

“Of course I know. I even know our Diana can wander around freely in her dreams.”

That was something she’d told him during one of their tea times. 

She had been aware, even as a child, that she could move inside her dreams.

“Wow! How’d you know that!”

Was this innocent girl really the same Diana who once oozed decadent charm?

What in the world had she gone through?

Min-su couldn’t begin to imagine the events that led to this—but he knew one thing for sure:

He must not let the Diana of the present learn he had seen her like this.

Still, that wasn’t the biggest issue at hand.

‘An evil presence.’

Judging from what had happened with Lizette and Silvia, it was safe to assume that creature was involved again. 

Just like the colossus or the spider-scorpion, something must’ve tried to harm Diana.

He had to find it and eliminate it.

In the past, as soon as he entered, the threat had shown itself. 

But this time, it seemed the enemy had changed its strategy.

First, he needed to build rapport with this little Diana—who seemed to hold the key to this world.

Min-su bent his knees, bringing himself eye level with the girl before him.

“I’m your dream-friend, Diana.”

“Dream-friend…!”

Her wide eyes sparkled with delight.

“Wanna play with me?”

“Yeah!”

Min-su was the eldest son of his family. 

His mother was the eldest too, which made him the senior among all his younger cousins. 

As a result, he had plenty of experience playing with little kids.

“Ahem! I am the Demon King who will bring ruin upon this world! Brave hero, can you stand against me?”

“You evil Demon King! I, Hero Diana, will defeat you!”

Even if she came from a different culture or world entirely, as long as she was similar to a human child, playing with her wasn’t difficult at all.

“Tch. The Evil God of Permafrost has returned. I have no choice… Just this once, I’ll form a temporary alliance.”

“I still haven’t forgiven you, you know!”

Compared to dealing with Diana as a powerful constellation, this was almost therapeutic.

Maybe he had been more emotionally drained than he’d realized lately.

Before he knew it, Min-su was sincerely engrossed in the game.

The little girl, too, was fully absorbed in their high-stakes make-believe, even summoning her [Darkness] powers to bring the fantasy to life.

As the sun dipped low in the sky—

Grrrgle.

“Hm? I’m hungry…”

The girl’s tummy rumbled loudly.

“I have to go back now!”

“Okay. Then let’s meet again tomorrow?”

“Yup! See you tomorrow!”

She waved at him cheerfully, hopping away on her tiny feet.

***

Min-su waved back as she vanished between the buildings and stepped out of the little girl’s makeshift hideout—wedged within a narrow alley.

It resembled the fantastical cities that had appeared in other mental realms, like Diana’s territory inside his own mind.

But this one was different.

If Diana’s own realm had been an idealized fantasy city, this was closer to a crumbling slum.

This must be the place where Diana had been born and raised.

Since he had already promised to meet her again the next day, Min-su decided to scout the surroundings in the meantime and gather information.

Unfortunately, unlike before, he couldn’t glimpse Diana’s past through illusions.

Using [Darkness] to hide his presence, Min-su roamed the city. 

It was a sprawling metropolis with opulent noble districts and squalid ghettos.


And its inhabitants were diverse—not just humans, but beastfolk, elves, and other races mingled together.

Would Diana rise to become the queen of the underworld in this city?

What had happened to her?

After collecting what information he could, Min-su conjured some gold coins and secured a room in a nearby inn. 

He planned to learn more of Diana’s story the next day.

But the plan never came to fruition.

“Mister Human?”

“Ugh…”

“You’re ugly!”

No way.

Had he come back again?

“Mister, who are you? This is my secret hideout!”

It was undeniable.

The same words. 

The same tone.

Exactly the same conversation as yesterday.

More than anything, he just wanted sleep.

Min-su had once again chosen to rest at the inn.

Waking up inside the girl’s secret base felt strange.

Driven by a gnawing suspicion, Min-su repeated his day exactly as before—playing with the girl, building rapport, and retiring once more to the inn.

This time, however, he chose an inn far away from the secret base.

And then—

“It happened again!”

There was no doubt now.

Time was repeating.

From this point until sleep took him, the day would always reset.

Even Diana—the one who should be the heroine of this dreamlike realm—had lost her memory, as though everything had been wound back to the beginning.

“Am I the only one unaffected because I don’t belong in this world?”

Min-su was growing more certain: this endless loop was the key to everything.

The Colossus tried to tame Lizette with guilt.

The Spider-Scorpion sought to break Silvia with helplessness.

Could it be… that same wicked presence was now targeting Diana?

Today, Min-su decided he would do things differently.

If this moment was his starting point, then what exactly confirmed the loop?

He had to find it.

“So, you have discovered the truth of this world, Hero…”

“Wield the Sword of Justice!”

Until sunset—until the girl returned home—he acted exactly the same.

“See you tomorrow, mister!”

But this time, after their farewell, Min-su silently followed her—hidden in the shadows—trailing her bouncy, carefree steps all the way home.

“Hm! Hm! Hm~!”

She hummed a cheerful tune, skipping with innocent delight.

Who would believe this sweet, pure girl would one day become the Queen of Darkness?

And yet… when Min-su followed her all the way into the house, he understood.

“Is this all the money you’ve got, brat?”

“She must’ve hidden more somewhere! Rip up the floorboards!”

The mother who always greeted her daughter with a warm smile had turned cold.

The floor was soaked in something red and sticky.

“M-Mom…?”

“D-Damn! She’s already back!”

“Grab her! It’ll be a pain if she runs!”

The thieves who had murdered her mother and were now ransacking the house seized the girl, clamping a hand over her mouth.

Though born in the slums, Diana had never known darkness—not with a loving mother by her side.

And now, for the first time in her life… she was confronted with murderous intent.

“Should we kill her?”

“Wait. Hold up. This girl… she’s famous.”

“Famous?”

“Yeah. Known among the slum kids for being an outcast. They say she’s a half-demon.”

One of the men yanked off her hat.

From beneath her messy hair, a pair of small, delicate horns peeked out.

“No doubt about it. She’s a succubus half-breed.”

“A succubus half-breed? She’s worth a fortune!”

“Damn right. Female half-succubi fetch a high price as sex slaves. We hit the jackpot today.”

With a rough hand muffling her cries, Diana couldn’t even call out for her mother.

All she could do was let her tears fall.

And then—a voice rang out.

It wasn’t heard through sound.

It was soundless, yet undeniable.

A commandment. 

A curse. 

A sentence.

– You will never change.

– You are a weak, pitiful girl.

– You should never have been born.

– Your very existence has ruined everything.

Words of power.

Spoken by something beyond comprehension.

This world was a tragedy doomed to repeat itself.

Diana, regressed to a state of helplessness, was being eternally trapped in the moment of her trauma—until her mind shattered.

Min-su immediately understood what the evil presence was after.

And so, he could no longer stand by.

BOOM!

Darkness ripped through the air, tearing the two thieves to pieces.

“M-Mister…?”

“I’m sorry, Diana. I should’ve been watching you.”

Wandering the city for clues had been a mistake.

He should have kept his eyes on the one person who mattered most in this world.

He had let down his guard, fooled by her innocent, childlike smile.

SKREEEEE!

ROAAAAR!

The shredded remains of the thieves bubbled into a blood-red sludge—then shot upward.


The evil being that had frozen this world in place… was finally revealing itself.

[Dark Lightning]

[Golden Aria]

Two divine powers coursed through Min-su.

“I won’t leave you alone anymore.”

Lightning veined with gold struck down, aimed directly at the uninvited guest haunting this world.
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With a deafening roar, Min-su’s lightning bolt struck down from the heavens. 

The formless abomination, no longer something one could call human, was obliterated into fragments.

But even as the monstrous remnants crumbled into dust, they began to stir—oozing toward each other, reforming. 

The grotesque sight was enough to conjure the image of a demonic slime.

‘Must’ve figured one hit wouldn’t be enough.’

Neither the towering giant nor the spider-scorpion had been easy opponents. 

It was only with the divine power of Lizette and Silvia that they had managed to bring those beasts down.

And this thing? 

Likely the same.

Min-su pulled the girl close, shielding her with one arm.

“A-Ajussi… sniff…”

The real issue was the state of Diana—the constellation who ruled this domain of the mind. 

She wasn’t whole.

And in this state… he couldn’t count on her to lend him strength.

‘Then I have to do this alone.’

Min-su’s eyes narrowed at the regenerating monster.

‘Its defense doesn’t seem particularly strong. If I keep hitting it until it can’t revive…’

“[Dark Lightning.]”

“[Golden Aria.]”

He launched another barrage. 

Devastation rained down.

The slime writhed under the onslaught, desperately trying to regenerate. 

But the more he struck, the slower it healed.

And finally—

CRACKLE!

It hardened into a dull brown husk and collapsed, motionless.

‘Got it!’

Min-su clenched his fist, triumphant. The slime looked truly dead.

At that moment—

“…Huh?”

TING!

The world flipped.

Time, which had been frozen in repetition, unraveled. 

Everything around Min-su blurred into fast-forward, like a video played at triple speed.

The girl—about to be sold into slavery after bandits murdered her mother—instinctively awakened her succubus blood.

“C’mon, just one round before we sell her off, eh?”

“W-why… why my mom…”

“Why? Hah! You see this, guys? This brat’s broken! Because your mom was weak! The crybaby types—damn tasty, eh?”

“W-weak…?”

“Look at this fresh little thing.”

“D-Die, all of you!”

At her scream, the leering smiles of the bandits froze.

“…O, my Master.”

SHNK!

The true power of a succubus: a voice that bleaches the mind and turns prey into servants.

The bandits, enthralled, slit their own throats.

“Mommy!!”

The girl rushed to her mother’s lifeless body, not understanding what she had just done—her face soaked in tears.

That was the first tragedy.

From that moment on, she had no one left to protect her from the cruel world. 

She had to survive alone.

But life in the slums was brutal—especially for a girl with demon blood, with small horns that were hard to hide.

And yet, she endured.

The toddler grew into a young teen. 

She even found work at an inn—not glamorous, but enough to live on. 

Her horns were eventually discovered, but perhaps the innkeeper had a soft heart.

He let her stay.

At the time, she still didn’t understand malice.

“Diana.”

“Yes? You called?”

“Come here, girl.”

So when the innkeeper called to her late one night, she had no inkling of what he intended.

“Come pour me a drink.”

“Yes, sir.”

He had always been kind during the day—a gentle, plump man with a warm smile.

But after a drink, he was different.

“How much experience do you have?”

“…Excuse me?”

“How many times’ve you sucked one? I’m talking about cocks, girl.”

The man before her was no longer the kind innkeeper.

“Heard your dad was an incubus. Bet you were suckin’ down his cum as a baby, huh?”

He lunged, tearing at her clothes with greedy hands.

And then he opened his mouth.

“You’ll never change.”

“You’re a weak little girl.”

“You were never meant to exist.”

“You ruin everything you touch.”

The words were a spell—a cursed incantation, meant to shatter the spirit of a constellation’s avatar.

“N-No…”

The girl—Diana, the celestial being in a child’s form—screamed in agony.

“Ajusshi…”

Her trembling voice snapped Min-su back to reality. 

Though time still rushed around him like a torrent, her cry anchored his mind.

BOOM!

Min-su charged. 

His strike sent the innkeeper flying into the wall with a crash.

‘What was that…?’

It felt like waking from a dream.

He had definitely killed the slime. 

That’s when the world had twisted.

‘Time resumed, but the situation’s exactly the same as before… Don’t tell me—’

It was clear now: that slime, that foul creature, had trapped Diana in an endlessly looping world, tormenting her mind.


But what if Min-su hadn’t been the one trapped in the loop?

‘The death of her mother was her first tragedy. Does that mean… this… is the second?’

He looked at the girl—no, at Diana, whose body trembled in fear.

This was her nightmare.

“Ajusshi!”

“Yes, Diana. I’m here. You don’t have to be afraid anymore.”

“…!”

Just like before, Min-su wrapped her in his arms, holding her tight.

SKREEEEEE!

The innkeeper’s body melted, morphing into a grotesque sludge. 

The slime surged forth again.

‘Same slime as before. This time, I’ll make sure it doesn’t come back.’

BOOOOM!

A black bolt laced with golden light tore from the sky. 

The slime’s regeneration, already strained, reached its limit.

CRACKLE.

And this time—

It perished for good.

TING!

“—Spread your legs, you wretched bitch!”

“N-No…!”

“What do you mean no?! I said SPREAD THEM!”

So that’s how it is.

Because I was weak.

The weak are prey.

Only the strong get to have everything.

“—Die.”

“I shall obey.”

The man, his face flushed as he tried to pin her down, flinched—then hurled himself off the riverbank and vanished beneath the waters.

A half-blood.

Half-human, half-demon—a succubus.

The horns atop the girl’s head had grown too large to conceal. 

Her awakened power could no longer be hidden.

But it no longer needed to be.

With full command over her succubus heritage, she could now manipulate minds at will.

“—Hey, pretty thing! How much for a night?”

Even the scumbags who slithered toward her with filthy smirks and crude words…

“Just give the command, my queen!”

…fell to their knees with just a single glance.

Power beyond what any ordinary dream demon could hope to wield—an unmatched gift of dominion.

It didn’t take long before the newly awakened Queen of Dreams ruled the backstreets of the city.

“We pay our respects, Your Majesty.”

Even the ruler of the city bent the knee before her.

It all happened in less than a year after her powers awakened.

If you’re weak, everything is taken from you.

Your life. 

Your freedom.

Your purity.

The weak are nothing more than the property of the strong.

And only the strong may rule over all.

“I am strong. I am… the one who will have everything.”

After enduring two tragedies, after drowning in malice, there was no purity left in the girl’s heart.

Only the merciless queen remained—the one who saw every being she met as nothing more than a tool.

That was the morality the world had taught her.

Her power spread beyond the city’s borders.

Kingdoms, empires, holy states, republics—she seized control of every underworld.

She grew into a woman, one whose very presence sent shudders down the spines of even the continent’s most powerful rulers.

When even Swordmasters and Archmages knelt before her, no one dared stand in her way.

“I am strong. I am… I am…”

It seemed as though nothing could break her.

Until the world began to end.

“You can never change.”

“N-No…”

Even after ascending to a rank near divinity, she could not escape the restrictions of the Tower.

“You are a weak little girl.”

“No… I’m not…”

She was still weak.

Still just a possession of the Tower, robbed of her freedom.

“You were never meant to be born.”

“That’s not true…!”

“Your very existence has ruined everything.”

A thousand, ten thousand voices drilled into her mind.

Lifetimes of regression unraveled her sanity.

And then—she broke.

A malevolent entity laughed.

This was no clumsy manipulation. 

No ordinary madness.

It had ripped her identity apart from the foundation—exposing her frailty as a divine being and dragging her into oblivion.

To try and escape the Tower… 

Unforgivable.

Now, she was nothing more than a puppet.

A weapon, to root out the viruses eating at the Tower from within.

That was what the dark presence believed.

“…Mister… help me…”

The girl whimpered through tears.

…Mister?

The entity combed through her life.

This was wrong.

There had never been a man she’d call “mister” in her original timeline.

And yet—there he was.

Someone had interfered.

RUMBLE!

“You really went all out this time, huh?”

A golden sword split the air, cleaving space itself.

A man stepped through.

That man!

The one who’s been tampering with the Tower all this time!

“Mister!”

She ran to him and threw herself into his arms.

“There, there, Diana. I’m here now.”

“Mister—waaahhh!”

He stood in front of her, blade raised as if to shield her from the world.

“This time… this is the real end.”

CRACKLE.

Two divine powers surged through the blade.

Unlike monsters like colossi or scorpion beasts, slimes lacked physical power.

The only method the dark presence had was through mental manipulation—by preserving divine beings through mind-crushing techniques.

But now… facing that blade…

The entity didn’t have the confidence to win.

To fight meant annihilation.

But it had one other way to fight.

“I’ll shatter your mind.”

Just like with Diana, it would slip into the human’s mind and freeze it in time.

Humans were frail. 

Unlike divine beings, they hadn’t lived long. 

There was no way one could endure a mental assault.


It lunged toward Min-su’s head, planning how to unravel him—

“…What is this bizarre thing?”

“It’s clearly not one of us.”

“Then perhaps we should treat this guest not as a guest—but an intruder.”

But the mind it entered… was nothing like it expected.



 
  Chapter 45: When it came in, it was as I wished





“He’s late.”

The [Conqueror], Arfa, rested his chin on his hand and tilted his head slightly.

He hadn’t intended it, but now shared his brother’s inner world with an intrusive constellation named [Morality].

She had left some time ago, saying she would go tease the constellations who hadn’t been chosen by Min-su and therefore couldn’t enter the paradise. 

But she hadn’t returned.

Arfa never liked how she acted close to Min-su, as if they were equals—despite the fact she’d only gotten in through luck. 

But now, the extended absence was starting to feel… off.

‘Could it be that once you leave, you can’t come back…?’

‘No… that doesn’t seem like something my brother would allow.’

Arfa had personally visited the Tower of the Heavens a few times before. 

He’d had no issue returning to Min-su’s mindscape. 

Considering his brother’s personality, it didn’t seem likely that the very structure of his mind would block someone from returning.

‘So maybe… she’s just having too much fun teasing the others?’

‘…With how twisted she is, that tracks.’

Honestly, Arfa wouldn’t mind if she just stayed out there and never came back.

Unlike the reclusive dragon in the corner, sleeving shiny cards in plastic protectors, or the dwarf completely absorbed in crafting something obscure, [Morality] was far from an ideal neighbor.

Thoom!

Suddenly, the space around him distorted.

‘Is she back…?’

Arfa clicked his tongue without thinking. He assumed it was her.

But then—

‘No… this is—?!’

A wave of foul, oppressive presence slammed into him. 

That goddess might’ve been annoying, but even she didn’t feel this wrong.

This was something else.

An intruder.

A strange, wobbling mass shimmered in the air like some formless slime.

‘What is that?’

Arfa folded his arms and stared down at it.

“…What is this grotesque thing?”

The dwarf, distracted from his work, had wandered over to join him.

“One glance is enough to tell it’s no constellation.”

There was no way this thing had been invited by his brother.

Especially not now—Min-su was napping.

“Then shall we treat it as an unwelcome pest, rather than a guest?”

It didn’t seem hostile. 

In fact, Arfa could sense its hesitation—it looked overwhelmed, even intimidated, by suddenly facing multiple constellations.

“Well… either way, it doesn’t matter.”

This was Min-su’s inner sanctum—his paradise. 

Letting an intruder roam free wasn’t an option.

‘What the hell is this?!’

The malicious entity—slime—panicked.

It had abandoned physical power in favor of mental domination. 

That trade had made its psychic abilities overwhelming—enough to manipulate even powerful beings like constellations.

Even Diana, who had once ruled the continent, had fallen before it without resistance.

If she couldn’t stand against it, how could a mere human?

It had prepared hundreds of mental traps—scenarios no human could possibly survive.

But now—

‘Why are there THREE constellations inside a human’s mind?!’

Not just one. 

Three.

It was already straining itself trying to erode one. 

Three was beyond impossible.

‘What do I do? What do I do?!’

The slime trembled.

It had only one option left.

Run!

It shattered its form into thousands of fragments, scattering in every direction to escape.

“Hmm? Attempting to flee?”

“If it threatens our benefactor, it must be exterminated,” the dwarf said, raising his stubby hand.

Boom!

A colossal volcano erupted into the sky.

Though the fragments fled every which way, the eruption consumed them all.

‘Hot! Hot! Hot! Hot! HOT!’

Countless fragments of the slime’s mind screamed in agony.

Its psyche fractured.

Some were incinerated. 

But a few—barely—slipped through the cracks.

‘Out! I have to get out!’

The exit was almost within reach.

“Quick-cast spell: Celestial Radiance.”

Crack!

A divine incantation shot out, binding the fragments just before escape.

The slime was dragged into a world of agony—an endless loop of Diana’s worst memories.

Each one preserved like a museum exhibit.

Min-su tackled them one by one.

Diana at six.

Diana at twelve.

Diana at twenty…

Each trapped version of her was freed.

Time passed—days, maybe weeks.

In this mental world, Min-su couldn’t tell.

Despite how long it felt, he wasn’t tired. 


Perhaps the dreamlike nature of this space dulled such things.

As he cleared the fragments, Diana aged.

From a helpless child to a regal adult, and finally—into a queen.

As her tragedies unraveled, the end approached.

And finally—

Bang!

He reached the final fragment.

“This has to be the last one.”

The slime’s core. 

The piece that had trapped and tortured Diana all this time.

The end of this nightmare.

“Mister!”

Diana’s voice trembled as she looked at him—calling him “Mister” with tears in her eyes.

Was she really Diana? 

Or just a piece of her past?

Either way—it didn’t matter.

If he destroyed the slime, she would be free.

Crackle!

Rumble!

Min-su summoned his power to strike.

But this final core was different.

Boom!

It didn’t cower or flee. 

It lunged straight at him.

“Whoa!”

Min-su recoiled in shock, instantly shrouding himself in [Darkness]. 

But it wasn’t enough. 

The slime ignored his defenses, slipping past them with ease and melting into him.

— Heh heh heh, bet you didn’t see this coming.

Thud!

His legs gave out. 

Min-su dropped to his knees.

“Are you okay!?”

‘I’ve been had!’

He never imagined the slime would try to enter him instead of fighting directly. 

It completely blindsided him.

This was the same slime that once toyed with a powerful Constellation. 

And now it was inside him. 

Would he end up like Diana—frozen in time, reduced to a trophy?

If the past were to repeat like that, there would be no escape…

— Gyaaaaahhh!

…?

Somehow, Min-su could hear the spiritual scream echoing from within.

What the…?

— Human! Let me out! I’ll do anything you want! Please! Please, just get me out of here!

Whatever the slime had planned, it clearly wasn’t working.

— I’ll give you the power to conquer the world! The most beautiful women! I’ll even lick your feet! Don’t you want to know the secret desires of the Constellation of Beauty!? Please, I beg you!

— If you prefer machines, I know some gorgeous gynoids too! Just—please!!!

But even with all that—

‘I don’t even know how to get you out.’

— GYAAAAAAH! STOP! PLEASE!!

With one final, horrifying scream, the slime’s voice vanished from his mind.

Min-su braced himself, wondering if it was just another ploy—a mental trap. 

But even the slime’s presence had faded to a point where he could barely sense it anymore.

“Is… it over?”

A hollow ending. 

The slime, like the colossal spider-scorpion before it, had simply vanished.

“I-I’m sorry, it’s all my fault…”

The girl looked up at him, tearfully. 

Min-su was still kneeling, face strained in pain, and she had clearly mistaken it for a serious injury.

Despite once pretending to be a seductive, deadly Constellation, the way she now sniffled reminded him of the small girl Diana—the one who had shared hundreds, even thousands of regressions with him.

“If it weren’t for me…!”

She whimpered, overcome with guilt.

“I’m not dead, you know. Why’re you crying like that?”

“Mister!”

Min-su slowly stood up. 

When the slime entered him, it had drained all his strength—but now he felt completely refreshed. 

Like he’d just woken up from the best nap ever.

“I’m totally fine.”

He swung his arms around, showing her how full of energy he was.

“Sniff… Mister, I’m sorry…”

But Diana misunderstood again, bursting into fresh tears.

“I—I shouldn’t have tried to save you…!”

“There you go again.”

Thump.

Min-su placed his hand gently on her head.

“I told you, didn’t I? I’ll stay with you.”

He had to save her anyway if he wanted to leave this world. 

After all, she was the master of this place.

BOOM! 

BOOM!

With the slime’s death, the world began to collapse around them.

Just like the other Constellation dreams, this was probably the end. 

He’d wake up soon.

…But what would happen to Diana?

Would she return to who she was before?

Would all the memories they made together disappear?

From a dignity standpoint—especially considering her regressed form—maybe it was for the best. 

Still… it left a bitter taste in his mouth.

“Come on, let’s get out of here.”

He knelt on one knee, leveling his gaze with hers, and held out his hand.

“Let’s leave this dreary place behind, shall we, Hero?”

As the tragic dreamscape crumbled, the dawn light of the real world washed over them both.

***

A woman crept down a long hallway.

Tiptoe… 

Tiptoe…

Lizette slipped silently along the wall, eyes gleaming.

[Darkness Wall Split]

Whirrr!

She phased through the barrier and entered the room of her beloved apostle.

‘Hehe, today’s my victory.’

They may have called a truce, but in her heart, they were still rivals. 

There was no way she was going to share her precious time in bed with Min-su with anyone else.

Luckily, this entire house was a manifestation of her authority: [Darkness]. 

Creating a fake version of Min-su’s room to fool Silvia had been child’s play.

By now, that delusional goddess was probably curled up with the illusion, thinking it was the real deal.

‘At last, I, Lizette, have secured my rightful place as the one true first wife—untouchable and supreme.’

Giggling to herself, she tiptoed toward the bed, ready to snuggle into her apostle’s arms.


As usual, Min-su was sleeping peacefully on the bed.

Except… there was something different this time.

Purrr… purrr…

…?

A naked girl—one she had never seen before—was wrapped around Min-su, fast asleep in his arms.



 
  Chapter 46: Diana





“I’ve seen all kinds of races in my life, but this is the first time I’ve encountered something like this.”

“I feel the same.”

The constellations peered down at the uninvited guest, now frozen in place by the dragon’s magic.

“This fluidity—unbound by form—it looks like a slime, but… the structure is entirely different.”

“And the material it’s composed of. I’ve never even touched such a substance. To think such a material could exist in the physical realm…”

To the constellations, this slime was an unfamiliar lifeform.

“This isn’t the time for idle analysis.”

It was the dragon—the one most responsible for capturing the creature—who suddenly thrust his head forward.

“We need to figure out what this thing is. Who knows what kind of harm it could bring to our precious paradise?”

“You’re right.”

Arfa nodded in agreement. 

Clearly, the creature had invaded his brother’s mind with impure intentions. 

They needed to uncover its purpose and, if there was someone behind it, determine why his brother had been targeted.

“I’ll take over from here.”

Arfa had conquered continents. 

Torture and information extraction were second nature to him. 

He had never tried it on an amorphous being, but as long as it had intelligence, he was confident.

Just as Arfa’s authority took hold of the slime—

Schlurrrp…

The slime melted.

“…?”

“I-It disappeared!”

“What have you done, Conqueror?!”

“N-No! I didn’t do anything!”

It was gone. Right before the eyes of three fully alert constellations.

“Did it… escape?”

“This may be a more formidable opponent than we thought. It should’ve been incapacitated by divine light… and yet, it fled.”

Though they were momentarily thrown into confusion, it didn’t take long for the constellations to regain their composure.

“We need to revise our assessment. Perhaps it’s not alone. We must alert our benefactor and prepare a countermeasure.”

“Let’s also inform the constellations remaining in the heavens. One of them might know the identity of that slime.”

They began calmly planning their next move.

“…Why are you still staring at that spot, Conqueror? Did you notice something?”

“…No.”

Arfa frowned.

‘It was definitely [Darkness]… Did I see wrong?’

“No way… it really multiplied…”

***

Meanwhile, in Min-su’s home—

“Min-su… are you tired of someone like me now?”

“What? How did you get that idea?!”

“Ah… Mister! S-So Diana was just a fling? Did you ghost her?”

“Where did you learn such terrible words, Diana?!”

Once again, Min-su’s house was in uproar.

The shockwave that had struck when Silvia and Lucia appeared in the real world in the past had now returned, this time hammering the goddesses.

Min-su wasn’t immune to the chaos.

‘Why is it Diana from the story—not the constellation [Morality]?’

When he defeated the wicked slime, he’d vaguely considered that she might manifest in the real world. 

It had happened before—twice, in fact.

But even so, he’d expected the mature Diana, her original form—not a child version.

‘She’s calling me “Mister” and acting all childish… Is the old Diana gone? Did she revert somehow?’

In truth, Diana was only pretending to be a child. 

But Min-su had no way of knowing that.

“Min-su, my apostle. It’s nice that you want to save people, but you don’t need to bring all of them home with you. Her name’s Diana, right? She’s happy now, so she can leave. She owes you a lot.”

“Auntie.”

“…What did you just call me?”

“Rotisserie hen?”

“You little—!!”

Crash! 

Bang! 

Slam!

“W-Wait! She’s still a kid!”

Smirk.

“You think that’s a kid?! That’s a constellation! Hey! How old are you really?!”

“Waaah! Mister, I’m scared! Auntie’s mad!”

“You little brat! Fine—today’s your last day on Earth!”

***

‘Oh… I forgot to shower.’

When you wake up in the morning, you’ve got to clean up first.

Min-su, naturally denying reality, wiped his nose and casually stepped out of his room toward the bathroom.

With Min-su gone, the goddesses finally entered a brief ceasefire.

Normally, they would’ve peeked through walls using [Darkness] or spied with [Golden Melody] to watch him in the shower—but not today. 

Today, there were more pressing matters.

“You don’t have to pretend anymore. Why not show us your real self?”

“Oh my~ How aggressive.”

Vmmm!

In an instant, the small girl’s body matured dramatically.

Min-su’s clothes, hastily thrown on, stretched to their limit, barely containing her devastating curves.

This was the true form of the constellation [Morality].

“Nice to meet you. I’m Diana, Mister’s very own warrior.”


Leaning back in the chair, Diana crossed her arms and legs, fully at ease.

While the goddesses faced off in Min-su’s room, Min-su himself was zoning out, tossing his clothes into the laundry basket.

Then, with fresh ones in hand, he stepped into the shower.

Shhhhhhh…

He closed his eyes and surrendered to the water streaming from the showerhead.

The warmth embraced his body.

He’d only spent a day inside Diana’s mental landscape. 

But with all the looping caused by the slime’s petrified state, it felt like months since his last shower.

Strangely, he didn’t feel mentally broken or even tired.

‘Am I… starting to leave humanity behind?’

This was the third time something like this had happened.

But this time, the difficulty was on a completely different level.

Previously, all he had to do was team up with a constellation and defeat the enemy. 

This time, there had been far more intricate steps involved.

‘Are the enemies getting more cunning too?’

Maybe the ones who had always been on the receiving end were changing tactics.

And with no clear idea of who the enemy really was, that was a heavy burden to carry.

This time, he’d gotten lucky.

Next time, luck might not be enough.

‘I need to talk to the constellations and come up with a plan.’

His thoughts clearing, Min-su opened his eyes.

Echoes of a Sudden Scream.

“…?”

Min-su blinked, his heart racing as he stared down. 

There, at his waist, something large and uncomfortably pronounced demanded his immediate attention.

“What the—AAAHHHH!”

His scream echoed sharply against the tiled walls of the bathroom.

Outside, Lucia, who had been tiptoeing toward the laundry basket with a mix of mischief and guilt, froze at the sound. 

She whipped around, eyes wide, before bursting through the door in a panic.

“M-Min-su! Are you alright?!”

Her heart pounded wildly, terrified that her sneaky behavior had somehow been discovered.

“W-wait! Don’t come in!”

Min-su lunged for the door, gripping the handle tightly to keep it from swinging open.

“W-what’s happening? Why did you scream like that?”

“It’s nothing! I mean, it’s not nothing, but it’s not—”

Footsteps thundered down the hall.

“Min-su! What’s going on?! Did someone attack you?”

It was Da-in, her voice sharp with concern.

“Are you being threatened?!”

No! Not that either!

The pressure on the door intensified. 

Min-su could feel it giving way under their combined strength, seconds away from being flung open. 

With no other choice, he made a split-second decision.

“[Shroud of Darkness]!”

The door burst open.

“Min-su! Are you safe—?”

“Ah! Min-su…!”

The two goddesses tumbled into the humid air of the bathroom, eyes wide as they took in the scene. 

Min-su stood before them, hastily wrapped in a dark, dripping cloak, his body still damp from the shower.

And, unmistakably, the bulge in his lower half was… prominent.

“Oh my…”

Both goddesses went silent, their eyes locked onto the undeniable outline.

Min-su cleared his throat, his face burning.

“Thank you for your concern… but could you both please… leave?”

Their cheeks flushed a deep scarlet, and they quickly backpedaled out of the bathroom, the door clicking shut behind them.

A heavy, awkward silence hung in the air for a long moment.

“So… it’s the power of an Incubus, then?”

“Yup! Since Diana is the Queen of Succubi, that makes you the Incubus King!”

Diana, now in her shrunken, childlike form, giggled as she swung her legs playfully.

It made sense. 

Just as he had absorbed [Darkness] and [Golden Melody] from other deities before, Min-su had now absorbed Diana’s power. 

It wasn’t as extreme as her full capabilities—like the mind-bending control over others she had displayed in her prime—but it was still significant enough to… influence his physical form.

“Don’t worry, Mister! If you want, you can adjust the size whenever you like! Incubi can control their bodies however they want!”

Min-su exhaled in relief as his pants, which had felt uncomfortably tight just moments before, loosened to a more manageable fit.

“Thank god…”

He had been genuinely worried that he might be stuck like that forever.

“Aw, what a shame,” one of the other goddesses muttered, sounding distinctly disappointed.

“Diana,” Min-su said firmly, meeting the small goddess’s playful gaze.

“Hmm?” 

She blinked innocently.

“You remember everything, don’t you?”

“W-what? What makes you say that?”

“If I can change my form, then so can you. So enough with the act.”

Diana pouted, puffing out her cheeks in exaggerated annoyance.

“Geez, Mister, you’re way too sharp!”

A low hum filled the air as Diana’s tiny frame suddenly expanded, her body stretching and growing until she stood at her full, mature height, hair flowing like liquid silver and eyes gleaming with ancient power. 

She leaned in, a dangerously seductive smile on her lips.

“You shouldn’t dig too deeply into a lady’s secrets, you know?”

Min-su sighed, a hint of exasperation slipping into his expression.

“And yet you’ve been referring to yourself in the third person like it’s completely normal.”

Diana’s grin widened, unbothered by his remark.

“If it were me, I’d be too embarrassed to even show my face.”

“…I can hear you, you know,” Min-su grumbled, massaging his temples.

The other goddesses burst into giggles, teasing whispers filling the room as Diana’s laughter echoed like chimes in the wind.

“Bad Mister! Bad Mister!” 


Diana sang, clapping her hands with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“P-please… stop…” 

Min-su muttered, his face burning hotter than ever.

“Bad Mister! Bad Mister!”

The teasing chorus continued, unrelenting, as Min-su silently cursed the chaos his life had become.



 
  
    Chapter 47: Bet





“It’s real.”

Min-su murmured in awe, staring at his reflection in the mirror as his face shifted and morphed at will.

Familiar faces from countless movies took form, flickering across his features.

It seemed that last night’s chaotic events had left him as the newly appointed Apostle of Honor for Diana, granting him a fraction of her power—a fragment of the succubus queen’s infamous shapeshifting ability.

Though he hadn’t inherited her overwhelming strength, he could now freely manipulate his physical form. 

He could bulk up like a bodybuilder, shrink to his childhood frame, or even assume the face of a stranger.

“Shota Min-su! Haha, that’s hilarious!”

‘Should I block her from using those forums? She’s getting weirder by the day,’ he thought, casting a wary glance at Lizette, whose eyes sparkled unnervingly as she exhaled sharply through her nose, clearly thrilled by his transformation.

At first, Min-su had dismissed this as a lesser power, far inferior to the [Darkness] and [Golden Melody] abilities he’d seen others wield. 

But now, the potential was becoming clear. 

Dozens of morally questionable uses flitted through his mind—identity theft, perfect disguises, even infiltration. 

He shuddered at the possibilities.

Just then, Silvia leaned in with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Hey, Mister. With that power, can you turn into a woman too?”

“A… woman?”

Of course, if he could bend his physical form this freely, changing genders should be no more difficult than shifting his height or muscle mass. 

He cringed at the thought, though. 

That felt like crossing a line, even for him.

“Anyway, I get it now. I’m bound to you, so I can’t leave this house without you.”

Diana, who had been silently listening, finally spoke up. 

She nodded thoughtfully, piecing together her situation from the scattered hints he’d given her.

“I should have realized. My divine powers felt… distant. So this is what it’s like to become mortal again.”

She crossed her arms, looking surprisingly small and vulnerable for a being that had once commanded divine power from the heights of the tower. 

Now, she was confined to this modest house, her strength stripped away.

Min-su watched her, struggling to grasp the depth of her loss. 

How could he, a mere mortal, ever understand what it meant for a god to be reduced to this?

“But you know what?”

Diana suddenly leaned in, wrapping one arm around his. 

She pressed against him, her ample chest trapping his arm in a warm, unexpected embrace.

“I don’t mind at all. Because it means I’m bound to you now! I’m your pet, your partner, your… companion, right? Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Uh… I mean… if you put it that way…”

Diana’s eyes sparkled, a mischievous grin spreading across her lips as she continued to cling to him. 

She seemed genuinely thrilled by the prospect, entirely unlike the defeated figure she’d been moments before.

‘Wait, why is she still calling me an Mister? I’m younger than her, technically. She’s the one who used to be a goddess!’ 

He thought, feeling his cheeks warm.

“Oh, I see how it is,” Diana teased, leaning in even closer. 

“The other goddesses who came before me—Lizette and Silvia—were just lazy freeloaders, lounging around the house without a care, huh?”

“L-Lazy freeloaders?!”

Lizette and Silvia flinched, their eyes widening as Diana’s sharp gaze raked over them.

“I’m nothing like them. Even if I could leave, I wouldn’t want to go anywhere without you.”

Min-su glanced nervously between the three women. 

The atmosphere had shifted dramatically, and he could sense an impending clash.

“Wait, no, that’s not fair,” he stammered, trying to defuse the brewing conflict. 

“Both of them are special to me too. They’ve granted me their powers, and I owe them a lot…”

“No,” Silvia suddenly stood, her fists clenched, her eyes blazing with a newfound resolve. 

“She’s right. You’ve given us a home, clothes, food… everything. And what have I given you in return? Nothing. I’ve been a useless parasite.”

Her declaration hung in the air, sharp and painful. 

Diana smirked, clearly pleased by the turn of events.

“Then how about a little wager?” 

She proposed, her eyes narrowing. 

“Let’s see who can be the most useful to him over the next week. The winner gets to make the loser do whatever they want for a whole day. No complaints, no take-backs.”

“A wager?” 

Silvia’s eyes gleamed with sudden, competitive fire.

“Exactly,” Diana said, leaning in close, her lips twisting into a predatory smile. 

“Let’s see who’s truly worthy of standing by his side.”

The two goddesses locked eyes, a silent challenge sparking between them, the air crackling with unspoken tension.

Min-su sighed, his head already throbbing with the thought of the chaos that was about to unfold.

“Wait, why am I the prize here…?” 

He muttered.

In the distance, the ethereal world of Arfa rumbled with the laughter of a celestial being.

“Hahaha! Incredible! You’ve managed to charm three goddesses already? You should be proud!”

Min-su groaned, rubbing his temples.

“Please… this is serious. Stop laughing.”

“Oh, come on. You’ve accomplished something no mortal ever has—three goddesses at your side, and counting.”

“Don’t even joke about that,” he muttered, feeling a fresh wave of anxiety creep in. 

“Three is already more than I can handle.”

The celestial being’s laughter only grew louder.

“Very well, then. Let’s talk seriously for a moment, brother.”

Min-su straightened, sensing a shift in tone.

“Alright. I’m listening.”

“For now, I need you to stop summoning any more of us.”

Min-su’s eyes widened. 

“Stop… summoning? But why?”

The voice on the other end grew solemn, the mirth fading.

“It’s for your safety. Whatever attacked Diana wasn’t just a random monster. It was targeting her specifically, just like the creatures that went after Lizette and Silvia. If we’re not careful, this could escalate.”

“I can’t say exactly what will happen if it’s truly altered, but I can guess the purpose,” Lizette said quietly.

Silvia had once tried to use the system itself to hunt her down like a monster, to twist her fate into tragedy. 

Yet Diana’s approach was different—silent and meticulous, like a shadow creeping into the cracks of a crumbling foundation.

Unlike the past, this time they had gone as far as to preserve her, trapping her in this endlessly repeating world, a painstakingly elaborate effort. 


Why the sudden change in method?

“I think it’s because they’re targeting you.”

“…Me?”

“At first, they might have dismissed the first colossus as a minor glitch. But after the Spider Scorpion incident, they must have realized you’re a significant irregularity.”

“Then, this whole situation…?”

“It’s the Tower’s countermeasure—a strategy to identify and eliminate the irregularity.”

“The Tower is trying to erase you.”

“…So those monsters really are like the Tower’s servants?”

She had hoped otherwise, but the logic was clear. 

A force that binds even the Constellations, manipulates systems, and twists reality itself—it had to be the Tower. 

The thought chilled Min-su to his core.

The Tower, the same one that shackled even the Constellations, was hunting him. 

Could he ever hope to overcome it?

“Don’t worry too much,” Lizette said, her tone steady. 

“Even the Tower can’t act freely. If it had complete control, it would have crushed you the moment you stepped inside. The fact that it resorted to such convoluted methods means it still doesn’t fully understand what you are.”

“Really?”

Now that he thought about it, that made sense. 

If the Tower truly wanted him gone, it could have swarmed him with unending waves of high-tier monsters. 

He wouldn’t have lasted a second.

‘So… does the Tower not know about the chaos I’ve caused yet?’

Even so, the threat remained. 

As long as the Tower had its eye on him, he would never be truly safe.

“So, please… don’t enter the Tower for a while,” Lizette urged.

The colossus and the Spider Scorpion had been obliterated, leaving no traces for the Tower to study. 

But the slime… the slime was different.

“That’s my mistake. I should have crushed it then and there.”

It had slipped away, escaping the Constellations’ domain. 

If it managed to return to the Tower and report what it had seen, the Tower might discover not just Min-su’s existence, but the hidden realm of the Constellations as well.

“Don’t say that. If it weren’t for you, that thing would have broken into our sanctuary the moment it arrived,” Min-su said, trying to hide his own unease.

After all, even the mighty Diana had crumbled under its mental onslaught.

If that had been him… his mind would have shattered instantly.

“…Thank you for saying that,” Lizette replied, her voice softer. “It won’t take long. The Constellations might be shut-ins now, but they still have their powers.”

“…The Constellations?”

A distant, echoing chorus burst to life, voices overlapping with indignation:

—“Wait, are you saying we’re stuck in here because of the Tower’s lackeys?”

—“Pathetic! Even a mere human can’t enter our realm now?”

—“Why does that damn Tower refuse to let us be? I’m done with this!”

—“Let’s tear it all down!”

—“Do they think we’ll just sit quietly forever?”

Lizette’s voice hardened, resonating with a leader’s authority.

“The Tower’s agents might have infiltrated one of us. They could be hiding anywhere, listening, feeding the Tower information. From now on, we’ll work in pairs—search every corner, question every shadow. Inform the Apostles as well.”

A ripple of determination swept through the room.


“We will break this cursed Tower and reach our paradise!” Arfa declared, his voice a battle cry.

—I’m coming too! To paradise!

—Earth has legendary foods like pineapple pizza and mint chocolate. I’ll taste them all!

—Is it you? Or you?

—Where is the Tower hiding? Show yourself, coward!

The Constellations, once aimless and adrift, now surged with purpose.

Hidden among them, the twisted presence of the Fourth Tower’s vile clown trembled, shrinking into the shadows as the search began. 

It could only hope that they wouldn’t find it before its master’s plan reached its twisted conclusion.
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