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    Prologue – How did it come to this?


They say there is a hell for authors who abandon their ongoing series.

A hell where the final bosses from all their works gather together in one place.

I’ve fallen straight into that hell—into a world where all the stories I’ve written are jumbled together.

“Master, how can you say it’s strange for a disciple to fall asleep by their master’s side?”

The first final boss to appear was Cheonma, Biwol, from my first martial arts web novel, The King of Diamond Fists.

“Master! No matter how I think about it, this goes against the path of justice! To run away before the enemy so cowardly…”

Then came the second final boss, the Hero Verdandi, from my second fantasy web novel, We Must Kill the Hero.


“Brother, please leave everything to me. I shall guide your path as your…■■.”

And lastly, there was the third final boss, the Saintess Azazel, from my most recent novel, Reincarnated into an Idle Game.

Now, with my days numbered and my body weakening…

“You all… Please, just listen to me…!”

I had to raise these characters I once abandoned onto the right path.






 
  
    Chapter 1 : I Became Cheonma’s Limited-Time Master (1)


The reason I started writing novels was because of my first love.

Her dream was to become a ‘novelist.’ 

She was just a girl who sat next to me, but I wanted to impress her, so I began to write. 

Unfortunately, I lacked talent. 

My writing, descriptions, settings… none of it was any good.

In my martial arts stories, the historical accuracy was a mess. 

In medieval fantasies, I introduced guns, and my game settings were so chaotic that I received an avalanche of criticism from readers.

…Little did I know things would come back like this.

I sighed deeply, pressing my forehead with my hand. 

Even though more than twenty years had passed since I began waking up every morning coughing up blood, I still hadn’t gotten used to it. 

My hair, now stark white, and my blue eyes were evidence of the change.

My current body belonged to a minor character from my first martial arts web novel, The Golden Fist King.

“Possessing  the body of Bing Yeon, in a world where all the novels I’ve written are mixed together…”

I had fallen into such a world.

It was like being in a strange concoction where the three novels I’d written were all merged together, a world akin to kimchi pizza topped with sweet and sour pork.

And I was living as a pitiful character, cursed with the deadly condition known as Guimjeolmaek, a disease that left me with only a limited time to live.

If I had to point out the cause of this tragedy, it would be one particularly avid reader.

“Author, you can’t stop the serialization! I’ve read all three of your works; if they disappear too, what will I have left to read?”

A reader who had followed even my last web novel, Possessed in an Idle Game. 

As I prepared to post a notice announcing the end of my series, with its views stuck at a mere two, this reader was the only one who begged me to continue.

(The reason the views were stuck at two was because one of them was me.)

“If it comes to this, I have no choice but to show you my ‘true intentions.’”

After reading that comment, a bright light suddenly flashed from my monitor, and I was pulled into this world.

If things had gone as they normally do, the author would have possessed a reader, saying, “You know what to do, right?” 

But instead, I ended up on the receiving end.

When I opened my eyes, I found myself living as a low-ranking member of the Wudok Sect in Yunnan Province.

In my novel, the character existed only to explain the unique constitution of the North Sea Ice Palace. 

He was a minor character I had abruptly added and later found too bothersome to deal with, so I had him killed with a simple hand gesture from the Heavenly Demon. 

He was the illegitimate brother of the heroine from the North Sea Ice Palace.

And that’s why my hair had turned white, and my eyes were blue. 

In martial arts novels, such a character would often be described as a peerless beauty with a ‘cool dere’ attribute.

“If only I hadn’t added that setting of ‘emitting more cold energy than that Ice Emperor.’ I should have made him a healthy guy with intact limbs and martial prowess…”

The reason I was surviving in the Wudok Sect instead of the Ice Palace was because my body constitution was even more extreme than the one I had given the heroine.

Thanks to my appearance, I didn’t starve to death, but the damned cold energy flowing through my body was causing my blood to flow backward.

No matter how many miraculous medicines I consumed, the disease didn’t improve.

Even the divine healer from my novel had said it would be a miracle if I survived until adulthood, so there was no need to say more.

“If I were to be possessed, why not as an infinitely powerful swordsman or a poisonous dragon?”

Today, as always, I struggled to steady my labored breathing, slowly lifting myself off the bed. 

To move my body, I had to clutch my heart and cough up a bit of blood. 

Losing health and loved ones makes one acutely aware of what’s missing, and I was no exception.

To cut to the chase, I survived even after becoming an adult.

Despite my natural constitution, I refused to give up on life and continued to train my body to grow stronger.

Even if I had to cough up blood several times a day, I never stopped training my ki.

I sought out the masters of martial arts in my stories, bowing my head and begging them to teach me.

Since three of my novels were mixed together, I traveled between the East and the West, trying to learn swordsmanship, ki, mana, and martial arts.

“What? Someone like you, with only a short time left to live?” 

They often rejected me at first, but when they saw my effort and determination, they eventually accepted me as their disciple.

I was desperate. 

I wanted to survive.

Learning anything that could suppress the cold energy enveloping my body meant I could extend my life, even if just a little.

Perhaps because of my relentless efforts, I survived the attacks from the Green Forest mentioned in my novels, and even survived the famous Great War of Righteousness and Evil.

It was a deviation from the original story I had written. 

The name ‘Bing Yeon’ became etched in the history of all the martial arts practitioners.

I earned the nickname Ice Dragon, became strong enough to establish a small sect, and gained recognition from people.

Yes, everything was going well, except for the fact that my body was nearing death and I couldn’t find the final bosses from my novels no matter how hard I tried.

Wandering this bizarre world, I made it my top priority to find the final bosses.

In the stories I had written, all the final bosses had beliefs that contrasted sharply with those of the protagonists, and most of them had lived tragic lives that led them to stray.

If they were merely fictional characters, it would be one thing. 

But here, this was reality. 

As the creator of this world, I had a reason to find them.

“Master, are you coughing again?”

“Oh, I just woke up.”

During my search, I rescued a young girl from a group of fanatical cultists.

A mad religious group that intended to use the children for human sacrifices, feeding them blood and human flesh.

Using the martial arts and mana I had mastered, I wiped out the entire cult. 

I did not want to see anyone suffer the way those children had.

“Master, I was worried because it seemed like you couldn’t get up easily…”

The girl with black hair looked at me with worried eyes. 

Her eyes were red, and her slightly swollen eyelids made it seem like she had been crying.

Judging by the way she organized the wet towel and the blood-stained cloth, she must have been nursing me by my side again today.

“Bi-wol, there is no need for you to care for me so diligently. Your small hands must be blistered by now.”

“Please, don’t say such things. How could a disciple ever leave her master’s side?”

The girl beside me was named Bi-wol.

She was a character from my novel who shared the name, description, and appearance of the Heavenly Demon.

“In the original story, the cult’s name was the Heavenly Demon Sect…”

It was like one of those spells, where you put countless venomous insects in a jar and let only one survive, called Mu (巫) or Gudok (毒).

They fed the young girl blood and flesh and forced her to kill others, leaving her unable to relieve her hunger unless she slaughtered.

This was the hidden backstory of Heavenly Demon Bi-wol that I had never written in the original work, only scribbling it in a corner of my notebook.

“It’s all my fault, so it’s only right that I fix it.”


The Heavenly Demon I wrote about in my novel didn’t know how to quell her appetite without killing someone.

Only blood and human flesh could quench her thirst and satiate her hunger.

The Heavenly Demon I wrote didn’t know how to sleep without killing someone.

If no one died, she would scream endlessly and be tortured, unable to sleep—the nature of the Heavenly Demon Sect.

The Heavenly Demon I wrote didn’t know the warmth of a parent’s embrace.

Her parents had sold her for a mere bowl of rice.

They were people who would have starved to death had they not sold their children and desperately tried to reduce the number of mouths to feed.

“I want to stay by my master’s side. How could this humble girl ever forget the warm embrace that saved her life?”

With a sense of penitence towards Biwol, I saved her, even though I knew the story would only progress if I became the Heavenly Demon.

When an adult saves a child, why is a reason necessary?

Even if it meant twisting the flow of the novel, it wasn’t something I cared about. 

I was the original author, after all.

“Did you not teach me everything I need to survive? You even taught me how to breathe again and how my heart should beat. Master, you…”

“If you speak like that, people might misunderstand….”

Biwol had become my disciple since the moment I rescued her from the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult.

I taught her how to earn money, how to work, and provided her with a proper place to stay.

I even took in all the children who were under the cult’s care as my disciples.

 At this point, at least I wouldn’t have to worry about Biwol killing me later.

“And if they do misunderstand? Among all your disciples, I’m the one most worthy of being called your cherished student.”

“Even if that’s not what I meant.”

Biwol laughed softly, wiping the blood off my lips with her sleeve. 

She often showed me such excessive affection.

It was more of an obsession than what one would expect between a master and disciple, to the point where even those around us clicked their tongues in disapproval.

She would watch over me until I fell asleep and was always the first thing I saw when I woke up.

One day, I was secretly drinking at an inn when she dragged me back to the sect, scolding me for drinking when I wasn’t well.

‘Is this also because of the Heavenly Demon Star…?’

I could barely understand her behavior—it seemed beyond normal human comprehension.

“Master, breakfast and bathwater are prepared.”

“I told you, you don’t need to do that.”

“But the mistress isn’t here. Someone must take on these duties, shouldn’t they?”

She snuggled against my chest, even though I had just coughed up a handful of blood.

No matter how devotedly she treated me, my condition showed no signs of improvement, and I knew I would soon die.

‘I’m worried about what will happen after I die… She wouldn’t return to being the Heavenly Demon, would she? I destroyed the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult entirely.’

I retraced my steps, recalling the things I had done.

I had saved a young girl who was about to live a miserable life, taken in beggars and children as my disciples, and saved many unfortunate people.

The protagonists from the original novel, The Diamond Fist King, wouldn’t be killed by Biwol. Now, I just needed to prepare for the next move.

“Master? Your meal is getting cold.”

“Ah, Biwol.”

Looking at her wide-eyed gaze fixed on me, I spoke of what I had to do.

“…I’m planning to take in a new junior disciple.”

I needed to save the final bosses from my other web novels as well—the hero Verdandi, who was the last boss of the second novel, and the saint Azazel, who was the last boss of the last one.

I believed that was the reason I had been thrown into this world of novels.

“A junior disciple? From how you’ve specified the gender and name, it doesn’t seem like you’re trying to take in another child sold by their parents or a person missing limbs as a disciple…”

At that moment, Biwol’s red eyes narrowed, sharp and fierce like a snake’s.

“May I dare ask, Master, why you’re bringing a new woman into our sect?”

“…She’s a child who has lived an unfortunate life like you. As her senior, I hope you will set a good example.”

“I refuse.”

Biwol’s words were clipped, each syllable filled with emotion, and the spoon she was holding snapped in half with a loud crack.

The broken head of the spoon clattered to the ground.

“If you truly intend to abandon me and take in a new woman, then take me along as well.”

Her hands were trembling violently, and her voice was slightly wet with emotion. She seemed afraid of being abandoned again.

To be honest, I was worried about how much Biwol, with her extreme dependence, would hate the world after I died.

If I died, it felt like she would become the Heavenly Demon Star again, declaring that there was no need for this world.

“You haven’t forgotten the rules of our sect, have you, Biwol?”

“… I have engraved the rules of the Ice Dragon Sect deep in my heart. Do not kill without reason.”

“If you keep that promise, I will let you accompany me on this journey.”

In truth, I had intended to take her along from the start.

After all, the final bosses of other novels were just as dangerous as Biwol.


The hero, overflowing with a sense of justice, would kill anyone who contradicted her values, even if they were a good person.

And the saint, deprived of love due to her tragic past, made a pact with an evil god to obtain it.

Even if I met them, I wasn’t sure I could subdue them with my current self.

“I promise, Master. I will protect you from those wicked wolves.”

Biwol nodded vigorously, almost like a puppy begging to be petted.



 
  
    Select Chapter 2 : I Became Cheonma’s Limited-Time Master (2)


After Bing-Yeon left the bathhouse, Bi-Wol moved quickly, pretending to clean as she made sure no one else would enter first.

Then,

She locked the door immediately and looked around, checking if anyone was watching.

!!!

Her movements resembled those of a small prey animal fearing a predator, but the reason for her actions was different—she was afraid of being caught by others.

“…Master’s scent.”

Once she confirmed she was alone, Bi-Wol began to remove her clothes, piece by piece, revealing her bare skin.

Splash—!

Soon, Bi-Wol submerged herself fully into the bathwater where her master, Bing-Yeon, had just washed. 

It was so deep that only her head floated above the surface.

This was one of Bi-Wol’s secret, naughty habits that nobody else knew about but herself.

She didn’t want the warmth of the man she loved most to fade away.

She had even secretly pressed her lips to the cup Bing Yeon drank from after his meals or sniffed the clothes he wore. 

This was merely an extension of those actions.

“He’s always so cold… Is it because of his extreme yin constitution?”

Splash, splash. Bi-Wol muttered to herself as she rubbed Bing-Yeon’s scent all over her body. 

The bathwater was so cold that a thin layer of ice had formed on its surface.

Bi-Wol’s master had a frail body and was destined to have a short life. 

He had managed to reach such heights in martial arts at the cost of his very life.

His yin energy was too strong, blocking his blood flow and ultimately preventing his Ki from circulating fully, causing him to suffer and die slowly from an illness.

Bi-Wol, blessed with a natural sensitivity to Ki, knew that Bing-Yeon’s body was being devoured from within by a disease known as “Nine Yin Veins.”

“People say the growth of the tree is faster than the bugs eating it….”

If Bing-Yeon’s body were to be compared, it would be like a tree sprouting new leaves as soon as insects ate the old ones.

It seemed as though his life had been forcibly extended by obtaining various miraculous elixirs. If he were an ordinary person, he would have long been bedridden, suffering from the pain that constricted his body.

To save her from a cult, he had fought their leaders, even coughing up blood.

He never asked for compensation, nor did he demand any reward.

Unlike herself, who was born under the ill-fated Heavenly Kill Star, it seemed as if he was born under the auspicious Purple Star.

Bi-Wol thought that the title given to her master by the world, the “Ice Dragon,” was not undeserved.

“…I wonder, if he grows older, will his condition remain the same?”

As she pondered this, Bi-Wol’s affection for her master continued to grow. She imagined her master far in the future, with a hunched back and a face full of wrinkles.

“No, that’s impossible….”

With a gloomy expression, Bi-Wol shook her head. It was inevitable that one would weaken with age. Unless there was some kind of miraculous rejuvenation or transformation, the destined death could not be avoided.

“Master… What should this girl do…?”

Recalling Bing-Yeon’s touch, Bi-Wol gently stroked her own hair, deep in thought.

He was more of a parent to her than her own parents, whose faces she couldn’t even remember.

He was the one who taught her to value life, unlike the cult leaders who taught her how to kill.

In a place where no one could sleep unless someone died, he had given her a home she could return to at any time.

“Just thinking about you, Master, makes my heart ache. It feels like a blade is piercing my lungs, and I can feel the blood flowing.”

Bi-Wol muttered as she tapped the center of her chest, as if to relieve the suffocating feeling.

She knew better than anyone how much pain Bing-Yeon endured because she had seen him up close.

Every time he used his martial arts, he bled from his eyes, nose, and mouth. It was pitiful to watch him vomit blood almost daily.

“And yet, every time you see me, you smile as if there is no pain or worry at all. I despise that smile, that hypocrisy, that mask.”

He would try his best not to show his pain, smiling so that his other disciples wouldn’t worry.

“I feel like such a foolish disciple because there seems to be nothing I can do for my kind, naïve master….”

Bi-Wol could not hold back her tears. No matter how hard she bit her lips to stop herself, her emotions kept spilling out.

She hated the thought of her master becoming a cold, lifeless corpse, like those friends she once had in the cult.

She hated the idea of her master disappearing without leaving anything behind.

She didn’t want the gentle and soft voice, the scent she was feeling with her whole body, or the foolish smile to become mere fragments of memory.

Clenching her teeth tightly, Bi-Wol spoke. She hated that her master was slowly dying and she could do nothing about it.

She hated not being able to be of help by his side. 

She wondered what it would be like if they were closer in age, close enough to call each other “brother” or “husband.”

She wished that her presence would give him a reason to live.

She wished that he would tell her he didn’t want to die because she was there.

“…I really, truly, hate it.”

Blood trickled from her lower lip, which she had bitten so hard. 

Bi-Wol didn’t seem to feel the pain, as she bit even harder.

Her love for her master was somewhat twisted. 

It was just a bit off from normal, an abnormal love.

She didn’t know what proper love was. 

Bing-Yeon hadn’t taught her what love was supposed to be.

How could a man who had never even held a woman’s hand teach a teenage girl about love?

“Tonight, I will sleep wearing your clothes again, Master. And I will use my innate sensitivity to Ki to be the first to reach your bedchamber before you wake.”

Thus, Bi-Wol’s first love was slightly sick, obsessive, and like a blazing fire.

The karma of her Heavenly Kill Star, unable to manifest in slaughter, was now twisted and erupting like this.

An emotion heavier than death—love.

Hey, are you really satisfied with just looking at your master’s sleeping face?

Another voice echoed from within Bi-Wol’s heart.

It was the very essence of the Heavenly Kill Star, which Bing-Yeon thought he had completely erased from this world.


	Your master will soon die. He will die because of you, who can do nothing.



Another Bi-Wol, whispering like a snake, longed for slaughter and blood.


	If you get stronger, you might be able to save your master!



Bi-Wol had the potential to reach even greater heights.

If she devoured all the life and flesh on this earth as if drinking from a river, if she consumed walking and talking elixirs, it wouldn’t be impossible.

“…Be quiet, bad Bi-Wol.”

To be more precise, it was another personality of Bi-Wol, one without restraint in expressing love for her master, tempting her.


	After all, I am you, and you are me.



Rather than being different, it was like the nature hidden away by her master’s teachings.

“Shut up. I won’t commit any killings, just as Master taught me.”

It was painful for Bi-Wol to even hear the honest whispering of her own heart. 

She shook her head violently, trying to shake off the distracting thoughts.


	But what if the new junior disciple turns out to be more attractive than you?



“…What?”


	This is the first time Master has specifically referred to someone as ‘junior disciple.’



The other Bi-Wol chuckled slyly, aiming to expose her jealousy.


“Well, that’s true, but….”


	Master always picked up disciples because someone was sick on the street, or because someone was poor and starving. Don’t you think it’s strange this time?



Bing-Yeon always brought disciples in a similar manner. 

He pitied patients abandoned on the streets, people who sold their bodies or organs, and children missing a limb.


	‘There’s no need for a reason when one pities others,’ he would say. But now he specifically wants a junior disciple…



“Could it be that he’s tired of me?”

Bi-Wol anxiously bit her nails, worried that she might be abandoned. 

She was scared that the warm embrace she cherished might disappear once more.


	Or, perhaps, he has another intention.



The other personality within her continued to amplify her anxiety.

I prepared myself to leave, checking the cards I had.

A bamboo slip inscribed with words in a script only I could recognize.

“Master… I’m ready.”

With a creak, I opened the door and stepped outside. 

Before I knew it, Bi-Wol was kneeling politely before me.

I was startled. I almost fainted.

“Are you planning to carry all that luggage…?”

“I only packed the essentials. Did I do something wrong?”


I glanced at the large bundle on Bi-Wol’s back. 

It was like a massive pile of junk that should be loaded onto a mule or donkey.

“This is the cup Master often uses. This is the bamboo leaf tea Master likes, and that is the duck dish Master once said he wanted. And….”

“…Enough, just pack your clothes and some simple food. I’ll take care of my things.”

It seemed my disciple’s respect for her master was a bit excessive.



 
  
    Chapter 3: I Became Cheonma’s Limited-Time Master (3)


Bi-wol and I boarded the carriage heading west, leaving the martial clan behind. 

It had been quite a while since I last left the martial world, and I felt a strange sense of nostalgia.

“Master, what is this place called the Western Lands like?”

Bi-wol asked, her eyes brimming with excitement. 

It seemed that she was caught up in the fantasy of going on her first journey.

“If you look at it broadly, it is not so different from the martial world. After all, places where people gather are always similar.”

Unfortunately, I was the one who wrote the original story of this fantasy world. 

Back then, I was too immature, and I liked to create gloomy and bleak worlds.

The result was a dark fantasy world where monsters ran rampant in the North, and a separate continent existed above that, ruled by the Demon King.

“So, if it’s not different…”

“What I mean is, wherever we go, there will always be hands reaching out for our help, Bi-wol.”

I let out a deep sigh, feeling a bit guilty for dashing her hopes.

If I had known that the fictional world would become a reality, I would have created a brighter, more hopeful story.

“Is that really true, Master?”

Bi-wol whispered quietly in my ear as the carriage rattled along the road.

“I heard that in the Western Lands, there are Taoists who wield mysterious spells, and swordsmen who infuse their swords with energy everywhere.”

Her warm breath tickled my ear, and I flinched, moving to the side. 

She laughed softly and followed me, getting even closer. 

The lack of distance sometimes felt frightening. 

Was this really how a master and disciple should be?

“Energy is converted to what they call ‘mana,’ and just like the dantian that gathers inner strength, there is a ‘mana core’ in the heart that allows them to turn imagination into reality.”

I pushed Bi-wol’s cheek with my palm, feeling its soft, elastic texture. 

She puffed out her cheeks, showing a disappointed expression.

“Master, why do you avoid me?”

“The distance is too close. What if others misunderstand?”

Honestly, to me, Bi-wol is like a daughter. 

She is a being born from the words I wrote, a fragment of my soul.

“…I do not care if I am misunderstood.”

“I care! I am the head of a martial clan with a reputation. What if rumors spread that I laid a hand on my disciple?”

I grabbed both of Bi-wol’s cheeks and stretched them out. 

They were as soft as rice cakes, making her look like a hamster with its cheeks stuffed full of sunflower seeds.

“Thith izs unphair, Masther (This is unfair, Master).”

I couldn’t hold back my laughter as I watched her struggle to speak.

“Will you stop doing this again?”

“Yes, so please, don’t handle me so roughly.”

Rubbing her stinging cheeks with both hands, Bi-wol pouted. 

At moments like these, she looked less like the Heavenly Demon burdened with a fate that required her to kill to survive, and more like an ordinary young girl.

‘Looking at her like this, perhaps I can change the fates of Verdandi and Azazel as well.’

I smiled softly and brushed aside Bi-wol’s tousled hair with my hand.

The fanatical hero driven by justice who kills indiscriminately, and the saint who, longing for love, made a pact with an outsider.

For a creator, the greatest glory is seeing their characters come to life.

‘I want to end their stories as happily as possible.’

Now that fiction had become reality, I had to do what I could. 

Not as a reader, but as the author, no longer an observer but a participant.

“But Master, is this ‘Sa-Mae’ someone you have known for a long time? I didn’t get a proper explanation last time…”

Bi-wol raised her eyes to me, like a kitten looking up. 

She wrapped her arms around mine tightly, clinging like a puppy trying to mark its scent.

“She is like a daughter to me, just like you. And there are not one, but two of them in this world.”

“…Excuse me?”

At that moment, a chilling, murderous intent emanated from Bi-wol, sending shivers down my spine. 

The horses pulling the carriage reared up with loud snorts, startled by her aura.

“…Bi-wol, suppress your killing intent.”

“But, but…”

I gently stroked Bi-wol’s head as I scattered yin energy around, preventing her killing aura from spreading further.

If this continued, both the driver and the horses might faint, ruining our journey to the Western Lands.

“I told you not to reveal your emotions so carelessly. A sword without purpose and killing intent with no destination only harm oneself.”

I didn’t intend to scold my disciple for showing a bit of killing intent.

For Bi-wol, who was deeply attached to and dependent on me, the idea of a new Sa-Mae joining us might have made her fear abandonment.

“The reason I said they are like my daughters is that, like you, they are children who have lived unfortunate lives because of my mistakes, Bi-wol.”

“Why do you say it was your mistake, Master? You have done nothing wrong.”

No, it’s all my fault.

“I had the power of martial arts to save grieving children, and the spirit of chivalry to pity them.”

A bitter taste lingered in my mouth. 

As the creator of this world, I could have given them a happy ending.

“But in the past, I turned a blind eye to injustice, making excuses that my own life was more important, and that they were just unlucky.”

However, I did not. 

To me, a final boss was a villain who had to obstruct the protagonist’s goal.

“The Ice Dragon who crushed the cult that imprisoned me should not say such things.”

They were meant to be killed by the protagonists.

“…I could have saved them sooner. I could have saved more children. If I had been faster, if my senses had been sharper, I could have found you sooner.”

“It was an unavoidable situation. No one can blame you, Master.”

Bi-wol said it was inevitable. 

Yes, using excuses like this might ease the mind.

They were merely fictional villains before I was possessed, entities without a soul or body.

But now…

“Words are infinitely light and easy, Bi-wol. If I had not saved you, how many children would have been turned into blood and flesh, do you know?”

Things had changed now. 

Everything in this world breathed and had its own life.

All because of a few lines written by my clumsy hand.


“…”

“Bi-wol, my disciple, bright as the moon in the night sky, do not forget that your master is a foolish man only now trying to face the past.”

I couldn’t tell Bi-wol everything about my inner thoughts, but I could hint at it.

If I had not stopped writing halfway and completed the story, none of this would have happened.

“Yes, I will keep it in mind…”

Bi-wol seemed to understand the gist of my words. 

She grabbed my wrist with both hands, urging me to continue stroking her head.

The Heavenly Demon who had just released her killing intent was gone, replaced by a little girl acting spoiled.

“The first Sa-Mae you will meet is an unfortunate child whose life has been consumed by justice.”

“Justice…?”

“To put it simply, she is a powerful being who seeks to kill anyone who violates chivalry.”

I explained to Bi-wol about Verdandi. 

She uses the “Scales of Justice” and “Eyes that See the Truth” to judge whether someone is a villain the moment she meets them.

The problem is that the criteria for being a villain are as light as a feather.

“…No questions asked?”

Even a child who stole a potato from a neighbor’s field out of hunger during a famine, or a mother who disciplined her child harshly,

“Yes, for her, killing intent is as light as a feather.”

To Verdandi, they were all evildoers who had committed sins. 

This was the setting I gave her.

The final boss in a novel had to be the strongest and utterly evil.

In Bi-wol’s case, it was merely luck that she could be saved.

“Master, I think I am starting to understand everything now.”

Bi-wol clenched her fists and nodded vigorously, seeming to empathize with Verdandi’s story.

“You wish to show your immense grace to this Sa-Mae as well!”

“…?”

Though her words were slightly off, Bi-wol seemed not to misunderstand my intentions.

“This foolish disciple wondered if she might be a secret daughter of yours. But of course, that can’t be! The one I admire and respect would never have shared affection with another woman…”

Bi-wol giggled, her smile widening. 

She held her cheeks with her hands, looking happy.

“…Wait, Bi-wol. Do you hear something?”

It was then.

A scraping sound, like chains dragging, reached our ears. 

Too odd a sound to be just the horses’ hoofbeats.

“It doesn’t sound like anything good.”

I warned Bi-wol, who immediately became alert, scanning the surroundings and preparing to leap out of the carriage.

“…It’s the sound of chains being dragged. Bi-wol, can you tell how many are approaching us?”

I asked Bi-wol, who was naturally skilled at sensing energy, to scout out the enemy’s forces.

As they say, knowing the enemy and knowing oneself leads to a hundred victories; assessing the opponent’s strength is crucial.

“There are three sturdy men with maces, five burly men with clubs, two men who look like guards with large swords, and one man who seems to be the leader, wielding an axe.”

Bi-wol closed her eyes and detected the bandits approaching the carriage.

It seemed they intended to block the horses’ path with chains and rob us of our valuables and even our lives.

“Eleven in total. Good.”

As soon as I heard Bi-wol’s response, I jumped off the running carriage before she could.

Ice Dragon Art, First Form. Ice Break Fist.

I spun my body once and struck the ground with my fist. 

A tremendous noise erupted as an ice pillar shot up from the earth.

It is a technique that condenses cold air by focusing all the energy into the hand, which can be unleashed through a punch. 

It can freeze internal organs if aimed at a person or create a foothold like this.

“Mas… Master?!”

Seeing me move first, Bi-wol gasped and followed closely, the demonic energy of the Heavenly Demon Art swirling around her.

Having quickly taken a position advantageous for fighting, we found ourselves face-to-face with a man with a shaggy beard and a physique as imposing as a mountain.

“This area is under the control of one of the seventy-two Green Forest factions! If you want to pass, pay the toll!”

The bandit shouted, swinging a massive axe that whistled through the air.

“This is the domain of Shanpo, one of the chiefs of Green Forest, known as the ‘Axe of Gold’!”

The bandits around Shanpo laughed uproariously, mocking us.

But I did not waver at their laughter; instead, I slowly smiled.

“…It seems you haven’t heard of the name ‘Ice Dragon.’”


My cold voice cut through the air, and the bandits’ laughter halted abruptly.

“Ice Dragon? The martial arts master from the Great Battle of the Righteous?”

“Wait, could it be…?”

Anxiety and confusion flickered across the faces of the bandits, and I smiled inwardly at the sight.

I needed money to continue my journey to the Western Lands, and now, a walking treasure trove had come straight to me.




 
  
    Chapter 4: I Became Cheonma’s Limited-Time Master (4)


“I’m sorry, on the count of one.”

!!!

There was no time for Bi-wol to step forward and deal with the bandits. 

As soon as I unleashed the Frost Soul Technique, the situation was resolved.

“On the count of two, Great Hero.”

The area around us was frozen, ice shards swirling in the air like we were atop a snowy mountain.

“I’m sorry! Great Hero!”

I made Sanpo, the bandit leader, crawl on all fours before sitting on his back like a chair.

“Yes, louder, please.”

As I coughed up blood, Bi-wol wiped my mouth with a cloth.

Three.

Even a small use of martial arts twisted my blood vessels, leaving me in this pitiful state. 

The Yin energy always filled my body, making it difficult to move or breathe.

In the North Sea Ice Palace, what could be considered a blessing—the Extreme Yin Constitution—was blocking nine of my blood vessels, slowly eating away at my life.

“I would dare to say you cannot recognize fertilizer, but I will straighten up and present myself in my true form!”

“…With just a life?”

Bi-wol wiped the blood off my lips as if it were precious, then turned to Sanpo, still lying beneath me, with a sharp killing intent in her eyes.

“I don’t need their lives. After all, we’re going to hand them over to the authorities and get a small reward.”

“Bi-wol, that’s enough.”

“But, Master, these ruffians dared to make you move your noble body!”

I stroked Bi-wol’s head slowly, as was my habit. 

Seeing the way her mouth turned up with a soft “Hehe,” I wondered if she was secretly enjoying this.

“I’m not that old yet.”

“But your Nine Yin Obstruction…”

“Even if I’m on my last legs, I won’t leave everything to my disciple.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I spoke. 

I’ve managed to keep this frail thread of life going through rigorous cultivation. 

I wanted to live this life without regrets.

Moreover, because of the curse of the Heavenly demon, I thought it best to keep the Heavenly Demon Bi-wol away from bloodshed and violence as much as possible.

Sanpo, with tears streaming down his face, was pleading for forgiveness. 

His trembling arms and legs suggested that he was nearing his limit.

“I believe in those who change through action rather than words. The only thing that can change a person is their own will.”

I looked down at Sanpo with indifference. 

Those who can change their words easily can do so again later. 

I’ve seen many such people in real life—those who lie to themselves, making excuses to find comfort.

I was one of them, a person who had given up on my dream of becoming a writer.

“I will go to the authorities and confess. I will return all the stolen goods to their rightful owners!”

“And how will you do that? Do you have a ledger or something? Did you write down whose belongings you plundered when you stole from people?”

I was accustomed to spotting such lies.

“Do you remember the names of the people who bled and cried because of you?”

I held my palm up in front of Sanpo’s face as I spoke. 

When he saw my scar-covered hand, he shuddered.

“Name five people, and I’ll believe you.”

“Geumhui, Jangil, Wangsang…”

After a brief pause, Sanpo seemed to recall something and started spouting names like a machine gun.

“…Wait, will those with those names raise their hands?”

Noticing something strange, I gestured toward his subordinates, whom Bi-wol was keeping under watch.

They glanced at each other, hesitating in silence. 

An odd tension hung between them.

“Must I turn you all into blocks of ice for the truth to come out?”

I scattered Yin energy to intimidate the bandits. 

Sanpo, the closest to me, clattered his teeth and shivered.

One, two, three.

After giving them some time, three of Sanpo’s men raised their hands.

“I am Geumhui.”

“I am Jangil, master.”

“I-I am Wangsang”

When Bi-wol exhaled her killing intent to confirm their names, they matched exactly with what Sanpo had said. 

I nodded at her, indicating she had done well.

“You… you…!”

This was nothing more than simple deduction.

Before I was possessed in this world, I had been living as an academy instructor, witnessing students call out each other’s names for attendance countless times.

“You’re the type to sell out your own men just to save your skin.”

I said, looking at Sanpo with a mixture of pity and disdain. 

He was not even a character who appeared in the novel The King of Golden Fists, so I had hoped he might be different.

“N-no! Master! It was just a coincidence that the names matched!”

“Didn’t the people you plundered also beg like that? ‘Please, just this once, spare my life.’”

I could not forgive him, especially after he had dared to lay a hand on Bi-wol. 

From the way he demanded money and women, it seemed he was no novice at such acts.

“With that deceitful tongue of yours, you will go directly to the authorities and confess all your crimes.”

“Urgh… Arghhhh!”

I grabbed the back of Sanpo’s neck, exuding cold air that began to freeze his neck slowly. 

If I did not restrain him like this, he would surely commit the same crimes again later.

I encased him in ice right up to his nostrils, making sure he felt the sensation of death down to his very bones.

“Or else your head will turn into a block of ice.”

With this much of a mark left on him, even if he breaks the agreement, he won’t be able to live with his body intact.

“Hngh… Hnggh…!!”

Sanpo vigorously nodded his head, tears streaming down his face as he begged me for mercy. He was so terrified that he had wet his pants, creating a damp stain down his trousers.

“Master, you are too lenient. I think it would have been better to crush his manhood and turn him into a eunuch.”


As I rose from my seat, disgusted, and moved away, Bi-wol quickly clung to my side, puffing out her cheeks in frustration.

“…Wasn’t that a bit too harsh?”

I winced at her words. 

I didn’t recall teaching Bi-wol to speak in such a way.

“He must atone for his crime of not recognizing the Ice Dragon of Bingryonghwahyeon for the rest of his life. Please, allow me to punish this man, whether he is called Sanpo or Sampoh.”

“I hope you will set an example for us.”

I didn’t respond to those words and instead slowly petted Bi-wol’s head. The reward from the authorities would be more than enough.

The bandit, Sanpo, and his gang will no longer be able to continue their plundering. Just hearing the name of my sect would make them tremble, and they would always be on guard, never knowing when I might appear.

“I just want my one and only disciple in this world to remain unharmed.”

“Master…”

Overwhelmed with emotion, Bi-wol covered her mouth with both hands and began bouncing up and down in place. In truth, I had spared them because of her gentle nature.

“Great hero! Thank you for earlier!”

The coachman clasped his hands together and bowed towards me and Bi-wol in gratitude. He confessed that he had failed to recognize me as the renowned ‘Ice Dragon.’

Bowing deeply, tears welled up in his eyes—a stark contrast to the insincere demeanor of Sanpo.

“I didn’t recognize the great Ice Dragon! Thank you so much for sparing my life!”

That makes sense.

I rarely leave the sect, except when I need to find rare elixirs or fortuitous encounters or when there is a major event in the story.

“This is the silver I have on me! Please accept it!”

The coachman took out a piece of silver from his pocket and extended it towards me. I waved my hand in refusal.

Even just the reward from the authorities would be enough to earn the money needed to travel west to meet Verdandi.

“…I’ll gladly accept it.”

At that moment, a small hand snatched the silver away like a cat catching a fish.

“Bi-wol, return it.”

“No, Master. You’re too stingy when it comes to accepting others’ kindness.”

The owner of the hand was Bi-wol, with her red eyes and black hair. She stuck out her tongue a little, showing defiance to my words.

“You never know, do you? I might need the money to buy wedding gifts when I get married.”

If that ever really happens, I might cry. The thought of Bi-wol getting married stirred some emotion deep in my heart.

Is this what it feels like to raise a daughter as a father?

Bi-wol and I moved to the far eastern continent’s edge and boarded a ship bound for the West. The salty scent of the sea and the sound of seagulls tickled my ears.

“Master! It sparkles so much!”

Bi-wol, running around the deck, pointed at the sea reflecting the sunlight. It was a landscape she had never seen before, different from a creek or lake.

“Don’t run around. There are other people here too.”

“But, Master! Everything looks so fascinating to me! It’s my first time seeing the open sea and being on a ship like this!”

Bi-wol bombarded me with questions about how such a large wooden vessel could float on an endless expanse of water.

I held back the urge to explain, ‘Ah, it’s called buoyancy,’ and gently stroked Bi-wol’s head to calm her down.

She quieted down immediately, like a puppy from the countryside that gets calm with a pat on the head.

“Bi-wol, make sure to remember this view well.”

I slowly began speaking to Bi-wol, who was looking up at me.

“This is the world you should be looking at from now on. A vast flow that cannot be understood with a narrow view.”

In reality, when I was troubled by entrance exam issues, I had once impulsively gone down to Busan.

When I looked at the vast horizon of the sea at Haeundae, I felt like my worries were nothing.

“I’m not quite sure what you mean, Master.”

“What I mean is that compared to this vast sea, our worries and prejudices are nothing more than specks of dust. Waves crash and reshape themselves dozens, hundreds of times every day.”

I once shouted to the sea that I wanted to be a writer.

I didn’t want to give up my dream for university or a job. I wanted to write.

The night sea at Haeundae, black and dark like the night sky, silently listened to my worries.

“Even if I die tomorrow, the waves I’ve created will not stop. The traces, the life, the teachings I leave behind will guide you to a wider world.”

I wanted to share that experience with Bi-wol. If she ever had worries, I hoped she’d have someone to confide in.

“As long as I have you, Master, I don’t need anyone else. Why do you speak like that…?”

“You need to get used to these things. You have to see, feel, and enjoy new things and live among many people.”

I spoke nonchalantly while tapping Bi-wol’s head with my fingers. Honestly, I didn’t know how long I would live.

We always had to be prepared for goodbyes in this way.

“…Interesting words, aren’t they? Are you a magician?”

Then, a chuckle came from beside me.

“You sound exactly like what they teach at the Blue Magic Tower about the sea. But the energy around you is not mana, but qi?”

A woman with golden eyes and golden hair looked at me while sipping wine. Judging by the way she drank an entire bottle that looked like wine, she seemed quite the drinker.

Could it be? Is this someone I know?

Her familiar appearance furrowed my brow. She was undoubtedly a character similar to one of the supporting characters I wrote in my novel.

“Nice to meet you, someone from the East?”


She offered me a handshake with a smile. From her smiling face and peculiar appearance, I could guess who she was.

“…Gold Tower Master,Wolfram Alchemista.”

A supporting character from To Kill a Hero.

“Oh? How do you know who I am? I haven’t even told you my name yet.”

She was originally a character who was killed by Verdandi.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Seeing Stones as Gold (1)



“I suppose I’m somewhat famous! To think my name would be known across the Eastern Continent. It’s a bit embarrassing, really.”

I narrowed my eyes at Wolfram, who was grinning confidently. 

The fact that this character was still alive meant it was before Verdandi began her career as a hero.

After all, in the first scene where Verdandi appears in the novel, she mistakes the Golden Tower Lord, who came to welcome her as a hero, for a villain and cuts him down on the spot.

Of course, that was a plot twist I had written. I thought it was the simplest and most effective way to shock the readers.

“Master, that Taoist looks like he’s reckless and has a penchant for alcohol. I think it would be best to keep your distance from him—”

“Olct…!”

As I stared intently at Wolfram, Bi-wol pulled my arm away, her face turned away, clearly irritated by the smell of alcohol wafting around us.

“Haha! And who’s this feisty little lady? Your daughter?”

“Daughter? How dare you utter such nonsense!”

“…This is my disciple, Bi-wol. She’s young and doesn’t know proper etiquette yet.”

I pressed Bi-wol’s head down firmly to make her bow. 

She struggled against me, her neck stiff as if she was trying not to be forced into it.

Being rude to the leader of a magic tower in a fantasy world could spell trouble for both Bi-wol and me. 

The tower was a place where magic was studied and taught, and the Tower Lords there were incredibly powerful, far beyond ordinary wizards.

“My name is Bing Yeon. I’ve established a small sect in the East, where I teach my disciples.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Wolfram Alchemista. I’m both a magician and an alchemist. Seems like you’ve heard of my reputation, huh?”

Wolfram swept her golden hair aside with a confident expression. 

She was a character with a bright and lively personality.

“Sure, I’ve heard the rumors about how you can turn even the stones lying on the roadside into gold.”

“Ha, you speak like an old man. But I must say, I quite like your face.”

Suddenly, Wolfram lifted my chin with her fingers, examining my face closely.

With a sigh that sounded almost like a jeweler inspecting a precious gem, she muttered, “Are all people from the Eastern Continent like this? I don’t think so.”

“…?”

Not understanding what she was up to, I simply watched Wolfram’s actions, hoping she might know how to cure my condition.

“Ah! Your skin is so cold! Why is it like ice?”

Sadly, that didn’t seem to be the case. 

Wolfram was startled, shivering upon touching my skin, which was extremely cold.

“So, even the ‘Sage of Gold,’ the Golden Tower Lord, can’t solve this problem? How disappointing.”

I clicked my tongue. 

I had hoped that a mage of her level, one who had reached the rank of a Tower Lord, might have a way to overcome my frigid constitution.

After all, this was the renowned Golden Tower Lord, who was said to be able to turn stones into gold.

Though I had previously traveled west to seek out the magic towers, it wasn’t easy for an outsider like me to meet someone as important as the Tower Lord, so I had been hopeful.

“Your veins are clogged with something strange… Ice shards? No, something even more severe…”

Wolfram rubbed her hands together, blowing warm air into them. 

It seemed unlikely she was deceiving me, given how quickly she had gleaned information about my body.

“How dare you… How dare you touch Master’s chin! Even I barely get to touch it…”

As I sighed, a strange muttering started from behind me.

The source of that chilling aura was Bi-wol. 

Her red eyes glowed slightly, the air around her vibrating as her hair floated upward.

‘This is an emergency.’

It was similar to her reaction when I had once scared her with a ghost story, even though I knew she was terrified of such things.

There was only one way to handle this situation.

“Bi-wol, calm down. She was only examining my body’s condition.”

I hugged Bi-wol tightly, her body trembling with agitation. 

It was a bit of an extreme measure.

“Hi-hic…”

After struggling slightly in my arms, she soon settled down, placing her arms around my back as if she was finding comfort.

She really was a troublesome disciple. 

She seemed to enjoy feeling the firmness of my muscles as she moved her hands around my body.

“I apologize, Master… This foolish disciple failed to grasp your deeper intentions…”

Bi-wol’s mouth hung open as she let out a small exclamation of admiration. 

As a martial artist, it was natural for her to take an interest in a well-trained body.

‘This is getting ticklish.’

Even the Infinite Sword Emperor of the Namgung family and the Poison Dragon of the Sichuan Tang Clan had once commented on the impressive state of my body.

Unable to endure the tickling sensation any longer, I gently pushed Bi-wol away, and she sighed with a disappointed look on her face.

“…Did I almost die just now? Right?”

Wolfram chuckled in disbelief. 

She must have been able to sense the killing intent as well.

“Hah, you’re quite amusing, aren’t you? I’ll let it slide because you’re cute.”

“…”

I responded to Wolfram with a small nod, subtly advising her not to provoke Bi-wol any further.

“Hehe, Master’s scent… Hehe…”

Bi-wol wrapped her arms around herself, sniffing as she moved. 

Like a puppy rubbing against its owner’s clothes, she diligently marked different parts of my body with her scent.

Even I had to admit that this seemed a bit excessive. 

However, to suppress the curse of the Heavenly Fiend Star, a strong bond was necessary.

‘A person’s fate can be changed by another person.’

Someone might call this trying to block the sky with one’s palm or filling a bottomless pit with water, but…

‘I’m also the creator of Bi-wol. This is only natural.’

I trusted Bi-wol. She was the first final boss I had written with my own hands.

If a master does not trust their disciple, and an author does not trust their own work, what can be trusted in this world?

“Are you going to meet the hero chosen by the Divine?”

“How do you know that? You must be quite knowledgeable, coming from the Eastern Continent.”

With a flourish, Wolfram tipped the bottle of wine, and a liquid the color of oranges poured out. 

She was showing her alchemy skills, transforming one substance into another.

“Here, it’s just juice made from pure oranges. Let’s drink this and have a more honest conversation.”

Wolfram’s lips curled up, and she began to talk about the hero Verdandi.

To put it simply, Wolfram was destined to die if things continued as they were.


“The Divine even gave her the title of ‘Hero of Justice.’ I came down to this countryside to find that girl.”

“…Is that all? What about the hero’s abilities or things to watch out for?”

“Does that even matter? She’s a hero, isn’t she? The one who’s supposed to kill the Demon King and bring peace to the world.”

Wolfram took another swig from the wine bottle, letting out an exclamation like an old man. 

It seemed the alcohol was starting to take effect.

Indeed, in the world of my novel, most people believed that heroes were inherently good.

The Western Continent had been under constant attack from the Demon King, and the heroes had always been the ones to stop it—that was the basic setting.

“But what if that’s not the case? What if the hero is insane and starts killing everyone around her…?”

“Come on, there’s no way that would happen! She’s just a young girl who hasn’t even had her coming-of-age ceremony yet. And besides, she was chosen by the Divine.”

The problem was that I was the one who had created that damn Divine figure. 

I sighed so deeply it felt like the ground might cave in.

Of all the heroes, I had given Verdandi the most tragic backstory, setting her up to be the perfect vessel for the final boss.

Looking back, I just wanted to twist the cliché of the betrayed or exiled hero stories that were popular in Japan at the time.

“Master, this is…”

“Yes, it’s probably similar to what your situation was before I saved you, Bi-wol.”

Bi-wol was sipping the orange juice Wolfram had given her, listening intently to my story. 

It must have suited her taste, as she had already refilled her cup several times.

“Listen well, Wolfram. After sobering up completely, you should cast several layers of defensive magic on yourself before meeting the hero.”

“Why should I do that?”

Wolfram frowned as if she found my words ridiculous.

“This smells like money. If I can win over the hero and make a contract…”

Normally, Wolfram drinks when money is involved. 

It’s her habit to hide her anxiety and nervousness.

And because of that habit…

“…You think you’ll end up rich? That naive idea will get you sliced in half.”

Due to that carelessness, Wolfram won’t be able to properly respond to Verdandi’s strike and will die.

That was the rationale I had written. 

No matter how strong someone was, they could still underestimate a young girl without a weapon.

“Are you saying you want to fight me? That the hero chosen by the Divine will kill me? Don’t be ridiculous. I’m the Golden Tower Lord.”

“Can a magician afford to say such things lightly? The hero is the one who kills the Demon King.”

I spoke of the setting only I knew. Although, in the original story, Wolfram was killed by the hero, Verdandi.

“The ruler of the Demon Continent, the one who commands demons and monsters, the being that seeks to engulf this world in darkness.”

His death would eliminate a threat to the throne, a tool I used to conceal the corrupt nature of the royal authority.

“So what? That doesn’t scare me at all. It’s just a typical tale about the Demon King!”

“The power to kill such a being resides in a single girl. Doesn’t that seem strange to you?”

After the Demon King is dealt with, the king, afraid of Verdandi’s power, tries to execute her under the pretense of rebellion or witchcraft.

“So, you’re saying…?”

And then,

This ability called the “Scales of Justice” judged all of them as evil.

“…It was only a matter of time before someone went mad. The human mind is as fragile as glass; once it breaks, it’s hard to put it back together.”

I folded my arms and spoke. When you think about it, it’s a simple problem. 

Any issue or event caused by one plotline can be resolved by another.

“You know that what you’re saying is blasphemy, right?”

Hearing my words, Wolfram gulped, her eyes wide open. 

We were in a secret room below deck, where no one else was around.

“If the so-called Divine being tells an innocent young girl to save the world, I’d say that’s not right.”

I was the one who had set up that accursed Divine figure in the first place.

In other works, too, it was often revealed that the hidden figure was the true villain or the root of all evil.

“Haha! You’re hilarious! Even the Pope would think you’re crazy!”

As soon as she heard my words, Wolfram burst into laughter, the scent of wine emanating from her mouth.

“…I like you even more now!”

After all, the Golden Tower Lord I had written was a slightly eccentric woman.


She preferred action over stillness, and a lively atmosphere filled with alcohol over a quiet one.

“Alright! You two, come with me to meet the hero!”

Wolfram Alchemista demanded that Bi-wol and I accompany her.

“You didn’t have to ask. I planned to meet the hero as well.”

I grabbed her outstretched hand and nodded.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Seeing Stones as Gold (2)


The scenery after disembarking at the pier was completely different from everything I had seen back in the East.

From the way people spoke to the food they ate, everything was distinct, and adventurers and mages strolled around in their unique attire.

“Master, didn’t you say this is your second time visiting the West?”

“Yes, it’s been quite a while.”

Bi-wol clung close to my side, her eyes wide with wonder as she took in her surroundings. 

Her hands were filled with various desserts, and she seemed especially fond of the fruit tart made with green grapes.

“In that case, why didn’t you tell your disciple about such delicious things?” she asked, her words somewhat muffled as her cheeks bulged with food like a hamster. 

It was quite endearing.

“I apologize, my dear. In the East, it’s hard to come by such ingredients. I thought it might only trouble you.”

When writing the novel The Golden Fist King, I once mentioned that the celestial demon Bi-wol had a fondness for sweet foods due to her childhood consumption of human flesh and blood. 

Reflecting that in reality, Bi-wol also loved sweets and spicy foods, like hawthorn candy and dumplings filled with aromatic spices.

“… If it is food given by Master, I would happily eat anything. Even a simple rice cake would taste as sweet as ma hua if prepared with your care,” Bi-wol murmured, her voice small, as if realizing she had asked for something unreasonable.

On our voyage here, Bi-wol had suffered from severe seasickness. 

I stayed by her side, soothing her as she retched over and over. 

I didn’t want her first journey to be marred by unpleasant memories, which is why I was buying her so many sweet treats now.

I hoped that, like my first sight of the Busan sea, one day she would come to love the ocean too.

“So, please don’t blame yourself too much, Master. I was merely momentarily enchanted by the sweet food before me…”

“What’s wrong with that?” I said, chuckling. “At your age, it’s natural. 

To laugh or cry over a single treat, such pure emotions are not a bad thing.”

Watching Bi-wol, her mouth stuffed full, I couldn’t help but smile. 

She seemed less like the demon carrying the sins of a thousand lives, more like an ordinary young girl. 

I felt a deep joy in seeing her living the life she should have had.

“Please, do not treat me like a child, Master. Someday, I will grow taller than you by several spans,” Bi-wol pouted, puffing out her cheeks as she glanced up at me, using her hand to gauge the height difference between us.

“I hope you do.”

I imagined Bi-wol in the future, grown up like the formidable woman from the final chapters of The Golden Fist King—sharp and refined like a well-honed blade. 

The desire to see the end of the story I had written was stronger than anything else.

But would I live to see it?

Each day felt like someone was shoveling dirt over my head, the sense of life gradually fading away.

“You will see it, Master. I promise,” Bi-wol said quietly.

“Yes, I look forward to it,” I replied, forcing a smile. 

I had to tell her a small lie. I didn’t want to grieve prematurely.

Bi-wol, Wolfram, and I left the harbor and boarded another carriage. 

Along the way, I cross-referenced the information I knew with them.

“The hero’s name is Verdandi Astraea. Originally, she was a farmer’s daughter from a rural village.”

“What’s the name of the village?”

“Wonderhill. They say it was named so because a miracle rain fell there during a great drought.”

So far, it matched the story I had created.

When I came to the West alone, I couldn’t find Verdandi no matter what methods I used. 

To meet her, I would need Wolfram’s help.

“What about the holy sword or armor? Does she have them?”

“I don’t know. She just received the oracle, so she probably doesn’t have anything like that yet.”

The two secret weapons Verdandi possessed, according to my original work To Kill the Hero, were the equipment she used when fighting the protagonist. 

I thought it would be fun to make the final boss level up too, so I made Verdandi grow alongside the protagonist.

‘One is a weapon that allows her to make powerful attacks, and the other is armor that prevents any harm from befalling her.’

This was the reason I brought Bi-wol here. 

If it turned out that even talking with Verdandi was impossible, a fight would be inevitable.

Use one to control another—my plan was to pit the final boss against the final boss.

“Bi-wol, if the new disciple tries to kill me, can you subdue her without killing her?”

“…It would be difficult, Master. How can you ask me to subdue someone who tries to harm you without killing them?”

I looked at Bi-wol, who was mumbling with her head down. 

From her perspective, my words must have seemed incomprehensible.

It would be unbearable for her, to suddenly have a new junior disciple who was also trying to kill me.

“That child is a pitiable one who cannot trust people. Seeing the world in black and white, she doesn’t understand emotions like love and hate,” I said, slowly stroking Bi-wol’s hair.

At times like this, I wondered if she was more of a puppy than a disciple, the way she leaned into my hand, encouraging me to continue petting her.

“People are complex creatures, contradictory by nature. Just like a finely sharpened blade that can wound others….”

“…but also protect them. Like when you saved me, Master,” Bi-wol smiled bashfully at my touch. 

Seeing her like this, I began to understand why fathers become doting fools for their daughters.

“Do you know the new hero well? How do you know so much about her?” Wolfram asked suspiciously.

“How could I not?”

I was the creator of Verdandi, Bi-wol, and Azazel. 

I brought them to life from a blank page, writing them into existence.

Facing Wolfram, who kept doubting my identity, I decided not to lie unnecessarily.

“I, too, received an oracle from the gods. I was told to accept the hero as my disciple and heal her madness.”

Sometimes, mixing truth and lies can gain more trust than the truth alone.

“Is that why you came all the way to the West? Interesting. I thought Easterners didn’t believe in gods.”

“Well, in truth, I prefer people who strive to change themselves rather than those who pray to gods.”

I had given up on my dream of being a writer, and lived as a math tutor, meeting countless students.

Half of them kept postponing their studies to tomorrow, Another half only paid lip service to studying hard. 

Of those, half claimed they couldn’t study due to family circumstances or lack of parental support.

“If one lacks physical strength, they should build their body first; if they lack talent, they should work harder; instead of blaming the heavens, they should blame themselves.”

Yet, among them were students who genuinely wanted to change.

“Excuses and complaints are things anyone can come up with, but burning with effort and determination is not something just anyone can do.”

There was a student who, to prevent falling asleep at his desk due to lack of stamina, exercised every morning.

Another who, though from a poor family, didn’t shy away from their poverty but frankly told their homeroom teacher and received support.

“I like people who are flawed and rough around the edges because no one in this world is perfect.”

Seeing those students often made me feel that my life hadn’t gone wrong after all. 

Though I was a coward who ran away from my dream of being a writer, I felt I had become a proper teacher. 

I was glad that a failed endeavor hadn’t led to another failure.

“Master, do you like me too?”


“What teacher in the world would dislike their disciple? I think saving you was the best thing I ever did in my life.”

I smiled warmly at Bi-wol. 

I was glad to have saved her, even at the cost of exhausting myself.

“You’d better be careful in the future. You might get bullied by your disciples,” Wolfram said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot as if swallowing back more words.

“I’ve always been told I speak well,” I replied, amused.

“That’s not what I meant… Ugh, it’s so frustrating! You’re not completely clueless, but not completely aware either!”

Wolfram ruffled her golden hair in irritation, glaring at me.

“Just know this, if you end up tormented by your disciples, don’t blame me! I warned you!”

“Sure, I’ll take it to heart,” I said, slightly lifting the corners of my mouth as if mocking her. 

As if our sweet and gentle Bi-wol would ever try to kill me.

“If you want to accept the hero as your disciple, I should get something out of it too, shouldn’t I? After all, I guided you all the way to this village!” Wolfram argued.

Is saving her life not enough?

I couldn’t quite understand Wolfram’s actions or thought process. 

It was as if the character had come to life, moving beyond the author’s intent.

To demand a bargain for profit in front of the person who created her backstory and character!

“How much do you want?”

All the better.

I always welcomed such deviations. 

Sometimes, it’s better to follow the characters than to stick to the plot.

“Three hundred Aslan gold coins.”

“That’s a ridiculous offer. Can’t you lower it a bit?”

Wolfram’s eyes sparkled, and I could almost hear her brain working furiously.

“Haha, are you really trying to haggle with the master of the Golden Tower?”

She was a natural-born negotiator, more knowledgeable about money than anyone else, always comparing people by their monetary value.

“I’m haggling with you precisely because you are the ‘Golden Sage.’ You could turn even a rock on the roadside into gold. Why do you need coins?”

“Because the gold I make isn’t ‘real.’”

In truth, the gold Wolfram created wasn’t pure gold.

It was an imitation, filled with impurities, not even metal, so tough that it left no marks even if you bit it.

“Isn’t it cool for a fake to want to be real?”

In my novels, all the wizards were mad about something.

Among them, Wolfram longed for ‘perfection.’


“Then, I’ll offer you better information instead.”

“Is there really information more valuable than three hundred gold coins?”

Knowing her personality, I offered an alternative solution—one that only I, the creator of this world, knew.

“The Philosopher’s Stone. Wouldn’t you want to know where it is?”

I knew where the legendary stone, said to turn lead and other metals into gold, was hidden.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Seeing Stones as Gold (3)


“Have you ever heard of the mysterious shadow thief, Biyoungshintu, also known as Tiger Phantom?”

The reason I knew where the Philosopher’s Stone was hidden was because I had created the backstory for a character in the novel King of the Golden Fist.

A legendary being known as the god of thievery, said to be able to hide even from shadows and roam around in the guise of a tiger.

“…This is the first I’ve heard of it. Someone from the East, perhaps?”

“Yes, to put it simply, he’s the greatest thief in the world. There’s a cave called Bidong, where he hid the treasures he stole.”

The god of thieves, Shintu, was a recurring character in any martial arts novel, so I decided to include him in my story. 

I asked Wolfram to pull out the map and tapped on a mountain range to the east with my finger.

“It’s right here. At the midsection of this mountain range… Behind a waterfall, there’s a hidden cave. If you walk through its ceiling, it opens into another space.”

“Wow, that’s like a treasure trove!”

Wolfram clapped his hands with a bright smile. 

I nodded at his reaction.

Bidong, Shintu’s cave, was a place where all kinds of elixirs, martial arts manuals, and rare treasures from the West were gathered.

‘Back then, I devoured every elixir said to be beneficial for damaged meridians.’

I laughed dryly, recalling the past.

Even though I consumed every cure that appeared frequently in martial arts novels, my body showed no signs of recovery.

No matter how much I consumed, my condition only slightly improved; it was never a fundamental solution.

“You mentioned earlier that my veins weren’t blocked by ice shards, but something else?”

“Huh? Yeah, how should I put it… It felt like something not of this world. I know it sounds strange, even to me!”

I ran my hand over my face while looking at Wolfram. 

If even she, a renowned alchemist and magician, couldn’t identify what was blocking my body…

“…Could it be something from another realm?”

That was the only possibility.

It might be related to the gods from the alternate dimension described in I Got Reincarnated in an Idle Game.

After all, Azazel Blackheart, who was like a third daughter to me, had fallen by making a pact with them.

“No way, you mean those so-called outer gods? If that were true, I’d have been dead long ago, right?”

Honestly, that could be true.

The reason I’m searching for Verdandi now is that I decided she is essential to saving Azazel.

“So, where did you get this information? Is it reliable?”

“I can’t tell you the source, but I guarantee its truth with my name.”

Since the source was my own mind, I couldn’t exactly tell Wolfram who I’d heard it from.

Originally, this information was only revealed after Shintu’s death, when the main character of the original story, Kim Hyul, learns it through the Hao Clan.

“Hmph, honestly, I find it hard to believe. Getting information about the Philosopher’s Stone so easily?”

“If you don’t want to trust it, then don’t. I trust people who doubt endlessly, rather than those who blindly believe a stranger’s word.”

I shared my philosophy with Wolfram. 

Not understanding the common trope of summoning a hero, I wrote a novel titled The Hero Must Die.

I disliked the idea of starting with a prologue saying, “Hello, I am God!” or “I am the tutorial fairy!” and then killing an innocent person right away.

“So, is that why you don’t believe in prophecies? Even the words of the main god, the one most people on the continent believe in?”

Seeing my favorable attitude towards her, Wolfram tried to bring up the reason I had mentioned earlier about blasphemy.

Maybe she had used a spell to clear her head, as her body no longer smelled of wine.

“I don’t believe in the words of anyone who wields power, whether they’re the main god or a lesser deity. I think power always comes with responsibility.”

To Wolfram, who appeared quite serious, I delivered a fundamental line from a superhero story.

With great power comes great responsibility, the famous quote from the spider hero. 

I had always wanted to say it at least once.

“Master’s teachings, I, Bi-wol, write down letter by letter with brush and ink every night!”

Bi-wol clenched her fists tightly and said. 

Unlike Wolfram, she seemed proud just knowing this fact.

“I told you, you don’t have to do that.”

“But, just as Confucius’s teachings were written down by his disciples in The Analects, I believe it’s necessary to ensure that your words are passed down to future generations.”

Even when I told her not to, Bi-wol’s loyalty towards me was almost too intense.

My words were often mixed with sayings from old novels, books, dramas, or movies I’d read in the past.

An author’s input (obtaining information by reading other works) wasn’t limited to just writing.

“Bi-wol… The words I speak often mix the sayings of ancient sages. Future generations might point fingers at them.”

I lowered my head in embarrassment. 

Although I had a way with words, the thought of them being left behind and evaluated by future generations frightened me.

After all, I was already a failed writer. 

It was strange to think that someone like me could be loved through my writing.

“I can break all those fingers. How could the fingers of fools shame the sun in the sky?”

Bi-wol unwrapped the bandages wrapped around my hand as she spoke, gripping my index finger with both hands like a child unwrapping a present.

“If you’re afraid of being judged by people’s fingers, then… I will protect you like this. So that even bad memories will be recalled as good ones.”

Her pale pink lips moved closer to my index finger, and soon, I felt a soft and moist sensation.

Slurp, chomp, slurp.

Like a baby, Bi-wol was gently sucking on my index finger. 

The slick sound of her tongue and saliva filled the carriage.

“B-Bi-wol! What are you doing…?!”

She exhaled a hot breath with a loud puhah and continued licking and sucking.

“Why are you so surprised?”

Bi-wol’s breath, her tongue, her saliva—all mingled with a strange sensation that crawled up my finger.

“I am merely tending to Master’s sore finger, like a mother beast licking the wounds of her young.”

I tried to pull my arm back with a wave, but Bi-wol gripped my finger tightly with a firm “Grrk!”

She acted as if it was nothing, even thinking my reaction was strange, and continued to make my finger slick with her saliva.

“Now, it’s done. This was a scar you got while trying to protect this girl, wasn’t it?”

Bi-wol opened her mouth to show me, just as she said. 

My body and fists were covered with scars from countless training sessions and battles.

“Though this girl was saved by you, I still clearly remember the sacrifice you made for me.”

Bi-wol lowered her head and spoke. 

Due to the few lines I had written, she was set up to be sensitive to blood and carnage.

“From your shoulders to your back, your hands and arms, and even your neck, didn’t you suffer deep wounds?”

“Although I wish I could lick away all the scars you sustained back then, I feared you’d dislike it, so I allowed myself a small indulgence.”

I couldn’t find any words to say. 


Bi-wol remembered every wound I had sustained back then.

I had thought she was just an innocent child, but she had been feeling guilty all along.

“Do not worry about what others say. Those who speak ill of you do so because they do not understand your great virtue. They are merely envious.”

Bi-wol gently placed my hand down as she spoke, bowing her head as if in greeting.

“But isn’t this too much, Bi-wol? I didn’t save you expecting something like this in return.”

I couldn’t help but speak out to Bi-wol. Before me, the Golden Tower’s master had a shocked expression and was covering her mouth with her hand.

“Oh my, so openly… You really are a man with many sins. This is fun!”

It was as if she was slapping her palms like a viewer watching an affair scene in a morning drama.

I hadn’t expected Bi-wol to do something like this. 

Even though she often showed obsessive behavior towards me, she had never been this blatant.

‘Could it be… that she’s jealous of the Golden Tower’s master?’

That was the only plausible explanation I could think of. 

I propped my chin on my hand and pondered. The moist sensation of my index finger still lingered.

Compared to Bi-wol, who had not yet reached adulthood, Wolfram, the Golden Tower’s master, possessed a more mature demeanor in many ways.

If it was jealousy, it made perfect sense.

“A wound in a person’s heart isn’t visible to others, so only they can know it, but one day it must be treated and healed, didn’t you say that?”

“I did say that, but…”

I had told Bi-wol this when she was feeling down because she thought her friends had died because of her.

“I only meant to heal the wounds I saw in your heart with the words you just said, Master. Even if this girl has no gold paste or that precious elixir…”

She had been trained under me, and now she seemed determined not to lose to me even in words.

She spoke softly, yet her words were sharp, giving me no room to argue.

It felt like I was in a sparring match.

“But if you do such things, do them with words, not actions. If others see it, they might think I’m teaching my disciple strange behavior.”

When I tried to reason with Bi-wol, she retorted again by turning my words back on me.

“Didn’t you say, Master, that you prefer those who act rather than those who speak?”

“You really are trying to outdo your master, aren’t you?”

“There is a saying that the student surpasses the master. Someday, I want to surpass you in every way.”

She smiled and counterattacked with a mischievous look.

“In every way? What do you mean by that?”

“Of course, it means in every way. I want to make you unable to live without me, to long for me, only me…”

Seeing her gulp nervously as she spoke, I felt goosebumps all over. 

She hadn’t released any killing intent, but my body automatically went into a defensive stance.

“Ahem, ahem. Can we leave the disciple-teacher fight for later? I’m still here, you know.”

At that moment, Wolfram cleared her throat and interrupted Bi-wol. 

Seeing her pull out her staff, it seemed she thought it was getting out of hand.

“We’re approaching Wonderhill Village soon. It’s better to prepare than to fool around.”

As she said, the landscape was changing, and houses were beginning to appear in the distance. 

Smoke rose from chimneys, and there were signs of human activity.

“As you suggested, I’ve cleared my head and put up several layers of protective magic. This should be enough to meet the hero without dying, right?”

“Well, if you’re not a villain, that is.”

I replied, watching the Golden Tower’s master tremble slightly. Whether she would die or live according to the original story’s flow, even I wasn’t sure.

All I could hope for was that the hero’s sense of justice wasn’t twisted yet.


However, contrary to what Bingyeon might have expected as she rode the carriage toward her…

“I have received a message from the main god! They called me ‘the hero of justice’!”

“…V-Verde?”

“The fact that I’ve received such a message must mean that you, Mother, are indeed a villain!”

At this moment, Verdandi Astraia was holding a kitchen knife against her mother.





 
  
    Chapter 8: Justice Warrior, Verdandi Astraea(1)


During her short life, Verdandi remembers this as the first thing she ever heard:

“Verdandi, I’m so sorry…”

It was something her mother had tearfully confessed to her before Verdandi had even learned to walk. 

Verdandi still couldn’t understand why her mother had cried while looking at her.

After all, in her memory of that day, her mother had tried to strangle her.

“I’m sorry… I’m so sorry…”

Just a little more, and she would have suffocated.

Why had her mother tried to kill her while wearing such a sorrowful expression?

Why had she worn such a pained face while loosening her grip?

Verdandi, at the age of three, couldn’t accept the mingled emotions of guilt and hatred. 

She couldn’t comprehend how, even if she were an unwanted child, love could prevent her mother from killing her.

“Verdandi, I love you more than anyone in this world. This is all my fault. It’s not your fault…”

For this reason, Verdandi couldn’t understand why her mother was apologizing to her in tears. 

At the time, she had no idea she was an unwanted child, born because her mother had been assaulted by a thief, nor could she accept that she had nearly died at the hands of her own parents.

Verdandi was too naive and innocent to understand the complexities of an adult’s circumstances.


	[The person before you is speaking lies.]

	[The person before you is an evil one.]



In that moment, when Verdandi had been close to death, a window appeared. 

She remembered the words that appeared before her eyes, even after years had passed.

“Because I love you, that’s why I did this. Please forgive me…”


	[The person before you is speaking lies.]

	[The person before you is an evil one.]



The translucent window that marked the beginning of all nightmares still appeared before her even as she grew older. 

It became a milestone that helped her distinguish good from evil and the reason she began calling her mother “Mother” instead of “Mom.”

Verdandi had no one to whom she could confide her feelings or who could understand the two contradictory emotions of love and hate.

And so, time passed, and Verdandi’s hair grew long enough to reach her waist.

“Hey! My mom says you’re the child of a whore! That’s why your dad ran away!”

And thus, Verdandi began to understand how the world saw her. 

Children were often more sensitive to slurs and harsh words than adults.

“My mom said not to play with dirty kids like you.”

Whenever Verdandi tried to mingle with the village children, they would drive her away with harsh words.

Sometimes they would point fingers and mock her, throw dirt at her, or even stick ants on her body to torment her.

“Get out of our village, you witch!”

Her face and clothes covered in mud, her knees and elbows scraped and bleeding, she cried and screamed countless times, but there was no one to sympathize with her.

In this small village, where rumors spread quickly, there was no one unaware of Verdandi’s origins. 

They all knew how, long ago, a band of robbers had raided the village and assaulted several women, leaving some of them pregnant.

‘If I try my best, people will eventually see that I’m not a bad person!’

Verdandi tried in her own way to escape from this discrimination and contempt. 

She neatly braided her hair on one side to maintain a clean appearance. 

She habitually spoke in formal language to appear polite to both adults and children and took on various chores to prove that she was a good child.

However,

“You’re creepy. You just keep smiling even when someone hits or teases you!”

“Haha, is that so…?”

This approach had the opposite effect on her. 

Verdandi became a child who could not display normal emotions. 

Even when someone hit or mocked her, she could only smile; she could not show sadness or anger.

No matter how difficult things were, she couldn’t express her emotions. 

She feared becoming the “bad child” again and being abandoned by everyone.

“Can you believe she doesn’t even know she’s working for free, and she’s dumb enough to do everyone’s chores? We’ll have to take advantage of her again later.”

Verdandi knew she was being used by others, but she couldn’t say a word of reproach or properly resist.

She kept hoping that she could be useful to someone, that she could help others.

“Verdandi, you don’t have to come to our house anymore. There are bad rumors going around the village…”

“Yes! Of course! I’m a good child, so I won’t do anything to trouble you again, sir!”

Even when people talked behind her back, she pretended not to mind. 

Even as bad rumors about her snowballed, she tried hard to keep up a cheerful facade.

In the end, Verdandi’s goodwill was rejected by the world. 

No matter how hard she tried to escape from this hell, no one offered a helping hand.

‘…Mother, why didn’t you just kill me back then?’

Verdandi had asked every person in the village to recognize her true self, except her mother, but was rejected by all and was returning home.

Standing in the pouring rain, Verdandi tried hard to ignore her reflection in the puddle.


	[The person before you is a righteous person.]



She saw her blue eyes and golden hair. 

The transparent window floating above her distinguished her as a righteous person.

Even if she was an unwanted child, born from a crime, that child herself bore no sin.

‘Even if I am righteous, what the villagers say is the truth.’

The absolute distinction between good and evil.

She placed the life of that person on a balance scale and had an absolute criterion for knowing the difference between evil deeds and good deeds.

That’s why Verdandi wanted to prove to the world that she was not the bad child that everyone condemned.

‘If that is the case, aren’t they the ones who deserve to die?’

The ability known as the <Scales of Justice> and the <Eyes of Truth> paradoxically blinded Verdandi and clouded her judgment.

After that, Verdandi became obsessed with the concept of “justice.” 

She desired an ideal person who would not be judged as evil by her own eyes.

Someone who her ability would not classify as an evildoer, a truly perfect human.


	[Verdandi, from now on, you will be the warrior of justice and punish the evildoers of this world.]



And then, a few days ago, a god appeared in her dreams.

It was a revelation from Solareon, the god in the form of a lion, known as the light of this world.

“Me…?”


	[Indeed. Your sword will strike down the Demon King, and you will drive out the darkness from this world.]



Verdandi had secretly been waiting for such a revelation. 

She wanted to believe that she was right and that the world was wrong.

“Thank you! Oh, great god!”

A feeling of release, like her chest was bursting open. 

She smiled as if tasting something sweet for the first time.


	[This is proof that you are a warrior. Treasure it well.]



And then, a halo of light, like an angel’s wreath, appeared above Verdandi’s head.

“I am a warrior now! My mother, who does not love me, is an evil person who deserves to die!”

After waking from her dream, Verdandi carefully prepared and calculated everything.

“I will execute justice!”


She was firmly convinced that she was the righteous one and that everyone else was evil.

In a village where golden wheat fields swayed, and autumn leaves scattered, heralding the season.

“Is this Wonderhill Village?”

I stepped out of the carriage and looked around, and the villagers’ eyes were sharp and suspicious as they gathered around us.

This village was bound to be closed off to outsiders. 

That was how I had set it up.

“For a rural village, the hospitality isn’t great!”

“Of course. That’s the kind of place this is.”

This place was a hell made solely for Verdandi, a twisted warrior.

“Master, where are the people in need of our help? You said there would be such people when we traveled west, didn’t you?”

“…If you go to the back alleys, you’ll find people afflicted with the plague and children selling their bodies and organs for money.”

I laughed wryly as I said that. 

Beneath the surface of a seemingly beautiful village, I had written such a hideous truth.

“The people of this village…”

“Yes, to save themselves, they drove everyone else into the back alleys. Even beggars in open fields know how to honor loyalty and righteousness.”

The reason Verdandi judged the villagers as evildoers, why no one sympathized with her, was simple.

The village chief and the residents had conspired to segregate those who had failed, living separately from them.

“…So everyone is in cahoots. Your deep insight, Master, leaves this humble pupil, Bi-wol, in awe.”

Bi-wol quickly understood my words and nodded. 

I patted her head lightly, indicating she had done well.

“To think my junior sister is in such a nauseating place. I, Bi-wol, cannot help but lament. Now I understand why Master has come to rescue her.”

“I came here to find her before the people of the kingdom could get to her first…”

Wolfram tried to pat Bi-wol’s head as well, but…

“Please do not. The only person under the heavens who may touch my head is my master, the greatest of all times, Master Sapa Jeilin.”

“No, Bi-wol. I am not Sapa Jeilin.”

I was bewildered by how my disciple was glorifying me. 

In truth, I wasn’t the greatest of all time either.

Since I was from Odogyo, I could be called a member of the dark sect, but calling me the greatest was a stretch, given there were others like the master of the Four Heavenly Fists.

“And you bear the epithet of ‘Dragon.’”

“So that means you’re on par with a dragon slayer. Amazing.”

“You two embarrass me.”

I bowed my head, wiping the cold sweat from my brow, witnessing this blend of fantasy and martial arts in person.

Even though it was a novel I had written, it seemed too much.

“…Master, I smell strong blood ahead.”

“Lead the way, Bi-wol.”

I scanned the surroundings for traces of Verdandi as Bi-wol frowned and pointed in a direction.

“It seems to be over there.”

A gray brick house, dull and cheerless at first glance. It matched the description of Verdandi’s dwelling in my novel.

“Is anyone there?”

I tapped the door with the back of my hand, but there was no response.

Strange. 

According to the original story, Verdandi’s mother should welcome Wolfram, and then she would appear.

“Is anyone there? We’ve come to meet the hero!”

I felt a sense of alienation, like a needle prick. 

A shiver ran down my spine, and I knocked harder on the door.

Bang, bang, bang.

No matter how hard I knocked, there was no sign of life inside, but Bi-wol’s expression showed a change.

“Master, the smell of blood is getting stronger. The breath of the wounded person inside is growing fainter. If this continues…”

“…It can’t be helped. I’ll break down the door. If there’s an injured person inside, please take care of them.”

With a technique called Ice Break Fist, I struck the door hard. 

With a loud crash, the door shattered into pieces.

“What? Who are you people?”

And so, Wolfram, Bi-wol, and I entered the house and were greeted by a room covered in blood.

“…Verdandi Astraia.”

A middle-aged woman, leaning against the wall and bleeding, was inside, and a girl with a blood-stained smile.

“You know my name! How delightful!”

The girl’s appearance was undeniably that of the final boss of my novel, Verdandi.

“Hah, hah… Someone… Someone has died…!!”

“No, not yet. She’s still breathing.”

Bi-wol reassured Wolfram, who was struggling to breathe in shock.

Verdandi’s behavior was different from what I had written. 

Originally, she would have tried to kill the golden mage.

Where did it go wrong?

“Golden Mage, can you use healing magic?”

“Yes, if she’s still alive, I can heal her!”

I calmly asked Wolfram to heal Verdandi’s mother. 

With Bi-wol’s help, they could save her without Verdandi noticing.

“Bi-wol, assist the golden mage and save that woman. Then get far away from here.”

Originally, I planned to use Bi-wol to subdue Verdandi, but now I had no choice.

“But… Master…”

“It’s fine. This is something I must handle alone.”

I looked at Bi-wol, giving her a small reassuring smile. 

She nodded and began to move with the golden mage.

“To think that an extreme villain would try to save someone! How surprising! Is it because you’re also a villain?”

“…Does your ability show me as an extreme villain? How unexpected.”

The title “extreme villain” was what I had intended for Verdandi to achieve at the end of the novel.

In the ending of the unwritten novel The Hero Must Die, Verdandi was to realize she was a supreme villain and end her life.

“Are you willing to talk this out without fighting…? Of course not.”


“You needn’t say such things. I intend to fight! Why are you trying to hide a villain right before my eyes?”

Only I was meant to face Verdandi.

“I am Bingyeon, who crossed over from the east to take you as my disciple.”

“What… did you just say?”

“It means you will become my disciple from now on.”






 
  
    Chapter 9: Justice Warrior, Verdandi Astraea(2)


I did not assign Verdandi any particular weakness.

She was designed to be the perfect embodiment of justice on the outside, the complete opposite of someone whose insides had rotted away.

Strong enough to kill a person with a mere kitchen knife, and later wielding a holy sword and donning sacred armor to become even stronger — that was Verdandi.

“…The situation is not good.”

I bit my lower lip as I thought. 

The problem was the severely injured person, with a knife stuck in their abdomen, bleeding, with their intestines spilling out.

“Verdandi’s mother, Ayla Astraea, is gravely wounded. And we only have one mage capable of healing.”

I had thought that dispelling the drunkenness of Wolfram, the Golden Tower Master, and getting her to cast defensive spells would prevent the worst-case scenario.

I also believed that bringing along Bi-wol, the final boss of King of the Golden Fist, would allow us to overcome the situation with sheer power.

Because of this, I thought I had at least set up the minimum conditions to negotiate with Verdandi.

But the final boss of my novel had gone mad far earlier than I’d expected.

To think she would drive a knife into her own mother.

“You came here to take me as your disciple? You must be out of your mind!”

Verdandi laughed as she pointed the blood-stained kitchen knife at me. 

Her blue eyes shone without a flicker of doubt.

“Yes, I came to guide you on the right path. If you come with me, you will no longer suffer. You won’t be trapped by the title of Hero and can live an ordinary life…”

I stepped forward calmly, showing that I had no intention to harm her. 

I spread my hands to show that I had no weapons.

“Hah, hahaha! You’re far too late for that!”

Verdandi laughed like a madwoman, raising her kitchen knife high, as if she would stab Ayla, who was already on the ground.

“Even beasts treasure their offspring, yet my mother almost killed me when I was a newborn!”

Tears streaming down her face, Verdandi screamed, as if all the emotions she had been holding back were exploding out.

Well, it made sense. 

I was the one who had written Verdandi’s story.

She was a character who had been abandoned by the villagers, by her own mother, and even by her comrades, who had gathered to defeat the Demon King together.

All of it had been because of my petty ideas.

I had thought it would be fine to weave my past into the narrative, but I had done something a writer should never do.

“A writer should speak through their writing, after all.”

I thought as I looked at the people standing behind me.

Bi-wol would leave the Heavenly Demon Sect and live a simple life under my guidance, and Wolfram would find the Philosopher’s Stone and become a true alchemist capable of creating gold.

There was no need to fill the story with tragic narratives. 

It should have been judged by its completeness as a story.

“…Bi-wol, Wolfram. I’m counting on you.”

I nodded slightly, signaling them to save Verdandi’s mother.

“As you wish, Master.”

“Understood!”

Bi-wol immediately stomped on the ground.

Heavenly Demon Divine Art, First Form. The Heavenly Demon’s Sovereign Step.

Just the force of her step shattered the wooden floor into countless pieces, like a thunderous roar.

The speed was so fast that, except for Bi-wol, everything seemed to move in slow motion.

“Oh, all-encompassing mountain of gold, erect a shield of gold coins, and help breathe new life into this wretched soul.”

As Verdandi was taken aback, Wolfram began chanting, overlapping several magic circles over his staff, creating a thick three-dimensional construct like a coin.

“…Aegis of Gold!”

As soon as she spoke the words, the golden three-dimensional magic circle became a shield that surrounded Ayla.

“…?!!”

Seeing the wounds slowly healing within the shield, Verdandi immediately tried to break Wolfram’s magic with the kitchen knife she was holding.

It was a crude method, but with her strength, it wasn’t impossible. Even magic could be affected by a sufficiently strong physical impact.

In this world, where martial arts and fantasy were mixed, the logic of power could be applied anywhere.

“To serve such a villain as a master, I’d rather die!”

As Bi-wol approached to rescue Ayla, Verdandi charged with her knife to confront her.

She reacted to the speed of the Heavenly Demon’s Sovereign Step. 

Bi-wol, startled, crouched down, and at this rate, she would be struck by the knife.

“Not so fast. Your opponent is me.”

I quickly assumed the second stance of the Ice Jade Divine Art, drawing upon all the inner strength within my body.

A congenital condition known as the Extreme Yin Body.

The pain of my heart constricting was intense, and I felt as if the blood vessels throughout my body were reversing their flow, but…

“Ice Jade Divine Art, First Form, Ice Shadow Wall.”

There was no other way to save Ayla now. I had to create an opening for Bi-wol to take her and flee to safety.

Crash—!

As I extended my palm between Ayla and Verdandi, an ice wall materialized out of thin air, separating the two of them.

“…An ice wall? Are you mages?”

Verdandi looked at me in disbelief, clearly baffled by the sudden appearance of the ice wall. 

She had lived only in this village, so she probably didn’t even know that there was another continent to the east.

“Master, the injured is secure.”

Bang! 

In that narrow gap, Bi-wol rescued Ayla and returned to my side. 

Ayla, gasping for breath, looked like she could die at any moment.

In the original story, Verdandi’s mother was killed by her, but she was meant to be the last one to die.

“Take her outside with the Golden Tower Master and stop the bleeding on her neck. I’ll handle things here.”

Verdandi, on top of a mountain of the corpses of countless villains, eventually stabbed her mother to death with her holy sword.

Originally, she was supposed to be a character who would confront the completely fallen Hero, sacrificing herself while declaring her love.

Bearing the crime of patricide, she would ultimately earn the title of ‘Villain’ and come to realize her sin.

The blind justice, the blind blade, could only lead to her own ruin.

The Hero, who tried to kill all life, would end her own life in suicide.

The other Hero, the protagonist, would look upon her lifeless body in vain, cremate her, and wish for her to be reborn as a more beloved person in her next life.

“That was the end I had envisioned for Verdandi, the conclusion of The Hero Must Die.”

A conclusion I hadn’t written because I had stopped serialization.

“But, Master! Aren’t you unwell? The opponent is strong enough to react to my form!”

Bi-wol shouted tearfully, seeing me bleeding from my eyes, nose, mouth, and even ears, as if she didn’t want to leave my side, clutching my arm.


“Everyone knows that a master is stronger than their disciple, don’t they?”

I slowly patted Bi-wol’s head, as I always did. Gently, kindly, so that my unspoken feelings could be conveyed.

If Bi-wol didn’t help the Golden Tower Master right now, I’d be caught soon even if I fought Verdandi.

“I may not be the greatest heretic under heaven, or the strongest in the world, or the greatest of all time.”

Thump, thump. 

The heartbeat echoed as I stared fiercely at the opponent before me.

“But I am a master with many disciples. I am a common man loved by many, more than any named strongman.”

I spoke, recalling my disciples at the Ice Dragon Temple and the students I had in reality.

Those who laughed because of me, learned new things, and rejoiced. 

My life had become meaningful because of them.

“So, I must do something my disciples can be proud of. So that they can step over their master’s shadow and one day achieve greatness themselves.”

Meeting Bi-wol made me believe my life hadn’t been wrong. 

A life I thought had failed as a web novel writer was now breathing and moving.

“Your words are just empty, and even so, you’re still a villain!”

Verdandi shouted loudly at me. 

Her veins bulged in her neck, and her eyes were red with bloodshot anger.

“Why do you think I’m a villain?”

“That’s obvious because I’m a Hero…”

“…What if you weren’t a Hero? Have you ever imagined being just an ordinary person?”

I slowly took steps toward Verdandi, closing the distance, entering the range where her knife could reach.

“What… What are you trying to say?”

“The powers you possess are the ‘Eyes that See Truth’ and the ‘Scales of Justice.’ Each has two flaws.”

I grabbed the kitchen knife she was holding up to me. No blood flowed. It had frozen into ice.

“The flaw of the ‘Eyes that See Truth’ is that if the speaker doesn’t know it’s a lie, it appears as truth.”

“…?!”

Verdandi struggled to pull her hand away, but she couldn’t escape from the solid chunk of ice that had fused her hand and the knife.

“The flaw of the ‘Scales of Justice’ is that if an act of great significance occurs, the result can change at any time.”

I stomped my foot once. 

A cracking sound rang out, and Verdandi’s lower half began to freeze.

Her hands and feet were bound, making it impossible for her to resist.

“Look again, carefully with those eyes. Am I truly a villain standing before you?”

“…This… this can’t be happening.”

Verdandi blinked her eyes in disbelief, gasping. 

At first, her ability would have correctly identified me as a villain.

After all, I was the culprit who had brought this world to ruin by abandoning my serialization.

However…

“Are you saying… that you’re really a good person?”

I had tried not to run away from that responsibility. 

I had strained myself to the limit, saving Bi-wol, helping Wolfram, and healing Ayla.

That act of kindness seemed to have finally paid off.

“Yes, will you stop relying on your powers and trust this master instead?”

Blood trickled down from my mouth. 

The side effect of overusing my cold energy had caused my blood vessels to twist.

“I was commanded to come and save you, by a being akin to a god.”

What the one reader who had brought me into this world wanted was likely to see the story’s conclusion to the very end.

To an author, a reader is like a god.

Without them, writers wouldn’t exist either.

“This is… the truth. How could this be…”

So, this wasn’t a lie. 

It was the same logic as being given an oracle by a god.

“You will now learn the feelings of love and hatred, and the contradictory emotions where sorrow and joy coexist. Just as your mother did.”

“Are you… speaking of my mother?”

Verdandi’s breathing slowed. 

As she looked at me through her abilities, she seemed somewhat willing to listen.

“Yes, your mother was forced into an unwanted pregnancy by a robber who attacked your home. She tried to strangle you, which is utterly unforgivable, but…”

“But?”

“But she still loved her child more. Even if it was too shameful and humiliating for her to admit, your power may have perceived it as a lie.”

“Are you… a servant of the gods?”

Verdandi’s voice trembled, her eyes widened, and then tears began to fall, drop by drop.

“No, I am just an ordinary human. Just like you, an average person who fears that others won’t understand my sincerity, even dozens of times a day.”

I gently patted Verdandi’s head. Unlike with Bi-wol, it felt rough.

“The villagers’ contempt for you is irrelevant. 

They’re people intertwined in evil, like a nest of snakes gathered together.”

“Is… is that true? Are you saying I’m truly a good person?”

“Yes, you’re a good child. Even if I came too late, even if I was clumsy and immature and made mistakes, there is still time to set things right.”

I spoke as I hugged Verdandi gently. 

This warmth was probably the first she had ever known.

Ayla, who harbored both guilt and love, hatred and affection toward Verdandi, had never shown such active expressions of affection.

“Wah… Waaah…”

Verdandi cried, her tears and snot flowing.

“I was so lonely. My mother appeared as a villain, and even her words of love were registered as lies…”

“Yes, yes.”

“I knew she had tried to strangle me as a baby, and I was scared to sleep next to her… Every day felt like I was suffocating.”

“It must have been hard.”


I soothed her as I patted her back. It was a story too much for a young girl to handle.

“The villagers despised me, secretly put bugs in my food, and spread rumors that I was living a depraved life like my mother…”

“My disciple and I will resolve it all. So don’t worry too much. Soon, there will be no one under this sky to speak ill of you.”

Verdandi continued to cry in my arms. 

She wept until the 15 years that had tormented her became as light as air.





 
  
    Chapter 10: Justice Warrior, Verdandi Astraea (3)


When Verdandi first saw Bing Yeon, the translucent window that appeared before her clearly read:


	[The person before you is a ‘Demon of Extreme Evil.’]



Not just an evil person, but a demon of extreme evil. 

Verdandi’s mind raced as she tried to process this new type of individual.

It seemed odd to call him a mere criminal, considering there were many peculiarities. 

A man and woman dressed in unusual attire and a woman who looked like a mage—clearly outsiders.

This led her to think that the person could be a criminal who committed murder outside or a traitor to humanity allied with the Demon King. 

Or perhaps someone who sold out their country or exploited people as slaves.

Verdandi had faith in the absolute nature of the designation given by the <Eye of Truth>. 

There had to be a reason for the title ‘Demon of Extreme Evil.’

…The atmosphere feels off! 

He must be an incredibly strong villain!

If she could deal with these people and eliminate everyone in the village, that would solve everything.

Her mother, Alya, whom she considered evil, had been rendered immobile.

If things continued as they were, she would be at risk of losing her life. 

This thought made her breath falter momentarily, and an anxious sensation stirred in her chest.

Was he really a villain?

No matter how much her mother had tried to kill her in her infancy, and the lies of love, Alya had raised her.

‘Let’s not get lost in trivial thoughts, Verdandi. The divine Solareon has sanctioned this.’

Verdandi shook her head as she looked at the cold, lifeless Alya. 

She couldn’t bring herself to believe that her ability had been wrong from the beginning.

‘I am meant to punish the evildoers of this world!’

Gripping her kitchen knife tightly, Verdandi prepared for battle.

Her mind was filled with the resolve that the identity of the man before her didn’t matter.


	[The person before you is a ‘Saint.’]



She was a hero of justice.

No matter what anyone said, she was a flawless saint.

A hero from a fairy tale who executed justice and punished evil.

Verdandi looked at her reflection in the knife and forced a smile.

“You came here to make me your apprentice? You must be out of your mind!”

“Yes, I came to guide you to the right path. If you join me, you will no longer face hardship. You could live an ordinary life without being consumed by the role of a hero…”


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]



Taken aback, Verdandi couldn’t hide her shock as she read the message reflected in her cornea.

…Truth?

Really?

The demon of extreme evil was speaking the truth. 

A person right in front of her was saying that one could live an ordinary life without obsessing over being a hero.

The hope of living without being hated by others and being loved by her parents.

But,

“Haha! You are terribly late!”

Verdandi felt everything was already wrong. 

After stabbing her mother with the knife and causing her to bleed, she felt everything was mistaken.

“Even beasts cherish their young, but I was almost killed by my mother when I was an infant!”

Truthfully, it was unjust.

Why was she not born ordinary?

Why did she have these abilities that made it impossible to trust people?

“To have such a demon as a master, I’d rather die!”

Verdandi yelled as she faced the intruding Bi-wol, thinking it was too late to turn back.

Even if Alya healed now, it was clear she would despise and detest Verdandi for trying to kill her.

Verdandi hated that cold gaze. 

The piercing, fierce eyes were terrifying.

“Step aside, you’re dealing with me.”

At that moment, one of Bing Yeon’s eyes glowed with a golden light. 

There was a steadfast will, devoid of any hatred or malice.

A thunderous sound echoed as an ice wall appeared between Verdandi and Alya.

“…An ice wall? Are you mages?”

Verdandi was dumbfounded. With such power, it would be simpler to just kill her and save her mother.

“Master, I’ve secured the safety of the injured.”

A girl with black hair moved with incredible speed, healing the injured person in one sweep with a blonde-haired mage.

“Go outside with the golden tower and staunch the bleeding on his neck. I’ll handle things here.”

The most threatening figure among them was the white-haired man who claimed to be there to save her.

“But Master! Aren’t you unwell? The opponent is strong enough to react to my attempts!”

He was bleeding from eyes, nose, and ears, and seemed wary of her movements.

“…One mistake and you die.”

Feeling the intense cold throughout her body, Verdandi realized something was wrong.

Why wasn’t this man killing her instantly if he could? 

Why was he saying he wanted to save her?

“Is it not known that a master is stronger than a disciple?”


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]



The translucent window continued to reveal truths and lies to her. 

Until now, it had never shown a lie.

“I may not be the greatest of all time, or even the most famous. I am certainly not the greatest of the world.”

It couldn’t be. 

It had to be otherwise.

“But I am a master with many disciples. Rather than a powerful name, I am an ordinary person loved by many.”

Verdandi shook her head as she looked at the messages floating before her. 

She couldn’t believe such a person could be a demon of extreme evil.

“So, you must do deeds that your disciple can be proud of. You must surpass me, your master, and achieve greatness someday.”


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]



What if this white-haired man was truly someone who came to save her and healed her mother?

What if he really was a saint who could understand her?

Then,

What would happen to everything she had believed in and done until now?

“You’re just a smooth talker! But it doesn’t change the fact that you’re a demon of extreme evil!”


Verdandi shouted at Bing Yeon. 

She began to believe that everything was a misunderstanding, and that her mother truly loved her.

“Why do you think I am a demon of extreme evil?”

“Well, because I am a hero…”

“…What if you weren’t a hero? Have you ever considered the possibility that you are an ordinary person?”

Alya, Verdandi’s mother, repeatedly apologized while dying from the knife wound, saying only, “I’m sorry.”

“What are you trying to say?!”

“The weaknesses of the <Eye of Truth> are that if the speaker is unknown, the truth will appear as truth.”

··?!

It was a soft and warm gaze, as if it were the gaze of a father if she had one.

“The weakness of the <Scales of Justice> is that if there is a significant discrepancy between good and evil deeds, the result can change at any time.”

Verdandi hated that gaze. 

It felt as if it pitied her, making her painful life feel invalidated.

She tried to flee but,

“Look closely once more, and see if I am truly a demon of extreme evil.”

With a single step, Bing Yeon’s feet encased Verdandi’s lower body and legs in ice, rendering her immobile.


	[Due to changes in the Karma level of the target using <Scales of Justice>, recalculation is being attempted.]



“…….This is absurd.”


	[The person before you is a ‘Saint.’]



Verdandi could not trust her own eyes. 

Just a moment ago, hadn’t he appeared as the worst of villains?

“Yes, now do you trust your abilities, or can you trust this master a bit?”

Could her abilities really be wrong? 

Had she been misled by the flaws in her power and made decisions unilaterally?

“I came here under the command of a divine being. From someone akin to a god.”

Even with blood dripping from his lips, Bing Yeon smiled at her. 

That kind smile made her heart feel as if it were breaking.


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]



“It’s the truth… How could this be…”

Feeling her heartbeat accelerating, Verdandi realized something strange.

“You will now learn the feelings of love and hate, and the contradictory emotions of sorrow and joy, just as your mother did.”

“Is this… what my mother said?”

Was this the emotion of love and hate? 

Verdandi nodded, as if she understood Bing Yeon’s words.

“Your mother was raped by a thief who attacked your home. The fact that she tried to strangle you was something that could never be forgiven.”

This was new information. 

Due to her abilities mixing truths and lies, she hadn’t seen the real truth.

“But her love for her child was stronger. Even while saying this, she was so ashamed and embarrassed that it must have appeared as a lie to your ability.”


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]



Only now did Verdandi realize that Bing Yeon’s words were all true. 

If he had intended to kill her, he would have done so long ago, and wouldn’t have tried to save her mother.

The two women who had appeared with him had fled from Verdandi.

“Are you a divine envoy…?”

Feeling as if her innermost thoughts were laid bare, Verdandi asked Bing Yeon, her voice trembling. 

With his knowledge of everything, it seemed he could be a divine envoy without a doubt.

“I am an ordinary human. Just like you, I am an ordinary person who fears that people will never understand my true intentions.”

This was a thought Verdandi had harbored all along. 

Despite her efforts, the villagers had always looked at her with contempt.

“You don’t need to worry about your mother anymore. She has been healed.”

Verdandi’s body trembled. 

In front of her was someone who had caused great suffering but was also showing an unexpected side.

“She might have acted cruelly in the past, but now she has fully recovered. She can be a good mother again. Instead of hating me, believe in the healing I have done.”

Bing Yeon continued speaking, shedding light on truths she had not known.


	[The person before you is a ‘Saint.’]



Verdandi’s tears flowed freely. 

She was astonished by the realization that Bing Yeon, who had seemed like the worst villain, was truly a saint.

“I would like to ask if you could act in a way that would make your mother proud.”

A healer who wasn’t perfect, but was trying to help.

He had provided the opportunity for Verdandi to understand true love and emotions.

“I’ll be waiting for you.”

He said with a smile, but Verdandi felt overwhelmed by the weight of the situation.

It was an overwhelming revelation, as Bing Yeon had a better understanding of her own emotions than she did.

She stood still, eyes widened in disbelief.

“Master…”

“Yes, you are free to leave when you are ready.”

Verdandi tried to get up from her kneeling position, but her legs felt weak.

“Are you really saying that it was a misunderstanding?”


	[What the person before you is saying is ‘Truth.’]




The realization left Verdandi stunned. 

As she pondered Bing Yeon’s words, the lines between truth and lie seemed to blur, and she finally understood the deep meaning of what had been hidden from her.

Her world had changed drastically.

If everything had been wrong, could she trust her own judgment?

Bing Yeon’s figure, filled with kindness and warmth, became the only certainty in her tumultuous world.


	[The person before you is a ‘Saint.’]






 
  
    Chapter 11: Justice Warrior, Verdandi Astraea (4)


“I’m sorry for showing such an unseemly sight…!”

Verdandi said, wiping her tears.

Her swollen eyelids and reddened eyes told me how much she had been holding back her emotions.

“It’s alright. There’s no such thing as a perfect person in this world. We all make mistakes, fail, and learn from them.”

I smiled gently at Verdandi as I watched her. 

She was only twisted because no one around her had taught her how to handle her emotions properly.

Just like I was in the past. 

Before I met my first love, I hadn’t learned how to properly express my emotions through words.


	“What’s your name? Dohyun? That’s an unusual name.”



Yes, it felt like a distant word now, but in reality, my name was indeed like that.


	“Dohyun, you really can’t write. How could you put down such an unpleasant experience in words?”



Han Dohyun (漢道玄).

A name that means putting a period (玄) on the road (道).

If anyone heard it, they might think it was a name destined for a writer, but unlike my first love, I had no talent.


	“There are too many commas in your writing. The line breaks are odd, and in the end, you’re only saying things that only you understand.”



I remember hearing this from my deskmate when I was filling out a manuscript paper at school.


	“Your thoughts are too extreme. Who would want to read a piece that’s just sad all the time?”



Her name was Yoo Seolhwa (劉雪花).

Unlike me, she was a naturally talented writer.

Seolhwa had a knack for writing beautiful prose, with the power to move people’s emotions.

The reason I’m struggling to save the final bosses like this now is, in some ways, greatly influenced by her.


	“Every story must end with a happy ending. The writer, the reader, and the characters in the novel should all be happy.”



That one sentence she left with me stuck in my heart like the sharpest thorn.

“Lord Bing Yeon? What’s wrong all of a sudden?”

My steps, which were heading out to find others, stopped suddenly, and Verdandi asked, turning to me.

“I’m just lost in old thoughts for a moment. Thinking of someone I miss.”

What would Seolhwa say if she saw this situation now?

That the characters in the novel have come back to life and are living a terminally ill life.

And that I’m going around saving the final bosses to atone for my sins…

“Who exactly is this person? You looked extremely sad just now!”

Verdandi quickly read my expression and laughed brightly.

Children are often so sensitive to the emotional changes of others.

…Was this part of the setting I wrote?’

I closed my eyes tightly.

Verdandi had lived like this all along.

A life where she prioritized others’ emotions over her own. 

The stress she’d accumulated over the years had finally exploded.

That must be why she crumbled with just one divine oracle and was easily persuaded by the words of a stranger like me.

“She was my first love. A memory from an innocent time, which can never be returned.”

“……What does the word ‘first love’ mean?”

As if to prove this, Verdandi didn’t even know what the word ‘first love’ meant. 

I sighed deeply, seeing her innocent face.

“It means the first person you loved and held the most tender feelings for.”

“I don’t understand! There were children who confessed their love to me, but they were all just playing tricks to tease me!”

In this respect, Verdandi was like a blank slate. 

It was the same in not knowing what words would be written on it.

If I hadn’t stopped her, she might have become a slaughterer, judging all life in this world as evil and annihilating it.

“Would that also be considered within the bounds of love?”

Suddenly, Verdandi blocked my path and asked. 

At her innocent, untainted smile, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“No, love is a feeling where you could even sacrifice your life willingly for someone else. You could do anything for love, but you try not to do anything that would hurt the person you love….”

“……So does that mean Lord Bing Yeon loves me? This is embarrassing!”

To be precise, it is closer to paternal love. 

I wanted all the characters in the story I created to be happy.

It’s just the heart of a child doing a delayed homework assignment that Seolhwa had given me. 

It feels too shameful to call this emotion love.

“No. This is the emotion of a master caring for his disciple. One day, you will grow up, meet people, and build relationships. Eventually, you will find someone to love and get married.”

I imagined Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel in wedding dresses.

A tall man standing beside them, thanking me as they held their wedding ceremony.

If I saw that scene in reality, wouldn’t I shed tears? 

Perhaps I could understand a little why fathers cry at their daughters’ weddings.

“You are the first man in my life to cherish me like this! Can’t I marry you, Lord Bing Yeon?”

“Don’t say something that doesn’t even sound like a joke.”

To me, these three are like daughters. 

For a writer, the characters in their novel feel like children.

Although Bi-wol licked my fingers today, I have never harbored any improper thoughts toward her.

“I am your master. There cannot exist a master who harbors such feelings for their disciple.”

Even if there were, could such a person be called a master?

If such a master-disciple relationship developed into a romantic relationship, one would have to endure the judgmental gaze and criticism of the world.

“It might exist! The men in this village look at me with lecherous eyes! I don’t think my body is unattractive!”

“…At the very least, it won’t be me. I’ve never once looked at a disciple that way.”

I feel too ashamed even to face my disciples now.

Bingryonghwa, who took in not only the coachmen but also waitstaff, beggars, children without limbs, and people who had sold their bodies and organs as disciples.

Moreover, because I mainly use the Ice Art, I’ve already been labeled as a dark sect rather than an orthodox one.

“It’s true! Lord Bing Yeon is truly a pure-hearted person!”

Verdandi even discerned if this was the truth or a lie. 

Her laughter burst out, “Puhuhu!”

“A master is someone who gains their disciples’ trust and respect. At least, that’s how I think it should be. If you make people follow you with strength or fear, you will eventually lose their trust.”

I slowed my steps for a moment, watching Verdandi. 

Even at the academy where I worked, there was a teacher who disciplined students under the guise of love and punishment.

…That guy got roasted by the students behind his back.’

He was the complete opposite of me, and even though I had scolded him several times about his way of disciplining, he never really listened.

“A person’s heart is like a very delicate glass. If you don’t speak or act, you may never know what’s inside.”

At the academy, I was called “the handsome teacher” or “the sculpted man” more than I deserved, but my specialty was counseling.

Listening to the dreams and concerns of students and helping them not stray down the wrong path.

That was my little escape after giving up my dream of becoming a writer.

“So that’s why you held me so warmly! If I had the choice of choosing a father, I wish it were someone like you, Lord Bing Yeon!”

Hearing Verdandi’s words, I couldn’t help but smile bitterly. 

It was only natural since I was the one who wrote her story.

I’d once heard the words “an unwanted son” from my father and translated them into my writing.

How did things end up like this?

“There’s no need to keep addressing me with such formality. Just ‘master’ is enough.”


I patted Verdandi’s head, as I had done with Bi-wol. 

It had been so long that it felt a little rough.

“Is ‘master’ a sufficient title?”

Verdandi nodded vigorously, her eyes shining brightly. 

She must have secretly wanted to call me ‘master,’ just like Bi-wol.

Though her speech seemed slightly awkward, it was better than using my name with such formal titles.

“Alright, your mother is over there. Go to her.”

“Understood, master!”

Verdandi hesitated slightly as she took a few steps forward, seeming afraid to go further. 

I gave her a gentle push on the back.

This part, I couldn’t help her with. 

The relationship between parent and child is something they must resolve themselves.

Alya, who had come to her senses, could hardly believe her surroundings.

Verdandi, who had resented her and stabbed her with a kitchen knife, had not been able to hold back her emotions.

The wound in her abdomen, which had been gaping with some of her intestines visible, had been healed without a trace, as if it had never happened.

“You were close to dying if you were just a little later.”

The woman who frowned as she took a gulp of wine was the person they called the Golden Tower Lord earlier.

“Did you save me?”

“Yes, but save your thanks for when you’re with your daughter. Someone threw themselves into your family fight.”

Wolfram let out a sigh of relief as she looked at Alya. 

Had it not been for Bing Yeon’s quick response and situational judgment, things might have gone wrong.

“Together with my daughter..? Wait, what happened to Verdandi?”

“She’s coming this way. Good luck.”

As Wolfram said, footsteps could be heard in the distance, and soon, a girl wearing a golden laurel wreath was approaching her.

“Verdandi…?”

The figure was her own daughter, Verdandi, whom she wouldn’t hurt even if she kept her in her eyes.

Watching Verdandi, who started running after walking slowly, Alya looked at her in disbelief.


	Even beasts cherish their young, but my mother almost killed me when I was a newborn!



Alya didn’t know if Verdandi remembered that she had tried to kill her when she was young. 

She thought Verdandi was too young to remember that it was only an attempted murder.

Even with the kitchen knife wound, bleeding profusely, Alya tried not to lose consciousness to hear the emotions Verdandi had been holding back.

It was all her fault since she didn’t love Verdandi more, which had led to this.

“Are you hurt anywhere..?”

“Mother…”

That was the first thing Alya said to Verdandi.

A very ordinary word that a parent would say to their child out of concern.

“Mom was wrong. I should have understood your heart sooner… At the very least, I should have listened to your concerns.”

Verdandi was at a loss for words at Alya’s attitude. 

She couldn’t understand why her mother, who almost died from being stabbed with a kitchen knife, was apologizing to her.

“…I hate you, Mother.”

Verdandi’s hand clenched into a fist. Even in such a situation, she was angry at her mother’s behavior of seeking forgiveness from her.

Even though she had almost died, despite knowing what kind of gaze and knowledge she had from the villagers, she hated her mother for not being angry with her.

“Because it’s all my fault. It happened because I wasn’t good enough. I’m sorry, my daughter.”

Alya slowly stroked her cheek and then spread her arms wide to hug her.

If only she could show such love, why hadn’t she done so sooner?

“Stop saying you’re sorry! Mother, you did nothing wrong!”

Verdandi spoke with strength in her voice. 

Her voice was mixed with tears.

“I was an unwanted child, wasn’t I? I am the daughter of a father unknown, born from an assault by a robber!”

“This is all my fault! I was deceived by the divine oracle, thinking my mother was evil!”

She wished her mother would at least slap her. 

She wished her mother would scorn her, saying she was repulsive.

If not, she wished her mother would scold her, asking why she had done such a thing.

“Why don’t you get angry? I almost killed you, Mother!”

Alya just hugged Verdandi and sobbed. 

Verdandi’s tears wouldn’t stop either.

She should have said she was sorry and wrong. 

Why couldn’t she express her true feelings?

“Because your mother loves you more than anyone else, Verdandi.”

“A parent is a being who would blame themselves even if stabbed by their child.”

Bing Yeon appeared beside Verdandi and spoke. 

His tone was gentle and warm, as if soothing her.

“Hurry and say you’re sorry too. There’s no guarantee that a broken relationship will be restored to its original state, but we need to resolve any lingering feelings, don’t we?”

At Bing Yeon’s words, Verdandi slowly closed her eyes and mustered the courage. 

She felt she wouldn’t be able to speak if not now.

“I’m sorry… Mom… I was wrong…”

It was a childlike confession, crying like a little girl, without the usual formal tone.

“Yes, my daughter. You’ve been through a lot.”

Alya and Verdandi hugged each other tightly, crying their hearts out, releasing the emotions they had kept bottled up.

“Mom… I’m sorry… It must have hurt…”

“No, it’s okay. It could happen. It was Mom’s fault first….”

Repeating apologies and reassurances, the two mother and daughter shared the past they had not been able to talk about.

As I watched the two reconcile with a satisfied smile, a cold voice suddenly came from beside me.

“Master.”

“Bi-wol, where have you been? You helped with this situation. You’ve done well….”

The owner of the voice was Bi-wol, and as usual, I reached out to pat her head for doing well.


“Master, do you like that junior sister more than me?”

My disciple’s expression was odd. 

It felt like the Bi-wol I knew was not the same.

“…Who are you?”

I had no choice but to say these words.




 
  
    Chapter 12: The Devil in the Heart (1)


“Hmm… You truly do care for your disciple, don’t you, Master?”

As soon as I asked Bi-wol who she was, she responded with a blissful smile. 

But the slightly twisted grin sent chills down my spine.

Her body, her face, all the information my eyes could see—there was no doubt that the person before me was my dearest disciple, Bi-wol.

“…Answer me. Where is the real Bi-wol?”

But my soul was denying it.

“I am me, Master. Don’t you recognize me?”

Bi-wol placed her hand on my chest, blinking her eyes. 

In that instant, a murderous intent flickered in her gaze.

“I am Bi-wol, the cherished disciple of Master Bing Yeon.”

If Bi-wol were to channel even a bit of demonic energy into her hand, a massive hole would be torn right through the center of my chest.

With extreme caution, like plucking a delicate string, she lightly brushed her hand across my chest.

“…Verdandi, summon the Holy Sword immediately. This is an emergency.”

“What? But how am I supposed to summon it? I don’t know how!”

In that tense situation, I shouted at Verdandi to summon the Holy Sword. 

An artifact possessing absolute superiority when dealing with those of evil nature.

It was originally a secret weapon reserved for use against Azazel, the saintess of the foreign god. 

But if I didn’t use it now, there would be few options left to subdue Bi-wol safely.

“Place your hand on your chest and shout, ‘I will execute justice!’ toward the target you wish to repel!”

I gave Verdandi the incantation to summon the Holy Sword. 

While Bi-wol was preoccupied with touching me, I had to somehow find a way to subdue her.

“Execute justice…”

It was then.

Boom—! 

A deafening sound echoed as Verdandi’s body flew back, crashing into a nearby tree. 

The impact was so powerful that the tree’s trunk cracked and bent.

“Bi-wol, you…!”

“Master, this is a precious moment for us, your beloved disciple and you, so why would you try to let a stray wolf join in?”

This was undoubtedly the Heavenly Demon Divine Art. 

Specifically, the fourth form, the Heavenly Demon’s Palm.

Although I had noted it in the original work, I had never seen her use it here.

What on earth was happening?

The fact that she displayed such movements without any enlightenment or training was strange in itself. 

Bi-wol’s current state seemed to be at the entrance of the transcendence I had achieved.

“Ha, ha… Huff…”

Now, Bi-wol was burying her face in my chest, inhaling my scent. 

The sensation of her hot breath and the tickling feeling spread through my body.

“If you stay still, no one will get hurt, Master.”

Bi-wol interlocked her fingers with mine as I tried to push her away.

Even with her vision obscured, she sensed my movements by feeling.

Her other hand slipped inside my robe, now exploring the muscles beneath my clothes.

“But… Verdandi…”

“I’ve adjusted my strength. No matter what, I wouldn’t kill my junior sister, would I?”

As if to prove her words, Verdandi began to regain her senses, coughing repeatedly.

“I merely pressed her acupoints to prevent her from using her strength. Although it was a bit rough.”

“Master… Are you… alright…?”

Verdandi’s limbs trembled as she struggled to move, unable to muster strength. 

It seemed that Bi-wol had indeed dealt with her by pressing her acupoints in that brief moment.

I hadn’t taught her anything like this.

Acupuncture techniques are typically only usable when there is a significant gap in skill. 

A mistake could lead to one’s wrist being severed.

“Bi-wol, just how strong have you become?”

“Well, I suppose if I went all out, it wouldn’t be unreasonable to say I am on par with you, Master.”

At those words, I recalled Bi-wol’s settings in my mind.

The Heavenly Demon, the Heavenly Killing Star, the Heavenly Martial Body, her sensitivity to the smell of blood—what could possibly explain her behavior now?

‘Han Dohyeon, think, think…’

Why had Bi-wol changed so drastically, as if she were a different person?

“Bing Yeon! What should we do? Should we fight?”

“No, don’t move recklessly. I’ll handle her.”

Even the Golden Lord couldn’t attack Bi-wol here. 

She knew she would die if she made a move due to the gap in their levels.

“As expected, you’re as composed as always, Master.”

Moreover, not just the Golden Lord, but Verdandi and her mother were present as well. 

It was unlikely we could subdue Bi-wol without any sacrifices, given how Verdandi had been thrown aside just moments ago.

…I had to find out the reason.

If I fought with everything I had, I might win, but…

“Please don’t think of fighting me, Master. I would hate it if your noble body were harmed.”

Just a little further ahead was Wonder Hill Village, and under the curse of the Heavenly Killing Star, they could all end up in pieces.

“Then stop this at once. Do you intend to insult your master?”

“But I’m merely being childish with you, Master. This is my desire, my true heart, and my affection.”

For now, I had to pretend to go along with Bi-wol’s words and find out why she had changed so much.

“You are far too provocative for me, Master. The scent of blood and flesh when you saved me from that cult, the small groans you made enduring the pain…”

Panting heavily, Bi-wol seemed as if she had fallen into a kind of madness. 

Had I ever written such a setting in my novel?

“You endured all kinds of hardships without showing any sign of suffering, all for the sake of rescuing me alone.”

Bi-wol gently touched each of my injuries, one by one.

As she had once told me on the carriage, from my shoulders and back to my hands and arms, she left her mark on every part where I had been wounded.

“Are you crazed by the scent of blood?”

“No. No matter how much of another’s blood I smell, nothing is as stimulating as your scent, Master.”


Bi-wol stopped burying her face in my chest and instead bit down on my earlobe, her actions filled with seductive charm.

“This is my true heart.”

The bewitching sounds of licking and sucking in my ear reverberated around us. 

Bi-wol seemed oblivious to the gazes of those around us, her sole focus on seducing me.

‘Inner Demon.’

When she spoke of her true heart, a thought flashed through my mind. 

It was an ordeal originally meant for Kim Hyul, the protagonist of my novel, King of the Diamond Fist.

An ordeal where he battles another self within his inner world, matures mentally, and ascends to a new level—a device I had created for his growth.

‘But why is Bi-wol experiencing it now?’

I couldn’t quite grasp it in my mind. 

She was the final boss, naturally born to commit nothing but slaughter since childhood…

‘This… it’s because of me.’

Suddenly, a realization struck in my head.

Because I had changed her past with my own hands.

I had created an environment where she didn’t have to eat human flesh and drink human blood to stave off hunger.

For her, who struggled to sleep, I offered a place where noise was minimal, and the sunlight streamed in beautifully.

I ensured that the friend she had been close to today wouldn’t become a cold corpse by tomorrow.

“Master, you are my world. Just like a bird trapped in an egg breaking free of its shell.”

“Bi-wol, get a hold of yourself. You are about to be consumed by your inner demons…”

“Whether I’m consumed by my inner demons or not, does it really matter? What matters is the yearning I have for you, Master.”

Smack. 

Bi-wol made such a sound in my ear, then smiled faintly. 

Her slightly excited breaths and the heat in her gaze were almost overwhelming.

‘Inner demons are devils hiding within one’s heart.’

Inner demons are originally like a pupa that must break free and become a butterfly, a trial one must overcome to truly become a whole and competent warrior.

‘Something feels different from the karmic destiny of the Heavenly Star Demon I read about in a novel.’

I swallowed hard and thought. 

Seeing she neither kills nor self-harms, her essence is not that of the Heavenly Star Demon, but something hidden deeper within Bi-wol.

“Master must think I have fallen into internal chaos,” she said.

“What do you want, exactly?”

“Aha! What I want, you ask? Isn’t it obvious what this one and only devoted disciple desires in this world?”

As I barely managed to resist her provocative behavior by biting my lip, Bi-wol burst into loud laughter.

“Your love, Master. I want you to look only at me, and no one else.”

She placed the back of her hand on my lips, then moved it back to her own lips and spoke.

“I want to be your mistress, Master. I want to be your first and last lover.”

Her appearance as she slowly enacted an indirect kiss, as if savoring candy, left me in utter shock.

Could it be that the emotions born from inner demons are, in fact, love for me? 

Has she been suppressing it all this time, only for it to manifest in such a twisted form?

There was a possibility.

“Is that why you were jealous when you saw Verthandi, your fellow disciple? Did you not think I would dislike such actions?”

I asked this question to test Bi-wol. 

After all, jealousy and love are inseparable emotions.

“No, Master. As long as I do not kill, as long as I only subdue without harming anyone, I know very well that you will not reproach me.”

Bi-wol was still adhering to the vow she made before setting out on this journey—to not commit any killings, as per the rules of the Ice Dragon Sect.

“…Why do you think that?”

“Because Master cherishes me, his disciple, so much. That’s why you are reluctant to touch me.”

Bi-wol loosened the front of her clothes a bit, revealing a glimpse of her skin. 

I turned my head away to avoid looking at it, but…

“Master, please look at me. Your disciple is bravely expressing her feelings right now, is she not?”

I was soon stopped by her gesture as she puffed out her cheeks and corrected my head’s position, as if enjoying the fact that I was reacting.

“I… I yearn for you desperately, Master.”

“You are mistaking that feeling for paternal love.”

“How could a girl confuse the feeling of love? I learned all of this from you, Master.”

My face reflected in Bi-wol’s red eyes. 

It was a face struggling to hold back from revealing its vile nature in front of a disciple, biting my lip with all my might.

“Master, I am willing to do anything for you. I could throw myself into a fiery pit like purgatory or remain alone on an icy road in the dead of winter.”

Bi-wol spoke these words as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

“When I long for you so much, why do you refuse to accept my feelings?”

Her lips drew closer and closer; Bi-wol was even standing on tiptoe, trying to kiss me.

“…Bi-wol. Then I will make you a proposition.”

“To make a proposition in this situation? Master, you do have a bold side!”

There was no other way to conquer the inner demons that dominated Bi-wol without any sacrifices.

“If you win, I will truly accept your feelings. After all, it is my fault for not realizing it sooner.”

“It seems you have come up with a plan… huh.”

I blocked Bi-wol’s lips with my hand, only for her to lick my palm, as if even that was lovable to her.

“So, what is your proposal?”

“Let’s have a sparring match with words. I will give you three seconds of advantage; use all your strength against this Master.”

The only way to manage Bi-wol’s inner demons while not betraying her feelings was through this method.

“Fine! Let us do that. After all, love is only true when hearts connect.”


“Just so you don’t get confused, Bi-wol…”

Bi-wol confidently accepted my proposal, and I smiled inwardly at her reaction.

“…You are the challenger.”

“Ha, you look like a fish perfectly laid on the chopping board. I shall finish this quickly and devour you whole.”

When it came to verbal sparring, I had no intention of losing to anyone.





 
  
    Chapter 13: The Devil in the Heart (2)


Currently, Bi-wol was in a state of internal conflict, trapped by the Heart Demon.

!!!

The unrestrained affection she harbored for her master and the jealousy she felt over the new disciple had caused her true nature to surface. 

The internal energy she had accumulated within her body was running wild, making her so powerful that it was impossible to determine who would win if she were to fight her master, Bing Yeon.

Her inner world was in turmoil.

“…I lost my mind for a moment.”

The so-called ‘Good Bi-wol,’ who had been trying to maintain her sanity for fear of being hated by Bing Yeon, regained consciousness.

Shaa—

Rain poured down. 

Blood and corpses were strewn all over, and around her stood a wooden building with red pillars.

Bi-wol knew this place better than anyone.

Of course, she would. This was where she had been before Bing Yeon rescued her.

‘This is… Bumen Temple…?’

A cult group that sought to turn Bi-wol, who carried the karma of the Heavenly Demon Star, into a Heavenly Demon. 

They fed her flesh and blood, made her befriend people, and then killed them.

‘I heard Master completely destroyed them…??’

The place called itself the Heavenly Demon Sect. It was where Bi-wol, sold by parents whose faces she could not even remember, had suffered a cruel past alongside other children.

“You’re awake? I’m dealing with Master right now.”

“You, could it be…?”

Before her stood a woman who looked exactly like her, but more mature.

Unlike Bi-wol, who wore a white robe, the woman in front of her wore a black robe and waved her hand at her.

“That’s right! I’m the ‘Bad Bi-wol’ who kept talking to you in your mind. Though I’m not sure why you insist on calling me bad.”

The appearance of ‘Bad Bi-wol’ was exactly as Han Dohyeon, the author of the martial arts web novel The Fist King of Diamond, had described her before she was possessed.

The difference was that she was taller and more mature in figure than the current Bi-wol, a woman who could be seen as a complete adult.

She looked powerful enough to be called the ‘Heavenly Demon,’ appearing several times stronger even to Bi-wol’s eyes.

“…Are you the future me?”

Looking at her, Bi-wol couldn’t help but feel as if she were looking at her future self. It was rare to find someone with such distinctive red eyes like hers.

“Well, to be more precise, I’m the karma you should have borne in place of Master…”

“The longing you have for your Master has combined to create me. You can call me the Heart Demon or the Heavenly Star; I like those titles!”

“Then, Heavenly Star. Where are we?”

Bi-wol spoke as she looked around.

Why were the Heavenly Star and she in such a gruesome place that reeked of rain and blood?

“This is your mental landscape. Do you still not understand?”

Seeing Bi-wol, the Heavenly Star chuckled. 

Bi-wol wore an expression that showed she knew this place but didn’t want to believe it.

“Doesn’t it look just like the building of the cult where you were trapped as a child? You left your dead friends here, didn’t you?”

The Heavenly Star pointed to a place filled with corpses, where maggots and flies swarmed. 

Beside it was a large pit dug into the ground.

That pit wasn’t dug by adults. 

It was made by forcing children to use shovels, overworking them to create a space for burying bodies.

“…No. This is a dream. It can’t be.”

This is a dream, she repeated over and over in her mind, hoping that when she closed her eyes and woke up, Master Bing Yeon would be by her side.

“It’s not a dream, Bi-wol. This is a place you were meant to escape from on your own.”

Shhh—

With a wave of the Heavenly Star’s hand, the surroundings began to change. 

The rain poured down harder, and a man in a long robe appeared in Bi-wol’s sight.

—”Child who carries the karma of the Heavenly Star, I shall take you in.”

The leader of the cult that called itself the Heavenly Demon Sect. 

The man with a terrifying expression looked at her with excitement.

—”You will be reborn as a new malignant star in our sect.”

His goal was to create a sea of blood in the once peaceful martial world—a revenge born from losing his children to bandits, his wife, and parents to plague and famine.

—”Come, let us avenge the heavens that have lost righteousness and justice.”

Bi-wol closed her eyes tightly at the sight of him. She had indeed been terrified of him in the past.

“Showing me such an illusion won’t work. This man was—”

Bing Yeon had appeared and rescued her once. 

Even in this mental world, she firmly believed in her Master.

But,

“Master? Bing Yeon Master, you mean? No, look closely. This is the ‘future’ we were supposed to have.”

As if mocking that expectation, the Heavenly Star grinned eerily and glared at Bi-wol.

Then,

A sharp slicing sound echoed.

“What…?”

In front of her, the cult leader’s head fell, severed by her own hand. 

It was a movement she hadn’t even realized she had made.

It was as if her body and mind were acting separately, feeling as though someone else was controlling her with strings.

“You should have been reborn as a Heavenly Demon here. You were meant to kill this man and take the position of the new leader.”

The Heavenly Star continued to speak to Bi-wol, who trembled uncontrollably, unable to wipe the warm sensation of blood splattered on her face and the sticky feeling left on her hands.

“To avenge the friends who offered their flesh and blood for you, to destroy the heavens that never once saved you.”

With each word she spoke, the scenery in front of Bi-wol’s eyes began to change.

This time, it showed her drinking human blood and consuming flesh like water and food to satisfy her hunger.

“…Ugh… Ugh… Ugh.”

The stale, fishy taste of blood lingered in her mouth. The flesh, tough and embedded with tiny hairs, tasted horrible.

“I have to throw up. I must vomit it all out…”

Bi-wol shoved her fingers into her mouth, desperately trying to expel what she had crammed in.

“No, if we didn’t have Master, we would have been solving our hunger and thirst like this.”

The Heavenly Star forcibly lifted her head, making her see exactly what she was consuming. It was a concept ingrained in her by the Heavenly Demon Sect.

In the original novel The Fist King of Diamond, she could only consume human flesh and blood.

“Hawthorn candy or sugar-coated cookies? You would have never thought you could eat those.”

As she watched Bi-wol suffer from the horrendous sensations, the Heavenly Star munched on snacks.


“Without the screams of people, you wouldn’t have been able to sleep. The cries of newborns, the begging for life, the wails of those who lost loved ones.”

This was the reality of the world Bi-wol was seeing now.

“You were meant to be such an existence—a being forsaken by the heavens, and thus, a Heavenly Demon destined to overthrow those very heavens.”

The place was the exact opposite of where her master, Bing Yeon, used to sleep. 

Bi-wol was lying on the ground covered with sharp, uneven stones, without even a layer of leaves to soften the hard earth.

“But now, it’s different.”

She tried desperately to bite her tongue and regain control over her body, but it was all in vain.

“Stop it, please! Stop it!!”

“The air you breathe, the things you love—all are thanks to your Master’s grace.”

The Heavenly Star knew she had to make Bi-wol realize this, even though she was aware of the pain it caused her.

After all, she was the Heart Demon, the trial that had sneaked into Bi-wol’s heart, knowing the burden she was originally supposed to bear.

“So, don’t look away. Watch carefully.”

The Heavenly Star waved her hand again, and now countless people began to rush toward Bi-wol.

—“Before discussing justice and chivalry, it’s peace! Protect peace!”

—“Put aside the grudges between righteous and evil factions for a moment; let’s unite our strength!”

Among them, there were those marked with the symbol of the Martial Alliance, and others who seemed to be from the Demonic Alliance, wielding axes in both hands.

“…Who are all these people?”

“They are all humans here to kill me—or rather, us.”

All of them glared at Bi-wol with frenzied faces, ready to draw their swords and unleash their killing intent on a mere young girl.

“Yes, the Poison Dragon of the Sichuan Tang Clan, the Infinite Sword Master of the Namgung Clan, the Ark Lord of the Beggar Sect, the Lord of Hao Sect, and who else… There are so many that I can’t remember them all.”

The Heavenly Star began pointing out the individuals one by one, but soon sighed deeply and shook her head, as if giving up.

It was understandable since it was a moment when not only the righteous and demonic factions but also outsiders from the martial world had come to kill Bi-wol.

This was the future Bi-wol was originally meant to experience,

A fate now twisted because of Bing Yeon.

Knowing all this, the Heavenly Star looked at Bi-wol with a sorrowful expression.

The Heavenly Star was a being born with a fate where she couldn’t survive without killing.

“…Master, where is Master? If Master were here, he could persuade these people, tell them it’s all a misunderstanding, that they are all wrong.”

Bi-wol still tried to find a familiar face among them. 

She searched for the man with white hair and blue eyes, Bing Yeon, the Master of the Bingryonghwa Sect.

But,

“In my original fate, Master doesn’t exist.”

It was at that moment.

Thud, thud—

“What…?”

A dull sound echoed, and soon, Bi-wol felt something collide against her feet.

“Bing Yeon was killed by the future me who carried out the original fate.”

Bi-wol looked down with wide-open eyes, and there, at her feet, was Bing Yeon’s severed head.

***

Now, I (claiming to be Bi-wol) and the Heart Demon were sitting in a cross-legged position.

We sat side by side, meditating, preparing for a verbal duel—a debate rather than a physical battle.

“Ha ha, I didn’t expect Master to come up with such a cute trick. A verbal duel, really?”

Bi-wol laughed softly even before the proper debate began.

“In fact, hasn’t it been a long time since you and I had a proper duel?”

I smiled inwardly, watching her. 

A disciple trying to surpass her master was always a gratifying achievement.

It meant she was ready to step out of the shadow of her master and take her place as a complete individual.

“You will regret giving this girl three seconds’ head start, Master.”

“Well, I think even then, you’re still going to lose.”

I couldn’t help but smile inwardly as I watched Bi-wol take a deep breath, contemplating which martial technique to prepare.

If it had been a physical duel, I might have lost due to my poor physical condition, but when it came to this, I was more confident than anyone.

“Is it all right?”

“It will be fine. If we can get through a situation where we could all have died with just a verbal argument, that’s a cheap price to pay!”

As Wolfram and Verdandi whispered while watching us, the warrior, who had been healed by the Gold Tower Master, seemed lively as ever, as if he had never been injured.

I had asked others not to interfere in the debate. I had noticed that Bi-wol had developed such emotions towards me.

Part of it was my fault for pretending not to know until the Heart Demon arrived.

And,

There was another reason why this verbal duel was necessary.

“My nickname is Ice Dragon, praised as the Master of Bingryonghwa Sect, inheritor of the lineage of the North Sea Ice Palace.”

“My nickname, though given by some cultists, is indeed the Heavenly Demon.”

Bi-wol and I spoke our titles, preparing for the start of the duel.

“Then, let’s begin, Master.”

***

“The first technique of the Heavenly Demon Divine Art, the Heavenly Demon Monarch Step, to close the distance with Master in one step.”

“Then, I will use the second technique of the Ice Jade Divine Art, Ice Shadow Wall, to block your approach.”

“Good! Then I will use the second technique of the Heavenly Demon Divine Art, the Heavenly Demon Blood Scythe, with a hand sword to break through Master’s ice wall!”

The Heart Demon began to respond with a bright smile, as if visualizing the martial arts I was using in her mind.

In the novel The Fist King of Diamond, I had described a special method that the protagonist, Kim Hyul, used to defeat the Heart Demon.

‘It was a verbal duel, a debate rather than a battle.’

When seduced by the Heart Demon and falling into the state of Qi Deviation, the original personality would be trapped in their mental landscape.


‘A debate can penetrate Bi-wol’s mental landscape.’

Using this method, others could also help a person caught by the Heart Demon. After all, when the strong visualize their thoughts, it affects reality as well.

“……With the fourth technique of the Ice Jade Divine Art, Ice Root Stabilization, I will make myself solid. I will take your attack without the slightest movement.”

“Master! As expected, you are amazing! You have already blocked my attack twice without any injuries!”

To save Bi-wol, I had to fight against her Heart Demon.





 
  
    Chapter 14: The Devil in the Heart (3)


There was once a certain level that martial artists could reach where, even if they only heard the techniques and martial arts skills explained verbally, a clear image of the fighting methods would form in their minds.

Now, this sparring match was not just a verbal exchange but a deep respect for each other’s knowledge of martial arts, internal energy distribution, and attained mastery.

It was a clash where they fought using what they had seen, heard, realized, and learned. 

It was the culmination of effort and determination in martial arts.

I closed my eyes. 

Then, I could feel Bi-wol’s energy even more vividly.

In the dark space where I couldn’t see an inch ahead, an image of a black-haired girl glaring at me with wide-open eyes came to mind.

“She tried to close the distance between us using the Heavenly Demon’s Dominance Steps and aimed for my weak spots like my eyes to slash with the Heavenly Demon Blood Strike. She is different from the girl who usually acts coy around me.”

She was like a finely sharpened sword. 

The murderous intent surrounding her was so vivid that I could clearly recall the moment when the tip of her blade aimed for my neck.

“There are three seconds left now, Master.”

Bi-wol’s heart demon spoke slowly and heavily. 

It was as if she thought I had only succeeded in defending due to a slight difference; there was a hint of a smile in her voice.

Bi-wol had reached the early stages of transcendence while in a state of inner turmoil, and I, too, had reached a similar stage of mastery.

“It is not an incorrect judgment. However…”

Ultimately, what mattered in this sparring match was filling in the gaps and understanding the opponent’s moves as much as possible.

New realizations or breaking through a stage with a breakthrough were things only effective at levels beyond the transcendent stage.

Surpassing the limits of transcendence required bloody efforts and a solid foundation. 

The basics had to be fully prepared.

“I will use the third technique of the Heavenly Demon Divine Art, the Heavenly Demon Soul Attack, to break Master’s spirit. So, how will you respond?”

A technique like a lethal poison, creating illusions using demonic energy to confuse the opponent, was a move that trapped me like being surrounded on all sides on a Go board.

The move Bi-wol’s heart demon made was meticulous and sharp.

First, she blocked my escape with the Heavenly Demon’s Dominance Steps, forced me to focus on defense with the Heavenly Demon Blood Strike, and then aimed for the moment of mental weakness.

However, I decided to reverse this flow.

“I will use the Hidden Dragon Blood Steps of the Sichuan Tang Sect to retreat four steps behind you, using your poison as my stepping stone.”

Like placing a white Go stone, I was moving one step ahead of Bi-wol.

In an instant, shorter than the time it takes for a cup of tea to cool, I blocked all the attacks Bi-wol’s heart demon had mentioned.

Thinking I had countered all the divine techniques unleashed by the Heavenly Demon, described as the strongest in my original novel, The Diamond Fist King, a heated sensation surged in my heart.

How long had it been since I last felt this way?

The feeling could be called exhilaration or fighting spirit. It was a stark contrast to the sensation I usually felt while living with a limited lifespan.

“This is impossible! How could the Master, a man from the demonic faction, use the orthodox martial arts?”

Bi-wol’s heart demon shouted with a voice mixed with surprise and anger. 

But I responded lightly, laughing.

“Why? There are no forms or limits in sparring. Beyond the confrontation between factions, we are discussing the essence of martial arts.”

I threw words Bi-wol’s heart demon had not anticipated. 

The essence of this sparring was not a mere technical exchange of martial arts but rather a discussion beyond repetition.

Sparring with words was, by nature, a type of fight that was not confined to any form or style.

Bi-wol, mastering the Heavenly Demon Divine Art, could use the pure martial arts of the Wudang Sect, and I, possessing the body of extreme Yin, could use martial arts with the nature of extreme Yang.

A person from the demonic faction could use the orthodox martial arts, and a third-rate martial art could become first-rate depending on its intricacies.

“But you must only use the techniques you are capable of using!”

Bi-wol’s heart demon reprimanded me, perhaps not expecting such a point. 

Had I only used the Ice Phoenix Divine Art, I would not have been able to defeat her.

“It is only natural to gauge the martial arts that the opponent might use in the vast world of martial arts.”

This was Bi-wol’s first proper sparring match. 

So, she probably thought it was like an actual duel where only the techniques one could use were allowed, and internal energy consumption needed to be controlled.

“I am the Ice Dragon. I am known in the martial world from the Great War, and I am also the person who rescued the children from a sect claiming to be the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult.”

“Did you think I became strong without effort? Did you think I was like a reckless fool who thought the world was under my control, relying only on my natural disposition?”

I added, smiling. 

This sparring was not a simple test of skills for me but an exploration of the essence of martial arts and a way to read the heart demon’s mind.

“I will grasp a fragment of the Ice Wall and make it into a sharp sword to target your mid-upper meridian. I will stab with the Three Talent Sword Technique.”

“Isn’t that merely a third-rate martial art?”

“But there is someone in this world who has sublimated that third-rate martial art into first-rate. A man called the best in the world for his simple movements of slashing horizontally, slashing vertically, and stabbing.”

That was the swordsman described as the Sword God in the novel The Diamond Fist King. 

A character I had wanted to write as having ascended to the heavens at the story’s conclusion.

I had sought guidance from not only the Infinite Sword Emperor of the Namgung family and the Poison Dragon of the Sichuan Tang Sect but also the heads of the Beggars’ Sect, the Hao Clan, and many others.

I did not discriminate between the orthodox, the unorthodox, or the foreign martial worlds; I sought any path to become stronger.

“If you do not block, you will lose the use of your right arm. Are you okay with that?”

There were many martial arts I could not learn due to the overwhelming Yin energy, but that did not mean I had not reached the pinnacle of martial arts.

“Aha! The girl understands now. This is the breakthrough that breaks the mold! The Master is still teaching me!”

“Wrong…”

At that moment, I delved deeper into her mind. 

A new image of Bi-wol, now wearing a black martial arts uniform instead of her usual white one, formed in my head.

In this mental space, she was no longer just a simple girl. 

She was now a Heavenly Demon prepared to face me as an equal.

“Then, I shall also use the sword technique! I will decide this with the Namgung family’s Thirteen Lightning Sword Thunder!”

The moment Bi-wol’s heart demon drew her sword in her imagination, I countered her momentum.

“I will block that sword attack with the Flaming Dragon Sword of the Mount Hua Sect.”

Clang—!

The sound of metal clashing echoed, and our swords collided, producing a crackling sound as if sparks were flying between us. 

Bi-wol’s heart demon shouted confidently.

“Are you surprised? I made the Master take a step back!”

As she said, I had involuntarily taken a step back. 

Doubt began to creep into my mind.

“…How?”

I couldn’t hide my surprise as I watched Bi-wol. 

How could she know the sword technique of the Namgung family, famous for its heavy swordplay?

“I wanted to cut off your right arm, but I will be satisfied with this.”

The path of the sword, which I had not completely blocked, slightly grazed my right shoulder.

“I will use the Iron String Sword Technique of the Zhuge family as a feint and then slash your ribs with the Flashing Cloud Sword of the Murong family.”


The Bi-wol I knew did not know how to use these sword techniques. 

However, now, she was perfectly performing the martial arts of the Five Great Families.

“The Namgung family’s sword contains the intricacies of heaviness, and the Murong family’s sword contains the intricacies of swiftness. How does she know and use them?”

Bi-wol’s heart demon was no longer the Bi-wol I knew. 

She had transformed into the very Heavenly Demon depicted in the novel.

A being that would consume all life under the heavens and could not be matched by any martial artist.

“In that case, I will use the martial arts of the Nine Schools.”

If I responded with the martial arts of the Five Great Families, I might end up losing. 

It would be better to introduce a variation and turn the game around.

“I will deflect your attack with the Changing Dragon Sword of the Mount Hua Sect, containing the intricacies of transformation, and strike your abdomen with the Clear Wind Kick of the Qingcheng Sect to create distance.”

“I will widen the distance by three steps using the Heavenly Wanderer’s Divine Steps.”

I felt a peculiar sensation. 

Our sparring had transformed into a psychological battle with no end in sight.

We were both using martial arts we had never used before to overturn each other’s strategies.

To win this match, I had to understand her heart demon accurately.

“…Bi-wol.”

“Yes, Master. Please speak.”

I had no choice but to confirm this part. 

The thought occurred that the demon lurking in her heart could actually be Bi-wol’s original future, which I had failed to eliminate.

“Are you truly not Bi-wol but a heart demon?”

“As expected, you figured it out. Remarkable.”

That was the fate of the Star of Death—because it could not exist without slaughter.

“In truth, I do not know. One day, I awoke to find the love I have for you, Master, and the burden of slaughter intertwined in my heart.”

“How curious, how could that be possible?”

Talking with Bi-wol’s heart demon, I realized that there were more similarities between her and Bi-wol than I had expected.

Just as light always brings forth shadows, there exists a part of the heart that cannot be separated, no matter how hard one tries.

“That is the love I learned from you, Master. The strength of emotion that encompasses all things.”

In the original The Diamond Fist King, the protagonist, Kim Hyul, completely eradicated his heart demon and reached a new state of enlightenment.

“If I could convey the heart of a good girl to you, even if this evil specter disappears, it wouldn’t matter.”

“Heart demon, why do you think there is a distinction between good and evil within one’s heart?”

“…What?”

I suddenly felt that I shouldn’t simply eliminate Bi-wol’s heart demon. 

Clenching my teeth tightly, I reprimanded her.

“Human frailty is something precious. It is the only reason we can have compassion for others.”

This was a flow that did not exist in the original novel. 

Since she was aware of human emotions and because she was wandering, the heart demon had manifested.

“Master…”

“…You also call me Master. All I did for you was extend a hand when you fell.”

Even the heart demon of Bi-wol, burdened by the karma of the Star of Death, which forces her to kill, was calling me Master, suppressing that desire as much as possible. 

It felt strangely familiar.

“Heart demon, do you remember what I said to you when we first met?”

A black-haired girl was crouched down on the cold ground, her feet bound by shackles.

When I first saw Bi-wol at the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult, her eyes were as empty as they are now.

I sustained many wounds protecting her.

“You said, ‘A pine tree in the snow.’”

Looking down at my body, now covered in unsightly scars, the heart demon before me made a sad expression.

“Yes, do you understand what that means now?”

“You said it refers to a person who does not lose their color even in the snow, someone with unwavering integrity, like you, Master…”

I shook my head at her response. Within the mental space we were in, the image of the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult I had eradicated began to appear.

Finally, I had set foot in Bi-wol’s inner world.

“No, Bi-wol. When I spoke of the pine tree in the snow, I was referring to you.”

“…? I do not understand what you mean.”

“I knew that even in such circumstances, you tried not to lose your true self.”

As I took in the sights of this mental world, I opened my mouth. 

In front of the cult, where rain poured heavily, the black-haired girl I originally knew lay collapsed.

“I am not such a strong person…!”

Beside her, the heart demon shook her head violently and shouted at me, tears mixing with the rain from one eye.

“You did not scream once under the beatings of the cult leaders to save your friends. You endured hunger by drinking mud and dirty water to avoid consuming blood and flesh, did you not?”

I recited the settings I knew to persuade the heart demon and wake up the unconscious original Bi-wol.

“How could this not be like the pine tree in the snow?”

Before she was transformed into a Heavenly Demon, Bi-wol was a pure and kind girl who followed me, just like now.

“They forced me to eat flesh and drink blood when I fainted, and when I kept silent to protect my friends, I had to clean up even more corpses…! What do you know to speak like that?”

The heart demon, gripping her sword with all her strength, charged at me with the intent to kill. 

Her tear-streaked face was barely distinguishable due to the rain.

“With the sixth form of the Heavenly Demon Divine Art, the Nine Heavens Demon Sword, I will cut off your head, Master!”

The sparring began anew.

Another technique, once again.

“I will dodge your sword with the Lazy Donkey Rolls, strike the ground with the Ice Breaker Palm, then soar into the sky and use the Glacier Descending Fist to smash down!”

As the heart demon tried to slash at me with her sword, I rolled my body. 

The mental world was so vividly realized that it felt like mud was sticking to my clothes.

“A master at the peak of transcendence using the Lazy Donkey Rolls! The whole world will laugh at you, Master!”

“Let them laugh. What need do I have for formality or honor when saving my one and only disciple in this world?”

“I will use the Asura Demon Sword to strike Master’s vulnerable points – the Renying, the Dan Zhong, and the Zhong Wan, targeting your throat, chest, and abdomen!”

“Good. I will use the tenth form of the Ice Phoenix Divine Art, the Ice Flow Kick, to deflect your sword strikes, aim for your abdomen with the cold energy in my foot, and immediately drive my fist into your temple.”

“I will defend with the Heavenly Demon God Palm!”

“It’s too late. How do you think you can block this attack with just one palm?”

Boom!

“…I cannot lose here! This is my inner world, the place where all the nightmares I have known are embedded!”

The sound shook the ground, a dense cloud of dust arose, and a large crater formed. 

The heart demon was coughing, trying to stand up in the middle of it.

“Heart demon, my poor disciple’s innermost heart. Why do you call this hell your inner world?”

“What…do you mean by that…?”

“Just a moment ago, you referred to me as the world. Like a baby bird breaking out of its shell.”

Looking at her, I clicked my tongue. 

It was still too early to give her the realization I wanted. She had not yet come to know her true self.

“But how is a world just a world? A world is the path a person has walked in their life.”

As soon as I uttered those words, all the noise around us fell silent. 

The heavy rain that had been pouring down stopped, and snow began to fall.

“…Your world is not this gloomy place, but a pure white snowfield where no footprints have yet been made.”

Step by step.

I walked toward the original Bi-wol, who lay collapsed. 

She looked exactly as she did when I first saw her.

“You could have abandoned everything and run away. You could have accepted the fate of the Star of Death and lived by killing others.”

With a crunching sound, my feet sank into the cold snow, and I brushed away the snowflakes from Bi-wol’s hair with my hand.

“But you did not. Even in the darkness, you did not lose hope and tried to save everyone.”

“Master…? Why are you here…?”

The original Bi-wol I knew slowly opened her eyes and came to her senses. 

Seeing her, I smiled softly.


“How can a flower blooming in the snow be easy? Wouldn’t a life that endures such cold and hardship be called beautiful?”

Then, I fashioned a sword from ice and placed it in Bi-wol’s hand.

“You are the pine tree in the snow. No matter how much hardship comes, you remain unchanging in your greenness. So, do what you believe is right.”

Defeating the heart demon was, in the end, something she had to do on her own.

“I will be here to help you.”





 
  
    Chapter 15: The Devil in the Heart (4)


The devil in Bi-wol’s heart was a fate that should have been hers.

The Celestial Star of Death (天殺星). The heavenly demon.

It was the aftermath of the writer Han Dohyeon’s twist in the storyline, a variable created when he altered Bi-wol’s fate. 

If he hadn’t saved her, this was the future she would have faced.

“Master…? How are you in my mental world?!”

Bi-wol, feeling embarrassed, covered her face with her hands as she looked back and forth between Bing Yeon and her own inner demon.

How shameful it must be to show such a side to her master. 

Even if it was her inner world, she hadn’t expected to lose control like this.

“Did you think your master couldn’t find his way to where his disciple is?”

Bing Yeon said, patting Bi-wol’s head. 

Feeling the rough yet warm touch, a small smile crept onto her lips.

“Master, I am sorry. This happened because of my inexperience…”

Bi-wol felt her face growing hot. 

She remembered the moment when she, engulfed in demonic obsession, yearned for Bing Yeon’s love.

“It’s fine. It’s my fault for not realizing how much you’ve suppressed your emotions. So, let’s correct it together.”

“Correct it together…?”

“You will continue this sparring in my place.”

Bing Yeon smiled at Bi-wol.

From now on, it was essential for her to face her inner demon herself. 

If he intervened, it could always reappear.

“Must I sever the neck of that loathsome inner demon, Master?”

Bi-wol shouted, feeling the weight and firmness of the ice-forged sword she held for the first time. 

Though it was made of ice, it felt as solid and heavy as steel.

“Yes, I will help you with anything you lack.”

The sword was a gift crafted by her master, Bing Yeon, solely for her. 

Just knowing this filled her heart with indescribable emotions.

“Hahahahaha…!!!”

Seeing the two of them, Bi-wol’s inner demon started laughing like a madman, like someone in the throes of insanity or possessed by a demonic obsession.

“Sweet Bi-wol, I told you! I am you, and you are me!”

“No, you’re not me. To be precise, you are the darkness within me. You’re the cowardice afraid of not being loved by Master, the weak heart that fears the world he left behind someday.”

“So what? You also long for Master! You have a more passionate heart than anyone in this world! When it comes to someone you love, what could possibly be wrong?”

“The love that Master taught me is not a feeling that wounds or harms others.”

Bi-wol pointed her sword at her inner demon. 

The sharp tip aimed at it, her stance was firm, exuding determination.

“The world has been dyed in darkness! A child destined to kill her master dares to argue right and wrong with me!”

Watching her, the inner demon drew its sword. 

The black blade flickered like a shadow, emitting a sinister aura.

“My name is Cheonma, the Celestial Star of Death! Now, let’s see if you can win with that beloved master of yours!”

The inner demon’s manner and energy transformed, resembling Cheonma from the original novel, The King of the Vajra Fist. 

With every exhale, the ground trembled, and a coldness sharp enough to cut through flesh filled the air.

“My name is Bi-wol of Bingryonghwa. I will kill you and overcome my inner demon.”

Bi-wol knew she could not retreat, even though she understood her current self was weaker. 

This was a darkness she had to face on her own.

“I’ll close the distance with you in one step using Cheonma’s Sovereign Step and target your Danjeon with Cheonma’s Bloody Severance Strike.”

The murderous intent burst forth like lightning from the sword’s tip, but Bi-wol, without fear, chanted her move.

“No, Bi-wol. Here, you should use the Traceless Snow Step. The ground is covered with snow. If you rely solely on power, your feet will get stuck, and you’ll easily lose your balance.”

Bing Yeon corrected her mistake. 

Seeing Bi-wol almost falter in her first sparring, the inner demon clicked its tongue.

“Now, follow me.”

Footprints appeared in the freshly fallen snow. 

The steps ahead showed the safe path to follow.

Using them as her guide, Bi-wol slowly maneuvered her sword.

“I will deflect it with the Tai Chi Wisdom Sword of the Wudang Clan! I will reverse your attack by embodying the essence of flow in my sword, following the principle of transferring flowers onto trees!”

Suddenly, the space wavered as if the sword was bending. 

The blade extended like a branch, aiming for her Danjeon.

“At this rate, my Danjeon…!”

“The secret of transferring flowers onto trees is not exclusive to the Wudang Clan, Bi-wol. Focus on the twisted space; think of a way to grasp and twist it.”

At that crucial moment, Bing Yeon offered his advice. 

The principle of using the opponent’s strength without them knowing was not only found in the Wudang Clan’s Tai Chi Wisdom Sword but also in the Persian martial art, the Divine Skill of the Bright Sect.

Geongon Dainai (乾坤大娜移).

“I will use Geongon Dainai to reverse the direction of your attack.”

Bi-wol shouted as she kicked away the incoming sword blade. 

Each movement focused on straightening the distorted space.

“I will draw another sword from behind and use the Twin Dragon Whirlwind Sword of the Myoryong Clan! Be shredded by the whirlwind!”

The inner demon, judging that a single sword was not enough, unleashed a twin-sword technique. 

How could she block the whirlwind created at such close range?

“Cheonma Divine Art, the Nine Heavens Demon Sword, I will rotate my body to target your side.”

Bi-wol spun her body to counter the whirlwind but couldn’t block the attacks coming from all directions.

“Bi-wol, if you rotate without preparation, your speed will be inconsistent. Lower your stance more, bend your knees further. Your body’s center of gravity must be firmly held to use the opponent’s flow against them.”

A sharp sword wind grazed her cheek, drawing blood, and at that moment, Bing Yeon extended another hand to her.

Like a master pointing out unseen moves to a novice in Go, he kept revealing what she couldn’t see.

“Do you have no shame as a warrior? You do not even think of achieving greatness alone, always hiding in your master’s shadow! Is this the righteousness and heroism you speak of?”

The inner demon sneered at Bing Yeon and Bi-wol. 

Unlike herself, who had trained alone and honed her martial skills, Bi-wol had her master beside her, making her weaker.

Weak and soft.

Inexperienced and fragile.

Like an unsharpened sword with no proper edges.

“Martial strength is to protect the weak, and heroism is to show mercy to those who need it.”

Beside her stood a master who had already achieved greatness, a sage unmatched in purity and understanding of martial arts.


“Bi-wol, that is your darkness. After exchanging swords, do you realize what is wrong?”

“When crossing swords with my inner demon, my wrist angle feels unstable. The sword’s trajectory keeps twisting.”

Bi-wol spoke, her hands trembling. 

Surely the person in front of her was another version of herself, so why was there such a vast difference?

“That’s what the opponent is aiming for. Since you haven’t yet reached adulthood, you are weaker and smaller in stature, so they are trying to overpower you with force.”

Bing Yeon knew the reason for the difference. 

No matter how they say to beware of women, children, and the elderly in the martial world, there was no way to avoid being overpowered by a strong adult.

“So, what should you do?”

“You must find and exploit the opponent’s weakness first. Observe the shortcomings in their hands, feet, and posture…”

“No, Bi-wol. Here, you must find your own shortcomings first. If you try to display techniques without mastering the basics, your defeat will be inevitable.”

Bing Yeon shook his head as he listened to Bi-wol. 

To defeat a powerful martial artist, you must use even stronger martial arts.

“The inner demon’s weaknesses are your weaknesses.”

This was sparring about martial arts.

“This is a mental battle in the mental world. Understanding what you lack will be the key to victory.”

Bing Yeon patted Bi-wol’s head once more.

From the beginning, this was the realization he wanted to give her.

Awareness of her deficiencies and contemplation on how to reach a higher level.

“The opponent is faster than you, and their toes are always pointing forward. Even if you get one step ahead, it is difficult to overturn the game.”

He was merely guiding her direction and efforts from the side.

“Then, what should I do?”

“To control the sword’s trajectory, straighten your wrist more and evenly distribute force across it. The absence of any wobble at the sword’s tip is the most basic thing you must keep in mind.”

Bing Yeon moved his hands over her, correcting her sword-holding posture. 

She transformed into a refined and restrained figure like a well-carved sculpture.

“If you want to break the frame, you must first master the basics completely. That is the true breakthrough.”

To make an unconventional move in Go, one must first fully understand all the standard moves.

“Once more, use the Cheonma’s Bloody Severance Strike.”

“But I failed with that technique just a moment ago…”

“This time, combine the sword technique with footwork. Use your small build and agility as strengths. Even the inner demon will be penetrated at least once.”

Even if it is a captured stone, like the enemy Gonma, there is beauty in using it to strive for victory.

“You damn child…!”

“Master, I did it! Quickly, the next move…”

Bi-wol’s kick landed squarely on the inner demon’s chest. 

Blood spurted out as it was pushed back three steps.

“…”

“…Master?”

Seeing this, Bi-wol waited for her master’s next piece of advice, but Bing Yeon remained silent.

“With the Tenth Form of Cheonma Divine Art, Cheonma Extinguishes the World (天魔滅世), I will destroy you and this mental world. Let’s see if you can stop it!”

Taking advantage of the gap, the inner demon prepared its final move. 

It was a form Bi-wol had never used or even known about.

Seeing the fierce murderous aura, Bi-wol was terrified. 

Why was Master not helping her?

Her hands trembled, and the sword’s tip began to shake. 

At this rate, she would lose the sparring and be devoured entirely by the inner demon.

‘Master, Master, Master, why are you not helping this inadequate disciple…?!’

Bi-wol repeatedly called her master’s name in her heart, and as if in response, Bing Yeon whispered softly.

“Bi-wol, this time, I cannot help you.”

At that moment, Bi-wol’s eyes widened, and a new scene began to appear before her. 

Something was floating in the sky above the snowy landscape.

No matter how dark the world is, it is something that brings hope of dawn and can appear even in the daytime sun.

“I will follow Master’s final teaching.”

Bi-wol (飛月).

It was something with an incredibly simple name.

Bi-wol gripped her sword, her fingers filled with gratitude toward her master. 

She distributed her strength evenly, straightened her wrist, and steadied the sword’s tip.

She placed strength in her legs, bent her waist to hold her center of gravity correctly, and stepped firmly with her left foot to prevent the sword’s force from scattering.

Breathing steadily, slowly but deeply, she swung the sword, ready to unleash all her strength.

“I hate the heavens that abandoned me, but I am grateful to the heavens that let me meet Master.”

The tip of her raised sword swirled like a whirlpool, as if it would swallow all the sorrows of the world.

“How can the sky be called the sky? It is another world that makes all things in the world look up to it, like the heart of a master whose height cannot be measured.”

A path opens.

Amidst the suffocating miasma, a gap appears for the blade to pierce through.

A broader perspective, a recovered breath.

A vision that transcends the immediate move to see the flow.

The snow falling like white frost was something that allowed her to feel warmth, and the sea, swallowing everything, was cold to cool the hot summer.

All these were the basics taught by Master Bing Yeon.

“Therefore, I shall cherish everything the Master taught me and cry out here to love even myself.”

Bi-wol spoke, her gaze fixed straight at her darkness, the inner demon.

“The girl’s name is Bi-wol.”

Cheonma Divine Art (天魔神功),

Eleventh Form, Il

Bi-wol (飛月).

“I am Bi-wol, the moon floating above Master’s boundless heart.”


Boom—!

Like a great moon falling from the sky, a circular sword attack rained down upon the inner demon.

“Well done.”

Seeing this, Bing Yeon gently patted his disciple’s head and spoke in a low voice.





 
  
    Chapter 16:The Warrior and the Heavenly Horse’s Teacher (1)


Verdandi, the hero, was having a fascinating experience as she watched the two engage in their mock duel.

“I’ll use the Heavenly Demon’s Soul Strike, one of the three techniques of the Heavenly Demon Art, to shatter your spirit, Master. How will you counter it?”

“I will retreat four steps using the Dark Dragon Blood Step of the Sichuan Tang Clan, using your poison as my stepping stone.”

It was as if she were watching black and white pieces move on a chessboard. 

Thanks to her ability, “Eyes of Truth,” Verdandi could visualize the duel’s form as its true shape.

When one person moved closer, the other would move away.

“As expected, Master, you’re amazing! To think you would use such a method to save your senior who has turned into a villain!”

They touched each other’s domains, a tug-of-war of strength to seize control of the field, as Verdandi saw it.

Though she didn’t know what Heavenly Demon’s Soul Strike or Dark Dragon Blood Step meant, with her special eyes, she could see how people were fighting.

“Verdandi, do you understand what they’re saying?”

“No, I don’t! But somehow, I can see their fight with my eyes!”

“…What?”

“Senior seems to be using an invisible poison to dominate the surrounding space, and Master has jumped into the sky using it as a foothold!”

Verdandi was narrating the battle for her mother and Wolfram, who had no knowledge of martial arts.

“Then, I shall use swordsmanship! I’ll settle this with the Thirteen Lightning Sword Strikes of the Namgung family!”

“I will block that sword strike with the Flaming Dragon Sword of the Wudang Sect.”

“Now, Senior is exploding the aura flowing through his body, striking Master like a bolt of lightning!”

Two martial artists, who had reached the pinnacle, were competing in martial arts through words. 

Verdandi could only watch with sweaty palms at the sight, something she had never seen before.

“Master is countering with a sword that ignites flames! It looks like a wyvern cloaked in fire taking flight!”

If she ever fought the Demon King after being chosen as a hero, would it feel like this? 

Watching Bingyeon fight against evil for justice made Verdandi’s heart throb with excitement.

[A person before you is ‘an extreme villain.’]

Even though the Eyes of Truth showed her this information about Bi-wol, who had fallen into inner demons, Verdandi did not recklessly fight as she had before.

Instead, she believed with certainty that Bingyeon, her master, would save his disciple who had entered before her.

[A person before you is ‘a good person.’]

Whether good or evil, it didn’t matter; Bingyeon was the kind of person who would save others, even if they were a stranger he met for the first time.

And so, the black-haired girl who seemed to have grown up under such a person must have had some reason to change in this way.

That was what she thought, as she believed in the essence of the person who had saved her and her mother.

“Ah, it looks like Master has entered Senior’s heart! The surroundings are changing!”

As Verdandi thought that, she saw the scenery around her change. 

It was a large wooden building with heavy rain pouring down and the screams of children echoing.

“…Is this purgatory? It looks like a place where demons gather! I see an evil person torturing children!”

Within that scene, Verdandi could glimpse into Bi-wol’s past.

“Ugh… Ugh…”

There was a child enduring a training of unimaginable pain, where fingernails and toenails were pulled out, and flesh was carved from thighs.

It was a training method meant to grant the Golden Bell Technique after birth.

She saw the pain of being doused with cold water dozens of times a day whenever one lost consciousness from pain.

“Aaaaah! Aaaaah!”

She saw a child forced to walk on a heated iron plate, undergoing experiments to artificially gain the Extreme Yang Body.

The smell of meat being roasted and the sight of charred flesh sizzling filled the air, but no one seemed to care, except for her.

“This is atrocious! Such a facility should be erased from this world! What kind of horrific past has Senior gone through for such a ghastly hell to unfold in her heart?”

Verdandi frowned as she watched the scene. 

Even if it was merely a mirage within one’s heart, it was a place filled with extreme evil deeds.

“There are people who inject poison into children and bury them in snowfields to force them to grow stronger!”

To artificially achieve techniques like the Golden Bell Technique, Extreme Yang Body, and Absolute Poison Immunity, and even to gain resistance to extreme cold and heat, the tortures that were actually practiced in the Heavenly Demon Sect were laid bare.

If Verdandi had seen this before meeting Bingyeon, she would have caused a commotion, claiming to enforce justice immediately.

“Could you describe it in more detail, Verdandi?”

“No! My mother has already started dry-heaving!”

Verdandi refused to further verbalize such dreadful scenes because her mother, with a weak stomach, was already retching and vomiting.

“Ugh… My daughter, how are you okay watching all this?”

“Yes! A hero does not ignore any sorrow or pain for justice! I learned that from Master!”

Verdandi kept her eyes wide open, staring at Bi-wol’s past. 

It was a sight that would make anyone scream.

“To truly become a good hero, one must know the suffering of others and try to understand them all!”

Her master, too, did not close his eyes in that hell. 

He calmly took in all the scenery with his eyes.

Bingyeon, who met Verdandi’s eyes while peering into the mental world, smiled softly as if to say she was doing well.

Seeing this, Verdandi judged that looking at, empathizing with, and understanding another’s past was the true path to becoming a hero.

Before meeting Bingyeon, she had been a self-righteous person, filled with the thought that all evil must be destroyed.

She did not know how to empathize with others’ pain. 

She only focused on her own suffering, thinking she had the worst wounds in the world.

“There are many people in this world who have more sorrow and struggle with more pain than I do, Mother!”

But the scene before her eyes vividly showed that this was not the case.

“I came from a seaside village. I used to help my dad catch fish and sell them, but one day the magistrates came and demanded all the food we caught as taxes.”

She befriended a child whose parents had been killed by taxes, but soon witnessed them turning into flesh and blood.

“My mother worked at a brothel, but she hated me so much, a child she didn’t even know who my father was, that she sold me here!”

She exchanged greetings with a child who had never received proper love due to a mother who indulged in debauchery, but found them a cold corpse the next day.

“I was swapped with a neighbor’s child and almost eaten by a strange man, but I barely escaped!”

“My parents asked me to eat mushrooms with them, but I hid some for them later, only to find out they were poisonous and meant for a double suicide with me.”

She met a child who dreamed of becoming a strong martial artist, like the Ice Dragon in the Great War, to help those who were sick or suffering.

A child who wanted to live one more day, a child who wanted to give even a tiny bit of food to their parents, a child who talked about dreams for the future.

“How terrible! Did these things truly happen in the place where Master and Senior lived?”

All of them turned into cold corpses. 

Verdandi couldn’t help but sigh deeply.

“Ugh, ugh…!”

She glimpsed Bi-wol’s childhood, who had made it a habit to eat sewage and dirt rather than human flesh and blood.

It was like seeing herself, ostracized by villagers, enduring all kinds of bullying and violence.

“Please hold on, Senior! Master will come to save you soon!”


Verdandi couldn’t help but shout encouragement towards her within the mental image.

When the mock duel was over, I slowly opened my eyes.

Bi-wol’s inner demons were shattered through the mock duel I helped with. 

The character who looked exactly like the Heavenly Demon in the original novel, “King of the Golden Fist.”

I don’t know how such a coincidence happened, but it was fortunate that it ended well.

“Master, did you cough? Hehe.”

Bi-wol, who was approaching my sight with a joyful nasal voice, wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me.

“Wouldn’t it be suffocating like this? Move away.”

“No, I refuse. Master is the sage who came to pull me out of my heart’s hell, is he not?”

I signaled for Bi-wol to step back as if tapping in boxing, but she seemed to like it and continued to press her scent onto my body.

“If there is a Buddha even in hell, it would be referring to Master. Please allow me to act like a child a little longer.”

After a long time, Bi-wol stepped back while clearing her throat.

“Ahem, ahem. I apologize if you were truly suffocated. I was simply too happy to see your esteemed face again.”

The expression on Bi-wol’s face, having overcome her inner demons, looked much lighter than before. 

Instead of clashing her heavy emotions against me without consideration, she seemed more careful.

“…Is your body alright?”

“Yes, I’ve reached the pinnacle, beyond the boundary of inner demons, and am now on the threshold of the absolute peak.”

The energy I felt from Bi-wol now seemed like a well-trained sword, perfectly controlled, as if it were a blade within a sheath.

“All thanks to you, Master. I thank you for your teachings to this unworthy disciple.”

Bi-wol bowed deeply toward me, like someone showing gratitude with a bow. 

Seeing her serious demeanor, I felt a slight urge to tease her.

After all, the torment she suffered from the inner demons revealed her hidden true feelings.

“I didn’t know you held me in such high regard. I apologize for not realizing sooner.”

“Please do not tease me, Master. I acted this way because I know we don’t have many days left to spend together…”

Bi-wol’s face turned red immediately. 

Her expression, blushing up to her neck, resembled a well-ripened persimmon, and the steam seemed to rise from the sweat on her forehead.

“Yes, as you know, I don’t have much time left. However, since you’ve shown me such sincerity.”

I gestured to Bi-wol to come closer. 

She approached me slowly, looking puzzled.

“As a master, as a man receiving one’s affection, it wouldn’t do if I didn’t repay properly.”

I pressed my thumb against my lips like a seal, then looked at Bi-wol with a gentle smile.

And then,

“Please be content with this for now.”

I immediately moved that thumb to her lips, pressing it lightly. 

I couldn’t give her an adult’s kiss, but this level of affection should be acceptable.

“Ah? Huh?”

Bi-wol made a strange noise like a balloon losing air, as if she hadn’t expected me to do this.

She touched her cheeks with her hands, her eyes wide, recalling what had just happened. 

Her small, soft lips moved slightly, savoring the aftertaste of the indirect kiss.

“If this feeling remains unchanged until you come of age, and if I am still alive, I will accept your affection then.”

“…Master.”

I spoke while gently stroking Bi-wol’s hair, and it seemed to act as a switch; she pushed me over and knocked me down.

“…?!!”

Thud.

“Mm…♡ Mm, Hoo…♡, Haum…”

With the sounds of kissing, Bi-wol stuffed her tongue into my mouth as if devouring me.

Hot breaths mixed, and the sweet sound of tongues and saliva squelching filled the air around us.

“Please… stay still… Master was the one who tempted me first, was he not…?”

The way she targeted my palate, rolling her tongue in circles, seeking my weak spots, seemed almost succubus-like.

“…Phew, Master, this is how you truly kiss.”

Gulp.

Bi-wol’s Adam’s apple moved noticeably up and down.

Bi-wol, who had held my nape tightly to prevent me from escaping, finally exhaled a hot breath after enjoying my lips for quite a while.

“Bleh…♡”

She opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out long, showing me that she had swallowed my saliva.

“…Bi-wol, you’ve already overcome your inner demons, haven’t you?”

“Yes, I won’t touch you beyond this, Master. At least, not until I come of age.”

“Then why this lewd act…?”

“I merely showed you my resolve, Master.”

Bi-wol narrowed her eyes like a fox, enunciating each word to ensure every sentence was clearly conveyed.

“I swear, I will cherish this affection forever and someday surely win you over, Master.”

Her declaration and behavior were so bold that even those around her were at a loss for words and blushed.

“Indeed, Senior!”


In the midst of all this, a blonde hero clenched her fists and bounced in place with sparkling eyes.

“If I keep my promise, could I someday share such an affectionate kiss with Master too?”

Only Verdandi showed a bit of jealousy toward Bi-wol, expressing it in the form of admiration, feeling a strange sensation rise within her chest.

“I, too, want to make a promise with Master here and now!”

“…What?”




 
  
    Chapter 17:The Warrior and the Heavenly Horse’s Teacher (2)


“Master, I believe it is still too early to make a promise with my junior sister. Just as there are higher and lower points in a stream, we should wait at least four years…”

A voice cold enough to carve out my heart like ice. 

Bi-wol was speaking from my left, pulling on my arm.

Her tone, usually not like her, was now calculated and rational. 

Although her inner demons had surely been vanquished, her voice still carried a sticky, heavy emotion.

“Ah, you’re lying! If that happens, won’t you be the first to become an adult? Are you planning to monopolize the Master’s first?”

On the other side of Bi-wol, holding onto my arm in the opposite direction, was Verdandi, who seemed determined not to lose me.

The two women glared at each other, their eyes clashing like sparks, and they were like a cat and a dog fighting over the same toy.

“You’ve already taken Master’s kiss a moment ago, so you could at least concede the rest, couldn’t you?”

Honestly, it was a childish fight, to say the least.

“Being just a fat lump doesn’t mean you’re better, nor is knowing Master a little earlier everything!”

Their immature behavior showed through in the way they bragged about their merits and belittled the shortcomings of others.

“Yes, I became Master’s disciple much earlier than you and am considered a special disciple, even among the others!”

Bi-wol emphasized her superiority, even using a nasal voice.

It was the first time I heard her speak so informally; she usually addressed even street children with utmost respect.

“I’m also a special disciple whom Master cares for! Otherwise, there’d be no reason to risk his life for a complete stranger, right?”

“Our Master has always been compassionate toward pitiful people. And in your case, there was even a prophecy, wasn’t there?”

Well, the prophecy was a made-up story. 

The lie was to take in the hero who would kill the demon king as my disciple, after all.

I felt dizzy, a throbbing pain emanating from between my eyebrows. 

I wanted nothing more than to press my fingers against my temples and alleviate this dizziness immediately.

“Hey, hey, girls. Please calm down and wouldn’t it be better to talk after you let go of me?”

The ones holding onto me and arguing were the final bosses who decorated the climax of their respective stories.

“No.”

“No!”

One was a warrior at the pinnacle of martial prowess,

The other, a hero chosen by the supreme deity.

Neither side seemed willing to give an inch in terms of pure strength. 

That’s probably why Bi-wol was able to knock me down and steal a kiss.

Sandwiched between my two disciples, feeling their soft but heavy presence, I felt a sense of guilt as if I were doing something I shouldn’t.

…Calm down, Han Dohyun. 

Don’t focus on the sensation in your arms.

The ones making a mistake were those who were clinging so tightly to my arms that the blood circulation was about to be cut off.

Looking at my arms, which were starting to cramp, I realized I had experienced a similar situation before.

It was like that day on Valentine’s Day when I was caught between girls who had put chocolates in my locker.


	Ah, hi, Dohyun? The weather is really nice today… haha.



By the way, it was raining that day.

One girl, scratching her cheek, spoke to me as I entered the school, shaking off my umbrella.

“Seolhwa? Why are you standing in front of my locker?”

“Ah, well! Today is Valentine’s Day! I wanted to give you some friendship chocolate!”

The girl’s name was Yoo Seolhwa, the same one who had criticized my manuscript not long ago, saying my writing was terrible.

“I’m sorry about last time! It’s just a habit! You have a talent for writing better stories, so I was just disappointed you chose to write something sad…”

When I opened my locker, there was a fancy-looking chocolate, the kind you might buy at a department store. 

It stood out even among the other chocolates.

It was a newly trendy product with pistachio spread inside, known as Dubai chocolate these days.

Later, when I told the chauffeur, he said it was my fault. So…

Seolhwa, blushing like a carrot, scratched her cheek. 

Even back then, and now, I didn’t know much about romance.

Living in a poor neighborhood, I considered such luxuries something only those who could afford it would indulge in.

“Thanks, I’ll enjoy it.”

I simply nodded at Seolhwa while taking out one chocolate after another from my locker.

…Dohyun, do you have some time? 

After school today, could you meet me behind the school?

A girl holding the sleeve of my clothes with her fingertips was there. 

She had short hair, wore her gym uniform tied around her waist, and had a cold impression.

Among the girls, she was called “the prince,” sweeping all kinds of sports during gym class and displaying more talent than the boys.

I don’t remember her name.

It was the first time I saw her face, and despite her appearance, she sent a love letter covered in hearts, so I only remember her looks.

“Hey, who are you to act close with Dohyun?”

Likewise, just like my current situation, Seolhwa picked a fight to keep the other girl in check.

“Hmm? I’m the class president. Of course, I’d know Dohyun’s name and face, right?”

“Our?”

“Ha, that’s ridiculous. Look, Dohyun was so moved when I corrected his manuscript yesterday! Do you even know how touched he was?”

Watching them argue and try to flaunt their familiarity was baffling, even to me. 

In fact, they were both practically strangers.

“Hey, Han Dohyun. You lousy bastard. I haven’t received a single chocolate or love letter because of you!! Hurry up and hand one over to this big brother!”

Frankly, the close-cropped boy next to me spouting nonsense was someone I could genuinely call a friend.

“Huh? What’s going on? Did you do something wrong to these girls? Did you get caught two-timing?”

“How should I know…”

Come to think of it, he was someone I kept in touch with even after graduation. 

I wonder how he’s doing these days?

I just hope he hasn’t taken up writing web novels. 

Because, like me, he might accidentally get stuck with a troublesome reader and be dragged into his own work.

“Master, the only disciple who can remain by your side is me, Bi-wol, your beloved disciple.”

“Heh, is such a great person causing trouble for the Master by fostering darkness in their heart?”

“That’s the same for you, junior sister! Didn’t you try to kill the mother who raised you without knowing anything?”

“Ugh…!”

Verdandi let out a groan and faltered at the undeniable truth.

In all fairness, Bi-wol’s inner demons, who tried to kill everyone here, were no less formidable.

“Verdandi, do you really like this person?”


“Yes! As long as I’m by his side, I’d walk through hell! Master is the epitome of the hero I long for!”

Supporting Verdandi, her mother interjected. Verdandi nodded vigorously in response to Alya’s words.

“…Very well, I entrust my daughter to you.”

With a resigned expression, Alya gave me a final, piercing look. 

Her cold gaze pierced my heart like a dagger.

“Mother of Verdandi, this is a misunderstanding…!!”

I shook my head, wanting to clarify that all this was just a temporary farce, a youthful jest.

After all, who has ever kept a childhood promise of “I’ll marry Daddy!” or “I’ll love you forever!”

“I will never lay a hand on my disciples!!”

“My child may lack a father, but she has a good heart….”

“Thank you, Mother!”

Verdandi smiled contentedly at Alya’s defense, while Bi-wol’s expression grew darker. I had to think as quickly as possible.

“…Bi-wol. Wouldn’t it be better to be gracious to your junior sister at least?”

“Why should I do that?”

“So that you can establish your standing and authority when the third disciple arrives.”

Like a human who can’t comprehend ants, the saint serving the foreign god who treats all living things as toys.

I spoke to Bi-wol, thinking of Azazel Blackheart. 

She was the reason I had come to this village to find Verdandi.

“Master, then please inform me about this junior sister first. As your most cherished disciple, I will uphold your will.”

Bi-wol pondered for a moment before nodding in agreement.

“She is a pitiful person who serves a god from another world. Someone who lost everything she loved to her twin sister.”

“A god from another world? I’ve heard of that! It’s said to be the source of power for the demon kings from ancient times!”

Having overheard our conversation, Verdandi, not to be outdone, joined in, showing curiosity about the next disciple we needed to find.

While writing To Kill a Hero, watching the plummeting viewership, I had already conceived the idea for the next work, Reincarnated into an Idle Game.

The reason why the settings of the two works were connected was precisely this. 

I had originally planned to create a link between the stories, much like in the world I’m currently in.

“Her name is Azazel Blackheart. The saint of a foreign god. To find her, you’ll probably need a guide, like Wolfram.”

Just as I had only managed to find Verdandi with her guide’s help, it would be similar this time too.

As if someone had decided it was fate, there seemed to be a necessary order and connection in meeting the final bosses.

“Huh? Me?”

Wolfram watched the scene silently, sighing, and seemed surprised when his name was mentioned, pointing a finger at himself.

“Yes, probably… you’ll have to meet Azazel’s sister first.”

I felt a tightness in my chest as I spoke. Azazel’s backstory was a reflection of some of my own unfortunate past, just like with the other children.

I had an older brother who had died first.

He monopolized all of our parents’ expectations, the person who we thought might lift us from this wretched poverty.

I had grown up living in the shadow he had left behind.

“Wolfram, do you know about the Succubus?”

To help others understand, I decided to ask Wolfram, who seemed to have some prior knowledge.

“They’re a species that delves into people’s minds, showing them the dreams they desire and draining their energy, right?”

“Yes, but Azazel has another danger. If you meet her gaze, she can glimpse your future.”

Her eyes were like rainbows, carrying colors not found in this world, making her a truly formidable opponent.

In the novel Reincarnated into an Idle Game, she became the final boss, reading the future upon meeting one’s gaze and using that information to counterattack or strike.

“She’s an opponent for whom my holy sword is essential! A succubus saint who serves a taboo foreign god… I want to make her repent and turn her into a disciple too!”

Verdandi shouted with excitement at my explanation, while Bi-wol rested her chin on her hand.

Eventually, she said,


“Even when extended, it seems that allies are needed to maintain the dignity of the main wife. Very well. What would you have me do, Master?”

Future matters seemed to flow from her lips as if they were self-evident.

‘When we meet Azazel, I hope we don’t see any strange future,’ I thought.

But surely not.

Our good disciples wouldn’t do that, right?



 
  
    Chapter 18:The Warrior and the Heavenly Horse’s Teacher (3)


Kevin, the village chief of Wonder Hill, was drenched in cold sweat as he listened to the current situation.

A guest had arrived in this rural village, where people rarely came due to its remote location, making the locals’ territorial behavior even more severe.

“The Master of the Golden Tower?! That Wolfram Alchemista came here?”

Not just anyone, but the master of the magic tower, built to defend this world from the Demon King’s onslaught. 

Wolfram, who was said to be able to turn even the stones lying on the road into gold.

He was known as a person who assessed the value of people solely in terms of money and wealth, and if someone caused him any loss, he would remove them from his sight at any cost.

Rumors of people going bankrupt after borrowing large sums from her were frequently heard even in the black markets of back alleys.

“Why on earth…?”

Had they found out about the goods meant for the capital that had been hijacked by bandits, which he had secretly distributed later?

Or maybe the rumor spread about him buying sick or diseased beastfolk slaves and selling them at a markup to nobles in the provinces with peculiar tastes?

Or had they discovered his illegal tax collection to fill his own coffers?

Or, if not that, had word gotten out that he had conspired with dark magicians to gather lepers and prostitutes, whom nobody wanted to see, in back alleys and use them as living blood bags?

“If any of this gets exposed, I’m done for…!!”

Kevin, the village chief, gulped and hurriedly prepared to meet the Master of the Golden Tower.

He was unaware that all this had happened because Verdandi had received a divine oracle and had been chosen as a hero.

He was just a vile and disgusting man, anxiously worrying about his evil deeds being exposed.

“Oh my…! Welcome to our village of Wonder Hill!!”

“Ugh, it’s that bald guy, huh? From afar, I thought he was an octopus.”

Wolfram spoke as if disgusted at the sight of him. 

Though it was a rather rude comment, Kevin suppressed his boiling emotions and spoke.

“What brings such a noble person like the Master of the Golden Tower to our humble village…?”

Kevin, rubbing his hands like a fly, scanned his surroundings. 

Wait, there were two unfamiliar figures he had never seen before.

A strong man with white hair and blue eyes and a girl with black hair and red eyes, who seemed to be his exact opposite, stood beside the Master of the Golden Tower.

“But who are the two people next to you…?”

Their attire and aura were far too different to be fellow magicians from the magic tower.

“Is it him, Senior Sister?”

At that moment, Kevin felt a chilling sensation, as if a knife had been stabbed into his spine, and a cold voice penetrated his ear.

“Ack…! A ghost…!!”

Overwhelmed by the killing intent, Kevin couldn’t rise and collapsed, committing a blunder where he sat.

“Yes! The village chief always looked at me with a sticky gaze! As if scanning me up and down, he would even let out hot breaths, like a complete pervert!”

From behind Bi-wol and Bing Yeon, Verdandi appeared, covering her mouth with her hand, chuckling as if she found it amusing.

“Ve… Verdandi…? How could you be with the Master of the Golden Tower? Did I perhaps commit some offense…?”

Seeing her face, Kevin had no choice but to realize that something was terribly wrong.

How could the daughter of the woman they had thoroughly ostracized on a village level be acting alongside the noble Master of the Golden Tower?

“You were the one who committed the offense!”

Verdandi pointed between Kevin’s damp legs. 

The situation was so dire that it reeked, and someone took a step forward.

The man with white hair, pressing his fingers against his forehead, was expressing his displeasure through his gestures. 

He was Bing Yeon, who had come all the way from the East searching for Verdandi.

“What are you talking about…? I swear, I am a good man who has never committed a single sin…”

“…An evil man! It clearly says he’s an evil man!”

Verdandi taunted with a sticking-out tongue. 

Kevin clicked his tongue in irritation and cursed inwardly.

“Shut up! What do you know, Verdandi?!”

It irritated him that this child, born from a rape by a bandit, always walked around with a smile on her face.

A sinister desire kept rising within him to paint that bright smile with tears and despair.

“I was the only one who opposed the vote to expel you from the village! You should be grateful for my kindness!”

His original plan was to isolate Verdandi from the entire village and then pretend to be the only one who understood her, taking everything from her.

That was the disgusting inner nature of the villain Kevin Oscro, as depicted in the original story, The Hero Must Be Killed.

“…Bi-wol. It seems this man’s head is held a bit too high.”

Han Dohyun, the original author who knew that fact better than anyone else and who was now residing in Bing Yeon’s body, slowly pointed his finger downward.

“Yes, Master. I will follow your order.”

“Ugh?!”

Then, thud─! A loud noise rang out as Kevin’s forehead hit the ground. As soon as Bi-wol’s hand touched the back of his head, an enormous force slammed down.

“You sold beastfolk slaves illegally to provincial nobles, and you used children, old people, and women from back alleys as blood suppliers for dark magicians.”

Thud! 

Thud!

“You lied about a bandit attack on gifts meant for the capital, and you exploited it to demand more land and gold from the villagers.”

A chill ran down Kevin’s spine as he listened to Bing Yeon recounting every misdeed he had committed.

“H-how do you know that…?!”

“How can you cover the sky with your palm?”

Watching Kevin’s flustered reaction, Bing Yeon laughed incredulously and began listing the crimes he hadn’t yet mentioned.

“You harassed women with husbands and handed over children to bandits to be used as serfs.”

Each time, Kevin’s head hit the ground at the hand of Bi-wol. 

The punishment was so repeated that it created a pit in the ground.

“C-chief…?!”

“Isn’t that the Master of the Golden Tower…?”

“And, you led the whole village to slander my precious disciple and made her a target of ridicule.”

Bing Yeon slowly lowered his gaze, staring at Kevin, who was groaning in a mess of tears and snot.

Even though it was a setting he had created, he had thought giving him a chance to repent might change him.

“Trash.”

“Yes! He is trash!”

As Bi-wol and Verdandi had said, this guy was indeed trash. 

Kevin still repeated over and over again, as if he were the victim, that he had done nothing wrong.

“I-I did nothing… wrong…”

“Fine. Then, let’s ask the villagers directly. Hey, you, name one bad thing the village chief has done.”

Bing Yeon, who was utterly sick of the hypocrite, pointed his finger at a young boy to confirm the truth.

“Yes, you. Who else would I be pointing at?”


The boy, looking around to avoid answering, finally opened his mouth as a chill emanated from Bing Yeon.

“…He spread false rumors that my sister was a witch, held a trial, and insisted she be burned at the stake!”

The boy’s words were shocking, even to Bing Yeon. 

An innocent girl had turned to ashes due to the village chief’s wickedness.

“T-That’s because your parents refused to pay the village development fund…! You’re supposed to pay double if you have children…!”

“The truth is you tried to touch her with your filthy hands, and when she fiercely resisted and fled, you spread rumors to kill her, didn’t you?”

Bing Yeon, tired of Kevin’s excuses, shoved his face into the ground. 

He was sick of hearing the filth coming out of Kevin’s dirty mouth.

At that moment, a noise echoed through the surroundings.

“Yeah! Die, you trash!”

“We never knew this guy was such a bastard!”

The villagers began to throw stones at Kevin, eager to pin all the blame on him.

“Master of the Golden Tower! We were deceived by the village chief all this time!”

“Let’s help those who have come to save our village!”

Good and evil switched as easily as flipping a hand. 

They were indeed quick to change their stance, with dark and cunning hearts.

— [The person in front of you is an ‘evil person.’]

Just because they threw stones at the village chief didn’t erase their accumulated sins.

“Verdandi, it must have been hard for you all this time…”

They smiled at Verdandi with friendly faces, extending their hands. 

To her, their hands felt more like those of beasts than humans.

Fear, disgust, and discomfort all surged in her mind at that moment.

“Shut up! You’re just as bad as that dog getting hit by stones!”

A broad back and shoulders appeared, blocking the villagers from reaching Verdandi. 

It was a man who now seemed to bring a sense of relief.

“You had your chance!”

It was Bing Yeon, with his distinctive white hair and blue eyes.

“You could have treated Verdandi kindly, rebuked the village chief’s wrongdoings, and embraced those cast out into the back alleys of this village…!”

Bing Yeon raised his voice toward the villagers around him. 

The veins stood out on his neck, and his eyes were bloodshot.

“But you didn’t. Out of mere fear, and because everyone else did it, you turned a blind eye to injustice!”

The villagers stopped throwing stones at Bing Yeon’s words. 

They were now looking at Verdandi with dissatisfied expressions.

“I despise people like you the most. Trash who lie to themselves and try to justify their mistakes.”

With Bing Yeon’s sharp remark, the heartbeat within Verdandi’s chest began to pound louder and louder.

She tried to place her hand on her chest to calm the racing heartbeat, as if her heart had broken down.

“There isn’t a single person among you who hasn’t committed the same wrong as the village chief. You pathetic bastards.”

She couldn’t help it.

Bing Yeon, who was radiating anger and engulfing the entire village in a chilling aura, looked too impressive.

“Leaving like this feels regrettable. But being with you, I feel like I’ve grown attached. Thank you for revealing the location of the Philosopher’s Stone…”

“Then, take good care of Verdandi’s mother.”

I spoke as I boarded a carriage, heading a different path from Wolfram to meet Azazel.

I had to part ways with the Master of the Golden Tower now. 

It should be fine since I left Ayla’s safety in her hands.

“Yeah! Take care, Bing Yeon! If you ever come by the Magic Tower, make sure to find me!”

Wolfram waved her hand vigorously in farewell. 

It was moving to have saved someone who was supposed to be dead.

“This means you owe me a favor, Junior Sister. We got revenge on the villagers, didn’t we?”

“Thank you, Senior!”

Inside the carriage, Bi-wol and Verdandi chatted warmly, a smile naturally forming on my lips, pleased that my suggestion had worked.

“Verdandi, don’t you regret it? You got your revenge on those villagers, but maybe it’s too late for you to accept it…”

I asked out of concern for how Verdandi felt. 

After all, I doubted the deep scars in her heart would be so easily erased.

However,

Verdandi spoke cheerfully, as if it were nothing.

“I’m just grateful to have met my master even now! If I had made one wrong step, I might have done something crazy, just blindly believing in the oracle!”

I had prevented her from accidentally killing her mother and descending fully into madness.

So, it wasn’t strange that she felt grateful.

“I will try my best to be like you, Senior!”

“Good, think carefully… Wait, what did you say?”

Just then, Verdandi took advantage of a moment when I was momentarily distracted by the scenery outside the carriage.


Smooch.

“As a hero, I want to save the princess who is my master and make her my wife!”

She kissed me shyly on the cheek.

“You… you wolf! You did something even I haven’t…?!”

Bi-wol, seeing this, yelled out with a face frozen like stone.



 
  
    Chapter 19:The Warrior and the Heavenly Horse’s Teacher (4)


We moved further north—myself, Bi-wol, and Verdandi.

We needed to meet her sister first in order to meet Azazel Blackheart.

Bi-wol had tracked her down while following the trail of humans involved in trafficking, while Verdandi learned of her location through Wolfram.

The odds were high again this time. 

Despite spending a considerable amount of money and time crossing the Western Lands.

“Dragon! It’s a dragon, Master!”

“No, that’s just a dragon with arms, legs, and wings.”

We had even made some amusing memories along the way. 

Bi-wol and Verdandi had jumped around, shouting like children at the zoo when they saw a wyvern.

“Are these people some sort of Semu?”

“Senior! You shouldn’t call elves that way!”

Bi-wol had inadvertently made a racially insensitive comment while looking at an elf, and Verdandi had frantically tried to smooth things over.

“I’m getting annoyed by you constantly calling me ‘Senior.’ Why not use a different title?”

“Then I will call you Bi-wol, just like the Master does!”

There was even a time when Verdandi almost addressed Bi-wol’s name carelessly, leading her to consider it an insult and use her Heavenly Demon Art.

“How dare you call me by the name the Master gave me so casually?!”

“So, are you looking for a fight now?”

The warrior, brandishing her sacred sword, and the Heavenly Demon, preparing to throw a punch. 

Our sect’s teachings were rooted in the way of the fist.

Bi-wol wielded the sword like the Heavenly Demon that appears in the original novel The Diamond Fist King. 

I tried to avoid letting her use the sword as much as possible.

“…Should I buy her a sword later?”

Now, the inner demon that had been gnawing at her heart had vanished. 

She had become more assertive in expressing her affection, like demanding a kiss when greeting me.

But she no longer put others in danger out of jealousy as she had in the past. 

Now, the only time she vented her frustration was through sparring with Verdandi, her fellow disciple.

“Huff, huff… How is it possible to counter the sacred sword with bare hands?! This is a scam!”

“And you, how can you, without any internal energy, resist my demonic energy…?”

They had growled at each other over trivial matters like this dozens of times. 

But as they realized their skills were evenly matched, their fights gradually decreased.

“If Azazel arrives, we must prepare ourselves!”

“Indeed, the Incubi, like their Succubi kin, live by consuming the vital energy of adult men.”

Perhaps it was because they were of similar age, but over time, they seemed to bond and form a united front.

However, when talking about Azazel, whom I had not yet accepted as a disciple, it was unnerving to see them whispering about something.

“Azazel is definitely dangerous. Verdandi and Bi-wol might have just been lucky.”

Their instincts weren’t wrong.

In the original story, Azazel was a character who fell into darkness after her twin sister stole the protagonist she had a crush on.

To gain love, she made a pact with a foreign god and, foreseeing the future, tormented the protagonist throughout the story.

That was the true nature of Azazel Blackheart.

“Is this… the Street of Nightmares?”

“It looks so different from what I imagined. Master, is this truly the place?”

Our party looked around, their words ending in a suspicious tone. 

As they said, the Street of Nightmares was a place where men in suits and women in dresses walked around.

“Yes, desires are often most terrifying when they are dressed in the guise of goodwill.”

I observed the passersby with my senses, subtly seeing through them. 

Those hiding devil horns and tails were all Succubi or Incubi.

“Now that you mention it, I can see their evil state! What should we do, Master?”

Verdandi, who immediately put her hand on her chest and prepared to draw her sacred sword, was stopped by my gesture to refrain.

“Do not draw your sword here until you meet your junior disciple.”

Declaring an intent to fight in the heart of enemy territory is madness.

Especially against a Nightmare without proper mental defense spells or countermeasures.

“Master, then where should we go?”

“Ordinarily, we would head to the monastery here, but…”

In the original, after being betrayed by her sister, Azazel had holed herself up in a monastery, attempting to make a pact with a foreign god.

However,

“Let’s first think about it over a meal. Have any of you had a nightmare recently?”

No matter how hard one tries, fate seems to prevent us from meeting.

As with Bi-wol and Verdandi’s cases, we will need someone to guide us to meet Azazel.

I suspect it will be someone most closely tied to the original storyline.

“A nightmare, you say?”

“How could you use a nightmare to have a meal?”

At The Dream of Heaven, a restaurant run by Azazel’s twin sister, Gabriel, nightmares were used as a seasoning in their dishes.

After passing through a small alley, we arrived at a street lined with countless restaurants, one of which stood out with its golden-plated door.

It seemed out of place in the Street of Nightmares, with men and women with wings serving drinks and food.

“Welcome to the Dream of Heaven!”

It was the place I had mentioned to our party before, The Dream of Heaven. 

I was looking around for a pink-haired succubus.

Gabriel, Azazel’s twin sister, shared the same pink hair and had wings around her waist.

“The women’s attire here is too indecent! Master, please cover your eyes…!”

My vision darkened as Bi-wol, flustered, tried to cover my eyes from behind.

Her small hands were soaked with sweat. 

Indeed, this was not a place suitable for children; the clothing here was quite risqué.

Like the garments worn by angels in heaven, only a few strands of cloth barely covered their bodies.

“This is fascinating! No matter where I look, the clothes don’t slip down!”

In contrast, Verdandi was excitedly examining the surroundings. 

Having received an oracle from the gods, she was intrigued by this place that seemed to embody heaven.

“What kind of dream would you like to order?”

A succubus approached us, her small angel wings distinctive, with her eyes half-closed.

“I’ll have the lamb steak, with a base of childhood nightmares, a dash of spicy despair, and a spoonful of sweet love.”


I ordered the special menu available only at this restaurant. 

It was a line from the original novel I Got Trapped in an Anti-Hero Game.

If my web novel had ever been adapted into a game and collaborated with a café or fast-food joint, I would have wanted to use this as a promotional setting.

“…Certainly! Then, adventurer, we will present you with a taste of heaven’s moment!”

In the original, placing this order would indicate to the succubus staff that you had business with them, offering your dreams as currency in exchange for information.

“These two, please, a sandwich with a base of their recent nightmares, a splash of sweet dreams for the future, and a dash of innocent first love to top it off.”

I ordered for Bi-wol and Verdandi, whose stomachs were growling. 

Unlike my earlier order, this one was for actual food they could eat.

…Although, the experience of eating food in a dream would certainly be unique.’

For my disciples, who had recently been crossing boundaries in their romantic antics, this would be a very special experience.

They would dream of falling in love with someone kinder and better than me, and satisfy their hunger in the process.

“What kind of dish is this? Making a sandwich out of nightmares? It’s beyond my imagination!”

“You’ll know when you taste it. Consider it a favor from me.”

I nodded at Gabriel, signaling that I trusted her to handle this properly. 

Once my disciples were asleep, there was a conversation I needed to have with her.

Thus, Bi-wol and Verdandi, sandwiches in hand, munched away for several minutes.

“Zzzz…”

Verdandi soon rested her head on a pillow placed below, lightly snoring as she lay face down on the table, her golden hair spilling over the edge.

“We… shouldn’t… sleep…”

Unlike Verdandi, Bi-wol struggled to stay awake, nodding her head as sleep overcame her. 

She tried to circulate her internal energy, attempting to stave off the drowsiness.

“Sleep well. The real fun of this place happens in dreams.”

“Mas…ter…”

I gently stroked Bi-wol’s hair, which made a soft rustling sound, assuring her that it was okay to sleep.

This was something I often did when she first came to our sect and had trouble falling asleep.

“Master… I… like you…”

She murmured softly, smiling like an angel as she nestled into my arms and fell asleep.

With everyone asleep, I asked the nearby attendants to take them to a room with a soft bed.

Since they had already received nightmares as payment, there would be no malicious deeds like stealing someone’s energy.

Only a little playful mischief to recreate a perfect first love—after all, in the Street of Nightmares, such behavior would lead to one losing their head.

“You’ve been looking for me, I hear.”

Despite being Succubi and Incubi who cannot dream like humans, they found satisfaction by sharing others’ dream experiences—a unique form of gourmet.

That was the hidden truth of the Street of Nightmares.

“…Gabriel Blackheart.”

I calmly observed her.

She was so uncannily similar to Azazel that the only difference was a single braided strand of hair.

“Oh my, I didn’t expect you to know my name. Did some other Nightmare recommend me to you? However, I don’t usually purchase a man’s vital energy…”

“…Do I look like that kind of person to you?”

“Hmm, so you’re not? Even from just your scent, I can tell you live a celibate life.”

Gabriel sniffed the air slightly, drawing closer with warm breaths. 

Her distinctive pink eyes were visible between her closed eyelids.

“I came to talk, Gabriel.”

“Wafting the smell of a 20-year-old virgin who excites a Nightmare…?”

“Yes.”

I pushed Gabriel’s face away with my palm, denying what she implied.

“Oh, that’s too bad. Just a little more seduction, and I might have reconsidered…”

Among succubi, purity and innocence are considered the highest values.

That’s why phrases like “Looking for a man who’s never had a girlfriend!” are not just jokes to them—they obsess over every first experience, including first love.

The reason the Nightmares here enter human dreams is to gain vicarious satisfaction.

“I know you have a sister named Azazel Blackheart, Gabriel.”

“Why are you mentioning my sister’s name all of a sudden…?”


I took a deep breath as I prepared to reveal the reason behind Azazel’s descent into darkness in the original story.

“You took away the man she loved, didn’t you?”

Commonly referred to as NTR, or taking someone’s beloved by force.

“Oh, you have quite an interesting side, don’t you?”

The moment I mentioned that word, Gabriel laughed as if she found it thrilling.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Even in a dream, it can’t be done (1)


The summary of the story I wrote, I Got Possessed in an Idle Game, can be explained like this.

“I guess it’s impossible not to know the man named Kang Si-woo, who came to this world from somewhere else, right? Gabriel.”

Kang Si-woo, the protagonist of this novel, was an ordinary office worker. 

His only joy and solace in life after work was playing a game on his smartphone.

The game, titled Make the Idle Saint Happy, was designed so that the player, acting as the hero, would defeat monsters and increase the saint’s affection as the main objective.

In this game, the saint was Azazel, and before the external news spread, she was known by the nickname “Saint of Mercy.”

Like the reality game Ark X Ego, she was a character who listened to the player’s concerns through a series of choices that examined their psyche.

Kang Si-woo was so obsessed with this game character that he decorated his entire room with merchandise and figurines of her.

There are many people who take subculture games seriously, so I thought this approach would have commercial potential as a web novel.

“Hmm… I’m really curious about the source of your information. Are you perhaps speaking based on the future that child foresaw?”

Gabriel blinked her eyes widely as if surprised by my story, and she adjusted the hand that had been propping up her chin.

In the original work I wrote, Kang Si-woo is hit by a truck, gets possessed as a hero in the game world, and the first person he meets upon waking is a woman with pink hair.

‘The problem was that the woman wasn’t Azazel, who had been waiting for Kang Si-woo all this time, but her identical older sister….’

I sighed deeply as I looked at Azazel’s face. 

I never expected that the story, which reflected my own struggles to escape my brother’s shadow, would come back to me like this.

“No, I came to give that child a proper lover. How could a man not even recognize the one he loves and still call himself a man?”

Kang Si-woo, believing the woman he first met to be Azazel, ends up traveling with Gabriel.

As they hold hands, hug, and share deep kisses, their emotions grow.

Eventually, their relationship develops to the point where they become physically involved like animals, leading Azazel, who witnesses this, to fall into despair.

That’s how the early chapters of I Got Possessed in an Idle Game unfold.

At that time, I wanted to make the beginning spicy, hoping it would go viral.

“Oh my… That’s quite an unexpected story. Most men act as if their brains are attached to their dicks.”

Gabriel narrowed her eyes as she directed her gaze to my crotch. 

I never described such a perverted look in my writing.

Incubi are a race specialized in digging into people’s hearts, finding their weaknesses, and showing them the dreams they desire.

“Do you really intend to not lay a hand on your disciples, even when they come of age?”

Gabriel, who had already read my mind with her unique magic eye, spoke as if mocking me.

I know that Bi-wol harbors special feelings for me. 

I’m also aware that Verdandi has more than just general affection for me.

“A father who lays a hand on a child he raised as his own, how could he be called a human? Even beasts don’t do such things.”

I will never lay a hand on my disciples.

Because I’m the one who pushed them into the abyss of misfortune, all for my own satisfaction.

Such things cannot be called love.

“I actually like men who are like stud dogs. Unlike your disciples, I am an adult, you know.”

“Shut up.”

I grabbed Gabriel’s wrist as she tried to tickle my chest with her fingers, expressing my displeasure.

On the outside, she might look like an angel, but she’s a devilish woman who would even steal someone else’s lover for her amusement.

“Well, fine. So why did you call me?”

“To verify if there’s any part of Azazel Blackheart’s activities that differs from the information I have. And also….”

I slowly got to the main point with Gabriel. 

I believed that her guidance was essential to meet Azazel now.

“…To make you guide me to Azazel.”

“Oh my, you mean you’d make me do that even though you know I’ve been involved with the person she likes?”

“Yes.”

I nodded as I listened to Gabriel’s words. 

It was part of the setting that we had to inform Azazel.

The saint, who had been longing to meet the original protagonist, Kang Si-woo, through the smartphone.

Azazel spent her days gradually developing feelings for him, dreaming of the day she might meet him.

But,

‘In the end, Azazel doesn’t really know who Kang Si-woo is. She only sees his good side, assuming there are no flaws.’

In fact, I designed Kang Si-woo in reality to be far from an ideal male protagonist.

Like the typical protagonist in a harem novel, he’s the type who doesn’t turn away women who come to him, nor does he let go of those who leave.

Although it was largely my fault for creating a narrative where the heroine would fall into despair when someone else expressed interest first, it was originally planned as a harem story.

My excessive focus on depicting the saint’s unrequited love for the male protagonist in I Got Possessed in an Idle Game was also a problem.

Eventually, this led to massive criticism in the early chapters in the community and the comments, leaving me with only one reader by the end.

“Isn’t this actually an opportunity for you? You intentionally showed the NTR scene to prevent your sister from meeting a trashy guy, didn’t you?”

As I said this, Gabriel’s eyes narrowed, and her lips twitched.

Even if they’re twins, there’s no way people could have identical auras, speech patterns, behaviors, and habits.

As Kang Si-woo got to know Gabriel, he couldn’t help but feel this sense of discomfort.

Just as she couldn’t fully read the information I was hiding, there were limits to the succubus’ abilities.

“Yes, at some point, he realized I wasn’t his sister, but even then, he turned a blind eye and indulged in my body.”

Gabriel emphasized her words by gathering her chest with both hands, and when I looked away, she chuckled softly.

In this way, Gabriel was a contradictory character, as if she had both the face of an angel and the soul of a devil.

At first, she approached Kang Si-woo out of curiosity, wondering what it would feel like to steal her sister’s love.

“Sometimes when he was angry, he would choke me, hit me, and even command me to self-harm, saying he was curious about my face in agony.”

Later, she realized she should never let a man like that near her sister, so she deliberately showed him the NTR scene.

“Wasn’t it painful?”

“Well… I think that’s normal, considering there have been men who’ve done far worse to me.”

Gabriel sipped her tea, speaking as if nothing was amiss. 

For her, love was just like that.

A twisted outlet for sadistic and masochistic emotions.

“That is not love. How could violence ever be considered love?”

I shook my head as I watched her. 

It was the same logic I had thought of when I was young.

After my brother died, I thought that the domestic violence from my father, who hit me, was better than indifference.

“Well, who knows? Love comes in many forms, and I just think about it more broadly.”

“That’s sophistry. Would such a person steal in the middle just to prevent someone from approaching a bad man?”

“…You are certainly different. I wonder what it would be like to spend a night with you.”

She momentarily tried to cast a charm spell, testing to see how I would react. 


I immediately drew upon the chill within me, blocking out the incoming energy.

Tap.

Tap.

Tap.

“Is it true that Azazel is staying in the monastery here? Because she’s a succubus, the old men at the papal court didn’t recognize her as a saint.”

“Yes, but it’s in a rather secluded place. It was arranged that way to prevent my sister from meeting a stern man and falling in love with him.”

I once wrote that for a succubus, love was akin to a deadly poison.

For an incubus, who must seek new experiences by engaging with countless men, a pure love story where one risks their life for a single man seemed like an interesting twist on a cliché.

So, I added the setting of this street, where one could taste new experiences and dreams without love, for the sake of coherence.

“Are you aware that she made a pact with an outsider?”

“Yes, because when we succubi fall in love, we do anything.”

Gabriel’s fingertips were trembling slightly as she said this, and she forced a smile to her lips.

“Could you guide me? I want to meet Azazel with my disciples.”

“Why on earth should I?”

“Because I want to help her meet a proper man and discover true love. Just like you do.”

“…Oh my.”

Gabriel covered her mouth with her hand, her shoulders shaking slightly as if the words that came out of my mouth surprised her.

“What is your name?”

“Bing-yeon. I run a small sect in the East. To put it simply, it’s a place where we take in children with nowhere to go and teach them martial arts.”

Hearing my name, Gabriel repeated it to herself, “Bing-yeon… Bing-yeon…” a few times, then finally smiled with satisfaction.

“…It seems your disciples are already quite taken with you, Bing-yeon. Perhaps even enough to be raised under your care, just like our Azazel.”

“I think it’s just a momentary affection. When they come of age and meet more people, their perspectives will change.”

I said this, but Gabriel shook her head, laughing softly as if she found it absurd.

“Someone like you should know that the weight of love doesn’t depend on age, right?”

“I know that much, but they are children I’ve raised like daughters. If I don’t harbor any improper thoughts, they will give up on any lingering feelings.”

That’s why I also served the succubus’s food to let them experience new love.

No matter how much they owed me for their salvation, what good would it be for them to continue harboring affection for an old man like me?

If a teacher lays a hand on a disciple, it’s not just considered stealing; it’s seen as trash in the eyes of normal society.

“Do you really think so? I’d like to watch from the side to see if that’s the case.”

“No need. So, will you guide us?”

“Yes, of course….”

Just as Gabriel nodded in agreement, the firmly closed back door swung open, and a few men came in.

“It’s terrible! Miss Gabriel! The guests are causing a commotion in their dreams!”

The men were incubi. 

Their faces were bruised as if they had been struck.

“Oh, my… I never thought I’d live to see the day I got kicked in the crotch in a dream….”

“I, I was just reciting a cheesy romantic line, but my tongue nearly got ripped out….”

Their faces were covered in fear and cold sweat. 

I had a bad feeling and was beginning to guess the source of the incident.

“Who on earth…? No, why would anyone resist a succubus’s dream?!”


Right, if it were an ordinary person or adventurer, such a thing wouldn’t have happened. 

After consuming the succubus’s food, they wouldn’t resist.

But,

“…It’s probably my disciples. I apologize, everyone.”

It seemed that the final bosses, whom I had set as the strongest and the most malevolent at the climax of the novel, were not ones to easily succumb to such tricks.



 
  
    Chapter 21: Even in a dream, it can’t be done (2)


Currently, Bi-wol was in a very foul mood.

Not only had she fallen asleep during an intimate meal with her master, but when she regained consciousness, she found herself face to face with a man puffed up like a peacock in front of her.

“Young Hero, I am Namgung Hyun of the Namgung Clan. I’ve heard that your skills are so renowned in the Central Martial World that no one is unaware of them. It is an honor to meet such an exceptional warrior.”

A man who made a fist salute while looking at Bi-wol. 

His face was rather handsome, but somehow, it reminded her too much of her master, which only added to her discomfort.

“Why don’t you take that sardine head of yours elsewhere?”

“…Pardon?”

Bi-wol snapped at the incubus who had taken on the form of a man from the Namgung Clan. 

She had noticed something about him at a glance.

“His body is not well-built, and his muscles don’t seem to be in regular use.”

There was no need to sense his energy. 

All the visible information indicated that this person was far from being a martial artist.

“What do you mean by that…?”

The incubus, who had heard Bi-wol’s words, broke into a cold sweat and couldn’t help but feel flustered.

He was a dream demon who had enchanted over a hundred women already, providing them with delightful dreams that even made him famous in this restaurant.

‘How could she possibly know? My dream creation should have been perfect…!’

He thought Bi-wol was just another guest from the eastern continent, someone like any other human.

Usually, reading someone’s mind to find their favorite person and then being a bit kind would be enough to lure them in.

He noticed she seemed to like a white-haired, blue-eyed handsome man with a muscular body full of scars, so he had taken on that appearance.

But…

***

Seeing him appear again despite her warnings, Bi-wol’s face twisted into a clear expression of displeasure.

Dream demons usually read people’s hearts and exploit their vulnerabilities. 

It would be easy to assume that no one could beat them at a restaurant like “Dreams of Heaven.”

However, Bi-wol was someone who had even defeated her own inner demon in the world of dreams.

“No, Young Hero… I merely wanted to mimic the ideal man of your dreams…”

Under the pressure of the murderous aura tightening around his body, the incubus had no choice but to confess the truth. 

He knew if he wasn’t careful, he might end up dead.

“Oh, really? So you dared to imitate my master’s sculpted appearance? You must truly have a death wish.”

Bi-wol let out a deep sigh and frowned. 

Realizing she was in a dream, she immediately imagined a sword made of ice forming in her hand.

It was a sword her master, Bing Yeon, had created just for her and the same one she had used to defeat her inner demon, the darkness in her heart.

“L-Lady! You can’t do this! After all, it was you who ordered a sweet, innocent first love story, wasn’t it?”

Seeing the sharp blade, the incubus gulped and opened his mouth. 

If he were cut by that sword, he would die, even in a dream.

“…Are you telling me that my master ordered this food?”

The incubus hesitated. 

Tears welled up in his eyes as he knelt and begged with his hands clasped together. 

Sensing something strange, Bi-wol asked him.

She thought she had been attacked by an enemy, but was that really not the case?

Now that she thought about it, she vaguely remembered hearing her master say she could sleep well.

“Yes! A dream where you eat a sweet and innocent first love sandwich! Isn’t that what was ordered?”

The incubus cried out toward Bi-wol. 

It was clear that her recent nightmares had been about her master’s worsening illness.

***

He thought if he disguised himself as a man more handsome than her master, he could surely win her over by giving her a sweet first love memory.

So, he had deliberately spent time building up his muscles and enhancing his looks to appear more attractive.

After all, memories in dreams are usually hazy. 

So, if he exuded a similar aura to her master, Bing Yeon, he thought she would have no problem accepting it.

“How is it possible for you to maintain control even in a dream?”

Even in the dream, she had perfect memory. It was like a lucid dream where she could do whatever she wanted.

And this was in front of a dream demon who was supposed to infiltrate human dreams.

“My feelings for my master are much deeper and stronger than those of others. Like the difference between blood and water, you know?”

Poof. White smoke slowly began to rise beside Bi-wol, and soon, a figure began to emerge from within.

“…Bi-wol.”

***

“Yes, did you call, dear brother…♡”

With a sticky gaze dripping with honey, Bi-wol grabbed the back of Bing Yeon’s head, whom she had summoned in her dream, preventing him from escaping and kissed him.

She had called him the name she always wanted to say and had set their relationship as husband and wife.

“Yes… Huff…♡ Are you jealous? Haha, you needn’t worry. I won’t fall for such a ruffian… Oh… You’re so mean, dear brother…♡”

Now, there was no need for Bi-wol to initiate the kiss. 

Instead, he was the one persistently pleading for it.

To add a touch of reality to what was only possible in a dream, she even made his kissing slightly awkward.

“Hold me tighter so I can barely breathe, indulge in me more, and desire everything from me…♡”

Seeing this, the incubus was at a loss for words. 

A first love sandwich was not supposed to proceed like this.

The original goal was for two destined lovers to meet, with the story starting like a “Boy Meets Girl.”

Gradually, the two would get closer and closer, falling into a sweet dream of first love.

When they woke up, they would be so enchanted by the experience that they would never forget it, ending with eating a sandwich—a midsummer night’s dream.

But what was this, exactly?

“Bi-wol, is this still not enough for you…?”

***

“Isn’t there another man present? Let’s save this for when we’re back home. Even I have a reputation to uphold…”

“Haha, you seem even more excited now. Wasn’t it you who openly flirted with me in front of others?”

To anyone seeing this passionate kiss, it might look more like an erotic dream.

“Behehe…♡”

Only after a silvery thread stretched from their lips did Bi-wol stop kissing and step back from his embrace.

Though it was a dream she did not want to wake from, she had no choice but to leave if she wanted to meet the real Bing Yeon.

“Then, I’ll move to meet the real master now.”


“Yes, take care.”

The incarnation of Bing Yeon gently stroked Bi-wol’s hair, just as he always did.

Bi-wol held his hand against her cheek and left a small kiss. 

Watching this, the incubus felt a chill run down his spine.


He had chosen the wrong guest to perform a love scenario for.

“Now, let’s see how to wake up from this dream.”

With malicious energy swirling around her fists, Bi-wol moved to pummel the incubus.

“No, no! Don’t come near me!”

He could only scream, his voice mixed with a desperate plea.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Even in a dream, it can’t be done (3)


“Hahaha! To think you gave those Incubi, who are called invincible even in dreams, such a hard time. You really have some unbelievable disciples.”

“I won’t hold any grudges since it was an amusing experience. New stimuli are incredibly important to a Dream Demon, after all.”

Gabriel glanced at my disciples behind me, smiling softly, and at that smile, both Bi-wol and Verdandi flinched in surprise.

Now, Gabriel, Bi-wol, Verdandi, and I were walking through the treacherous northern mountain range after leaving the Dream Demon’s territory.

The range was known as the Ironclaw Mountains, a place said to have once fended off the ferocity of a great dragon.

With every step, we were greeted by a steep slope that seemed to have been cut with a knife, and the sound of snow crunching underfoot echoed around us.

“Whew! It’s unbelievably cold! How is it that you and Master seem perfectly fine?” 

Verdandi, shivering and puffing out white breath, looked at Bi-wol and me, bewildered by our calm demeanor.

“I was born with this constitution, so I’m fine.”

I was born with a coldness greater than my half-sister’s, so this level of cold wasn’t colder than my own body temperature.

The North Sea Ice Palace would have spent a fortune to bring someone like me there, so why was I abandoned in the Wudu Sect?

Now that I think about it, it was a setting error caused by a character suddenly added to explain the Extreme Yin Body.

After all, I was destined to die at the hands of Bi-wol, who is a Heavenly Demon.

‘At least I didn’t make the same mistake as the Ifrit of the Volcano Sect or the Shaolin Temple’s Abbot.’

I sighed deeply in my heart.

I almost wrote that the Three Calamities Swordsmanship had other techniques besides horizontal slash, vertical slash, and thrust, and that it was a secret technique of the Wudang Sect.

If you’re going to mess up the historical accuracy of martial arts fiction, you need to mess it up in an entertaining way. 

Otherwise, you won’t even break even.

That was what I learned while writing the novel *The King of Diamond Fists*. Skill in life doesn’t steadily rise; it grows in a stair-step pattern.

“I’m learning the Hanseobulchim (Cold and Heat Resistance) to withstand Master’s cold.”

Bi-wol whispered beside me, lost in my idle thoughts. 

Hanseobulchim is a state where the body’s temperature remains constant in any environment, surpassing the realm of warm-blooded animals.

“…Why are you trying to learn such a thing? Isn’t Hanseobulchim something only found in legends?”

“Yes, but to become the only woman who can understand Master later on, I need to have my own distinction, don’t you think?”

Her firm attitude made me click my tongue in disbelief. 

She had a physique granted by the heavens, capable of learning all martial arts without difficulty.

‘Heavenly Martial Body… Could it really be possible?’

It was a body that could harmoniously learn all martial arts, possessing the energy of Extreme Yin, Extreme Yang, the Three Calamities, the Five Elements, and the Taiji. 

Once seen, it could memorize the form of any martial art and replicate it.

If it’s Bi-wol, she might actually master Hanseobulchim. 

A chill ran down my spine, making me hunch my shoulders.

“Amazing! If there’s a way for me to endure this cold too, please tell me!”

Verdandi clenched her fists, her eyes sparkling with envy as she looked at Bi-wol and me.

“Perhaps you’ll be able to do it once you obtain the Sacred Armor.”

“The Sacred Armor! It’s exactly like the image of a hero I’ve always dreamed of!”

As soon as she heard that word, it seemed as if starlight sparkled in Verdandi’s eyes.

It was equipment that provided absolute defense to its wearer. 

I had set it up so that no attack could harm her if she had it.

“Yes, although I’m not exactly sure how you can obtain it.”

Actually, I had some idea.

It was when Verdandi received a near-fatal wound, similar to a protagonist powering up, that she would obtain the Sacred Armor in the original work.

“Oh, I see… There are things even Master doesn’t know.”

When I told her the truth, Verdandi lowered her head, slightly crestfallen, and I patted her head as I often did with my disciples.

“Master’s touch is cold, yet warm!”

Verdandi lifted her heels as if trying to receive my patting better, resembling a large golden retriever wagging its tail.

“Cold yet warm? What do you mean by that?”

“You’re a person with a very cold body, but your heart inside is even warmer!”

Seeing Verdandi spout something that sounded like a yandere’s line—’Look, this is the incredibly warm love inside, after pulling out someone’s heart live—made me feel a chill.

Come to think of it, our first meeting involved her trying to stab me. 

If this girl, like Bi-wol later on, harbored twisted affection for me, I couldn’t help but feel a shiver.

‘Come to think of it, she even gave me a cheek kiss last time…’

Well, I suppose that’s normal between a master and disciple. 

Like how a daughter might kiss her father before he leaves for work.

I scratched my chin, trying to end my thoughts.

“Master, one of your hands is free. I also wish to receive your patting.”

“Sure. Is this okay?”

“Please caress my cheek gently and look at me with greedy eyes as if you want to take everything from me… Ah, why did you stop!”

I gently scratched Bi-wol’s cheek and jaw with my palm, but quickly withdrew my hand upon hearing her frightening words.

Verdandi’s affection had a pure aspect, but the affection Bi-wol sent my way had a certain sickness to it.

“Mind your words and actions, considering those around you.”

“Oh, I’m fine with it! Reverse captivity is supposed to have that kind of flavor, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t believe my ears when I heard Gabriel’s words. No matter how much she was a character from a game, could she say such things?

“A child raised as a daughter gradually becomes a woman, and when that emotion reaches its limit, the catharsis explodes. Isn’t that the true form of love? A man who raised a girl to be a flawless woman is ultimately devoured by that girl… Just thinking about the taste of it makes my mouth water.”

“So, is that why you’re guiding me to Azazel? Do you hope she’ll have bad thoughts about me later on?”

I finally understood Gabriel’s true intentions and frowned deeply. 

Love is like poison to a succubus, and having one more disciple who liked me in this state was something I wanted to avoid.

“No, I’m just curious to see how your relationships might change in the future! Maybe somewhere underground, tied tightly to a bed, you’ll become a superior ○○ who only ᄋᄋ…”

“Master! What does ᄋᄋ mean!”

“You don’t need to know that yet.”

I couldn’t answer Verdandi’s innocent question. Telling her what that meant would require starting with sex education.

“Senior! Senior seems to know something!”

“Ah, um… well, that is… I don’t really know either… Ahaha, what could it mean?”

Bi-wol, with a face as red as a tomato, avoided eye contact with me, and Verdandi, sensing something odd, finally stopped asking about the word’s meaning.

“Aha, I’ve realized! From the way both of you are hesitant to speak, it must be a curse related to the Demon King!”

With a satisfied smile, Verdandi clapped her palm with her fist, as if she had figured it all out.

To protect her innocence, I just hurried my steps without saying a word.

“There it is. A fairly thick snowstorm usually guards this place, so even I can only come here once every few days.”

In front of us, against the backdrop of a clear sky, a small, shabby monastery came into view.

“I’ll be heading back now.”


At that moment, Gabriel’s smile disappeared, and she turned to leave in the opposite direction.

“Aren’t you coming with us? She’s still your sister, after all.”

I gently stopped her, watching her turn away. Originally, I had wanted to take Azazel and resolve the discord between these sisters.


“I’ve always been pretending to be an unknown benefactor, secretly giving her food. If she realizes it’s from me, she might refuse to eat or drink and try to die.”

But despite my words, Gabriel shook her head with a bitter smile.

Wasn’t it because of her arrangements that Azazel could stay somewhat healthy even in this treacherous snowy mountain?

“Well then, dear disciples. I hope to see you later, laughing together with my sister!”












 
  
    Chapter 23: Even in a dream, it can’t be done (4)


The basic ability of a succubus is to find the gaps in a person’s heart and show them the dream they desire.

However,

“In Azazel’s case, just meeting her gaze allows her to glimpse that person’s future.”

Azazel possessed eyes that were different from others. 

Eyes that, just by making contact, could draw in information about a person’s future.

Because of this, she had harbored both a vague fear and a certain trust about seeing the future since she was young.

This was due to experiences like repairing the future where the cherished flowerpot of a grandmother next door would break or being unable to prevent the death of a stray cat that had followed her devotedly, causing her deep sorrow.

Because of this, Azazel usually either kept her eyes closed or learned to avoid making eye contact with others during conversations.

“This is similar to Bior or Verdandi, isn’t it?”

I bit my lower lip and lowered my head. 

The reason they all had such unfortunate pasts was entirely my fault.

“Bior, who gazed at the moon of a shantytown.”

I thought of the celestial killer star when my father looked at me and called me the monster who had devoured his brother.

“Verdandi, who didn’t want to live in the present.”

He wanted the ability to distinguish between good and evil in people because he had been ostracized and pointed at by the girls for having a handsome face.

“Azazel, who watched friends with angelic faces commit vicious acts.”

And someday, I dreamed of a future where I would succeed as a writer and escape from this sorrowful past.

The wishes I had once hoped for to escape my miserable family environment had all manifested as the abilities of the final bosses.

“Azazel, it must be quite a shock for you… But whatever future you’ve seen, I’m not here to harm you.”

Azazel and Gabriel, who had angelic names but appeared to be demons, were characters who embodied parts of my life in these stories.

All of it was my fault.

“D-don’t come any closer! If you come any nearer, I’ll have no choice but to kill you!”

Azazel, with her face flushed red, threatened me. I had no idea what future she had glimpsed, but it seemed she was greatly misunderstanding something.

What future had she seen, exactly?

She had just called me a “debauched man” and said that she had seen a future where she would decide who would roll around on the bed with me in turn.

“It could just be a future where we’re having a pillow fight.”

I tried to put aside my doubts and contemplated the scene. 

The only image that came to mind was playing joyfully on a bed with my three disciples.

Azazel’s visions of the future were never perfect, after all.

“Azazel, you know that the future you see isn’t always accurate, don’t you?”

I took a step forward. In the original story, she had lost the protagonist, Kang Si-woo, to her sister because she had relied too much on those visions of the future.

She had made the mistake of believing that the hero would look only at her for a lifetime and of thinking that the character in the game was the same as the person in reality.

And,

“I know you’re sad about losing the man you loved to your sister, but you can’t live your whole life shut away like this.”

Her assumption that the future she envisioned was her own was due to not knowing that the figure she saw was actually her twin sister, who looked exactly like her.

“I’ve come to teach you what true love is. To help you meet the right man and discover what real love feels like.”

I was trying to talk to her calmly. 

If this misunderstanding grew any larger now, it would become something we could never resolve.

I raised my empty hands slowly, showing I had no intention of fighting, but—

“Don’t lie to me.”

Azazel’s expression was filled with disgust. 

Her brow furrowed, and her mouth twisted downward in displeasure.

“It’s obvious that I’ve been manipulated by some plot between you and the old men of the papacy. Otherwise, why would I ever accept a debauched man like you as my master?”

Her attitude was cold as if ice had pierced my heart. 

The tentacles aimed at me seemed ready to attack at any moment.

Her tentacles could split dimensions and move freely or clump together to form a shield, or they could be used as weapons like spears or whips.

“That’s impossible! My master came here to save you!”

Looking at the tentacles, Verdandi drew her holy sword from her chest. 

Her voice was filled with determination.

“It’s rare that we agree on something, disciple.”

“Indeed! If you so much as touch a hair on our master’s head, we will never forgive you!”

At this, Bior joined in as well, preparing herself to wrap her body in dark magic.

“Well then, Azazel, what exactly did you see in your vision?”

This wasn’t going to be resolved by fighting. 

I pressed my fingers to my temples to stave off a headache as I spoke.

The future Azazel kept mentioning was bothering me deeply.

“Am I really going to be kidnapped and imprisoned later?”

Swallowing hard, a sinking feeling gripped my heart at the thought.

No, surely my good disciples wouldn’t do such a thing.

They wouldn’t.

They shouldn’t.

“The future I saw was one where you were bound tightly to a bed, blindfolded, while the order of who would get on top of you was decided by a game of rock-paper-scissors!”

“…What?”

I could only freeze for a moment at her words. It was an incredibly detailed plan, one my disciples seemed truly capable of executing.

“Ah, that’s… one way to do it…”

Bior listened to Azazel’s vision of the future with a sly smile.

“What? Why are they deciding who gets on top of Master? Are they planning to ride him like a horse?”

Verdandi tilted her head in confusion, failing to grasp the meaning. 

There was a taut tension between innocence and cunning.

“Ahem, you must have seen it wrong.”

I could only cough awkwardly. 

Even trying to breathe was becoming difficult.

The idea that the children I had raised like daughters would one day overpower me… it didn’t make any sense.

“The future, like how your sister took your lover, can always change. So, don’t trust it too blindly.”

I nearly bit my tongue. 

My pronunciation was jumbled, but I somehow managed to get the words out.

Gabriel, who looked exactly like Azazel, had stolen the man Azazel had been in love with, so she was holed up in this monastery, building strength in hopes of avenging herself against the world.

“How do you know that? Are you a messenger sent by my sister? To comfort me after losing my lover?”

Oops, I made a mistake.


With Verdandi, I could have lied about receiving a divine prophecy, but I should have been more cautious with Azazel.

“Yes, you can think of me as someone sent by your sister. After all, families are supposed to face each other eventually.”

I chose to confront this head-on.

Family was meant to be like that.

Of course, there could be bad relationships, but ultimately, what remains at the end is not friends or lovers but family.

After my father died, I once cried at his funeral, realizing he had secretly bought all the novels I had written.

“So that there are no regrets left later.”

I gave Azazel advice drawn from my life, hoping she wouldn’t have the same regrets as I did.

“You… speak well.”

Azazel lowered her head slightly, then pointed her finger at Bior and spoke.

“Then, how do you explain how she noticed that I was foreseeing the future?”

“Noticed it? How?”

Hearing her, I felt something was off. 

I had never described such a setting for her abilities.

I already knew that many characters in this fictional world did not follow the predetermined plot or setting.

“That’s why I was angry at Verdandi’s villagers. Even one of them could have changed, but they kicked away their chance to confess their mistake.”

However,

“Yes, she looked at me and said, ‘You’ve seen it, haven’t you?’ and even reflected my vision of the future. Are you really just ordinary humans?”

A different story began to unfold. 

There were supposed to be fixed episodes and a grand narrative that led the story forward.

“Well, we’re not exactly ordinary…”

As the final boss of a novel, it seemed they could even defy that flow. It’s not unusual in stories where the celestial demon returns or reincarnates.

“If you don’t leave this place immediately, I’ll have no choice but to harm you. This place is where only Kang Si-woo and I can be, a place of memories.”

Azazel’s tentacles twitched, radiating a killing intent.

Since this was originally described as the place where an event would raise her affection level in the game, it made sense that she held it dear.

“It seems there’s no choice! She won’t listen to reason!”

“Master, just give the order, and I will subdue this vicious wolf before you.”

Deciding that further conversation was futile, the two disciples prepared to fight her.

“Then, I’ll ask you to do that.”

With the pain constricting my body, I coughed and asked them to restrain Azazel.

I had already trained Bior to the peak of her skills for this moment, and I had taken Verdandi as a disciple to find a way to deal with the foreign gods classified as villains.

All that was left was to pray that this plan would work on Azazel.

But,

“In fact, a few days ago, a divine revelation descended upon my holy patron. A prophet was to come to me, and I was to grant them grace.”

Azazel spoke, mentioning the name of a foreign god, Morgidion.

The sensation of not being able to breathe, the pain like glass shards scraping my lungs, and the thought of wanting to gouge out my ears at hearing something I shouldn’t have all hit me at once.

I’m dying. I’m dying. I’m dying.

The water was up to my chin, as if I was drowning with no water around, and the fear was suffocating.

“Is this the reaction to the foreign gods I described in the original novel…?”

Behind Azazel, a gigantic eye quietly watched us. 

Her attack was so meticulous and precise that I had no idea when she had been under the influence of the foreign god.

“Kh…”

“M-Master… I’m sorry…”

“Ah… Ah…”

I tried to draw out my internal energy from my core to endure it, but even my disciples around me were bleeding from their eyes, noses, and mouths in pain.

“I am a nightmare creature, after all. Inviting you all into a nightmare is one way to resolve this chaos peacefully.”

With that, Azazel gently raised the corners of her mouth and cast a spell that plunged me, Bior, and Verdandi into sleep.

As my vision wavered and the surrounding space distorted, I wondered what kind of dream I’d have if I fell asleep like this. 

Would it be a dream of endless deaths? 

Or would I be lost in a dream forever?

“Nngh…”

“Oh my, you have quite the mental strength. I’ll have to reassess you.”


Enduring the pain of biting my tongue, I forced myself to maintain consciousness and launched an ice-blast from my palm toward the distant Azazel.

Bang!

The freezing energy that could turn everything to ice flew toward her, but unfortunately, it was blocked by her tentacles.

“Sleep well. This is the last mercy I can offer you.”

Azazel whispered softly as she watched Bing Yeon collapse forward, unconscious.



 
  
    Chapter 24: Origin (1)


When I look back at my childhood memories, countless moments flash by like a dam breaking.

The memory of having to wear long sleeves and pants even in the sweltering summer, to hide the marks left by my father’s beatings.

The memory of studying like my life depended on it, hoping to become like my older brother, always trying to step out from his shadow, but never quite succeeding.

The memory of holding back tears, determined to be a “good child,” even as I endured bullying and verbal abuse from other kids.

And then,

“You really can’t write.”

There was a time when I heard those words from my seatmate as I filled a blank sheet of manuscript paper with black ink.

“There are too many commas in your writing. The line breaks are strange, and in the end, it sounds like something only you would understand.”

My first meeting with Seolhwa could not be described as pleasant, even in polite terms.

It was at the school’s writing contest when I was filling the manuscript with a sense of duty. 

She was the one peeking at my writing from the side and giving unsolicited critiques.

For a creator, having your work dismissed is something that anyone would find infuriating, but,

“Your thinking is too extreme. Who would want to read something that’s only sad?”

At the time, she didn’t realize this.

Living as the granddaughter of a conglomerate’s chairman, her life’s path had shaped a personality that didn’t hesitate to judge others and correct their flaws.

“So what.”

For the record, that’s what I said back then. 

After all, what I was writing was merely a dumping ground for my emotions.

Dissecting the people I disliked in print and wounding them with my words seemed to ease my pain, if only a little.

“What, what did you just say? Are you talking about me?”

“Yeah, who are you to criticize other people’s writing like you’re so great?”

To be honest, I was really upset.

I couldn’t stand how this lucky girl, who hadn’t experienced a fraction of what I’d gone through, acted as if she knew everything about the pain I’d written down.

“I won the Gold Prize in last year’s writing contest, and I also won the Grand Prize in the national writing competition.”

I remember the look on Seolhwa’s face as she stared at me with incredulous eyes.

A world that respects only the results, regardless of the process. 

I hated that world so much, so I replied to her,

“So you learned that winning awards means you can freely demean other people’s work?”

Normally, I wouldn’t have said something like that. I should have pretended to be the good kid.

But I felt like my whole imagined world, all the characters I had spent my life creating and nurturing, were being denied.

They were my friends who had kept me company through my miserable childhood, and my only children in this world.

“No finger is free of pain when bitten, just like no piece of work is less precious to its creator. Watch your words.”

“Yeah, now that I think about it, maybe you’re right…”

When my attitude suddenly changed, Seolhwa finally nodded, acknowledging her mistake.

“Then, could you tell me why this protagonist had to have such a past?”

She finally asked, her eyes darting back and forth from my manuscript, struggling to bring up the topic. 

She could have just said she was interested from the start, instead of beating around the bush.

What I was writing on the manuscript at that time was the prequel for a martial arts web novel I planned to write later, titled *The King of the Diamond Fist.*

“This character is a monstrous being. From birth, they were cursed with the fate of the Celestial Evil Star, unable to live without killing.”

I was writing the backstory of Bi-wol, who would appear as the final boss.

Maybe Seolhwa had approached me because she was puzzled over whether it was appropriate for a mere middle schooler to write such a grim scene.

“Is that why the opening scene is set in a famine-stricken village? With a swarm of locusts darkening the sky as the root of all evil?”

“Yeah, in my opinion, the character Cheonma is someone who punishes the heavens that can’t hear the cries of the people. So I made the sky dark.”

“Oh… The staging is pretty good.”

After I explained it, Seolhwa finally seemed to understand, nodding her head.

She even started jotting down notes on my manuscript, organizing the settings and plot.

“Then, is it necessary to include the part about committing suicide by eating poisonous mushrooms, or boiling and eating the corpses of dead people or animals again? I find it too bleak.”

“People will do anything when they’re cornered.”

In the past, I had thought countless times about wanting to die and tried many methods.

After my brother died, I could no longer endure my father’s domestic violence, and I often had trouble with the girls at school who spread rumors just because I was considered good-looking.

“A harsh environment can push even a good person to extreme actions. You wouldn’t understand.”

I said, glancing at Seolhwa’s belongings. 

Her wallet, school bag, even the stationery she used, everything exuded an air of luxury.

To avoid my father’s scoldings, I had learned to read people’s expressions and the atmosphere around me.

“Who said I don’t understand?”

Seolhwa fanned herself with her hand, feigning nonchalance, as if I had struck a nerve. 

Her eyes, sharp like a cat’s, began to make excuses.

“I also know a bit about that! I was thoroughly trained from a young age as the heir, so I’ve studied countless cases of how people change in the face of grief…”

“…In the end, you’ve never experienced it yourself.”

I slightly lowered the collar around my neck, revealing the scars I had hidden from her.

The red, swollen marks were traces left from being strangled by my father and from self-harm.

Had this been a classroom full of people, I probably would have kept such pain deeply hidden. 

But since everyone had gone outside for the contest, and the classroom was empty, perhaps my guard had slipped.

“I just… I just thought you had a talent for writing better stories, but it was frustrating to see you keep writing such negative stuff. I’m sorry.”

“No need to apologize. Everyone makes mistakes.”

After seeing my scars, Seolhwa let out a short sigh of regret and soon lowered her head, muttering.

“I didn’t even know…”

She began to cry, tears falling one by one. Luckily, no one was around to witness this; if someone had seen, they might have labeled me a jerk who made girls cry.

“Hey, are you crying right now? Stop it. Stop.”

“S-Sorry… Waaah…”

I patted her back, comforting her as she burst into tears suddenly.

“I-I just wanted to be friends with you…”

Later, I found out that Seolhwa was a passionate fan of my writing, even going so far as to cut out and keep my stories.

After that, the distance between us closed rapidly. 

To be honest, which guy would refuse a pretty girl who loved his writing?

“Why did you choose the name Bi-wol?”

“In my neighborhood, the moon hanging in the night sky is incredibly beautiful. It’s the only light that shines in a place where even the streetlights don’t work properly.”

“So, you named it Bi-wol, using the characters for ‘flying’ (飛) and ‘moon’ (月). That’s romantic.”

From then on, we began to share settings, building two independent worlds together.


A conglomerate heiress and a boy from the shantytown on the moonlit hill.


Two people with clearly defined light and shadow, meeting each other, something that could only happen at school.

“Instead of making this character the protagonist, how about turning them into the final boss? A story about overcoming a dark past sounds cooler.”

“Hmm… What should I do? I really don’t know.”

We continued to write our stories, two worlds intertwined, creating something uniquely ours.









 
  
    Chapter 25: Origin (2)


Azazel let out a deep sigh as she watched the sleeping figures around her.

This was a monastery located in a remote, rugged area that even the dwarves of the North rarely visited.

They had survived so far thanks to an anonymous benefactor who occasionally brought food and money to the monastery.

Had someone been pursuing him?

“Of all people, those are the ones my sister guided here? It’s laughable. Is she trying to play the role of family now?”

Azazel felt irritation welling up as she thought of her sister’s deceitful face, so similar to her own. 

The tendrils writhing behind her seemed to reflect her mood.

‘Azazel, that man… isn’t he strange?’

At that moment, a voice like nails scraping against metal whispered in Azazel’s ear. 

It was Morgidian, the eldritch being with whom she had formed a pact.

Surprisingly, he was one of the few eldritch beings favorable to humans, rare enough to be like finding a needle in a desert.

Even now, Morgidian had chosen to amplify her powers, putting everyone to sleep without her needing to dirty her hands with blood.

“What is it, Lord Morgidian? What’s wrong?”

It was rare for an eldritch being to notice something unusual and speak to Azazel.

‘I can’t see through his dreams. This has never happened before. For a being to resist the power of an eldritch one…’

The white-haired man slept soundly at her feet. As she looked at him, her tendrils trembled as if resonating with something.

“Could it be that my sister played some kind of trick? Incubi naturally resist dream invasion…”

‘No, this is not such a simple issue. The man’s veins are filled with ‘something,’ as if to ward off any intrusion from outside.’

“What does that matter? He’s sound asleep in the dream I’ve created.”

Azazel had secluded herself in this remote monastery to win back the love of Kang Si-woo, who had abandoned her for her sister.

Her sole desire was to turn this flawed world back to nothing and meet Kang Si-woo from the beginning to fall in love anew.

Now, she was strong enough to tear apart anyone in the Holy See who refused to acknowledge her as a saint.

She was confident that she could even infiltrate the hearts of people to a degree that her sister Gabriel could never achieve.

‘No, this is like another eldritch being has marked its territory.’

Crunch, crack!

As if to prove Morgidian’s words, the tendrils that tried to approach Bing Yeon froze instantly.

“This can’t be…”

Azazel had never seen anything like it. An eldritch being, a being of chaos from beyond the universe, beyond human perception…

Who could emit a coldness that could freeze the very essence of an eldritch body?

‘Look at the children this man brought with him, Azazel.’

At his words, Azazel glanced at the other people lying unconscious.

A girl with black hair in Eastern attire and another with blonde hair in village clothes.

Looking at Bi-wol and Verdandi, she realized they seemed to be around her age.

‘One inherently carries the aura of evil, and the other inherently carries the aura of good. They cannot coexist.’

“Like a Demon Lord and a Hero?”

‘Exactly. The blonde girl is blessed with a divine favor, while the black-haired girl is imbued with the energy of a vicious star…’

Wriggle, wriggle.

Unlike with Bing Yeon, who refused any approach, the dark tendrils gently landed on their heads, and Morgidian read their information and relayed it to Azazel.

If it had been any other eldritch being, they would have driven the humans mad or devoured their brains.

‘Honestly, even I couldn’t handle this peacefully without putting them to sleep. Had they drawn their swords against an eldritch being, the outcome would have been unpredictable.’

Unlike the others, Morgidian was a kind eldritch being who tried to minimize harm.

He had given Azazel power because he sympathized with her story: “You were jilted by the man you loved in favor of your sister?”

He only wanted to give Azazel the chance to meet Kang Si-woo first, instead of her sister.

But what was this situation now?

The Star of Heaven, the Heavenly Demon Bi-wol.

The Hero of Justice, Verdandi.

And Azazel, the eldritch saint.

If they all continued to grow, the three of them could potentially annihilate this world.

Realizing the gravity of the situation, Morgidian trembled slightly with fear. Azazel, due to their contract, would never harm him.

‘Where did he find these monstrous children who could all reach the level of Godslayers?’

He saw a glimpse of the future, where Bi-wol and Verdandi could truly kill him.

“Are you saying they’re that dangerous? They look like ordinary children to me.”

Azazel asked, puzzled. 

They were just children fast asleep, unaware of the world. 

What could be so threatening about them?

“I did glimpse a strange future. But that future will never come to pass.”

She imagined a future where they, now grown, would bind the white-haired man to a bed with a blindfold, preparing to assault him.

Azazel, unable to give up her feelings for Kang Si-woo, resolved that such a future would never come to be.

‘I agree. A teacher engaging with his student… how grotesque.’

Morgidian retracted his dark tendrils and spoke to Azazel. 

Even he knew how socially condemned such a relationship would be.

‘But how can that man travel with children who stand on opposite sides of good and evil?’

It was a sudden thought. 

Normally, they would be at each other’s throats, trying to kill one another.

One was a hero supposedly chosen by the god of light, the other a demon lord destined to kill for survival.

‘I see now, this man should not exist.’

A chill ran down Morgidian’s spine as he looked through Bing Yeon’s body and realized something. 

The sinister force clogging all his veins…

“What on earth do you mean…?”

‘Someone far more powerful than me is watching over that man. How could he be considered a mere human?’

“He seems like an ordinary person to me.”

Azazel sized up Bing Yeon. Seeing no remarkable features or weapons, she made her judgment.

A truly dangerous person would look more brutish, more intimidating.

The children he had brought did seem threatening, as they had even pointed a sword made of light at her.

But still…

‘Can you look at an ant speaking human language and admired by them without feeling fear?’

Morgidian’s perspective differed from hers. He expressed his thoughts to her in a very cold tone.

If there were beings higher than a Great Old One like him, there could only be one kind.

“Are you talking about those beings called the Cosmic Origins…?”


‘Yes, they are beings on a different level than a mere Great Old One like me.’

Outer Gods.

Beings who operate even beyond the absolute abyss and are called absolute and ultimate gods.

And a man admired by such a being stood before them.

‘Humans who claim to love ants do things like tear off their legs and burn them in the sun. How could an ant ever understand that?’

Even with this analogy, it wasn’t enough. Their nature was filled with such unique and incomprehensible things.

No wonder Morgidian, who was favorable to humans, was considered peculiar among the eldritch beings.

‘That man is dangerous. He must neither be killed nor left alive. It’s best to pretend you don’t know anything.’

“So you’re saying we should abandon this place? No way! Siwoo promised he’d come to find me one day!”

Azazel shook her head vehemently, refusing to budge.

This was where she first met Kang Si-woo, who had played the hero character.

It was where they said goodbye, promising to meet again someday.

She didn’t want to forget that memory or erase it, so she struggled with all her might.

‘Azazel, you must flee. The moment they realize you’ve touched that man, who knows what will happen.’

Morgidian moved her tendrils, trying to drag her out of the building.

“Then,

I’ll find his weaknesses by delving into his mind!”

Azazel stopped the eldritch being, coming up with a plan. 

She would enter the white-haired man’s dream and glimpse his past to see what he was thinking.

This was the classic method of a succubus seducing humans.

‘Absolutely not. Every sense in my body is screaming out.’

Morgidian rejected her proposal. 

As she suggested, the dreams of others were too transparent, too easy for an eldritch being to see through.

Bi-wol dreamed of a happy life with Bing Yeon, while Verdandi dreamed of being the most famous and righteous hero in the world, recognized by all.

‘Peeking into that man’s dream would mean certain death.’

It was as if someone had scribbled over it with a black crayon; a void stood before Morgidian.

If Azazel stepped into Bing Yeon’s dream, she would be sucked into endless darkness, driven mad, or beg to be killed.

“Then what should we do? We can’t kill him, and we can’t let him live!”

Azazel stamped her feet in frustration.

A saint could not kill a person. 

Nor could she run to the Holy See and declare that this man was favored by an Outer God.

She was not officially recognized as a saint, after all.

Born a demon with a fragment of divine power, the only one who understood and loved Azazel was Kang Si-woo, the player of the game.

‘If you accept his offer, you might buy some time. Eldritch beings are whimsical and fickle.’

“Absolutely not! I will only love Kang Si-woo, follow him, and swear my eternal allegiance to him!”

While Azazel and Morgidian, who was connected to her through the dark tendrils, were engaged in a heated argument, they heard a rustling sound.

“…Damn it. Of all the dreams, it had to be that one.”

A gruff voice cursed, letting out a deep sigh. It was the white-haired man, the one they feared most.

“Oh, you’ve woken up…?”

“Yes, thanks to someone, I slept very well.”

Bing Yeon.

The moment he regained his consciousness, he looked around, checking his disciples who were fast asleep. 

The last line of defense he had prepared was completely broken.

“Are you really human?

No one should be able to stay sane after experiencing your lord’s power…”

Azazel tried to subdue Bing Yeon by invoking Morgidian’s true name once more. But unlike before, he seemed unaffected.

“Have I been deceived all along? My name is Bing Yeon. I came from the East to save you and have now arrived here.”

He began to take a step closer, closing the distance between himself and Azazel.

Could he really be blessed by an Outer God? 

Azazel’s shoulders flinched, and she instinctively moved back.

“Azazel. Why not become my disciple and leave this harsh place? Once winter arrives, you won’t be able to descend to the city, and you’ll have to endure here alone for several months.”


Bing Yeon tried to persuade her.

“I refuse. If that’s what you wish, then try to subdue me with force.”

But Azazel’s attitude remained unchanged. She was prepared to risk her life to protect this place.

“…Then I will take you away by force. The one you are waiting for will never come.”

Bing Yeon exuded a chilling aura as he prepared to take Azazel, who was waiting for someone who would never arrive.



 
  
    Chapter 26: Origin (3)


“I was hoping we could resolve this with a conversation.”

I said to Azazel as I coughed up dark red blood. 

The tentacles behind her were raised sharply like the tips of spears.

From the description I wrote in the original work, I Reincarnated in an Idle Game, Azazel had been waiting in this monastery for Kang Si-woo, the protagonist who would never come. 

Eventually, she went mad.

She made a pact with an Outer God, gaining power and growing strong enough to tear apart time and space. 

Her goal was to capture Kang Si-woo and make him hers — this was the later part of the novel I had written.

Even though I couldn’t finish it because I stopped serialization.

‘Can I defeat Azazel in my current state?’

To be honest, it seemed almost impossible. 

The Outer Gods, who were called the gods of outer space, were beings that radiated their presence in many different creative works.

That’s why I recruited Bi-wol and Verdandi to stop her. 

I judged that a hero and a Heavenly Demon would be enough to fight against an Outer God.

“Conversation? I don’t think something like that is necessary between us, is it? You’re someone who serves an Outer God as well.”

Azazel chuckled as she looked at me. Her iridescent eyes were scanning me.

Perhaps she was foreseeing the future through them. 

A situation where all the possible moves, the paths of attack and defense, were laid bare.

“The same Outer God? What do you mean by that?”

I decided to play along with Azazel, hoping to buy a little time. 

The Outer God I had set up for her was called Morigidian.

A god of ghouls who only sought corpses, not killing innocent people as long as they did not harm him.

Unlike other Outer Gods, he had a touch of mercy, which I thought made him quite unique and interesting.

But now…

“An Outer God. Surely you don’t claim to not know, do you?”

She was saying that I, too, was possessed by an Outer God?

If such a thing were inside me, I would have either gone mad or died by now.

“Aren’t they beings that dwell in the abyss beyond the cosmos, gods beyond human comprehension?”

Outer Gods were originally entities that humans could not understand. 

Unlike the gods of ordinary myths, they were filled with things whose mere examples of influence were hard to grasp.

They had no concept of good or evil. 

They had no emotions. 

There were no concepts of common sense or ethics.

‘They are the terror that comes from the unknown.’

I bit my lower lip and stared at the writhing black tentacles. 

Those were parts of an Outer God’s body. 

Like a toenail on a human, it was a part that could be cut off without much damage.

But those tentacles could tear apart space and time, and just touching them could rip out your soul.

“Right. Don’t you have any guesses? Did you do something to offend them, or maybe something to earn their favor?”

Azazel slowly lifted the tentacles behind her as she spoke, like a priest questioning me for my sins.

To be honest, I did have some guesses.

The devoted reader who possessed me in this world, the one who followed all three of my unfinished works.

Could such a being even be called a person?

“What does it matter, even if that’s true?”

I chose to feign ignorance. 

Even if it were the Outer God Azazel was speaking of, there were things I had to take responsibility for as the creator of this world.

This world was created with my first love, Seolhwa. 

It was the last trace left by the girl who had already passed away.

“Of course it matters. It could be the reason the two girls you travel with don’t fight each other, for one.”

Azazel narrowed her eyes, as if sensing something strange, while looking at the beings who were like daughters to Seolhwa and me.

“One, a demonic figure born under the stars of malice, and another, a hero blessed by a god. Are such destinies mere dust before the greatness of the Outer Gods?”

“Can you know such things from dreams? Impressive.”

“…Well, I couldn’t look into your dreams.”

Azazel sighed deeply, preparing to attack me as I approached.

Her stance was simple, like that of someone praying with their hands clasped, but the tentacles behind her had sharpened into blades more lethal than ever.

“For the sake of my love, please leave this place.”

Azazel spoke to me in a tone that scraped the nerves like never before. 

Her whole being radiated displeasure at having her memories trampled upon.

“Azazel, a love that will never be returned is not love; it’s an obsession.”

I advised her. 

If anyone knew the difference between love and obsession, it was me.

After she died, to honor her last words, I twisted my dreams of becoming a novelist and ended up writing web novels.

“You speak nonsense.”

“Well, let’s see who’s right.”

The reason for our fight wasn’t important.

The difference in our skills wasn’t important either.

That’s how fights go for those who are mad with love.

They fight like mad dogs, not caring about their lives, just to protect what they love.

“Fall Down style swordsmanship, Form One.”

I spoke the name of a legendary swordsmanship from the original story where Azazel appeared.

A name passed down for its ability to bring down even the moon in the sky — Fall Down.

He was a character I had met in the West when I begged to be taken in as his disciple to extend my lifespan.

Like I had done for Bi-wol, I conjured an ice sword, holding it low and leaning forward.

And then,

“Crescent.”

I countered her tentacles with a thrust. 

The aura carved a sharp line at the tip of the ice sword.

Clang! Clang!

A fierce clashing sound like metal against metal. 

Sparks flew between the tentacles, hardened like steel, and the sword, forcing Azazel to step back.


“Ice Divine Art, Form Six: Ice Death Kick.”

Focusing all the energy in my right leg, I condensed the chill and delivered a kick to her exposed side. 

The part she couldn’t block froze instantly.

“Guh…!”

It seemed like a dull pain, as if struck by an ice hammer, had crashed into Azazel. 

She glared at me with a murderous look.

Azazel was bewildered. 

She had met many heroes following Kang Si-woo, the warrior.

‘That’s definitely the swordsmanship of the Sword Master I knew…!’

A character from the original game, I Reincarnated in an Idle Game, a game-transmigration web novel written by Han Dohyun.

Among them, Fall Down, classified as SSR, or a 5-star character, was a limited-time must-have that was always in the party.

But how could this person use that swordsmanship?

The dull tremor from her tentacles and the icy pain piercing her side were eating away at her thoughts.

***

“Azazel, stay focused. The opponent’s stamina is low. If you drag this out, you’ll definitely win.”

Morigidian re-assessed the state of the battle.

Observing Bing Yeon’s rough breathing and trembling hands every time he used internal power or aura, and seeing him enduring the pain while spitting up dark red blood.

“But, but…! How can I… when the opponent is this strong…!”

“Just focus on defense. Using my divine body connected to you, you can block such attacks easily.”

In truth, Morigidian was not wrong.

No matter what, Azazel was possessed by an Outer God, while Bing Yeon had barely reached the threshold of the peak stage.

However,

“Your weakness is your lack of real combat experience, Azazel. The opponent knows that and is deliberately using irregular moves. Mixing kicks into swordsmanship is an example of that.”

She was always someone who boosted the morale of her comrades from behind, healed wounds with divine power, or reattached severed limbs, relying on the hero, Kang Si-woo.

Azazel lacked the shrewdness of someone who had learned firsthand how to read the habits and breathing of an opponent, and how to exploit weaknesses.

Boom!

A punch landed with no margin for error.

The Ice Divine Art’s First Form, Ice Breaker Punch, struck Azazel’s solar plexus, causing her to stagger.

“What’s the matter? Where did that confident attitude from earlier go?”

With blurred vision and slowed thinking, Azazel could no longer keep up with Bing Yeon’s movements.

“Ha, haha… Seems I have no choice but to use the power of…”

The Three Talents Swordsmanship,The second of the basic three forms, the vertical slash, Mount Tai Presses Down.

Swish—

Before Azazel could finish her sentence, the black tentacle surrounding her was severed.

“What kind of human reflexes…!”

If she could just bring her palms together and pray, she could summon Morigidian into this world for a moment, but that means was cut off, leaving Azazel to sigh.

Could that strength and speed come from someone whose body is clogged at every vein?

Azazel doubted her own eyes. 

She had thought her stamina was superior.

“Never reveal your hand to the enemy. That is my first lesson to you.”

Cutting down Azazel’s remaining tentacles, Bing Yeon mixed punches and sword strikes to break through her defense.

“Do you intend to play the petty teacher now?!”

Thunk, Azazel’s tentacle crossed dimensions to strike at Bing Yeon’s line. The attack from a blind spot left him with a small cut on his arm.

“You aimed for the arm holding the sword. Not bad.”

“That’s so you give up and leave. I’ll reattach it backward for you later, so go find another healer and get it fixed properly.”

Seeing Azazel like that, Bing Yeon raised the corner of his mouth slightly. A saintess, who originally should not have been in direct combat, was gradually growing.

Watching that, Bing Yeon found an opportunity to suggest a move he hadn’t planned on making.

“Azazel, didn’t you want to see the man named Kang Si-woo?”

“I have no obligation to answer you.”

As Azazel clapped her palms together, a shadow fell over their space, and something writhing descended from the ceiling.

The Outer God, Morigidian.

The Great Old One, the god of ghouls who sought after corpses.

Seeing him, Bing Yeon could not help but shiver. 

The sensation of death crept over him, like insects crawling over his body.

“…There is a tournament called Yongbongjihoe. It’s usually held in the East, but this time the prize is quite special. Children from the Western lands might join as well.”

Just before every bit of life was drained from him, Bing Yeon spoke of the settings he knew from the original works to Azazel.

Normally called a crossover, where characters from different works appear or share the same world.

Since all the worlds and characters he and Seolhwa created had shared aspects,

It was something Han Dohyun, the author, had always wanted to do someday.

The protagonist Kim Hyul from King of the Vajra Fist.

The later hero Zikhardt from The Hero Must Be Killed.

The player Kang Si-woo from I Reincarnated in an Idle Game.

He had planned an episode where all these protagonists would gather, the Yongbongjihoe, where the later disciples of each school would appear.

“Perhaps the man you’re looking for, Kang Si-woo, will come there.”

“What?”

Additionally, the prize for winning the Yongbongjihoe this time was a Blood Treasure of Extreme Yin, which contained ten thousand years’ worth of energy.


“If you join our sect, you will have the qualifications to go out as a later disciple, Azazel.”

It was also Bing Yeon’s last hope to cure his body with clogged meridians.

“How about it? Why not become my disciple as a test?”

With those words, Bing Yeon smiled as he cut down all the tentacles descending from above.





 
  
    Chapter 27: Origin (4)


The moment Bing Yeon persuaded Azazel to take her in as his disciple, far away in the eastern mountains, an alchemist was searching for the Philosopher’s Stone.

“Is it here…?”

Wolfram was searching for the secret cave behind the waterfall, the hidden cavern where Shin-tu was said to have gathered various treasures.

She had even used an expensive teleportation stone to arrive faster than anyone else.

Her golden hair and luxurious robe were now soaked, weighed down with water, and her labored breathing and pounding heart mirrored her growing anxiety.

‘Surely, it wasn’t a lie…’

Shaking her head to dispel the doubts, she forced herself to focus. 

She had abandoned the idea of profiting from the Hero’s venture, choosing instead to chase this lead.

The chances of the information being false were extremely low. 

The difficulty lay in locating the place the legendary thief Bi-young Shin-tu had hidden.

The cave was shielded by layers of protective spells, making it impossible to detect with magic, and searching blindly was out of the question.

“This isn’t it either. Ugh, why are there so many waterfalls…!”

Wolfram cursed under her breath, examining each waterfall along the mountain range one by one. 

How well hidden could this place be if even with magic, finding it was this difficult?

She couldn’t ask for help from the Tower of Magic either. 

Information in this situation was invaluable.

If the location of the Philosopher’s Stone were revealed, others would covet it, or using it might become restricted.

Wolfram knew this better than anyone.

She had grown up in the back alleys, where the cries of hungry babies and the prayers of people seeking gods never ceased. 

That was where she had been born and raised.

From nothing, she had risen to the top, becoming the Master of the Golden Tower, a place famed for its wealth.

“…Found it! Footprints on the ceiling!”

Wolfram’s eyes widened as she carefully examined the ceiling. 

Faint traces, barely visible, marked a path.

Confirming that someone had walked along the ceiling, she smiled in triumph and cast a spell.

“Reverse Gravity.”

Whoosh! A golden magic circle glowed from the tip of Wolfram’s staff, and her body felt weightless as she floated into the air.

Then, like a bat, she began walking upside down along the ceiling.

“I don’t know how anyone did this without magic. The people from the East really are mysterious.”

As she continued along the path, Wolfram imagined the legendary thief Bi-young Shin-tu, just as Bing Yeon had described.

Water stains indicated the safe spots. 

Upon reflection, the lack of security measures on such a simple path seemed suspicious.

Wolfram continued her upside-down trek along the narrow, winding tunnel like an ant in its nest, until she emerged into an open space that made her doubt her eyes.

“There’s really another chamber inside the cave….”

The darkness that should have filled the cave was instead replaced by a brilliant light. 

Glowing night pearls were placed throughout the chamber, their soft radiance reflecting off piles of gold coins.

The sight rivaled the royal treasury, the sheer abundance of jewels and gold making the cave resemble a vault crafted by a master architect.

“Wow…”

Wolfram couldn’t close her mouth. 

Even in the Golden Tower, where they were said to stack towers of gold, she had never seen anything like this.

No matter how rich or materialistic a group might be, witnessing such an overwhelming display of wealth was enough to make reality seem unreal.

“If I took all of this, how much would it be worth…? No, that’s not what matters right now!”

Wolfram slapped her cheeks hard, forcing herself to focus. 

She was here for one reason only: the Philosopher’s Stone.

Unlike the fake gold filled with impurities, difficult to refine, the true Philosopher’s Stone could turn even the cheapest metals into pure gold.

“This isn’t it… Not this either… Where is the Philosopher’s Stone?”

She absentmindedly pushed aside treasures that could change the fate of entire kingdoms, focused only on finding the Philosopher’s Stone.

In hindsight, she regretted not asking Bing Yeon what the stone looked like.

The Philosopher’s Stone had been described in various ways across different texts. 

Some said it was blood-red, made from human sacrifices. 

Others claimed it was as clear as water, able to take any form.

“This isn’t it, and neither is this…”

Thus, Wolfram picked up anything that looked like a stone and tested it against her fake gold.

How many attempts had she made? 

How much time had passed?

“…Looking for this, Golden Tower Master?”

A clear, melodious voice echoed in her ears, as enchanting as jade beads rolling on a silver tray.

Startled, Wolfram looked up and searched for the source of the voice. 

A young girl appeared, giggling softly as she revealed herself.

“Here it is. The Philosopher’s Stone. Isn’t this what you’ve been searching for?”

Wolfram found the girl’s appearance oddly familiar. 

She had features one could never forget.

‘How common are white hair and blue eyes…?’

The girl had skin as pale as snow, hair as white as winter frost, and eyes as cold and blue as ice, as if she were a female version of Bing Yeon.

Seeing the girl, Wolfram instinctively took a step back, her throat tightening as a bitter chill gripped her.

“Hahaha, don’t run away. I just wanted to see what the ‘real’ Wolfram looks like.”

This being was absurdly powerful.

If she tried to fight, she would surely die.

Though she wore the guise of a human and spoke like one, the girl was clearly something far more dangerous.

“No, calling myself a creator is more accurate. Though, I suppose it’s a joint effort!”

“…A creator?”

The girl was suddenly telling Wolfram to call her a creator or even a mother.

Wolfram’s mind raced. 

The main deity of this world was Solareon, yet here was this girl, demanding to be called a creator? 

Wolfram stared at Bing Seolhwa, her mind immediately concluding that she was a heretic.

“Here! This is the Philosopher’s Stone you wanted!”

As Wolfram instinctively reached for her staff to defend herself, Bing Seolhwa casually pulled out a glowing green stone from her sleeve.

If not for the explanation, it could easily be mistaken for a simple jade. 

Yet, Bing Seolhwa had declared it to be the Philosopher’s Stone.


Wolfram’s eyes darted toward the stone, her gaze drifting down as her thoughts spiraled.

“You grew up as a pickpocket in the alleys, didn’t you? And your dream was to help the poor.”

Bing Seolhwa grinned, recounting Wolfram’s past with a smug expression.

“Your father… He killed himself after failing at business, unable to repay a massive debt. And your mother, she worked herself to death trying to support you alone, only to succumb to illness.”

How did she know all of this?

“You… you wretched…!”

Wolfram’s mind raced, trying to understand whether this was an illusion spell, but the girl continued to list off facts only Wolfram herself would know.

“I do feel sorry for you, Wolfram. If I’d known the characters that Dohyeon and I created would become reality, I would have made the details a bit more intricate.”

Her voice shifted, becoming more androgynous, with an unsettling, alien tone. Bing Seolhwa’s voice constantly changed, sometimes soft and gentle, other times sharp and masculine.

“…What are you?”

“I already told you, didn’t I? I am the co-creator of this world and your mother.”

Each step Bing Seolhwa took toward Wolfram revealed shadowy, tentacle-like forms writhing in the darkness around her.

Wolfram’s skin crawled. 

This was no ordinary being, but something far beyond human comprehension—a mockery of a deity from the outer reaches of the universe.

An outer god, a being that transcended human understanding.

“Or, if you prefer, you could call me ‘the Black Goat of the Woods with a Thousand Young’ or ‘the wife of He Who Must Not Be Named.’ Who knows what they call me in this world?”

She rattled off a list of titles—Mother of All, Earth Mother—names so ancient and powerful that no mere human could possibly pronounce her true name.

“My real name is—”

“Shub-Niggurath.”

Just like Azazel, Seolhwa’s body was a vessel inhabited by an outer god.

Meanwhile, as Bing Seolhwa and Wolfram faced off, a group was departing a monastery in the West.

“I cannot accept this disciple!”

“I agree, Master. Why have you chosen to take in someone who rebelled against you?”

Verdandi, brandishing her holy sword, stood threateningly before Azazel, while Bi-wol, arms crossed and cheeks puffed, expressed her dissatisfaction.

The two had clearly formed a pact at some point, united in their disapproval of Bing Yeon taking Azazel in as his disciple.

Caught between his squabbling students, Bing Yeon looked utterly perplexed, like a man trapped between quarreling dogs.

“Listen, everyone. We need Azazel if we’re going to win the Yongbong Tournament….”

He was hedging his bets, ensuring he didn’t miss out on the crucial opportunity provided by the main storyline’s tournament arc.

Hack! Cough!

Suddenly, Bing Yeon’s chest tightened, a sharp pain raking through his lungs as if an ice pick were scratching at them.

It was the backlash from trying to use both aura and internal energy together while fighting Azazel. He coughed up blood, collapsing to the ground.

“Master…!”

“Master!”

“Are you alright?”

The three surrounding him immediately rushed to his side, their faces filled with alarm as they worried over him.

“I’m fine.”

Though it was Azazel who caused this, Bing Yeon chose not to blame her, showing a strange sense of leniency.

Perhaps Azazel didn’t dislike that foolish trait of his, as she reached out to heal him with her divine power.

And yet—

“I’ll heal you… Oh?”

Azazel froze, her expression darkening as she ran her tendrils across Bing Yeon’s body, searching for something.

“Azazel, what’s going on?”

“Why… do you have this mark on you?”


Intertwining goat hooves and horns formed into black clouds, with strange, twisting letters scrawled within the shapes.

— “I believe this world must end the way the original story intended, Do-hyeon.”

It was a sentence only those who had come into contact with an outer god could read.

— “From someone who dearly loved your writing.”

On Bing Yeon’s back, those words were etched like a curse.



 
  
    Chapter 28: The Main Character and the Final Boss (1)


I began contemplating the emblem engraved on my back as I descended the mountain range with my disciples.


	I believe this world must end correctly, as per the ‘original story,’ Dohyun.



First of all, this was the person who called me ‘Dohyun’ and not Byung-yeon.

Not many people know the name I used before I was dragged into this world, so the number of people who could call me that is minimal.

Even if someone wrote it as a joke, how would they know that this world was part of a novel?


	Someone who has always adored your writing.



Secondly, they claimed to have loved my writing, yet hid their identity. 

It was almost as if they wanted me to recognize them.

‘Could it really be an otherworldly god?’

I momentarily held my breath, for two people instantly came to mind.

One was an avid reader who had followed my incomplete works to the end. 

A mysterious figure who had, under the guise of sincerity, possessed me in the body of Byung-yeon.

Even Azazel had told me that an outer god had taken an interest in me, so perhaps it was a divine misstep that led to this situation.

‘An outer god being a web novel reader… Honestly, that doesn’t make sense.’

I started to consider the plausibility. 

The habit of breaking things down and analyzing their likelihood was an occupational hazard since becoming a writer.

If it were an outer god, it wouldn’t be impossible for them to possess me and know my real name.

I tousled my hair and squeezed my eyes shut.

Would a being that governs the outer universe really go to such lengths just because a story created by a mere mortal like me was abandoned?

“Can you tell who wrote it, Azazel?”

“This distinctive emblem… It could only be the mark of Shub-Niggurath.”

Azazel paused, let out a deep sigh, and then, almost gagging, uttered the name of the outer god.

Shub-Niggurath.

She was known as the Black Goat of the Woods, infamous for her chaotic and lewd reproduction, and even her children followed in her footsteps.

I had delved deeply into the Cthulhu Mythos to develop the backstory of Azazel Blackheart.

But why would such an outer god leave a mark on my body?

As I organized my thoughts, Azazel noticed something strange and raised the end of his voice to ask me a question.

“Why would they refer to themselves as ‘someone’? If it was truly the Great Mother, she wouldn’t need to present such a riddle.”

“That’s true. Since the mark belongs to Shub-Niggurath, there’s no need to call herself ‘someone.'”

I nodded in agreement with Azazel’s confusion. 

Shub-Niggurath was no obscure outer god, like Azazel.

She was one of the more well-known Outer Gods, famous for driving people mad and corrupting their minds, appearing in countless works of fiction.

If anyone would leave such a sign to be recognized, besides the devoted reader, there was one more person.

“Can you describe the handwriting?”

“It’s small and rounded. It’s not rough, so it feels like a woman’s handwriting, I’d say?”

Yu Seolhwa.

After being left paralyzed by a car accident, she had despaired and thrown herself from the hospital roof, ending her life.

She was the one I had once promised to marry when we grew older.

Now, she was only a memory or a photo—my first love and my girlfriend.

“Could I see it myself?”

I remembered the handwriting from a dream I had of Azazel. 

It was the same cute script that everyone had praised, and it was Seolhwa’s.

“If someone here can use magic…”

“I can use some magic! Master!”

Verdandi raised her hand, smiling brightly. 

Since my novel had three distinct genres, each of my final bosses had different skills.

For Bi-wol, it was energy and martial arts.

For Verdandi, it was mana and magic.

For Azazel, it was divine power and the authority of the outer gods.

Each was a distinct work of martial arts, fantasy, and game-based possession literature.

My experience in writing these varied genres wasn’t of my own doing—it stemmed from Seolhwa’s suggestion.

Dohyun, do you know why your writing isn’t improving?

That was one of the pieces of advice she’d given me.

Seolhwa had loved a drama called Misaeng—a series about Go, and she used to recite the lines even into adulthood.


	Your writing is too bound by rules and examples right now.



That’s why, even in my duel with Bi-wol, I thought of Go. She had once told me that life is like trying to survive as a living being, after all.


	Of course, it’s important to research plot development and conduct market research…



She had said this when I had abandoned my original writing style to conform to popular trends in an attempt to debut.

Back then, I had faced repeated failures and was so consumed by self-doubt, I didn’t know what the problem was.

More accurately, I was terrified of writing.

I feared being criticized by others and failing to meet my own expectations, which led to feelings of deep inadequacy.

After all that deliberation, I still think your first writing was better.

During those moments, Seolhwa had cheered me on with her words. 

Her writing had the power to move people’s hearts.

In the end, the unchanging truth I held was that writing should be enjoyable. 

Including the idea that the story should end happily.

That was a value she had always championed. 

Our lives may be full of sorrow, but at least in the stories, everyone should find happiness.

That belief was the reason I accepted these final bosses as my disciples, trying to make them happy.

So, what you need right now is to break free from formality. I’d call it a breakthrough.

Just like leaving stones unrevived in Go, I didn’t remake failed works. Instead, I wrote new ones.


	Is that too complicated? To put it in gaming terms, you’ve reached a level where your experience bar grows slowly. You’re past the beginner stage, so your growth has slowed.



Seolhwa had told me that in order to write even better, I needed to experience something completely new.

So, for now, you have to write a lot. 

I recommend trying a different genre! In the end, experience is more important than theory.

The result of running with that mindset is this:

The Heavenly Demon, Bi-wol, from the martial arts web novel The Invincible Fist King.

The Hero, Verdandi, from the fantasy web novel The Hero Must Die.

The Saintess, Azazel, from the game-transmigration web novel I Got Transmigrated into an Idle Game.

These characters were like daughters that Seolhwa and I had created together.

“…It’s definitely Seolhwa’s handwriting.”

The small, cute handwriting engraved in the white snow—I was able to transcribe it from my back with the help of Verdandi and Azazel.

“Master, do you know this person?”

“The problem is, I know them all too well.”


A bitter, burning sensation welled up as stomach acid refluxed.

The last image I had of Seolhwa was her body slowly stiffening like a stone due to spinal infarction.

While I was away in the army, she lost all hope in life and jumped from the hospital roof, ending her own life.

“Azazel, could you possibly see the future for me?”

“…Why would I do that? If it’s a future related to Lady Shub-Niggurath, it will only be filled with despair and darkness.”

Azazel kept her gaze lowered, as if she had no desire to look into the future. 

Whenever I tried to meet her eyes, she even turned her head to avoid my gaze.

“Please, I ask you this once. There’s something I absolutely need to check.”

Azazel remained silent for a moment. 

The future she could see wasn’t perfect, always changing based on actions, which was why…

She had slightly let go of her lingering feelings for Kang Si-woo  and had decided to become my disciple.

“Just this once. I won’t help you next time. This is all for Si-woo .”

Azazel sighed deeply, placed her hand on her forehead, and finally met my gaze. 

A shimmering rainbow-like brilliance flickered in her eyes.

“…Thank you.”

I barely nodded, expressing my gratitude. 

If it truly was Seolhwa who had left a mark on my body, I should be able to find something through future foresight.

If a person from the real world had been brought into this novel world…

Couldn’t it also be possible to revive someone who had already died and bring them here? 

Trying to comprehend the actions of an outer god was futile from the start.

“…Huh?”

“What’s wrong, Azazel?”

Azazel was staring intently at me, then suddenly groaned, as if something had gone terribly wrong.

“I can’t see the future anymore. It’s as if someone has blocked it.”

“Has Shub-Niggurath used a trick on us?”

I couldn’t hide my disappointment and let out a sigh. 

It meant that a significant change in the future had occurred in just that short time.

And then, it happened.

“In that case, I should just look at a closer future—”

Beeeeep.

A sharp, chilling noise, like the sound of a machine flatlining, began to echo between Azazel and me.

“A… Aaaaaa….”

With a dull thud, blood began to stream from Azazel’s eyes, as though she had seen something forbidden.

“I’m sorry… I didn’t mean to peek… Please forgive me, please spare my life, please, please, please…!”

“Azazel, snap out of it!”

Azazel clutched her hands together tightly, praying frantically, her voice trembling with cries of fear and anguish. 

It was hard to tell whether she was pleading to an outer god or a higher deity.

‘Damn it, what went wrong?’

I had glimpsed the future involving Bi-wol and Verdandi, so I thought it would be fine. 

Besides, if it was the Seolhwa I knew, she was someone who adored the characters in the story.

I didn’t think she would attack in this way.

‘Could it be…?’

An idea struck me, causing my brow to furrow unconsciously.

The ‘original story’ of this world was meant to end with the protagonist defeating all the final bosses. 

From the beginning, I had forced my own dark past onto them through the medium of writing.


	Dohyun, the perspective of a reader and a writer is different. No matter how much hardship the writer endures, the reader only cares about the ending.



Even if I complain about being hurt, the readers will eventually leave me. 

That’s why I have to keep up appearances.

A memory flashed through my mind. 

There was no way that Seolhwa, who had said things like this, would harm Azazel, someone she would have seen as her own daughter.

However…

‘Could Seolhwa have been possessed, just like me, and gone through something terrible?’

What if, like Azazel, her body had been taken over by an outer god?

Outer gods were beings far beyond human understanding. 

Morgidian, who resided within Azazel, was merely an exceptionally benevolent case.

There was no guarantee that nothing had been done to Seolhwa’s body.

If…

If Seolhwa was really alive in this world…

“Verdandi, purify her quickly with the Holy Sword…!”

“Understood!”

I prayed desperately that my suspicions were wrong.

“Well, it seems everyone is gathered. I almost ran late due to some troublesome matters.”

With her eyes closed, Seolhwa—no, someone who looked like Seolhwa—clapped her hands and opened them to the scene, smiling cheerfully as if she was enjoying the situation.

Standing next to her, his fists wrapped in bandages, was the black-haired man. 

He was Kim Hyul, the protagonist of The Invincible Fist King.

“Wait, are we really supposed to kill someone?”

The blue-haired man scratched his head, looking puzzled. 


He was Sieghart, the protagonist from The Hero Must Die.

“No way, I don’t believe that the Azazel I knew was such a bad person….”

Holding a smartphone in one hand and scratching his chin with the other, the man was Kang Si-woo , the protagonist from I Got Transmigrated into an Idle Game.

“Yes, that’s exactly what our ‘devoted reader’ desires.”

Smiling eerily, Seolhwa spread her arms wide toward the sky, as though she were worshipping the god above.




 
  
    Chapter 29: The Main Character and the Final Boss (2)


If my assumption is correct, and Seolhwa’s body has been taken over by an outer god, then everything falls into place.

‘Seolhwa always loved solving puzzles.’

One of the theories she believed in the most was ‘Chekhov’s gun.’ 

To summarize, every piece of foreshadowing introduced in a story must be used.

The moment you include unnecessary clues or elements, it becomes a waste of narration, creating meaningless parts in the story.

‘Especially in web novels, where reader retention—the percentage of readers who continue to the next chapter—is crucial.’

In the case of published books or movies, people have already paid for the content, so they tend to stick around until the end. 

Unless the work is truly terrible, it’s rare for people to quit halfway through.

However, Web novels are a battlefield of limited word count.

‘There was no need to mention someone or the original story. So why did they leave this message on my body?’

I racked my brain, trying to uncover the hidden meaning in Seolhwa’s message. 

If she had been entirely overtaken by an outer god, she wouldn’t have left me such a mark.

The reason I thought this way was because I had an extreme aversion to gods.

If there truly were a god, I didn’t think they would have let me fall into such misfortune.

At the very least, I believed they wouldn’t have taken Seolhwa away from me.

‘…The problem is, my thoughts are too negative.’

I ran my hand through my hair. She had once told me that I had a rebellious streak.

Even if I seemed to follow the mainstream, in the end, I would destroy my writing while trying to find my own voice.

“What does this ‘original story’ mean?”

Verdandi, who had just purified the influence of the outer god using the Holy Sword, smiled proudly as if she had accomplished her first real task as a hero.

Azazel, exhausted from Shub-Niggurath’s influence, was fast asleep. 

I was carrying her down the mountain on my back.

“It’s the predetermined future that this world was supposed to reach.”

In response to Verdandi’s question, I spoke the truth. 

They must have wondered about my true identity.

“In fact, I have a power similar to that of a prophet.”

Misunderstandings and distrust that arise from a lack of communication can pile up like sediment, eventually destroying relationships.

I harbored regrets, thinking that if I had noticed Seolhwa’s anxiety earlier, I might have prevented her from committing suicide.

“So, that’s why you suddenly decided to take on disciples? I thought your actions were rather suspicious, Master.”

“Yes, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner.”

Bi-wol spoke as if she had known all along. She must have sensed something off when I first headed west.

Running a small sect, blending into the background, and living quietly had always been my way of life.

And Bi-wol, who had watched over me the closest, knew that better than anyone. 

She was like a daughter, having lived according to the teachings I had passed down.

“I glimpsed a future where the Heavenly Demon dyes the sky in blood, the Hero kills all life, and the Saintess summons an outer god.”

I didn’t want to lie to Bi-wol. 

She deserved to know something about her own fate.

“That’s why I took you in as my disciples. Even though you were innocent children, I couldn’t turn a blind eye, knowing you were headed down the wrong path.”

I couldn’t hide the complexity of my emotions as I spoke.

Luckily, Azazel was asleep. 

Otherwise, her hope of still having a connection with Kang Siwoo would have been shattered.

“So that’s why you said those things earlier.”

Bi-wol nodded slowly, a soft smile forming on her lips. Despite hearing the truth, she didn’t seem particularly shocked.

In fact, it felt as though she had known all along and had pretended not to notice for my sake.

“I had some suspicion while fighting the Heart Demon. My fate, as carved into the stars, said that I was supposed to kill you, Master.”

Bi-wol recounted the vision shown to her by the karmic power of the Heart Demon. 

Just like in the original The Invincible Fist King, it was a future where she, the Heavenly Demon, would decapitate me.

I swallowed hard. A cold, blade-like sensation crept up my neck, sending shivers throughout my body.

“It’s no lie! Master!”

Verdandi seemed to be verifying the truth of our conversation, perhaps to ensure that Bi-wol wasn’t fabricating this story to gain my favor.

“Yes, if that’s truly the future… then why would someone I know leave such a note?”

I tried to piece together Seolhwa’s intentions.

She, too, was the original creator of this world, so she would have known what to expect from me being here.

Do-hyun, what do you think the hymn of humanity is?

The reason for sending this message was clear.

No matter how extreme the situation, you must never lose your humanity. So let’s give Azazel the kind-hearted outer god, Morgidian.

Even as her body grew stiffer with time, Seolhwa had focused on her rehabilitation with a smile, holding onto the optimistic belief that hope would come someday, that she would somehow make it through.

‘Was Seolhwa trying to tell me what Shub-Niggurath wanted?’

Seolhwa had once told me that the perspective of a writer and a reader is different.

Readers don’t care if the writer is suffering, going through personal problems, or dealing with writer’s block.

A writer is someone who provides readers with quality work. The difference between an amateur and a professional is that a professional continues to write no matter what.

‘The outer god hasn’t seen the conclusion of this world…’

Sometimes, when reading a web novel, you wonder what the original ending would have been for a work that stopped updating.

‘I had those thoughts when I was a reader too.’

Like puzzle pieces clicking into place, I began to see parts I hadn’t noticed before. There was no reason for Seolhwa to hide her identity or mention the original story.

Back when we were in middle school, Seolhwa had twisted the dark tale written on manuscript paper to make it less grim.

The protagonist and final bosses of this novel were like our shared painful creations, and her belief was that everyone in the story—be it readers, writers, or characters—deserved happiness.

This contradictory behavior didn’t match with her at all.

‘A reader might not want a final boss to suddenly become good and live peacefully.’

I propped my chin on my hand, organizing my thoughts.

From the reader’s point of view, it would be akin to derailing the story entirely if the final boss, who had been built up through the title, plot, and foreshadowing, did nothing.

It would be like combining the pure love and harem tags or ending a story with a meteor crash.

“Verdandi, do you think a villain could change?”

“If it were the old me, I would have definitely said no!”

I asked Verdandi, whom I considered the most righteous person I knew. 

There was a chance I was wrong.

The outer god, as a reader, wouldn’t know about the tragic backstories or character development of the final bosses. 

After all, I had stopped updating the novel before revealing those details.

Some authors would release short notes or epilogues to explain the remaining plot when a series was dropped.


‘But my novel was the last way to remember Seolhwa.’

Just as a person’s life can’t be summarized in a short sentence, I wanted to bring the story Seolhwa and I had created to a full and complete conclusion.

Moreover, a writer must prove themselves through their writing. 

No matter how amazing a plot twist or setup is, it means nothing if it’s not written into the story.

“If there’s a person who misunderstands you as a villain, and that person is driven by a strong sense of justice, what do you think they’d do?”

“They’d try to kill me at all costs! Just as I once did!”

Verdandi spoke brightly, but her face darkened with fear, worried about the future I had glimpsed.

“In the Dragon-Phoenix Convergence, such people will appear. Heroes destined to kill you.”

Seolhwa knew about the event where all the final bosses and protagonists gathered, so there was no guarantee she wouldn’t show up.

I clenched my fist unconsciously, the veins on the back of my hand bulging.

“How could you call such scoundrels heroes? They’re threatening the most precious beings under this sky.”

Bi-wol let out a cold smile, clearly displeased.

The hero who had fought against Bi-wol was Kim Hyul, known as the Invincible Fist King, whose body was indestructible by any weapon.

“That’s right! There’s no way anyone can kill a hero! A hero always triumphs over evil!”

Verdandi’s opponent, Sieghart, was the next hero chosen to bear the Holy Sword after her.

Azazel, asleep on my back, was destined to face Kang Siwoo, who had abandoned her for her twin sister.

“Alright, I believe in you.”

To be honest, even I couldn’t predict the outcome.

“Before the Dragon-Phoenix Convergence, I’ll do everything I can to cover your weaknesses.”

There was still hope.

The hope that I could defeat the one inhabiting Seolhwa’s body, the one who called themselves my ‘devoted reader’ and was shaking the foundation of my story.

As Bing Yeon returned to his sect to prepare for the Dragon-Phoenix Convergence, Seolhwa, too, began speaking to someone.

“…So, there’s a great flaw in this world. If left alone, this world could be destroyed.”

“What is it?”

“The man named Bing Yeon shouldn’t exist. His very existence is like a seed that could bring about the end of this world.”

As she sipped her tea, Seolhwa explained calmly, her face betraying no emotion even as she spoke of Bing Yeon.

“To think that a person who should have been made an heir at the Northern Ice Palace was discarded by the Odo Sect, and later survived for decades despite being marked for death by the Heavenly Star…”

“…When you put it that way, it does seem off.”

“That’s what I’m saying! As a ‘devoted reader,’ it’s uncomfortable to watch, don’t you think? Someone has to set things right. Naturally, he must be killed…”

At that moment, Seolhwa’s expression shifted. 

A warm, moist sensation began to flow from her eye, drop by drop.

“Huh…? Why am I…?”

Tears were streaming from one of Seolhwa’s eyes. Her voice changed, as if some deep emotion had stirred within her.

“Why are you crying all of a sudden?”

Kim Hyul, the Invincible Fist King, sighed deeply and turned his head away. Seolhwa often had these erratic moments.

“Ah, no… It’s just that some dust got in my eye…”


“Aren’t you being too soft on the enemy?”

It was as if two souls resided within her body, and Kim Hyul’s innate intuition sensed that strange divide.

“It’ll be fine after a little while. Haha…!”

“Whatever. I’ll find out for myself whether that Heavenly Demon is truly worth killing.”

Kim Hyul didn’t entirely trust Seolhwa’s words and left to train, preparing for his battle with Bi-wol.





 
  
    Chapter 30: Her Origin (1)


When Yoo Seolhwa looked back on her childhood, she could confidently say that she had lived a privileged life, without lacking anything.

As the granddaughter of a chaebol family, she received endless love from her grandfather and could have anything she desired.

Not only was she blessed with stunning looks, but she was also trained from a young age to be well-versed in both manners and knowledge, excelling in both physical and intellectual skills.

She was a genius who swept up awards at various writing contests and literary competitions held nationwide.

At school, she was often called a flower on a cliff, admired from afar, with some even saying, “When she sits, she’s a peony; when she stands, she’s a peony tree; and when she walks, she’s a lily.”

However.

“…This writing is a mess. It’s just as hard to grasp the author’s intention as deciphering some magical text.”

There was one thing Yoo Seolhwa lacked.

It was her personality.

Her innate nature wouldn’t allow her to rest until she corrected something wrong.

“There are too many commas in this piece, making it hard to read. The line breaks are odd, and the writer’s disregard for the gap between the reader’s knowledge and their own makes it seem like they’re telling a story only they understand.”

This was Yoo Seolhwa’s first critique when she read Han Dohyun’s prequel to his novel, The King of the Diamond Fist.

The words were harsh, with no hint of praise, akin to a reader writing a brutal 5,700-character rant in the comments section.

But.

“…Why is this so enjoyable?”

Han Dohyun’s writing had something unique.

An unmistakable beauty in the way he sublimated the bleak and despairing reality into his prose.

To be honest, his novel wasn’t something mainstream. 

It was so chaotic and unrefined that one had to read it multiple times to fully understand it, like a raw gem yet to be polished.

“No, that can’t be. This is so far from what a novel should be.”

Seolhwa shook her head vigorously as she read Han Dohyun’s work. 

It was an odd novel, filled with things that were simply ‘not to be done.’


	The main character, Bi-wol’s story was overwhelmingly grim.

	How did the author know about boiling flesh from a corpse to eat it again, or about committing suicide with poisonous mushrooms?

	In the end, the novel finishes on a dismal note.



Why? Was this an autobiographical story?

She underlined passages with a red pen, making notes of all the areas that disappointed her.

A writer’s style and the atmosphere they create in their work are like fingerprints—difficult to change.

Just as there are writers who craft soft, marshmallow-like stories, there are others who write with the precision of a sharpened blade.

“Miss Seolhwa, what do you plan for dinner tonight?”

“…No appetite.”

Seolhwa responded halfheartedly to the elderly butler who knocked on the door and entered. She felt a bitter taste in her mouth, a result of her stomach acid rising, stirred by the vividness of Han Dohyun’s writing.

It was as if she had stayed up for days, with the metallic taste of iron filling her breath and the sensation of her blood rushing in reverse throughout her body.

“Let me read it one more time. For analysis.”

That was the day Yoo Seolhwa first found herself internally wounded by reading Han Dohyun’s work.

What appealed to Seolhwa in Han Dohyun’s writing was his deep understanding of the miserable reality he portrayed.

The descriptions and settings were full of details that one could only know from personal experience.

While these elements could serve as barriers that might make others give up on the novel entirely,

“…Han Dohyun, is it?”

Seolhwa was a genius.

A special person, similar to others, but with peculiarities that set her apart.

Thus, she could understand Han Dohyun’s creative world better than anyone else. Though it wasn’t yet fully refined, the brilliance of his talent was enough to overshadow its flaws.

“He hasn’t chosen a pen name, so it seems he hasn’t been writing for long.”

Seolhwa looked at the corner of the booklet where the name was written.

Class 1-2, XX Middle School, Han Dohyun.

A familiar, yet unfamiliar name.

As she mulled over the simple three-syllable name, she tried to recall what he looked like.

“Now that I think about it, there was that handsome kid who always slept during class.”

It might have been during the school-wide athletic event.

She suddenly remembered the boy who had reached out his hand to help her up when she fell during a race and scraped her knee.

The way he looked at her with those sad eyes wasn’t the usual greedy gaze she was used to, the kind that wanted something from her because she was the granddaughter of a powerful conglomerate.

“I heard rumors about him, none of them good.”

Seolhwa sighed deeply as she thought of Han Dohyun. She couldn’t tell what was true about him.

The girls gossiped that he was like a fox, relying on his good looks to flirt. 

Some said a girl who confessed to him was humiliated and left crying.

“How could someone who writes such incredible stories have such a bad personality?”

Seolhwa wondered if it was just a false rumor spread by the girl who had been rejected. 

After all, stories about the students competing for Han Dohyun’s attention were not uncommon.

And artists often had delicate emotions that made them a bit twisted compared to ordinary people.

After all, Seolhwa herself, often called a genius or a prodigy in writing, couldn’t stand reading someone else’s poorly written work without feeling irritated.


	It’s not that the author is trying to share a bad experience. If that were the case, he wouldn’t have made the protagonist the leader of some demonic cult, saving others.



As Seolhwa skimmed through her analysis of Bi-wol, the corners of her mouth lifted slightly. 

Just by reading his writing, she could somewhat grasp the author’s thoughts.


	It’s not as if he’s writing for money, nor does he lack understanding of the genre and carry some kind of elitist mindset about his unique writing.



Writing had a low barrier to entry, so like flies to sugar, many started without the proper professional mindset.


	This author’s thoughts are overly negative. It feels like there’s no support for him.



Tightly.

At some point, Seolhwa found herself hugging the booklet containing Han Dohyun’s novel like it was a precious treasure.

Lying on her oversized queen-sized bed, where several people could comfortably rest, she rolled around leisurely when a thought came to her.

“If I could just write with this kid, we could produce something amazing…”

Collaborative writing.

Writing is an act of confronting one’s ego on paper, which often leads to conflicts and irreconcilable differences.

“I’m sure he’ll like it too!”

At that time, Yoo Seolhwa didn’t know.

She thought she could boldly revise Han Dohyun’s writing and be showered with praise and admiration. But the first words she heard from him were,

“So what?”

That was exactly what he said.

“W-what? Are you saying that to me?”

Seolhwa couldn’t hide her shock at the unexpected response, the complete opposite of what she had anticipated.

She had never been so bluntly rejected in her entire life.

“And what makes you think you’re so great that you can criticize someone else’s work?”

His cold, sharp voice and the displeasure in his gaze made her feel a chill run down her spine, as though she had unknowingly provoked a sleeping lion.

“I won a gold prize at last year’s writing competition, and I also took the grand prize at the national writing contest!”

This weak excuse was all she could muster. She thought she could help bring out Han Dohyun’s full potential.

However,


“So you think winning an award gives you the right to tear down other people’s work, huh?”

“Just like how no finger hurts more than the others, to a writer, every work is precious. Watch what you say.”

He was more stubborn than she had imagined. 

He already possessed the mindset of a true writer.

“Hmm, now that I think about it, maybe you’re right…”

Seeing this side of him, Seolhwa had no choice but to nod in agreement and respect Han Dohyun’s opinion.

“Then, can you tell me why the protagonist has such a dark past?”

It was the question that had been bugging her all along.

Why did he choose such a cruel backstory?

If he had gone for a more mainstream theme instead of this niche one, his work would have been far more popular by now.

Maybe the encouragement prize would have turned into a gold one.

“This kid is a monstrous being. Born cursed by the star of misfortune, he can’t survive without killing others.”

Han Dohyun casually laid out the backstory of Bi-wol without a hint of hesitation. 

At that moment, Seolhwa should have realized something was off.

“So, that’s why the opening scene is set in a village suffering from famine? The swarm of locusts covering the sky is the root of all the misery?”

“That’s right. In my mind, the character Cheonma represents someone punishing the heavens for being deaf to the cries of the people. So, I darkened the sky.”

“Oh… The symbolism is actually quite good.”

It was a sophisticated piece of writing for a mere middle schooler. 

Connecting themes and the larger narrative thread like that was no small feat.

“Then, was it really necessary to include the part about someone committing suicide by eating poisonous mushrooms or boiling corpses again for food? I think it’s too bleak.”

“When people are pushed to the edge, they’ll do anything.”

Seolhwa continued asking Han Dohyun questions, scribbling down his answers in another notebook, wondering how he could write with such depth and dark tones.

“A harsh environment can turn even the kindest person into someone capable of extreme actions. You wouldn’t know that, though.”

Pause.

Seolhwa’s hand froze as she realized this wasn’t the kind of conversation she should be having with a middle schooler.

“W-who says I don’t know?”

What was she supposed to do in this situation? 

It was something none of her extensive early education had prepared her for.

“I know plenty! I’ve had heir training since I was young, and I’ve studied countless cases of how people change when they’re driven to despair…”

“…So, in other words, you’ve never experienced it yourself.”

“…”

Han Dohyun slowly pulled down the collar of his shirt, revealing the marks on his neck.

The scars on his body told the story of the life he had lived. 

A palette of red, marked by self-harm, domestic violence, and self-destructive behavior.

“I just thought… You have so much talent, it’s a shame you keep writing such negative stories. I was only trying to help. I’m sorry.”

Seeing those scars, Seolhwa realized she needed to apologize. 

She had inadvertently touched a wound that was too deep.

“There’s no need to apologize. Everyone makes mistakes.”

Han Dohyun’s nonchalant expression as he spoke, and the way he casually pulled his collar back up, bothered her.

“I had no idea…”

It was all her fault.

She had assumed he was just a handsome boy who was good at writing.

“Hey, are you crying? Stop it. Stop.”

“I-I’m sorry… Huuaaa…”

“I-I just wanted to be friends with you…”

She had just wanted to thank him for helping her up during the sports event.

Thus, the distance between Seolhwa and Han Dohyun began to close rapidly. 

Sharing their worldviews and story ideas through a single notebook, they spent more and more time together.

Before they knew it, their mutual interest blossomed into affection, and after confessing their feelings, they became a couple. 

It seemed like their future would be filled with nothing but happiness.

“Today, I’ll make Dohyun’s favorite rolled omelet!”

Seolhwa hummed cheerfully as she picked up ingredients from the supermarket to make Dohyun’s favorite dish on her way back home.

Feeling light and happy, she let out a content sigh when,

“Huh? Why is that kid over there…?”

Her gaze fixed on a child standing in the middle of the crosswalk, as if time had stopped.

It was the hottest summer yet, with cicadas buzzing loudly in the background. 

The traffic light turned from green to red in that instant.

Screech!

The child ran, and the car sped toward them.

And Seolhwa rushed in.

Thud.

The sound of shattering glass.

The screeching of brakes and the smell of burning tires.

The sensation of warm blood splattering across the black asphalt.

‘Ah… I haven’t even told Dohyun happy birthday yet…’

She could no longer breathe.

Her whole body burned with pain, yet she couldn’t move a single finger.

In the dimming world, she saw a crying child standing over her.

At least I saved someone.


Just when she thought she had finally found someone precious.

When she thought she could finally fulfill her dream of becoming a writer together with him.

The end of Seolhwa’s story came in the form of a traffic accident.

Hit and run—a tragedy where the perpetrator fled.

In that despair, she slowly closed her eyes.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Her Origin (2)


After that, she couldn’t remember much.

A flashing white light, a sensation of floating as if her body was being lifted somewhere, and a faint sense of déjà vu, like someone was calling her name.

“Seolhwa, Seolhwa… please, open your eyes…!!”

A man crying while looking down at her, tightly holding onto her hand, as if refusing to let go, his small tremor reached her.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t come to meet you because I was busy writing…”

Ah, it’s Dohyun.

But why is he crying?

Today is my birthday, he should be smiling.

Oh, it’s because I didn’t make him rolled omelette.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

There’s no need to apologize. 

I’ll be home soon, and I can make him a delicious, fluffy Seolhwa-style rolled omelette.

But wait, why can’t I speak?

I wanted to tell him I’m okay.

But my lips wouldn’t move. All I could do was barely lift the corners of my mouth into a smile.

“You still haven’t caught the culprit? Damn it, you worthless bastards! You call yourselves police?!”

Seeing Han Dohyun grabbing someone by the collar and shouting in anger, Yoo Seolhwa frowned. 

Normally, he wasn’t the kind of person to show his emotions like that.

Why is he expressing his grief so bitterly?

Seolhwa tried to stop him, but her body wouldn’t move. 

It felt as if everything below her waist had turned to stone.

It hurts. 

The burning sensation was like being stabbed with a red-hot iron skewer.

A groan escaped from her tightly shut lips as she tried to endure the pain, and her teeth clenched so hard they felt like they might crack.

Without being able to say, “What’s happening to my body?” she tasted the cold air of the operating room.

The suffocating pressure on her lungs, the serious faces of the many doctors looking down at her.

“Oh, right. I was in a car accident.”

In that moment, Seolhwa understood her situation.

She realized how serious it was.

She saw not only a surgeon, but also doctors from internal medicine and even emergency medicine specialists.

They were checking various X-rays, CTs, and even MRI results, carefully examining everything.

Soon, with solemn expressions, they shook their heads and then calmly wheeled Seolhwa away somewhere.

Finally,

“We’re starting the anesthesia. Breathe in. One, two…”

A bright light pierced Seolhwa’s vision, and an oxygen mask was placed over her mouth.

Before she could even finish counting, her consciousness blurred, and the cold sensation of something entering her veins was accompanied by the fading of the pain that had coiled around her like a snake.

‘I should’ve told Dohyun it wasn’t his fault…’

Her eyelids grew heavier, and before she completely lost consciousness, her last thought was such a trivial one.

When Seolhwa opened her eyes again, she was staring at a white ceiling, just like the beginning of a cliché novel.

“Seolhwa! You… you woke up…!”

“Dohyun…?”

Han Dohyun, who looked like he had been sleeping beside her.

His eyes were rimmed with dark circles so deep it was hard to imagine how many sleepless nights he’d spent worrying. His eyes were bloodshot.

“You’ve been unconscious for two days straight. I… I really thought you were going to die…”

The face of the man, hardened by exhaustion, softened completely when he saw his lover regain consciousness.

Such a foolish and naive person.

Even after living through such a harsh past and enduring it alone, he still hadn’t lost his purity in this cruel world.

“…How could I die when you’re here, you idiot.”

With a small smile, Seolhwa tried to move her body to hug Dohyun. No matter that she had been in a car accident; she felt no real pain, so she thought she must be fine.

She assumed it would be that simple.

Life had always treated Seolhwa positively. No matter what misfortune came her way, she was always on the side of the fortunate.

As a third-generation chaebol, a genius, a beautiful girl, with perfect academic credentials and wealth, she had never been anything but admired.

She had let her guard down.

But,

“Oh, huh? Why isn’t my arm…?”

With a soft snap, her right arm hung limp like a marionette whose strings had been cut. No matter how much she tried, the feeling wouldn’t return.

“…?”

Seolhwa couldn’t accept the sudden change in her body.

Using her remaining arm, she desperately tried to lift her limp right arm, a sight that appeared pitiful.

Why her right arm? If it had been the left, which she rarely used, it wouldn’t have been such a big deal.

More than anything, losing the use of one arm was fatal for a novelist whose livelihood depended on writing.

Even though technology had advanced and some writers used voice recognition or typed with their feet or remaining hand.

“Doctor! Please, come quickly!”

For the first time, Seolhwa hated being by Dohyun’s side. 

It felt like a bug, flipping over to survive, helplessly flailing its legs.

“Dohyun, no, it’s not what you think. I’m just tired… yeah, I’m definitely not paralyzed.”

Though she knew better than anyone the truth about her body, she kept spouting excuses to her boyfriend.

Illness always comes suddenly.

Like an unfamiliar friend showing up uninvited to your birthday party.

In that sense, it was cruel, cold, and unpleasant.

They say trials come to people only in amounts they can handle.

“You might experience full-body paralysis. Your cervical spine took a significant hit.”

Spinal cord infarction.

A condition where the artery supplying blood to the spinal cord is blocked due to an injury or trauma, leading to necrosis because the spinal cord is deprived of proper blood flow and oxygen.

“What…? Doctor, what are you saying…?”

“The prognosis isn’t good. Even though your grandfather, the chairman, made a large donation, we’ve done everything we can.”

The doctor adjusted his glasses and spoke gravely. Doctors are known to always give the worst-case scenario, but,

“You might only have a year left.”

What came next was a blow harsh enough to break even the most optimistic of hearts.


“Doctor, please… Please, do you know how hard Seolhwa worked to support me? We both just got accepted to the university she wanted to attend…”

It wasn’t only Yoo Seolhwa who despaired at the cold reality. Han Dohyun, too, began to plead with the doctor, his voice mixed with sobs.

“I’m sorry, but the situation is dire. To be honest, the fact that she survived is a miracle.”

But the doctor was not a god. They were mere humans, powerless to revive a life that had already begun to fade.

“…”

“The hit-and-run driver made sure to leave no traces, intending to kill her.”

Moreover, there was another reason Seolhwa’s condition was so severe.

The perpetrator had tried to kill her after she had jumped in to save a child.

Apparently, the child had also been hit while trying to protect Seolhwa from the car. The driver was truly a malicious person.

“They still haven’t caught the culprit?”

Seolhwa couldn’t believe it.

Had someone really tried to kill the beloved granddaughter of a chaebol family and managed to escape without leaving any evidence?

“Yeah, but I’ll catch him. Don’t worry too much.”

It was as if fate itself had conspired to kill her, leaving no clues or traces behind.

The only witness, the child, was in critical condition, and the CCTV had captured nothing but blind spots.

When coincidences pile up, they become destiny.

“What’s the point of catching him if… I can’t even write anymore?”

And that destiny was driving Yoo Seolhwa to the brink.

At first, Seolhwa had hope.

People are naturally optimistic, and if they see even a little progress, they cling to it.

“Yes! You’re doing great! Just one more step forward!”

Her body had been shattered in the accident, her bones broken into pieces, but she had finished her time in the cast and was now holding her boyfriend’s hand, practicing how to walk again.

“Whew, that’s right. There’s no way the great Yoo Seolhwa would give up.”

She smiled confidently, sure that she could surpass the one-year timeline the doctor had given her.

Don’t they show that kind of thing on TV all the time? 

Patients with terminal illnesses who defy the odds and live well beyond the doctor’s expectations.

The hopeful image of Seolhwa and Dohyun was so well-known among the physical therapists that they became somewhat of a legend.

“Now you’re finally starting to look like yourself again. I was really worried when you were so down for a while.”

“Just wait, you’ll see.”

Neither of them minded the rumors. After all, they were living like newlyweds in a place that could easily turn gloomy, like a hospital.

Han Dohyun always took care of Seolhwa with utmost devotion whenever his university let out early. 

He wiped her sweat with a towel, lifted her when she had trouble moving, and helped her with everything.

“Eek! Be gentle when you pick me up!”

“How can I when my lady is as light as a feather?”

Despite the misfortune surrounding them, Han Dohyun and Yoo Seolhwa tried their best to find happiness and live with all their strength.

But,

“Huh? Dohyun, what’s this, an enlistment notice…?”

The seed of misfortune that would take everything from them began with a single letter.

“……”

It was as if some malicious god hated their smiling faces and cast a curse upon them.

After Dohyun left for the military, Seolhwa faced yet another shocking event.

The legs that seemed to be recovering began to go numb. 

The same legs Dohyun had lovingly massaged and always helped her with during her rehabilitation.

No matter how many in-home physical therapists they brought in to assist her, they couldn’t reconnect the severed nerves.

It happened just a month after Dohyun left for the army.

[Dohyun, I miss you so much….]

Seolhwa tapped away at her laptop with her unfamiliar left hand.

As time passed, the car accident that had befallen Seolhwa slowly began to destroy everything she had.

Not only her status, money, and fame, but even her deepest wishes.

[You know, Dohyun? I can’t have children. They said I’m completely infertile.]

Even the dream Seolhwa had longed for was cruelly taken away.

It happened during the second month after Dohyun had left for the military.

Unable to tell him this devastating truth and unable to overcome the reality, the illness of her mind grew deeper and deeper.

[Writing a novel with one hand is hell. When I try to write in a notebook, my handwriting is so bad now that it’s unrecognizable.]

The paralysis that had spread from her right arm now felt like a cocoon, trapping Seolhwa’s body.

Like a chrysalis preparing to become a butterfly, her body grew heavier and heavier.

[It seems I can’t soar like a butterfly, Dohyun.]

Seolhwa couldn’t fly like a butterfly.

Because she was losing more and more control of her body every day.

No matter how much she furrowed her brow and tried to exert strength, her body wouldn’t move. It felt like trying to move an imaginary sixth finger.

Like a soldier navigating a minefield, Yoo Seolhwa finally made up her mind after losing the feeling in her right hand and left foot.

With a body that was slowly becoming paralyzed, she could no longer hold onto her dreams of being a novelist, or even her role as Han Dohyun’s girlfriend.

She couldn’t even have the child she had dreamed of her whole life.

So,

[I’ve decided to die today.]

Seolhwa made up her mind to end her life. 

She knew that if things continued like this, she would only become a burden to Dohyun.

[At least, I want to die while my soul as a writer is still alive, while I still feel like a person.]

That’s why she wrote a lie in her farewell letter.

She knew that Han Dohyun, as much as she loved him, would never leave her side if she left him with regrets.

And if that happened, he would live out his life alone, never forgetting the woman who couldn’t stay with him or give him children.

[It feels like being buried alive.]

[As if someone is shoveling damp, hard soil onto my head, one handful at a time.]

[Even though I beg God to save me, nothing changes.]

She typed on her laptop with her unfamiliar left hand.

[The weight of death is so light. That’s why I decided to die before I become even lighter….]

Seolhwa decided to play the role of the bad woman, deliberately acting heartless so that Dohyun could forget her.

[December 24, 20XX, Snow Flower, from the novelist Yoo Seolhwa to Han Dohyun.]

[PS. Let’s break up. Honestly, you can find someone better than me.]

After finishing the letter, she quietly slipped out of her hospital room, crutch tucked under her left arm, and shuffled slowly away.

Large hospitals have ramps for patients to navigate between floors, designed for those in wheelchairs. 

It was a place where, only a few months earlier, Seolhwa had fought bravely against her illness, filled with hope.

She had thought the only misfortune in her life was her spinal cord infarction.

‘Infertile… I can’t believe it…’

When misfortune piles upon misfortune, people learn to give up.

Sorry for being a bad woman.

Sorry for being such a terrible girlfriend.

Even now, every moment without you feels like hell, and I couldn’t bear to face you again after your discharge, knowing you would love me like before.

“Whew!”

She climbed the floors, making an excuse that she needed to go to the restroom.

Past the bleak and depressing smell of the adult wards,

She arrived at the floor of hope, where the lights were still on even in the middle of the night, and colorful decorations adorned the walls.

The children’s ward always held a sense of nostalgia for Seolhwa. 

After all, she had battled leukemia as a child.

Back then, her pure desire was to eat as many hamburgers as she could once she got out.

The hope that one day, she would leave behind her shaved head and the wool hat her mother had knitted for her.

The encouragement from the nurses and physical therapists to keep pushing through rehabilitation had helped her beat leukemia faster than expected.

‘It’s completely the opposite now.’

This time, she had simply thought it would be the same.

She had driven around to famous restaurants across the country, using her driver, before her paralysis spread, insisting that she eat before her mouth lost its function.

She had stopped writing in her diary as her body became more paralyzed.

She had cut ties with the friends who stopped reaching out to her.

She had broken up with her lifelong love through her farewell letter.

The father who had donated his bone marrow to save her back then had passed away from his own illness.

At this point, even if she disappeared from the world, no one would notice.

Click.

The iron door to the rooftop opened.

“It’s freezing… and I mean really cold.”

The December air pierced Seolhwa’s skin like a knife.

The chill seeping through her thin hospital gown reminded her that she was still alive.

Alive.

I’m still alive.

Her teeth chattered, her body trembled, but Seolhwa was happy to feel alive.

Had her long battle with illness finally unhinged her mind?

Or was she truly happy to bring her miserable life to an end?

Her eyes burned with tears.

Her throat tightened as her breathing grew erratic.

Her entire body tensed, shaking uncontrollably.

“Hnngh… huff…“

Ah, I shouldn’t cry.

Was it because she was looking down at the cold, hard concrete ten stories below?

Suddenly, she started thinking about the dreams she hadn’t fulfilled.

‘I wanted to write something that people would remember.’

Seolhwa wasn’t just a patient dragging around IV lines and pills. 

She was a writer with dreams.

‘I wanted to make more memories with Dohyun, to love him more.’

She wasn’t a walking corpse, frail and skeletal. She was a woman who still wanted to be loved by her boyfriend.

“The story we wrote together… I wanted to see it published one day… Haha, haha, hahaha….”

And the proof of that was the words she uttered just before she would have fallen from the rooftop.

That was all.

A foolish sentiment that could be summarized in a single sentence.

But perhaps, deep down, Yoo Seolhwa had been fighting desperately not to die.

“Child. Poor daughter of humanity.”

Then, a visitor arrived for Seolhwa, just as she was about to hit the ground and become a mess of blood and flesh.


“I really enjoyed the novel your boyfriend wrote.”

A bizarre figure, resembling a black goat with multiple heads, appeared. 

It was the Mother of All Things, a god from the outer universe.

Shub-Niggurath.

“Because of that, I will grant you an opportunity.”



 
  
    Chapter 32: How can I forget without getting drunk (1)


“Dohyeon, in strategy games like Go or chess, the most important thing is to understand your opponent’s intentions and read their moves.”

Tap, tap.

As the game board unfolded in my mind, I could picture Seolhwa sitting before me. 

Unlike me, who placed black stones, she laid down a white Go stone with a soft smile on her face.

“It’s the same when writing. We need to anticipate the next move by using the breadcrumbs we’ve laid down, like the houses in Go.”

Seolhwa had a knack for posing riddles to me in this manner, helping me figure things out on my own.

She always said, “There may not be a correct answer when writing, but there are certainly wrong ones.”

“There are four crucial corners on a Go board, the parts marked by the black circles on the board. Now, if this were a piece of writing, what would these represent?”

‘Each would symbolize material, setting, story, and plot.’

“Exactly. The upper-right corner is the material, the most important aspect. You could say it determines almost half of the writing.”

“The material is the driving force that propels the writing forward. It’s like the engine of a car, creating the ‘anticipation’ that carries the story to its conclusion.”

“Second, the upper-left corner represents the setting. It doesn’t always stand out, but it becomes a problem the moment the story starts to lose its interest.”

“Setting builds logic and narrative, giving the characters dimension. It also draws the reader deeper into the story and encourages empathy.”

“If the setting and narrative are perfect, you can simply follow the movements of the characters. Since the characters are alive and breathing, they may act outside of the planned story or create difficulties in continuing the story later on.”

“Third and fourth are the story and plot. We write to craft each essential episode, and we construct the plot to form the bridges connecting these episodes.”

Seolhwa particularly enjoyed using the reverse approach, filling in the gaps between the story by thinking backward.

“So, what have you discovered from the hints I gave you?”

It felt as if Seolhwa was looking at me now, resting her chin in her hands.

‘Yes.’

To defeat the foreign press, Shub-Niggurath, who claims to be a devoted reader, I had to use the difference between a reader and a writer.

Without writing, you’d never know. 

Exploiting the gap in perspectives between writer and reader was the key to seeing through the opponent’s weaknesses.

‘You use the hidden setting or clues in the story that the reader would never expect.’

My goal was the grand gathering of all the characters from various works.

In that place was the final bastion, the “Ten-Thousand Year Extreme Blood Pearl,” which could possibly cure my terminal condition. 

I was also sure I would meet Seolhwa and other protagonists there.

“Master, wouldn’t that elixir be able to cure your chronic illness?”

On the way to the pier, heading back to the martial world of the Central Plains where the grand gathering was taking place, Bi-wol seemed especially sensitive to the mere mention of the elixir, constantly worried about my health.

“It might not be enough. If consumed without special preparation, it could burn my body from the inside due to the excessive yang energy.”

I sighed softly.

No matter how miraculous that elixir was, it wouldn’t simply make my affliction disappear with a snap.

“Right now, my condition isn’t just a typical case of ‘meridian blockage’; it seems to be connected to the ‘Outer God.'”

The Outer God, as depicted in pop culture—the infamous entities of the Cthulhu Mythos, whose mere sight or description drives people mad.

Even Azazel, who had been connected to the Great Old One, barely held back from succumbing to madness, so I would need to use every possible means to defeat it.

“…Master, I will burn this body to claim victory for your safety.”

Bi-wol’s eyes were alight with determination, her clenched fists radiating fierce resolve.

“……”

Bi-wol was like a daughter Seolhwa and I had created together. 

I repeated those words in my mind countless times as I boarded the ship.

Originally, I had thought she was dead, but perhaps there was more to it than that.

When Bing Yeon returned to his sect, the “Ice Dragon Fire Sect,” many welcomed him back.

“It’s Bing Yeon…!”

“Bing Yeon! How long has it been since you returned?!”

Children missing limbs, those who couldn’t see and relied on canes, and others with faces marred by burns followed him as if he were their parent.

They were all children who had been abandoned somewhere, used as test subjects in the Heavenly Demon Cult to create warriors, or had lost their parents in accidents or attacks.

“It’s Bi-wol!”

“Who are the women with her?”

Most of them had formed friendships with Bi-wol. 

Though they were characters who had died in the original work, in this world, Bing Yeon had sacrificed his own life to save them.

Ordinary people might have looked at their pitiful and disfigured appearances with pity or disgust, but not Bing Yeon.

“They are your new family. Greet them properly.”

Instead, he smiled and handed out sweet treats from the Western lands to the children.

“He went to the Western continent and brought back new disciples.”

“That’s right. The grand gathering is approaching.”

Bi-wol proudly linked arms with Bing Yeon, flaunting their closeness. Ever since she had defeated the Heart Demon, she had no hesitation in displaying affection for him publicly.

And then,

“Greetings! I am Verdandi, a warrior from the Western continent!”

One person bowed deeply with a voice full of admiration, while another nodded stiffly with a sharp smile.

“…Hello. I am Azazel, the Saint of Mercy.”

Verdandi and Azazel exchanged awkward greetings with Bing Yeon’s disciples.

“Wow…! Her hair is golden!”

“That lady has a weird black lump on her back! It’s squirming!”

The children, fascinated by the unfamiliar hair and eye colors, reacted with curiosity. Faced with their innocent expressions, Azazel pressed her lips tightly.

“As expected! Our master is truly a saint!”

“I’m not sure if I seem like such a kind person.”

Verdandi laughed loudly at the scene, while Azazel, doubtful, gave Bing Yeon a suspicious glance.

It was fortunate that Bing Yeon had already entered the building to rest his overworked body, and Bi-wol had followed him, missing this entire conversation.

“Why do you think that way?!”

“Even if they try to hide it, it’s too obvious. In the East, isn’t it considered just as disgraceful as breaking familial piety for a master and disciple to have a romantic relationship?”

If Bi-wol had heard this, she would’ve knocked Azazel out without even bothering with words.

In the East, they say gun-sa-bu-il-che (君師父一體), which means that the grace of a ruler, a teacher, and a parent is one and the same.

This deep-rooted culture insists that you treat them with the same level of respect.

The martial world of the Central Plains even has the term sa-myeol-jo (師滅祖), meaning that deceiving or disgracing one’s master is considered the gravest sin in any sect.

“A master who would touch his disciple has no future anyway.”

“Well, it is strange that there aren’t any rumors about him with women, considering how he looks!”

It’s no wonder that Bing Yeon has been avoiding accepting Bi-wol’s feelings, despite knowing them.

If rumors spread that a master and disciple had romantic feelings, they might be pelted with stones in the marketplace, and his sect could be ruined.

“Are you still worried about that future you saw, Azazel?”

“Yes, of course.”


Azazel swallowed the unease that had been lingering inside her. 

There were moments when even glimpsing the future had put her life in danger.

“Then she just needs to stop being a disciple, right?”

Verdandi, hearing Azazel’s concerns, quickly proposed a solution. It was actually not uncommon for people to end master-disciple relationships in order to marry.

In moments like these, Verdandi’s cleverness—born of her pure heart—would shine through. She was quite similar to her creator, Yoo Seolhwa.

“Don’t trust the future so much! How can you blindly believe what you see without any evidence?!”

Verdandi, who had almost killed her own mother due to the oracle from her god, hoped that Azazel wouldn’t judge Bing Yeon solely based on what she foresaw.

Honestly speaking, even if there was a future where she tied Bing Yeon up and pounced on him after she became an adult, it wouldn’t be that big of a deal.

“…Then what should I believe in?”

Azazel frowned at Verdandi’s bright smile. 

It was as if their personalities clashed to the point of being incompatible, like fire and water.

It wasn’t even a matter of good versus evil.

“The gods, the man I loved, and even my family all abandoned me. The scars inflicted on me by people still ache. So, what am I supposed to believe in?”

Azazel spoke candidly about her experiences, revealing why she couldn’t fully trust Bing Yeon yet.

However, on the contrary—

“Believe in your master!”

Verdandi puffed out her chest, recalling the prophet who had saved them all—Bing Yeon.

Even if someone knew the future, most people would act solely for their own benefit.

Even if this world was part of a novel he had written, there was no need for him to go around saving people to take responsibility.

In fact, he could have simply lived comfortably, enjoying his knowledge of the future.

Bing Yeon’s time was limited due to his condition. Even if he lived selfishly, no one would blame him.

“Our master is a great person!”

Realizing this truth, Verdandi smiled as she imagined what lay ahead.

“You speak so easily,” Azazel sighed beside her.

“Now, I will reveal your weaknesses.”

I approached my disciples holding a small jar of liquor. 

The liquor inside was Juk-yeop-cheong, a well-known drink often featured in mass-produced martial arts novels.

Given the distillation process, it was understandably expensive, and I had spent a considerable sum to get it.

“…Why are you holding Juk-yeop-cheong, Master?”

“To show you the essence of flow, Bi-wol.”

What I was about to demonstrate was the Drunken Fist.

Though it was originally a martial art created for movies, in my novel, the leader of the Beggars’ Sect specialized in it.

The mere thought that Seolhwa might still be alive made it hard not to drink.

“Bi-wol, your moves are too predictable. You must hide your killing intent and become unpredictable.”

I pointed at each of them, listing their weaknesses.

Bi-wol had a hard time concealing her killing intent and often lost in duels due to her obsession with strict principles.

“Verdandi, your movements are too big. You have too many unnecessary actions when wielding a sword.”

Although Verdandi didn’t have any particularly glaring weaknesses, there were still enough gaps that I had been able to overpower her.

“Azazel, you lack practical combat experience and hesitate when targeting vital points.”

Finally, I gave advice to Azazel and brought the liquor jar to my lips. 

The hot liquid burned as it went down, and a soft intoxication began to spread through my body.

“Ga-wol-bae-hoi, a-mu-yeong-ryeong-nan.”

When I sing, the moon wanders, and when I dance, my shadow flutters chaotically.


I recited a passage from one of my favorite poems, Drinking Alone Under the Moon by Li Bai. 

It described what happens when one drinks alone beneath the moonlight.

“Now, come at me. If you can take this jar from me, you win.”

“…Master?”

Seeing my staggering steps and slightly unfocused eyes, Bi-wol smacked her lips, sensing what was to come.



 
  
    Chapter 33: How can I forget without getting drunk (2)


Han Dohyun’s drinking habits were considered quite bad.

So much so that Yoo Seolhwa advised him to never touch alcohol.

First of all, he becomes oblivious to his surroundings. 

The cautiousness that usually marked his movements disappeared.

Secondly, when he drank, he couldn’t write. 

It was because the thoughts in his head became blurry, like a thick white fog clouding his mind.

As a result, Dohyun had become a strict abstainer, only drinking on Seolhwa’s death anniversary.

“Haha…!”

But now, he had broken that rule.

A man exhaled a hot breath, laughing. 

Watching Bing Yeon move as if he were dancing, Azazel sighed deeply.

Was following this man really the right choice? 

He had followed him after waiting years in the monastery without hearing any news of Kang Siwoo.

“If I take away the jar of liquor, does that mean I’m allowed to break it?”

The task seemed simple enough. Restraining a man who was completely inebriated should be straightforward.

Azazel immediately used black tendrils to reach for the jar, but in that moment, Bing Yeon shifted his body slightly, narrowly avoiding the attack.

“Geobae myeongwol (舉杯明月), daeyeong seongsamin (對影成三人).”

Holding up a cup to greet the bright moon, a shadow is reflected, creating three people—a verse that Bing Yeon recited while leisurely gulping down his drink.

Seeing that, Azazel thought it was a coincidence and tried a faster attack.

“Try aiming for the pressure points. If you hesitate to break someone’s limbs, it’s better to think about that instead.”

“You sure like to talk…!”

“I’ve heard that too many times, hiccup.”

Even while hiccuping due to the alcohol, Bing Yeon didn’t stop laughing.

He wasn’t blocking his students’ attacks using martial arts but rather showing strange movements where his upper body and lower body moved separately.

The pinnacle of softness—it was almost like trying to cut water with a sword.

“Ugh…! Why can’t my attacks hit?!”

“Because they’re too predictable. It looks like you’re trying to exploit a gap with some strategy, but untested variables are just armchair theories.”

Bing Yeon let out a large yawn, as if he were bored. 

His face, relaxed under the influence of alcohol, was enough to irritate his opponents.

“Samae, I’ll help too.”

At that provocation, Bi-wol joined in, attempting to restrain Bing Yeon from behind.

No matter how skilled he was at deflecting attacks, if his arms and legs were tied, he wouldn’t be able to do anything—or so they thought.

But,

“Bi-wol, didn’t I just tell you that if you’re going to approach, you should hide your presence?”

As if he knew what she was planning, Bing Yeon swept her leg, tripping her. It happened because she hadn’t anticipated his sudden movement.

“If you want to catch me as I am now, you’ll need to call at least the Head of the Sect. Don’t take it too hard.”

Thud. Just before Bi-wol’s face hit the ground, she barely managed to roll and avoid a serious injury. She gritted her teeth and looked up.

Why can’t I reach him? I thought my level was equal to my master’s.

‘Even at the beginning of the superlative stage, there’s this much difference?’

Bi-wol couldn’t figure out why she was still so weak. She had defeated the demon with her master and had finally been honest about her feelings of hesitation.

Could that honesty have been her downfall?

“Master, are you just going to keep dodging and countering until we realize our own weaknesses?”

“Yes, because the enemies you’ll face in the future will see right through those weaknesses.”

Bing Yeon laughed loudly, as if her statement was exactly right.

What they’d face at the Yongbongji Meeting would be the final boss, the protagonist from the original stories. And surely, Seolhwa would be there to support them.

Just like now, using drunken fist techniques, Bing Yeon was employing details that even the most avid readers wouldn’t have been able to foresee. 

The readers didn’t know, but the author did.

“This is how one shatters convention—pah-gyeok (破格).”

Reciting words Seolhwa often said to him, Bing Yeon was passing down his lessons to his disciples, who were practically like daughters to him.

“Stop just watching and help, Samae!”

Bi-wol shouted at Verdandi, who had been standing still, simply observing their movements.

“Hmm, do you need my assistance?”

Verdandi smiled softly and finally joined the fight after watching the evenly matched balance for a long time.

She had been studying Bing Yeon’s mysterious movements, composed entirely of feints, to fully grasp the subtleties of the drunken fist.

“Hooh, you’ve reduced unnecessary movements. You’re aiming for the north where there’s an opening, and… a vertical slash.”

Scha-ching!

Verdandi’s holy sword aimed at Bing Yeon’s head, but he blocked it with an ice wall.

“You must be using yukhap geombeop (육합검법).”

Seeing Verdandi’s now refined swordsmanship, Bing Yeon’s eyes curved into crescent moons.

What he was trying to teach was the volcanic sect’s secret sword technique, using the six harmonies to block attacks from all directions.

Surprisingly, Verdandi was the first to correct her weaknesses. 

She was the only one who had accepted Bing Yeon’s advice purely.

“Focus on the basic actions of the sword: blocking, thrusting, cutting, and deflecting after reading your opponent’s attacks. To add a twist, use the beop forms.”

Bing Yeon smiled approvingly at her. 

Unlike higher martial arts that required deep internal energy, anyone could learn this third-rate technique, which was precisely what made it so dangerous.

“Understood!”

Boom!

Verdandi’s fierce kick grazed Bing Yeon’s side, the wind pressure destabilizing his balance. 

She immediately aimed her sword at the liquor jar, trying to take advantage of the opening.

“Where are you aiming? It’s too obvious again. You went for the north once more.”

Smack! Smack!

Bing Yeon stood on his hands, using a reverse kick to retrieve the liquor jar. 

The smoothness of his handstand, like flowing water, caused everyone around to widen their eyes.

“…Samae, would you lend me that sword?”

Seeing the first effective hit, Bi-wol made a suggestion to Verdandi. 

Her holy sword, glowing with white light, was in her grip.

With that sword, Bi-wol thought she could replicate the swordsmanship she had shown when fighting the demon.

“This sword can only be wielded by a chosen hero!”

At that suggestion, Verdandi shook her head, clearly refusing the offer. 


If she, who was now cloaked in dark demonic energy like a demon lord, were to grasp that sword, things could go terribly wrong.

“The holy sword will definitely reject me! You might even burn your hands!”

“Samae, don’t you want to defeat the master?”

For the first time, Bi-wol suppressed her emotions and chose to cooperate with others to defeat her master.

“To preserve our master’s well-being as much as possible, it might be better if we win quickly.”

No matter how skillfully Bing Yeon utilized the mysteries of drunken fist to minimize his use of inner energy, he was still living a time-limited life due to the Nine Yin Pulse disorder.

Bi-wol brought out this reasonable argument in an attempt to persuade Verdandi. 

There was also the thought of teasing their master, blaming his antics on drunkenness later.

“I like it, since it’s not a lie!”

“Thank you, Samae.”

With a swift motion, the holy sword spun in the air a few times before landing in Bi-wol’s grasp. 

The sword, which had been radiating light, began to tremble violently the moment it touched her hand.

Boooom!

With a deafening sound, a crimson whirlwind erupted from the sword, its color and form changing. 

It no longer looked like a holy sword—it was more fitting to call it a demon sword now.

“Oh, how fascinating.”

“…….”

Bing Yeon could only keep his mouth shut at the sight.

This was the form of the holy sword used by Verdandi after she had become the Demon Lord in the later part of The Hero Must Die. 

But why had it transformed the moment Bi-wol touched it?

“It seems I’ll have to get a bit more serious.”

Sighing, Bing Yeon downed the rest of the liquor in his jar, realizing he could no longer take this fight lightly.

In a world where stories were interconnected, was something like this even possible?

Since he himself could use both aura and inner energy, it wasn’t entirely out of the question.

This is why I was trying to teach the Three Calamity Sword to Bi-wol, the Six Harmonies Sword to Verdandi, and the Six Harmonies Fist to Azazel.

‘According to the hints Seolhwa gave me, the foreign readers wouldn’t be able to predict these variables.’

He was utilizing hidden character backstories that only the author knew, not the readers.

If they mastered the third-rate martial arts and grew stronger, there was a chance they could defeat Seolhwa.

It was called third-rate martial arts because anyone could learn them.

It was called third-rate martial arts because anyone could grow stronger from them.

And it was called third-rate martial arts because ordinary people couldn’t easily understand them.

‘That brat doesn’t know that even someone like Infinite Sword Emperor climbed to the ranks of the strong just by mastering the Three Calamity Sword.’

With his vision swaying and a floating sensation lifting his body, Bing Yeon continued to evade the attacks of his disciples.

But,

“I won’t miss this time…!”

“You’re sharp. Still, you’re a bit too hasty…”

Even that was reaching its limit.

Among them, Bi-wol was now wielding a demon sword, swinging it toward him. 

Originally, it was the weapon meant for Verdandi, who had fallen into darkness as the Demon Lord.

‘This wasn’t in my original settings. Could it be that the world is adjusting for the sake of coherence?’

Bing Yeon tilted his head slightly, thinking.

Bi-wol was like a demon lord born to destroy the world, a being who could only survive by committing murder due to her cursed Heavenly Killing Star fate.

“Now it’s come to close combat, huh? Good choice, Azazel.”

“Well, it’s because you won’t give up the liquor jar!”

Azazel, too, seemed to have figured out how to use her tendrils properly now.

Seeing her gather the black tendrils into a club-like weapon, Bing Yeon had to pay even more attention to his movements. 

A single misstep, and he’d lose immediately.

“…Verdandi, I have no more advice for you. Keep improving.”

“Thank you! But, shouldn’t we avoid hurting people in the actual competition?”

She had a point.

That’s why wooden swords were used, and there were rules against using lethal techniques.

“The opponent likely won’t care about that.”

In my estimation, they’d try to sway the protagonists from the original stories to deal with the final bosses.

That was the ending the foreign readers had never seen, the ending they thought was right—where the original protagonists would win.


“They’ll use every possible means to try to kill you.”

I blocked Bi-wol’s demon sword with my hand, releasing a cold aura that turned the ground into ice.

Then, mimicking someone else, I threw a punch wrapped in ice.

“…This is the martial art of the one you’ll face, Bi-wol.”

It was the stance of the Six Harmonies Fist used by Kim Hyul, the protagonist of the original King of Vajra Fist, who would later be known as the Fist King.



 
  
    Chapter 34: How can I forget without getting drunk (3)


In the original story Geumgang Fist King, the protagonist Kim Hyul is a sworn enemy of Bi-wol.

The entire plot begins with her burning down the village where he used to live when she was young.

Due to the curse of the Heavenly Killing Star, Bi-wol began to revel in bloodshed and slaughter. 

She was a person who couldn’t live unless she followed that fate.

“Do you think you can block a sword with just your fists?”

But now, Bi-wol was living as my disciple and hadn’t committed any killings.

So, what is Kim Hyul doing at this moment?

“The strength of the heart is the strength of the body.”

I smiled slightly at her while reciting the exact line Kim Hyul said in the original work. 

Originally, the protagonist mastered the Indestructible Diamond Body, a technique that allowed him to shatter steel weapons like swords and spears with his bare hands.

“I will show you that fists can be stronger than swords.”

Perhaps he was still practicing the Indestructible Diamond Body, so I needed to prepare Bi-wol for that.

Foreign readers who don’t know the ending of the original story must be eagerly awaiting the showdown between the protagonist and the final boss.

“The secret of the Six Harmonies Fist lies in the unity of heaven and earth, and all four directions. It is about combining three pairs of different forces into one.”

More precisely, it is the fusion of physical and mental strength to create perfect offense and defense.

“The first is the unity of heaven and earth. Heaven is the unconscious mind that moves the body, and earth is the intent that perfectly understands and uses technique.”

It was similar to the method I used when I performed the Drunken Fist. 

When a technique is fully mastered, it becomes second nature, flowing naturally without conscious effort.

Whoosh!

I used Gye-tae, a movement imitating the motion of a chicken, balancing on one leg, and flexibly dodged Bi-wol’s sword path by twisting my waist. 

Despite the strange posture, my balance remained perfect.

“… Your movements have changed. Have you sobered up?”

“There’s still some drunkenness left, but the martial arts I’m using have changed.”

Bi-wol’s expression showed disbelief as she watched me perform the Six Harmonies Fist. 

She must have thought the martial art she knew wasn’t refined enough to dodge such a dangerous sword.

Moreover, the sword she was wielding was a demon sword, wrapped in demonic energy. 

Even at a glance, it was a weapon that could slice through steel and rock like tofu.

“To think you could do this with just the Six Harmonies Fist…”

The martial art I was using, the same one the protagonist of the original story used, was widely regarded as a third-rate technique.

“The second harmony is the unity of internal and external forces. This creates the foundation for Bal-kyung (energy projection). It’s as difficult as uniting the north and the south…”

Clang!

When my palm clashed with her demon sword, the impact felt like two pieces of iron colliding. 

Even though I had surrounded my hand with ice energy, the numbing sensation still reverberated through my body.

“… But you can use it like this.”

I grinned as I unleashed Bal-kyung.

Although blood trickled down the corner of my mouth due to the strain of using my inner energy, I found it more fun to teach my disciple than to worry about my condition.

“The third harmony is the unity of the shoulders and hips. This also represents the east and west. Through this, one can attack and defend against heaven, earth, and all directions.”

Originally a Shaolin external martial art, the secret of Six Harmonies Fist had been leaked to the point that even third-rate warriors could practice it.

The essence of Six Harmonies Fist, or more accurately Xin Yi Liu He Quan (Heart and Mind Six Harmonies Fist), was its simplicity, which made it perfect.

“Azazel, watch carefully. The tendrils behind you are like your arms. If you master this martial art, you will find it useful later.”

“It’s like the movements of a chicken, isn’t it?”

To demonstrate for Azazel, I showed her the basic form called Gye-haeng-bo (Chicken Walk), derived from the Gye-tae stance.

Each movement connected seamlessly to the next, flowing smoothly like a continuous dance. The key was the imitation of animal motions, prioritizing flexibility and balance.

“I don’t need that…!”

Azazel, frustrated by the seemingly ridiculous stances, summoned her tendrils and attempted to smash the alcohol jar nearby.

“Whoa there, you almost spilled some precious liquor!”

I dodged between the tendrils, crouched down, and caught the jar with my chest in a graceful motion, resembling a crane standing still.

“If you don’t like punches, you can always learn to use pressure point strikes.”

Tap. Tock.

Shim-ju-gyuk-beop (Pillar Sinking Strike).

I struck the tip of a tendril with my elbow, sealing its movement. 

Touching a foreign god’s body with bare hands is considered madness, but…

“Now that your prized tendrils are immobilized, what will you do?”

I remained calm, as I had even escaped Azazel’s illusionary dreams before.

“Fine. Fine, I’ll do it…!”

Azazel, unable to hide her surprise, glanced at her stiff tendrils. 

She begrudgingly nodded and began imitating the forms I had shown her.

“You should’ve just done it without complaining. You’re doing well now.”

Although her movements were clumsy, I appreciated her genuine attempt to absorb my teachings.

This must be what it feels like to raise a daughter.

“You’re far too relaxed, Master.”

Seeing my satisfied smile, Bi-wol sharpened her sword attacks even further. 

Countless strikes aimed at my jar of liquor.

Clang! Boom!

The sound echoed as my fists and her sword collided, the air splitting with explosive pressure.

Since I hadn’t mastered the Indestructible Diamond Body, I used Bal-kyung and ice energy to defend myself.

“I think I’m starting to understand now. 

That strange style of yours, it’s all based on imitating the forms of animals, isn’t it?”

After exchanging several blows, Bi-wol finally grasped the essence of my techniques.

The steps of the chicken’s walk (Gye-tae), The dragon’s rise (Yong-yo), The bear’s block and strike (Ung-go), The eagle’s gaze (Eung-jak), The tiger’s pounce (Ho-po-du), And lastly, the thunderous shout, mimicking the sounds animals make (Nae-seong).

“So now, dodging here and there won’t work on me anymore!”

Though simple to learn, mastering the Six Harmonies Fist required dedication. 

It was a martial art where, as the saying goes, ‘the body possesses seven fists,’ allowing the practitioner to use their head, shoulders, elbows, hands, knees, and legs for both offense and defense.

“You still have a long way to go. Never think you’ve won until you’re sure. Always doubt your opponent.”

I stepped forward with my weightless leg, placed my palms on Bi-wol’s shoulders, and spoke firmly.

“Ugh…!”

With a dull thud, the sound echoed as Bi-wol grimaced, her face contorting in response to the pain radiating from her forehead.

It was a headbutt, also known as Ho-bak (扑) in the Six Harmonies Fist technique.

Staggering from the attack, Bi-wol immediately attempted to counter, but I didn’t miss the opening she had left.


This time, I used a technique called Un-pae-il-wol-pa (雲閉日月把).

As her sword came towards me, I stretched my elbow back, drawing a circle to deflect the attack, and then swiftly stepped forward, using my other hand to push against her abdomen, sending her flying upward.

Puhwok!

Bi-wol’s body was lifted into the air, tracing a trajectory far off into the distance.

“Senior! Are you alright?!”

Verdandi, who had been watching the fight, shouted in concern. 

The holy sword that had left Bi-wol’s hand regained its form, emitting a radiant glow.

“The secret of the Three Calamities Sword mirrors heaven, earth, and humanity. These are the three calamities, and they manifest in thrusts, horizontal slashes, and vertical cuts. It’s simple if you think of it that way.”

I downed the last of my drink and spoke to Bi-wol. 

I had given her enough guidance; she should be able to find the solution on her own now.

“So, is it time for the Six Harmonies Sword?”

I smiled casually at Verdandi as I turned my gaze toward her.

Verdandi trembled as if she couldn’t believe the sight in front of her. 

She hadn’t expected her drunken master to be this strong.

Even a naive person like her could tell that my body wasn’t in peak condition, as I gasped for breath and coughed up blood.

Yet still—

“You’re stiff in your movements. You only need to repeat one action over and over.”

Bing Yeon, with a calm expression, corrected Azazel’s posture as if she didn’t feel any pain.

“Don’t touch me without permission…!”

“It’s better to show you through action than explain it a hundred times.”

Azazel tried to shake off Bing Yeon’s hand in anger, but it was impossible for an ordinary person without martial arts to resist a master.

If Azazel had been a warrior instead of a saintess, would things have been different? 

Now, she was coming to terms with the fact that she had been dependent on others, weak.

“Your hands and feet aren’t in sync. The foundation of the Six Harmonies Fist is the unity of the shoulders and hips, remember? Every connected part should follow suit.”

Bi-wol was already lying far away, and at present, the only one left to face Bing Yeon was Verdandi.

“What are you waiting for? Come at me.”

“But… but, what about my senior?!”

She couldn’t believe that such a huge difference could exist, all over a mere jar of liquor.

“I held back my strength with Bi-wol, so she’ll be fine. In truth, her compatibility with the Six Harmonies Fist is the worst.”

In the original story, the only person capable of defeating the final boss was the protagonist, Kim Hyul. 

In that sense, it was accurate for Bi-wol to be defeated so easily.

“… Understood.”

Verdandi picked up the holy sword from the ground and glared at Bing Yeon. 

Now that it had come to this, she had no choice but to quickly learn a new sword technique and defeat her master.

“I see a fierce determination in your eyes. Why do you wield the sword?”

“Why do I wield the sword? Is that really important?”

Bing Yeon’s sudden question caused Verdandi to pause in confusion. 

Until now, she had believed that she fought to protect justice, to fight alongside others.

She had been chosen to slay the Demon King. 

She had thought that, no matter what she did, she would be forgiven.

But now, as a disciple under him, she had begun to judge people without distinguishing between good and evil.

‘Am I not wielding my sword for justice?’

Verdandi lowered her blade for a moment, lost in thought. 

Who was she wielding the sword for?

“This is not the place for that conversation. Let’s move to a better location.”

Tap. Tock.

Bing Yeon pressed the pressure point on the back of Azazel’s neck, knocking her unconscious. 

Then, he sat down cross-legged, assuming a meditative pose.

‘An opening…!’

Beside him, the jar of liquor lay unprotected, with no guards or barriers. 

Seeing this, Verdandi saw it as the perfect opportunity and immediately swung her sword towards it.

“… I knew from the start that you could see my mental world.”

As if a ripple spread through water, the scenery around them began to change. 

The ground beneath her vanished into a void.

Sploosh!!

Losing her balance, Verdandi fell into what seemed like an endless ocean. 


She looked up at the sky, only to see snow falling.

This was Bing Yeon’s mental world:

Baek-hae-seol-gyeong (白海雪景) – the White Sea of Snow.

“I will teach you the Six Harmonies Sword here.”

A winter landscape of white snow covering the sea stretched out before Verdandi.



 
  
    Chapter 35: How can I forget without getting drunk (4)


This is something that people from the old days used to call a ‘barrier’ and people these days call a ‘domain expansion.’

When a powerful warrior draws a certain image in their mind, it’s called a mental image. 

If I had to choose the image that comes to my mind, it could only be a scene like this.

“Dohyun, do you like snow?”

It was Seolhwa who asked me that question one day, as I was watching the first snow of the season fall outside the school window.

Originally, I disliked snow, but seeing her innocent expression, I couldn’t say anything other than yes. It felt like she would cry if I said no.

And then,”I like it too!”

The pure, fragile smile Seolhwa gave me at that moment—it was so lovely, with her cheeks flushed red as if a plum blossom had bloomed in the snow.

From that day on, I came to like the season of winter.

The cold snow falling, the puffy breath that came out when I exhaled, and even the smell of cream-filled fish-shaped buns that Seolhwa loved.

‘I was surprised when I first realized that Verdandi’s ability, <Eyes of Truth>, could be used this way.’

I had only overheard Verdandi talking to Bi-wol. 

She shouldn’t have known anything about the Cheonma Cult, but she spoke about Bi-wol’s past as if she had seen it herself.

It was an application of the method I used to defeat the heart demon. 

If I could enter someone else’s mental world, then it was also possible to pull the opponent into mine.

“Puhaha, Master! How did you manage to turn the ground into a sea? This isn’t just an illusion!”

Verdandi, floundering in the sea, didn’t seem to know how to control herself in the world of mental images yet.

“I asked you, for what reason do you wield your sword?”

I began to speak, teaching Verdandi. It was a theme I had emphasized in the original work, The Hero Must Die.

If the hero’s justice is twisted and distorted, can it still be considered good?

I believed that a hero is not inherently good but is defined by their actions.

“I don’t know!”

Verdandi answered my question with a bright smile, saying she didn’t know. 

She reminded me of a blank sheet of paper, having lost even the reason why she should act as a hero.

In the original story, she would have enacted justice to avenge the parents and villagers who abandoned her.

“But Master, haven’t you solved all the problems for me?”

Verdandi no longer had that dark determination. 

Pure, yes, but because of that, she was at risk of being dyed by someone else’s color.

People change as they are influenced by others. 

Emotions like admiration, love, jealousy, and envy affect and transform a person.

“I can’t stay by your side forever.”

“Huh…?”

“I’m living a life with a limited time. Like a flame gradually burning out, I can feel my life slowly fading away.”

I told Verdandi the truth. 

She might have been worried, having seen me coughing up blood or bleeding from my eyes, nose, and mouth.

“…So, you must find for yourself why you wield your sword.”

Hearing it directly from the person involved carries a different weight. 

When I heard about Seolhwa’s death from her parents, it felt like the sky was falling.

“I refuse! Isn’t it enough if I win that tournament, or whatever it’s called? If not me, then at least my senior…!”

“The opponent is someone with the same prophetic abilities as me. They will likely send out the enemy you would have had the hardest time dealing with.”

I shook my head and shifted the conversation back to Seolhwa. 

To Verdandi, Seolhwa was like a mother and a co-creator.

I wondered how happy Seolhwa would be if she saw these children now, but she had been consumed by an external force, so she was likely no longer in her right mind.

‘If that weren’t the case, she wouldn’t have said it was the “original story”…’

Otherwise, it could have been a means to lure me out using Seolhwa, who had already died long ago.

Thinking negatively about all the possibilities was a habit I developed to prepare for the misfortunes that had followed me since childhood.

“To be honest, I have no regrets left in my short life. I’ve achieved almost everything I could.”

I spoke as calmly as possible.

I had mended Bi-wol’s troubled past, prevented Verdandi from going astray, and delayed Azazel’s twisted love. 

Now, the only thing left is to cheer these kids on as they walk their path.

“…Master.”

“Why, Verdandi?”

Verdandi’s head drooped low. 

She stopped swimming, her tears falling with little plops. 

As I watched her, something overlapped in my mind.

It was Seolhwa.

“Then… are you saying there is no one left who wields their sword for your sake, Master?”

Her face twisted with concern, looking just like Seolhwa as she had worried over me. 

Verdandi’s innocent face contorted as she burst into tears.

“Technically, you have Bi-wol, your senior.”

To me, Bi-wol was like a first child. 

In fact, it was because of her that I met Seolhwa and was able to develop our relationship.

“If it’s her, she would do anything for me.”

“No, Senior alone is not enough.”

At that moment, Verdandi’s voice grew firm. 

Her body, which had been sinking moments before, rose and stood on the water’s surface.

“Whatever means I have to use! Master must live a long, long life!”

Her face seemed to have shed the worries that had plagued her. 

Perhaps she was still too young to fully understand the concept of parting.

“Verdandi…”

People tend to remember those who have left more than those who have stayed. 

My older brother, who had always been like a hero to me, was the same.

When I was bullied by other kids for being poor, or looked down upon by the adults around me, he would appear and save me.

His death completely changed my values.

“Master saved me from walking down the wrong path. So, I don’t understand why you’re suddenly talking about dying!”

Verdandi shouted, wiping away her tears. 

Her red, swollen eyes and trembling hands looked pitiful, but—

“Humans must always prepare for farewells.”

I steeled myself. 


If I were to die, there was no one I trusted enough yet to leave these children with.

“The Six Harmonious Sword Techniques of the Mount Hua Sect are based on the movements of plum blossoms. They consist of six basic moves: slashing, stabbing, blocking, parrying, dodging, and breaking.”

It was originally a secret technique of the Mount Hua Sect, but in my novel, it had spread to the public and become a common third-rate martial art.

I created a sword of ice while observing Verdandi. 

Her breathing had stabilized compared to before, and the trembling in her sword had vanished.

She had also gotten used to the sensation of walking on water, and now she was closing the distance between us, stepping toward me.

“Just as plum blossoms fall gently from the sky, you slash lightly from above. This is the first form, Plum Blossom Sky Slash (梅花天斬).”

Kaang!

The sword strike descended softly in a smooth arc from above. 

It was an attack that created the illusion that a delicate flower petal had landed on Verdandi’s blade.

“Gah…!”

Verdandi used her holy sword and her other hand to block the attack, but soon collapsed under the weight of my sword.

“Stand up and do the same. It all begins with you slashing down every falling petal.”

Using my mental world, I made a plum tree sprout beside Verdandi, causing the petals to fall as I continued speaking.

“Just as the plum tree can take root even on rocks, the second form is Plum Blossom Ground Push (梅花地推).”

Kaang! Kaang!

I created a large rock behind her and stabbed my sword into it, leaving countless holes and cracks.

Just as persistent drops of water can eventually wear away a rock, even a third-rate martial art could be elevated to first-rate if honed properly.

In this world, cultivation wasn’t just about increasing inner energy. 

It was important to improve through understanding and repetition of martial arts.

“What… strength is this…?”

Crack! Rumble!

The cracked rock shattered and scattered in all directions like powder. 

Verdandi, seeing the crumbling landscape, wore an expression of speechless shock.

“Even so, I am a warrior with a nickname.”

And this was my mental world. 

I didn’t have to worry about physical limits, and I could create anything for the sake of training.

“Is this how I should do it?” she asked.

“No. Your upper stance needs to raise your arms higher, and your thrust should push your feet further forward.”

Clang! Clang!

Spinning my waist and wrists like a breeze, I twirled my entire body along with my sword. 

Verdandi, unable to block both the thrust and the slash, stared at me in disbelief.

“This is the third form, Plum Blossom Human Spin (梅花人轉), mimicking the sight of petals swirling in the wind. And then…”

Kaang!

Taking advantage of the moment I spoke, Verdandi attempted a downward slash. 

I deflected her sword effortlessly, continuing my explanation. 

The movement of letting the sword slide away lightly imitated the petals dancing in the breeze.

“This is the fourth form, Plum Blossom Wind Strike (梅花風擊).”

I dodged Verdandi’s next attack with a simple tilt of my head and took a step back, continuing to avoid her strikes with ease.

“The sixth form, Plum Blossom Rainfall (梅花落雨), mimics avoiding a downpour of plum blossoms.”

And the final, remaining form:

“This is the sword you must imitate last.”

It was the destructive sword capable of engraving the shape of petals into even solid rock: Plum Blossom Body Destruction (梅花身破).

‘Master, why are you in such a hurry to leave us…?’

In her heart, Verdandi pictured the future. 

She imagined herself as the hero who defeated the demon lord, receiving a pat on the head from her master, Bingyeon.

The thought that he wouldn’t be in that future caused a sharp, heart-wrenching pain.

“I will master the sword and defeat all those who stand in your way, Master!”

Her chest ached so much.

She didn’t want to accept this reality.

Why did partings always come faster than happiness?


He was the first person in her life who had solely watched over her.

To her, Bingyeon had become the most precious person in the world.

“That is what I believe justice to be!”

The softness of emotions breaking down rigidity.

Verdandi, for his sake, had reached the brink of mastering the essence of the Six Harmonious Sword Techniques.



 
  
    Chapter 36: The Divided Fate of Two People (1)


Time passed endlessly.

In Bi-wol’s case, I bought her a new sword and taught her the Three Sword Techniques.

Even though the moves were limited to horizontal slashes, vertical slashes, and thrusts, that simplicity allowed for countless variations and applications.

No matter how third-rate a technique might seem, the person mastering it doesn’t have to be third-rate.

“This is the sword bestowed upon me directly by my master… I will treasure it more than my own life,”

Bi-wol said, clutching the black sword close to her chest, matching the color of her hair.

The reason I chose a sword as close as possible to the one she used in the original story was partly because I wished for her to escape her destined path.

I felt that trying to bind her with my own decisions was no longer the right thing to do.

If I had allowed Bi-wol more freedom, the darkness that grew in her heart might never have taken root.

“Master! Where’s my gift?”

Next to Bi-wol, Verdandi cheerfully interrupted, and I taught her the Six Harmonies Sword Technique. 

It was a third-rate technique containing the essence of the Volcano Sect’s three sword principles: speed, change, and illusion.

Though she initially struggled with the concept of training in an imaginary world, it was the best way to teach her while conserving my own strength.

Moreover, Verdandi’s rival, Sieghardt, was a swordsman who could turn anything into a sword. Once he grew stronger, he could even slice through time and space, making him a terrifying opponent.

“Unfortunately, that’s how it is. But how about this comb instead?”

I showed Verdandi a comb. 

Since she always braided her hair on one side, there was a backstory where she cherished her hair.

“I love it! You truly understand a woman’s heart, Master!”

She beamed and immediately took the comb from my hand. 

The shopkeeper gave me a strange look, but I brushed it off as nothing.

“Master, do you know that giving a comb to a woman has a special meaning?”

Apparently, there was some significance. 

Judging by how Bi-wol tugged on my sleeve in silent protest, I had made another mistake.

“I wouldn’t know. I’ve never been close to women.”

I shook my head, playing dumb. 

When it comes to these things, the best approach is to feign ignorance.

“…Since you did it unknowingly, I’ll overlook it this once,”

Bi-wol sighed deeply, as if she had expected this, and eventually nodded in acceptance.

What could that meaning possibly be? 

I had lived with a terminal condition for so long that I never thought about having a wife. 

Ever since I lost Seolhwa, I hadn’t even considered meeting another woman.

“What about my gift?”

Suddenly, I sensed someone behind me. 

It was Azazel, puffing out her cheeks, asking if she had a gift too. 

I was glad to see she was slowly opening up to us.

“How about something to eat? I’ve got some sweets as sweet as demon flowers,”

I gently offered Azazel a pastry coated in sugar, resembling a twisted donut.

Since Azazel still treasured the rosary Kang Siwoo gave her, I felt that giving her something material might have the opposite effect.

“Not bad. Thank you.”

She gave a slight bow in gratitude. 

Watching her, I realized she still needed more time.

“I hope you’ll continue to work hard.”

People tend to grow weary without rewards for their repeated efforts.

Before launching a web novel, writing drafts without any reader response feels lonely and isolating.

One of the reasons I had stopped publishing during my lifetime was because there was no reaction from readers.

No matter how much writers say they write for just one reader, after losing Seolhwa, I wanted more people to see my work.

“Of course, Master.”

“Yes! Understood!”

“If I could meet Siwoo-nim…”

My disciples expressed their gratitude for their gifts and made renewed vows to train harder.

After completing their training, the three disciples gathered in one room, after washing up. 

Originally, it was Bi-wol’s room, but now two others joined her.

“This place is spacious enough. We won’t feel cramped,”

Bi-wol said, allowing them to use the best room in Bingryonghwa Temple, the sunny spot. 

She had lent it to them with the intent of getting something out of her master later.

“So, what’s the reason for gathering us here?”

Verdandi asked first, looking curiously at Bi-wol, who was eyeing the others with a serious expression. 

Verdandi suspected something special was about to happen.

“What? Do you have something to tell us?”

Azazel, indifferent, remarked. 

She hadn’t been around others much lately, so she couldn’t quite guess what was coming.

“…I’ll listen, though.”

Her expression betrayed that she didn’t mind this way of life. 

It was certainly better than being trapped in a cold place, waiting endlessly for someone who wouldn’t come.

“Don’t you think we have something in common?”

Bi-wol posed a hypothesis to them. 

Unlike the usual children Bingryonghwa Temple took in, the three of them had the power to overthrow entire nations.

According to Bingryonghwa’s prophecy, them gathering here didn’t seem to be against fate.

“First, we all have dark pasts,”

Bi-wol began, holding up one finger.

She had been raised in the Demonic Cult, forced to taste blood and slaughter from a young age. 

Verdandi, with her ability to see the truth, had endured the persecution of villagers, who shunned her for exposing their lies.

Azazel had lost her parents, lived with her twin sister, and suffered the humiliation of losing the man she loved.

“Hmm! That makes sense!”

Verdandi nodded in agreement, understanding Bi-wol’s reasoning. 

After all, their master, Bingryonghwa, had shown compassion for their pasts and taken them in.

“…Is that so?”

Azazel tilted her head slightly, uncertain. 

People’s pasts could seem miserable depending on how one viewed them, but she felt Kang Siwoo had saved her.


“Second, we all possess the strength to overthrow at least one country. This is different from the other children who enter the sect.”

Bi-wol held up a second finger.

Most of the people taken in by Bingryonghwa Temple were children whose parents had fled after being taxed heavily by local magistrates, or those who had lost limbs in accidents and found themselves unemployed, or those who had been forced into the streets due to famine.

In other words, these naturally powerful individuals didn’t need to be accepted as disciples. 

If the future were to change, it would have been better to support them quietly from the shadows.

“We might be related to Master’s death!”

At that moment, Verdandi raised her hand and shared her thoughts with Bi-wol.

The vision Bi-wol saw during her battle with the darkness—the future shown by the Thousand Deaths Star—was of someone’s head, someone she knew well, being severed.

“No. If it was just to protect his own life, he wouldn’t have saved us. He would have chosen to kill us instead. That would have left fewer loose ends.”

Bi-wol shook her head, disagreeing with Verdandi’s opinion. 

She had realized this during her training.

Even though they were all at the pinnacle of martial arts, Bingryeon had been stuck at that wall for much longer. 

Even if the three of them attacked him together, they wouldn’t easily win.

“When you put it like that, something does seem off.”

Azazel rested her chin on her hand, lost in thought.

If they were truly tied to the grim future Bingryeon foresaw, wouldn’t it have been easier for him to just kill them?

That man… even I think he’s strange. Someone who’s been touched by the Outer Gods and still maintains his sanity can’t be normal.

Behind her, the tentacles of Morigidian stirred, adding her opinion.

It wasn’t just any Outer God—it was Shub-Niggurath. 

Known as the Black Goat of the Woods with a Thousand Young, she was also the wife of Yog-Sothoth, the Sealer of Places, sometimes called the lurking horror.

– The daughter-in-law of the Foolish Father. 

Do you really think someone touched by her could still be considered a mere human?

The being above them, Azathoth, was often described as transcending reason itself, effectively making her the consort of the leader of the Outer Gods.

“Third, Master treated us as if we were his daughters. It seemed like he felt guilty toward us.”

This final point struck a chord with the others, and they exchanged looks, feeling an odd sense of familiarity. 

Their hair colors and eye colors were all different, but…

They couldn’t quite say the word that was on the tip of their tongues. 

They hadn’t noticed when they were apart, but they shared many small similarities.

“We all have different parents!”

Verdandi’s wide-eyed, confused expression made her point clear. 

Bi-wol sighed deeply, as if she understood exactly what Verdandi meant.

“Yeah, Master doesn’t have a wife either. Although, sometimes in the winter, he does go off somewhere with flowers.”

I wondered if perhaps he was projecting his lost child onto us, but no matter how much I thought about it, the age didn’t match up.

“But our appearances do share some common traits.”

“Common traits…?”

As Bi-wol spoke, she ran her fingers through her hair. 

Looking at her disciples, she noticed their hair falling to the same length.

“Long straight hair, unusual eyes, and we’re all taller and more built than other girls our age.”

All three of them had long, straight hair, striking eyes, and were physically taller and stronger than other children their age, as if they were modeled after someone.

“……”

“Now that you mention it, we really do look alike!”

Could this just be a coincidence? 

They were born across continents, hundreds of miles apart.

In fact, the final bosses in the original story were all described similarly to Seolhwa, which was why they ended up looking this way.

“…Could it be that we’re actually long-lost sisters?”

Azazel’s wild guess only deepened the misunderstanding between them.

I couldn’t sleep tonight. 

Was it because I was starting to believe that Seolhwa was truly alive?

It could be that Shub-Niggurath, the Outer God, was trying to deceive me by imitating her handwriting and memories.

“Even after all these years, I still can’t forget you.”

I covered my face with my hands and furrowed my brow. 

Love, like a deadly poison, continued to torment me no matter how much time passed.

Even before and after I was possessed, Seolhwa remained in a corner of my heart, her presence always looming.

“…If you’re really alive, why haven’t you shown yourself to me?”

I had left the sect and was now wandering alone on the mountain behind it.

I felt like I would lose my mind if I stayed still, but I didn’t care that my breath was growing ragged and my body drenched in sweat.

I wrote to gain her attention, to honor her. 

My admiration turned into love, and now all that was left was a wretched obsession. 

That’s why I took in those final bosses as my disciples.

What more could they take from me? 

Why were they trying to destroy even my last remaining memories?

“You know the reason better than anyone.”

At that moment, a familiar voice brushed against my ears, and all my senses went on high alert.


There’s no way.

This can’t be happening.

The owner of that sweet, slightly high-pitched voice was—

“…Dohyun. It’s been a long time.”

It was the voice of Seolhwa, the one I had longed for all my life.



 
  
    Chapter 37: The Divided Fate of Two People (2)


Have you ever heard the word “Undead”?

It refers to supernatural beings that are neither alive nor dead. 

A word for corpses that move against death.

As soon as I saw the girl in front of me, that word lingered in my mind.

It made sense, because the person standing in front of me felt unmistakably like Yoo Seolhwa.

Though the color of her hair and eyes were different, there is a unique aura people have.

No matter how much time passes, no matter how much faces or heights change, there are reasons you can still recognize them. 

This was how I had immediately recognized Bi-wol’s demon horse.

However,

“……”

I couldn’t open my mouth because there was one troubling issue.

The figure before me was Bingsulhwa, the character I had set as Kim Hyul’s heroine. 

Now, in this world, she’s known as my half-sister.

In other words, we met again in the worst possible way. 

As if someone who knew our real-world relationship had secretly manipulated things.

“Haha! Dohyun, do you know you’re making a really strange face right now?”

Bingsulhwa touched her lips with her hand and twisted into a smile. 

Her fragile-looking grin sparkled as it reflected the moonlight.

“You… who are you? Who exactly are you to know my real name…?”

At first, I denied it.

Like someone going through the stages of accepting death, I didn’t want to believe that the hypothesis swirling in my head was true.

Because for all I knew, she could just be Seolhwa in name only, manipulated by Shub-Niggurath, who claimed to be one of my devoted readers. 

I didn’t want my memories with her to be tainted by some alien god.

“Hmm? I’m Yoo Seolhwa, your one and only precious girlfriend.”

Bingsulhwa narrowed her eyes at me, as if I were the strange one. 

She even stepped closer, shrinking the distance between us.

“You possessed Bingyeon’s body, didn’t you? That’s why I ended up like this too. Now it all makes sense.”

Bingsulhwa recognized me as Han Dohyun just by looking at me. 

If that were the case, she was most likely not the real Seolhwa, but an alien deity.

How else could she be so sure of who I was, even while looking at me in the guise of an extra, not the main character? 

Only the being that brought me into this world could know.

She was drawing nearer. Seeing her hum so innocently reminded me of the Seolhwa I used to know.

“Don’t lie. The Seolhwa I know would never want to see the ‘original story’ of this world.”

There was a fundamental difference. 

She always wanted the story’s characters and endings to be happy.

No matter how much I paused the serialization or how dark I intended the endings to be, Seolhwa, unlike me, was a being of light.

“She already knows the ending of this world.”

I clenched my hands tightly as I spoke.

It was a world we built together. 

Two middle schoolers with their heads together, creating a trivial little story.

“Hmm, do you really think that? You know, when the final bosses in the novel die, the world becomes peaceful.”

Seolhwa slowly closed one eye, giving an awkward wink. 

Why was she doing something like that at a moment like this?

“Those children haven’t done anything wrong yet. There’s still a chance to turn things around.”

I countered with a sound argument. 

Even though I had designed tragic backstories for my disciples, there was still a chance to change the future.

Bi-wol had left the Heavenly Demon Cult and solved her demonic problem. 

Verdandi had stopped using her abilities selfishly. 

Azazel had somewhat let go of her obsession with Kang Si-woo.

I believed I had to sever the bad fates I had created, with my own hands.

“So, are you saying you’ll ignore the only reader who stuck with your novel? The one and only Great Mother Earth?”

“I know that a writer only exists because there are readers, but still, I believe this is the right ending.”

No matter how much she tried to persuade me, my belief didn’t waver. 

Even if this were just a novel, this world had been brought into reality.

Besides, if this were truly Seolhwa, she wouldn’t be saying such things. 

She had been the first to love my novel.

“Isn’t it a bit cold, treating your girlfriend so harshly after seeing her for the first time in ages, Dohyun?”

“Stop the cheap imitation. Is it fun, playing with me by using the dead?”

In the original story, Bingsulhwa was destined to be with Kim Hyul, the main character. 

Unlike me, just an extra, she was an important supporting character.

If we’re sticking to the original, she shouldn’t even be here.

“Every word you speak is an insult to Seolhwa.”

I spoke to Bingsulhwa, whose hair and eyes resembled mine.

Though I felt a sense of familiarity, I couldn’t hide my disgust.

“Hmm? I’ve been reborn into this world just like you. Don’t believe me?”

She showed her wrist and laughed, a habit Seolhwa had since childhood.

“Yeah, I don’t believe it. If you were the real Seolhwa, you wouldn’t have left such a mark on my body.”

I shook my head as I pieced my thoughts together.

If this were truly her, she wouldn’t have left a sentence that could only be seen through Azazel, nor would she have awkwardly winked with one eye.

She had deliberately twisted things, perhaps to avoid being noticed by the alien god.

Seolhwa, who was skilled at puzzles and codes, enjoyed me understanding her intentions in this way.

“Technically, she’s been given another chance. She enjoyed your web novel and wants to see how it ends.”

Seolhwa spoke in a pleading tone, placing her hand over her chest as if in pain.

“Is there any proof that I should believe those words?”

This entire act could just be part of the alien god’s scheme. 

I emitted a cold aura, trying to block her approach.

“I cried so much after you left for the army. Whether it was because I fell ill, or from grief, my body slowly began to stiffen again….”

Tears welled up in Bingsulhwa’s blue eyes, freezing into tiny crystals in the cold air.

“…Shut up, shut up!”


I shouted, telling her not to come any closer. 

If she did, I felt my heart would waver.

“Did you not want to see me, Dohyun? When my body hit the cold concrete floor, I didn’t die right away. With my spine shattered, I begged to be saved.”

She continued to sob, recounting the misery of her final moments. 

How much pain she felt, how much she longed for life when she hadn’t died immediately.

And,

“As I lay there, nearing death, I missed you. Dohyun, I cried out that if there were another life, I wanted to meet you again.”

She confessed just how deeply she had longed for me before she died.

“…Even now, are those children still more important to you than I am?”

Her tears stopped, and Seolhwa extended her hand toward me. 

It was as if she would forgive me if I just stood by her now.

“They’re like daughters to you too, aren’t they?”

I gathered all my internal energy as I spoke. 

Blood streamed from my eyes, nose, and mouth, and my vision began to blur.

“They’re the protagonists of the original story. Not the final bosses.”

Hearing this, I was sure that the Seolhwa before me was not in her right mind. 

Though she retained memories of our time together, her body and mind were no longer normal.

-Huh? So what happens to the final bosses with tragic backstories?

That’s what Seolhwa once said to me.

You just give them a happy ending in the next parallel world sequel!

Is that why you’re trying to link the worlds of your novels?

-Of course! Isn’t it every author’s dream to have all their stories connected, creating one grand world?

That’s why I tried to tie the worlds of Azazel and Verdandi together. 

Just because they were final bosses, didn’t mean they had to be eternally unhappy.

“This confirms it. Return Seolhwa to her original state, alien god.”

BAM! I used my Ice Glacier technique, launching myself into the air on a large block of ice, then slamming down toward her with a fist.

“…Hmm, I thought my acting was perfect.”

Bingsulhwa blocked my attack effortlessly with her palm, giving me a twisted smile. 

Her trembling fist was soaked in tears.

But only one eye shed them, the same one that had winked earlier.

“I’m not lying. I really did give her a second life.”

Her voice suddenly changed, becoming deeper and more mature, like it was blending multiple languages. 

As soon as I heard that voice, my chest tightened as if my heart would burst.

“Child, I’m just curious to see what sort of tragedy your novel leads to. After all, understanding ignorance is the most important thing.”

The sensation was different from when Azazel had revealed her divinity. 

Though the alien god spoke slowly, the words hammered directly into my brain.

It was intentional. 

Like burning ants under a magnifying glass, she controlled the pain, making sure I didn’t die.

“Guh, ugh….”

I couldn’t breathe properly, coughing up blood as I collapsed to the ground.

“Why reject me? I followed your protagonists’ stories and your novel all the way to the end.”

Bingsulhwa looked at me pitifully as I gasped for air.

If I accepted her offer, I might be able to live a happy life with Seolhwa.

“As an author, every story is precious…!”

But I didn’t want that.

Even if the work was unfinished.

Some authors I knew had remade their stories four times before succeeding. 

It had taken years of planning to fully realize Bi-wol and the disciples.

“Thank you for always reading when I updated my chapters, for proofreading, for supporting me… but…!”

I struggled to stand and finally spoke to Bingsulhwa. 

At least this one thing, I had to say myself.

“The ending of the story is decided by the author…!”


I expressed my resolve, recalling the encouraging words Seolhwa once gave me.

“…What a shame. I thought at least we could communicate as author to reader. Well, I’ll see you at the Yongbongji Meeting.”

Clicking her tongue, Bingsulhwa turned and disappeared into the forest, leaping between the trees.

“Yes, one day I’ll definitely save you.”

I clenched my fists, steeling my resolve.



 
  
    Chapter 38: Yongbongjihoe (1)


As the approaching Yongbongjihoe drew near, the streets filled with people, signaling the start of a festive atmosphere.

Traditionally, this was a martial arts competition overseen by the orthodox factions, including the Murim Alliance, where each sect’s promising disciples would compete to gauge their abilities.

But… in my novel, I allowed anyone to participate—whether they were from the orthodox factions, the unorthodox factions, or even from the Western regions.

This was simply to ensure the seamless inclusion of various characters from different stories.

Even though the competition bestowed the titles of Dragon and Phoenix, in the end, how I used this plot device was entirely up to me as the writer.

“Master! Are all these people here to watch us?”

Verdandi exclaimed, her eyes wide as she gazed at the packed stadium. 

It was typical of her, someone who reveled in being admired by others as the true hero she believed herself to be.

I had always envisioned heroes as the ones who stepped forward first and sacrificed the most.

Just like in reality, there are times when people are cast out for not fitting in with the team’s personality or fighting style, only to regret it later.

“Yes, normally only one person from each sect would participate in the Yongbongjihoe, but… this time, many places have entered the competition.”

I rubbed my chin as I spoke. 

It was as if Bing Seolhwa had pulled some strings, for this Yongbongjihoe was double the size and had twice the number of participants compared to the last one.

Now, Seolhwa, my first love and the person who had written the piece adored by foreign readers, had become someone who wouldn’t hesitate to use any means to defeat the final bosses.

‘Seolhwa knows this novel’s setting just as well as I do.’

As much as I missed her, now wasn’t the time to dwell on the past. I had to focus on protecting these students.

“In the preliminaries, only one person from each sect fights, but for the main competition, three must be sent.”

The rules had changed, clearly aiming for Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel. 

It was impossible to guess how many people Seolhwa had met in advance to orchestrate all of this.

She had even attached a grand reason to it, claiming that it was to make people accept an unorthodox sect winning a tournament led by orthodox factions. 

But it was clear she had at least convinced the leader of the Murim Alliance to support her plan.

‘I had considered intentionally losing in the preliminaries, but…’

The prize was an elixir imbued with the power of extreme yang, a rare medicine. 

It was my last hope to save myself from living a short life, cursed with the Guimjeolmyeok condition.

Though Wolfram claimed something strange had blocked my blood vessels, I thought I could at least try bringing this elixir to the divine doctor. 

There was still a chance.

“Master, I will win this competition and claim that elixir for you.”

Bi-wol grasped my scarred hand tightly, her lips curling into a soft smile. 

She exuded confidence, having mastered the Samjae Sword Technique under my guidance.

“Senior! You must make it to the finals! Let me have my moment to shine as a hero!”

Verdandi’s excitement was evident as she spoke, her voice practically bursting with the anticipation of her chance to fight.

I decided that Bi-wol would compete in the preliminaries, while the rest of my students would fight in the main competition. 

By showing my strongest hand first, I aimed to throw off their calculations.

The real wildcard of this martial arts tournament, however, was Verdandi.

When the hero sustains a serious injury, her Sacred Armor would appear, granting her the ultimate defense, able to block any attack. 

There could be no better place to acquire such an artifact.

…As for Azazel, there was no guarantee she could defeat Kang Si-woo. 

After all, she still harbored feelings for him.

Just as I couldn’t bring myself to harm Seolhwa, Azazel might prefer to forfeit rather than fight the man she once loved.

Knowing this, I planned to send out Bi-wol, Azazel, and Verdandi in that order for the main competition, aiming to create the perfect opportunity for a comeback.

Even if it was a traditional strategy, from the opponent’s perspective, it might be enough to provoke them.

“Azazel, what will you do if you meet Kang Si-woo?”

“I’ll ask him why he chose my sister over me. I’ll also ask if love is really something so trivial.”

Azazel’s voice wavered slightly as she replied. 

She still believed Kang Si-woo might have lingering feelings for her, even though he had betrayed her once. 

She wanted to believe in him again.

“…Even if that man never loved you from the start?”

He was just a character from a game. 

In this vast world, there might be people who would risk their lives for such a game, but the Kang Si-woo I had written wasn’t someone burdened by heavy responsibility.

I had once considered giving him the backstory of a protagonist who had lost his parents in a fire as a child and lived with survivor’s guilt until he was saved by the saintess in the game, but…

“He might’ve just been a puppet, reciting predetermined lines. If his feelings for you were genuine, he wouldn’t have been swayed by your sister’s temptations.”

But that didn’t fit with the harem genre. Sometimes I regretted not making <Reincarnated into an Idle Game> a pure romance story, which might have given Azazel a different future.

“From your point of view, it might just seem like a trivial crush, but…”

Azazel’s voice trailed off. 

The emotions she couldn’t express aloud seemed to be creating a knot in her throat.

“…Because I love him, I can turn a blind eye, even knowing the truth.”

Chosen as a saintess, yet unable to gain official recognition because of her succubus bloodline, it was Kang Si-woo who had saved her.

But…

“That’s not love. That’s just obsession from the one who was left behind.”

I knew how such feelings would inevitably end. 

I had seen countless people destroy themselves over unrequited love.

The girl who had spread rumors about me after I didn’t reply to her love letter. 

The senior who approached my friends just to get my phone number.

And even Seolhwa’s father, who had tried to drive a wedge between us, claiming I wasn’t good enough for her.

“To me, love is when two people look in the same direction. Even with different perspectives, they understand and align themselves with each other.”

It was a famous line from Antoine de Saint-Exupéry’s The Little Prince.

Seolhwa and I shared the same dream—to become novelists. 

Although our reasons for pursuing that dream differed, we had matched our steps and breaths, supporting each other along the way.

It was with her that I learned what true love meant. 

Rather than plucking a beautiful flower growing by the roadside, it was more about protecting it.

“…You speak as though you know much about love.”

“Well, it’s only natural I’d know more than you lot.”

Love, being such a complex mix of emotions—hatred, sadness, happiness, and jealousy—was not something easily explained in mere words.

“…Is that really true, Master?”

As I continued my conversation with Azazel, Bi-wol turned her head sharply, glaring at me with suspicion.

“I thought I had dealt with all the wolves wagging their tails at you, Master, but are you saying there’s someone I missed?”

Her breathing grew faster, and her gaze, burning with intensity, made it seem as though she might draw her sword and point it at my throat at any moment.

“Are you telling me that the person who wrote on your body and claimed to see the future was a woman? And that you shared feelings with her before I became your disciple—”

I clamped my hand over Bi-wol’s mouth. 


I couldn’t let her run wild, especially when the person in question was Seolhwa.

“Enough! Bi-wol, stop. She is also my lifesaver.”

Seolhwa had co-created the final bosses with me. Without her, I might’ve given up on life long ago.

Ironically, her death had become the very reason I couldn’t allow myself to die.

“We shared no such feelings. At least, not in this body.”

“It’s true! Senior!”

Knowing Verdandi was nearby, I opted not to lie and revealed the truth instead, hoping to calm Bi-wol’s heart.

“Hmm… No matter how I think about it, something seems fishy. A woman who wrote on your body and has the power of prophecy…”

Bi-wol’s fingers traced along my arm, her possessiveness clear, but all I could do was swallow nervously and pray she wouldn’t cross the line.

The possession by a foreign reader.

My life before that reality.

And the reason the final bosses carried such tragic pasts.

There was so much tangled together that explaining everything would take too long.

“I’ll let it slide this time, Master. I’d hate to miss the opportunity to care for your well-being over something as petty as jealousy.”

With that, Bi-wol smiled slightly, turning confidently toward the tournament grounds.

The crowd’s roar filled the air, their gazes all focused on the grand stage.

“Gathered here are the finest disciples from each sect to compete in martial arts! I’m sure you’ve all been eagerly waiting for this!”

The man’s voice, amplified by his use of sound techniques, introduced the competition with gusto. 

He hailed from Seolsanpa, a sect located beside Yulong Snow Mountain, next to Lijiang in Yunnan Province.

Similar to the North Sea Ice Palace, this sect practiced both ice and sound techniques within the central Murim.

“I am Cheoncheonmu, your commentator!”

He proudly announced his name before introducing the elderly man beside him with great respect.

“This Yongbongjihoe is made possible with the support of the North Sea Ice Palace!”

…The leader of the Ice Palace.

Seated next to a man with the emblem of the Murim Alliance, I saw someone with blue eyes, just like Bing Seolhwa and me.

It seemed the reason I wasn’t warmly welcomed when I visited the Ice Palace had something to do with him. I furrowed my brow as I looked at him.

“Let us begin the Yongbongjihoe with opening remarks from the leader of the Murim Alliance!”

“I hear that this time, a sect from the Western Regions has accepted disciples, but the essence of Murim is always to face the unknown head-on.”

Clearing his throat, the large man in the robes of the Murim Alliance stood tall. 

His name was Go Tae-ho, known as the leader of the Murim Alliance.

“Martial arts are for protecting the weak, and chivalry means not turning a blind eye to those in need. To uphold that, one needs strength.”

His nickname was Kangho, the Strong Tiger, and in the original novel, he was the leader of the Murim Alliance, half-destroyed by Bi-wol, who was the Heavenly Demon.


I had borrowed this definition of justice from a passage in an old wuxia novel I once read.

“I hope the disciples participating in this event keep that in mind.”

As the Murim leader finished speaking, the crowd erupted in cheers, and the Yongbongjihoe officially began.

“Let’s begin the long-awaited Yongbongjihoe! First up, representing Seongyeongmun, we have the martial artist Kim Hwiul!”

The first to appear was none other than Kim Hyul, the protagonist of the original <Golden Fist King>.



 
  
    Chapter 39: Yongbongjihoe (2)


What is martial arts?

While Go Tae-ho, the leader of the Martial Arts Alliance, claimed that martial arts is the power to protect the weak, the answer to that question could vary depending on the martial artist.

Some experts would talk about the strength of individual force, while others from the unorthodox sects would mention the minimum power necessary to avoid being plundered by the strong.

‘Where is my fist headed now?’

In the crowded arena, Kim Hyul, standing alone, was deep in thought.

Was the response of all these people and the cheers a true representation of martial arts?

The reason for his contemplation stemmed from a girl with black hair exuding an overwhelming presence even from a distance—Bi-wol.

Originally, Bi-wol was the one Bingsulhwa had claimed needed to be killed. 

Though she belonged to an unorthodox sect, she was known for being a disciple of a sect that had a good reputation among the villagers. 

Watching her, Kim Hyul clenched his fist tightly.

‘Is killing such a girl truly what I desire from martial arts?’

There is a look in the eyes that only those who have taken a life before can recognize.

When his village was attacked by the Green Forest Bandits in his childhood, Kim Hyul had beaten one of the bandits to death with his bare fists.

The will to kill a person begging for mercy, the sensation of ending a life for the first time—once experienced, there is no turning back.

Looking at Bi-wol from a distance, Kim Hyul could tell that she had never stained her hands with blood.

‘I’d rather ignore Bingsulhwa’s orders.’

The more he thought about it, the more suspicious it seemed.

The two people with white hair and blue eyes, symbolizing the North Sea Ice Palace—if a stranger saw them, they might even mistake them for siblings because of their appearance.

‘I’ve heard plenty about the fame of the Ice Dragon. I can’t just kill without seeing for myself.’

***

Even Kim Hyul had heard rumors of Bing Yeon several times in the martial world, as they were common knowledge to all except recluses or those unfamiliar with the world.

Although classified as an unorthodox sect for gathering wanderers, vagrants, the sick, and homeless children to form a labor collective for the common people…

‘They say the unorthodox sects live in cunning, but this one seems more about freedom. I want to believe that’s true.’

From what he had heard, Bing Yeon was an unusual person, despite their unorthodox roots, whose values leaned towards righteousness. 

It was to the extent that one of the sect’s rules was not to kill without reason.

Typically, those from the unorthodox sects would grab random people on the street and perform techniques like the Absorbing Stars method or Channeling Yin to strengthen themselves.

In some extreme cases, like the Blood Cult, they would grind people into internal pills. 

So, Bing Yeon’s approach made them a true outlier.

“I’d like to meet them and have a conversation. Though, after this match, that might be impossible.”

Kim Hyul clicked his tongue in disappointment as he noticed the opponent approaching him in the arena.

There was something his master—who had saved his family and his life from the Green Forest attack, a master undefeated and known as the Invincible Fist God—once said.

“Are you talking about the most famous of my disciples?”

The legendary master who could break a mountain with one punch and split the Yellow Sea with another had once laughed loudly, boasting about a particular student.

“There was a man so brimming with Yin energy that even the North Sea Ice Palace would pay a fortune to recruit him. He came to me empty-handed, perhaps defeated in some power struggle.”

When Kim Hyul looked at him with envy, the master had snickered and continued.

“Now he’s even earned the nickname Ice Dragon. It’s ridiculous. True martial arts should be steadfast, not flashy.”

The name from back then was…

‘Bing Yeon. As someone who shares the same master, I’d like to see just how strong they are.’

***

I was watching Kim Hyul’s match from a distance.

In the area where participants were waiting, I looked around several times, but Seolhwa was nowhere to be found.

“Are you acquainted with my benefactor?”

At that moment, a man with blue hair approached me. The scars stretching across his eyelids made him quite distinctive.

“…Ziekhart.”

According to the original storyline, Ziekhart was the protagonist who, after seeing Verdandi fall into corruption by indiscriminately taking lives, was chosen as the next hero.

Despite losing his sight, Ziekhart was a boy with an innate talent for the sword and an indomitable will that only grew stronger.

“Ho ho, you say my name without any explanation. Quite impressive!”

He extended his hand for a handshake and laughed heartily. Even at a young age, he spoke with the mannerisms of an elderly man—a quirk I had created to make sure he wouldn’t overlap with other supporting characters.

“I felt a similar presence, so I approached you. It seems you are also like my benefactor.”

Though he had lost his sight, he had gained much in return. He was a character I’d often thought of, wishing there were such compensations for a bleak life in reality too.

“Do you know Bingsulhwa?”

I asked Ziekhart, trying to uncover how she had managed to manipulate the original protagonists to her will.

With Bi-wol as my disciple, Kim Hyul’s village wouldn’t be attacked, Verdandi wouldn’t fall, and there was no longer any reason for Kang Si-woo to kill Azazel.

So how did she gather these protagonists with such differing personalities in one place?

“Of course! All of us are here in this martial arts tournament thanks to her.”

***

“She saved a boy who was attacked by bandits, rescued another who fell into despair, and took in a boy who was destined to slay the Demon King.”

“So that means…”

“To put it simply, she saved each of us when we were about to die.”

It was clear—things had gone as similarly to the original story as possible.

However, the protagonists’ goals, which had once been tied to the final boss, were now all held in the reins of Bingsulhwa.

“Then why are you telling me all of this?”

I suddenly had doubts and asked Ziekhart. 

If Bingsulhwa had truly ordered the protagonists to kill the final bosses, why would she share such a crucial fact with me?

It could be a simple provocation or a declaration of war.

However,

“I’m suspicious as well, since it all seems too convenient, as if our misfortunes were saved in perfect timing.”

His answer was one of unexpected doubt.

“…As if someone can see the future?”

“Exactly.”

I threw out a bait to stir the waters of his suspicion, and Ziekhart took it.

From just this, I learned a lot. 

Bingsulhwa was threatening the original protagonists to kill my disciples without giving them a solid reason.

“Well, she’s my savior, and she’s holding my family hostage, so I have no choice but to comply.”

“So, are you going to kill my disciples?”

Our conversation was drowned out by the noise of the crowd around us.

They say you should hide a tree in a forest and a person in a crowd. 

That saying wasn’t without reason.

Ziekhart gripped the air as he spoke. 

In his hand appeared an invisible sword.


He was the protagonist from To Kill a Hero, the one who could turn anything he touched into his sword.

“Honestly, after meeting this supposed master, I’m starting to think he’s not such a bad person after all.”

As Ziekhart twirled his wrist and tested the weight of his sword, he made the sword vanish and continued speaking.

“Even though if I don’t kill your disciples, my family will die.”

“Have you considered sending your family safely to our side before that happens?”

“Impossible. I don’t even know where they’re hidden. I was grateful when she saved them, but I lost contact with them completely after that.”

I suggested a simple solution, but Ziekhart shook his head vigorously with a sullen expression.

They were likely in the grasp of Shub-Niggurath, the Outer God.

If she had the power to bind Seolhwa and me to this world, it wasn’t far-fetched that she could hold the original protagonists’ families hostage.

“What if we join forces and fight her?”

Ziekhart, despite everything, was a cautious man.

“That’s exactly why I sought you out first.”

Even while being threatened to kill my disciples to save his family, he first came to meet me to understand the truth.

“…So, I’m still not enough?”

“If you can win this tournament against me and the others, then I think there’s still hope.”

With that, Ziekhart stood up.

These original protagonists, to me, were like sons.

***

Given that Seolhwa wasn’t strictly following the orders of the Outer God, it was likely that what remained of her true personality was doing its best to prevent them from suffering a grim fate.

At least for now, their families were being held hostage, not killed, and it wasn’t being blamed on my disciples.

“Then, please, do your best.”

“Well, I hope we don’t meet in the finals.”

“Haha, like that’ll happen.”

Clenching his fist and waving at me, Ziekhart tapped his cane on the ground and walked toward the arena.

Bi-wol, who had been watching the match, was analyzing the opponent’s movements. 

Simple punches that didn’t rely on flashy techniques.

“I am a monk of the Shaolin Temple’s Arhat Hall. I hope we have a good match…”

Boom!

With a single punch, the participant from the Shaolin Temple was knocked out of the ring. 

Just as her master Bing Yeon had said, Bi-wol’s fists were solid and sharp, almost like diamonds.

“So, this is your toughness? I was worried since you trained in Diamond Indestructibility, but it seems you’re still inexperienced.”

If Kim Hyul had truly mastered Diamond Indestructibility, Bing Yeon should’ve known that using a mediocre sword technique like the Three Calamities Swordsmanship wouldn’t be enough to pierce through it.

‘Why did Master teach me the sword?’

Bi-wol pondered as she eyed the opponent she would likely face next.


Here in the tournament, there were renowned doctors who could reattach even severed limbs, as well as a healer who had been summoned from the Western lands with great difficulty.

“No, I’m sure there’s a deeper meaning behind it.”

She didn’t care if she got injured or died.

“The martial arts I pursue are the strength to protect my master, and the chivalry I follow is my devotion to him.”

Patting her cheeks lightly, Bi-wol stepped onto the stage, ready for the next match.



 
  
    Chapter 40: Yongbongjihoe (3)


The Dragon Phoenix Gathering was originally a tournament where the disciples of various sects would meet and compare their strength before officially stepping into the martial world.

Young, growing disciples could not be expected to face fully matured masters, and comparing the descendants of prestigious families based purely on bloodline was also out of the question.

‘…It’s like a preview of the future of the martial world.’

I covered my face with my hands, sinking deep into thought.

This was exactly why Ziekhart had said those things to me earlier. 

He knew that if I couldn’t even secure a victory in a small tournament like this, there would be no way I could stand up to the Outer Gods.

‘Are the protagonists I created similar to me because they are my creations?’

I almost let out a small laugh.

I’d heard before that all protagonists are another ego of the writer, but…

‘They’re exactly like me in how they doubt everything.’

I’d never thought I’d hear one of my protagonists say that they couldn’t win against an Outer God.

I brought my hand to my chin and thought a little more.

If Ziekhart had these suspicions, then Kim Hyul had probably also noticed that something was off with Bing Seolhwa.

Unlike the last protagonist, Kang Si-woo, who had some conflict with Azazel, Kim Hyul was the embodiment of the righteous knight I had originally envisioned.

‘Strength of the mind is the strength of the body.’

This was a twist on a line from Incomplete Life, a webtoon Seolhwa liked: “If you want to succeed, build your stamina; willpower is just a cry for help when stamina is lacking.”

Seolhwa used to go jogging with me every morning, saying that my frequent mistakes at critical moments and slow recovery after failure were all due to a lack of stamina.

Looking back now, it seemed like she was worried about my physical and mental health as I sat holed up in my room, writing all day.

She used to say that if a person only chases success, they’d quickly burn out. T

o truly succeed, one had to enjoy the act itself.

“Dohyun, martial arts and chivalry can be found even in this concrete jungle. Their form and meaning aren’t set in stone.”

That was what Seolhwa had told me when I was struggling with the historical accuracy of my martial arts novel.

“So, what is martial arts and chivalry?”

I had asked her, feeling flustered as she wiped the sweat from my face, grinning mischievously. 

I still remember how I couldn’t keep my head up, my eyes unable to stray from her in the short tank top and dolphin shorts she wore that day.

“Hmm… Chefs who respect each other or writers who see each other not as competitors but as mentors and mentees.”

Unrestricted by form or intent, martial arts was also about the dignity that comes from respect.

“Isn’t it exciting? Imagining surpassing the first novel that ever left a deep impression on you.”

I remember the way she said those words, subtly hinting that she saw me as a strange rival—friend and lover, colleague and competitor. 

That was the kind of relationship we had.

“Oh, you came to watch the match too? I was worried you’d run away from the tournament.”

“…Bing Seolhwa.”

“You can just call me Seolhwa.”

I couldn’t stand idly by while the Outer God manipulated her body.

Tucking her white hair behind her ear, Bing Seolhwa sat beside me, watching the match unfold.

“So, Dohyun, who do you think would win if Kim Hyul and Bi-wol fought?”

“I told you not to call me that.”

Her voice, and the way she expressed affection, was still so vividly etched in my memory that it sometimes surfaced in my dreams. 

The moment I saw the Outer God imitating her, I scowled.

No matter how well it mimicked her, this wasn’t Seolhwa—it was still ‘something else.’ 

If I allowed myself to be deceived by its appearance and behavior, I’d be dancing in the palm of its hand.

“But I still have some of my consciousness left. Isn’t it a bit harsh to treat me this way?”

She puffed out her cheeks and made a sulking noise, just like Seolhwa used to do when she was upset with me. 

The actions were the same, but it made me feel an odd sense of unease.

“Why Bing Seolhwa and Bing-yeon? There were plenty of other characters you could have used.”

I questioned her, trying to grasp the true intentions of the Outer God. 

There was no clear reason for it to possess us, me and her, in these particular bodies.

The Outer God was familiar with the original story, so if it wanted to use us, wouldn’t it have been easier to possess the protagonist and final boss instead?

If it wanted to see the ending that wasn’t in the original work, that would have been a faster route.

Why choose this?

“Because it’s more fun, isn’t it? A forbidden love, a relationship scorned by society because of shared blood.”

“…What?”

“It’s more provocative when I call you ‘brother,’ don’t you think? Since this is a novel only for myself, I thought it’d be more enjoyable to make it go the way I want.”

Her reply was unexpected. 

It sounded like she wanted to turn the story into her personal playground, a notion akin to what readers call “playing with the narrative.”

An author should never let the readers dictate their work.

Creators are meant to captivate their audience and move their hearts, just as I had done with Seolhwa when she fell in love with my novel.

“This is absurd. You’re toying with Seolhwa’s life for something as trivial as that? Like a child playing with a toy?”

I understood this more than anyone, which is why I couldn’t agree with the Outer God’s opinion. It was a mindset only a reader, not a creator, could have.

“In the real world, you indulged in forbidden love too, didn’t you? So why act all high and mighty now?”

Bing Seolhwa blinked slowly with just her left eye, continuing her words. 

As she said, Seolhwa and I had to meet in secret because of our mismatched social status…

We were in love.

When Seolhwa’s father found out that she was seeing me, he vehemently opposed the relationship. 

That’s why she left her home and moved in with me.

“If I hadn’t done that, I wouldn’t have gotten into that car accident, you know.”

The voice that reached my ears was layered, a mix of Seolhwa’s familiar tone and a deeper, more accusatory female voice.

Until now, our conversation had been lost in the noise of the crowd, too quiet for anyone else to hear.

“…You bastard.”

The wretched novelist from the slums.

And the talented writer from a wealthy family.

The only thing that connected us was the fact that we both wrote stories, and the Outer God was mocking that similarity.

“Oh, did I make you angry? Don’t be. Let’s just enjoy the match. After all, these characters are like children to both of us, aren’t they?”

“…….”

I clenched my fists, trembling with frustration. 

If I caused a scene here, I’d be giving her the excuse she was looking for.

My protagonists were already filled with doubt about taking on the final bosses.

“A pathetic attempt.”

It was a deliberate provocation.


I resisted the urge to stand up and continued watching the match. Bing Seolhwa, her eyes wide with surprise, clearly didn’t expect me to hold back.

“So, did you really think you could defeat Kim Hyul with the Three Calamities Swordsmanship? He’s already reached the ranks of the strong with his Six Harmonies Fist.”

“It’s ridiculous to classify martial arts as third-rate or second-rate. If strength were purely determined by internal energy, then why are so many people still unable to reach the Hua state?”

The martial arts novel I wrote, The Diamond Fist King, was something I had penned when I was much younger, a world of low power levels.

Back then, reaching the pinnacle of martial arts meant becoming a master, much like the old martial arts stories.

I had learned and written only about the old styles, unaware of the newer trends.

“You’re right. In martial arts novels, the most important thing is enlightenment.”

Bing Seolhwa snapped open her fan with a flick, hiding her smile as she watched the match. 

Bi-wol’s sword strikes were sharp, exploiting her opponent’s every opening.

She was choosing techniques designed to disarm or break her opponent’s sword without causing fatal injuries, using the hilt to strike critical points and subdue her opponent.

“The Heavenly Demon wasn’t like that in the original.”

Clicking her tongue in disappointment, Bing Seolhwa shook her head. 

In the original novel, the Heavenly Demon was an unstoppable force, drenched in blood and unmatched in power.

“Are you still so hung up on the original?”

“No, to be precise, I just want to see you and your creation clash.”

“That’s why you targeted my disciples.”

“Exactly. If you were consumed by revenge and tried to kill me, that would create a completely new ending, wouldn’t it?”

It was starting to make sense now. 

No matter how much Shub-Niggurath interfered, the original flow of the story had already changed.

“Unfortunately, that won’t happen.”

“Oh? And why is that? Your precious lover is already in the hands of the Outer God, and your protagonists are leashed to me.”

“I’ll stop you.”

I spoke calmly, but with conviction. 

If this was about the original story, I knew I could beat Seolhwa.

“Hmm, so that’s why you had them train in the Three Calamities Swordsmanship without relying on form or intent? Because it can handle any situation?”

“This arena is also an illusion. If you get too caught up in the stage, you’ll be the one to fall first.”

I echoed the words of a contestant I’d once seen on a cooking competition show during my lifetime.

I remembered watching a novice chef from my middle school days rise to the top, aiming for mastery once more.

If you let appearances deceive you and missed the important details, no one could guarantee victory here.

“To prepare for this fight, I already had Kim Hyul master Diamond Indestructibility, and I made sure he met his master in advance. Do you really think you can win?”

“Of course. True martial arts, stripped of all pretense, begin with the beauty of simplicity.”

When you look at what’s often called formulaic fiction, it’s surprisingly similar to what requires a writer’s skill the most.

The traces of thought poured into creating pure enjoyment, the devices set to deliver catharsis, the expertly executed clichés that guarantee entertainment—all of these are only recognizable to the eye of a seasoned writer.

“All I taught Bi-wol was that.”

For me, the essence of writing was turning a common plot into something captivating.


As Bing Seolhwa and I exchanged words from the audience, a commotion was beginning to stir in the waiting area where the contestants were gathered.

“It’s been a while, Si-woo.”

“…Azazel?”

The protagonist and final boss of Reincarnated into an Idle Game, Azazel and Kang Si-woo, had crossed paths once again.

As if it were fate.



 
  
    Chapter 41: Yongbongjihoe (4)


The original novel Reincarnated into an Idle Game starts with a description of a game where players control a hero, slay monsters, and raise a saintess. 

The game’s title, Make the Idle Saintess Happy, centers around increasing the affection of Azazel, a saintess with succubus blood.

“Welcome! You’re late today!”

Kang Si-woo, an office worker at a black company who worked overtime and late shifts as if it were routine, preferred games like this because of his exhausting environment. 

Idle games that didn’t require much time or money, where characters would grow automatically.

“While you were away, our party fended off the monsters in the north! I even set aside your reward, just for you!”

-[Click to collect 5,800 GOLD]

He enjoyed coming home, exhausted from work, turning on his phone, and seeing Azazel greet him with a bright smile.

“If only real life were like this game, where I could make money without doing anything.”

Lying on his bed, dreading the coming day, Kang Si-woo preferred his in-game character, the hero, over his miserable reality.

-[Kang Si-woo] There’s a small play showing at the theater today. Would you like to watch it with me? It’s a heart-pounding romance…!!

In the game, the protagonist was adored by women without lifting a finger, and there was no need to worry about money or food.

Despite sharing the same name, his real life and in-game persona were worlds apart.

Azazel, smiling brightly at him through the screen, had already moved from trust to love in terms of affection.

“Azazel… If you were real, would you love someone like me?”

The game’s main icon was Azazel, and her design as a succubus appealed to the game’s male audience.

Kang Si-woo couldn’t help but think about how different life would be if someone like her existed.

Born into misfortune, he had a poor family background and walked with a limp due to an accident at the factory where he worked.

He believed no woman would ever love a man like him.

Kang Si-woo’s life felt as if it had been crafted by someone who purposely set him up for failure.

“Hmm, the play was a bit strange. I didn’t like how an Outer God appeared and made the characters miserable.”

After finishing the theater event, Azazel’s line popped up, prompting the player to choose a response.


	[I was just happy to watch it with you.]

	[Yeah, the sudden turn to misery wasn’t great. Even with all the foreshadowing, people watch plays for happy endings.]



Kang Si-woo, as always, chose the first option without much thought.

At this point, he had seen the same dialogues and scripts so many times that he wondered if he should just delete the game.

Sure, there were stories of people who found salvation through games or met their life partners and got married, but…

“…It’s boring. In the end, it’s just a game, not reality.”

To Kang Si-woo, this was just another game. The story and presentation weren’t particularly great, and he had only started playing because of Azazel’s revealing outfit.

-[Kang Si-woo] Leaving already? Oh, but there’s still so much I haven’t shown you!

The goodbyes were as easy as the hellos.

Even Azazel’s pleas when he tried to quit the game felt repetitive and meaningless.

The game hadn’t seen an update in ages, and the community had dwindled to just a few posts here and there.

He had held onto it for over two years—it was time to let go.

-[Are you sure you want to delete the game?]

Feeling that the time had come to move on, Kang Si-woo hovered over the delete button.

“Huh? Why is my phone freezing…?”

Suddenly, the screen blinked, and Kang Si-woo vanished from his bed.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself in the body of his customized hero character.

“Hello there.”

“…Azazel?”

“Do you know me…?”

As if it were some cruel twist of fate, he had met Gabriel, a woman who looked exactly like Azazel.

Time passed, and Kang Si-woo’s twisted personality began to surface.

He projected his sadistic and violent tendencies onto his partner.

The reason was simple—he didn’t see her as a living person, but merely as a game character.

This world was just like the game.

Since these characters had only existed on a screen, he didn’t think his actions had any real consequences.

He thought he could get away with being reckless and cruel.

“…Azazel? Is it really you?”

Kang Si-woo swallowed hard as he stood before Azazel.

He had never expected to face her in real life. 

How had she found him?

“Did you mistake me for my sister?”

Azazel’s expression turned sour as she watched his reaction.

She had expected him to be excited to see her, but instead, he seemed uncomfortable, shifting his feet as if anxious.

“Sorry for confusing you with your sister. I… I have my reasons.”

To be honest, a lingering emotion still remained.

Despite everything, she had once been someone he loved.

But why did seeing her now make him so angry?

Azazel had never been able to learn much about Kang Si-woo, as she couldn’t meet Bing Yeon.

She was just a character trapped in the game, hopelessly in love with a man from another world.

Even if his feelings were fake, she had truly loved him.

“That’s all you have to say? If it were me, I’d be too ashamed to even speak.”

Their sharp voices echoed in the waiting room where the participants were gathered for the tournament. 

Eyes turned toward the heated exchange between the two.

“…What a ridiculous sight. That love bite on your neck—is that from my sister?”

Azazel’s eyes locked onto the faint blue bruise, evidence of a recent encounter. 

The fact that he had come to fight her after leaving such a mark with Gabriel made it all the more absurd.

Crossing her arms, Azazel glared at Kang Si-woo. 

She had learned the truth from her master, Bing Yeon, about why her sister, Gabriel, had gotten involved with him.

No matter how meticulously a writer crafted the characters and plot, the flow of events could change depending on the characters’ personalities and actions.

“A story? Fine. Let’s hear it.”

Azazel’s emotions toward Kang Si-woo were no longer driven by longing but by resentment. 

His pathetic attempts to justify his past and his awful behavior since entering this world contrasted sharply with how she felt.

“I thought your sister was you, Azazel! You looked exactly alike, and I didn’t know any better because I came from another world!”

Kang Si-woo pleaded, tears almost forming in his eyes. 

He genuinely believed this excuse would work on her, as it had in the past. 

The Azazel he remembered was a naïve girl, quick to trust. 

Surely, she would fall for the same story again.

“Even though I kept calling her Azazel, your sister never denied it, so I had no choice but to believe her! She even acted like she knew the memories only you and I shared, using her succubus powers to pretend!”

Succubi always operated like this, digging deep into their prey’s heart to exploit weaknesses and trample over them for their own amusement. 

Azazel had always despised her own lineage for this reason. 

Despite being chosen as a saintess, she was never properly treated because of the conservative nature of the church.

“Sure, I’m a scumbag who deserves all the hate you throw at me. But one thing hasn’t changed—I still love you.”

Her response wasn’t verbal; instead, she bit her lower lip, furrowing her brow in frustration.

“Azazel, can’t we start over? If you become my lover, there wouldn’t be a problem. We could have a harem together…”

Each word Kang Si-woo uttered made Azazel despise him even more. 

His face and voice were the same as she remembered, but his true intentions were sickening. 

He was asking to build a harem with her and her sister.

It felt like the memories of their adventures together, the times she healed his wounds after he’d been hurt because of her, were being dirtied with every word he spoke. 

The man she once cared for was no longer there.

“…No, thank you. You knew it was my sister, Gabriel, not me, when you slept with her, didn’t you?”

In contrast to the original story, Azazel had learned the truth from Bing Yeon. 

Kang Si-woo had known halfway through that Gabriel wasn’t Azazel but had willfully ignored the truth, pursuing pleasure instead. 

She also knew her sister had tried to keep him from leaving, all for Azazel’s sake.

“That was your last chance. I thought you might repent, at least apologize sincerely, and speak the truth.”

She had hoped he wouldn’t lie.

She had hoped he wouldn’t claim ignorance.

If he had admitted his mistakes, that everything was his fault, perhaps she would have felt a little better.

“You should never have suggested getting back together. You shouldn’t have tried to hurt me even more.”


The greedy look in his eyes as he scanned her up and down made Azazel see a future she had once feared.

What if she had believed his lies, followed his words, and agreed to restart their relationship?

In that future, she saw herself drowning in violence and drugs, yet unable to break free from Kang Si-woo. 

She was clinging to him, a pitiful shell of her former self.

“I was such a fool to ever believe in you.”

After seeing that terrible future, Azazel could no longer bear to hear any more of his excuses. She turned to leave the waiting room.

“Wait! I think there’s been a misunderstanding—I was really tricked by your sister…!”

“Let go of me!”

Kang Si-woo grabbed her wrist, desperate to stop her from leaving. 

But Azazel, filled with rage, swung her arm and slapped him across the face with all her might.

Smack! 

The sound echoed through the air, drawing everyone’s attention to them.

“A mere game character dares…!”

Infuriated by the slap, Kang Si-woo raised his hand to strike her back.

“Take your hand off my disciple.”

“…Urgh! Let go of me!”

Before he could strike, a man with white hair appeared by his side, restraining him. 

No matter how hard Kang Si-woo tried, he couldn’t break free from the man’s iron grip.

“Brother? Why are you here…?”

Azazel couldn’t hide her surprise as she looked up at Bing Yeon, the man who had just intervened. 

She had always longed for Kang Si-woo, yet here was her master, stepping in to protect her.

Perhaps it was because of this change in her feelings that she no longer called him ‘Master’ but had begun addressing him as ‘Brother.’

“Verdandi said you were falling for his lies again.”

Bing Yeon nodded toward a figure in the distance. 

Verdandi was waving her hands energetically, grinning as she watched the scene unfold. 


She had known all along that Kang Si-woo had been lying to Azazel.

“I’ve caught a liar!”

It seemed Verdandi had tipped off Bing Yeon about everything.

Looking at the two of them now, Azazel thought, Bing Yeon is much more of a man than that Kang Si-woo I’ve been waiting for all this time.

Mordigian, observing the situation from afar, added his own thoughts.



 
  
    Chapter 42: The Turning Point (1)


The reason I portrayed Kang Si-woo as the ultimate scumbag was to set up a twist in the final part of the novel.

In reality, I wanted to reveal that the heroine who had been with him all along wasn’t Azazel, but her sister Gabriel.

So, the original plan was for the ending to feature a corrupted Azazel kidnapping and imprisoning Kang Si-woo, making the story memorable for the readers.

“…I was worried that you might have been hurt.”

The only possibility I trusted after coming to this world was that the characters would act differently from their original narrative.

Just as Bi-wol didn’t become a crazed killer, Verdandi didn’t kill her mother, and Azazel no longer waited alone for Kang Si-wooin the North.

“Brother, did you tell me all of that because you knew about this future?”

“I did.”

I hoped that Kang Si-woo, too, would not cheat, influenced by those around him, unlike the way I had originally written him. 

This world in the novel had already begun to slip out of my control as it started to breathe on its own.

“But you know, the future is never certain.”

“…That’s true.”

Azazel and I sighed deeply at the same time.

I knew the future because I relied on pre-existing settings and stories, while she saw the possibilities of many parallel worlds.

It was a burden only the two of us could understand.

Azazel had mistakenly equated the hero she’d seen in the game with Kang Si-woo, while I let my guard down, thinking everything would be fine as long as I saved the final bosses.

In most stories, the final bosses’ narratives are established first, and the protagonist gets involved afterward.

“The bastard we just saw was different from the Kang Si-woo I met as the hero.”

Azazel spoke, mixing in curses, unbefitting of a saint, while the tendrils behind her twisted sharply. 

Still not satisfied, she sat down and kicked the air in frustration.

“After all, it’s rare for a person to willingly make such a sacrifice. If he truly loved you, he wouldn’t have easily fallen for your sister’s temptation.”

In truth, people like that are rare. 

I was lucky to have Sulhwa, just as I had been fortunate in this world.

If I had been in a similar situation, I would have realized it was someone else and never given them a chance.

Even now, I was avoiding the traps of Shub-Niggurath’s schemes.

“In fact, I just wanted him to miss me, even a little. I wanted to believe that it was all a mistake caused by some irresistible magic from my sister.”

“But I made it clear that it wasn’t the case, didn’t I?”

“Yes, I know. My sister cherished me so much that she drove away any bad men who tried to approach me.”

Azazel gave me a slight smile. 

It might have been to hold back the tears welling up in her eyes.

Seeing her tear-filled eyes made my heart ache, so I gently pressed her head and stroked it.

“Haha, are you patting my head now?”

“Sorry, you didn’t like it?”

It was an unconscious habit of mine, one I had developed from patting Bi-wol and Verdandi. 

Even Sulhwa, who could be considered the origin of these girls, would hold my hand and ask me to do it when she was in a bad mood.

“…I didn’t say I didn’t like it.”

Azazel puffed out her cheeks and looked up at me, silently asking for more pats.

What a troublesome woman. 

This defensive mechanism, where she twisted her actions, had likely developed after being betrayed by Kang Si-woo.

She didn’t want to trust people but still longed to lean on someone.

Humans are, after all, animals that can’t survive alone. Just like how I relied on Sulhwa.

“……Was it my fault for trusting people too much?”

Azazel murmured, as if talking to herself. She had no one else to blame, so she blamed herself.

“What’s wrong with that? It’s not your fault.”

I spoke calmly to Azazel. After all, the problem wasn’t that she had trusted Kang Si-woo; the problem was that he had acted like a piece of trash.

Even in reality, there are many who take love lightly.

People like Azazel, who hold onto fleeting connections like petals blown in the wind, are rare.

Just like how I never gave up writing for Sulhwa, I understood that feeling better than anyone else.

“In the end, wasn’t it someone you loved? I think it’s perfectly normal to still harbor such feelings, even if you hate him.”

I bit my lower lip. 

As soon as I thought Sulhwa might still be alive, I had almost wavered myself.

Someone already dead, someone I could never get back.

A love I thought I had given up on.

“But isn’t love supposed to be about two people looking in the same direction and aligning with each other as they move forward?”

Azazel, who was like a daughter born from my love with Sulhwa, looked at me, asking me to clarify what love truly meant.

“Yes, if only one side loves, unhappiness is inevitable. Half-hearted love is always incomplete.”

I expressed my unreciprocated emotions through writing.

I poured my silent regrets into black ink.

The reason I started writing and the reason I still live—all of it was for Sulhwa alone.

“Love is a powerful emotion that can change people, but precisely because of that, it must never be confused with anything else.”

Saving the final bosses and ending this world with a happy ending was her wish, and that was why I wanted to fulfill it.

As I recalled those memories, I gave Azazel some advice.

“So, this is what they call lingering feelings, huh?”

Azazel chuckled bitterly, as if she had finally understood what I had told her before.

“I have one more question.”

“What is it?”

“Why did you try to save children like me? Was it out of hypocrisy? Or perhaps, do you hope someone remembers you when you’re gone?”

Azazel was testing me now.

Maybe she had figured something out, being connected to the Outer God Mordiggian.

In truth, I also knew some of the secrets of this world, just like Kang Si-woo, and I could have lived freely, getting whatever I wanted.

“Why, even though you can see the future, do you choose to live for others, unlike that scumbag?”

She was wondering if I had ulterior motives. 

Was she about to follow someone wrong again, just like before?

“…Because it’s the right thing to do. Do I need a reason?”

I responded to Azazel as if the question itself was strange.

“Huh?”

“When doing the right thing, why must there be a reason? Isn’t it backwards to think of causes and effects like that?”

It was something Sulhwa had once told me.

When I was feeling negative and questioning why someone like her would love someone like me, she said something similar and hugged me from behind.


—Do I need a reason to love you?

I had misunderstood, thinking Sulhwa only loved me for my appearance. I foolishly believed that if I didn’t look like this, I would have never met her.

“But… aren’t you terminally ill? You don’t have much time left.”

In a way, it was good. 

Part of me hoped that she wouldn’t forgive me and would keep doubting me, since I was the source of all her misfortune.

I had projected my wretched past onto the final bosses, making them unhappy. 

I thought as long as the protagonists had a happy ending, that would be enough.

After Sulhwa died, I could no longer write stories where everyone was happy. 

I became terrified of sitting in front of the computer, tapping away at the keyboard, and the dwindling views and readers made me even more fearful.

“Still, I don’t want to have any regrets.”

“Have you never thought about fooling around with women or spending money frivolously? Are you truly someone without any desires?”

“I have desires. I have a dream that can no longer be fulfilled.”

I wished more people would read my stories.

I wished more people would remember Sulhwa.

But I lacked the talent. With my miserable writing skills, I couldn’t craft words that captivated people.

Saving the final bosses and rescuing the unfortunate in this world was simply an extension of that unfulfilled dream.

“What kind of dream is that?”

“Well, doesn’t everyone have at least one secret they can’t share? It makes life more interesting.”

I widened my eyes and flashed a small smile at Azazel, who seemed curious about my dream.

What I really wanted now was to see the protagonists and the final bosses from the original story live happily together with Sulhwa. 

But I wasn’t sure how long this pitiful body of mine would hold out.

“You’ll meet someone better. Azazel.”

I gently patted her head as I spoke. She was pure and kind enough to be chosen as a saint.

She had only lost her way for a while after meeting a bad man.

In the original story, she was supposed to be the tragic heroine, who would kidnap Kang Si-woo to release her twisted emotions.

“…An adult like you, Brother, is really difficult to deal with.”

Azazel’s sulky expression, rather than distancing us, actually indicated that our bond had deepened.

At that moment, Kang Si-woo was biting his nails, looking uneasy. 

He had followed the choices from the game he knew, so why hadn’t Azazel fallen for him?

‘Damn it, I thought the plan was perfect…!’

If things had gone just a little better, he could have been the man with flowers in both hands, a harem of twin sisters kneeling at his feet.

Why had he failed?

“It’s because of that mentor of hers.”

“…What?”

“Since that man Bingyeon took her as a disciple, her heart has cooled. The way to win her back should be obvious, no?”

Beside Kang Si-woo, Bing Seolhwa appeared, chuckling softly. 

She spoke as if she had been watching everything unfold from a distance, her words cutting to the core of the situation.

“How do I win her back? Weren’t you the one who told me to kill Azazel before? And now you’re changing your mind?”


“Well, my goal is to make Bingyeon despise both you and me, so it doesn’t really matter how it happens.”

Shub-Niggurath spoke as if the unpredictable shifts in fate amused her. 

Her ultimate goal was to make Han Dohyun and Yoo Sulhwa, her once lovers in the real world, try to kill each other.

“…Do you desire power?”

With a sinister smile, the dark-hearted Bing Seolhwa turned toward Kang Si-woo.



 
  
    Chapter 43: The Turning Point (2)


As expected, the Gathering was unfolding just as I had predicted.

‘The Sacheon Dang Clan with their Poison Dragon and the Namgung Clan with their Infinite Sword Master…’

These were the families where powerful figures from the original story, The Diamond Fist King, came from. 

In the original story, they were the ones who teamed up with Kim Hyul to fight Bi-wol, the Heavenly Demon. 

While the circumstances have changed, their presence was undeniable, just as it had been in the past conflicts between the orthodox and unorthodox factions.


	What is martial arts (武), and what is righteousness (俠)?



In the war where the Martial Alliance and the Unorthodox Alliance fought to determine who ruled the world of martial arts, I was classified as part of the unorthodox faction because I fought for the weak, the wanderers, and the sick.


	Why are you considered unorthodox? Your heart seems closer to the orthodox.



In that conflict, I worked tirelessly to minimize the loss of life. 

I bowed my head countless times, begging for days and nights from various sect leaders, and gathered all kinds of rare medicines to treat people.

In the original story, these events were only described as having happened in the past, but now they had actually occurred before my eyes.


	By the way, Bing Yeon, was it? The way you act, it changes many things.



Ultimately, I managed to wrap up the conflict smoothly, and in recognition of my efforts, I was given the title of Ice Dragon for surviving that war. 

Now, even at the Yongbong Gathering hosted by the leader of the Martial Alliance, the fact that I, an unorthodox martial artist, could participate showed that the perception of unorthodox sects had shifted.

“Master, Bi-wol has returned with victory…!”

As if to demonstrate this change, I heard the rapid footsteps of Bi-wol from afar. 

She sprinted toward me with a wide smile, her arms outstretched as if she were about to leap into my embrace.

I quickly looked down at the ground, unsure of where to place my gaze.

“…Well done.”

“Why won’t you embrace me!”

I pressed my fingers firmly against her forehead to stop her approach, and she pouted, clearly displeased.

“You’re not a child anymore.”

Bi-wol, who had grown to the point of participating in the Yongbong Gathering, and who should have been revered as the Heavenly Demon and leader of the Demonic Sect, was now no more than a pure-hearted girl, pleading for my attention.

“Then, will you accept my feelings?”

Bi-wol smiled mischievously and rubbed her face against my hand. 

It was as if she was saying, “I’ve been winning nonstop at the Yongbong Gathering, so can’t you at least do this much?”

“…Do you know the term ‘kisimyeoljo’?”

I recited an ancient proverb to her. 

There were three major reasons why I could not accept her feelings.

“Isn’t it about dishonoring or deceiving one’s master or sect ancestor?”

“Exactly. And that includes an inappropriate relationship between a master and their disciple. How could one be considered human if they don’t understand the principles of cause and etiquette?”

The first reason was society’s gaze. In the martial world, it was a grave crime for a disciple and master within the same sect to marry or engage in improper relations. 

It was seen as worse than betrayal or colluding with another sect. 

If caught, their martial abilities would be crippled, and they would be punished severely.

“…Then I won’t be your disciple anymore.”

Bi-wol, after hearing my words, paused briefly before delivering a sharp reply that didn’t seem like it came from her.

“So, you plan to leave the sect?”

“Yes, if that is the only way I can fully dedicate my love to you, Master.”

Bi-wol grinned slyly, as if showing off that she had me in the palm of her hand. 

Seeing her smile sent a chill down my spine.

“We are part of the unorthodox faction under the Unorthodox Alliance. Why should we care about such trivial matters as the world’s judgment?”

She loosened her robe slightly and, when I shifted my gaze to the ground, she smiled with a hint of amusement.

“Besides, no matter how much those orthodox lackeys preach about etiquette and propriety, they can’t compare to your virtuous deeds, Master.”

Her face radiated confidence. 

As she said, I was likely the only one in my sect who dedicated themselves to gathering and healing the sick and needy.

While there were places like the Beggar Sect, where most of the members were vagrants, no other sect was as committed to saving lives as mine. 

Even the gods themselves called me a madman for my obsession.

“But I am a dying man. There’s a good chance I won’t survive even this year, let alone the next.”

The second reason: I was living a life on borrowed time. 

The more I used my internal energy, the more my blood pathways twisted. 

I had a condition known as Guumseolmaek, which caused a buildup of cold energy in my body, preventing me from living long.

Reaching the age of twenty had been a miracle in itself.

“Isn’t that why you’re participating in this martial arts tournament, to obtain the Everlasting Yang Pill?”

“It’s connected to an Outer God, so it may not be that simple to cure. Even if the pill contains the highest concentration of yang energy.”

I shook my head, gently lowering Bi-wol’s expectations. 

This was my last hope, but what if it didn’t work? 

Bi-wol might scour the entire martial world in search of a cure, resorting to bloodshed to keep me alive. 

The sharpness in her eyes right now, fueled by her drive for victory, was terrifying.

“We will surely find a way. I have sisters-in-arms who share my resolve now.”

As she said that, Bi-wol glanced around, and Azazel and Verdandi both nodded in agreement.

“That’s right! If we work together, such things won’t be a problem at all!”

“It’s annoying, but if you die, that bastard will start chasing after me, so I’d rather help.”

Azazel’s attitude had softened unnaturally. 

What had caused such a change? 

Seeing her newfound determination, I gulped nervously.

Watching these women, who were originally the final bosses in the story, burn with determination left me with an unsettling feeling.

“I raised you like a daughter. I’ve never seen you in that way, not once…”

The third reason: to me, Bi-wol and the other disciples were like daughters I had created with Sulhwa. 

As long as she was alive in this world, an improper relationship between parent and child was unthinkable.

“I know that. And that’s why I admire you even more, Master.”

Bi-wol let out a small laugh and teasingly tickled my chin with her hand. 

She had once told me she liked how my gaze was different from the lecherous stares of other men.

“Even when you were teaching me martial arts, you never once glanced at my large chest.”

“That’s only natural.”

Martial arts, after all, begin and end with proper form. 

A slight difference in angle, strength, or the amount of internal energy could dull the sharpness of a technique.

“In a life-or-death duel, even a momentary distraction can determine victory or defeat.”

“Hmph, I thought perhaps you were a eunuch, but it seems I was mistaken. You sure know how to talk.”

After overcoming her inner demons, Bi-wol had begun approaching me more aggressively, as if she had forgotten how to gauge distance between people. 

Whether this was good or bad, at least her future, where she would have succumbed to the malevolent energy of the Heavenly Star, had vanished.

“…Where did you even learn to speak like that?”

“I learned it from Azazel, my junior.”


Bi-wol stuck her tongue out playfully, clearly trying to provoke me. 

Her teasing, as if begging for attention, was indeed something Azazel was good at.

I glanced over, and there Azazel was, making the same expression with her tongue out.

After that small skit, I gathered the disciples to discuss the upcoming tournament finals.

“The Namgung family is famous for their Absolute Sword Art, thanks to their swift and heavy sword strikes. It’s dangerous because it’s both fast and powerful, but if you think about deflecting with your wrist, it becomes manageable.”

Their swordsmanship wasn’t as advanced as techniques like the Sword of Endless Victory, which aimed to never cross blades or exploit blind spots, so handling them should be straightforward.

“However, if you use this tactic too often, it will backfire, so only use it once.”

The main issue was that the finals weren’t like the earlier rounds, where a few exchanges could decide the match. 

The finals involved three participants from each team, and the side that secured two victories first would advance to the championship.

Without that rule, any sect could have sent their strongest late-stage cultivators to overwhelm the competition, ruining the entire tournament.

“So, how should we handle things from now on?”

“Good question, Verdandi. Take a look at this.”

In response to Verdandi’s question, I picked up a brush and began writing on a bamboo scroll. 

I filled it with all the techniques and stances of the Namgung family from the original Diamond Fist King.

“Master, who are you really? How can you know all of this? Shouldn’t the Namgung family send assassins after you for writing all this down?”

Bi-wol mumbled in disbelief, unable to trust her own eyes. 

I had written down even their secret, family-specific martial arts.

Her reaction was the normal one.

“That’s a secret. If you stay in this martial world long enough, you end up learning a lot.”

After the war between the orthodox and unorthodox factions, the Namgung family’s Sword Master had developed a favorable view of me. 

So the martial arts written here were as close to the final version as possible, even accounting for any improvements he might have made.

Since I had deviated from the settings I had created as the writer, I couldn’t rely solely on my old knowledge.

“Anyway, after the first round, focus on speed. If that doesn’t work, block their sword and wait for an opening…”

The Namgung family’s swordsmanship relied on swift and heavy strikes. 

Their swords were so powerful that in most cases, a few exchanges would either break the opponent’s sword or decide the outcome.

“Understood! So if the fight drags on, I’ll have the advantage, right?”

Verdandi was quick to understand, a student who could grasp three things from just one hint. 

Her brilliance, born of innocence, reminded me of Sulhwa, who had a knack for puzzles and riddles.

“And what about me? No advice?”

“…Azazel?”

The saint, with her pink hair flowing, had approached me without my noticing. 

She seemed intrigued by the upcoming tournament.

Truthfully, she wouldn’t even need to use the tendrils behind her. 

With the incantations of Mordiggian at her disposal, she could win without lifting a finger.

“Is there any need for advice?”

“Well, this is a place with a lot of people, isn’t it? If I were to display the power of an Outer God here, the entire audience would be driven mad.”

“An astute observation.”

I had expected Azazel to maintain her cold demeanor and ignore any advice I might give her, but she surprised me with her insight.


“Even you can be caught off guard at times, Brother.”

I felt a strange sensation brushing against my shoulder, leaving me bewildered.

“…A new rival?”

I heard Bi-wol mutter under her breath. 

As I thought about the uncertain future, a shiver ran down my spine.



 
  
    Chapter 44: Inflection Point (3)


“I am Namgung Hyun! It is an honor to fight against the rumored strong disciple of the Ice Dragon!”

“…This time, it’s not a fake.”

In the finals of the Yongbong Conference, Bi-wol smirked as she looked at the black-haired man assuming a fighting stance in front of her.

She had seen him pretending to be a member of the Namgung family to lure her in.

No matter how she looked around, he was different from the illusion she had seen in the incubus’s dream.

“A fake…? I see you’ve met a ronin who mimics me.”

“Indeed.”

Swoo—.

Drawing her sword from its scabbard, Bi-wol felt no fear. 

This was a weapon personally gifted to her by her master, Bing Yeon.

“What a fine sword! Just looking at it, you can tell how much effort the creator put into it!”

The sword’s blade was as black as Bi-wol’s hair. 

Upon seeing it, Namgung Hyun’s eyes sparkled with interest.

“Hmm, you have a good eye, after all?”

Bi-wol couldn’t help but smile as she watched Namgung Hyun struggle to hide his surprise at her presence.

This sword was a gift from her master, Bing Yeon. 

She could still vividly recall his awkward face as he fumbled, unsure of how to present it to her while hiding it behind his back.

He seemed so innocent and naive, as if he had never known a woman in his life. 

She felt an overwhelming urge to paint him in her colors.

“This sword was given to me by my master.”

“What would you do if the child of a renowned sword clan couldn’t even appreciate a sword?”

Namgung Hyun swallowed hard as he observed Bi-wol. 

Her stance with the sword revealed the presence of a tremendous strength.

Her opponent was the disciple of the Ice Dragon, who had gained fame through the Great War. 

She was a figure acknowledged by the clan’s elder, the Great Sword Master Mu-han, who had even saved his younger self from being kidnapped in his childhood.

‘If I fight against someone like that, can I really win?’

Moreover, Bi-wol had been rumored to possess immense talent in martial arts since she was young, being known for her innate physical abilities.

It was surprising that such a remarkable figure had not participated in martial arts tournaments until this year.

‘I will definitely lose. But…’

Even knowing she would lose, the desire to fight ignited a strange competitive spirit and pride within Namgung Hyun, prompting him to draw his sword.

“I am Namgung Hyun, the youngest of the Namgung family! I swear on this sword that I will show you an unforgettable match!”

It was a sign of respect and courtesy towards an opponent more skilled than himself. 

Age and pride held no significance when seeking guidance from such a person.

“Your spirit is commendable. Though your hands tremble slightly, your gaze and stance show no signs of retreat.”

Seeing Namgung Hyun’s determined expression, Bi-wol couldn’t help but smile. 

She had expected the children of noble families to lack proper upbringing, but here he was.

“…I won’t fight you more than twice, so come at me properly.”

“Understood!”

This acknowledgment of his true potential brought Bi-wol a sense of relief, assuring her that there would be no issue even if Bing Yeon stepped down from the position of master.

‘If there are many people like him, our master wouldn’t need to stay in the martial world and could start a family with me…’

In a secluded rural village where no one knew her identity, her master’s indulgence in the past wouldn’t pose any problem.

She envisioned leaving bothersome matters, like maintaining peace in the martial world, to such good people and happily living with Bing Yeon.

‘If it’s a son, I’ll name him Bing Bi-wol, and if it’s a daughter, Bing Bi-yeon.’

Bi-wol found herself even thinking of names for their future children, inspired by her and her master’s names.

While she contemplated ways for Bing Yeon to defeat other participants in the finals, someone else was strategizing in the same manner.

“Our final opponent is the Four Heavenly Tangs, known for their poisons and stealth. You might think that with your mastery of the Indestructible Vajra, you’ll have nothing to fear, but…”

As she placed black stones on the Go board, Bingsulhwa spoke, beginning to move the stones as if envisioning the battle ahead.

Tap, tap—.

The clear, resonant sounds echoed, and before long, the black stones surrounded the white ones on the board.

“After all, there’s nothing dangerous about my body being immune to poison, is there?”

“The poisons that are inhaled are unavoidable unless one has mastered the Indestructible Vajra,” Bingsulhwa replied, nodding at Kim Hyul’s question.

Since their opponent was already aware of his mastery from past battles, they guessed he would choose a different strategy.

In the original story, the character known as the Poison Dragon from the Four Heavenly Tangs had a narrative about using an intangible poison—without form, color, smell, or taste—specifically crafted to kill the Celestial Demon, Bi-wol.

A poison created solely to kill her, though it had never actually been used.

“First, hold your breath during the fight. You need to be cautious from the moment you enter the arena.”

Creating poison that flows through the air would be a simple task, something she had even taught her students.

Well aware of this fact, Bingsulhwa shared her countermeasures with Kim Hyul, but he shook his head, expressing dissent.

“That’s not a good plan. If the opponent focuses on defense or just runs away, they will eventually have to breathe.”

They could expect that their opponent would at least hold their breath. 

Despite being at a lower level, they were all talented individuals from renowned families.

Like clichés from modern martial arts novels, there were indeed reckless individuals who had grown up like rogues, but none would be strong enough to be sent to such a martial arts tournament.

A single strike from someone who had swung a sword a million times, albeit without talent, was more terrifying than from someone who had no interest in the sword but possessed natural ability.

“Then, how about covering your nose and mouth with a cloth? If you wet it, it could help block some of the poison.”

“No. If we do that, the opponent could choose to not use poison and switch to another strategy. I think it would be better to lure them in.”

At that moment, Ziekhart raised his hand and voiced a dissenting opinion.

Typically, as master and disciple, it would be preferable for them to agree with Bingsulhwa’s words, but the main characters of the original story strangely exhibited a reluctance to follow her suggestions.

“I believe it would be safer to show that we are affected by the poison in the first round and then have Gang Si-woo and me win.”

It was a lack of proper justification. 

The vengeful protagonists, filled with resentment, had lost their reasons to confront the final bosses due to Bing Yeon’s contributions.

“Our goal is ultimately the finals. The aim is to create an opportunity to fight against that man, Bing Yeon…”

“Indeed.”

Bingsulhwa sighed deeply. 

The inconvenience of not being able to control her own body was considerable.

Not only was she being watched by the outsider, Shub-Niggurath, but her former lover, Han Dohyun, was also attempting to instill hatred in her to make her kill him.

‘Does Do-hyun know my true feelings?’

Seolhwa bit her lower lip in contemplation. 

The moments when she could maintain her sanity were growing shorter, as if she were disappearing from her own body.

There was something she hated more than dying in this world.

Having already experienced death once, she had thought that ending her life would mean the end of everything.


‘I want to see him…’

The fact that she could never meet her lover, Han Dohyun, again pierced her like a dagger.

The cold breath that felt as if it was penetrating her bones, the warm sensation mingled with blood and pain, was more daunting than the approach of death itself.

However, she had no room to express such thoughts or even allow them to surface in her mind. The only part of her allowed to move freely was her left eye.

…Was it a mistake to come back to life?

Yoo Seolhwa had accepted the outsider Shub-Niggurath’s proposal due to her own selfish desires. 

There was no way to revert to the form she had become, so mangled she was beyond recognition.

Even if it merely became a source of amusement, it didn’t matter. Even if she became the plaything of the outsider, she wanted to meet that person once more.

Despite frequently experiencing moments of unconsciousness, Seolhwa’s spirit struggled not to be crushed.

“Right now, I feel like I could beat anyone. Why not just kill Azazel?”

In that instant, Gang Si-woo raised his smartphone and opened his mouth.

Unlike a few days ago, seeing him expressing intent to kill Azazel made Seolhwa realize that something had gone wrong.

“What? Why the sudden change?”

“The situation has changed. Did you forget that you had given me strength?”

His mind was filled with the notion that if he couldn’t have something, he would simply destroy it.

“If I can’t kill him, it might be good to leave him half-dead.”

He bit down on his teeth as he recalled Azazel, who had laughed at him alongside the white-haired Bing Yeon.

To Gang Si-woo, Azazel was merely a typical game character. 

A virtual figure he could manipulate at will.

The fact that he was humiliated by such a trivial existence made him unable to hold back his anger.

“Do you really think that’s the right way to go about it?”


“I disagree. I’ll make sure that you can’t even take your turn.”

With his shocking statement, Kim Hyul and Ziekhart also expressed their dissent, trying to stop Gang Si-woo.

Even if their family, lover, and friends were taken hostage, they couldn’t kill an innocent person.

The protagonists that Han Dohyun had written were all behaving differently from the original story, and seeing them like this, Seolhwa hung her head in despair.

It felt like watching rebellious sons during their teenage years.



 
  
    Chapter 45: Inflection Point (4)


Verdandi was thrilled that her moment to shine had finally arrived.

The fact that she didn’t have to kill anyone, just subdue them, made it all the better.

In that moment, standing on stage, she truly felt recognized as a hero by the people.

The cheers of the crowd, the acknowledgment of her strength by her opponent, and the mutual respect—all of it felt good.

“Master! I’ve won!”

But most of all, the reason Verdandi had come to love Yongbongjihoe was because it gave her a chance to appeal to her master, Bing Yeon, who had taken her in.

Until now, she had thought she had no chance, since Bi-wol was always so aggressive with her advances, and her own body didn’t quite measure up.

The two had spent a long time together as master and apprentice, but no matter how much Verdandi tried to get closer, there were never any results.

Ever since that one lucky kiss, Bing Yeon had completely blocked her approaches.

“Well done.”

“Please pet me harder! And touch my cheeks too!”

But this time, she had a legitimate reason to be praised.

After all, she had defeated a descendant of the famous Namgung family, known for their swordsmanship, using a sword herself.

“…”

Verdandi grabbed Bing Yeon’s wrist, guiding his hand to caress her face however she liked. 

Bing Yeon wore a helpless expression as he indulged her antics.

To Han Dohyun, the original creator, they were the most precious beings.

They were people he wanted to protect, even if it meant burning away his insignificant life.

They were also like the daughter who carried traces of Yoo Seolhwa, his lover during her lifetime.

“If only Sister hadn’t won, I would’ve had my moment to shine…”

Watching Verdandi’s wide, happy grin, Azazel bit her lip slightly before speaking. 

The tentacles behind her, which had been gently wriggling, suddenly stiffened.

“If you’re jealous, you should just ask Master to pet you too, junior!”

Verdandi looked at Azazel’s face, knowing full well that she was hiding her desire to receive the same affection from Bing Yeon.

“Wh-why would I want to be petted by a man like him?!”

“If you don’t want it, then forget it!”

Verdandi flashed a knowing smile at her. She could see through the lies and truth in people’s words.

What she was engaged in now was a childish love rivalry.

It was like when there’s one slice of strawberry cake left, and everyone is subtly vying to be the one to eat it.

She was just waiting for the perfect moment while her fiercest competitor, Bi-wol, was away for a bathroom break to claim Bing Yeon’s attention.


	Oh, Azazel. Why not be a little more honest? Once that girl Bi-wol comes back, you won’t even get a chance to approach Bing Yeon.



Mordigian sighed softly as she addressed Azazel, who was still pretending to be aloof.

Azazel’s gaze, which kept sneaking glances at Bing Yeon, was practically dripping with sweetness, and whenever their eyes met, she blushed and quickly turned away like a girl hopelessly in love.

Everyone knew, except for her.

A fresh breeze of new love was blowing through the heart of a girl who had harbored a one-sided love for years.

“I-I never said I hated it!”

With her eyes shut, Azazel suddenly shouted and leapt into Bing Yeon’s arms. 

Mordigian deftly moved her tentacles to hold Bing Yeon’s arms, causing him to embrace her.

“…?!”

“…Uh, Mordigian?!”

Now clinging to him like a cicada on a tree, their bodies were pressed so close that Azazel’s cheeks and ears turned red, as if set aflame.

The solid muscles beneath her. 

The well-trained body of a man who had been honed from head to toe. 

For Azazel, who was as innocent as a blank canvas, it was overwhelming.

“Azazel, I can’t breathe. Could you… let go a little?”

“I-I didn’t do this because I wanted to!”

But they couldn’t separate. Instead, their bodies pressed closer together, filling the gaps between them. The tentacles on her back refused to obey her will.


	Truly, what a troublesome child.



It was all Mordigian’s doing, watching from the side with an exasperated expression. 

If she didn’t push things along, Verdandi and Bi-wol would snatch the chance away.

If she didn’t intervene, Azazel would continue pretending not to know her own feelings, keeping her distance forever.

“Huh…?”

The sensation of skin pressing together, the soft and ticklish feeling spreading across them, and the close proximity, where they could even feel each other’s breath, made Bing Yeon take a deep breath to regain his composure.

“Do-do not move! Breathing is forbidden as well!”

But instead, that only fueled Azazel’s imagination. 

The vision of a future she had once seen began to replay in her mind.

“Huh…?”

Once again, locking eyes with Bing Yeon, Azazel saw a different future unfold before her.

With her slipping grip on reality, there was nothing she could do but let her nosebleed trickle down once more.


	Brother, do you know the prophecy that came to me a few days ago?



Unlike before, the room was now completely dark. 

Amid the shadows, only the silhouettes of two figures faintly flickered.

What’s going on, Azazel?


	Heh, are you curious?



Even in the dark, her rainbow-colored eyes gleamed. 

Seeing that, Azazel immediately realized that the person before her was herself from the future.

The shadow in front of her had grown taller, and the slightly more mature voice made the present Azazel swallow nervously.

This was the first time she had seen a vision of the future since her fallout with Kang Siwoo. Last time, future Bi-wol had interrupted, but now, it seemed clear.


	Spread prosperity and bring peace to the world.

	…?



In a low, almost melted voice, her future self whispered as if trying to seduce Bing Yeon.

What could possibly happen to make her speak like that?


	Do you know what it means, brother?

	I don’t understand.

	It means that you and I must leave descendants.



The soft laughter that followed was laced with a mischievous smile from her future self. 

Thinking back on it now, she knew the future version of herself would read this situation perfectly.

‘Am I really going to say something so ridiculous in the future…? Really?’

Even knowing that, she couldn’t understand why she would say such things. 

After all, she had learned that babies were brought by storks or floated downriver.

Why was she saying such a thing in a dark room like this?

In the present, with only their voices breaking the silence, Azazel expressed her frustration by stamping her feet.


	How does it come to that? Surely…



Shh, you really are clueless, brother.

The future Azazel shushed him, as if she were speaking specifically for her past self to hear.


	There are currently four women, including myself, vying for your attention, are there not? If I wait my turn, I won’t get a chance to monopolize you.



Four women? 

Azazel suddenly raised her head, perplexed by the strange word, and looked toward the direction of the voice.

Bi-wol, Verdandi, and herself.

No matter how much she thought about it, there was no space for another woman. 


Wasn’t it just these three around Bing Yeon?


	I am quite greedy, brother. I’ve gone as far as to set the stage to seduce you.



Who could the remaining woman be, for her future self to feel so desperate, taking such a bold step to be alone with her master in this dark space?


	Why the sudden change? Weren’t you here to consult me about a problem…?



Bing Yeon’s voice sounded weaker than usual. He was panting as if on the verge of collapsing, and the shadow of his figure limped as if he could barely stand.


	Yes, that’s correct. My burning affection for you, I simply don’t know what to do with it anymore.



Her future self spoke sincerely, her words directed at Bing Yeon.


	You saved me from a worthless man, asking for nothing in return.

	



As if she wanted him to focus only on her now, her rainbow-colored eyes fixated on one place.

Perhaps you harbor impure intentions toward me? 

I don’t think my looks are anything to be ashamed of.


	How could that be?

	Heh, as I thought. I confirmed it through Sister Verdandi, but I wanted to hear it directly from you.



Watching her future self’s flirtatious laughter, the current Azazel hid her face with her hands.

Through her fingers, she began to glimpse the two figures more clearly.


	Won’t you take responsibility for the rest of my life?

	You won’t answer me, then… so I suppose…



Azazel couldn’t bear the heat rising in her face, and the thought of wanting to intervene between them crossed her mind.


	Why don’t you back off? You should wait your turn.



At that moment, a voice she had never heard before echoed, and she felt her consciousness lift as if drifting elsewhere.

“Are you alright, Master?!”

Verdandi’s urgent voice rang out as she cut through several tentacles behind Azazel with her holy sword, finally separating the two.

“Thank you, Verdandi.”

“I’m so relieved you weren’t hurt!”

Verdandi let out a sigh of relief.

The scene had been too much—two people embracing so intensely, and then Azazel, bleeding from the nose and passing out cold.

“Th-thank you. I almost lost my mind.”

“…But why did junior act so impulsively?”

“M-Mordigian suddenly…”

“Still, couldn’t you have resisted?”

Verdandi couldn’t understand.

The tentacles connected to an outer god, which meant that god must have been trying to grab Bing Yeon, right?

She didn’t think it was a lie, but something about it felt like a convenient excuse. 

After all, she hadn’t hugged him yet either.

“If that’s the case, then hug me too!”

While Verdandi finally expressed her jealousy toward Bing Yeon for the first time, she sensed someone approaching.


“…What did you just say?”

Bi-wol, who had returned from the bathroom, glared at Azazel and Verdandi as if she wanted to kill them, her predatory gaze settling on them.

“What did you do with Master?”

Her voice was filled with such murderous intent that it was enough to make people crumble or burst into tears. 

Bi-wol’s possessiveness was overwhelming.



 
  
    Chapter 46: Life and Death (1)


“The finals of the Yongbongji hoe Tournament! The last two competitors have been decided!”

Cheoncheonmu’s voice boomed as if his throat might burst.

At the same time, the atmosphere of the tournament heated up.

“The contenders are Seongyeongmun and Bing Yeonhwa!”

Seongyeongmun (先境門), a name signifying the past in Chinese characters, controlled by the original’s past, established by Bingsulhwa.

Bing Yeonhwa (氷龍化緣), named after the nickname ‘Ice Dragon’ given to make the final bosses of the original work happy.

The names of these two sects, holding completely opposite meanings, seemed to indicate the diametrically opposed paths they were heading towards.

“The first to enter the stage is the martial artist said to have the fists of Geumgang! Kim Hyul!”

Waaaaaah~!

With Cheoncheonmu’s introduction, a boy with black hair and a bare chest took heavy steps forward.

“And his opponent is the famous disciple of the Ice Dragon! The swordsman, Bi-wol!”

Simultaneously, a girl with the same black hair stepped forward with large strides, glaring at her opponent in displeasure.

“Who will take the first victory? It’s going to be a breathtaking clash of power! Especially since Kim Hyul has been known to break even swords and maces!”

The place was filled with many elite warriors, gathered to test each other’s strength and skill.

Spectators, who had glimpsed the pinnacle of martial arts in this place, raised their voices, debating who would ultimately win.

“Seongyeongmun will win, for sure. That technique was so flawless that even the secret weapons of the Sacheondang family couldn’t land a hit, as if he had mastered Geumgang Bulgoe.”

“No way! It has to be Bing Yeonhwa! Didn’t you see how they defeated every single elite with just the simple Three Talents Sword Technique?”

Due to the help Bing Yeon had given many during the Great War of Good and Evil, the majority of the martial artists in the audience leaned heavily in support of one side.

“Moreover, isn’t that Bing Yeon’s own disciple? There’s no way an ordinary person could have hidden themselves until now, only to suddenly appear!”

Bing Yeon, inherently born with a frail body, had always been reluctant to reveal himself to the martial world, fearing that rising to a higher position would limit the number of people he could save.

“If she didn’t have the skills, she wouldn’t have made it to the finals.”

“Exactly! That’s what I’m saying!”

Two individuals, listening intently to the crowd’s praises, were standing by.

“What do you think, Infinite Swordmaster?”

“Well, considering her opponent is the one who defeated that Poison Dragon’s child…”

These two were Namgung Dohoon, head of the Namgung clan, and Dang Munhyeok, head of the Sacheondang family. They were stroking their beards, trying to predict the outcome.

Both of them knew all too well how strong Bi-wol and Kim Hyul were, as they had witnessed how their disciples’ hidden trump cards had been rendered useless.

“I thought for sure the paralyzing poison would work.”

“Hah! It’s your fault for thinking the opponent would just stand there and let themselves be hit by the Sacheondang family’s poison or hidden weapons without any defense.”

Dang Munhyeok scowled, his displeasure evident. 

The fact that his trump card—a gaseous poison—had failed was due to his mistaken assumption that Kim Hyul would simply fall for it.

Kim Hyul pretended to stagger as if poisoned, then landed a decisive blow after holding his breath, shattering all the plans Dang Munhyeok had prepared in an instant.

“If it were me, I would’ve mixed it with water and thrown it! As long as even a little entered his mouth or nose, it would have worked!”

“You wouldn’t have been fooled by his act.”

“Hmph! Poison works differently depending on one’s constitution. Haven’t I always said that there are even people who can eat herbs used for execution like medicine and not die?”

Despite his complaints, Dang Munhyeok was more disappointed than anyone else about the loss of his disciples.

The way he stomped his feet in frustration showed just how much he struggled to suppress his emotions.

“So, what do you think of this Bi-wol girl?”

Not wanting to be the only one embarrassed, Dang Munhyeok asked for Namgung Dohoon’s opinion, as his disciple had also been eliminated in the semifinals.

Despite only knowing the Three Talents Sword Technique—horizontal slash, vertical slash, and thrust—she had managed to defeat the Namgung family, known as the best swordsmen under the heavens.

“Hmm? It’s surprising that she grasped the essence of the Three Talents Sword Technique at such a young age, but it still doesn’t seem to suit her body.”

Namgung Dohoon had found a flaw in Bi-wol’s swordsmanship. 

Normally, if the intent and will of the sword were perfectly aligned, even steel could be cut as easily as paper.

“Why do you think that? Her movements perfectly express the sky, man, and earth.”

“In martial arts, intent is more important than form.”

“True! But with how she’s wielding the sword, I bet she could master any other technique too!”

Dang Munhyeok crossed his arms and replied nonchalantly. 

Relying too much on skill can make one lose their sharpness and weight.

What’s built too easily is also easily forgotten. 

That’s why advancement in martial arts is achieved through constant repetition.

No matter how you looked at it, it was clear that she had hastily learned this for the Yongbongji  Tournament. 

Her movements were close to textbook, as if Bing Yeon had corrected her posture every step of the way.

“A sword without freedom will always break.”

“In other words, she’s weak in improvisation.”

This very flaw was becoming an obstacle in her fight against Kim Hyul, who had mastered Geumgang Bulgoe.

Bi-wol would have to figure out how to overcome his unbreakable body, which allowed no weapon to come near.

“So, are you saying that this martial artist, Kim Hyul, is going to win? Well, that would at least restore some of my pride!”

Hearing this, Dang Munhyeok let out a big sigh of relief. 

If the one who defeated his clan ultimately became the final victor, he could take comfort in knowing they had lost to the best.

“Well, normally, I’d say that, but…”

The Infinite Swordmaster, Namgung Dohoon, scratched his chin as he carefully concluded his words. 

Normally, one would think that there is no way to break through the Geumgang Bulgoe technique in this world.

However,

“…Since she’s Bing Yeon’s disciple, wouldn’t she show an achievement that would surprise us?”

If he let go of that rigid way of thinking, then Bi-wol still had a chance.

Having devoted his entire life to the sword, Namgung Dohoon fixed his sharp gaze on the martial stage.

The first thought that crossed Bi-wol’s mind as she faced Kim Hyul on the stage was simple.

‘He’s a strong opponent, just by looking at him.’

Her hands trembled uncontrollably, like prey standing before a predator. 

She instinctively realized, from the difference in their inner power, that she couldn’t win against him.

Her highly developed sense of perception, which surpassed most others, had now become the shackle binding her.

‘Don’t tremble. You have to win here and support Master.’

Bi-wol shook her head vigorously, dispelling the fear. 

She had to win this match to claim the inner pill, which had absorbed ten thousand years of pure yang energy.

Even if beings like Azazel or Verdandi were present, if she lost her advantage once, her chances of victory would plummet. 

After all, her opponent came from a sect with someone who could see through everything, just like her master, Bing Yeon.

Just hearing the name of the ominous sect, Seongyeongmun, made her grit her teeth.

‘If I lose, my junior sisters will have to win the remaining two matches.’

Bi-wol’s master, Bing Yeon, had told her that she had the lowest chance of victory out of all of them. 


No matter how much she had mastered the Three Talents Sword Technique, there was no known way to break through the Diamond Fist Technique.

Furthermore, there were too many eyes watching to risk using demonic energy and unleash the Heavenly Demon Divine Art. 

If she revealed even a hint of such ominous energy, people would surely begin to suspect her origins.

‘Normally, it wouldn’t matter if I lost, but… I don’t want to.’

Lately, even Azazel had been scheming to claim her master. 

She wasn’t sure what had happened between them, but it seemed like they had grown closer in her absence.

Her master, Bing Yeon, had a way of unknowingly charming women. 

His handsome face and kind demeanor were more than enough to melt even the coldest hearts.

“Are you Bi-wol? We finally meet.”

Kim Hyul’s voice broke into her thoughts. 

As the disciple of Bing Yeon, someone known far and wide in the martial world, how strong could she be?

A mix of excitement, competitiveness, and anticipation surged through him. 

He could feel his blood boiling in excitement.

“…Do you know me? You speak as if we’ve met before.”

“It’s the first time I’ve seen you in person, but my master made quite the fuss, insisting I kill you.”

Kim Hyul casually revealed the plans of the outsider gods to Bi-wol. 

But after seeing her in person, he was more certain than ever that killing her would be a mistake.

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I don’t want you to end up like me.”

Unlike him, she wasn’t hungry for blood. 

She had never killed anyone, nor had she ever hated anyone enough to want them dead.

Kim Hyul was currently under the control of the outsider god Shub-Niggurath, held hostage under the guise of salvation, with the lives of his family and friends on the line.

Even if he killed Bi-wol, there was no guarantee that the fickle outsider god would keep the promises they made.

“Give me everything you’ve got. That way, even later, I’ll know I wasn’t wrong.”

The best thing Kim Hyul could do now was gauge the strength of Bing Yeon’s disciples. 

If they had enough power to defeat the outsider gods, he would switch sides.

It was a well-thought-out betrayal, a plan that had been devised beforehand.

Besides, he no longer wanted to be associated with someone like Kang Si-woo, a man who switched women as often as he did clothes.


‘It’s much safer to fight alongside them against the outsider gods.’

Swallowing his anxiety, Kim Hyul silently hoped that Bi-wol would be the one to defeat him. 

If she couldn’t even break through his Geumgang Bulgoe (Diamond Fist), there was no way they could defeat the outsider gods either.

— Now, the final match of the Yongbongji Tournament will begin!

As Cheoncheonmu’s voice announced the start of the match, Kim Hyul lunged at Bi-wol with a straight punch.
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Suddenly, Bi-wol raised her sword to block Kim Hyul’s incoming punch.

It was a move she’d learned from watching his countless matches.

In those battles, Kim Hyul had always triumphed, smashing through countless blades as if his hands were made of steel.

Clang!

The sharp, clear sound of metal colliding echoed through the air as the two were pushed apart, widening the distance between them.

Bi-wol’s hands tingled from the impact. 

Only after her sword had clashed with his fist did she truly realize that Kim Hyul had mastered the legendary Geumgang Bulgoe.

‘…I thought it only existed in myths.’

Geumgang Bulgoe (金剛不壞).

It refers to a martial art of body-hardening that reaches such a pinnacle that neither blade nor sword can harm the body, making it impervious to any attack.

Under normal circumstances, Bi-wol would have easily fallen into despair, thinking there was no way to defeat such an opponent.

But right now, she had a precious elixir in her hand, one capable of assisting her master.

‘Still, I have to try. No matter how powerful his martial art is, it’s still just an external technique in the end.’

Kim Hyul, noticing her reaction, spoke with a hint of curiosity.

“Did your master tell you about my fist technique?”

As Bi-wol stood before him, Kim Hyul seemed puzzled. 

The Yukhapkwon (Six Harmonies Fist) was considered a third-rate martial art, so finding someone in the martial world unfamiliar with it was rare.

Ironically, many didn’t fully understand its danger. 

To some, it just seemed like an imitation of animal movements or a reckless style that used the whole body to attack.

“…That’s not something one can react to with just their eyes.”

However, Bi-wol’s recent move was strange. 

It was as if she had sensed the punch coming at an unavoidable speed and reacted by blocking it with her sword.

“Indeed, you’re the disciple of that old man.”

Kim Hyul sighed in disbelief, recalling the undefeated martial god who often filled him with irritation just by thinking about him.

The title “god” in his name was a significant deal in the martial world, earned because he had never lost a single fistfight.

“…Old man? Our master is quite young, actually.”

Startled, Bi-wol hesitated, her steps faltering. 

The words didn’t make sense, but she had an instinctive feeling this was something she had to hear.

Kim Hyul continued.

“You probably don’t know him. That man, Bing Yeon, learned the fist technique a long time ago.”

“Our master…?”

“Yes, the man called Mubaekwonshin (無敗拳神), that stubborn old man with a nasty temper. He could have become an immortal but refused to take that path.”

Kim Hyul bit his lower lip, recalling the strict old man with the long beard, who had fiercely corrected him every time his stance was even slightly off.

“I’ve never seen his face, but we both learned from the same master… You could say he’s my elder martial brother.”

As Kim Hyul finished speaking, a sharp emotion pierced through Bi-wol’s heart.

Envy and jealousy.

Why couldn’t she be the first?

What kind of person was their master that so many people gravitated toward him?

Even though she could see the future, she could have lived a little more selfishly. 

Given her limited time left, no one could really blame her.

But Bing Yeon was relentlessly selfless.

Bi-wol’s grip on her sword tightened, her hand trembling. 

She hated how Kim Hyul, the man before her, spoke as though he knew more about her master than she did.

“…Don’t be ridiculous. So, are you saying you’re some kind of senior martial brother to me?”

“Not exactly, but the connection between us is something quite troublesome.”

Kim Hyul glanced back, where Bing Seolhwa, whom he formally addressed as his master, was seated.

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

Bi-wol, realizing who he was referring to, sighed deeply. 

All the training she’d undergone to prepare for the Yongbongjihoe  had been because of that unknown person.

‘Bing Seolhwa… she looked like she was related to our master.’

Not long ago, Bi-wol had made a flimsy excuse to leave her master, Bing Yeon, for a moment, in an attempt to investigate the woman who had appeared at the Yongbongjihoe —a woman Bing Yeon was so wary of.

At the gathering of all the sect masters, Bi-wol had noticed the woman with white hair and blue eyes, just like her master, and felt something was off.

“Seongyeongmun… It doesn’t seem like an ordinary sect name, does it?”

Upon reflection, it made sense. 

The cold aura that lingered around her master’s body was something even the North Sea Ice Palace would give fortunes to obtain.

It was a natural-born gift of genius, but it also drastically shortened a person’s life—Guimjeolmaek.

“So, that strange woman… She’s the white-haired sect leader you follow, and she’s connected to our master, right?”

“Yes. My guess is that they share the same bloodline.”

Thought for a couple of seconds

Kim Hyul nodded in agreement upon hearing Bi-wol’s sharp conjecture. The pieces of information that had only been intuitive were beginning to fit together.

“I think so too.”


	The current Seongyeongmun sect leader is a woman who has a very close relationship with our master. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have committed such a disgraceful act of leaving writing on someone’s back.


	Furthermore, that woman shares the same bloodline as our master. Not only in mindset but also in inner strength, our master is pure and aligns closely with the righteous faction. He wouldn’t have chosen to live a hermit’s life abandoned by Odokgyo without a good reason.


	Lastly, she is the most dangerous rival at this moment.



Having finished all her calculations, Bi-wol immediately lunged at Kim Hyul. 

She couldn’t afford to let her guard down and be defeated like this.

“…Then, I definitely can’t lose!”

“That’s a good look. Finally, you’ve decided to fight.”

Clang, clang!

The sound of fists and swords clashing echoed, attracting the attention of the surrounding spectators in an instant. 

The movements were countless and swift. 

It was as if their hands and feet were perfectly synchronized, executing precise attacks and defenses.

“Ugh…!”

In a split second, a punch pierced through a gap beside Bi-wol’s side. 

The Six Harmonies Fist, which could attack and defend in all directions simultaneously, had targeted the square created by her sword.

She couldn’t breathe properly. 

The area that was hit throbbed with pain as if it were on fire, almost causing her legs to give out.

“Is this the end?”

Seeing this, Kim Hyul murmured softly. 

To avoid killing his opponent, it was better to secure a surrender in this manner.

However,

Bi-wol bit her teeth and summoned all her strength. 


She was trying to rise again after almost collapsing from the pain in her legs.

Wham!

Swinging her sword once more, Bi-wol’s blade grazed Kim Hyul’s cheek, but his face remained unscathed.

“I have mastered Geumgang Bulgoe. It might be better for me to give up now.”

Clang, clang! 

Kim Hyul blocked Bi-wol’s sword with his bare fist, showing mercy. 

He knew that no matter how much she struggled, her sword couldn’t defeat him.

“You’ll only know properly if you try it…!”

Bi-wol, catching her breath, continued to swing her sword. 

Even though she knew it was futile, she didn’t want to disappoint her master, Bing Yeon.

“The essence of the Six Harmonies Fist lies in the unity of heaven, earth, and all directions.”

Bi-wol kept searching for openings in Kim Hyul’s defenses. 

Figuring out how to counter the Six Harmonies Fist, which could attack and defend in all directions, was more complicated than she had anticipated.

No matter how inferior the martial art was, it was difficult to defeat someone who had fully explored its depths.


	The weakness of the Six Harmonies Fist is that increasing its power by enlarging its form creates gaps.



Bi-wol recalled a moment she had discussed with Bing Yeon. 

To defeat Kim Hyul, who had blended the Six Harmonies Fist with Geumgang Bulgoe, special measures were necessary.


	No, such a simple method wouldn’t work. 
The opponent is aware of such weaknesses, so I can’t afford to create distance.



Bing Yeon expressed a negative opinion about the first countermeasure Bi-wol thought of. 

As Kim Hyul had already achieved victory by using a mad technique of catching and throwing an attack that came from the air, creating distance was futile.

“Just a little more…!, just a bit…!”

Bi-wol had another strategy in mind.

Geumgang Bulgoe (Diamond Fist) is ultimately an external technique. 

It only strengthens the body by training the exterior and muscles to the extreme.


	Then, the only way is to target the soft inner organs rather than the hard exterior.


	By creating gaps that even the Six Harmonies Fist can’t block and continuously striking them like forging iron, there will undoubtedly be a part that remains affected.



Like creating resonance, she collided her sword with Kim Hyul’s body countless times, not seeming very effective but refusing to give up.

“First, break the ground to prevent the flow of power into the earth…”

Watching Kim Hyul’s trembling arms, Bi-wol smiled slightly. 

Normally, there should be no impact on a body fortified with Geumgang Bulgoe, but…

‘The opponent has accumulated the shocks from countless challengers over time. By vibrating that part, I can amplify it further.’

Now, the fatigue left by innumerable challengers was etched into Kim Hyul’s body. 

No matter how much he trained, organs like the brain and internal organs couldn’t be made as hard as steel.

Finally, as Bi-wol’s final strike aimed for his temples,

“Right now…!”

Ka-a-a-ang!

The sound of a large gong ringing seemed to engulf the stage, and Kim Hyul began to nosebleed.


With blood dripping down, he realized something was wrong and looked up at Bi-wol.

“Ugh?!”

Resonance (共鳴).

He collapsed, staggering backward. 

Only then did he realize that Bi-wol had targeted his organs, which Geumgang Bulgoe couldn’t protect.
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The first sensation Kim Hyul felt was weightlessness.

The dizziness hit him, and he felt as though he was floating in midair. 

As the sky began to glow red, he couldn’t keep his balance.

His internal organs twisted from the continuous tremors caused by the accumulated shocks.

“What… did you do… to my body?”

Despite the waves of pain crashing over him, Kim Hyul tried to straighten his posture. 

No matter how hard he thought, there was no way his invincible body could be penetrated.

The harmony of his Six Harmonies Technique was intact. 

The sky and earth were properly guarded, and his organs should have been fully protected by deflecting and blocking the attacks.

Then why had it been breached?

“You trusted your invincibility too much.”

Bi-wol, smiling lightly at Kim Hyul, who was still filled with confusion, gave him the answer. 

If he had held even a shred of doubt about his own external skills, he would have fought more cautiously.

If Bing Yeon had been Kim Hyul’s teacher, just as he had taught Bi-wol something other than the Heavenly Demonic Art, he would have taught him a different martial art as well.

The essence of the Six Harmonies Technique lay in the unison of heaven, earth, and the four directions. 

If the ground beneath his feet cracked, causing his soles to lose contact with it, he would fail to channel his strength properly.

“There’s no such thing as an absolutely unbreakable body like diamond in this world.”

Bi-wol had seized the initiative before Kim Hyul, having already realized this. 

In the original plan, Bi-wol was supposed to use the Heavenly Demonic Art to pierce Kim Hyul’s invincibility.

“…Now I understand. You kept vibrating my body, transmitting the shock inward.”

“That’s right. My master once told me that even the strongest steel can twist from the vibration of a light breeze.”

Those words from Bing Yeon had changed everything for Bi-wol. 

Now, she trusted every word her master said as if it were the absolute truth, even if it was just a rumor.

“You really follow your master’s teachings to the letter. You’re not quite the person I’d heard about, it seems.”

Kim Hyul let out a faint chuckle as he steadied his staggering body and looked at the opponent before him. 

He’d heard that she was the future leader of the Demonic Cult, the one who would drench the entire world in blood.

But the girl standing in front of him now seemed nothing more than a fervent disciple, eager to follow her master’s words.

For Kim Hyul, the prophecy that Bingsulhwa had spoken about the future was just empty words. 

He only believed in what he saw and heard with his own eyes.

“If it weren’t for my master, I really might have become a villain.”

Bi-wol sensed what Kim Hyul meant. 

Those dark days when she had been trapped in the Heavenly Demonic Cult, used as an experiment.

“The place I lived in was like hell.”

She had cursed the heavens that had forsaken her in that place, a place where children she once thought of as friends killed each other. 

Every day, she wished for death in that insane world.

“The hell I imagine is one where children are forced to pick up swords and kill. Was it the same for you?”

Kim Hyul clenched his fists tightly, his face twisted in anger.

He remembered the cries of the children holding onto their dead parents when the bandits of Nokrim attacked his village when he was young.

Hell was a place of blades and blood. 

Kim Hyul had vowed never to witness such a scene again, which was why he had taken up his fists.

“…Yes.”

“That’s unfortunate.”

Kim Hyul cast a sad look at Bi-wol, who slowly nodded. 

She was nothing like what Bingsulhwa had described.

‘This girl in front of me, born under the star of slaughter, destined to drench the world in blood? Nonsense.’

Kim Hyul let out a disbelieving laugh. 

If he had blindly trusted Bingsulhwa’s words, like Kang Siwoo, he might have been in serious trouble.

The curse of the star of slaughter, ordained by the heavens—no matter how hard he thought, he couldn’t sense it. 

Even now, when seeing her own blood, she didn’t lose control or go into a frenzy.

“If we had met elsewhere, we might have shared a conversation over tea.”

He instinctively felt that they shared similar pasts.

The sorrow of losing something dear, the will to protect what mattered, and the need to win at all costs.

Even without many words, martial artists could sense what lay beneath the surface through their fists and blades.

“Why don’t you join my master?”

“…Me?”

Bi-wol’s suggestion reached him as well.

He could tell he wasn’t a bad person, judging from how she had warned him about Bingsulhwa and secretly informed him of her intentions.

In the martial world, a master was considered as high as the heavens. 

Betraying one’s master was seen as a grave sin, hence the saying ‘severing the branch that holds you.’

“Yes. If there’s someone who has mastered invincibility, even a seer can be challenged.”

Kim Hyul was speechless at the unexpected proposal. 

This was the exact opposite of what had happened in the original story, The Invincible Fist King, where they were meant to kill each other.


	You were born to kill Bi-wol.



Kim Hyul recalled the words Bingsulhwa had used to try and persuade him. 

Even if she could see the future, it wasn’t something easy to accept.


	The Nokrim bandits who attacked you, and the one responsible for killing your friends—it’s all the curse of the star of slaughter.



Kim Hyul believed that people made their own fate. 

Instead of blaming others for the misfortune that had befallen his family, he thought it was because he had been weak and trampled by the strong.

Moreover, the attack on his village had taken place at dawn, as if someone had orchestrated the whole thing.

“If you defeat me, I’ll think about it.”

Kim Hyul launched his fist at Bi-wol once again as he spoke. 

There was no point in siding with someone he couldn’t even defeat.

Serving a master like Bingsulhwa was a fate worse than death, and he had the duty to rescue his imprisoned family, whose safety depended on his victory.

“I’ll defeat you quickly.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

Clang!

Kim Hyul blocked Bi-wol’s incoming sword strike with his arm. 

This time, unlike before, he carefully avoided the cut marks Bi-wol had left on the ground and stepped firmly.

‘So, I can’t use the same method to shock him again, huh?’

Now, Kim Hyul was using flexibility as the basis for his movements, imitating the walk of a chicken with the gye-tae (chicken legs) stance.

Soon after, he followed up with a punch, mimicking the rise of a dragon with the yong-yo (dragon waist) technique, striking upwards from below. 


His fist grazed Bi-wol’s chin—fast and powerful.

Had that blow connected, she would have been knocked out cold instantly. 

Her organs should have been damaged to the point where she could barely stand, yet where was this strength coming from?

‘That unyielding fighting spirit… She’s just like my master.’

Bi-wol thought that Kim Hyul’s eyes resembled Bing Yeon’s when he had decided to erase the Heavenly Demonic Cult from existence. 

It was impossible for them to be blood-related, though.

“Your instincts are sharp.”

Even the way he spoke and the techniques he used were reminiscent of Bing Yeon. 

If she had seen him when he was younger, would it have felt like this?

It felt like looking at a father and son, and Bi-wol couldn’t help but let her imagination wander, envisioning a child born between her and Bing Yeon.

‘Maybe it would be something like this.’

In a way, Kim Hyul was like a son created by the author of the original story, but Bi-wol’s sharp female intuition allowed her to understand this on a deeper level.

In order to realize that imagined future, she had to defeat the opponent in front of her. 

If she could heal her master’s damaged meridians and defeat their enemies, no one would be able to stand in her way.

She even recalled a tip from her junior sister, Azazel, who also saw the future. 

If she played her cards right, she might one day whisk her master away from everyone.


	“The essence of the Three Calamities Sword Art lies in heaven, earth, and man. The key is the unity of these three.”



As Bi-wol indulged in her happy thoughts, she briefly closed her eyes, recalling her master Bing Yeon’s calm and warm voice.

Ultimately, using vibrations to accumulate shock was only a temporary measure. 

To truly break through Kim Hyul’s invincibility, she needed a new understanding.

With a heavy stomp that shook the ground, Bi-wol prepared herself.


	“A person is like a small universe. To unite with heaven and earth, you must shut out all other senses and focus solely on the sword.”



The heavens were above her.

The earth was the ground beneath her feet.

So, what was the role of a person in this union of heaven, earth, and man?

‘The answer is to become one with heaven and earth.’

First, she closed her eyes, cutting off her vision.

Second, she calmed her mind, as if shutting out the cheers of the crowd.

One by one, she dulled her other senses—taste, smell—and focused all her concentration on the fingers gripping her sword.

It felt as if only she and her sword existed in this place.


	“Bi-wol, you are capable of becoming someone far greater than you think.”



She had reached the state of mul-a-il-che (unity of self and surroundings).

At that moment, the distance between her and Kim Hyul, the techniques he used—it all became irrelevant. 

The only thing that mattered was cutting down the suffocating common sense that blocked her and her master.

Suddenly, Bi-wol felt the sensation of her sword handle sticking to her fingers.

Swish!

With a sharp slicing sound, a thin line of blood appeared on Kim Hyul’s chest. 

In that brief moment, she had broken through his invincible defense.

“H-how…?!”

Bi-wol didn’t miss the opening and struck Kim Hyul’s neck with her sword hilt. She then lifted her foot from the ground and drove it into his chest.

Boom!

Kim Hyul, momentarily releasing his invincibility, exposed a vital point and was sent crashing to the floor of the arena.

“What’s this?! The supposedly invincible martial artist, Kim Hyul, has fallen!”

Cheoncheonm, the commentator, shouted in disbelief as he witnessed the incredible scene. The legendary external technique, said to be unbreakable, had been pierced by a mere girl.

Kim Hyul lay on the ground for a long while, struggling to get back on his feet. 

Bi-wol stepped on him, preventing him from rising.

“The winner is Bi-wol of the Icy Dragon!”

Cheoncheonm declared the victor of the first match in the finals of the Tournament to the world.

“The second match will feature the swordsman from the West, Sieghardt, who is said to wield all things as a sword…!”


“…And his opponent is Verdandi, also from the West!”

As the first match concluded with Bi-wol’s victory, Verdandi and Sieghardt stepped into the martial arena for the second battle.

“I hope this will be a good match.”

“I will defeat you and earn my master’s praise!”

Verdandi remained tense, watching Sieghardt, who tapped the ground with his cane as if he were blind.
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Before the match began, Verdandi recalled the words her master, Bing Yeon, had said to her. No matter how harmless an opponent with blinded eyes might seem, the moment she let her guard down could determine the outcome.


	“Sieghardt can turn anything in this world into a sword and use it.”



At first, she couldn’t believe such a statement. 

Sure, there were magical abilities that could create weapons out of thin air using mana.


	“Is that… really possible?”

	“Yes, while it may seem impossible for now… if he reaches his full potential, he could even fold time itself into a sword.”



Turning concepts like time and space into weapons? 

It seemed utterly impossible, no matter how she thought about it.

If it hadn’t been Bing Yeon, who had used her power of foresight to save Verdandi’s mother, she would have dismissed it as nonsense.

‘It was clearly marked as true that time!’

The man with blue hair standing before her now seemed utterly harmless. 

He looked like someone who couldn’t even bring himself to kill an insect on the side of the road.


	“So, you likely stand no chance of defeating Sieghardt.”

	“What do you mean by that? A hero never loses!”



Her master, Bing Yeon, had foreseen her defeat. 

While it was true that no one could defeat the fallen Verdandi in the original story, To Kill a Hero…


	“You don’t have your holy armor yet.”



The world was different from the novel. 

In reality, Verdandi had no holy armor to defend against Sieghardt’s attacks.

Even if she blocked his strikes with her holy sword, she couldn’t win a war of attrition against someone who could endlessly create weapons.

But how could she obtain the holy armor?

Her master, Bing Yeon, seemed to know the answer, but he kept it from her.

‘But I’ve been practicing the Six Harmonies Sword Art relentlessly, so I’m sure I can win!’

Verdandi, having fully mastered the moves she learned through the mental world training, held onto the possibility of victory in her heart.

In the world of duels, if you entered the fight thinking you would lose, there was no chance of winning. To reach even halfway, you had to aim for the top.

“So, you’re the hero of this age, I’ve heard. Is it true?”

“Yes, that’s correct!”

Verdandi answered brightly to Sieghardt’s question. 

Though she could sense that he was an evildoer, she refrained from forming any prejudices, thanks to her master Bing Yeon’s teachings.

“You probably see me as a villain from your perspective.”

A boy who stained his hands with blood to protect his family. 

Sieghardt spoke, as if testing her, based on the information Bingsulhwa had provided.

If Bingsulhwa’s words were true, Verdandi would be a hero, drunk on righteousness, recklessly killing anyone in her way.

However,

“Yes! But I believe people can change!”

Contrary to Bingsulhwa’s expectations, Verdandi did not reveal any murderous intent toward Sieghardt, even knowing he was a villain. 

Instead, she waited for a fair and honorable duel.

“Even if that person has already killed someone?”

“Maybe those people were truly bad individuals!”

“That’s the first time I’ve ever heard someone say that.”

Sieghardt chuckled quietly, realizing the absurdity of her words. 

How many people in this world could say it was okay to kill under such circumstances?

Only someone as pure and clean-hearted as Verdandi, who had nearly caused her mother’s death through a grave mistake, could make such a statement.

“…Well, they were scum. Some lunatics tried to assault my sister, thinking I wouldn’t be able to stop them because I was blind.”

Sieghardt opened his once-shut eyes wide. 

His sightless pupils stared into the void.

His sister, who had always supported him, helping him navigate his way through life despite his blindness. 

His family, who stood by him, even though others pointed fingers at them for it.

“I don’t know if it sounds like an excuse, but there was no choice. I had to act.”

When he was pelted with stones by children because of his blindness, he pretended not to care.

Even when they tripped him up or pushed him into the river, he held back his tears and endured.

He had forgiven the boy who stole the cane his sister had lovingly crafted for him, saying he would give it back only if Sieghardt caught him.

“…If I hadn’t killed them, they would have humiliated my family in front of me.”

He couldn’t let the bandits who had barged into his home and attempted to violate his family go unpunished. 

Those criminals had even used his blindness to take him hostage.

Sieghardt had bitterly regretted his powerlessness at that time—his lack of strength, his inability to see, and his weakness that allowed him to be trampled by the strong.

That was why he took up the sword.

An unbreakable, razor-sharp sword, forged in his heart, strong enough to cut down the entire world.

“I understand! You weren’t lying!”

Verdandi nodded after confirming the truth behind Sieghardt’s words. 

After all, her own mother had faced a similar experience at the hands of bandits.

Had Verdandi been in the same situation, she too would have wielded her sword to protect her family.

“Do you trust me? It’s hard to tell if you’re foolish… or just too kind.”

Sieghardt tested her once again. 

Despite hearing from a stranger that he had committed murder, she displayed an attitude of trust.

Even in the brutal, medieval-like world where people died left and right, murder was still a grave sin.

It was only through Bingsulhwa’s intervention that he had survived at all.

“I understand well because I have a similar past!”

Unlike in the original To Kill a Hero, Verdandi found herself understanding Sieghardt’s situation. 

In the story, no one understood her, leading her to eventually choose suicide.

“I think I understand why Bingsulhwa gave the order to kill you.”

Sieghardt smiled bitterly as he reached out into the air, speaking. 

The killing intent that suddenly surged from him made Verdandi’s body tremble violently.

“She must have thought you’d be a real threat if that blade was ever pointed at her.”

Sieghardt grasped the clouds above and turned them into a sword. 

A weapon with a pristine white hilt and blade materialized in front of Verdandi.

“But I have my family being held hostage.”

His calm voice was filled with strain, the veins on his temple bulging from the effort. 

To save his sister and parents, he had no choice but to kill Verdandi, the hero.

Even if he sided with Bing Yeon and betrayed Bingsulhwa now, his chances of winning were slim.

Though Sieghardt had lost his sight, his other heightened senses were screaming that he would never defeat her.

“Come at me with the intent to kill, or you won’t survive.”

It was a life-or-death situation.

Sieghardt had decided that if he couldn’t kill Verdandi here, he would rather die himself.


	“The first thing you must do is not block, but evade.”



Recalling Bing Yeon’s advice, Verdandi chose to dodge instead of blocking Sieghardt’s sword as it came crashing down.


	“Why should I?”

	“Because your opponent will always create a sword from the clouds. There may be exceptions, but it’s highly likely they’ll believe you’re wearing holy armor.”




Sieghardt was trying to kill her before she could summon the holy armor.

It was the same strategy used in the original To Kill a Hero. 

Sieghardt would create a sword from the clouds, slipping past his opponent’s defenses to deal a devastating blow.

While creating a sword from clouds was effective for bypassing defenses and delivering quick strikes…


	“If you don’t block but evade, your opponent will have no choice but to bring out their next move.”



The downside was that if she dodged, Sieghardt wouldn’t be able to deal any serious damage.

‘Master was right!’

With a swift roll, Verdandi dodged the long, whip-like extension of the cloud sword, watching Sieghardt carefully to predict his next move.

Realizing that nothing had been cut, Sieghardt sensed something was amiss and began to decide on his next weapon.

“…Did she dodge it? There was no sensation of cutting.”


	“If the cloud sword fails, he’ll grasp the air and throw a dagger, or create a sword from light to strike at you with a speed you can’t avoid.”



Exactly as Bing Yeon had predicted, Sieghardt prepared to grasp sunlight and launch his next attack.

At that moment, Verdandi removed her shoes, making her footsteps silent. 

She held her breath, even creating a diversion by tossing a stone far away to mask the sound of her heartbeat.


	“This trick has a flaw, though. Before his weapon leaves his hand, mislead his senses about your position.”



Despite his extraordinary senses and innate talent with the sword, Sieghardt still had the limitations of a human body.

However,

“Over there, huh?”

Clang! The sharp sound of metal rang out. Somehow, Sieghardt had detected Verdandi’s presence and flung his sword in her direction.

Had she not instinctively guarded her vital points with her sword, the blade would have pierced her carotid artery, killing her instantly.

“How did you know?! I was sure I hid all sound!”

With her position continuously exposed, Verdandi had no choice but to charge at Sieghardt using the Six Harmonies Sword Art. 

Ideally, she should have kept her distance and waited for an opening, just as Bing Yeon had advised.


“…The pitch and vibration of the sound were different.”

In the original story, Bingsulhwa had already discovered how to counter Sieghardt’s techniques. 

Now, confident in his victory, Sieghardt even took the time to explain how he had pinpointed her location.

“With this level of skill, you’ll never defeat Bingsulhwa.”

As he spoke, Sieghardt thrust his sword into Verdandi’s abdomen.



 
  
    Chapter 50: Holy Gap (1)


The searing, heavy pain, the metallic scent of blood, and the sensation of her organs being exposed—it was something Verdandi could never get used to.

“Keugh, khak…!”

She let out a pained groan as she distanced herself from Sieghardt. 

Her hand clutched her abdomen, her face twisted into a grimace from the overwhelming pain.

The contortion of her expression made it clear just how severely she was injured. 

The organizers were about to halt the duel.

“It’s not over yet…!”

Verdandi raised one hand, stopping the referee from signaling the end. 

She couldn’t bear to give up now; she was too close to her goal.

Just one more victory.

If she could win, she’d be able to gift the medicine to her master and finally catch up to Bi-wol, who had been advancing ahead on her own.

“But your wound—”

“I haven’t fallen yet..! A wound like this is nothing, it doesn’t even tickle!”

Verdandi forced a grin, but the trembling of her eye from the pain betrayed her bravado.

She swung her sword again, pushing through the pain.

Sieghardt had been ordered by Bingsulhwa to kill Verdandi and instill a sense of revenge in Bing Yeon. 

However…

In truth, Sieghardt had deliberately avoided striking her vital point. 

He had aimed just off-center, stabbing her abdomen instead. 

As their conversation had progressed, his intent to kill had waned.

The strike was precise, avoiding any major organs, such that if she received immediate treatment, there would be no lasting scars.

“You intend to keep fighting?”

“Of course..!”

Sieghardt thought he had given her an excuse to back down, hoping she would forfeit, allowing him to claim he tried to kill her but couldn’t because she gave up.

It was the best decision for him, as he didn’t truly want to kill her, but instead, it only fueled Verdandi’s desire to win, becoming the worst possible move.

Clang!

Verdandi executed the first stance of the Six Harmonies Sword Art, Plum Blossom Heavenly Strike. 

Despite her abdomen still bleeding profusely, she pressed on.

Her actions bordered on sheer stubbornness. 

The burning determination to defeat the opponent in front of her drove Verdandi forward.

“That’s a bold statement. But…”

Sieghardt, seeing her resolve, momentarily paused his movements. 

His fingers clenched the sword tightly, freezing for a brief moment.

He, too, had picked up a sword to protect his family. 

He sought to cut down this miserable world where the powerless had everything taken from them.

Even when hearing the desperate pleas of those he killed, he had walked the path of no return, staining his hands with blood.

“…Only those with power can make such claims.”

Sieghardt continued to land attacks on Verdandi, deliberately avoiding fatal blows. 

He aimed to graze her skin or used the hilt of his sword to strike pressure points, trying to subdue her.

“No! Even without power, one can still pick up a sword! One can still protect what’s precious!”

With each wound, Verdandi’s strikes grew stronger. 

Even when she was knocked down, she stood up again, charging at her opponent.

She moved like a warrior possessed by madness. 

Watching her, Sieghardt wondered if perhaps the rumors he’d heard about her insanity were true.

However,

“A hero… must fight this way!”

Verdandi’s eyes sparkled with joy.

The cheers of the crowd encouraging her, the hope that she could heal her master if she won this match, the elation of finally fulfilling her role as a hero—all these emotions mixed together.

She was enjoying the fight so much that the pain barely registered.

“A hero destined to defeat the Demon King… So, you won’t just give in.”

Sieghardt, seeing her frantic efforts, realized he couldn’t afford to hold back any longer. 

His arm, which had been grazed by her blade, could have been severed if he hadn’t reacted in time.

The balance of power that had been in his favor was now shifting. 

He had barely deflected her Plum Blossom Body Breaker strike, a sword technique that could carve patterns into stone, and he knew that if the fight continued like this, he would lose.

If he lost, his family, who were being held hostage, would be harmed.

“Well then, I suppose I’ll have to give it my all.”

Regaining his breath, Sieghardt reached out to form another sword. If this dragged on, Verdandi’s stamina would eventually give out due to the wound on her abdomen. 

One misstep, and it would result in her defeat.

“It’s already too late…!”

Perhaps realizing this, Verdandi struck Sieghardt’s hand, causing him to drop his weapon. 

The condition for Sieghardt to create his swords was that he needed to grasp something with his bare hands.

If she timed her attacks correctly, she could exploit this opening.

Clang!

The sound of metal hitting the ground echoed as Sieghardt’s wind sword slipped from his grasp.

“Heh, you got me.”

Sieghardt let out an honest laugh. Martial arts were something anyone could learn, but reaching the highest levels was difficult.

In moments of life and death, talent, experience, and instincts often made the difference. 

Even the most naturally gifted warriors could lose their lives with one mistake.

The girl standing before him was improving with every exchange, growing stronger as they fought.

“You haven’t been learning under your master for long, have you?”

Verdandi’s swordsmanship was crude and inexperienced. 

It was as if she were someone who had only just begun learning how to handle a sword.

At first, her attacks had been full of gaps, allowing him to easily target her abdomen. 

But now…

“…She’s raised a monster.”

Verdandi had fully internalized the principles of the Six Harmonies Sword Art. 

Her strikes were as light as falling petals but as sturdy and grounded as the roots of a tree, and they were now landing clean hits on Sieghardt.

‘Just a little more…!’

Verdandi swung her sword relentlessly, not even pausing to breathe. 


She knew her remaining stamina was less than her opponent’s. 

If she were to lose consciousness and collapse now, it would be an immediate defeat.

Just a little more, and she could break Sieghardt’s defense. 

She could see it starting to waver.

He was a blind man, after all.

No matter how extraordinary his senses were, it was difficult to anticipate and avoid a sudden attack aimed at his blind spots.

‘If I push just a little more, I can win…!’

Verdandi had already used the first and second forms of the Six Harmonies Sword Art, Plum Blossom Heavenly Strike and Plum Blossom Earth Push. 

Sieghardt’s right arm had narrowly avoided being severed, and blood was dripping from the cut on his cheek.

However,

“…I haven’t exactly neglected my sword training, you know.”

Suddenly, the air shifted, and an intense killing intent filled the arena. 

It was sharp and cold, like the edge of a finely honed blade.

“The Sword Art of Flowing Time, Reversal.”

As Sieghardt recited those words, he effortlessly deflected Verdandi’s sword. 

It was as if he knew exactly where each strike was coming from.

Seeing this, Verdandi felt a strange unease. Just moments ago, Sieghardt had struggled to keep up with her increasing speed.

Could a single sword technique really change a person so drastically?

“…Did you just turn back time?”

“Yes, although it’s still a crude skill… I experienced the strikes you just made and blocked them.”

Sieghardt nodded and casually revealed his secret to Verdandi.

Despite possessing such a formidable ability, he still believed that he could never defeat the Outer God, Shub-Niggurath.

“And this next one is the Sword Art of Division, Segment.”

Schwing!

With a single swift slash, Sieghardt severed Verdandi’s arm. 

Even if she could later heal it with magic, her defeat was all but certain.

Blood dripped from the place where her right arm had been, the very arm she needed to wield her sword. 

For the first time, despair washed over her.

“Do you still wish to continue? If we go any further, even I won’t be able to spare your life.”

How could she win?

How could she possibly bridge the gap between them?

Verdandi let out a guttural scream, her voice filled with desperation. 

She gripped her sword with her remaining arm, determined to keep fighting. 

The audience murmured in shock at the sight.

“The match seems to be decided. Sieghardt has…”

The referee, seeing her condition, was about to declare Sieghardt the winner.

But then—

Everyone held their breath as a radiant light, like the living embodiment of the sun, enveloped Verdandi.

“It’s not over yet…! Look at my arm! It’s reattached!”

The legendary holy armor, the sacred armor that protected heroes, had appeared. 

According to legend, it only manifested when its owner’s life was in grave danger.

I let out a deep sigh as I watched the arena.

In the original story, the conditions for the appearance of the sacred armor were left as a hidden backstory, never fully explored.

Just like with Bi-wol, I had deliberately not told Verdandi the conditions for the armor’s appearance.

Knowing that her life had to be in danger for the armor to appear, she was the kind of person who would throw herself into peril without hesitation.

“Master, does this mean Verdandi might actually win now?”

Bi-wol had somehow latched onto my arm as we watched the duel together. 

Earlier, when Verdandi’s arm had been severed, she had let out an involuntary scream.


“Well, even with the sacred armor, her opponent is still Sieghardt.”

I shifted my gaze back to Verdandi, recalling just how powerful Sieghardt was in the original story.

He was the blind swordsman who could fold time and space into a weapon.

“…Can Verdandi really do it?”

To defeat him, she would need nothing short of a demon king on her side.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Holy Gap (2)


I used to wonder what it truly meant to be a hero.

A shining figure who could only exist in stories, defeating the Demon King and saving everyone they cherished.

These days, so many stories twist that classic image, showing heroes being expelled from their parties for absurd reasons, or abandoned because they lost their power.

‘Verdandi is the best hero I’ve ever imagined.’

A saint consumed by her own sense of justice, someone who rises again no matter how much pain she endures.

She was often used by villains and, in the end, fell to darkness, becoming the new Demon King, yielding her place as the hero to the next generation—a final boss.

‘In contrast, Sieghardt is the hero I imagined as a perfect antithesis.’

I crafted him to be the protagonist, the opposite of Verdandi. 

Unlike her selfless nature, Sieghardt fought only for himself.

Back then, I thought that was the only way to subvert the traditional hero narrative.

‘…But maybe I was wrong.’

***

“I can still fight…!”

Verdandi smiled as brightly as the sun, preparing herself to face Sieghardt once again.

“So, you did have the sacred armor after all.”

As if he had predicted her resurgence, Sieghardt grinned and reached high into the sky, forming a new sword.

“Of course! I’m a hero!”

Her unwavering sense of justice, contrasted with Sieghardt’s deeply personal motives, clashed once more. 

The sight of these two heroes, who walked completely different paths, colliding with mutual respect shattered my preconceptions.

‘I need to finish this quickly.’

One thought dominated Sieghardt’s mind. 

The sacred armor provided absolute defense and healed its wearer’s wounds and fatigue.

It was something Bingsulhwa had warned Sieghardt about before this match. 

There was a high chance his opponent possessed this special armor.

His sword art, Reversal, which turned back time, and Segment, which divided space, were both weaker versions of their full potential. 

He couldn’t fully wield the power of time and space in his swords.

‘Even if I use all the techniques I have, can I win?’

No, it was impossible.

No matter how hard he racked his brain, no solution presented itself. 

He now understood the feeling of overwhelming defeat, how hard it was to find hope in such circumstances.

But…

“I will win no matter what!”

In contrast to Sieghardt, Verdandi stood firm in her belief in victory. 

She showed no sign of giving up. 

How could this woman, destined to become the next Demon King, possess such a righteous attitude?

‘If I use Reversal again…?’

He would rewind time, returning to the moment when Verdandi was wounded.

Tick. Tock.

The sound of the clock’s second hand echoed as the flow of time reversed. 

Verdandi, who had been charging toward Sieghardt, slowed down and eventually stopped.

He only needed a little more time.

Sieghardt’s breath began to move backward, and a disturbing sensation washed over him as the blood he’d spilled returned to his body.

This drawback, a side effect of not yet mastering time as a weapon, limited how long he could maintain the reversal.

At that moment—

“I won’t fall for the same trick twice…!”

“…What?!”

Even as time reversed around them, Verdandi’s voice rang clear. 

And then, a sudden strike followed.

Clang!

Sieghardt hastily blocked the blow, his face filled with confusion. 

How was this possible? 

He had frozen time—how could she move?

Until now, only one person had ever been able to move within the space of his ability: that woman, Bingsulhwa.

“Your power is what the Easterners call Unity of Body and Sword…! But it doesn’t work on the hero’s armor!”

Verdandi, in a show of respect, revealed how she had managed to move. 

Her pounding heart told her that this man before her was a true rival.

In the original story To Kill a Hero, Sieghardt could never defeat the fully corrupted Verdandi. 

It was an ending that would have enraged readers of modern web novels, where the protagonist dies.

But the world they were fighting in now wasn’t the original story—it was reality.

“You even figured out my ability. Impressive.”

“Even if you compliment me, I won’t go easy on you!”

The sounds of the crowd’s cheers were drowned out as the two heroes clashed, their swords meeting in a brutal, honest conversation of steel.

“Your complexion doesn’t look great. Maybe you should give up and wait for another chance. Even if you lose, there’s someone waiting behind you.”

Sieghardt’s words came from genuine concern. 

If Verdandi’s armor was strong enough to deal with his powers, there was a possibility that even the Outer God Shub-Niggurath could be defeated.

He could tell that she had fought well enough to prove her ability.

Before the match, Sieghardt had learned about the girl named Biwol and others who could join forces. 

Together, they might be able to sever Bingsulhwa’s connection to the Outer Gods.

Despite having lost his sight, Sieghardt’s extraordinary senses allowed him to recognize how formidable Verdandi was.

The protagonist and the final boss.

Their fated enmity, which should have led them to kill one another, was now transforming into something more like destiny.

“No…!”

Verdandi understood this, but she couldn’t bear the thought of stopping now. 

If she surrendered and received treatment, she might survive.

But…

“I want to save my master with my own hands!”

If she gave up now, she wouldn’t be able to win the Yongbong Tournament’s prize—the Myeonnyon Jiguk Blood Elixir—and personally deliver it to her master.

The one who had saved her from a life that could have spiraled down the wrong path.

Her master, who had the ability to see the future but never used it for selfish gain, a true righteous person.


At some point, Verdandi had started wishing to become like Bing Yeon. 

It was an emotion too embarrassing to voice, and too difficult to act upon.

“Just like my master did for me!”

She didn’t yet realize that what she was feeling was love.

“But that’s what I believe a righteous hero is…!”

The one thing Verdandi was sure of was that her heart was beating solely for Bing Yeon.

“You’re right. Someone who keeps raising their sword in such a situation—that’s what the world calls a hero.”

Sieghardt smiled softly as he watched Verdandi’s resolve. 

He had realized she was fighting not for herself, but to save the man she called her master, Bing Yeon.

But he also knew that Verdandi’s time was running out. Her body had long surpassed its limits.

Even at her best, she could probably manage two more swings before her body gave out. 

Any more than that, and her life would be at risk.

In that case—

There was only one thing left to do.

A final blow, filled with the utmost respect, to ensure neither of them left this battlefield with regrets.

“The Sword of Flowing Time—Reversal… The Sword of Dividing Space—Segment… The Sword of Wind—Whirlwind… The Sword of Light—Radiance… The Sword of Air—Invisibility.”

Sieghardt had to pour everything he had into this one strike.

The sword he raised was fragile, capable of only a single swing.

It was still incomplete, but it was the best he could forge. 

He had to use it to defeat the opponent before him.

“…The sword is me, and I am the sword.”

With those words, a massive sword formed in Sieghardt’s hands. 

He lifted it high into the sky, its shape seemingly merging with the sun itself.

“One-strike Sword, Sieghardt.”

Then, like the sun splitting in two and crashing down, a colossal slash tore through the air, aiming directly for Verdandi.

***


	Verdandi, do you know the essence of the Six Harmonies Sword Art?

	Isn’t it to mimic the movement of the plum blossom tree better than anyone else?



She recalled a conversation she’d once had with her master, Bing Yeon. 

In it, she was searching for a way to counter the situation she found herself in now.

Even though the sacred armor provided absolute defense, there was no guarantee it would completely nullify the impact of Sieghardt’s attack.

The bleeding from her abdomen was getting worse, and she had to muster all her mental strength just to keep her grip on her sword.


	No. The essence of the Six Harmonies Sword Art lies in softness (心) breaking hardness (强).

	But I am a person with a soft heart!



At the time, she hadn’t understood what her master meant. 

How could mimicking the movement of a plum tree translate to softness overcoming hardness?

After all, didn’t the roots that break through stone come from the strength of a tree?


	No. The beginning of a strong plum tree comes from a tender sprout. A single blade of grass growing through a crack in the stone—this is the essence of transformation in swordsmanship.



Now, she thought she finally understood.

***

As Sieghardt’s devastating strike approached, leaving a deep scar on the arena, it seemed as if it would swallow Verdandi whole. 

But what was needed now wasn’t more strength—it was gentleness.

Only by understanding softness could one understand others.

A heart that was too rigid would eventually break.

“Sss…”

Verdandi took a deep breath, filling her lungs, and extended her arm, raising her sword. No matter what it took, she had to neutralize Sieghardt’s attack.

She had no strength left for anything else.


Her movements were slow, like the blossoming of a flower, but they carried a profound gentleness.

With each breath and every movement, Verdandi poured all her mana and inner strength into a single technique.

“Six Harmonies Sword Art—Blossoming Flower.”

The soft plum blossom sword, designed to reverse the opponent’s attack.

Pale pink petals scattered across the arena as Verdandi’s strike met Sieghardt’s, cutting through the immense force of his blow.



 
  
    Chapter 52: The Last Battle (1)


A massive cloud of dust rose, covering the entire arena. 

It was the result of two fierce sword strikes colliding with immense force.

“This… this can’t be! The competitors… both competitors are completely hidden from view due to the intense exchange!”

The commentator, Cheoncheonm, shouted loudly as he observed the arena.

“Just now, I saw it! A plum blossom bloomed on the arena! What on earth is happening?”

No matter how mysterious the martial arts of the western lands were, even if they used something as arcane as mana, what he saw just now was unmistakably a plum blossom.

A blossom that represented the essence of the Mount Hua Sect.

Even if the Six Harmonies Sword Technique was considered third-rate martial arts known to the public, what they had just witnessed was undoubtedly a sword of Mount Hua.

How was it possible that an outsider, a disciple of a rival sect, could use such a technique? 

The reactions of the surrounding martial artists began to stir.

“Senior brother, did you sell off a secret scroll?”

“Don’t say such reckless things! If the sect leader saw this, my head would be flying!”

The group that was most agitated was, without a doubt, the Mount Hua Sect from the Nine Great Schools. 

They were all stunned as they watched Verdandi wield that sword.

Though few could reach such a level of swordsmanship after decades of training, it required an extraordinary depth of intent and will to make flowers bloom with sword energy.

‘…How is this even possible?’

Hyunhwa, the leader of the Mount Hua Sect, rested her chin on her hand in deep thought. 

The way Verdandi perfectly recreated the essence of a plum blossom blooming on a steep, rugged mountain was astonishing.

This was no ordinary talent to let waste away under a rival sect. 

Such a person should be recruited, no matter the cost.

The martial arts of Mount Hua, such as the Zahashin Gong, possessed an extreme yang energy, the polar opposite of Bing Yeon’s extreme yin body, so it was unthinkable that someone like her could teach it.

How could a child from the western lands possibly understand and fully utilize the essence of Mount Hua’s martial arts?

‘Even during the Great War between righteous and demonic sects, Bing Yeon was an odd one… but I never expected her to pull off something like this.’

Hyunhwa briefly smiled, reminiscing about the past.

Even during the battles between the righteous and demonic factions, Bing Yeon was the one who cared for the sick and injured, trying to save as many lives as possible.

It would make sense if it were Bing Yeon. 

She was the kind of person who would think of teaching third-rate martial arts to a child from the west.

After all, it was Bing Yeon who had saved Hyunhwa’s life after she had been mortally wounded by the swords of the Black Path. 

At that time, Hyunhwa had truly thought she was crazy.

She had ordered Bing Yeon to save her, grabbing onto the beard of the legendary figure known as the Saint of Medicine, despite knowing exactly who he was.

‘…I had thought you brought a disciple from the western lands to show the children of the east a broader world.’

Western martial arts were largely unknown to the public, so it was easy to assume that they might catch everyone off guard in a tournament like this.

However, Bing Yeon’s disciples had only brought with them third-rate martial arts.

Yes, merely third-rate martial arts.

Techniques that were so common even non-martial artists could learn them. 

They were often ridiculed, claimed to be so basic that even a passing dog could learn them.

‘In fact, I deliberately spread the Six Harmonies Sword Technique to the public just to find hidden gems like this.’

The reason why Mount Hua’s exclusive Six Harmonies Sword Technique became known to the public was due to Hyunhwa’s own scheme.

It is always more frightening for someone who has mastered a single martial art to the highest level than for someone who dabbles in many.

Advancement in martial arts comes not from the quantity or purity of one’s inner energy but from the endless refinement of technique.

Thus, Hyunhwa believed that the easiest way to find promising recruits for her sect was to make their signature techniques more widely available.

‘You’ve truly found remarkable disciples, Bing Yeon. But it seems things are not going as planned for you.’

As the dust began to settle, the shadows of two figures slowly emerged.

Hyunhwa observed them, knowing that unlike the previous match, it was clear that victory had not been claimed.

Verdandi had succeeded in replicating the Plum Blossom Sword, but her time under training was evidently far shorter than Bi-wol’s.

‘If you had trained your disciple for just a few more years, the victory would have been yours.’

Even though Verdandi had fully grasped Mount Hua’s sword, the time and effort she had invested were lacking.

No matter how gifted one was in swordsmanship, the lack of rigorous training could still lead to defeat in the world of Zhongyuan.

“The winner is…!!”

Just as Hyunhwa had expected, Verdandi was the first to collapse forward.

She gasped for breath, desperately trying to push herself up by pressing her palms against the ground, but she kept falling.

“Huh, huh? Both fighters have collapsed…!”

Neither of them had the strength to move a finger, their shallow, painful breaths echoing across the arena.

Both were severely wounded from being stabbed and slashed, making it remarkable that they were even still alive.

“A-ah, the judges have just made a ruling! It’s a draw, a draw! What an unbelievable outcome…!!”

The judge quickly declared a draw, as neither fighter was able to stand, and their injuries were severe enough to require immediate treatment.

It was strange for the fighters at Yongbongji to battle with such ferocity, even with titles like the Dragon and Phoenix on the line.

“At this rate, Bingryonghwahyun will need one more victory to secure her place…!”

Victory in the finals would be decided by a best-of-three match.

If she lost the upcoming match against Azazel and Kang Si-woo, the sect leaders would have to step in for a decisive battle.

In that case, Bing Yeon would inevitably lose. With Shub Niggurath currently occupying her body, her odds were slim.

“We will see what the future holds for this intense duel. The next match will begin immediately after the doctors treat the fighters!”

He wiped the beads of sweat that had formed on his forehead, then spoke to Bing Yeon, who had rushed over beside him.

That meant the dangerous moment had passed.

“Thank you so much, Saint.”

Bing Yeon bowed deeply to the Saint in gratitude. No matter that Verdandi had been a character from a novel, she was now a living, breathing person.

“To think you’d make an old man like me work this hard. Tsk, tsk… Since ancient times, the young should respect their elders.”

The Saint groaned, bending backward as if fatigued. He was one of the few who had fought alongside Bing Yeon during the Great War between the righteous and demonic factions.

After laying Verdandi on a bed to rest, he asked,

“By the way, what’s with the girl on the other side? What kind of person is she for some strange spirit to have possessed her?”

The Saint lightly tapped my shoulder as he spoke. He had already roughly figured out Bingsulhwa’s condition and problems just by looking at her.

“…Did you notice?” I asked.

“If I hadn’t, I’d be blind! Do you think you can deceive this old man?”

The Saint jumped up, anger flashing in his eyes. 

It seemed he felt betrayed that I had kept secret the fact that Bingsulhwa was my half-sister.

“Such a tragic fate. One suffers from a terminal illness caused by Qi Deviation, and the other is possessed by a ghost and driven mad… The Ice Palace truly has terrible luck!”

“Unfortunate luck? What do you mean by that?” I asked.

“They’ve been cursed by the heavens! Whether they brought someone back from the dead or committed some act that defied the natural order, I can’t say for sure!”

At the Saint’s words, my heart grew heavy, as though weighed down by a block of lead. 


After all, Seolhwa had been revived through the power of an outer deity.

I couldn’t help but think that all this misfortune had happened because I kept writing stories just to meet Seolhwa again.

“Hmm? Why do you look so down? Cheer up! Your disciple’s treatment has been completed perfectly!”

The Saint gave me a heavy pat on the back as he spoke. 

Unable to face Verdandi, I couldn’t help but let my tears fall.

***

Azazel and Bi-wol soon came to visit Verdandi’s sickbed, unaware that she was sound asleep, breathing peacefully.

“Thank goodness… Even with divine healing, it’s hard to tell that she was ever injured,” Bi-wol said, relief washing over her as she looked at Verdandi’s serene face.

“I honestly thought Verdandi was going to die after that final strike…” 

Azazel admitted, the weight of that fierce collision of power still heavy on her mind.

As I watched the three of them, I felt an overwhelming sense of responsibility. 

I had to protect them, even if I didn’t pursue the legendary Blood Crystal of Eternal Life.

I never wanted to witness someone die again. 

Not after what happened with Seolhwa.

Experiencing the loss of someone I had just been speaking with the day before… that was a pain I didn’t want to relive.

Once was enough.

“Azazel, I think you should withdraw from the upcoming match.”

“Brother?”

“Look at what happened to Verdandi. Your opponent might not hesitate to kill you in this tournament. We may have been lucky this time, but…”

“Brother, calm yourself.”

Azazel stopped me, noticing the panic in my voice. 

She spoke gently, unlike her usual self, perhaps aware that I felt guilty about Verdandi’s injury.

“I understand you’re worried because another sister was hurt, but I’m going to participate in the next match.”

“But why?” I asked.

“Because it’s the perfect opportunity to end my connection with that piece of trash.”

Azazel spat her words with a hint of venom, as though she wouldn’t be satisfied until she personally defeated Kang Si-woo. 

Her resolve to fight the next opponent was unwavering.

“And besides…”

At that moment, Azazel gently placed her finger on my lips, signaling for me to stay silent. 

The sight made Bi-wol flinch as she glared fiercely at Azazel.


“If I don’t fight and win, how will I be able to save you, brother?”

Azazel smiled mischievously as she placed her finger back on her tongue, her grin as charming as that of a fox, sly and captivating.

“And while I’m at it, I’ll have to avenge Sister Verdandi, won’t I?”

“…!!!”

Bi-wol immediately grabbed Azazel’s hair, ready to start a fight, and it took all my strength to step in and break it up before things escalated.



 
  
    Chapter 53: The Last Battle (2)


Azazel had been predicting her victory for a long time.

It wasn’t simply due to her superior abilities, but because of the rules of the world they had once belonged to.

‘I’ve been training far longer than that piece of trash.’

In the original work, I Got Reincarnated Into An Idle Game, time was the key. 

The characters in the novel grew stronger depending on how much time they had invested, as dictated by the setting of an idle game.

Although one could grow stronger simply by leaving things be, actively controlling the game resulted in a much steeper rate of improvement.

‘I can definitely win…!’

Azazel raised the corners of her lips slightly, radiating confidence. 

Unlike Kang Si-woo, who had spent his days idly playing with women, she had continued to hone her strength in the northern monastery.

If she could seize victory in the end, even Bing Yeon would see her differently. 

She regretted not realizing what a good man he was sooner.

‘And so, I’ll slowly make Brother fall for me. This time, I want to experience love that’s reciprocated, not one-sided.’

He was the one who had scolded Kang Si-woo for his verbal abuse and comforted her when she was broken. 

For Azazel, who had no one else to lean on, that had been a great source of solace.

Someday, she would enchant her master, Bing Yeon, to the point where he couldn’t suppress his feelings for her any longer.

— Azazel, do you think you can win?

As she indulged in her happy daydream, a tentacle slithered across her back, gently nudging her and speaking to her.

Her longtime companion, the Outer God Mordigian, couldn’t shake a feeling of unease.

Things were going too well.

Even though their opponent was the Outer God, Shub-Niggurath.

Although both were Outer Gods, there was still a difference in rank that couldn’t be ignored.

“Of course, Lord Mordigian.”

Azazel recalled the martial arts she had learned from Bing Yeon, her mind filled with the repetition of moves. 

Her fists bled, and calluses formed as she swung them again and again.

Hadn’t the other disciples in the previous matches done the same?

Their techniques might have been nothing more than third-rate martial arts, comparable to low-level magic at best.

Yet, in this world, there were those who had risen to the top using just that. 

Constantly revisiting the basics often revealed something beyond them.

“If I don’t win this time, who else is going to bring medicine to Brother?”

Azazel could feel the heat of the martial arts tournament that burned intensely around her as she stepped into the arena.

With the first match ending in a draw, anticipation for the final had only grown. 

The original rule of best two out of three had been overturned by none other than Bingryong Hwayeon.

“If I lose, Brother might have to fight. I’m not that dense, you know?”

— True, no matter how strong that man is, he can’t possibly defeat Lord Shub-Niggurath, an Outer God.

“And besides… I personally wouldn’t mind pounding that lust-crazed bastard into the ground.”

Azazel slammed her fists together with renewed determination. 

Unlike others, she had tentacles on her back, which made her particularly adept at mastering fist-based martial arts.

Knowing this, Bing Yeon had recommended her the Six Harmonies Fist.

“The person that Sister Biwol fought earlier used the same technique I learned.”

Watching Kim Hyul’s movements earlier, Azazel had confirmed how strong the martial art truly was. With this, she wouldn’t even need to use the power of her Outer God to easily subdue Kang Si-woo.

“Today, I’m going to put an end to this tiresome grudge.”

Crack!

Her tightly clenched fists trembled with power.

***

“Waaaaahhh!”

As Azazel walked down the passage and ascended to the stage, the cheers of the other martial artists echoed throughout the arena.

One of the reasons was because Verdandi, with her Western appearance, had used the Six Harmonies Sword Art to make plum blossoms bloom in the air.

The pride of the martial artists had been preserved by Bing Yeon, who had prevented the Western mana and magic from bringing the Dragon-Phoenix Gathering to an end.

“The Dragon-Phoenix Gathering Finals…! The heat of the battle is now rushing toward its conclusion!”

Cheoncheonmu, responding to the crowd’s excitement, amplified his voice using sound techniques to deliver the commentary.

“The fighter emerging from the Dragon-Phoenix Gathering is Azazel from the West, known for her mastery of the Six Harmonies Fist, just like Kim Hyul earlier!”

Azazel blushed slightly at the attention. 

Who could have imagined she’d be fighting with the weight of so many people’s expectations on her shoulders?

It was something she could never have experienced while isolated in the northern monastery.

“And her opponent is Kang Si-woo from Seongyeongmun…!”

At the sound of a familiar name, a man with black hair stepped onto the stage. 

He was once the object of her unrequited love but now nothing more than an enemy she couldn’t stand.

“…Kang Si-woo.”

“Azazel, I’ll say this one last time.”

Kang Si-woo grinned maliciously as he faced her.

“Are you really going to stick with that sickly chicken of a man instead of me?”

Azazel clicked her tongue, watching him laugh like someone possessed by a sinister energy.

She had suspected something was off. 

He must have done something similar to what she had with her contract with the Outer God.

But—

“Brother Bing Yeon is not someone a depraved dog like you can speak of so casually.”

Azazel wasn’t intimidated by such petty things. 

The power of an Outer God was too vast and too mighty for any human to fully wield.

Even she had spent years secluded, refining and controlling Mordigian’s power.

There was no way Kang Si-woo had mastered his in just a few hours.

“So, that’s your decision, huh?”

Kang Si-woo sneered, laughing at Azazel’s resolute stance. 

He still thought of her as nothing more than a character he could toy with at will.

Unlike other protagonists, Kang Si-woo had no real-life experience of standing on the edge between life and death. 

He had merely been sucked into this world while playing smartphone games.

“You’ll regret this.”

“The one who should be regretting things is you.”

The two glared at each other as if ready to tear one another apart, poised for battle.

Kang Si-woo might have been similar to Verdandi, but in reality, they were worlds apart. 


He had no sacred sword nor divine armor that could shield him from every attack.

His ability, just like the hero he played in the game, was to ‘command’ characters from his smartphone.

An idle game where you left characters alone to gather resources, used those resources to summon new characters, and pushed through events and storylines.

That had been the premise of I Got Reincarnated Into An Idle Game, the world from which both Kang Si-woo and Azazel originated.

‘But that’s all in the past now.’

Azazel gritted her teeth as she watched Kang Si-woo pull out his smartphone. 

Normally, his companions from their shared world would have appeared by now.

‘He can’t command us without a certain level of affection.’

In the game, Kang Si-woo had been a player, but the real-world version of him was the exact opposite of his in-game persona. 

He was a degenerate, treating people like Azazel as nothing more than tools for his convenience. 

No one was likely to follow his orders now.

“As expected, it’s not working.”

Holding up his smartphone toward Azazel, Kang Si-woo tried to use his command ability but finished with a disappointed sigh.

“Too bad, your strategy has failed.”

If her affection level had been high enough, Kang Si-woo would have been able to command Azazel to act or move at his will.

“…I despise men like you the most.”

Her affection for him had not just fallen; it had plummeted into the negatives. 

The very fact that she was speaking to Kang Si-woo disgusted her.

Boom!

Azazel’s fist and her tentacles lashed out simultaneously. 

The tentacles, coiling like a flail, were an ingenious technique from Bing Yeon’s Six Harmonies Fist that allowed her to utilize her unique physiology.

It was an essential trait for any good author to make use of the elements they had available to them.

“Gah…!”

Kang Si-woo grunted as Azazel’s blow struck him squarely in the stomach and face. 

His nose was broken, blood dripping down, and he collapsed on the spot, unable to stand.

— Azazel, something’s wrong.

Mordigian, sensing something off, used her tentacles to bind Kang Si-woo’s arms and legs. 

If he were to reach for his smartphone and call for help, it could be dangerous.

“What do you mean? He’s way weaker than I thought, so it’s actually a relief. Trash, just like I expected…”

— Doesn’t it feel like he took your attack without any resistance?

At Mordigian’s question, Azazel’s expression shifted. Just moments ago, Kang Si-woo had seemed like he was empowered by Shub-Niggurath.

‘Why didn’t he fight back?’

A chill ran down Azazel’s spine.

It was as if he had planned for this all along—falling too easily, without putting up a fight.

Sensing the danger, Azazel quickly wrapped her tentacles around Kang Si-woo’s smartphone and shattered it.

“Ha… hahahahaha!”

Seeing that, Kang Si-woo burst into crazed laughter, looking up at the sky. 

His black eyes shimmered with starlight, despite it being broad daylight.

— This is dangerous, Azazel. Something’s seriously wrong…!

“What if I just knock him out?”

Azazel remained calm, attempting to strike his pressure points with her tentacles. 

Six Harmonies Fist was a martial art that utilized every part of the body as a weapon.

No matter how much power Kang Si-woo had drawn from the Outer God, there were limits to what a mere human vessel could handle.

“Knock me out? You think you can?”

Crack.

Even though she had struck a pressure point that should have knocked him unconscious, Kang Si-woo remained awake. 

In fact, he seemed to find it amusing, twisting the muscles of his face into a grotesque grin.

“…So, you’ve already given up on being human.”

Azazel realized something as she pressed the pressure point. 

Kang Si-woo was no longer human; he had become Shub-Niggurath’s puppet, his body no longer filled with a human soul.

Though his outward appearance remained the same, what lay within was completely different.

“To get a limited character, you’ll do anything…!”

“You sure do love to talk nonsense.”

Crack!

Even as Azazel struck his chest again with a forceful punch, Kang Si-woo twisted his neck 90 degrees and continued speaking.


“Your little punches don’t even hurt! If you lose here, you won’t be able to save that Bing Yeon or whoever he is—ha ha!”

“You…!”

Despite Azazel’s fierce attack, Kang Si-woo kept talking as if nothing had happened, and then, the shattered pieces of his smartphone began to float in the air.

“Come on, struggle all you want.”

The fragments reassembled themselves back into the shape of a smartphone, and as they clicked into place, Kang Si-woo laughed maniacally.



 
  
    Chapter 54: The Last Battle (3)


The first to notice Kang Si-woo’s change were the martial artists watching the duel. 

They were the powerful figures from the Odaese Ga and Gupailbang, who held high positions.

“Isn’t this Infinite Sword Technique dangerous?”

“If he doesn’t want his head to fly off, he won’t cause harm to the spectators.”

Among them, Namgung Dohyeon from the Namgung Family and Dang Munhyeok from the Sichuan Tang Clan exchanged uneasy glances as they focused on the arena.

The fact that such a vicious energy was being displayed at this event, where the heirs to various sects and families had gathered, was akin to a provocation against them.

“It looks similar to demonic energy, but… something is different.”

Namgung Dohyeon furrowed his brow, distorting his face. 

The aura Kang Si-woo was emitting now resembled the kind used by the Blood Sect or the Demonic Cult.

The reason Bi-wol had avoided using Cheonma Divine Art was because, regardless of being from the righteous sects or the demonic ones, the martial arts of cults were considered absolute evil, ruthlessly rejected by all.

“Shouldn’t we stop the match right now?”

“Are you talking about the Yongbong Gathering supported by the Ice Palace? And in a situation where the match hasn’t been properly decided yet?”

As they watched, they exchanged uneasy glances.

***

The Yongbong Gathering was originally a major martial arts competition held once every few years. 

It was a place where the growth of each sect and family could be observed and the future of the Central Plains could be glimpsed.

“Do you have any solid evidence that it’s demonic energy?”

“No, that’s the problem. If we interrupt the match and stop the duel, there will be chaos, accusing us of ruining the festival that has been prepared for years.”

With the success of Bi-wol, Kim Hyul, and Verdandi, who had shown that even with lower-tier martial arts, one could reach high levels, ruining this duel would leave an indelible stain on the history of the martial world.

“The elders of the Ice Palace must have thought this through. They wouldn’t be so foolish as to risk taking responsibility for this.”

Moreover, this duel was an opportunity to determine whether Bing Yeon or Bingsulhwa was more suited to be the successor of the Ice Palace. 

Their characteristic snow-white hair and blue eyes made it obvious to anyone that they were of the same bloodline.

It was a widely known, albeit whispered, rumor that the elders of the Ice Palace had already marked Bingsulhwa as the successor. 

If that were true…

“The reason Bing Yeon chose the path of the demonic sect is probably also related to the elder. That’s why they willingly supported this Yongbong Gathering.”

Everything that hadn’t made sense until now was explained.

Why Bing Yeon, who possessed the Extreme Yin Constitution, hadn’t grown up in the Ice Palace and was instead raised in the demonic sect, Wudokyo.

And even why, in this duel, they were unleashing such deadly killing intent, aiming to kill their opponent.

“Our best course of action is to prevent casualties.”

“Damn it, if this weren’t the Yongbong Gathering but an ordinary duel, I would have smashed that reckless brat’s head into the ground by now.”

Dang Munhyeok, known as the Poison Dragon, bit his lower lip hard.

If any martial artist sitting in the audience had unleashed such killing intent, it would’ve been clear grounds for immediate execution.

“Besides, isn’t that young lady Bing Yeon’s disciple? She should be able to handle this level of crisis with grace.”

“True. If it were me in my younger days, I would’ve fought to win at all costs against such an opponent!”

Dang Munhyeok’s competitive spirit flared as he watched Kang Si-woo.

Bingsulhwa’s Seongyeongmun was a sect that had defeated all other martial schools.

It was an incredible accomplishment, achieved by taking in ordinary mortals, not heirs to the five great families or the nine great schools, and raising them to mastery.

“Damn it, if I were thirty years younger….”

It was rare for him to desire a fight this much. His veins bulged, and he struggled to contain the itching desire for combat in his body.

“This might actually be an opportunity to spread Bing Yeon’s name far and wide.”

Namgung Dohyeon thought this could turn into a great opportunity.

If Bing Yeon were to defeat such a formidable opponent and win the Yongbong Gathering, he would no longer be able to hide in the shadows as he had done so far.

In this martial world, weakness was synonymous with guilt.

Although Bing Yeon was peculiar and tender-hearted, this unchanging truth had never been broken.

“To be compassionate towards others in this martial world, one must also possess the corresponding strength.”

As he recalled Bing Yeon preaching the principles of martial arts and justice, Namgung Dohyeon focused his gaze on the duel.

What emerged from the smartphone, which had been set down again, was a grotesque monster, unrecognizable in form. 

It looked like a mass of flesh with the limbs of beasts attached to it.

“This is your first time seeing a creature like this, isn’t it?”

Azazel felt a chill run down her spine as she looked at the creature. 

As she expected, it didn’t seem like Kang Si-woo had gathered any allies since arriving here.

What she saw before her were the body parts of monsters, ones that could only be described as the subordinates of the Demon King.

“Did you… merge monsters together? Like a chimera?”

The creature, made up of various monster parts, resembled the chimeras found in legends.

“Yes, even though I couldn’t gather companions like your sister, I still have the monsters I’ve defeated so far.”

Kang Si-woo snapped his fingers, signaling the chimera to slice through Azazel’s tentacles with its blade-like teeth.

With a sharp slicing sound, Azazel’s tentacles were severed. 

She backed away, trying to create distance and figure out her opponent’s weakness.

“Azazel, that thing looks dangerous even to me. You should surrender now.”

“No way. You want me to admit defeat and let that piece of trash go?”

“That’s not what I’m saying. Isn’t someone else fighting this duel? In a contest meant to pit one’s strength and skill against another, having someone else fight for you is wrong!”

Azazel raised her head and glanced at the referee, murmuring softly. 

However, there was no sign of intervention.

Even though it was a sacred duel at the Yongbong Gathering, where calling someone else to fight should be prohibited.

“I’m sorry to say, but this isn’t against the rules,” Kang Si-woo declared, as if reading Azazel’s intentions. He spread his arms wide and shouted.

“This tournament is sponsored by the honorable Bingsulhwa, and my ability is classified as a weapon!”

The reason personal weapons and poisons were allowed in the Yongbong Gathering was obvious—it was to accommodate Kang Si-woo’s ability to command.

Boom!

The chimera swung its arm, bulging with muscles like an inflated balloon. 

Azazel blocked it with her Six Harmonies Fist but couldn’t help letting out a groan.

“Ugh…!”

The overwhelming difference in power was clear. If she hadn’t used the Six Harmonies Fist, as Bing Yeon had taught her, she would have been reduced to a bloody pulp.

“What’s wrong? Where’s that confidence from earlier?”

Kang Si-woo taunted, cracking his neck back into place with his own hands. 

He then hid behind the chimera and shouted at Azazel.


	Azazel, it seems like that guy can’t die. He’s no longer something you can call a living creature.



‘I know…!’

Azazel’s eyes widened as she watched Kang Si-woo, who had fallen into the deception of Shub-Niggurath and become something that could no longer be called alive.

To win the duel, she realized she had to defeat the chimera, not Kang Si-woo.

But how? How could she defeat it?


‘Punching or stabbing it doesn’t seem to have any effect.’

The creature was grotesque, its form a mixture of various beasts. 

It had multiple eyes and mouths, limbs growing from its back—a sight so horrifying it seemed to induce madness just by looking at it.

Did such a thing even have a weak point? 

Could she destroy it with just her fists?

Doubt began to grow within Azazel’s heart. 

If she could borrow the power of Mordigian , another Outer God like herself, perhaps there would be a way. But on her own, she couldn’t see a solution.

“I’ve heard from the organizers that the monster was tamed in the western regions!”

Cheoncheonm was sweating nervously as he tried to calm the other spectators. 

At the same time, he was whispering to the leader of the Martial Alliance, trying to figure out what in the world was going on.

“But no matter how you look at it, its condition seems far from normal! Perhaps we should pause the Yongbong Gathering for now!”

The chimera had a twisted appearance, as if it had been personally crafted by Shub-Niggurath, an Outer God. 

It was not something that a living creature should resemble.

Some martial artists in the audience were already preparing to interrupt the duel to stop the creature. 

Regardless of the consequences, they felt the need to subdue it first.

“Such an inferior game character…!”

Slash!

Kang Si-woo raised his hand again, activating his command ability. 

Tentacles sprouted from the ground, encircling the arena as if building a cage made of murderous intent.

“Now, no one can interfere, Azazel.”

***

Unless someone was defeated first, there would be no leaving this place, nor stopping the match. 

Realizing this, Azazel charged at Kang Si-woo, delivering an uppercut with the force of a rising dragon.

The chimera merely whimpered from the blow, showing no signs of injury.

‘Does this not work either…?’

For a brief moment, Azazel wondered if she should resort to using the power of the Outer Gods herself. 

Even if it caused the audience to lose their minds, if she could manifest Mordigian here, she might have a chance.

Just then,


	Azazel, your master outside wants to tell you something.




As if reading her thoughts, Mordigian  hinted that there was advice waiting for her.

‘From my brother?’

Looking towards Bing Yeon, who stood outside the arena, Azazel caught sight of his lips moving and her eyes widened.

‘Aim for the eyes.’

The advice Bing Yeon gave her was to target the chimera’s eyes



 
  
    Chapter 55: The Last Battle (4)


In martial arts novels, the body parts that cannot be trained through external methods, aside from the invincible Vajra Body, are referred to as weak points, or Jo-Mun (單門).

There are numerous external techniques that can harden the body, such as Iron Cloth, Golden Bell, and Thirteen Taibos Horizontal Strike. 

However, with such martial arts, one part of the body becomes critically weak.

While other parts of the body become so tough that even swords and spears cannot wound them, if the weak point is attacked, it leads to serious injury or instant death.

“Master, why did you tell me to aim for Azazel’s eyes?”

Bi-wol, noticing that I had subtly hinted at Azazel’s weak point, asked curiously. 

It seemed she was slightly envious, biting her lower lip, as she remembered how I hadn’t offered any help during her own match.

“The most common weak point in the body is the eyes. Especially when a creature is haphazardly made by mixing beasts together.”

I gently patted Bi-wol’s head as I spoke, knowing all too well what would happen if she became sulky. 

After all, she had just declared war on Azazel a moment ago.

“That monster is just a collection of weak beasts, which means it didn’t bother hiding its vulnerabilities.”

A chimera made of the monsters that appeared as enemies in Possessed by an Idle Game.

Fortunately, Kang Si-woo’s level was low, so only weak monsters had been combined.

“Hiding its weaknesses? What do you mean by that?”

“Exactly what I said. He could have made a half-cold, half-hot monster or a transparent one that attacks from the shadows.”

But because of his short-sightedness, he simply merged monsters to make something that appeared stronger in size.

At least if it were me or Seolhwa, we would have combined monsters that negated each other’s weaknesses, like ice and fire.

“…That would be terrifying. Are all beasts from the western lands this bizarre?”

“No, it’s just that these creatures are peculiar.”

The original setting of Possessed by an Idle Game was a game fantasy, distinctly different from Verdanadi and Bi-wol’s world.

When I originally wrote this story, featuring Kang Si-woo and Azazel, I meticulously crafted the settings for each monster as though describing a real game.

So, seeing through the weaknesses of such creatures was no big deal. 

Besides, this world also mixed in elements from the novel Vajra King of the Fist.

“But that doesn’t mean the laws of the martial world don’t apply.”

I murmured to myself, stroking my chin.

No matter how impregnable an opponent may seem, there’s always a way to overcome it.

Bi-wol had pierced Kim Hyeol’s Diamond Body, and Ziekhart had managed to damage Verdanadi’s Sacred Armor.

The protagonist and the final boss.

Two individuals from completely opposite sides, who would stop at nothing to defeat each other.

Boom!

Azazel barely managed to block the chimera’s claw with her tentacles, but her heart was pounding, and her mind was blank.

‘How do I aim for its eyes? There must be at least ten eyes scattered across that mass of flesh.’

Even if she tried to punch each one, the monster’s relentless attacks left no room to get close.

—Azazel, didn’t your master tell you to aim for its eyes?

‘I know that! But… there’s no opening to get close!’

A claw grazed Azazel’s cheek, drawing a stream of blood. 

She was using the Six Harmony Fist, as taught by Bing Yeon, to fend off the chimera’s attacks, but no matter how hard she tried, it felt impossible.

Azazel had trained with Bing Yeon to fight humans, never imagining that Kang Si-woo would be commanding monsters. 

The pressure points, skeletal structure, and muscles of these creatures were all different from anything she had learned.

At that moment,

—In that case, leave it to me. If the opponent is getting help, then we should repay the favor in kind.

Mordigian took control of the tentacles from Azazel. 

The appendages on her back began to move independently, forming sharp spears and hammers. 

They were faster and more precise than when Azazel had been controlling them.

—After all, these are my limbs too…!

‘Mordigian…!’

Thanks to Mordigian’s intervention, Azazel was able to close the distance with the chimera, step by step.

Dozens of eyes were fixed on her, scrutinizing her every move.

Biting her lower lip, Azazel’s thoughts wandered to the moment she made a contract with the otherworldly being, Mordigian.

‘I wanted to turn back time to undo everything…’

After growing distant from Kang Si-woo, whom she had secretly loved, Azazel believed that the only way to fix things was to rely on an otherworldly power to rewind time.

So, she secluded herself in the northern mountains, waiting for the man who would never come, all while honing her strength.

At first, she had clung to a faint hope.

Since this was the place where they had first met, she believed he would remember and come find her.

But,

‘The only one who came to me was Brother Bing Yeon.’

Her fist clenched tightly. 

Just thinking about her master, who felt like a figure of reverence, filled her with determination.

When she was learning the Six Harmony Fist, Azazel would deliberately mess up her stance just so that Bing Yeon would correct her with his touch. 

She had even sneakily pressed her lips to the rim of the cup he drank from, finding delight in those small transgressions.

Though they hadn’t known each other for long, the warmth in his guidance and the way he embraced her weaknesses filled her heart with joy.

“…This monster? I’ll crush it in one blow.”

Azazel reignited her fighting spirit as she gazed at the chimera.

Just a moment ago, she had thought there was no way she could bring it down with her fists, but how could everything change so drastically?

Wham!

Azazel threw her punch straight away, aiming for the massive pupil before her.

Focusing on the movement of her shoulders and hips, just as her master Bing Yeon had taught her, she coordinated the motions of her upper and lower body in perfect harmony.

She combined the eagle’s focused gaze, known as Eung-jak (鷹捉), with the intimidating power and fearlessness of the tiger’s Ho-po-du (虎抱頭).

Screeeeech!!

The chimera screamed as Azazel’s fist landed, bursting one of its eyes. 

It thrashed its arms wildly, trying to attack everything around it.

Seeing this, Azazel deftly adopted the posture of a bear’s arms to block, using a technique that mimicked the bear stance called Ung-go (熊股).

“Ughhh…!”

Even though she deflected its force, her feet still slid backward, unable to stop herself from being pushed away. 

As the distance between them grew again, she gritted her teeth.

She had to destroy all the eyes. 

That was the only way to defeat the chimera.

***

Azazel, I’ll help you.


Mordigian wrapped its tentacles tightly around the chimera’s arm, giving Azazel the chance to charge in again.

‘…Mordigian!’

Azazel, using the tentacles as if they were ropes, began driving her fists toward the eyes scattered across the chimera’s body, moving swiftly and efficiently.

“Is that all you can do, aiming for the eyes? Chimera, grab her and throw her away!”

Kang Si-woo, standing at a distance with his smartphone, yelled commands. 

Lacking the power or ability to do anything else, this was his best effort.

Even though he pretended to want to knock her out, he had secretly ordered the chimera to kill her. 

If things went wrong, he could just claim it was a mistake.

Screeeeech!

As one by one the chimera’s eyes burst, its vision was lost, turning it into little more than a mass of bleeding flesh. 

It let out a sorrowful cry as it blindly tried to catch and kill Azazel.

It lashed out with sharp claws and fangs, even flicking the poisonous stinger on its tail toward her, doing everything it could to survive.

‘That’s it… I’ve destroyed them all!’

Watching the chimera flail, Azazel finally spotted an opening. 

Now blind, the creature was aimlessly searching for her.

“Brace yourself. I’m going to beat you to a pulp, but I won’t let you die just yet.”

“Chimera! Behind you! Attack the person behind you!”

Azazel charged toward Kang Si-woo, intending to knock him down, but he quickly gave the order for the chimera to block her path.

Thud!

With a massive swing of its tail, the chimera positioned itself between Azazel and Kang Si-woo. 

It seemed that unless she brought it down, she wouldn’t be able to reach him.

“You’re in my way.”

Azazel readied herself again. 

This time, she would waste no energy, bringing her mind, body, and technique into perfect alignment.

The union of heart and intent, heaven and earth.

—You have more hands than others, which means you can defeat foes larger and stronger than yourself with your fists.

Closing her eyes briefly, Azazel recalled Bing Yeon’s words. 

He was the only one who ever spoke positively about the tentacles on her back, which everyone else found disgusting.

“For my victory, and for my master.”

Taking one step forward, Azazel poured all the feelings she harbored for Bing Yeon into her killing intent, determined to obliterate the enemy before her.

The union of internal and external power.

Azazel wrapped her tentacles tightly around her fists, turning them into gauntlets to reinforce her external power.

Finally, combining the force of her shoulders and hips, she unleashed her strike beneath the chimera, pouring every ounce of her strength into the punch.

Boom!


The strike, mimicking the ascent of a dragon, landed squarely on the chimera, lifting its massive form off the ground.

Her fist, piercing through the air, struck so deeply that it seemed to have skewered the monster.

This was the ultimate technique of the Sim-ui-yuk-hap-gwon (心意六合拳)—the union of heaven, earth, and all four directions.

“…Now, you’re the only one left. Trash.”

Having defeated the chimera, Azazel turned with a smile toward Kang Si-woo, who was trembling in the distance.



 
  
    Chapter 56: The Three Phoenixes (1)


They call a woman who gains fame in the Yongbong Gathering by a name that includes “Bong” (鳳), the character for phoenix.

Normally, only one person can win at the Yongbong Gathering, but this time, special rules were applied.

“This is the first time all three of us are being celebrated together like this, isn’t it? Come, feel free to get a little closer.”

“I’m happy! We may have fought among ourselves before, but now we’ve reconciled and joined forces for our master!”

‘…I was the one who fought the hardest, though.’

Azazel, Verdandi, and Bi-wol were standing on the podium, chatting. I stood a step away, watching the scene.

To be honest, this outcome was far from what I expected.

Even if they had learned martial arts under me, Verdandi and Azazel simply hadn’t had enough time.

The fact that they were able to grasp the essence of martial arts and immediately put it into practice within such a short period speaks of their natural talent and effort. 

After all, martial arts are only perfected through repeated practice.

“Master! Please join us up here!”

“Me?”

Verdandi waved at me from afar. As if trying to outdo her, Bi-wol silently approached and linked her arm with mine.

“Of course. We wouldn’t be standing here without your guidance. How could you miss such an occasion?”

A soft, weighty sensation brushed against my arm. 

Bi-wol noticed my flustered expression and slightly curled her lips into a confident smile.

While I was taken aback by Bi-wol’s sudden physical contact, I felt another arm wrap around my other side.

“Brother, wasn’t it my efforts that clinched the victory in the end? Please praise me.”

Azazel, not to be outdone by Bi-wol, also linked arms with me and rested her head on my shoulder as if asking me to pat her head.

Her light pink hair fluttered, and a soft, fragrant scent began to fill the air. 

A scent that couldn’t be found in this martial world made my eyes widen for a moment.

“Master? Why are you looking at another woman instead of me?”

“No, it’s just that… the fragrance…”

“Hehe, what’s the matter? Are you speechless because I’m too pretty?”

Just as I was about to explain myself, Azazel interrupted me. 

The grip they both had on my arms tightened, and I felt the pressure of their bodies against mine intensify.

“All you can do is be jealous. Do you think Brother would like someone like that?”

Azazel declared firmly to Bi-wol. 

It was strange enough that the two final bosses from the original novel were fighting over me.

“What…?”

“Just what I said. If you want to monopolize Brother’s attention, maybe you should work on being more affectionate and supportive.”

Even the saintess was now speaking to Cheonma, who should be the strongest of all.

Azazel’s sudden change in behavior was odd, to say the least.

After all, just a few days ago, she had been hissing like a cat that lost its mother, unable to forget Kang Si-woo. Now, she was acting like a domesticated house cat.

“…When you think about it, she’s not wrong. If someone is overwhelmingly skilled, Master wouldn’t need to look elsewhere.”

Bi-wol nodded, surprisingly agreeing with Azazel. 

It seemed they hadn’t fought and reconciled while I was away this time.

I shivered as I recalled the time I had barely managed to stop them from pulling each other’s hair in a fight.

“That’s right. We must prepare to defeat any vile woman who stands in our way.”

Azazel took a step forward with a serious expression. 

A thought crossed my mind—who exactly was this vile woman they were talking about?

‘Could they be talking about Seolhwa?’

To them, she was like a mother figure. 

She had also been my ex-girlfriend, and in the real world, we had even promised to marry.

As if she could read my thoughts, Azazel shot a sharp look at Bingsulhwa, who was sitting far off in the audience, clapping.

“You’re talking about Bingsulhwa?”

“Yes. If we join forces, we can separate her from Brother. After all, she’s a monster favored by the Outer God.”

With that much of a hint, it would be strange not to figure it out. 

Bi-wol, Kim Hyul, Verdandi, and Sieghardt had even discussed this before their duel.

I sighed deeply, wondering how I would eventually explain the truth to them. 

Seolhwa and I now looked like siblings to anyone who saw us.

Both of us, descendants of the Northern Sea Ice Palace, with the same white hair and blue eyes. 

Despite this reality, I would have to explain that she had been my girlfriend in the past and talk about the novel.

While I was lost in such thoughts, I realized I had already been dragged onto the podium. 

Bi-wol and Azazel had pulled me up with pure strength.

“I’m joining in too!”

Even Verdandi, embracing me from behind, made me look like a ridiculous figure with three disciples clinging to me as we walked onto the stage.

To an outsider, it would seem like a heartwarming scene between a master and his disciples. 

It might even appear as though they were giving me the victory of the Gathering.

“The finals of the Yongbong Gathering, which ignited the Central Plains, have finally concluded! The champions have emerged!”

Cheoncheonm, who was acting as the commentator, used a sound technique to loudly congratulate me and my disciples in front of the other martial artists.

I had expected people to call me a madman who would do anything for victory, especially for taking in children from the West as my disciples.

“Please give a round of applause to the disciples of Bing Yeon, who have shown that even third-rate martial arts can reach new heights…!”

It seemed my decision to teach Verdandi and Azazel the Six Harmonies Sword and Six Harmonies Fist had earned the respect of the other martial artists.

In this world, the West and the Central Plains knew of each other’s existence, but there wasn’t enough interaction to truly understand one another.

Cheers and applause erupted all around us, directed at me and my disciples.

“And now, the Murim Lord himself will bestow the title of ‘Bong’ (phoenix) upon these three champions!”

In the original novel Geumgang Kwonwang, I had introduced a character named Go Taeho. 

He was supposed to die fighting Bi-wol, who was a Cheonma.

Yet here he was, bestowing a title upon Bi-wol. Truly, life holds unexpected twists.

“…Well done, all of you. Especially the two young ladies from the West.”

Go Taeho spoke in astonishment as he looked at Verdandi and Azazel. 

He must have been pleased that children from the West had won not with magic, but with martial arts.

The Yongbong Gathering was an event not only for testing the skills of the next generation but also for nurturing future disciples. 

It was through such competitions that sects and families would strive to train their disciples properly.

“Aren’t you going to praise me too?”

Bi-wol, unwilling to be outdone by the other disciples, questioned Go Taeho, who held the title of the Murim Lord.

“Ah, of course, Bi-wol, you too have done well. After all, you defeated the legendary Immovable Vajra.”

Only then did Go Taeho laugh heartily and offer Bi-wol the praise she sought. 


Given that she was already a famous figure throughout the Central Plains, it wasn’t surprising he had forgotten to mention her.

Go Taeho looked at each of them in turn—Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel—as he spoke. 

The title bestowed by the Murim Lord came with the prefix “small” (小).

It seemed that since this wasn’t a grand event like the Great Sect War, but rather a competition among the younger generation, giving out the titles of Dragon (龍) or Phoenix (鳳) outright would have been excessive.

“Hehe, with this, I’ve taken one step closer to standing beside Master.”

“…I’m not sure what a phoenix is, but if I can be paired with Master, I’m fine with it!”

Bi-wol, now satisfied, muttered to herself, her face blooming with a smile, while Verdandi nodded vigorously and raised her arms high into the air.

“Brother, this is the result of all our hard work. I hope you’ll be a little more pleased.”

Noticing that I had a slightly disappointed expression due to the “small” prefix, Azazel gently clasped my hands in hers and spoke in a low voice.

The warmth of her hands traveled up my arms, sparking a tingling sensation inside me.

“Now, I’d like each of you to say a few words.”

Go Taeho cleared his throat and signaled to me to speak first. It seemed that he wanted to ensure the Yongbong Gathering would continue in the future.

“This victory was achieved thanks to the guidance and care of our master. Even though our martial arts may be considered third-rate, Master taught us that reaching the pinnacle of martial arts is a matter of relentless repetition and effort.”

Bi-wol was the first to speak. She had achieved a remarkable feat by defeating Kim Hyul using the Three Calamities Sword Technique, and her confidence was evident in her expression.

“I just learned martial arts for the first time, but it’s really fun! No matter how weak a sword technique may seem, once you reach its end, you realize just how incredible it can be!”

Next, Verdandi spoke. 

She had used the Six Harmonies Sword of the Huashan Sect and had reached the level where blossoms of plum flowers bloomed along her sword’s edge.

If the head of the Huashan Sect saw this, they would likely offer an enormous sum to take her in, but I had no intention of handing Verdandi over.

“We all carry a certain amount of unease in our hearts. Worry, sorrow, jealousy—we can’t erase these bad feelings. But one day, we must face them head-on. That’s what our master taught me.”

For the first time, Azazel referred to me as “Master.” 

Normally, she called me “Brother.”

“Because of this, this victory wouldn’t have been possible without Master.”

Her demeanor now perfectly suited her title as the saintess. 

She clasped her hands together in prayer, radiating an aura of faith.

“You have good disciples, Bingryeon.”

“…They are far more than I deserve.”

The Murim Lord smiled warmly, lightly patting my back as a gesture of encouragement.


“Now, we should present the prize for your victory.”

At the same time, a dazzling chest adorned with gold and shells appeared, its worth evident just from its appearance.

“…It’s the promised Ten-Thousand-Year Extreme Blood Elixir.”

This elixir was my final hope for correcting my constitution. 

It had formed over ten thousand years as extreme heat and pressure gradually melted the designated material, creating the Ten-Thousand-Year Extreme Blood Elixir.



 
  
    Chapter 57: The Three Phoenixes (2)


“At last, the leader of the martial alliance has given up the Everlasting Extreme Blood Elixir.”

The place I headed to after receiving the miraculous medicine was the house of the divine doctor. 

A small room filled with the smells of all sorts of medicinal herbs and decoctions.

Inside, the divine doctor was tending to the sick while watching me closely.

“So, you’re saying he gave it up. Did you foresee this outcome, Doctor?”

“Of course. Who in this central land wouldn’t know that you’re suffering from the Nine Yin Blocked Meridians? Even the street kids curse people by calling them ‘Bing Yeon’ instead of ‘cripple,’ for heaven’s sake.”

The divine doctor spoke to me as if it was the most absurd thing. 

So, does this mean the leader of the martial alliance intended to give me the prize of the Dragon-Phoenix Gathering from the beginning?

“Where are those kids now? The ones who dared insult my precious master… I will make them pay with their lives.”

Right now, Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel were all here with me. 

The only miraculous medicine that could save my life, limited by time, was in my hands.

“Stop it. This isn’t something you can solve just by stepping forward.”

I held back the emotional Bi-wol.

In this martial world, being ridiculed is common. 

It’s not unusual for beggars to be called ‘dog emperors’ either.

“The Everlasting Extreme Blood Elixir is said to be a miraculous medicine that can cause death by fire due to its extreme yang energy if consumed recklessly. The leader of the martial alliance must have found it bothersome to deal with.”

The legendary physician, known for bringing people back from the dead, let out a sigh as he spoke.

“Though it’s the only medicine that can cure the Nine Yin Blocked Meridians, it’s also a legendary item said to allow Rebirth Transformation. It’s dangerous if it falls into the hands of the wrong person.”

Rebirth Transformation.

A phenomenon where a highly skilled master, upon achieving great inner strength and enlightenment, transforms their body into one suitable for martial arts.

In martial arts novels, it’s described as old men becoming young again, extending their lifespan, or even achieving the invulnerable state of a body as hard as diamond.

“But, to achieve Rebirth Transformation, don’t you need to unblock the Ren and Du meridians and the Life and Death Gate?”

I had written in The King of Diamond Fists that the protagonist, Kim Hyul, would only be able to achieve Rebirth Transformation if his Ren and Du meridians, along with the Life and Death Gate, were unblocked.

Originally, I had set this up so that when Kim Hyul fought Bi-wol and suffered a fatal wound, he would gain enlightenment and heal his injuries through Rebirth Transformation.

Since The King of Diamond Fists was a low-powered martial arts novel, I had no plans to let just anyone achieve Rebirth Transformation.

If it had been one of those newer high-powered martial arts novels or immortal cultivation stories, maybe my condition would have been healed much easier.

“You fool. The Everlasting Extreme Blood Elixir can unblock the Ren and Du meridians and the Life and Death Gate. Normally, it would be impossible to unblock those areas due to the tainted energy blocking them…”

“…But the immense yang energy forces them open.”

Bi-wol, finally understanding, nodded. 

The Ren and Du meridians, which are naturally open at birth but become blocked as one grows, usually require great effort to unblock.

There’s even the risk of death when attempting it, which is why I had refrained from trying so far.

“Exactly. But before your master does that, there’s one more important task to handle.”

The divine doctor pointed a finger at Bi-wol, who was now full of hope, signaling there was something crucial to be done first.

“What is it?!”

“…It would be to remove the divine body that Shub-Niggurath personally implanted in you.”

Verdandi, puzzled, asked for clarification, while Azazel, instead of the divine doctor, answered the question.

Having already formed a contract with the outer god Mordigian, she knew about the state of my body for a while.

“Yes, like a parasite spreading through a body, there’s not only cold energy but something implanted within.”

The divine doctor raised his eyebrows in surprise, then pointed at the wriggling black tendrils behind her.

“Just like that strange mass of flesh behind your disciple’s back. Would you let me dissect it? I’d like to figure out how to dissolve it…”

The divine doctor blinked in fascination, as if he’d discovered something new. 

He seemed eager to study Azazel’s tendrils, which he’d never seen before.

“No.”

“Tsk, tsk. They’d risk death for you, and you’re saying I can’t even take a small sample for experimentation?”

“No means no.”

I preemptively stepped in before Azazel could agree.

Born different, labeled a succubus, and ostracized as a saint, such words would only hurt her more.

“Ah, brother, how is it that you always speak words that touch my heart?”

Azazel, trembling as if in ecstasy, cupped her cheeks with her hands. Her excitement was apparent, and even the divine doctor realized something was amiss.

“Sister, you’ll put Master in a difficult position if you say things like that.”

Bi-wol, now calmer, gently restrained Azazel. 

It seemed she had realized that jealousy alone wouldn’t solve anything.

“Oh dear, is it because of the rule in the East that masters and disciples shouldn’t be together? I thought that wouldn’t apply to me since I’m from the West.”

Azazel tapped her lips playfully, a sly expression on her face, resembling a purring cat.

Watching her, the divine doctor’s face turned pale.

There’s even a term, gisimyeoljo, to describe how forming a relationship between master and disciple is considered as heinous as committing a crime worthy of death.

“If you become a person of the Central Plains, you must follow its rules.”

“I agree! We are all disciples of our master, aren’t we?”

It was Bi-wol and Verdandi who stopped Azazel. 

Bi-wol was probably worried about her position as the favorite disciple being threatened.

‘…But why is Verdandi trying to hold Azazel back too?’

For a moment, my head spun at the thought. 

The idea that such a pure, innocent girl might have feelings for me made me anxious. 

I couldn’t even begin to imagine what she might do.

It’s always the scariest when someone so pure starts to realize their feelings. 

With Bi-wol, I’ve known her for a long time and know how to handle her, but Azazel was different.

I swallowed hard as I foresaw the troubles ahead.

“Anyway… To remove the strange thing implanted in your master’s body, you need to find out who implanted it first.”

The divine doctor cleared his throat loudly before speaking again, pressing down on my pressure points as he spoke. 

The host he mentioned must be Shub-Niggurath.

“So, we just need to remove the host first?”

The surprising statement came from none other than Azazel, the saint who was once known for her piety. 

Now, she seemed like a completely different person, willing to go through any lengths when it came to matters involving me.

“Yes. After that, you’ll need to combine your body with someone who has consumed the Everlasting Extreme Blood Elixir to perform chayangboyeom—you’ll need to overcome the extreme yin energy, so they must be of a higher level than you.”

“Excuse me…?”

I was dumbfounded by what the divine doctor had just said. 

Chayangboyeom is a martial art where a man and a woman sleep together, exchanging yang energy.

Normally, it’s considered a disgraceful art, and those who practice it are branded as lechers and shunned by society.

“That means, at least someone who has reached the Flower Realm….”


Bi-wol’s throat moved up and down visibly, like a wild animal drooling with anticipation.

“But how many people in this vast martial world have reached the Flower Realm? You’d need to share affection with someone like a princess said to have dragon’s blood or a celestial fairy.”

The divine doctor shook his head as if telling me to give up. 


After all, most of the people who had reached the Flower Realm had no interest in the affairs of the Central Plains.

In the original novel, The King of Diamond Fists, Bi-wol’s final form as the last boss was at the Flower Realm, so I couldn’t easily introduce other characters at that level.

“……How does one reach the Flower Realm?”

“Please tell us, Master!”

Azazel and Verdandi, as if not even considering the possibility of finding someone else, both looked at me, eager to know how to attain the Flower Realm.



 
  
    Chapter 58: The Three Phoenixes (3)


“Honestly, I don’t think we can defeat Shub-Niggurath on our own.”

After returning from Bing Yeon Hwayeon, it was Azazel who brought up the topic first. 

She had a contract withMordigian , an outsider, and understood well what those beings were.

“Why do you think that? If we combine our strength…”

“The entity we’re facing is different from the one inhabiting my body. Mordigian  is uniquely benevolent toward humans, but outsiders are fundamentally incomprehensible.”

Azazel explained to Bi-wol, who looked puzzled. 

Since Bi-wol didn’t have a deep understanding of outsiders, she probably thought they could just overpower it with force.

She likely believed that winning the Yongbong Tournament meant she stood on equal footing with me, the one called Bing Yeon.

“I think so too. In the end, we’ll need external help.”

Besides, the soul that Shub-Niggurath had taken hostage belonged to Yoo Seolhwa, the woman who had been my lover in the real world.

Was there no way to separate the outsider from her without harming her body?

“As you all probably know, the most likely people to help us right now are Kim Hyul and Ziekhart.”

After racking my brain, I spoke up. 

There was the option of calling upon strong individuals from Murim or the western lands, but my disciples here were already facing the final boss.

Ordinarily, they would serve as stepping stones for the protagonist to grow, running toward goals completely opposite from each other. 

It wasn’t uncommon for those at the extremes of good and evil to find it impossible to understand each other.

“…It won’t work with Kang Si-woo, but I believe those two would gladly cooperate.”

Now that past grievances had been resolved, taking advantage of the situation might actually work. 

To face an outer god, someone known as a deity from beyond the stars, I had to unleash my full strength.

“We talked with them, and they didn’t seem like bad people!”

Verdandi raised her hand brightly as she spoke. 

Given her ability to judge good and evil and detect lies, her words carried weight.

“Is that so?”

“Yes! They told us that they had no choice but to kill us because their families were being held hostage. But they adjusted their power so we wouldn’t actually die!”

Verdandi, with an innocent smile, recounted a rather intense story. 

In fact, her injuries had narrowly missed any vital points. 

There was no falsehood in her words.

“Kim Hyul said something similar. He warned me not to become like him.”

Bi-wol nodded as if finally understanding. 

After all, in Murim, it was easier to know someone’s true intentions through crossing swords rather than through a hundred words.

I had been worried about how to persuade my disciples to work with the protagonists, but it seemed they had already talked things over without my knowledge.

“Don’t even mention that garbage Kang Si-woo. That bastard is obsessed with keeping me under his foot like some rabid dog in heat.”

Azazel suddenly chimed in, airing her grievances. 

It seemed she hadn’t heard the warnings about Shub-Niggurath or Bingsulhwa, as she mixed in vulgar language that was quite unbecoming of a saintess.

“So, is the person we need to deal with this Bingsulhwa woman? The one Shub-Niggurath is using like a nest?”

All eyes turned toward me. 

I wasn’t sure when they had caught on, but it seemed everyone had figured out that Seolhwa and Shub-Niggurath were connected.

“Yes. I’d like to separate the outsider from her and defeat it.”

I spoke calmly to my disciples. 

Even though the odds were slim, this was the only way to save her.

“Why should we? Isn’t she the one who ordered our deaths at the Yongbong Tournament ?”

“Exactly! She’s also the villain who hurt my precious teacher!”

Verdandi and Azazel both voiced their objections, while Bi-wol remained silent, as if waiting for my explanation.

In truth, it wasn’t me who had fought against the protagonists at the Yongbong Tournament , but my disciples. 

They couldn’t possibly understand, having nearly lost their lives due to Shub-Niggurath dwelling within Seolhwa.

“…Bingsulhwa is my half-sister. She’s someone so precious to me that I’d trade my life for hers.”

I didn’t lie.

She was my lover from a past life, and I didn’t attach any grandiose reasons like her being the reason I had created this world.

Drawing out the explanation or embellishing it would only dilute its meaning.

It was like the craftsmanship of writing. 

When done poorly, the true emotions failed to reach the reader, creating a vicious cycle.

“So please, stand by me.”

All I wanted was for them to understand the sincerity of my desire to save Seolhwa.

Suppressing the trembling in my voice, I spoke softly.

This is all my fault. 

If only I had managed to finish even one of my novels properly, none of this would have happened.

Bi-wol wouldn’t have suffered under the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult, Verdandi wouldn’t have nearly died at the hands of Ziekhart, and Azazel might have been living a happy life with Kang Si-woo.

“If you won’t help, then I’ll save her alone, even if it costs me my life.”

Filled with regret and resolve, I uttered the words, and Bi-wol slowly approached me, leaning her head against my shoulder.

“…I will always be by your side, Master. No matter what anyone says. Even if the fools of this world point their fingers at you, how could they ever bring down the sun in the sky?”

Bi-wol spoke gently, as if to reassure me. 

She even patted my head, just as I had often done for her.

Surprised by the role reversal, I tried to pull away, but—

“Please stay still, Master. Your hands are trembling.”

Bi-wol firmly grasped my hand, preventing me from retreating. 

Sensing how emotional I was over Seolhwa, she wore a sorrowful expression.

“…So, this is what you were aiming for.”

“That’s unfair! I want to stroke Master’s hair too!”

Azazel and Verdandi, biting their nails in jealousy, watched Bi-wol’s actions. 

Even someone as dense as me could tell they looked like they were harboring unrequited love for me.

“If it’s a request from my precious Master, I’d pluck the moon from the sky and hand it to you.”

Ignoring the jealousy of the other disciples, Bi-wol let out a soft laugh and wrapped her arms tightly around me.

“B-Bi-wol, isn’t this a bit too close?”

Now pressed against her chest, I found myself in the awkward position of having my head patted by her. 

I tried to politely ask her to let go.

“Hehe, looking at you like this, it’s like you’re a baby nestled in its mother’s arms. Ah, if I were to have a child…”

Bi-wol continued to stroke my hair, having completely forgotten about the earlier conversation regarding Seolhwa. 

Her actions clearly seemed to be driven by her own desires.

“Why don’t we just save her then! We’ll save this Bingsulhwa, so please, step away from Master!”


“Exactly! How is it fair for you to hog this moment, Sister? Didn’t we agree to take things step by step together before?”

Verdandi and Azazel, visibly irritated, pulled Bi-wol away from me. 

They then attempted to wrap their arms around me and stroke my hair themselves.

We had been in the middle of a serious conversation, so how had things escalated to this? With a sigh, I closed my eyes, resigning myself to the situation. 

It seemed like if I didn’t go along with their whims, there would be no way to save Seolhwa.

So, I surrendered and accepted their embrace without any resistance.

“Master’s hair feels rough and firm. It’s different from mine.”

“Ah, dear Brother. Isn’t my embrace softer and more comfortable than this hardened warrior’s?”

Both of them pressed closer without hesitation, running their fingers through my hair as if competing for dominance. 

I was struggling to catch my breath, trying not to suffocate under their closeness.

Each made remarks about their own impressions while constantly keeping an eye on the other.

“If it’s about your sister, you needn’t worry. I already planned to help rescue her. After all, I don’t want to see you looking sad, Brother.”

“I just took a guess! I figured helping would earn me a reward like this!”

Their attitudes had shifted completely, now agreeing with Bi-wol’s earlier stance on saving Seolhwa. 

Their earlier objections were nowhere to be seen.

“Hehe, no matter how you try to cover it up, I was the first to stroke Master’s hair, and my figure is the most captivating of all of us…”

Bi-wol, watching the two of them, no longer showed any signs of jealousy. 

Instead, she smirked confidently, almost mocking them.

“…Master will never forget me.”

From the start, Seolhwa had the greatest influence over their well-developed physiques. Her presence was unmatched by anyone here.

‘If I say that out loud, I’ll be found dead by tomorrow.’

Swallowing hard, I wisely held my tongue.


While Bing Yeon and my disciples were tangled in this ridiculous battle, somewhere deep within the underground chamber of Seongyeongmun, a figure slowly opened their eyes, regaining consciousness and glancing around.

“…Where am I?”

The woman who had gone missing after facing Bingsulhwa at the Hyohwan Peak of Bidong Cave.

Her identity was Wolfram Alchemista, the master of the Golden Tower.





 
  
    Chapter 59: The Three Phoenixes (4)


Wolfram looked around, trying to gauge where exactly she was.

As a seasoned magician, she had experienced countless incidents, yet being kidnapped and confined in this manner was a first.

Water dripped from the ceiling, and her arms and legs were tightly bound in shackles. 

She attempted to use magic, but without her staff, it was impossible.

‘I was… I remember facing that girl named Bingsulhwa before I blacked out…’

Her appearance alone was enough to suggest she might be Bing Yeon’s sister, with the distinctive look of the Northern Ice Palace. 

Even Wolfram, who knew little about martial arts, could recognize the overwhelming aura.

‘…I nearly died.’

Wolfram recalled the moment before she lost consciousness. 

Numerous tentacles had slithered toward her, accompanied by an eerie sensation like knives slicing through her mind, and a cacophony of incomprehensible words. 

No ordinary human could have orchestrated such a scene.

It was neither magic nor any martial art—whatever it was, it felt more akin to a demon than a god.

A creature wearing human skin.

She had sensed a brutality more sinister than even the dark wizards of the continent. Swallowing hard, Wolfram scanned the room, searching for any way to escape.

Shouting for help was out of the question, so she held her breath and remained silent.

She seemed to be in the basement of the enemy’s base. 

Making any noise could attract someone on guard or worsen her situation.

—Thud, thud, thud.

At that moment, she heard footsteps. 

Judging by the sound, it was likely two people. 

Quickly, Wolfram went limp, feigning unconsciousness.

“Hey, it looks like this one’s awake.”

…!!!

Her act didn’t fool the two figures approaching her. 

Noticing she was awake, they steadily closed the distance.

“S-stop…! Do you know who I am? I’m…”

Wolfram tried to threaten them, hoping her identity might afford her some protection.

After all, as the master of the Magic Tower, a pillar of this world, revealing her identity might at least save her from harm.

“…Oh, we know well. You’re Wolfram Alchemista, the Gold Tower Master, a magician and alchemist studying the art of transmuting stone into gold, aren’t you?”

One of the men—a young boy tapping a white staff against the floor—smirked as if her threats were futile.

“If you know who I am, you’d best leave me alone unless you want to be enemies with the entire Magic Tower!”

Desperation was all that remained. 

If she were to die here, she could only hope her allies would avenge her.

The entity that had abducted her was beyond human, a creature that only desperation might overcome.

“Let’s not get this wrong. We’re here to get you out of here.”

Seeing Wolfram’s grimace, Sieghardt extended a hand, signaling he meant no harm. He and Kim Hyul had come to rescue Wolfram, who had been taken as a hostage.

“…What?”

“Yes, we thought having you on our side would benefit us.”

Kim Hyul nodded as he easily crushed the iron restraints around her, turning the shackles into mere fragments with his bare hands.

“Our families are being held hostage too, so we have to capture that Bingsulhwa girl and teach her a lesson.”

Grinding his teeth, Kim Hyul thought of Bingsulhwa. 

Initially, he had believed she had saved him from the forest out of kindness, but after he refused an order to kill, she had used his family as leverage.

Kim Hyul felt a level of betrayal he had never known, regretting that he had ever trusted anyone, even for a moment.

“Indeed, to capture an outsider, we’ll need the support of you, the Magic Tower, and… Bing Yeon himself.”

Sieghardt shared the sentiment.

Bingsulhwa, now possessed by Shub-Niggurath, had ordered him to kill Verdandi, Azazel, or Bi-wol. 

When he refused, she had resorted to threats, ultimately abducting his sister.

Sieghardt, the protagonist of To Kill the Hero, who, blinded but perceptive, had realized faster than anyone else that an alien force was controlling Bingsulhwa.

For the sake of protecting his family, he had pretended to strike a killing blow at Verdandi, deliberately sparing her vital organs.

“Now, everything’s in place. Bing Yeon’s disciples turned out stronger than expected, and if we have you as an ally, they wouldn’t easily touch our families.”

“…Why are you so sure?”

Wolfram could hardly comprehend the situation. 

While she could tell something otherworldly had possessed the girl known as Bingsulhwa, her motives for risking herself to rescue her remained unclear.

“I could betray you, you know. I might not care at all that your families are being held.”

She couldn’t understand why Kim Hyul and Sieghardt were so intent on saving her, even if it meant defying someone as powerful as Bingsulhwa.

“…Luckily, there don’t seem to be any signs of mental contamination.”

Looking at Wolfram, Kim Hyul sighed in relief. 

He had even considered the possibility she might have become a puppet like Kang Si-woo under Shub-Niggurath’s influence.

“Seems like you, as the Gold Tower Master, managed to cast some spell before losing consciousness.”

Sieghardt deduced why Wolfram remained unaffected, unlike Kang Si-woo. 

As a Tower Master—a pillar of strength—she had likely managed to resist some of the mental attacks.

“Right, just before those strange tentacles swallowed me, I used a secret spell from the Gold Tower. So I’d appreciate it if you didn’t come too close to me.”

Wolfram nodded, confirming Sieghardt’s theory. 

She aimed her hand at him as if about to cast a spell, projecting a sense of threat without her staff.

She was still struggling to understand why such a strange entity had possessed Bingsulhwa.

“We’re only doing what we believe is right, even if we come to regret it later.”

Kim Hyul flashed a faint smile as he helped Wolfram to her feet, his firm muscles pressing against her arm, awakening a strange feeling.

“Hey, you…! What are you doing! You young punk…!”

Wolfram’s face flushed as she suddenly found herself in Kim Hyul’s arms, yelling out in embarrassment. 

It was her first time experiencing such close physical contact with a man.

“You haven’t eaten anything for days, so you probably don’t even have the strength to walk. Just accept the help without arguing.”

His words were firm, almost brusque, but Wolfram noticed a hint of kindness hidden within his tone.

Based on what she’d learned so far, these young men were held hostage by someone from the same “outer god” faction as her captor.

“So, are you allied with this Bingsulhwa woman?”

Wolfram managed to ask, covering her red face with one hand. 

From the way Kim Hyul and Sieghardt acted, she sensed they weren’t exactly her enemies.

“…Or perhaps, are you planning to betray her?”

She pressed cautiously. 

For all she knew, they could be deceiving her just to deliver her back to Bingsulhwa.


“To be precise, we’re rebels who have turned against that figure. We no longer have any reason to follow her.”

As Sieghardt spoke, he raised his hand, conjuring a blade from the air. 

Shadows and flickering light melded, forming a black sword.

“…What?”

Wolfram gasped softly.

The phenomenon was beyond her comprehension, stirring her curiosity as a magician. 

How could a weapon form out of thin air without any materials? 

What principles and resources were involved? 

What could happen if such a technique were integrated into magic?

“In simple terms, we’re traitors. We’re on the same side as you.”

As she stood transfixed by Sieghardt’s conjured blade, Kim Hyul’s voice whispered into her ear as if he were right beside her.

“…It’s time to go. Once Bingsulhwa realizes her hostage has escaped, she’ll be furious.”

Sieghardt swung his sword toward the ceiling, slicing an exit into the outside world.

“Hold tight. I’ll explain more as we move.”

Lifting Wolfram into his arms, Kim Hyul leaped up the sloping hill of collapsed earth, carrying her toward the fresh air and sunlight beyond the grim basement.

‘This boy… does he have feelings for me? He went out of his way to save me like this…’

Lost in her own imagination, Wolfram began to let her mind wander. 

She had spent her life as a magician, immersed in late-night research and studies, with almost no encounters of this kind with men.

Unaware of the misunderstanding brewing, Kim Hyul focused on carrying her swiftly, using his lightfoot technique to reach Bing Yeon’s sect as quickly as possible.


Meanwhile, in Bingryong Hwayeon, where Bing Yeon resided, three young girls were gathered, engaged in spirited conversation.

“So, are you saying we need to reach the Flowering State as soon as possible to cure the elder brother?”

“…No matter what anyone says, I’m going first.”

“We won’t know until we actually try! I, too, have a talent for martial arts!”

Though they framed their ambitions as rescuing their master, their words held darker undertones, filled with hidden, intense desires.



 
  
    Chapter 60: Sailing to Hwagyeong (1)


“In the future I saw, it will take at least five years.”

Azazel spoke to the other disciples about the future she had glimpsed. 

She refrained from mentioning the part about deceiving and kidnapping Bing Yeon.

“…How can you be so sure?”

Bi-wol glared at Azazel, as though she couldn’t believe her. 

If she waited five years based solely on Azazel’s word, Bing Yeon might already be dead by then.

“I have the ability to catch glimpses of possible futures. That’s what I saw when I first met you.”

Azazel spoke calmly, clasping her hands. 

She knew that to prevent the woman, Bingsulhwa, from striking first, they would eventually have to join forces. 

For now, they fought to assert dominance, but once a common enemy appeared, the situation would change.

“There’s no way the Master can hold out that long. The Guimjeolmaek illness isn’t some minor affliction you can just overlook.”

Bi-wol shook her head, convinced it was impossible. 

No matter how much Bing Yeon extended his life, he didn’t seem able to endure in his current state for five years. 

She could confirm his condition every day through her sensitivity to auras, keeping vigil by his side, sleeping and waking alongside him for this very reason.

“However, I don’t think Azazel Junior is lying!”

Verdandi interjected into the conversation, her eyes on Azazel, confident that she was telling the truth. 

If that were true, then it meant Bing Yeon would survive for the next five years.

“If Junior could provide us with more details about that future, it would be helpful!”

What they needed now was cross-verification. 

By combining the ability to see the future with the ability to perceive truth, they could determine the most likely outcome.

“The future I see is only one of many ‘possible’ futures. We must bear in mind that human affairs are unpredictable…”

Azazel trailed off, avoiding the subject on purpose. 

Although she admired Bing Yeon, she found it hard to voice anything improper between a man and woman. 

She was still a saintess, chosen by the gods to vanquish the Demon Lord. 

Even as a succubus, she didn’t want to rely on seductive magic; she wanted to cultivate her feelings for Bing Yeon through natural connection.

“…Aren’t we the legendary Hero and Saintess? If Junior can tell us more about that future, we might actually be able to save the Master!”

Seeing right through her intentions, Verdandi raised her voice to Azazel, desperate because the life of her dearest one hung in the balance. 

No matter the cost, Verdandi was willing to risk everything.

“Do you know the meaning of the term ‘Chayangboyeom’?”

Azazel, with a hint of uncertainty, asked Verdandi if she understood the hidden meaning of the remedy the gods had imparted. 

She had seen a glimpse of it in the future, understanding that it involved a man and woman’s intimate connection. 

As expected, Bi-wol hadn’t explained the term to reduce potential rivals.

“I don’t know! It likely means I’ll have to sacrifice my life!”

Verdandi forced a steady expression, though her hand trembled, and her eyes blinked with increasing frequency. 

She had never felt death looming so frighteningly close. 

Before meeting Bing Yeon, she’d often thought she’d be fine dying alone, somewhere out of sight.

“…It’s not that. It means creating a deeper bond through union with the opposite sex.”

“Wait… How did you…? Oh, right, you said you could see the future.”

As a succubus, Azazel naturally understood such things well. 

Bi-wol, too, had studied various concepts in preparation for the day she might defeat Bing Yeon.

Yet, still—

“What does ‘a deeper bond’ mean?”

While Azazel and Bi-wol prepared to devour Bing Yeon, Verdandi remained oblivious.

“It means creating a child that resembles both of you.”

“A child? Don’t storks bring them, or do you find them under bridges?”

She had never learned the basics from her parents. 

Like a blank slate, she knew only what Bing Yeon and others had casually shared.

“Wait… Are you really that clueless?”

“Aren’t you all the ones misunderstanding? I distinctly remember hearing it from kids my age; it has to be true!”

Bi-wol covered her mouth in disbelief. 

From the kiss she had seen Verdandi give on the cheek, she’d assumed Verdandi had a basic understanding of flirtation. 

But all her actions stemmed from genuine ignorance about love between men and women.

“…Do you not even understand what a kiss is?”

“That, I know! It’s when you press your lips against someone else’s, or peck them on the cheek, just like I do with my mother! You’re supposed to do it with someone you like, right?”

“No, it’s… when you intertwine your tongues…”

“? What does that even mean?”

Bi-wol shivered at Verdandi’s innocence. 

She could sense that this naïveté might unintentionally charm men more than any calculated seduction ever could. 

Unlike herself or Azazel, with their concealed desires, Verdandi’s purity was a weapon all its own.

“It makes sense that Master Bing Yeon seemed especially unguarded only around Verdandi. Someone as advanced as him couldn’t have missed such an obvious kiss.”

Feeling a sense of crisis, Bi-wol glared at Verdandi and Azazel, suggesting they settle things once and for all with a proper duel. 

They had sparred before, but only lightly, as instructed by Bing Yeon, while they practiced low-level martial arts.

“Why is this suddenly turning into a duel?” Verdandi asked, confused.

“Mastery in martial arts requires steady practice and enlightenment…” Bi-wol trailed off, realizing just how much they were all hiding or avoiding from each other. 

After all, anyone could end up being the one to knock Bing Yeon over and claim the seat as his true partner.

“…I think it’s time we make it clear who among us is truly worthy of being Master’s rightful companion.”

She had decided to act first, but without resorting to underhanded tactics. 

Instead, she would claim the position with a fair and honorable approach. 

Bi-wol understood from her conversation with Azazel that true mastery lay in becoming a woman no one else could rival, one who could captivate a man entirely.

“…Fine. I don’t feel like sharing too much about the future I saw anyway.”

Azazel nodded, feeling the same urge to act before that woman, Bingsulhwa, could swoop in. 

In the future she had seen, simply coaxing Bing Yeon and putting a blindfold on him would resolve everything peacefully, but she didn’t want to let go of him.

“I also want to change the future if possible.”

Azazel had no desire to yield Bing Yeon to anyone.

“What kind of future did you see, anyway? You were even bleeding from the nose last time.”

“…That’s none of your concern.”

Azazel glanced at Bi-wol and Verdandi, assessing their potential as rivals even before the fight began. 

She had once exploited a similar opening to defeat a chimera at Yongbong, so her victory seemed inevitable.

“Then I’ll fight too! If it’s the shortcut to Hwagyeong, I won’t back down!”


Verdandi, clad in her summoned armor, blocked Azazel’s foresight. 

The greenish armor protected its wearer from all attacks. Watching Verdandi, Azazel bit her lower lip in frustration.

The day was unfolding in an utterly chaotic fashion.

After all, my disciples had won the Yongbong, earning the prestigious title of ‘Sam Bong’ for our sect. 

Now, numerous people were flocking to me, asking to be accepted as disciples, seeking power.

“Just asking to be taken as a disciple won’t work. I can’t simply take on those who come here merely to grow stronger.”

That was why people sought me out despite my declining health and my reluctance to disrupt the natural flow of things. 

I, who preferred to keep my influence minimal, often felt my body weakening. 

Lately, I had started coughing up blood, frequently waking in the middle of the night, and hiding the pain from my disciples to keep them from worrying. 

I gritted my teeth to endure it all alone.

This gradual dimming of life felt eerily similar to the way Seolhwa had once described it in her will.

***

It feels like being buried alive.

Every day, someone shovels damp, hard earth onto my head, one scoop at a time.

“The weight of death… is surprisingly light.”

I murmured to myself, recalling Seolhwa. 

Despite her title as a genius, she was sentimental and tearful. 

If I could remove the foreign spirit that haunted her, I’d want to reunite with her, even more than with my disciples. It just felt like the right thing to do.

Then suddenly—

“Master Bing Yeon! Please, you need to come outside immediately…!”

The urgent voices of my disciples called to me from outside. 

With the Yongbong over, there shouldn’t have been any major incidents left—except perhaps the Demon Lord attempting to seize the western territories.


“Right now, your top disciples are in a sudden duel…!”

“What?”

Dueling and sparring weren’t uncommon in our sect. 

Seeing the pale-faced disciple explaining to me, I tilted my head in puzzlement.

“They’re destroying the training hall! Please come quickly and stop them!”



 
  
    Chapter 61: Hwagyeong’s Sailing Book (2)


At the training grounds I rushed to after hearing a student’s alarming report, a scene of utter chaos lay before me.

Dust clouds rose, training dummies lay shattered into pieces, and countless scars from swords marred the earth.

“What in the world happened here…?”

I couldn’t help but be horrified by the sight. 

Hadn’t I encountered the original protagonists of this world through grand gatherings like Yongbong? 

The fact that I hadn’t yet rescued Seolhwa, and that Kang Si-woo, misled by her tricks, had fallen for her schemes, troubled me.

‘There’s hardly any reason to fight so recklessly…’

My disciples, whose relationships had only recently begun to improve, had no reason to turn the training grounds into a disaster zone. 

If there was anything remotely suspicious, it was the method that Shinui had suggested to lift my life’s curse.

First, I needed to drive out the foreign energy occupying Seolhwa’s body and eliminate the substance blocking my meridians. 

As I was currently at the peak of transcendence, I also had to spend the night with someone who had achieved the Flowering Energy state to sustain my vitality.

‘Maybe my indecision led my disciples to forget the fear of their master.’

I sighed deeply, covering my face with my hand. 

The final bosses and protagonists I had crafted with Seolhwa were like my own children.

The thought of laying a hand on such children was unimaginable.

I scowled, glaring at the source of the presence I could sense. 

This had gone too far, no matter how I looked at it.

“Master…? What brings you here…?”

A girl, about to throw a broken wooden post, noticed me and carefully set it down. 

Bi-wol looked flustered, her expression uncertain. 

Even if she pretended to fix the broken post, it was obvious what she had been planning.

“Bi-wol.”

I called her name, my tone scolding.

“I-I did nothing wrong…! I was only trying to stop my sisters from fighting…!”

Bi-wol waved her hands defensively, insisting it wasn’t her doing. 

Yet the dark energy lingering around the area gave her away.

“Did you think that lie would fool me?”

If it hadn’t been the final bosses from my novel, none of this chaos would even make sense.

***

“If my disciples let personal feelings cause fights and intend to defy me, how do you think all of the martial world would view me?”

“Well, we could just move to a secluded mountain, somewhere far from the affairs of the Central Plains or the mighty warriors of the Jianghu…”

Bi-wol trailed off, watching me as I spoke sternly. 

Perhaps, as the noble and solitary master she knew, such an idea might make sense. But—

“…Are you truly telling me to abandon the people I’ve taken in? I have a sect and responsibilities to bear.”

I was not like her. 

I needed to reduce the number of people suffering because of me. 

After all, it was Seolhwa’s last wish that I took upon myself. 

The difference between an adult and a child was clear: the older one gets, the more the weight of responsibility settles upon them.

Even though I had to stop serializing three works due to low earnings and view counts, the line between a fictional novel and reality remained distinct.

“Bi-wol, gather the other disciples.”

I gave her the command, as if placing the weight of responsibility on her shoulders. 

No matter what anyone said, the reason for this mess needed to be clarified.

In the martial world, when conflicts arise, one often follows the words of the strongest to reach a resolution.

“But, Master! We haven’t resolved our match yet!”

Bi-wol, her cheek lightly scratched and her body covered in dust, looked at me in shock, attempting to argue.

“Is winning so important to you, or are your sisters with whom you must work together more important?”

How much longer must they fight to feel satisfied? 

Frustration stirred within me at Bi-wol’s attitude. 

I had already succeeded in persuading the main characters, and I now even had a way to survive my own impending death.

All that remained was to defeat the Outer God Shub-Niggurath, confess the truth to Bi-wol and the others, and seek their forgiveness.

Could it really be right for disciples to fight each other with genuine intent to claim a single man like me?

“I won’t say it again. Call your sisters immediately and tell me who started this fight. I’ll be imposing a severe punishment on that person.”

Ignoring the reversal in my meridians, I raised a chilling aura, prepared to freeze the entire area if necessary to halt the fighting.

From her reaction, it seemed Bi-wol was indeed the one who had started this. 

My assumption was spot on.

“M-Master. The truth is, I…”

“I was the one who did it!”

Just as Bi-wol was about to confess, a loud voice echoed across the training ground.

“I told Bi-wol senior that I wanted to fight her!”

The owner of the voice was Verdandi. 

She brushed the dust off her hair in an indifferent manner, standing up as if nothing had happened. 

Now, Verdandi could freely wield her holy armor and sacred sword, and, with her characteristic bright smile, she boldly lied.

“So, if anyone deserves punishment, let it be me!”

“S-sister…”

As I looked at Verdandi, lying so brazenly, I sensed something odd. 

I covered my mouth with my hand to suppress the breath that almost escaped. 

In the original story The Hero Must Die, she had been a character who despised lies so much that she was written to compulsively tell only the truth.

‘Right now, Verdandi appears almost completely healed from her past wounds.’

The figures standing before me no longer seemed to carry the burdens that once made them final bosses. 

Bi-wol had overcome her inner demons, erasing the stain of Heavenly Kill, Verdandi had not been forced to kill her mother and thus avoided corruption, and Azazel had even resolved her unrequited love.

“…No, Sister, it was I who suggested the fight first, wasn’t it?”

As I hesitated, Azazel edged closer, her tendrils twitching. 

They both argued about who had initiated the battle, neither willing to concede.

“Then tell me, why did you fight?”

I asked, probing their intentions, as feelings of longing are best expressed honestly.

“It’s all for our brother’s sake. Surely he cannot undergo such a profound ritual with just anyone.”

Azazel clasped her hands in a prayer-like gesture, her words hitting exactly as I feared.

“That’s none of your concern.”

I addressed Azazel and everyone else firmly. 


Bi-wol, whom I had raised since childhood, was like a daughter to me, and my other disciples had never harbored such improper thoughts. 

Even if it meant begging for the help of a reclusive female master hidden in the martial world, I would never involve minors.

“I know my body best; it’s not something for you to solve.”

“Then we just need to reach the Flowering Energy level ourselves, don’t we?”

“Do you think that’s easy? Flowering Energy is a stage even the most skilled warriors cannot easily attain.”

In my original novel, King of Steel Fists, only two characters reached Flowering Energy: the Heavenly Demon, Bi-wol, and the protagonist, Kim Hyul. 

Of them, Kim Hyul, a male, achieved enlightenment on the brink of life and death in his final match against Bi-wol. 

Their paths were quite different.

“Even if you train tirelessly, it would take years of repetition to reach such a level.”

In truth, although I had reached the peak of transcendence, I hadn’t yet seen the path to Flowering Energy myself.

“But we refuse to let another woman take Master from us!”

***

Bi-wol and Verdandi raised their voices together, unwavering. 

I sighed deeply, seeing their steadfast resolve.

‘…In the end, this is all my fault.’

Seeing them like this, it was clear that they indeed held feelings for me. 

In youth, people often confuse kindness with affection, especially after experiencing life-saving events together.

‘Should I accept these feelings…? Is that truly the right thing to do?’

To me, they were like children. 

I had never once thought of my disciples as anything other than students. 

While I might have considered them victims of my own inadequacy, even if my terminal problem was resolved, I would always be the one responsible for their unhappiness.

There was no way they could forgive me.

Just as I was silently struggling with how to resolve my feelings, a voice called out to me.

“…It’s been a while, Bing Yeon.”

“Long time no see.”

***

Kim Hyul appeared before me, carrying someone on his back, accompanied by Sieghardt. 

They both looked around, bowing in greeting.

“How did things get this way? Surely… we haven’t already been discovered?”

“Look at the sword marks and that sinister aura. If a foreign god wanted to, they could kill us like ants with a mere gesture. They wouldn’t bother with all this trouble.”

They had no idea why the training grounds had been turned upside down, assuming they had already been tracked down by an outer god.


“Kim Hyul and Sieghardt… and on your back, could that be…?”

“Yes, the master of the Golden Tower, Wolfram Alchemista.”

Kim Hyul carefully lowered the woman he was carrying and introduced her with a nod.

“H-hi… it’s been a while…”

Her face flushed red from her contact with Kim Hyul, Wolfram timidly covered her face with her hands as she spoke softly.



 
  
    Chapter 62: To Save You (1)


I couldn’t hide my surprise as I looked at Kim Hyul and Sieghardt, who had come to see me. 

I had told them that if my disciples managed to defeat them at Yongbong, they would join our side. 

But here they were, in person.

“…Does Bing Seolhwa know that you’re here?”

It was risky for them to be here, given that their families were being held hostage.

“No, but she’ll find out soon enough.”

“Just standing by and doing nothing doesn’t suit our personalities,” Sieghardt said with a determined nod, while Kim Hyul echoed his sentiment with a similar look of resolve. 

It seemed they had already made up their minds.

Being protagonists in their own right, they had always been the type who couldn’t just stand by and watch injustice unfold.

“You must know that if we’ve escaped, she won’t kill the hostages outright. It would hinder her ultimate goal,” Sieghardt continued, speaking as though he understood the motives of Shub-Niggurath. 

This was an outsider who wanted to see me and Seolhwa destroy each other, reducing us to a twisted relationship of mutual destruction.

“Are you aware of Bing Seolhwa’s true intent?”

“Not knowing would be stranger; just seeing the noose she tightened around her neck makes it all too clear.”

***

Sieghardt possessed a supernatural sense that allowed him to perceive things others couldn’t, a gift he gained after losing his eyesight. 

It was what made him able to fight on par with Verdandi, the hero.

“It was something sinister beyond words. I’ve crossed the threshold of death so many times that I’ve grown numb to it, yet even I found myself trembling in fear,” Kim Hyul said, his fist shaking. 

The mere presence of an outsider like her could drive an ordinary person mad or push them to death, a fate that often befell those who encountered such beings.

That the protagonists of the original story were reacting this way wasn’t entirely surprising.

“So, why did you bring the Golden Tower Lord here? Wasn’t she supposed to be searching for the Philosopher’s Stone?”

Something felt odd as I glanced at the blonde woman standing next to Kim Hyul. 

Wolfram was supposed to be heading toward the cave I had directed her to. 

So why was she here with them now?

“Oh, that? That woman called Bing Seolhwa kidnapped me!”

“…What?”

Wolfram spoke nonchalantly about the unbelievable situation. 

Her audacity was almost too much to process.

“Yes! One moment, I thought I was being devoured by some enormous tentacle, and when I opened my eyes, I found myself in a pitch-dark basement.”

It would be too costly to abduct only one person like the Golden Tower Lord. 

If word got out that Wolfram had been taken, every Magic Tower would turn against Bing Seolhwa. 

If her plan involved pulling off such a reckless act, she would have aimed to kidnap every Tower Lord at once.

Was it jealousy? 

Or was there another reason entirely?

The only clue I had was that she had met with me just before this incident. 

Perhaps she was planning yet another method to pit me against Seolhwa, hoping to force us into conflict.

Especially considering that Wolfram was based on Seolhwa’s free-spirited nature, a trait that Seolhwa herself admired deeply.

“So, did she say anything else?”

“Yes! She claimed to be the creator of this world. The fact that she even knew all about my past gave me chills.”

***

I fought desperately to save as many people as possible. 

That was the best I could do, as a creator who had chosen to discontinue the story.

But in the end…

“I couldn’t save everyone.”

I bit my lower lip as memories from the past surfaced.

Orphans who lost their parents amidst the chaos of the Great War, widows weeping over lost family members, and the mercilessly exploited weak who suffered at the hands of the strong.

I was like a sinner bearing the heaviest of original sins in their eyes. 

Though I had earned the title of Ice Dragon while rescuing people during the Great War, that wasn’t enough to wash away all my wrongdoings.

Now, decades later, the sins I had committed were coming back to me like a boomerang.

“They even mentioned the name Dohyun as the co-creator of this world, with Heavenly God and Lord God existing here, too. Isn’t that hilarious?”

Wolfram laughed as she mentioned the name from my past life, a mixture of disbelief and amusement in her voice. 

She didn’t realize, of course, that both Heavenly God and Lord God were figures I had created as a child—a mere piece of my imagination.

An irresponsible god, granting the hero’s power without even properly discerning human good and evil.

***

In truth, what I had wanted might have been to escape the bounds of my own creation, to live freely like a character detached from their script.

“Master, are you alright? Your face has gone pale!”

“Oh, no, I’m fine.”

When I had scolded the village chief back in Verdandi’s hometown, it was an act close to self-loathing. 

How could they not feel guilty for mistreating and ostracizing a single child?

Even as a supporting character in this world, I had come to see with my own eyes that it was possible to live differently.

The Infinite Sword Master of Namgung Clan, the Poison Dragon of Sichuan’s Tang Clan, the Illusionary Flower of the Mount Hua Sect—they were martial arts masters who, by the original design, should have hated those of unorthodox sects.

Those who should have regarded me, an Odok Cult member, with suspicion, even hostility, had ultimately accepted me.

“The name Dohyun was engraved on your back, wasn’t it?” 

Azazel remarked, noticing an oddity in Wolfram’s words. 

Surely, she couldn’t miss that my current name was something else entirely.

Fortunately, Azazel seemed to be drawing conclusions in the wrong direction after some contemplation. 

It would have been difficult for anyone to realize that this world itself was something I had crafted.

“It’s possible that just as Shub-Niggurath has possessed that woman Bing Seolhwa, something similar might have affected you too,” Azazel guessed, mulling over the strange connection between myself and the foreign god. 

Given her knowledge of the future, it was almost reasonable to assume this explanation.

I kept silent on purpose. One wrong word, and Verdandi, who had the ability to discern the truth, might figure it out.

“Considering the damage to Master’s body, maybe that’s the right guess.”

Bi-wol, noticing my grim expression, nodded in reassurance and grasped my hand. 

I was nothing more than a selfish person who had created the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult that tormented her, helping only to turn away from my own guilt.

Why, then, had so many people gathered around me?

Seolhwa’s words suddenly echoed in my mind: “The problem with you is that you’re too kind.” 

She always said I went out of my way to help others, even when I could just walk by.

After all, the only wrongdoing I committed was bringing my imaginings into words.

“So, what’s your next move, Bing Yeon? I heard on the way here that, in the end, you’ll have to kill this woman, Bing Seolhwa, right?”

“…That’s true, but I won’t kill her.”

I had a purpose: to end this world properly.


This world was also her last remaining trace. 

Even if I had halted its serialization, I had never given up on crafting its settings or writing its story.

That was how Bing Yeon, the character I was now, had managed to survive up to this point.

The secret histories of Biyong’s Flight, Bi-wol’s backstory, Verdandi’s powers—all of these things I had acquired from never giving up on the writing.

“Bing Seolhwa is also my half-sister, after all.”

I declared my resolve, watching Wolfram’s surprise.

In life, sometimes a lie was more effective. 

Saying she was my lost love or my unfulfilled romance wouldn’t have had the same effect.

“A brother must resolve his sister’s wrongs.”

The fact that Bing Seolhwa and I shared the distinctive hair and eye color of North Sea Ice Palace should’ve been obvious.

“So, how do you plan to defeat someone like Bing Seolhwa? She’s strong enough to kidnap me, a Tower Lord, without me even putting up a proper fight.”

Wolfram looked at me with uncertainty. 

It was natural for her to be concerned, given she was one of the strongest individuals in this world.

“I’ll have to use every possible means. The key is, she doesn’t know what I’m capable of.”

Defeating Shub-Niggurath residing within Seolhwa without any sort of plan would be close to impossible.


“Would you two consider becoming my disciples?”

I gazed at Kim Hyul and Sieghardt, considering my options.

I regretted that Kang Siwoo wasn’t here, but I needed to use every card I had.

If the final boss and all the protagonists united against the foreign god…

…Then maybe, just maybe, the possibility wasn’t zero.



 
  
    Chapter 63: To Save You (2)


“Why should we become your disciples?”

!!!

“Right, is such a procedure even necessary?”

Kim Hyul and Ziekhart responded to my suggestion with an air of disbelief. 

After all, they had been deceived by Bing Seolhwa and were now in a position where their families were held as hostages.

In a way, their distrust was understandable.

“First and foremost, I might be the only one capable of resisting the Outer God.”

I explained the reason they needed to become my disciples. 

Just as I had convinced the final bosses, I presented a valid rationale.

“Why do you think that?”

“Well, because you two also fled here knowing you couldn’t stand against Shub-Niggurath.”

Among the Outer Gods who showed themselves in the North, only I had been able to withstand Azazel’s display of power. 

Even the final bosses, who had grown stronger than the main characters thanks to the Yongbong, couldn’t endure it.

“Yes. Though I hold the Mordigian within me, I still couldn’t bear it. But you, Brother, were able to withstand it.”

“Oh, what a holy experience… I, Azazel, wish not to be the saintess of the Outer God but the saintess of the Ice Lotus…”

Azazel, her tendrils writhing with excitement, displayed a jubilant look, sending chills down our spines.

“…At least you’re not completely ignorant.”

Kim Hyul nodded as he listened to my words. 

It seemed he was testing me, wondering if I was hiding some ulterior motive.

Anyone could see that the body part on Azazel’s back was connected to the Outer God.

“So, what do you intend to do from now on?”

Ziekhart questioned me, his curiosity evident. 

After all, it’s natural to question the need to become a disciple so blindly.

“I’ll help you develop the power to wield even time and space as a blade, and for Kim Hyul, I’ll forge a fist that could shatter even diamond.”

Recalling Kim Hyul’s ultimate state from Diamond Fist and Ziekhart’s final moments from The Hero Must Die, I spoke up.

To reach that level would require rigorous training, the same as any other disciples.

“By joining our sect, you’ll gain access to assistance that others can’t. It’s about minimizing variables.”

Unlike me, the successor of the Northern Ice Palace, she had already taken measures to kill my disciples through the Yongbong Tournament.

“…I’ve already felt the harsh reality of not being able to face her alone.”

“The feeling of your organs twisting, your entire body warping as though your flesh and skin are being reversed… If overcoming that is possible, I’d wager my life.”

Kim Hyul and Ziekhart shivered slightly as they recounted their encounters with Shub-Niggurath. 

They explained that they had tried every possible way to escape from her.

“I’ll be your disciple, Bing Yeon. I want to erase the traces of that terrifying woman.”

“I feel the same. Please, take care of us moving forward.”

After several rounds of persuasion, they agreed to join me as disciples, just like the final bosses. 

They had little choice left, having abandoned everything to come here.

“So, have you considered any other effective methods?”

“For now, I’ll gather the strong warriors of the martial world and create a formation around our sect, preventing the damage from spilling into other areas.”

I pointed to various parts of the map hanging on the wall.

Our sect was located in a remote, rugged mountain range, far from populated areas. 

Leading Seolhwa here seemed to be the best strategy.

“Honestly, I’d like to evacuate everyone and face the Outer God alone…”

I glanced around as I said this. Bi-wol and Azazel were already clinging tightly to my arm, and Verdandi, not fully understanding, wrapped her arms around me from behind.

“That’s out of the question. The place where Master heads is my destination as well.”

“That’s right, Brother. You’re heading out to confront Shub-Niggurath, and you plan to do it without the one who knows the most about the Outer Gods?”

“I refuse to let you go off to other women! At least, not if it’s anyone else here!”

They seemed fully committed to fighting against Bing Seolhwa, their determination blazing in their eyes like final bosses in a novel, pleading not to be left out.

“…Well, given the circumstances…”

I sighed deeply, feeling resigned.

Without them, I, too, might end up as Shub-Niggurath’s plaything, much like Kang Si-woo. 

That Outer God had embedded itself in this world through me in the first place.

I had to maximize our chances of victory.

“Right, fighting against powerful opponents is an invaluable experience that even money can’t buy.”

Kim Hyul and Ziekhart, watching the scene, exchanged a faint, incredulous smile. 

To an outsider, we might just look like disciples faithfully following a master.

If they knew how we had fought over who would take on this battle, they’d look at me as if I were trash.

“Azazel, do you think the others could possibly withstand the power of an Outer God?”

To steer the conversation in another direction, I asked Azazel, the saintess already contracted with Mordigian.

When I first went to meet her, everyone but me had fainted.

“Well… I’m not sure. No matter the preparation, unlike me, the opponent is an Outer God.”

“With Verdandi’s sacred armor and your foresight, it’s not impossible.”

The armor that provides the wearer with absolute defense, combined with eyes that can see the future, would allow for countering even an Outsider’s attack.

***

“…Do you think I can do it? Since encountering Shub-Niggurath, I’ve developed a bit of a fear of seeing the future.”

Azazel avoided my gaze on purpose. 

It was because her future sight showed her ‘possible parallel universes.’

Azazel spoke, biting her lower lip. 

I, too, had once been deeply shaken when I learned of Seolhwa’s suicide after the fact. 

Only those who have experienced such pain can understand.

“Still, please look into the future just this once. It’s something we really need.”

I gently patted Azazel’s head as I made my request. 

Even if it meant my own death, I had no regrets as long as I could save everyone here.

“Understood… Then, could you place your hand over mine? That way, I might be less afraid.”

Azazel looked at me, her lips and eyes quivering slightly with fear as she made her small request.

“…Like this?”

I layered my hand over her clasped hands, feeling warmth begin to emanate from her. 

Unlike others, her body temperature was slightly higher.

As the process ended, I heard Beewol grinding his teeth beside me, but I ignored it.

“Thank you.”


Azazel’s rainbow-colored eyes looked at me as if they were about to devour me, with a hint of joy mixed in, or so it seemed.

When Azazel gathered her focus to see the future, she was greeted by nothing but a desolate wasteland.

In the darkness, where neither the moon nor stars shone, she illuminated her surroundings with divine light and took a look around.

‘…Where is this?’

Azazel instinctively felt something was wrong. 

The fight should have been against Shub-Niggurath alongside Bing Yeon Hwayeon, but this place—what was it?

Just in case, Azazel bent her fingers backward to test whether this was reality or the future.

‘It doesn’t hurt. That means this place really is the future…’

Her fingers bent like a bow, and she sighed in relief as there was no pain. 

Her innate ability to glimpse the future merely by meeting someone’s gaze sometimes led her to confuse reality with what she saw.

‘Where are my brother and the others?’

“Hello, Azazel.”

At that moment, she heard a voice calling her from above. It was a familiar voice—a gender-neutral tone she had heard once before, when she tried to glimpse Bing Yeon’s future.

“It seems you’ve come to peek into the future, but it’s pointless. I just killed the Demon King and absorbed his power.”

The instant she heard this, a piercing pain jolted through Azazel’s mind. 

It was something she had experienced before.

“Agh, aaaah… aaaaaaah!”

Azazel could only scream, realizing she wasn’t just standing on any wasteland.

This was Bing Yeon Hwayeon’s domain. 

As soon as the Outsider Shub-Niggurath descended, everything had been wiped clean as if nothing had ever existed.

Even when she looked up, she couldn’t see stars or the moon; Shub-Niggurath’s form had obscured everything.


	“Azazel, pull yourself together!”


	“Oh Mother of All, why do you commit such atrocities?!”



The person who had once barely managed to save her life now shouted towards Shub-Niggurath’s looming shadow above.

He couldn’t understand why she seemed so interested in those related to Bing Yeon. 

Normally, an Outsider’s attention would either drive a person insane or end their life.

It was as incomprehensible as an ant trying to understand a human’s expression of love.

“Why, you ask? Because I want to witness the end of this world.”


In response to Mordigian, Shub-Niggurath declared her intentions. 

She wanted to see how the ending would unfold for a story left unfinished, one she would conclude in her own way.

“If it’s a ‘new’ ending to this world, carefully hidden by that man Bing Yeon, then it’s even better.”

With a sly smile, Shub-Niggurath expelled Azazel from the scene, blocking her from glimpsing the future any further.
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I reflected on the information Wolfram had shared while Azazel peered into my eyes, her gaze seeing the future.

It was unexpected. 

There was a contradiction in Shub-Niggurath’s attitude.

‘Despite knowing that Seolhwa and I are co-creators of this story, they deliberately twisted our relationship to make us meet again like this.’

To begin with, Shub-Niggurath’s original goal must have been to witness the ‘ending’ of the novels we stopped publishing.

For that, a showdown between the protagonists and the final boss was necessary. 

But now that I had disrupted their lives, such a conclusion had become impossible.

‘…In that case, did they want to see Seolhwa and me kill each other?’

Even if they wanted me, Seolhwa’s lover from a previous life, to end her life just to claim her body, could such an external force truly desire an ending like this?

It’s common for readers to leave lengthy criticisms, sometimes up to 5,700 characters, when they disagree with the direction of a writer’s work…

‘Why did they resurrect Seolhwa, then? And, on top of that, why leave her mental faculties intact, allowing her to resist?’

Instead of killing us outright, this being chose to provoke us, guiding our actions.

They could have easily changed the prize in the Yongbong Tournament to prevent me from obtaining the Myriad Year Extreme Blood Jewel, or even killed the families of the protagonists and placed the blame on me.

‘…Is there something else they’re plotting?’

To be honest, part of me hoped Shub-Niggurath had a separate agenda. 

After all, they had once been a cherished reader who followed my novel to the very end.

Writing is a battle against oneself. 

In that agonizing process, the reader alone is the one source of comfort.

While I pondered over the missing pieces, deeply absorbed in thought,

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…”

Azazel suddenly stared into the void, repeating herself. 

Her eyes rolled back, blood dripping from her nose.

“Snap out of it, Azazel…!”

I called out to her, trying to bring her back to her senses. 

But she trembled as though in a state of delirium.

“Verdandi, quickly! Cover Azazel with the Sacred Armor!”

“Agista…”

I reached for the countermeasure I had prepared in advance. 

This armor, granting invincible defense to its wearer, would also protect against an external force’s mental assault.

Clang—!

The sound of metal reverberated as Verdandi’s Sacred Armor encased Azazel. 

Her face regained color, and she seemed to come back to consciousness.

“Hah… haah…”

Azazel clung tightly to my hand, trembling. It must have been a terrifying experience for her.

Her visions of the future are so vivid that it feels as though she’s actually there, blurring the line between reality and foresight. 

She sometimes mixed up reality and prophecy.

Like in the case of Kang Si-woo, she grew her one-sided feelings, oblivious to the fact that she’d fallen for the wrong man.

“Are you alright? Shouldn’t you sit down and rest…?”

I spoke as I watched Azazel wipe the blood from her nose, her balance already wavering as if standing was too much for her.

But,

“No, I’m fine… Thanks to your hand, I didn’t lose consciousness this time.”

Azazel shook her head, determined not to give up.

“You’ve overexerted yourself. Haven’t all the tendrils behind you been severed?”

Yet here she was, looking at me resolutely, attempting to foresee the future once more. 

Perhaps driven by sheer stubbornness, she was preparing to try again, and I shut my eyes, urging her to stop.

“I’ve found a clue. Shub-Niggurath wants to see the ‘new ending’ you’ve been hiding…!”

Azazel recounted what she had seen in her vision: a desolate wasteland, where Shub-Niggurath himself descended into this world.

“…What did you say?”

“This place will be destroyed. Not a trace will remain. We had no hope of victory.”

She gasped, her words pouring out. 

Even if we fought with the Dragon Fire, victory seemed out of reach.

“That’s only something we’ll know by trying!”

“Everyone will die! We must find another way if we’re to save everyone here!”

“Shub-Niggurath has already killed the Demon Lord and stolen his power…! From now on, even my visions of the future will be useless!”

The Demon Lord, the very being Verdandi was meant to defeat, had been struck down by an external force who claimed his power.

Initially meant to appear as a fake boss mid-way, why would they kill him to seize his strength?

“Calm down, Azazel. There’s no way Shub-Niggurath intends to kill us all.”

“Huh, huh…”

I stroked Azazel’s head to soothe her. 

No matter what Shub-Niggurath had in mind, we would ultimately prevail.

It’s not the reader, but the writer, who decides the direction of the story and drives it forward.

“If he truly wants to see a new ending, then all I need to do is show him.”

With my fist clenched tight, I strengthened my resolve. 

I would use every idea, every setting, to create a happy ending for everyone.

“Alright, it’s all done. So, are you really planning to fight that strange god?”

First, I used Wolfram’s magic to repair the arena, which had been a wreck, and had Kim Hyul, Bi-wol, Sieghardt, and Verdandi face each other. 

Azazel, who seemed to have overexerted himself, was left to rest in his quarters. 

With his current condition, training was simply out of the question.

“Of course. There’s no other option.”

“Hmmm… if I want to regain the Philosopher’s Stone, there really isn’t another way either!” 

Wolfram murmured, supporting the back of his head with his hand. 

He had tried to find the Philosopher’s Stone at Bidong, but it seemed it had been seized by Bingsulhwa

“Well then, I’ll explain the martial arts techniques you all need to learn moving forward.”

In my mind, I pictured a library—a place containing every setting and element I’d ever conceived for my stories. 

Organizing my thoughts this way made it easy not to forget them.

‘For Bi-wol, she must fully master the Celestial Demonic Arts. For Kim Hyul, he needs to grasp the profound secrets of the Six Harmonies Fist.’ 

Both of them needed to elevate their skills to the level of the late stages of the original work, King of Diamond Fist, though I, too, had yet to reach the Flowery Realm myself.

***

‘So, I’ll struggle as much as possible.’

In that case, I had to minimize weaknesses as much as I could, for whatever I knew, Seolhwa also knew.


“Bi-wol, while executing the Celestial Demonic Arts, point out any mistakes your opponent makes in the stance of the Six Harmonies Fist.”

“Me? While I know anything my master says is absolute… is there a chance this person might betray us?”

Bi-wol looked visibly unsettled, unable to fully dispel her worries. 

Not too long ago, they had met as adversaries at the Yongbong tournament. 

Trusting someone like that in one go was indeed difficult, especially since they had once been out to kill each other.

But,

“You can trust this master.”

Each character in my novel moved according to their own convictions and thoughts, except for Kang Si-woo, of course.

Initially, he had been forced to yield to Bingsulhwa’s threats, with even his family held hostage. 

Nonetheless, he had shown willingness to join my side, even attempting to rescue Wolfram.

“This world is warmer than you think. Though you may have been foes yesterday, tomorrow, you might fight back-to-back.”

***

I slowly patted Bi-wol’s head, speaking softly. 

Even if I were to die tomorrow, she would have to continue living in this world.

“Then, must we also fight?”

“Hmm, it is a bit awkward,” Verdandi said, raising her hand high and voicing her opinion. Sieghardt, on the other hand, shook his head, plainly expressing his reluctance to fight.

“No, Sieghardt, it would be better for you to focus on training your sword-making skills.”

For Sieghardt to forge a sword from even time and space, he needed to perceive it through his own body, enduring endless effort to understand the flow of time and the space he inhabited.

“As for Verdandi, it would be best if you sparred with me to better understand the weaknesses of Sacred Armor.”

“The weaknesses… of Sacred Armor?” Verdandi echoed.

“Yes. Normally, Sacred Armor can be summoned by your will or appears in moments of life-threatening danger…”

Crack—

Forming an ice blade in my hand, I began to explain Sacred Armor’s vulnerability to Verdandi.

“If you are struck by a blow you don’t even notice, the Sacred Armor won’t activate to save you.”

Bringing the ice blade to her neck, I offered her a word of advice. 

This was a detail from the original story where the protagonist had failed in his attempt to take down the final boss.

“Bear this in mind, and we might stand a chance.”

“What makes you so certain?” 


Verdandi asked, puzzled by my confidence, seemingly unable to understand my dismissal of Azazel’s future predictions.

“Because we have stripped the Demon King of his power; the holy sword of the hero should be effective, don’t you think?”

With a faint smile, I pointed out a mistake that Shub-Niggurath had made to everyone. 

Perhaps Bingsulhwa’s desperate struggle had fooled even the outer gods. 

Since the Demon King and the hero were like black and white—opposing forces—the seemingly invincible outer god might finally be vulnerable.



 
  
    Chapter 65: To Save You (4)


The first thing I did was to evacuate the people in my sect to a distant place.

“Bing Yeon, are you really telling us to flee from here?”

“Yes, because soon, this place will turn into a battlefield.”

A murmur of anxiety spread among the many people in front of me, who struggled to hide their unease.

They were the wounded and the sick, families who had fled from crushing taxes imposed by the magistrate, and those who had lost hope in life and once attempted suicide.

One by one, I had saved them, and this was the result. 

Though a small sect, it had drawn in people beyond its humble size.

“…May I know the real reason?”

A child wrapped in bandages raised a hand to ask me a question. 

The child, once a target of ridicule in their village due to a skin disease, had joined our sect to receive treatment.

“There is a god who has come from a world not of this one. To save someone precious to me, I must kill that god.”

I spoke slowly, patting the child’s head. 

I had already reached out to other sects within the central martial arts world, so this child’s treatment wouldn’t be interrupted.

“We will fight as well. We owe our lives to Bing Yeon, after all.”

Another hand went up, this time from a parent who had come to my sect, desperate to save their child struck with a terminal illness. 

They were able to save their child’s life using an elixir obtained from the secret techniques of Biyeong Shintu.

“…It’s impossible for you.”

I shook my head as I looked at him, carrying a farming tool on his back like a spear. 

Even the strongest characters in my novel, the protagonist and the final boss, couldn’t be certain of withstanding the Outer God, Shub-Niggurath.

“Isn’t it something we’ll only know if we try?”

“No. We must minimize casualties.”

If ordinary people, untrained in martial arts, joined this battle, all I could envision was a tragic massacre.

In my original novel, I had enjoyed comparing otherworldly beings to the relationship between ants and humans; no matter how venomous an ant might be, it rarely kills a human.

“Bing Yeon, if I leave this place, I have nowhere to go. Please, I beg you, may I stay here?”

This time, a child missing a limb knelt before me. 

I had crafted a wooden prosthetic so they could live a more normal life.

“I’ve already asked for help from other sects. They won’t discriminate against you just because you’re missing a limb.”

I had reached out to other sects in advance, seeking their support to fortify this place. 

For that, I needed complex and effective formations.

The Hyeonhwa of the Mount Hua Sect, the Infinite Sword Technique of the Namgung Family, and the Poison Dragon of the Sichuan Tang Clan all held a friendly attitude toward me, so they would treat these children well.

“If the Outer God attacks our sect, our existence itself could be erased. No one will remember that Bing Yeon Hwayeon even existed.”

I spoke to them about the future Azazel had foreseen—an empty wasteland. 

It wasn’t that I was ignoring such a fate, but there was always a chance.

“I’ll probably die as well.”

I slowly spoke to those who gazed at me with worried eyes.

Honestly, I didn’t care when I died.

Living with a terminal illness, I was constantly aware of death’s presence. 

It might seem cruel to pay for three unfinished novels with my life, but if I had taken responsibility to the end, this situation wouldn’t have arisen.

This is the fate of an author who abandoned their work—a punishment for not concluding the world they created.

“…Is that really true?”

“Probably.”

I wanted to save everyone here. 

Even though they were mere extras, unworthy of a single line in the original novel, this place was now a real world.

A child orphaned overnight when their parents committed suicide due to famine.

Parents who, despite poverty, begged on the streets just to give their children an extra grain of barley.

All of them had emotions, souls. 

Though I had made them cruel in my design, some characters had a change of heart and became kind.

“This isn’t fair. What crime has Bing Yeon committed to deserve death…?”

The girl who spoke was one of them. 

Originally destined to learn the Immortal Poison Body technique at the Heavenly Demon Sect and become a ruthless killer, I saved her along with Biwol, as I knew the original story’s flow better than anyone.

“I will remain here! I have trained in martial arts; I can be of help to Bing Yeon!”

“There’s no need.”

I shook my head, dissuading her. 

Even with the Immortal Poison Body technique, she couldn’t withstand the mental assault of an Outer God.

However, “…I owe Bing Yeon my life. I want to protect this place, even if it means dying.”

“Yes! Bing Yeon saved our lives; we can’t just run away and do nothing!”

“Isn’t it better to have even one more person here?”

Led by her, many stepped forward, kneeling on one knee, as if pledging that they wouldn’t move from here until I forcibly expelled them.

“You… really don’t listen to me.”

Looking at them, a certain feeling filled my heart. 

Pride? 

Warmth? 

It was a sensation that no words or sentences could fully capture.

“Then, help fortify this sect. But once that’s done, you must flee from here to safety.”

I ended up acting uncharacteristically fickle. 

Normally, it would have been something I handled alone or with the help of my disciples.

“Understood!”

At last, they beamed with joy, standing up and bowing toward me with their fists clasped. 

It seemed they were quite pleased to be of assistance.

Normally, I would have repaid them for their lives by assigning them farm work or small chores around the sect.

“I’m really too soft….”

I raised my hand to my forehead and began to outline my next steps.

By now, Shub-Niggurath must have already realized that Kim Hyul and Sieghardt have joined our side.

Since she hasn’t made a move yet, it’s likely she has her own plans in place.

Evacuating the people within my sect can wait a bit longer.

The second thing I did was to call upon the martial experts from the original story.

“So, you called us to set up a formation to protect the sect?”

Numerous people gathered, including Hyeonhwa of the Mount Hua Sect, Jegal Hong of the Jegal Clan, Poison Dragon of the Sichuan Tang Sect, and the Infinite Sword Master of the Namgung Clan.

Originally, I wanted to call upon an undefeated martial sage who had nearly reached immortality, but due to the story’s altered flow, his whereabouts were now uncertain.


“I ask this of you all. Please, let us join our strengths.”

I bowed deeply before them, my request clear. 

If this method didn’t work, I was willing to beg and plead to protect my sect and disciples.

“Hahaha…!! At last, I can repay the debt I owe you from the last war!”

Suddenly, Poison Dragon of the Tang Clan burst into laughter, gesturing for me to stand properly.

“Even so, owing my life to someone from the demonic sect slightly bruises my pride!”

Poison Dragon chuckled heartily, a grin spreading across his face. 

Given his personality, he was probably a little embarrassed by the fact that someone from the demonic sect had saved his life.

Even with a blade to his neck, he had vowed not to accept treatment from me, but I had saved him by force, sealing our bond.

“I didn’t know you had pride to uphold, Poison Dragon.”

“There are few under this sky who haven’t benefited from the Frozen Dragon’s aid.”

Watching Poison Dragon, the Infinite Sword Master and Hyeonhwa shook their heads, murmuring that it was a pitiful sight.

From my perspective, he should have just admitted that he wanted to help, rather than putting on airs to save face.

“Uh, so… what should I do…?”

Jegal Hong, holding her metal brush, looked around, uncertain of why she’d been summoned.

In the original King of Diamond Fist, she displayed a genius aptitude, but because I had taken care of several major events in the Central Plains beforehand, she’d developed an introverted personality.

‘Originally, she was portrayed as a confident character in the Jegal Clan…’

I sighed inwardly. 

No matter how well a story is crafted, the author can’t control the characters’ behavior once they start moving on their own.

“Uh, um… I didn’t hear anything about such formidable martial artists gathering…?”

Jegal Hong fidgeted with her hair, her body trembling.

With no chance to shine in events that no longer occurred, she’d been stuck indoors studying formations until her father had brought her here.

“We need to turn the Frozen Dragon Blossom itself into an unbreakable fortress. Any ideas? We’re running short on time…!”

“Huh, w-what?!”

I grabbed her shoulders, saying this was our only chance. 

She startled, unable to look me in the eye.

“Y-your face is a little too close… the Frozen Dragon Blossom, right…?”

Jegal Hong blushed slightly, her small lips moving as if she were organizing her thoughts.


“If we divide the sect into the four cardinal directions—north, south, east, and west—and set up pillars using relics with innate energy, then it… might be possible…”

Without taking a breath, Jegal Hong explained the method for setting up the formation, shaking her head as if urging me to release her shoulders.

“…Thank you. Without you, this might not have worked.”

“Hehehe… I got praised… for the first time…”

I expressed my gratitude to Jegal Hong, who, with her hands on her cheeks, looked as though she was trying to discern whether this was reality or a dream.
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“Excuse me, Great Hero, if it’s not too much trouble… could you tell me what kind of enemy is approaching?”

As she prepared to arrange the formation while studying the map, Jegal Hong tapped my shoulder, her curiosity evident.

“It’s a massive god made of goat horns, hooves, and countless tentacles. A god from another world, you could say.”

I shared the truth with Jegal Hong, knowing that understanding who we were confining, and for what purpose, was crucial in setting up the formation.

“Bing Yeon, was that really true, what you just said?”

“If what you’re saying is accurate, aren’t we in danger as well?”

“It seems this is turning out to be quite an interesting situation.”

The other martial artists, who overheard my statement, couldn’t hide their shock. 

They had already realized it wasn’t a lie, given we had transformed their own sect into a fortress just for this battle.

“I suggest you refrain from participating in this fight.”

I began speaking to the others in a reassuring tone. 

After all, the mere sight of an Outer God could drive them insane or push them to end their own lives.

“Why? Wouldn’t we be at a slight advantage if we were here? That’s why we gathered like this in the first place…”

“You won’t withstand the mental attacks of an Outer God. You’ll either fall into madness and turn on your comrades or, worse, beg for someone to end your life.”

The others fell silent at my grave warning. 

They seemed to grasp why I, who usually stayed out of sight while living a life on borrowed time, had asked for help in such a way.

“Great Hero, how big would this enemy be, roughly…?”

“It’s large enough to cover the heavens and the sun, making it dark as night.”

“T-Then, I suppose I should make the pillars sharper and larger than I initially suggested!”

Only Jegal Hong seemed delighted, her eyes sparkling as she flashed a mischievous smile. 

Now that she knew it was an Outer God, she was adjusting the size and type of the formation accordingly.

Jegal Hong was a genius when it came to formations and strategies. 

The Jegal family had always been skilled in these areas, which was why I’d included the same setup as in other martial arts novels.

“It would be wonderful if the pillars could act as a central support, blocking the descent of the Outer God, like holding up a giant sun…!”

“Is there any other way to prepare? Before it reveals its form, it might inhabit the body of a young girl.”

“Y-Yes, there is…!”

I told Jegal Hong about the deity possessing Seolhwa’s body, and she immediately began drawing a large vortex on the map, creating a maze-like formation.

“If we do it this way… we can make it lose its sense of direction and wander aimlessly while in human form!”

“Placing a separate formation outside the sect, making its location unknown… not a bad plan.”

“Hehehe, r-right?”

Jegal Hong nodded fervently like a malfunctioning doll. 

She seemed almost starved for praise.

“If it sends a spawn—a black goat with tentacles—how should we handle it?”

To prepare for even the smallest chance, I began explaining ‘Old Young,’ the black lamb said to be the child of Shub-Niggurath.

“How big would it be…?”

“It’s likely larger than a house. Imagine a creature the size of a small mountain, moving to devour people.”

“T-Then… we should set up a trap. Perhaps utilizing the natural landscape as much as possible…”

Despite my descriptions, Jegal Hong kept his sharp mind, strategizing ways to counter the threat. 

Though he stammered and seemed unsure, her formations were unmatched, even in this entire martial world.

“Thank you very much. Is there anything else you desire?”

I expressed my gratitude with a fist salute. She bashfully scratched the back of her head with a shy smile.

“T-Then… could you tell my father that I am capable too?”

Unlike the original story, Jegal Hong hadn’t had many chances to shine, leaving her overlooked within her family. 

Recognition from them seemed most important to her.

With her by my side, no matter what other beings invaded this martial world, it would be no problem.

“Understood. Is there anything else you desire? I was originally planning to give you some silver…”

“N-No need…! It’s been so long since I discussed formations with someone like this…! If I took money, it would feel like a financial transaction…!”

Jegal Hong waved her hands in refusal, turning down the silver I intended to give. 

If she needed neither money nor fame, what did she truly want?

I rested my chin in thought.

When it came to Bi-wol or the other disciples, a pat on the head usually sufficed, but there were too many onlookers here.

“…A friend!”

“Hm? What did you say?”

“If you’d become my friend, I’d be more than satisfied!”

Jegal Hong’s proposal was unexpected.

Simply to be a close friend. 

Although there was an age difference, such things were trivial in this martial world.

In actual history, it wasn’t uncommon for people of different ages to become friends.

“I’ve always been so withdrawn… it’s been so long since I enjoyed talking with someone like this…!”

Watching Jegal Hong tremble in fear of rejection, I looked at her with a soft, sympathetic gaze.

“Is… is that a no?”

“Why wouldn’t it be possible? If you want a friend, I can be one.”

Since I needed the help of the Jegal clan to set up the formation, it was better to be on friendly terms with her rather than hostile.

“Th-thank you…! Hehehe…”

I nodded in agreement, and Jegal Hong’s face lit up with a peculiar laugh.

“In that case, we could also spread some poison along the enemy’s path. Paralysis or bleeding poison would work well—after all, they’re rather large creatures.”

With Jegal Hong’s assistance, the formation was nearly complete. 

It was Tang Munhyuk, known as the ‘Poison Dragon,’ who spoke up first. 

As the head of the Sichuan Tang Clan, he had unmatched knowledge of poisons and hidden weapons.

People often have the misconception that poisons don’t work well on large opponents, but even elephants can be killed with just a tiny amount of the right poison.

“There’s a treacherous mountain range nearby, so we could use it to our advantage. Lure those creatures—those so-called ‘Young Lambs’—into it, then trigger a landslide to wipe them all out at once.”

The next person to speak was Hyeonhwa , the head of the Mount Hua Sect. 

He tapped his finger on the mountain range beside Bing Yeon Hwayeon, envisioning his sect nestled high within those steep peaks.

“…It’s a good idea, but would they really fall for such an obvious trap?”

“Didn’t you mention disorienting them with the formation? Let’s expand it beyond the sect grounds to confuse them even more.”

Jegal Hong and Hyeonhwa exchanged ideas, with Jegal Hong suggesting a much larger spiral than initially planned.

“Like this.”

“That could be risky… It’ll take a lot of time to prepare…!”

Jegal Hong sighed anxiously, worried about meeting the deadline since I had warned them of an imminent invasion.


“…In that case, let’s focus on creating sword traps to minimize manpower losses.”

At that moment, Namgung Dohoon, the Infinite Sword of the Namgung clan, proposed a new strategy. He was an unmatched master in swordsmanship.

If Namgung Dohoon set up sword traps, it might actually harm Shub-Niggurath.

“Bing Yeon, if we fail to defeat these foreign entities, wouldn’t all of Murim be in danger?”

He looked at me, having pieced together the implications. He must have realized that if such a powerful enemy were coming, his sect wouldn’t be safe, either.

“No, their target is only me and my disciple.”

However, judging by Shub-Niggurath’s actions so far, that possibility seemed unlikely. 

If the outsider intended to kill everyone, it would have already done so instead of holding back.

‘Guiding the outcome toward the ending they desire… That must be Shub-Niggurath’s true goal.’

That was my assessment of the outsider’s intent. 

It had accepted the result after failing to kill my disciples at the Yongbong meeting, retreating without further incident.

Otherwise, it could have easily devoured everyone there.

The unknown makes it terrifying; its unfathomable nature makes it dreadful. 

Perhaps even its reason for sparing Seolhwa was part of some grand design.

“Well, now that we’ve covered most points, let’s move forward with a compromise.”

I gathered the various opinions of the Murim experts and crafted a plan of fortification.


While I strategize with the martial artists, one of my diligent disciples sensed an unusual tension in the air during training.

“Why are you suddenly like this, Senior Bi-wol?”

Bi-wol, glancing back instinctively, sensed something ominous where Master Bing Yeon was conversing.

“…It seems there’s a woman aiming to be a stray cat.”

Bi-wol bit her nails, jealousy flashing in her eyes as she thought of Jegal Hong, who had bonded with her master and friend.
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All.

A few days later, thanks to the help of others, my sect had finally transformed into a fortress that could withstand almost anything.

“A maze that leads intruders astray, a defensive barrier to prevent ambushes, various traps… and even a method to cause landslides if things go south. Everything is ready.”

In particular, the famously skilled tactician from the House of Jegal, Jegal Hong, was beaming with excitement, filling in the gaps of the plan I had devised.

“Master, could it be that you favor that frail girl?”

It seemed that Bi-wol, who had stopped her training to approach me, was feeling jealous.

“It’s just a cooperative relationship.”

More than anything, we’re simply friends. 

If she truly had feelings for me like Bi-wol and the other disciples, she would have shown even more affection.

“Please don’t lie. A woman’s intuition is a powerful thing.”

Despite my explanation, Bi-wol wasn’t letting go and instead tightened her arms around me. 

Even with the looming threat of Shub-Niggurath’s attack, she remained unfazed.

“So, how is your training progressing?”

In the end, I decided to change the subject. 

It was a waste of time to bicker over such trivial matters.

“…Honestly, I’m not sure if I’m making progress.”

Bi-wol sighed deeply, her gaze fixed on the training grounds where my disciples, including Verdandi and Azazel, were sparring.

“No matter how much I train, I keep feeling like I can’t advance to a higher level.”

Her hands were trembling slightly as she spoke, as if she desperately wished to reach the Fire Realm to save me first.

“There’s no need to force yourself to reach the Fire Realm. More than anything, your well-being is what matters to me.”

I gently stroked her head. 

In truth, I had never considered the possibility of loving or sharing affection with anyone, knowing how cruel it was to be the one left behind.

I had felt that pain all too keenly in my previous life, and so I tried not to grow too attached.

“…Master, you’re always so unfair. When you say such things, it only makes me more determined.”

At some point, Bi-wol and my other disciples had become an integral part of my life, a lingering trace of Seolhwa’s legacy, like daughters to me.

“In that case, let me observe and correct any shortcomings I see in all of you. Perhaps that will help you see something new.”

I gave them a gentle smile. 

Wasn’t this, perhaps, the best sight a creator could hope to witness?

“Master, if you don’t mind, would you please keep the Blood Treasure with you?”

Bi-wol handed me a sacred elixir, smiling faintly, seemingly pleased with my words.

“Why the sudden request?”

“If we do reach the Fire Realm, we hope you’ll choose the one who will help you nourish your energy.”

To an outsider, her words might have sounded insane, the sort of thing that could earn me curses as a degenerate. 

After all, what master would ever lay hands on disciples he considered as his children?

“If you refuse, there might be an unfortunate incident where we force the elixir upon you and share our affection, Master.”

As I remained silent, Bi-wol leaned in close, lowering her voice to a whisper in my ear, a mischievous smile on her face.

“Must it come to that?”

“Isn’t it obvious? You test my patience by bringing other women here and disregarding my affections.”

Reluctantly, I slipped the elixir case into my sleeve. 

If it meant saving Seolhwa, it was best to accept her proposal for now. 

There might be a chance that, if one of my disciples reached the Fire Realm first, they’d pounce on me like a ravenous beast.

“Then I’ll accept it, with gratitude.”

It was for the slimmest of possibilities.

The fact that Bi-wol, who was the most likely to advance, made this offer suggested she was confident.

“I still don’t quite understand. Why do I need to master the mysteries of the Six Harmonies Technique to fight these foreign gods?”

Kim Hyul, who had approached me after a training session, spoke up first.

“Isn’t that creature’s attack useless against me anyway? In a prolonged battle, I and that blonde girl have the upper hand, don’t we?”

Possessing the Unbreakable Diamond Body, he seemed puzzled as to why this training was necessary.

“The true terror of the foreign gods isn’t in their strength or size.”

I shook my head, adjusting his stance, explaining calmly. Fear often stems from the unknown.

The Outer God Shub-Niggurath’s terror lay in her incomprehensible thoughts and actions, beyond the grasp of mere humans.

Look at me, for instance. 

Who could have imagined she’d bind a creator to her twisted world because he paused his serialization?

“Our opponent, Shub-Niggurath, could insert her tendrils into your ears and nostrils, devouring your brain.”

I explained as simply as possible to heighten Kim Hyul’s sense of caution. 

If I had mentioned mental attacks, he’d probably dismiss them as something that could be overcome with spirit alone.

“That’s… rather unsettling.”

Realizing my words weren’t a joke, Kim Hyul swallowed hard and clenched his fists. 

Even with his Unbreakable Diamond Body, he’d learned from his sparring with Bi-wol that he couldn’t protect his internal organs.

“The essence of the Six Harmonies Technique is in the union of heaven, earth, and the four directions. It’s beneficial to always keep these three pairs of forces in mind.”

“Is that what that girl in strange clothes was aiming for when she punched the sky?”

Kim Hyul pointed at Azazel and asked me. 

Her technique at the Yongbong Gathering was undeniably impressive to anyone who saw it.

“Yes, but it’s not easy to incorporate immediately. Enlightenment in martial arts is achieved through endless repetition.”

“Understood. I’ll give it my best effort.”

With those words, Kim Hyul resumed his stance, ready to spar with Bi-wol again.

“…It seems you’re quite popular.”

At that moment, Sieghardt appeared, having sensed my presence. 

He was sitting cross-legged, meditating. 

I had recommended this method to him to heighten his awareness of the flow of time and space.

In the original work The hero must die, this was a realization he had achieved at the brink of death. 

But now, with each individual’s power being crucial, I couldn’t put him through a life-threatening experience.

“Every gaze and step directed at you comes from women. At this rate, you should be setting up a harem, not a training sect.”

“…”

“Lady Verdandi, Lady Azazel… they’re all stealing glances at you while training.”

Having observed me while he set up traps and formations with Jegal Hong and overhearing my conversation with Bi-wol, Sieghardt had noticed everything with sharp perception. 

It seemed that meditation had heightened his senses even more.

“This has nothing to do with you.”

Unable to hide my unease, I responded curtly.


“Haha! I don’t have the right to chastise your conduct, but I could hear your heart pounding, so I thought a bit of advice might be in order.”

Sieghardt laughed heartily, expressing his satisfaction with his progress in meditation. 

It was indeed awakening his other senses.

“At first, I thought I couldn’t afford to meditate peacefully with the wind blowing like this.”

“You felt that way because your family was kidnapped.”

“Yes, exactly. The situation was so urgent that every second felt precious. Anyone facing such horror would feel the same, don’t you think?”

Sieghardt shuddered slightly, recalling the first time he had learned of Shub-Niggurath’s true nature. 

Though he was blind, the awareness of that being must have struck him deeply.

“At that moment, I genuinely felt like I was going to die. In the face of overwhelming terror, all I felt was helplessness.”

“So that’s why you tested me and my disciples? To see if, should you fail, you’d have no hope against Shub-Niggurath?”

“Precisely. In desperation, I put my faith in you as my last lifeline.”

Sieghardt nodded slowly. 

He must have thought that losing at the Yongbong Gathering could cost his family their lives.

“…Sieghardt.”

“Yes?”

“…As we live, we tend to forget that time flows and that there are places we can never return to.”

I tried to comfort him by sharing a bit of the insight he had gained when he wielded time and space as his sword in the original story.

“Is that so? Even if time flows on, can’t we revisit places?”

“Memories are special. If you were to visit your hometown, where you lived with your sister, would it truly be the same place if you went alone?”

Hearing my words, Sieghardt fell silent, as if he had realized something he had been missing all along.


“Time flows, and places change. But if there’s one thing that doesn’t change…”

To help him reach enlightenment, I added one last thought. 

As the author of The hero must die, I had always imagined the essence of Sieghardt’s abilities.

“It’s the emotions embedded deep within the heart. Like a blade held close.”

After all, I hadn’t given up writing as a way of leaving Seolhwa’s memory in this world.
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Shub-Niggurath reminisced about the time when she first encountered Han Dohyun’s web novels.

Initially, it was nothing more than simple amusement—a series of actions aimed solely at killing time, no more and no less, to break the monotony of her dull daily life.

As she wandered the outer cosmos, trapped in boredom and ennui, such a tedious existence would have driven her mad had she not found new forms of entertainment.

“I used to think humans were beings who always wanted something from me,” she mused.

Before reading web novels, she considered humans to be as simple as ants. 

Creatures that desired, envied, and greedily penetrated forbidden realms not permitted to them, all to make their wishes known.

So, Shub-Niggurath hadn’t expected much from human creations like web novels.

“But after reading them myself, my perspective changed.”

Upon reading Han Dohyun’s first web novel, King of Diamond Fist, she felt as if a new world had opened before her eyes. 

The story of Kim Hyul, a protagonist who uses his fists, battling against the Heavenly Demon Bi-wol for revenge.

Just recalling it was enough to make the corners of her mouth lift gently—it was such an enjoyable read.

Since the standard of enjoyment is always relative, what others classified as a so-called failed work was a masterpiece to Shub-Niggurath.

The unfolding narrative of the protagonist, the villains’ motivations, the battles showcasing martial arts—all these were new stimuli for her.

“I knew nothing about martial arts fiction, but it felt like I was studying alongside the author, which was nice…”

For someone like her, a complete outsider to martial arts novels, it became an opportunity to first delve into human literature.

Through these experiences, whenever historical inaccuracies or typos appeared, Shub-Niggurath would sometimes leave comments asking the author to make corrections, utilizing the knowledge she had gained.

As this cycle repeated, she truly became a fan of Han Dohyun, loyally following each daily chapter.

An avid reader, so to speak. 

She was so passionate that even Han Dohyun, the original author, remembered her that way.

“When the web novel was being serialized, every day that I used to spend idly had turned into days full of anticipation…”

If a chapter was uploaded at midnight, Shub-Niggurath’s mood soared from 11 p.m. onward. 

 A thrill akin to creating a new world coursed through her body.

She was curious about how the protagonist, who was in danger in the last chapter, would find a way out, and she let her imagination run wild about how he would confront the final boss, Bi-wol.

But then…

“…I first learned about discontinuation of serialization.”

Her joy didn’t last long. 

Han Dohyun decided to stop the serialization due to low view counts.

At first, she couldn’t comprehend his decision. 

Although the view counts were low, the enjoyment and immersion were superior to other novels.

Without this novel, she had to return to her monotonous life—only now, she was aware of the joy she was missing. 

It was more terrible than experiencing heaven and then falling back into hell.

“I left donations, recommendations, and comments every day; was it not enough?”

In truth, thinking objectively, perhaps Shub-Niggurath found his web novels more enjoyable because she knew the backstory of the man named Han Dohyun.

A man who wrote novels for his deceased first love.

A human who, despite being told he had no talent, didn’t give up and continued to challenge himself, redirecting his dreams toward web novels while working part-time as a math instructor.

“Well, his reason for writing had already been shattered…”

Because of the twists and turns in his life, Han Dohyun was a writer who could beautifully weave tender love stories into his novels.

Shub-Niggurath was so sincere about his works that she secretly investigated who the author was.

“He probably couldn’t endure the drop in views. After all, it was a novel he had staked his life on.”

Han Dohyun had devoted everything to his writing, all for the promise he made with his deceased girlfriend, Yoo Seolhwa..

Even as an adult, he didn’t abandon his childhood dream of becoming a novelist. 

He didn’t give up writing, even while working part-time at a math academy.

King of Diamond Fist, The hero must die, I Got Possessed in an Idle Game—in all these works, characters modeled after a woman named Yoo Seolhwa. appeared. 

A foolish man who couldn’t forget his lover.

Shub-Niggurath sighed deeply, stroking her chin with her hand. 

She was retracing the events that had transpired while inhabiting the body of Bingsulhwa.

“…If only he had properly completed just one work, things wouldn’t have escalated to this extent.”

The initial discontinuation was bearable. 

Han Dohyun had assured his readers that he would soon return with his next work.

He mentioned that now he understood why the view counts were dropping and that he would try to improve in his next piece.

However…

“Originally, web novels are supposed to maximize their strengths rather than trim away their weaknesses…”

Han Dohyun, brimming with confidence, released To Kill the Hero. 

Yet, it garnered even less attention than his first work, King of Diamond Fist.

By removing the brick-like structure and long-winded style that had once been a flaw, his story, known for its intense emotional depth, now felt all too ordinary. 

In an attempt to replicate the early success of his debut, he brought back similar plot lines and characters, almost as if cloning himself. 

Furthermore, his “masterpiece syndrome” led him to make Verdandi, the final boss, overwhelmingly powerful, stalling the plot’s progression.

“Well, since the perspectives of authors and readers are often different, it’s likely Han Dohyun didn’t realize these issues, even if analyzed.”

In the end, due to various setbacks, Han Dohyun once again chose to halt his serialization. 

A tragic figure, consumed by his own work.

“But discontinuing his third and final novel was, honestly, too much.”

Believing this would finally be his breakthrough, Han Dohyun picked up his last novel, I Got Possessed in an Idle Game. 

Balancing his life as both a web novel writer and a math academy tutor, he probably thought he’d done enough research, considering his ample experience with idle games.

This time, he adopted a straightforward setting and chose a title likely to attract attention. 

Han Dohyun, in that moment, seemed convinced this would be his success.

“…Well, in the end, he couldn’t let go of his unrequited feelings for a certain girl, so the theme and plot were bound to have limitations.”

Once more, he suffered a humiliating lack of views, and in the end, he even abandoned the novel he had planned alongside Yoo Seolhwa.

– Author, you can’t end the serialization! I’ve read all three works; if this one disappears too, what will I have left to read?

Shub-Niggurath, so earnest about his stories, left this desperate comment. 

Thanks to web novels, her days had been filled with joy, but now she saw a future without a new installment.

“So, I created a world combining the three novels. The idea of creating a universe from a single story was intriguing.”

Thus, Shub-Niggurath devised a plan: to craft an ending for the abandoned novels with Han Dohyun’s own hands. 

She carefully blended each story’s final boss, protagonist, and settings, dividing the continent into West and East, allowing each realm to acknowledge the other’s existence.

“Besides, a story without a heroine is boring… So, I’ve also prepared a twist.”

Reviving only the soul of Yoo Seolhwa was part of her scheme. 

Fully resurrecting the girl, whose body had already been shattered, would have caused chaos in that world.

The girl’s parents, knowing of her death, might be devastated; moreover, the resurrection of the deceased could spark a new religious sect.

Not all Outer Gods, like Mordigian, harbored negative or hostile feelings toward humans. 

Despite being an Outer God, she, also known as the “Mother of All Beings,” enjoyed stories of such tender love.


– At this point, I have no choice but to show my ‘true intention.’

Shub-Niggurath’s true intention was to reunite the once-lovers Han Dohyun and Yoo Seolhwa.

“Well then, shall I go see the ending of this world myself…?”

Unable to hide the smile tugging at her lips, Shub-Niggurath took one prepared step forward. 


She ensured the hostages were safely secured to prevent any interference in the fight, and she’d killed the demon lord aiming to conquer the West, absorbing his power.

All that remained was for Han Dohyun, the original author of this novel, to craft a new ending with his own hands.

“I’m waiting, Unnamed One, Han Dohyun.”

Uttering Han Dohyun’s pen name, Shub-Niggurath took her first step toward his sect, the Frosted Dragon Sect.





 
  
    Chapter 69: Fully prepared (4)


Could a life without regrets truly exist in this world?

This was the harsh reality I felt after being thrown into a world from a novel.

My perspective changed completely after witnessing the characters I created breathing and living in the spaces I had once brought to life through words.

Honestly, I didn’t feel much guilt when I stopped serializing my work in my past life.

After all, it was just a free online story, and it barely got any views, lingering in single digits with no hope of revival.

Even famous authors often rewrite and start over until they get it right, so I thought it would be fine if I did the same.

Back then, I only hoped that even one more person would see the traces of Seolhwa that I had left in the world.

There was a personal desire as well—to one day succeed as a web novel author, to continue Seolhwa’s legacy in my work.

But over time, I became self-conscious, envious of rankings, and could only see the flaws in my writing. 

Eventually, I began to question why I was writing at all.

Now, thinking back on it, I should have enjoyed the act of writing itself, regardless of the number of views.

That’s the difference between an amateur and a professional.

To take responsibility for one’s own work, leading readers to its end—no matter what happens.

Seolhwa used to say that too…

That it was our duty as writers, that if we created a world and characters, it was our role to guide them towards a happy ending.

If only you hadn’t died and stayed by my side, things might have turned out differently.

Yoo Seolhwa, who always cherished my stories. 

Thinking back, she had some similarities to Shub-Niggurath.

She would always leave recommendations and emoticons on my work, leaving long comments with her interpretations when mysteries were resolved.

Unable to sleep, I tossed and turned, trying to organize my thoughts. 

By tomorrow, Shub-Niggurath would likely arrive here.

The fortress of the sect was completed, and the people had been evacuated. 

Azazel, who had regained consciousness, was awakened and trained, and all preparations were made for any unforeseen circumstances.

But could I really kill the Outer God, Shub-Niggurath?

Even if I managed to rescue Seolhwa, it was unlikely our relationship would return to what it once was.

After all, Seolhwa and I were now trapped in the bodies of Bing Yeon and Bingsulhwa, with the background of being half-siblings.

And I needed to manage my relationships with my disciples properly.

I shivered slightly as I recalled the final bosses from the three novels I’d written.

The Eternal Bloodstone was in my sleeve right now. 

If they ever surpassed my cultivation and reached the state of transcending, I might really have to bond with these beings I had raised almost like daughters.

How did I even raise them…?

I let out a deep sigh. 

Even as the original author, I hadn’t anticipated that they’d develop feelings for me in this way.

The case of Bi-wol was especially troublesome. 

I still remembered all her childish antics, from the mischief she caused in her younger days to crying secretly in her room because she couldn’t eat sweets.

I had cherished her, filling the role of a parent her own couldn’t fulfill.

Yet… imagining these girls as my romantic partners is still something I can’t envision.

When they come of age, who knows, my feelings might change. 

But as long as they remain young, an improper relationship is out of the question.

Who knows, by then they might have found someone else. 

There are countless people who don’t keep their childhood promises of love.

Delaying things as much as possible seems best.

Even if I might not live that long, I didn’t want to turn the final bosses of my beloved novels into widows who had lost their husbands.

“Master, are you awake?”

As I resolved myself, a voice called from outside.

“…Bi-wol? Why are you here? Could it be that you can’t sleep?”

It was Bi-wol. 

Startled, I rose and opened the door.

Her red eyes, visible through the crack, reflected the moonlight, her hair black as the night.

“Yes, the thought of the upcoming battle is weighing on my mind, and I worry for your safety, Master…”

“…”

“Master, could you perhaps refrain from joining this fight? Leave the troublesome and painful matters to us disciples and find safety elsewhere.”

Bi-wol whispered gently, aware of my weakened state.

“Master, you won’t live past this year. Considering it’s winter now, there’s truly not much time left.”

As someone with heightened perception, Bi-wol would have undoubtedly noticed.

“…How long have you known?”

“For quite some time, but I tried not to let my sadness show. I believed it was my duty as your disciple.”

Bi-wol stroked my cheek softly, a glimmering tear forming in her eye.

“But this is a fight I must join.”

“In the end, even if you’re siblings, you’re still only half-siblings. No matter how thick blood is, it’s not worth risking yourself when you’re already in poor health.”

Not knowing that Seolhwa was my lover in my past life, Bi-wol kept pleading for me to stay out of the battle, concerned for my condition.

“…This isn’t something you need to worry about.”

“Why shouldn’t I be concerned? I am devoted to you, my master. I was taught that it’s natural to worry about the person you love.”

It was a calm confession, unlike her usual demeanor.

Not trying to force her emotions, not showing a trace of darkness—simply yearning for me to understand her feelings.

“…Is it wrong for me to hold onto these feelings? You saved my life, changed my entire world. To me, you are like a guiding light.”

With a trembling voice, Bi-wol continued to speak her heart, as if questioning why I was pushing her away.

“Am I not allowed to admire such light, the moon that brightens the night sky?”

“……”

Perhaps sensing that much would change after this battle, Bi-wol was pouring out her true feelings.

She had found the courage to be honest. 

Then, is it right for me to keep lying to her?

‘No. At least, Bi-wol isn’t lying to herself about her feelings.’

If so, then I should respond to her heart as well.

“…Bi-wol, what if I were the one who founded the Heavenly Demon Divine Cult, the one responsible for pulling your life into ruin?”

Taking a deep breath, I gathered my thoughts and spoke. 

Since I was already a dying man, there was no reason to leave regrets behind.

I revealed to Bi-wol that I was the author of King of Diamond Fist. 

It was better than explaining the absurdity of how the novel I once wrote had become reality.


“……”

“What if I told you I was the mastermind behind the Great Battle of Righteousness and Evil, that I caused the deaths of countless innocent people, and that I saved you all out of guilt—would you believe me?”

Bi-wol listened in silence as I unraveled even more shocking truths to her.

Above all, I believed that Bi-wol, who had suffered the most, deserved to know the truth.

“And what if I told you that, in a past life, I was a foolish man in love with a woman named Ice Flower, determined to save her?”

“…It wouldn’t matter.”

Suddenly, Bi-wol pushed me down, her eyes fierce.

I thought I was about to lose my life to her unexpected change in attitude, so I squeezed my eyes shut.

“……?!”

Smooch, smooch… ♡

The next thing I felt was the soft sensation of her lips against mine. 

Bi-wol kissed me repeatedly, lightly but intensely.

“Even if the world sees you as a sinner, even if you were the one who once tried to kill me, it wouldn’t matter to me.”

Bi-wol spoke with resolute words, silencing any excuse I might offer as she continued to seal my lips.

“Hah… Is this why you suddenly insisted on saving the other disciples? I… I think I’m finally starting to understand…”

As if hurt by something, she kissed me again, pouting softly.

“B-Bi-wol…”

“Mm… Please stay still. It makes it harder for me to kiss you…”


Frozen in place, burdened by my sins, I could only receive her barrage of kisses.

“Even if all of that is true, it doesn’t change anything for me. I know better than anyone that you’re a good person, one who takes on even the heaviest burdens.”

Bi-wol smiled softly, showing she didn’t care about the wrongs I had confessed.

“So, one day, won’t you accept my feelings too? When this battle is over, when I come of age, let us truly be bound as husband and wife…♡”

Leaving a deep, lingering kiss, Bi-wol made a promise to me for the future.



 
  
    Chapter 70: Trying to rewrite the ending of this novel (1)


Bi-wol, who had stolen Bing Yeon’s lips and fled as if escaping, returned to her chamber and recalled the sensation from that moment.

‘It was so much better than any dream….’

Kicking her blankets in excitement, a strange laugh escaped her. 

The feeling and impression were entirely different from the illusion of her master created by the incubus in his dream.

Bing Yeon, who had always felt like an unshakable mountain, had surrendered before her passionate affection, unable to do anything.

There were parts even firmer than in the dream, yet others softer. 

The contrast was enchanting, and it made her lick her lips again, feeling insatiable despite all the affection she’d already poured out.

Bi-wol had practiced countless times in her imagination for moments like these. 

She had envisioned mixing their breaths, entwining their tongues, and touching his vulnerable places, wanting to hold him captive forever.

‘I wonder if Master enjoyed it too… hehehe…’

Just moments ago, they’d inhaled each other’s scent, licked each other’s lips as if savoring them. 

At that moment, the boundary between master and disciple vanished, leaving only the undeniable fact that they were simply man and woman.

The quickened breaths and his flushed ears were clear signs—he was a man, after all.

‘…No matter how harsh Master might be, I am ready to follow him to the ends of hell.’

Bi-wol revisited the confession Bing Yeon had made. 

It was a rare moment of vulnerability, as he revealed his true self, and she had seen a crack in his armor.

‘Did he truly think of me as such a naive, ignorant girl?’

In truth, Bi-wol had sensed his secret long ago. 

He was the one who’d saved her from the Heavenly Demon Divine cult when she was young, the one who had an obsessive drive to save lives.

Though he coughed blood as if on the brink of death, he ignited his very life to save her. 

Rumors even circulated that he was the righteous one who saved the most lives during the great battle between the righteous sects and demonic sects.

After being rescued from the Heavenly Demon Divine cult, Bi-wol didn’t open her heart to Bing Yeon right away. 

Before meeting him, she had believed that the demonic sect was filled solely with evil people.

They were martial artists who disregarded laws, who chose the path of heresy instead of righteousness, stopping at nothing to achieve their goals—that was how the demonic sect had always been defined.

But,

‘Master walked the path of the demonic sect to save more people and even established a sect to take in those with nowhere to go.’

Bing Yeon was different.

In the righteous sects, bloodlines and talent often took priority, making it difficult to aid the sick or the unfortunate. 

Bing Yeon, who had fled from the Five Poisons Sect, could have aligned with the righteous sects, but he chose to dirty his hands to save the most lives.

‘Even if this world were created by Master, and he orchestrated every misfortune that surrounded me….’

Bi-wol closed her eyes tightly, steeling herself, though a tear rolled down one side of her face, its bitterness piercing her heart.

Ordinary people, if given control of a world, would only think of living lavishly. 

Isn’t that only natural? 

They would fill it with things and people of their own making, using it for their own pleasure.

‘…I won’t hate Master. After all, he has strived to save as many lives as possible.’

But Bing Yeon hadn’t acted that way.

He came for her in a frail body with limited time left, comforting her as she struggled with despair after being abandoned by her parents, unable to eat or sleep.

Having watched him from so close, Bi-wol prided herself on understanding him better than anyone. 

Naïve, selfless, and sacrificing for others—a foolish man who could lay down his life for strangers. 

She’d fallen in love with him because of it.

It didn’t matter even if he was the one who created the Heavenly Demon Divine cult that had tormented her. 

Surely, there were reasons he hadn’t yet disclosed.

If he were truly the one responsible for throwing her life into chaos, he would have lived without guilt, without sacrificing himself for others.

After all, her parents, who sold her for a few bags of rice, and the high priest of the Heavenly Demon Divine cult, who fed flesh and blood to children, had done just that.

‘Besides, it’s not like everything goes according to Master’s plans, does it?’

Bi-wol remembered Bing Yeon’s worried expression whenever she refused food or couldn’t sleep as a child.

Those sorrowful eyes that showed genuine concern for her health.

If, as Wolfram had suggested, Han Dohyun and Bing Yeon were one and the same, and he was the creator of this world, he wouldn’t have needed to go through such trouble.

‘Even if the feelings I hold now were fabricated by Master…’

Bi-wol bit her lower lip, imagining the possibility. 

But stories, after all, have a way of straying from the paths their creators lay out.

“…I am deeply longing for you, Master.”

At this moment, Bi-wol’s feelings held no trace of deceit or pretense. 

It was pure and tender love.

Although she regretted having to lie about seeing the future and silently enduring her unrequited feelings, knowing that her love would likely remain unanswered.

“I am a sinner, a disciple who fell in love with a master as vast as the heavens.”

He was the one who saved her, who couldn’t eat anything but flesh and blood, the one who showed her the warmth of humanity and the hope of tomorrow.

The debt Bi-wol owed to Bing Yeon was beyond anything she could repay in a lifetime, yet she was willing to follow him to the ends of hell, no matter his sins.

“So, Master, please… bear the responsibility of my heart along with me.”

Bi-wol imagined the future Azazel once hinted at, a sly smile playing at her lips. 

If it was a scene so provocative that the virtuous priest bled from his nose, then there could only be one possibility.

Even if it was only one of many possible futures, she could wait until she was an adult to drastically increase the chances of it happening.

“I will reach the Flowering State before anyone else and shatter your vow of celibacy, Master.”

Placing a hand on her chest, Bi-wol felt the pounding of her heart, the thrill of love born between her and Bing Yeon.

Realizing that her love was finally blossoming, Bi-wol knew she would never forget this moment.

The day after Bi-wol left with a passionate kiss, I woke up earlier than usual.

‘Did I sleep poorly…?’

The girl I once thought of as a young disciple had been harboring such intense feelings for me, hidden beneath her quiet demeanor. 

I had sensed her emotions vaguely while repelling her inner demons, but I assumed they would fade over time.

‘…I wonder if she’s noticed that I am the creator of this world.’

By now, it would almost be strange if she hadn’t. 

The characters I created had all broken free of my expectations and gained a life of their own. 

Bi-wol’s mark on me yesterday was a prime example.

I yawned, trying to shake off the remnants of sleep, but the lingering tingle in my mouth kept drawing me back to last night’s memory.

‘I didn’t think Bi-wol would say she didn’t mind knowing everything…’

Ordinarily, I thought of myself as a sinner who had wronged her, paying for abandoning my series by enduring this world’s trials.

But yesterday, Bi-wol assured me again and again that it was alright, while she claimed my lips. 

Each fleeting moment seemed to stretch into an eternity, perhaps an entire hour.

‘…It’s time I gave her an answer. To honor her feelings, if nothing else.’


Sensing an immense presence approaching my sect, I rested my chin on my hand. 

The Shub-Niggurath possessing Bingseolhwa’s body was on the move.

“….”

Ready to fight, I stepped out of my room, and as the door creaked open, my disciples stood waiting for me.

“Master, this humble one is fully prepared. Just give the order.”

“Bing Yeon, the plan is sound, isn’t it?”

The protagonist and final boss from the first martial arts novel I wrote, King of Diamond Fist: Kim Hyul and Bi-wol.

“Master! That foreign god is moving toward us now!”

“Even if I die, I hope you will save my family.”

The protagonist and final boss from my second fantasy novel, The Hero Must Die: Sieghardt and Verdandi.

“Brother, after this battle, I shall build a statue in your honor and establish a new religion. Then, I will be known as the Saintess of Bing Yeon, not the Saintess of the foreign god….”


And finally, Azazel, the ultimate boss of the game-transmigration web novel I Got Possessed in an Idle Game.

Though I regretted that the protagonist, Kang Si-woo, wasn’t present, he surely wouldn’t miss this battle.

“…Alright, everyone, are you ready?”

Looking at my disciples, I softened my expression into a smile. 

After all, I couldn’t imagine losing.



 
  
    Chapter 71: Trying to rewrite the ending of this novel (2)


“Yes, this will make things a bit more interesting.”

Shub-Niggurath gazed at the scene before her, a bitter smile gracing her lips. 

With the help of Jegal Hong and others, Bing Yeon Hwayeon had transformed into an impregnable fortress.

She had barely approached the building’s perimeter, yet she realized she had already lost her sense of direction and was looping back to the same place.

‘Did they get help from the Jegal family? In the original work, characters from that family showed expertise in formations like this.’

Shub-Niggurath’s lips curved gently as she thought of the original work, King of Diamond Fist. 

The characters, unlike the novel, had become more passive in this world due to their lack of involvement.

She pondered the way Bing Yeon had managed to win over Jegal Hong and how exactly they planned to ensnare her in this trap.

‘If it were me… I would have used the terrain to defeat my opponent.’

There was a joke about Cthulhu getting knocked down by a steamboat; nature was a force that even foreign entities could not resist.

It was a battle between the original author and the reader. 

Normally, Shub-Niggurath would have been at a disadvantage, not knowing every detail or plot twist.

‘…And Yoo Seolhwa, that girl, must have thought the same way.’

Shub-Niggurath had access to some of Yoo Seolhwa’s memories, the co-creator, giving her a slight edge.

‘Even now, you’re resisting me like this. It’s making me feel soft-hearted.’

Sighing, Shub-Niggurath thought of Yoo Seolhwa, who secretly left Morse-coded messages on Bing Yeon’s back while blinking one eye.

As the so-called Mother of All Things, Shub-Niggurath pitied Yoo Seolhwa, who had made an extreme choice due to infertility and an incurable disease.

The birth of life was a beautiful thing above all else, and death was the heaviest, saddest thing imaginable.

‘Don’t worry, child. Soon, you’ll meet the man you’ve been longing for again.’

To console the spirit of Yoo Seolhwa, whom she held captive, Shub-Niggurath stroked her own arm gently.

In theory, she could have simply reunited them, but that lacked a satisfying twist.

This was a bad author who’d halted serialization of her favorite novel three times. To exact proper revenge, she had to rewrite the ending herself.

To get to the happy ending Yoo Seolhwa desired, where everyone found happiness, there were still several steps of preparation required.

“…Bing Yeon’s disciples also need to learn the truth.”

Taking a step forward, Shub-Niggurath recalled the final bosses of the original work.

Characters whom the original author, Bing Yeon, had placed in unfortunate circumstances and left unresolved.

“Victims of an author’s tyranny who have now come to love him.”

This world was no longer confined to a novel. 

Reality was now at hand, and it was time for him to face the consequences of his deeds.

Fwoosh!

As Shub-Niggurath took a step forward, she suddenly saw the sky and earth flip upside down. 

The formation had tricked her senses, transforming a cliff into flat ground.

“What a cheap trick…”

Bang! 

Shub-Niggurath attempted to create a foothold in the air using ice arts, leaping once more—

“……!!!”

Thud—

As if her move had been predicted, a blade flew from the side of the cliff and lodged itself in Shub-Niggurath’s body.

‘Hah, they manufactured an artificial mountain range?’

Shub-Niggurath, now on the ground, looked up. 

Just moments ago, Bing Yeon Hwayeon, which she thought was on the same plain, now loomed on a high mountain ridge.

It was a ploy devised by Hyeonhwa, the head of the Hwasan Sect.

Thanks to many helping hands, Bing Yeon’s influence was so broad that within a few days, they could erect a small mountain range.

Not an impossible feat.

‘…Poisoned too, huh? But with an old lover’s soul in there, it wouldn’t be a fatal dose.’

Then.

Feeling a sudden dizziness, Shub-Niggurath touched her forehead. 

Something had been smeared on the blade that stabbed her.

It was a toxin specially crafted by Sa-cheon Dangga’s Poison Dragon, meant to infect only a single mind.

This was a countermeasure Bing Yeon had devised specifically to repel Shub-Niggurath, who had taken over Seolhwa’s body.

“Hahaha! How amusing, truly amusing! Child!”

Recognizing the thoroughness of it all, she grinned.

The original author and the reader were now locked in a battle of wits, each attempting to predict the other’s moves and decipher their intentions.

As an avid reader who loved the novel, this experience was one she would never get again.

“…Then I, too, have no choice but to show my ‘true self.'”

Shub-Niggurath brought her hands together in front of her chest, beginning the ritual to summon her divine form.

The once-bright sky dimmed as if night had fallen, and a massive mass of flesh, composed of a giant goat’s legs and countless tentacles, began to devour everything.

“Brother, the time is almost upon us.”

Azazel, observing Shub-Niggurath blotting out the sky, bit her lower lip. 

Until now, events had unfolded as she had foreseen countless times.

“…That future where we are utterly defeated?”

The moment Shub-Niggurath’s true form, an indescribable horror, entered his field of view, it seemed that everything was destined to return to nothingness.

“Yes, it is truly time to make a decision. Will you save that girl, Bingsulhwa?”

The first to be devoured by Shub-Niggurath was Bing Yeon. 

Watching the gruesome vision of him being chewed from the head down, she bit her nails in worry.

“I have to save him.”

No matter how many times Azazel warned and pleaded tearfully, Bing Yeon’s plan remained unchanged. 

Using the martial formations of the Jegal clan and the terrain of the Hwasan sect to deceive the enemy’s senses, he planned to attack Shub-Niggurath’s mind with the help of the Namgung and Sacheondang clans, forcing the Outsider to abandon its body.

“At least I succeeded in separating Shub-Niggurath and Seolhwa.”

Even though rushing there to save her would mean walking straight into the Outsider’s maw, Bing Yeon felt how light the weight of life had become, as if he were living on borrowed time. 

His existence was like a frail lantern, one that could be extinguished by a mere gust of wind.

If that life was to be spent, he could only think of using it to save his beloved.

“…Master, please take care. My fellow disciples and I will follow soon.”

Bi-wol slowly looked at Bing Yeon as she spoke.

Once Bing Yeon saved Bingsulhwa, Bi-wol’s role was to operate the landslide mechanism to deal a blow to the Outer God. 

This was the task Bing Yeon had entrusted to her repeatedly, insisting it was her responsibility to help reveal the Outer God’s vulnerability.

“It’s been a while, child.”

Seeing Bing Yeon finally appear, Shub-Niggurath chuckled bitterly, lost in old memories. 

He remembered a luckless writer, one who, in despair over his lack of talent, posted notices of suspended serialization, cursing his own shortcomings. 


She, an avid reader, knew well how sincerely he had devoted himself to his work.

“…Can we really call this a reunion?”

“After all, we were once reader and writer, weren’t we?”

She remembered how he had screamed his desire to become a novelist all the way to Haeundae in Busan, and how he had wept secretly in a bathroom, drowning out his tears under running water when he had to stop publishing a series.

“So, you’ve come to rescue the lover of your past life. I never expected you to resort to measures even Seolhwa doesn’t know about…”

Seolhwa’s body was caught in the tentacles of Shub-Niggurath. 

She watched with a leisurely smirk, clearly taunting him.

“Shut your mouth.”

“Oh my, isn’t it a bit harsh to talk like that to someone who saved your lover’s life? Normally, you wouldn’t have even been able to retrieve the body.”

Shub-Niggurath let out a rumbling laugh from its massive jaws. 

Though twisted like the plot of a soap opera, wasn’t this better than never seeing each other at all?

“…I said shut up!”

Focusing cold energy in his right foot, Bing Yeon pushed off the ground, soaring into the air with martial skill. 


It was an application of Ice Energy Art, Ice Killer Kick. 

The moment it touched Shub-Niggurath’s tentacle, it began to freeze slowly from the point of contact.

Without missing a beat, Bing Yeon struck with Ice-Breaking Fist, attempting to shatter the frozen tentacle and rescue Seolhwa.

“…I wonder how your disciples would react if they knew your true identity, Han Dohyun.”

As Bing Yeon barely managed to embrace the freed Seolhwa, Shub-Niggurath swallowed him whole, leaving behind an ominous remark.



 
  
    Chapter 72: Trying to rewrite the ending of this novel (3)


“Master…!!”

The first to notice the anomaly surrounding Bing Yeon was his most devoted disciple, Bi-wol.

According to the plan, once Bing Yeon rescued Bingsulhwa, the girl, from Shub-Niggurath, she was supposed to immediately operate the device that triggered the landslide.

“This can’t be happening…”

“I never foresaw a future like this…?”

Soon, the other disciples also became aware of what had happened to Bing Yeon and were unable to hide their shock. 

This was because, in an instant, his figure had been swallowed whole by the jaws of the foreign god and vanished completely.

“It seems the plan has gone awry.”

“We must activate the landslide device now. Bi-wol, why do you hesitate?”

Among them, Kim Hyul and Ziekhart assessed the situation with calm precision.

They had faced Shub-Niggurath once before and had already realized that saving him was impossible.

“No, if we do that, we won’t be able to save Master….”

Bi-wol’s trembling hands clutched the handle of the device. 

Rationally, it made sense to trigger the landslide to defeat the monstrous entity before them.

The grotesque creature, with its goat-like hooves and horns, countless writhing mouths, and wriggling tentacles, was so massive that it blocked out the sky’s sunlight. 

Her instincts screamed to destroy it at once for their survival.

But—

“I must save Master.”

Rejecting rational thought, Bi-wol acted on her emotions. 

Letting go of the handle, she started running toward Bing Yeon to save him.

Her body moved before her mind could process it.

“…!!!”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Bi-wol rushed toward the enormous foreign god. 

Her actions stunned the other disciples, who could only watch her in astonishment.

“A hero must save the weak and protect their loved ones!”

“I suppose I must save our brother too. I can’t just let you steal all the credit.”

Verdandi and Azazel exchanged glances and nodded. 

Both of them owed much to Bing Yeon and couldn’t stand idly by.

It didn’t matter that their opponent was an Outer God. 

Whether it was a deity from beyond the cosmos or the creator of this world, the being had swallowed their cherished master whole.


	Azazel, are you truly going to fight Shub-Niggurath?



Mordigian whispered to her as she prepared to leap forward, attempting to dissuade her.


	This world you’re in could be a lie. That man, Bing Yeon, might be the one who brought misfortune upon you all.



Mordigian’s voice carried a trace of concern, its black tentacles twitching as it tried to reason with her.

“Does that matter right now?”

Azazel smirked and didn’t stop her stride toward Bing Yeon. 

To her, a master was a treasure she couldn’t abandon.

“Even if our brother created this world and brought me misfortune, the feelings I hold now are no lie.”

She had found it odd from the moment she bore the marks of the Outer God on her back. 

A normal human would have exploded, their very existence erased by such an overwhelming power.


	Azazel…



“And isn’t that enough? Besides, even if our brother burdened himself with the original sin from the scriptures, he still tried to save us.”

Once, she might never have entertained such thoughts. 

But after being influenced by Kang Si-woo, an unusual man, she had adopted a new outlook on life.

“Indeed! Even if Master were a demon king, it would be the hero’s duty to redeem him!”

Verdandi, eavesdropping on Azazel’s words, chimed in. 

She had once resented the world that granted her powers.

Her eyes, which showed truth and lies, good and evil without any filter, had made her despise her own abilities. 

But meeting Bing Yeon had taught her to understand the complexity of morality.

More than anyone else, he had helped her learn to live as an ordinary girl, even with her unusual talents.

“Above all, Master isn’t the kind of person who would deliberately do anything bad!”

Verdandi trusted in Bing Yeon’s character, built over countless experiences. 

Even if his actions were lies, she believed he would have done so only to protect them.

“You’re right, sister. How could a being as radiant as our brother have no shadows at all?”

Azazel smiled softly at Verdandi’s words. 

Even a master, after all, was human. 

And what better time to keep some secrets hidden than now, when such secrets might later tilt things in her favor?

“Then, let’s act. There’s no reason to avoid the fight.”

“I dislike deviating from plans, but it seems unavoidable.”

Kim Hyul and Ziekhart also began running toward the foreign god. 

Gritting their teeth to stave off the creeping sense of despair, they closed the distance—

Boom!

A massive shockwave shook the ground, drawing everyone’s attention to a colossal figure that emerged.

“…Where do you think you’re going? I’m your opponent.”

It was Kang Si-woo, the protagonist who had once been defeated by Azazel at the Yongbong Tournament.

“Kang Si-woo, you scum….”

Azazel ground her teeth as she glared at him. 

She had broken his bones so thoroughly that he shouldn’t have been able to move for weeks. 

Yet, here he was, standing unscathed.

This future, too, had been beyond her predictions. 

Originally, the future she saw was one where Shub-Niggurath devoured Bing Yeon entirely, erasing his existence.

“Get out of the way. I have no time to waste on you.”

Snap!

Bi-wol drew her sword to cut down Kang Si-woo. 

Immediately, the sound of clashing metal rang out.

“Hey now, why so serious? You’re just another supporting character like me, aren’t you?”

Kang Si-woo mocked her as he casually pulled out his smartphone. 

A swordsman with light blue hair emerged to counter her attack.

“Isn’t that… the Sword Saint who was once our comrade?”

Azazel couldn’t believe her eyes as she looked at the face of the summoned swordsman. 

Before arriving in this world, he had been a comrade who shared countless battles with her in the game world.

Heroes who gathered to defeat the Demon King. 


Though it was within the limited confines of an idle game, at the time, they genuinely believed they could save the world.

“How did you do it? The revered Sword Saint wouldn’t listen to a piece of trash like you!”

Azazel lunged at Kang Si-woo, ready to punch him. 

After all, she had subdued him using similar methods before.

However—

“Shub-Niggurath granted me a new power, instructing me to hinder you all as much as possible.”

Kang Si-woo raised his smartphone again, and this time, a martial artist emerged to block Azazel’s strikes.

“Let’s see who really holds the upper hand here.”

Kang Si-woo twisted his lips into a crooked smile as he glanced at everyone present. 

Despite being a character in the story himself, he was thoroughly delusional.

“…That’s the kind of line only a third-rate villain would say!”

With an innocent yet determined expression, Verdandi charged at Kang Si-woo, wielding her holy sword.

***

I woke up in a pitch-black space where I couldn’t see a step ahead.

I had definitely been devoured by Shub-Niggurath moments ago. 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself here.

‘That’s right…! Where’s Seolhwa…?’

Thankfully, Seolhwa was nestled in my arms, peacefully asleep. 

Even though her divine essence had been taken, she didn’t seem to have any physical issues.

“Thank goodness…”

I let out a sigh of relief as I gazed at Seolhwa’s face. 

Though her appearance and relationship with me had changed drastically from my past life, I had always been willing to lay down my life for her.

-[It’s been a while, Author Mu Myeong (無名).]

Suddenly, a voice resounded in my head, accompanied by an unbearable pain, like a worm gnawing at my brain.

“Urgh… What is this…?”

The voice knew my pen name. 

Mu Myeong, which meant “nameless,” was a name I had chosen because I failed to save Yoo Seolhwa and couldn’t leave behind a proper work.

-[Do you know the feeling of having your favorite story abruptly discontinued?]

I instantly recognized the voice. 

It was Shub-Niggurath, a devoted reader who had followed my web novel to the end.

-[Have you ever experienced the helplessness of never seeing the ending for the protagonist and heroine you were so invested in?]

Her voice struck me like a reprimand, drilling directly into my mind. 

To counter her divine resonance, I bit my tongue, using the pain to maintain my focus.

“That story was precious to me too…! No matter why it ended, is there any work that isn’t painful for its author?”

I poured my heart out to Shub-Niggurath, protesting.

It hadn’t just been a hobby for me. 

I had poured my life into fulfilling the promise I made to Yoo Seolhwa to become a novelist.

Some works took half a year to prepare, others over ten years. 

I had spent every penny I earned from part-time jobs on cover art and illustrations.

“I only wanted more people to know the traces of Seolhwa’s life…!”

In truth, I had even secretly prepared a remake, keeping the narrative and characters intact but reworking the central themes to transform it into something new.

“Even if the series was discontinued, I tried to give the protagonist and final bosses a proper conclusion…!”

That’s how this world came to be—a story built from all the works I had abandoned.

Bleeding from my nose, mouth, and eyes, I spat out my words with fervor. 

Even after arriving in this world, I had fought to save her and as many others as possible.

As a creator, I had an obligation to see this story through to its proper end.


And it had to be a happy ending for everyone.

-[In that case, let’s ask your characters if they feel the same.]

Shub-Niggurath let out a faint laugh, as though struck by a brilliant idea. 

Black tendrils wrapped around me.

-[After all, I share some blame for not stopping the accident that took Yoo Seolhwa.]



 
  
    Chapter 73: Trying to rewrite the ending of this novel (4)


Kang Si-woo couldn’t understand why he was being pushed back. 

Barely managing to block Verdandi’s attacks, armed with her holy sword, was all he could muster.

Meanwhile, his summoned heroes were being decimated one by one by Bi-wol and the others.

He was convinced that he was the protagonist of this world. 

The adversaries before him were nothing more than hollow illusions, mere characters from a game.

‘Mere game characters!’

His breath caught in his throat, leaving him gasping for air. 

No matter how many comrades he summoned or commanded via his smartphone, the enemy before him tore through his tactics with terrifying precision.

The skills he had witnessed at Yongbong Tournament were only the tip of the iceberg. 

Without any constraints, the enemy wielded heavenly martial arts, holy swords, and the power of outer gods with reckless abandon.

“Senior Bi-wol! The enemy is on your right!”

“I know…!”

“Ziekhart, three steps ahead!”

“Thanks…!”

Clang! Clang!

It was as though the protagonist and the final boss from the original story had become one. 

Their movements were perfectly synchronized, seamless and deadly.

In the bloody chaos of clashing metal and spurting blood, Kang Si-woo was the sole figure out of sync with the others. 

Since arriving in this world, he had neither trained nor made any effort.

“You’re nothing but garbage!”

With a sharp motion, Azazel’s fist drove into Kang Si-woo’s temple. 

She had to save her mentor as quickly as possible, yet this man continued to waste time, a puppet dancing in the hands of the outer gods.

“Arghhh!”

Kang Si-woo hit the ground, rolling several times. 

Clutching his temple, he grimaced in pain.

“You’re nothing more than illusions, born of Shub-Niggurath’s grace! You wouldn’t exist without it!”

Gripping his smartphone tightly, Kang Si-woo shouted in desperation. 

His distorted perception of this world had been fed to him by the outer gods.

Shub-Niggurath had spun lies, claiming that this world was its creation and that only by defeating Bing Yeon could he secure safety.

The truth had been skillfully mixed with lies.

“Isn’t that… a lie?”

Verdandi’s voice cut through the tension. 

Though Kang Si-woo believed in the “truth” of his words, Verdandi’s instincts told her otherwise.

“What did you say?”

“Exactly what I said. You’ve been deceived!”

Verdandi, relying solely on her intuition, saw through Kang Si-woo’s deceit.

Her refusal to overestimate her own abilities earned her the respect of those around her, who watched her in awe.

“To me, it seems like you’re the one who’s an illusion! How can someone follow the outer gods’ words so blindly without any resistance?”

“You little… What do you know?”

“I know more than trash like you! I’m a hero!”

Verdandi’s sharp words planted a seed of doubt in Kang Si-woo’s mind. 

If the beings before him were lies, wasn’t it strange that he was not excluded from the same category?

“That can’t be! I’m from a different world! This isn’t reality!”

Kang Si-woo muttered to himself, his denial palpable. 

As doubts crept in, he even began questioning whether the hands he saw before him were real.

“You’re not the only one from another world,” Bi-wol interjected. 

She had long suspected that her master’s values and judgments were far removed from this world’s norms.

Thanks to Bing Yeon’s confession the previous day, Bi-wol had begun to grasp the truth about this world.

“Our master likely came from another world too.”

Bi-wol accepted this truth calmly. 

If Bing Yeon had kept this a secret or lied, she might have hated him, but his honesty allowed her to understand.

“Do you really think someone who can’t even manage his own body could be the protagonist of this world? That’s impossible!”

“Well, it’s probably true. Our master has always done his best to save us, even at the cost of his own body.”

Bi-wol’s calm voice carried the weight of her trust. 

Bing Yeon had always shown resourcefulness and self-sacrifice to protect his disciples.

“Someone with the marks of an outer god on their back was never going to be normal. I had some idea,” Azazel added. 

Her words were sharp, her gaze fixed on Kang Si-woo with disdain.

Though she misunderstood Bing Yeon’s identity as being tied to Yog-Sothoth, she was the closest to the truth among them.

After all, the incident that started everything—the accident involving Yuseolhwa—stemmed from Yog-Sothoth’s jealousy over a novel cherished by Shub-Niggurath.

“Was I the only one left in the dark? He is incredibly handsome, but still…”

Verdandi scanned the faces around her, her expression puzzled. 

The reality of the situation felt too vivid for her to dismiss it as mere fiction.

“To be precise, our birth is likely linked to your so-called ‘brother.’ No matter how much he foresaw, there are limits to knowing everything.”

“Ah, I see now!”

Azazel patiently explained, her tone gentle, as if speaking to a child. 

Finally understanding, Verdandi nodded with a bright smile.

“Kim Hyul, Ziekhart… Did you believe that nonsense and betray me?! You traitors!”

Even now, Kang Si-woo refused to accept reality. 

He shouted at the others who had joined the enemy.

He had already summoned most of his allies and was severely outnumbered.

His only hope lay in turning Kim Hyul and Ziekhart against the enemy.

“Don’t you care about saving your families? If Shub-Niggurath learns of your betrayal, they’ll be—”

At that moment,

The sound of a blade slicing through the air echoed sharply, followed by a thin trickle of blood running down Kang Si-woo’s cheek.

“…I’d rather not hear that from trash like you, who sold their soul for a woman.”

The one who had created and thrown the sword was none other than Sieghardt, who had been quietly listening to everyone’s conversation just moments earlier. 

To him, it didn’t matter if this world was a complete lie.

After all, in the world where he lived blind, unable to see anything, the only salvation he had ever known was his sister.

As long as his family survived, nothing else mattered.


“You’re right. In the end, we took this side to save our families.”

Kim Hyul stepped forward. 

Beating down that man was the only way to confront the foreign god who had taken their families hostage.

“W-wait…! Are you really planning to fight Lord Shub…? That’s an Outer God we’re talking about…!”

The group moved steadily closer to Kang Si-woo, their steps brimming with murderous intent as if blades were pressing against his throat.

 In a final, desperate bid, Si-woo raised his smartphone, hoping to summon his hero.

The method required the summoned hero to hold a high enough favorability. 

Kang Si-woo clung to the faint hope that Azazel might still have some feelings left for him.

However.

“Your move has already been anticipated. Clinging to denial until the end is truly pitiful.”

Azazel chuckled at the sight of the smartphone and brought down a tendril, smashing it to the ground. 

All that remained was an empty game screen, devoid of any heroes to summon.

“C-can’t we just talk this out…?”

His trump card failed, and his weapon was taken from him. 

Verdandi had already retrieved the smartphone that had been flung far away.

Kang Si-woo fell to his knees, begging for mercy. 

Even though their relationship had soured, Azazel was still a saintess. 

He believed she wouldn’t kill someone who had surrendered so easily.

“Of course, let’s have a dialogue of steel. If you’re bent on dying, I’ll just heal you with holy power.”

Azazel’s lips curled slightly as if she had seen through Kang Si-woo’s expectations.

“I’ll make sure to beat you just shy of death.”

“AAAAHHHHHH!!!”

Crack! 

Kang Si-woo screamed as Azazel twisted his arm. 

The pain revived memories of the powerful blows he had endured during the Yongbong Tournament.

“Well then, now that the nuisance is dealt with, let’s rescue our master.”

Bi-wol spoke to her comrades, her gaze fixed on Shub-Niggurath floating high in the sky. 

The Outer God remained motionless, suspended mid-air.

“Do you think it’s okay to go in without any preparation? No matter how you look at it, the opponent is a foreign deity.”

“Indeed, I believe some of us should stay behind to extract those who go inside.”

Azazel and Sieghardt voiced their concerns, staring at the colossal being. 

Even Bing Yeon, deemed the strongest among them, had gone into its maw and had not returned.

“We’ll stay, Sieghardt.”

“You didn’t need to say it; I already planned to.”

“Honestly, they’re the ones who are most desperate to save Bing Yeon.”

Kim Hyul patted Sieghardt’s shoulder, suggesting that they remain. 


Anyone could see the strong bond between the disciples and their master, Bing Yeon.

“Thank you, everyone.”

“Thank you…!”

“We’ll repay this debt someday.”

Bi-wol and the disciples expressed their gratitude to Kim Hyul and Sieghardt before leaping into the gaping maw of Shub-Niggurath, determined to rescue their master, Bing Yeon.



 
  
    Chapter 74: Everyone’s Wish (1)


Bi-wol and the other disciples, who had ventured into the mouth of Shub-Niggurath, couldn’t help but notice something strange as they looked around.

“Where is this…?”

“Something feels off,” someone muttered.

“I never imagined the inside of an Outer God’s mouth would look like this!”

Before them stretched an unfamiliar scene: small houses clustered together under plank-covered roofs, forming a structure reminiscent of a mountain. 

It was a sight unlike anything they had ever seen.

“The moon is out, so it doesn’t seem too different from where we came from…”

Standing in what could only be described as a slum or a shantytown, Bi-wol gazed up at the sky and was greeted by the sight of a radiant full moon.

“Stay vigilant. This could very well be one of Shub-Niggurath’s schemes,” Azazel warned, her wary eyes scrutinizing everything around them. 

For someone like her, well-versed in dealing with the supernatural, just being here felt like stepping into the jaws of death.


	Azazel, I know you’re confused, but trust my words. This is the world where a man named Bing Yeon once lived.



A voice pierced through Azazel’s mind, coming from Mordigian, who had been silently following behind her until now.

“…Lord Mordigian? I thought you’d fallen to Shub-Niggurath after seeing no response from you since your foresight,” Azazel said cautiously.


	She is both the All-Mother and a being many consider cruel and mad. At a glance, she may seem like an unrelenting deity, but she is more compassionate than you might think, Azazel.



Mordigian began to explain the truths he had learned from Shub-Niggurath herself.


	The All-Mother desires the end of this world. Whether it’s an open-ended conclusion or a closed one with no more stories to tell, she doesn’t care.



He explained that she held no intention of killing anyone, only a curiosity about the new ending this world might achieve, shaped by the man called Bing Yeon.

“The end of this world… What does that mean? I don’t understand,” Azazel muttered, doubting her ears. 

To her, the end of the world as desired by an Outer God would surely mean destruction. 

Why, then, did the All-Mother speak of it in ambiguous terms like open-ended or closed conclusions?


	See for yourself. Follow the path I indicate, and you will discover the true identity of the man called Bing Yeon.



Mordigian gestured with his tendrils like a signpost, then fell silent. 

He believed he had no right to reveal the truth. 

This was a matter that only the man named Han Dohyun and the disciples could resolve. 

It was a debt lingering between the author and his characters.

“…Let’s move. This seems to be the world my brother once lived in,” Azazel said, taking a deep breath to calm her trembling heart. 

Pieces of suspicion and clues were beginning to form a coherent picture.

The man named Bing Yeon had once lived in another world and was somehow connected to their existence—a cruel realization.

“So reincarnation is real! I thought it was just the baseless ramblings of fools,” someone exclaimed.

“It’s hard to believe this rundown place was once where our teacher lived…”

Climbing the steep stairs of the slum, Verdandi and Bi-wol displayed contrasting reactions. 

The icy season had left patches of frost, and the railings were dusted with snow, chilling their hands.

“Still, there’s no place more beautiful than this when snow falls!”

Verdandi’s eyes sparkled like a playful puppy as she admired the snow-covered slum, while Bi-wol scowled like a displeased cat.

“So, this is truly our teacher’s homeland!”

“That may be true, but… why has Shub-Niggurath brought us here?”

Azazel couldn’t shake off her unease as she led the group in the direction indicated by Mordigian. 

For all her pondering, she could find no reason why Shub-Niggurath would recreate this place inside her mouth without some sinister purpose.

The winding paths resembled a labyrinth, with crumbling walls and graffiti scrawled with insults and eviction orders, giving the area an ominous atmosphere.

“This place is unbelievably harsh, like a sandcastle ready to collapse,” Azazel remarked, thinking it resembled the back alleys of a slum she had once visited. 

She began to notice the sick, the children, and the elderly—society’s most vulnerable—appear more frequently as they pressed on.

“They don’t seem to notice us…”

Bi-wol murmured to herself as a child brushed past her. 

It felt too real to be a hallucination, and she hadn’t lost her sense of direction, ruling out an illusion.

“Could we truly be in the world where our teacher once lived?”

“Indeed! It must be so! My eyes tell me these people are real!” 

Verdandi exclaimed cheerfully. 

Her powers allowed her to discern truth from falsehood, and she could hear the laughter of children and the friendly chatter of neighbors as if it were genuine.

If this were an illusion, Verdandi’s abilities would have seen through it by now.

***

“We’re almost there. From here, the path doesn’t branch anymore,” Azazel announced as she surveyed the surroundings, speaking to the others trailing behind her.

The idea that the mouth of an Outer God could lead to another world was absurd, yet here they were.

It was so absurd that a sigh escaped without realizing it. 

Could this even be believed, even if it were a dream?

“So, you’re saying the master’s past life is up ahead! I’m so curious about how adorable they must have been!”

Unlike others, who were filled with worry and doubt, only Verdandi harbored excitement at the idea of meeting Bing Yeon’s past life.

“They might be different from the person we know. Are you okay with that? They might not even remember us…”

“It’s fine! They’re still the master, after all!”

Verdandi believed far too easily that the warmth the master had shown her couldn’t possibly change overnight.

-Crash!

Along with the sound of something shattering, her expectations were utterly crushed. 

As they followed Azazel’s guidance, they came across the sight of a middle-aged man choking a young boy.

“You damned brat! How dare you think of becoming a novelist, writing useless stories that earn no money, when your brother’s dead?!”

The man hurled insults and unleashed violence on the boy, who seemed to be his son. 

Watching this scene, they couldn’t believe their eyes.

“I’m sorry… I’m sorry, Dad…”

Gasping for air, his face reddened, the boy being choked kept apologizing to the man, who appeared to be his father.

“What in the world is this…?”

“Huh? Huh?!”

“That boy… He’s supposed to be Brother Bing Yeon. But who is this man…?”

Azazel, startled by the sight, checked once again the direction Mordigian was pointing. 

But the tentacle still pointed firmly at the boy being choked and gasping for air.

-This is the truth about the man you know as Bing Yeon.

Mordigian sighed deeply as he watched them and told them not to turn their eyes away from the truth. 

No matter how much they denied it, these were the origins that had birthed them all. 

They had the right to know.

“…Azazel, it can’t be. There’s no way the master’s past is this dark. Look at that. There’s broken glass embedded in him, and yet the person who seems to be his father doesn’t even care. That’s impossible, right?”

Bi-wol shook her head, desperately denying the reality. 

How could someone so strong and kind-hearted, who had saved her, be suffering from such domestic violence in the past?

“No, it’s true. Mordigian just said that boy is Brother Bing Yeon’s past life, and this is the truth we need to know.”

“No! This isn’t something the master should have gone through! How could a father be such a trashy human, not caring about his own child?!”

Bi-wol, uncharacteristically, raised her voice in anger. 

No matter how much she tried to draw her sword to save the boy, their hands couldn’t reach him.


“Don’t give up! There must be a way to save him!”

Only Verdandi clung to the still-young Han Dohyun, trying tirelessly to find a way to save him.

“…Let’s wait a little longer. There must be a reason we were brought here.”

Azazel barely held onto her composure, trying not to lose her calm in the face of the situation. 

She thought that if even she lost her reason and turned away from the truth, they would truly fall into Shub-Niggurath’s plan.


“You worthless piece of trash, I should never have brought you into this world.”

Spitting out those words, Han Dohyun’s father finally let go of the boy’s neck and stormed into the room.

“…What’s that?”

Bi-wol’s eyes caught sight of something. Han Dohyun was clutching an old, worn-out notebook titled King of Diamond Fist tightly to his chest as he ran away.





 
  
    Chapter 75: Everyone’s Wish (2)


The place Han Dohyun arrived at after fleeing his father’s domestic violence was a small playground, the only one in the poor hillside neighborhood.

A swing made of tires and a pull-up bar constructed from steel beams stood there. 

It was clear at a glance that the equipment hadn’t been maintained properly, with rust covering much of the playground.

“So, Azazel, are you absolutely certain that person is our master?”

Watching Han Dohyun slumped alone on the ground, Verdandi noticed something peculiar.

His face and aura bore a striking resemblance to Bing Yeon, her master.

But still…

“No matter how I look at him, he seems like someone who’s lived a tragic life, not our master,” Verdandi murmured.

Having witnessed Dohyun’s father’s verbal and physical abuse, Verdandi couldn’t shake the thought that his circumstances were all too familiar to her own past.

She remembered vividly how, as an infant, her own mother had tried to strangle her.

“According to Lord Mordigian, that boy is indeed your master’s past incarnation,” Azazel replied, shaking her head. 

Her tentacles pointed unwaveringly toward Dohyun. 

No matter how much Verdandi looked into his eyes, the boy’s future remained unseen.

Every suspicion, every piece of evidence confirmed it: this was Bing Yeon’s reincarnation.

“Something is wrong! This boy has lived a life just like mine! Our master, who always appeared so strong and kind, could not have endured such a sorrowful existence!” Verdandi shouted, her voice filled with desperation.

She had tried her best to intervene when she saw the evil in Dohyun’s father, but there was nothing she could do to alter the past. 

This truth only made the situation harder to accept.

“…Perhaps it is precisely because he endured such a tragic life that he came to save you and us,” Bi-wol said softly as she slowly approached Han Dohyun, who was scribbling something while sniffling. 

Her eyes carried a deep sadness.

“Hello, little one. What’s your name?” Bi-wol asked, gently wiping away the boy’s tears as if they were meeting for the first time.

“Han Dohyun…”

Unlike others trapped in this strange space, Dohyun seemed fully aware of their presence. 

He nodded his head as he introduced himself.

“Your body is covered in bruises and wounds. Doesn’t it hurt? Can you tell me what happened, even just a little bit?” 

Bi-wol examined Dohyun’s battered body carefully. 

It was so injured that no part of him seemed untouched.

His eyes were swollen with bloodshot bruises, his knees and elbows were scraped and bleeding, and shards of glass were embedded in his feet.

“Dad said I shouldn’t talk to strangers…”

Even in pain, Dohyun held his words back, a sign of how thoroughly his father had conditioned him to avoid drawing attention to the abuse.

“This is all your fault. You’re the reason you’re being punished,” his father’s words echoed in his mind.

“It’s okay. We’re people who know you very well,” Bi-wol reassured him, sighing as she saw how similar his circumstances were to her own past. 

It was clear that his parents, too, were the kind of people willing to sacrifice their child for their own gain.

“Really…?” 

Dohyun asked, his voice trembling with disbelief.

“Really. Junior sister, won’t you heal our master?”

Bi-wol nodded at Dohyun and then turned to Verdandi, asking her to use healing magic. 

The magic of a hero could erase even the gravest wounds as though they had never existed.

“…Understood! Bright light that heals wounds, show your power here to banish the red and give rise to new life! Healing!”

Verdandi stepped closer to Dohyun, grasping his hand as she began her incantation. 

A radiant light enveloped the boy’s body, and his injuries started to close slowly.

“Huh? My wounds… they’re gone?” 

Dohyun muttered in disbelief, rubbing his eyes as if he couldn’t trust what he was seeing. 

The magic wielders before him seemed otherworldly, as if they had stepped out of a dream.

“Can you tell us now? We’re not here to hurt you. We’ve come to save you,” Bi-wol said, stroking Dohyun’s head gently, her voice soothing yet firm. 

But the boy’s trembling showed no signs of stopping.

“…How can I trust you?” 

Dohyun whispered.

“You don’t have to trust us right away, young master.”

Azazel, who had been standing at a distance, now approached Dohyun, folding her hands before her chest as though in prayer.

“Trust must come from a pure heart. That’s what you once taught me, brother,” she said, her tone serene yet resolute.

Azazel couldn’t help but see echoes of her younger self in Dohyun—how he, like her, mistook his parents’ twisted control for love and was terrified of being abandoned.

“Are you… a nun? Did you come from the church?”

Dohyun asked, his voice tentative.

“Yes, I am your saint, Azazel Blackheart,” she said, lying to reassure him. 

It was a stark contrast to her usual self, who faithfully served Mordigian without question.


	Azazel, is that your choice?



“Yes. Shouldn’t we start by talking and sharing the truth? We’ve hidden too much from one another,” she responded, smiling faintly at Mordigian’s concerned voice.

No matter how sinful someone’s deeds were, she believed that truth and understanding should come first.

This, she thought, was the love and compassion she had learned from Bing Yeon.

“So, can you share your worries and struggles with me? We’re asking you with all our hearts,” Azazel pleaded.

The three women stood before Dohyun, waiting for his answer. 

To an outsider, it might have seemed like a master surrounded by devoted disciples.

“If… if you’re a nun… you must be from the church…” 

Dohyun mumbled, finally breaking his silence.

It seemed Azazel’s nun-like appearance had managed to earn his fragile trust.

“…My dad… He said my brother’s death was all my fault… and then… he hit me…”

Han Dohyun slowly revealed the truth to them.

“He went to pick me up, and while rushing across the crosswalk, He got hit by a car and died…”

A traffic accident.

To Han Dohyun, it was an unerasable trauma. 

Later, even his girlfriend, Yu Seolhwa, suffered the same kind of accident, plunging him into further tragedy.

“My brother was the only family member who supported my writing… And yet, I… I… because of my uselessness…”

Han Dohyun’s voice trembled with suppressed sobs. 

The bottled-up sorrow and frustration he had endured all this time spilled out, breaching his emotional threshold.

“It’s all my fault…”

“No, it’s not your fault.”

Bi-wol embraced him, soothing his trembling body. 

She understood his feelings deeply, having once thought the same when she was captured by the Heavenly Demon Cult.

When her friends died and she endured cruel experiments, she had blamed herself, thinking it was because she hadn’t become the Heavenly Demon as expected.

“…When people don’t have someone else to hate, they end up hurting themselves. The ones at fault are those people, not you.”


	You are not at fault, Bi-wol. When people have no one to hate, they eventually turn their anger inward.




Bi-wol returned to him the words Bing Yeon had once spoken to her. 

He could sense that it had taken her much time and reflection to reach this realization.

“Really…?”

“Yes! The person you call your father is the one at fault! How could he look at his wounded child and not even care?”

“If there’s any fault in you, Brother, it’s that this cold, cruel world doesn’t recognize your true value.”

Verdandi and Azazel echoed Bi-wol’s sentiments. 

No matter how they thought about it, it was unreasonable to blame this boy for his brother’s death.

“My brother was the hope of our poor family. Since childhood, he was called a genius, constantly receiving awards and praise from teachers… He was a wonderful family member.”

Han Dohyun wiped away his tears with his hands and began to open up more.

He shared how his brother had monopolized their parents’ expectations and symbolized the hope of escaping the poverty that had weighed them down. 

For Dohyun, his brother’s shadow had always loomed large.

“If I hadn’t gone to meet him that day…”

“Your brother wouldn’t want you to suffer. He would have just been running a little faster to meet you.”

“Yes, it was a green light… The light was green… But the truck still hit him…”

As Bi-wol and the others held Han Dohyun close, offering him comfort, his sobs began to subside, and he gradually shared the full story.

“…I think I’m starting to understand a bit why Master was so desperate to save us.”

“He probably didn’t want to see anyone else lose their life in front of him. Even in the rules of the Bingryonghwa Hwayeon sect, there was a similar principle.”

“…Then why is the foreign god showing us this past?”

Bi-wol and the other disciples continued to hold Dohyun close as they exchanged thoughts. 

Suddenly, her eyes caught the notebook she had clutched so tightly during their escape.

“Maybe it’s because of this.”

Bi-wol instinctively swallowed nervously as she looked at the tattered notebook with the title King of Diamond Fist written on it. 

She could tell that opening it would lead to something irreversible.


At that moment—

“Noona, what’s your name?”

“…It’s Bi-wol. I use the characters for ‘fly’ (飛) and ‘moon’ (月).”

As if suddenly struck by something, Han Dohyun’s eyes widened in surprise.

“You’re exactly like the protagonist I imagined…! I named a character while looking at the moon from my neighborhood, and it’s the same name!”



 
  
    Chapter 76: Everyone’s Wish (3)


Bi-wol momentarily doubted her ears.

“…You’re saying you’re the protagonist I imagined?”

The past life of Bing-yeon, whom she had always believed and followed as her master, was being spoken of as if she were a fictional character..

“Yes! When I wrote my first martial arts novel, the protagonist looked exactly like you!”

Han Dohyun nonchalantly opened a notebook titled The King of Diamond Fists and pointed at a drawing of a girl with his finger.

The drawing, made by a child, was difficult to discern. 

Apart from the red eyes and black hair, it bore little resemblance to Bi-wol.

“This girl is Bi-wol?”

“Yes! She’s super pretty, right? Unlike me, Bi-wol is incredibly strong and cool! She punishes bad people without hesitation! Even though she has a tragic past, she tries her best to overcome it!”

“…….”

As she listened to Han Dohyun’s enthusiastic explanation, Bi-wol’s hand clenched into a fist. 

Was this the reason he had called her the culprit for ruining her life?

“What kind of past does this Bi-wol character have?”

“Something similar to mine. She was abandoned by her parents, then experimented on alongside other children in a place called the Heavenly Demon Cult.”

At Bi-wol’s question, Han Dohyun seemed to have been waiting for the chance and began reciting the character sheet and backstory he had written for The King of Diamond Fists.

Her abandonment by her parents was an analogy for his own experiences of domestic violence at the hands of his father.

“In the end, the novel reflects all the sorrow and suffering I kept bottled up. That’s why it turned out so grim.”

Bi-wol’s dream of becoming something other than the Heavenly Demon was his way of expressing the shattered hope of achieving his dream of becoming a novelist.

“…I see. Did you ever try to seek help? Maybe from an adult or a teacher?”

Out of curiosity, Bi-wol asked if he had considered seeking support, but Dohyun shook his head firmly.

“There was no one. I told my teacher at school, but all they did was talk to my parents. After that, things just got worse….”

To Dohyun, writing was like a mirror reflecting his painful past. 

The bold black letters and faint tear stains in his notebook bore testimony to how deeply he had struggled in his misery.

“So, is that why you wrote things like wanting to die or wishing to be someone better in your next life in the blank spaces?”

While reading through The King of Diamond Fists, Bi-wol noticed peculiar, pessimistic phrases written across the notebook.

“Ah, ah…! I’m sorry! It’s my first time showing this to someone…!”

“It’s okay. When people are in too much pain, they sometimes have such thoughts.”

Startled by her discovery, Dohyun tried to snatch the notebook from Bi-wol’s hands, but she easily used their height difference to keep it out of his reach.

“The first scene Bi-wol could recall was the sight of dried-up, withered fields during a famine.

The crops were ravaged by plagues, leaving not even a single grain to eat. 

Farmers sighed as they brushed off the remaining stalks of rice, their faces full of worry.

‘Even the heavens are cruel… There’s nothing we can do now.’

A swarm of black locusts filled the sky, resembling a dark cloud of death that consumed everything in its path.

The rice, barley, beans, radishes, cabbages—every crop was devoured. 

Even the fruit from the orchards was stripped away, leaving nothing to sustain life.

‘Oh, please, leave this alone! Without this, we’ll starve to death! Please have mercy…!’

‘Please, spare us! There’s a newborn baby at home…!’

‘No! Sister! Why are they taking her away?!’

The village’s storehouses were soon emptied, and wails of despair echoed from every corner. 

The officials, more concerned with hoarding food for themselves, began imprisoning the starving villagers.

Children, too weak from hunger, cried themselves to sleep, while parents desperately boiled bark and roots to feed their young.

‘It’s tasteless… I’m so tired of this.’

The coarse and unpleasant sensation of bark boiled into mush was like chewing sand, filling Bi-wol’s mouth with discomfort.

With a child’s sharper sense of taste and tendency to complain, Bi-wol often ventured out with other children to scavenge for food.

‘Guys, let’s find food for ourselves!’

‘Here, I found some wild berries and kudzu roots.’

‘I, I brought back mushrooms and acorns…’

A lucky day meant they could find edible items. 

But most of the time, the nearby areas had already been stripped bare, forcing them to gather fallen leaves for sustenance.

The growing number of scratches from the grass and dirt smudges on their faces and elbows signaled how far they had to venture into the forest to find food.

Among the plants and fruits the children unknowingly gathered, there were poisonous ones too. Eating toxic herbs or mushrooms led to death or long bouts of illness, worsening their dire situation.

As Bi-wol skimmed through the opening chapter of The King of Diamond Fists, she let out a deep sigh.

The martial arts novel, in which Yoo Seolhwa had yet to appear, had its protagonist steeped in suffering from the very beginning.

The time she went out with the children in her hometown to search for food, or the fact that a famine had struck due to a pest infestation, all aligned perfectly with a past Bi-wol had never shared with anyone.

“So that’s how it was…”

Bi-wol let out a short sigh. 

Among the details, there was even information about the Great War. 

She finally understood why Bing Yeon had been accused of killing so many innocent people.

“I was… just a fabricated person after all.”

“Nu-Nuna, are you crying…?”

Han Dohyun couldn’t help but be startled as he saw Bi-wol beginning to cry, tears spilling from her eyes. 

All she had done was read his novel, so why was she reacting like this?

“D-Don’t cry! Nuna, you’re such a beautiful person. If you cry, Santa Claus won’t bring you any presents…”

Young Han Dohyun, much like his childhood self, still didn’t know how to comfort a woman’s heart. 

He just blurted out anything to try to console Bi-wol.

“…Dohyun, do you think a person like Bi-wol has the right to live?”

Watching him, Bi-wol couldn’t help but ask the question that had lingered in her mind. 

She bore the karma of the Heavenly Star, unable to stop the cycle of bloodshed and slaughter, until her master had saved her.

‘I wish you would tell me that I’m allowed to live.’

Bi-wol was in a state of confusion about her own existence. 

She couldn’t discern what was true and what was a lie anymore.

“Bi-wol, you may go on living. I’ll give you the reason you need.”

Bi-wol remembered the words her master, Bing Yeon, had once spoken to her. 

It was when she first left the Heavenly Demon Cult and became a disciple of the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus sect.

At that time, just like now, she hadn’t been able to find a reason to continue living in this world.

“Of course you have the right to live. That’s why I wrote this novel.”

Han Dohyun began wiping away Bi-wol’s tears with his small, tender hands. 

As he did, his expression overlapped with the warmth of a teacher’s compassion.

“At the end of this novel, it says that Bi-wol, the Heavenly Demon, ultimately dies…”


“That’s because I was planning to die before becoming an adult. If I couldn’t finish the novel, my protagonists would be trapped in their stories forever.”

Han Dohyun held out his wrist, revealing countless scars, likely caused by a box cutter. 

Deep, dark marks marred his skin—so severe they would make anyone who saw them wince.

“But you see, novels aren’t just written by authors. They’re created with readers, together.”

“Nuna, you’re my first reader! If you want a happy ending, I’ll try to rewrite the story to make that happen…!”

Han Dohyun smiled brightly at Bi-wol as he picked up a pen and began writing a new story.

Bi-wol could do nothing but hug him tightly. 

She didn’t feel anger or betrayal. 

Bing Yeon had revealed the truth to her the day before. 

Blaming anyone for such a tragic reality felt futile.

A child who looked no older than ten had run away clutching a notebook filled with words expressing his desire to die.

“Thank you… for staying alive… for trying to save us…”

As Bi-wol embraced Han Dohyun, she released the emotions she had bottled up. 

The boy, so precarious that it seemed he might end his life without his refuge in novels, resembled her younger self so much.

When she had been abused in the Heavenly Demon Cult, she looked exactly like this—a reflection in a mirror.

“Sister, could it be that we…”

“Most likely, we’re just characters imagined in our master’s novel! Hmm, I suspected as much, but it’s still surprising!”

Verdandi and Azazel, having understood the situation, nodded as they looked at Bi-wol. 

Although they could have felt betrayed upon realizing they were fictional characters, they didn’t.

“Well, I’ve imagined having children with our master, after all!”


“…I, too, though a saint, have imagined marrying my brother. Everyone has the right to imagine, don’t they?”

Thanks to Bing Yeon’s words and actions over the years, their emotions settled quickly.

And in that moment—

“[Do you truly believe that? Then, would you feel the same if you saw what your master once did with an old lover?]”

The voice of Shub-Niggurath reverberated, and once again, they were all swallowed by an endless, consuming darkness.



 
  
    Chapter 77: Everyone’s Wish (4)


The next scene Bi-wol and her disciples witnessed was that of Han Dohyun standing alongside a black-haired girl.

“…So, I’m saying that Bi-wol needs to become the final boss here.”

“Why does it have to be like that?”

The boy and girl were passionately debating over the notebook labeled King of Diamond Fist that they had split between them.

Unlike the notebook they saw earlier, this one was more worn and now seemed to have multiplied into two or three volumes.

“Bi-wol is your Ego, isn’t she? A novel with a protagonist reflecting their painful past always ends up becoming autobiographical. That makes the story rigid and aimless in the end.”

“What’s an autobiographical novel?”

“It’s a type of modern Japanese novel where the author writes about their own experiences. We’re writers. Have you forgotten that we’re supposed to create the stories readers want?”

***

Bi-wol bit her lip as she listened to Yoo Seolhwa. 

The fact that they were discussing something full of her deeply personal past unsettled her.

“…It seems they can’t see us this time,” Verdandi muttered quietly while watching the two who weren’t meeting their gaze.

Unlike before, Han Dohyun didn’t seem to notice them even though they were right in front of him.

Azazel clasped her hands together in a prayer-like motion, her unease bubbling to the surface as a foreboding feeling washed over her.

“Lord Mordigian, don’t tell me… that girl is…”

— Yes, she is the soul of the woman your master once loved in his previous life, who inhabited Bingsulhwa’s body.

Mordigian unveiled the truth to Azazel. 

The girl standing before them was the pitiable soul that had been held hostage in Bingsulhwa’s body—the body they had been fighting against all this time.

“So, it’s true… We were merely fictional beings,” Azazel sighed deeply. 

She was beginning to understand why she hadn’t found it odd for someone like Kang Si-woo to approach her so boldly.

Although a twinge of betrayal stirred within her, she couldn’t ignore the grim life her master had led in his past life, as she had witnessed it herself.

“Still, considering how much our brother cared for us, perhaps even these feelings aren’t entirely false.”

There was no one to blame.

No one to hold accountable.

It was simply the pure imagination of a kind-hearted boy that had borrowed the power of the divine to become reality.

***

“I think a writer should write what they truly want. Isn’t that much more inspiring? Giving up without even trying… I’ve already done that too many times.”

“But that’s too bleak. Novels aren’t supposed to mirror reality. No matter how sad or difficult your life has been, the readers shouldn’t feel that.”

Han Dohyun and Yoo Seolhwa stood at odds with one another.

One wanted to weave his tragic past into his story, while the other aimed to twist it into a happy ending.

The wealthy third-generation girl and the boy from the shantytown of Dal-dongne couldn’t understand each other. 

Their life trajectories were too different—the light and shadow they experienced didn’t align, and their social statuses and perspectives were worlds apart.

“What do you really want to do? I’m telling you now—I won’t write this story if Bi-wol is excluded. She’s been like a childhood friend who’s always supported me.”

“Is that character really that important to you?”

“Yeah. Even when I was hurt or sad as a kid, just looking at the moon in the night sky made me feel like I wasn’t alone.”

At Dohyun’s words, Bi-wol couldn’t help but feel a warm sensation rise from her chest. 

She could imagine the child, unable to endure his father’s domestic violence, leaning on her to overcome his grim reality.

Bi-wol no longer harbored feelings of vengeance or betrayal. 

Instead, she was filled with anger at the unfairness of such a kind, weak child having to endure so much suffering.

“…Then let’s do this. We’ll make Bi-wol the final boss and create a new protagonist.”

“And how does that change anything?”

“The perspective of the story shifts, and the flow changes. Even if the character has a tragic past, they can still leave a lasting impression on the reader.”

Dohyun’s suggestion prompted Seolhwa to propose an ingenious solution: change Bi-wol’s role from the protagonist to the final boss and develop the story from a fresh angle.

A well-crafted antagonist often leaves a stronger impression than the protagonist, and Seolhwa aimed to leverage this concept to reshape Dohyun’s story.

It was a reasonable compromise that merged their conflicting views.

“We’ll make the character Kim Hyul the new protagonist. After all, isn’t that why the title is King of Diamond Fist?”

“Originally, I intended for him to be Bi-wol’s opponent.”

“Then why not make him the final boss instead? Isn’t a story about overcoming a grim past far more compelling?”

In that moment, Bi-wol’s role as the final boss and the protagonist of the original story swapped places.

“Hmm… What should I do? Honestly, I’m not sure,” Dohyun muttered, scratching his chin.

“Later, I’ll give you a kiss. Please, just go with this,” Seolhwa said, clinging to him and attempting to kiss his cheek.

The two blushed deeply, smiling shyly at each other. 

It was obvious to any third party, even a stranger, that they liked one another.

“There was a sly female like that…”

Bi-wol bit her fingernails ferociously, consumed by jealousy. 

To the point where she drew her blade with the intention of subduing her rival right then and there.

“Senior! Please calm down! No matter how upset you are, she’s still the master’s girlfriend! Now, more than ever, you need to think rationally!”

“Do you think I can just sit back and endure this? It’s all because of that woman! She wagged her tail at our master, twisting his destiny. If things had gone as they were supposed to, no one could have surpassed me.”

“Sister, we understand you’re furious about this strange woman intruding on your beloved master’s life, but if we combine our strength, we can defeat that sly fox together.”

Verdandi and even Azazel tried their best to pacify Bi-wol’s growing fury. 

Despite the surreal atmosphere that felt like it showcased Bing Yeon’s past life, it didn’t change the fact that they were in the jaws of an Outer God.

“What do you even know? Do you have any idea how much I loved him in secret? I thought he rejected my feelings because I was just a disciple… but that wasn’t the reason.”

“……”

Only now did Bi-wol understand why Bing Yeon had turned her down, calling her a daughter-like figure. 

It wasn’t because she disrupted the harmony of the Central Plains martial world, nor was it because she had been raised like a child under his care since she was young.

It was because she was, quite literally, like a daughter to him—someone too precious to touch.

“I understand your feelings completely. But let me assure you, we are no less devoted to the master than you are.”

Azazel sighed deeply at Bi-wol’s fiery response, finally deciding to reveal a secret she had kept to herself until now: the vision she had seen when she first met Bing Yeon.

“Above all, five years from now, it is you, Sister Bi-wol, who will take the master’s innocence. That’s what my foresight showed me.”

“…Is that true? Tell me more.”

Bi-wol’s eyes widened in astonishment as she began to visualize the scene in her mind.

“At first, we blindfolded him to make sure it was fair, so he wouldn’t know who claimed his innocence first.”

“Yes, and then?”

“What happened next?”

Even Verdandi, pure and usually composed, leaned in with curiosity at the shocking revelation. 

After all, they had believed that no matter how hard they tried, they could never compete with the love of Bingseolhwa, Bing Yeon’s past-life lover.

From the very beginning, Bing Yeon had fought tooth and nail to save Bingseolhwa. 

They assumed there was no chance for them.

“We drew lots, and the result put Sister Bi-wol on top of the master first. After that, he became aware of the vision and…”


“…Five years from now, we’ll all be adults. Could it be that he’s waiting until we reach the pinnacle of the Hyeonhwa realm?”

It seemed there was still hope.

“Wait a moment. Where is the Extreme Yang Elixir?”

The thought of the legendary pill, which she had once entrusted to her master Bing Yeon, suddenly crossed Bi-wol’s mind. 


It was said that consuming it without preparation would cause one’s body to burn from within.

“…Why do you suddenly ask about that?”

“If we have it, don’t you think we might be able to escape from here?”

A meaningful smile spread across Bi-wol’s face. 

In the depths of the Outer God’s maw, she had found a glimmer of hope for escape.



 
  
    Chapter 78: Unlucky Past (1)


During the conversation between Bi-wol and the other disciples, the scenery shifted, and the atmosphere changed.

Once again, their vision was swallowed by darkness, and two figures—a boy and a girl—moved rapidly, as if time itself had accelerated.

The next scene that Bing Yeon’s disciples witnessed was of Yoo Seolhwa standing at a crosswalk, waiting for the signal.

“I should make Do-hyun’s favorite rolled omelet today~,” she hummed, oblivious to the ominous aura beginning to creep into the scene.

Before the impending tragedy unfolded, the disciples couldn’t help but sense that something was amiss.

“…Isn’t that an Outsider?”

Unexpectedly, it was Verdandi who first noticed the anomaly. 

Gifted with the Eyes of Truth, she could distinguish truth from falsehood with unerring accuracy.

In her vision, a child, previously nonexistent, suddenly bubbled up from the shadows, emerging unnaturally.

“It seems so. Although the appearance resembles that of an ordinary child, the aura is reminiscent of an Outer God, akin to Shub-Niggurath.”

Azazel, who had extensive knowledge of Outsiders through her contracts, added credibility to Verdandi’s observation. 

Even to her, the sight seemed far too suspicious.

It was as if a monstrous predator was using the guise of an innocent child as bait to ensnare its prey.


	“That’s Yog-Sothoth. It’s concealing its presence as much as possible to avoid detection in the material realm.”



Mordigian, connected to Azazel, identified the true nature of the entity disguised as a child. 

The peculiar iridescent bubbles and spherical drops were unmistakable traits of Yog-Sothoth.

A mere touch from this being meant certain death, placing Yoo Seolhwa in grave danger.

“Huh? Why is there a child…?”

Bubbling noises.

The child-like form bubbled and swirled, but Yoo Seolhwa failed to notice.

She muttered to herself, wondering if her eyes were playing tricks on her.

Then, the event played out exactly as history had dictated.

On a summer night, hotter than any other, the chirping of cicadas filled the air. 

At the crosswalk stood a lone child.

In the split second when the traffic light turned from green to red—

Screeeech!!

The child dashed forward, and a car barreled toward them at reckless speed.

“I have to save them…!!”

And Yoo Seolhwa leapt into action.

“……!!!!”

A dull thud resounded as Yoo Seolhwa was struck, her body flung several meters through the air.

Everyone present was left speechless.

Even without extensive knowledge of automobiles, it was clear to all that the accident was catastrophic.

The acrid stench of burning tires filled the air, mingling with the pungent scent of blood.

Crimson streaks painted the ground like spilled paint on a canvas.

“A-ah… Aaah… No…”

Writhing feebly, Yoo Seolhwa couldn’t even scream properly, her body curling like a crushed insect.

The sight was painful enough to make anyone wince.

“I’ll cast healing magic immediately!”

Verdandi rushed to Yoo Seolhwa’s side, attempting to use her magic, but her hands passed through as if touching an illusion.

“W-what?! The healing isn’t working! What should I do?!”

“It’s no use. This is all an illusion. Like a past event we cannot alter.”

Bi-wol shook her head, signaling that nothing could be done. 

Her acute senses confirmed that this past was immutable, untouchable.

The fact that they could interact with a younger Han Dohyun was likely the maximum extent of Shub-Niggurath’s mercy.

“…Moreover, it seems there’s another Outsider present here as well.”

After Yoo Seolhwa was loaded into an ambulance, the child she saved dissolved back into bubbles and vanished.

The bubbles, emitting an unmistakably sinister aura, left behind a chilling laughter as if mocking Yoo Seolhwa’s injuries.

“So, was Yog-Sothoth the one who sought to kill your past-life lover? Something doesn’t quite add up…”

Azazel tapped her chin, pondering the chain of events. 

Why would two Outer Gods, beings far removed from humanity, take such an interest in a mere mortal?

Normally, such entities governed outer realms, paying no heed to humans, whom they regarded as less significant than dust. 

When they did fixate on humans, their twisted affection often manifested in warped, destructive ways.


	[It’s because I enjoyed reading Han Dohyun’s novels in the future. As an Outsider, it’s natural to treat humans like ants.]



A voice echoed in their minds—Shub-Niggurath’s voice, explaining the truth to Bing Yeon’s disciples.

Her husband, Yog-Sothoth, had been so jealous of the novelist her wife adored that he traveled back in time to kill Yoo Seolhwa.

[In the original history, it seems that Han Dohyun properly concluded the story you all come from. However, now, no method can recover that ending.]

Shub-Niggurath let out a small sigh before continuing the story.

If only Yoo Seolhwa hadn’t been in that accident, the writer Han Dohyun would have continued writing, regardless of viewership or earnings.

Because his pillar—the one who loved his writing the most—would have still been by his side.

“How could such a thing happen… Then, are you saying you brought us into this world to see the end of the story you loved so much?”

Verdandi, trembling slightly, asked Shub-Niggurath.

While the idea of being characters in a novel was shocking enough, they hadn’t expected such truths lurking behind it.

[Yes, I was an avid reader of this novel. Once, I could forgive a serialization pause. Twice, I could endure it. But three times? That’s a serious problem.]

Shub-Niggurath responded cheerfully to Verdandi.

As one of Han Dohyun’s loyal readers, she had also thoroughly enjoyed The Hero Must Die, where Verdandi was the main character.

Watching the current scene unfold, a small smile tugged at Shub-Niggurath’ lips.

It was a rare occasion to see Bi-wol from King of Diamond Fist, Verdandi from The Hero Must Die, and Azazel from I Got Possessed in an Idle Game gathered in one place.

The final bosses of each novel were appearing before their devoted reader, sharing their thoughts directly.

What could bring greater joy to a passionate reader than this?

[Verdandi, Azazel. It’s only right to show you the stories related to you. Even if the beginnings are grim…]

With a snap of her fingers, Shub-Niggurath prepared to send her students to another time and place.

[…Because all stories must end with a happy ending.]

***

The next place the students arrived at was a completely white space.

A place that, in modern terms, could be described as a hospital.

There, they saw Yoo Seolhwa and Han Dohyun awakening.

“Seolhwa…! You’re awake!”

“Dohyun…?”

The man who had been resting his head on the bedside until moments ago, Han Dohyun, was shedding tears of joy at Yoo Seolhwa’s awakening.

The dark shadows under his eyes and the red veins in them hinted at sleepless nights filled with worry.


“You were unconscious for two whole days. I… I honestly thought I was going to lose you…”

Han Dohyun’s voice trembled as he poured out his emotions, showing just how deeply he had been worried about her.

“…With you here, there’s no way I’d die, silly.”

Watching him, Yoo Seolhwa chuckled softly and tried to sit up. 

Despite the recent accident, her expression was unusually bright.

It was then.

“Huh? Wait, why isn’t my arm…”

Yoo Seolhwa’s face turned pale. 

She tried to stroke her boyfriend with her right hand but found it unresponsive.

Her face twisted in frustration as she desperately tried to move her arm.

Even the watching disciples of Bing Yeon couldn’t help but feel pity for her.

“……?”

With her remaining arm, she strained to lift her limp, powerless right arm, but the sight was nothing short of desperate.

Considering their past, Han Dohyun and Yoo Seolhwa had been young dreamers who aspired to make a living through writing.

But now, the hands they considered their lifeline could no longer move.

“Doctor! Doctor, please come here immediately!”

Realizing something was wrong, Han Dohyun urgently called for a doctor. 


His trembling voice reflected his panic.

“Dohyun, it’s okay. I’m just a little tired… Yeah, I’m definitely not paralyzed or anything like that.”

Though Yoo Seolhwa had likely already grasped the truth about her condition, she desperately made excuses to reassure her boyfriend.

“…That’s a lie. So, your lover from your past life must have suffered through this painful ordeal,” Verdandi murmured.

She saw through Yoo Seolhwa’s lies, sighed deeply, and gazed at her with sympathy.



 
  
    Chapter 79: Unlucky Past (2)


Han Dohyun began caring for Yoo Seolhwa with such devotion that the phrase “dedicated to the utmost” seemed perfectly apt.

For instance, since his girlfriend couldn’t move one of her arms, he went as far as peeling fruit himself and feeding it to her with affection.

“Dohyun, I said I could peel it myself.”

“No way. A knife is dangerous. Just sit still and eat.”

With a crisp scritch-scratch, Dohyun carved a rabbit-shaped apple slice and handed it to her. 

Watching from the side, anyone would think honey was practically dripping from the scene.

Their actions and the past they shared weren’t lost on his disciples, who quickly realized that Yoo Seolhwa must have had a close bond with Bing Yeon, Dohyun’s past life.

“…That sly little cat.”

The one who displayed the most displeasure at the sight was Bi-wol. 

She was so irritated that she ended up kicking the hospital wall.

“Even his expression is different when he’s dealing with us! I’ve never seen him look at anyone like that!”

“So, our elder brother is just another man after all… After charming so many women, he only gives his heart to one…”

Not to be outdone, Verdandi and Azazel also looked at Yoo Seolhwa with clear jealousy.

Bing Yeon had rarely shown such personal displays of affection to anyone before. 

He had always restrained himself from acting on personal emotions.

“…Although that was exactly what drew us to him!” 

Verdandi murmured as she slowly nodded while glancing at the other two. 

From the start, it was his warm, reserved demeanor that had captivated them.

Even now, when his girlfriend was gravely injured and confined to a hospital bed, Dohyun’s gentle and meticulous care only deepened his charm.

“What about writing? What will you do?”

“Well… since I can move one arm, I’ll keep trying! I’ll challenge myself!” 

Yoo Seolhwa responded brightly, trying her best to maintain a cheerful demeanor. 

She didn’t want to disappoint her devoted boyfriend.

Sitting at the small, cramped hospital table, she typed on her laptop with her functional left hand, her right arm connected to an IV.

“There’s a novel I have to finish together with you, Dohyun.”

She glanced at the stack of notebooks on the side shelf. 

The titles on them read: King of the Diamond Fist, The Hero Must Die, and I Got Possessed in an Idle Game.

These were not just stories; they were reflections of Dohyun’s life, as well as novels that Yoo Seolhwa had influenced deeply.

“It feels like my life is written in these,” Verdandi remarked, picking up the notebook labeled The Hero Must Die and flipping through its pages. 

Inside, the tale of her life—what should have been her destiny—was written in great detail.

***

Verdandi Astraea, the Hero.

She was a character born from my own unfortunate school days.

The village where everyone ostracized her was a direct recreation of my childhood experiences.

As a child, I endured domestic violence from my father.
It became a habit to read people’s expressions and gazes, enabling me to detect lies or sugar coated words.

I remember the words my father spat at me: “You were never needed.” That memory remains vivid.

Thus, Verdandi was someone exceptionally sensitive to [truth].

She was like a lotus flower blooming in the mud of a village that despised her.

Why was I born with such abilities…?

Verdandi stared at the dark sky as rain poured down, her tears blending with the raindrops.

She never wanted to see through lies or discern whether someone was good or evil.

This ability had shaped her childhood, where even her own mother had tried to kill her—a memory etched too clearly in her mind.

She couldn’t help but understand that she wasn’t a child her parents wanted.

Watching other children grow up showered with love only deepened her envy and sadness.

No, Verdandi. 

If you work hard, people will see you differently. 

The world rewards kindness—just like in the fairy tales.

She clenched her fists, determination hardening her resolve.

She believed that if she lived earnestly, others would come to recognize her worth.

But that belief was shattered.

***

“Verdandi, I’m sorry about before. Let’s be friends from now on, okay? You’re a Hero, after all.”

After her selection as a Hero became known, the villagers’ hypocrisy only grew.

Those who once despised her now pretended to be friendly, unable to treat her poorly because of her title.

“Can’t you leave the village and go on a journey? You have a duty to defeat the Demon King, don’t you?”

Some were even afraid of her and tried to drive her out of the village.

“Understood. I’m a Hero, after all!”

Even though Verdandi knew their words stemmed from dislike, she pretended not to notice and set off on her journey.

She convinced herself that killing the Demon King and bringing peace to the world was her duty.

But the journey was far from smooth.

***

“Spare me, please, spare me…! My mother is waiting at home. I can’t die here!”

“Are you truly human? Living a life drenched in blood and flesh… only a lunatic could do such a thing.”

The hero, Verdandi, steadily lost her emotions as she killed countless demons and monsters.

‘Where my blade points is justice. And all of you are villains.’

Eventually, after killing the Demon King, her sense of justice became irreparably twisted.

***

“That’s… really chilling! I can’t even imagine what would’ve happened if Master hadn’t saved me!”

Verdandi’s fingers tremble slightly as she read a novel depicting a different side of herself. 

The truth-seeking eyes confirmed it wasn’t a lie.

“So, we were all supposed to live our lives as written in this novel?”

Azazel sighed deeply as she took out her own novel. 

It described a future where she borrowed power from foreign gods to restart the world from scratch.

Had such a future come to pass, it would have been horrifying. 

She would have been consumed by her past memories, obsessed with a worthless man.

“But Master tried to change everything, didn’t he?”

Bi-wol nodded in agreement as she read alongside them. 

In the original story, she had risen to the rank of a complete Heavenly Demon, a figure powerful enough to set the martial world ablaze.

All of this was co-written with a woman named Yoo Seolhwa.

***

“This part is too grim—let’s rewrite it later!”

“We’ll give Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel all happy endings!”

The blend of different writing styles throughout the manuscript was evidence of Yoo Seolhwa’s significant influence, transforming Han Dohyun’s dark past into art.

“Seolhwa, slowly… Move slowly, with weight on your steps…”

Free from her tightly bound cast, Yoo Seolhwa was now practicing walking forward, holding her boyfriend’s hand.

The calendar showed that a year had already passed.

“Good, one step at a time. Don’t fall…”

“I can manage that much. But… don’t you think you’re pressing too close?”

“This, this is just the necessary position to support you…!”

“Fine, Dohyun, let’s see what happens once you’re fully recovered.”

“……”

Han Dohyun flushed bright red with embarrassment, while Yoo Seolhwa giggled, clearly enjoying the moment. 

Even a car accident couldn’t stop the love blossoming between the young couple.


Their bond grew stronger through adversity, leaving their disciples watching silently with crossed arms.

The two appeared like a blissful newlywed couple, even in the drab hospital environment.

***

“…Something feels wrong. An event triggered by a being like Yog-Sothoth couldn’t possibly end this smoothly.”

Azazel was the first to sense the anomaly. 

She knew better than anyone how terrifying and dreadful an Outer God could be.

If Yoo Seolhwa recovered fully, there would be no reason for Bing Yeon to be born into this world.

According to Shub-Niggurath, in futures where Yoo Seolhwa survived, there was no hiatus in serialization.

At that moment—


“Hmm? Dohyun, what’s this? A draft notice…?”

Holding an envelope she had just found, Yoo Seolhwa’s voice wavered slightly.

Azazel’s lips tightened into a thin line.

“…So it has come.”

The letter, crafted from pearlescent bubbles, ensured that no one could escape their fate.



 
  
    Chapter 80: Unlucky Past (3)


It was as if some evil god was trying to ruin a bright future.

No matter what method she used, Yoo Seolhwa could not stop Han Dohyun from leaving for the military.

“Dohyun, be careful and come back safely.”

“Yeah, I’ll contact you often. You take care of yourself too.”

Standing at the training center to send off her boyfriend, Han Dohyun, who had shaved his head and donned a military uniform, Yoo Seolhwa had no choice but to send him away with tears in her eyes.

She had only been granted a brief leave from the hospital, with an IV still attached to her arm, to say her final goodbyes.


	It looks like he’s being dragged off to the military. His lover is sick… but I guess there was no way to delay it.



Mordigian immediately understood the situation and signaled Azazel.

After all, they had no way of knowing modern concepts like military service or enlistment orders.

“…Something feels off. Is it really true that all of this happened because Yog-Sothoth is jealous?”

Verdandi couldn’t help but feel this was a bit much.

No matter how you looked at it, he was a god who oversaw the outer universe.

She didn’t think he would stoop to something so petty and childish.

“You can never fully understand the thoughts of outer gods. Some of them flip the flesh and skin of their human worshippers inside out, or even change their gender.”

Azazel sighed deeply.

It was unusual for Mordigian to be sympathetic toward humans.

He was a being of great stature who, if no harm was done to him, would spare no effort to keep everyone safe and well.

“…Still, I think this is wrong.”

Bi-wol lowered her gaze as she spoke. 

She had met her teacher, Bing Yeon, and been saved, living a life without facing such cold realities.

“That woman never had any hope, did she?”

***

After Han Dohyun left, Yoo Seolhwa’s body grew stiff, and while practicing walking, she collapsed. 

There was an increasing lack of vitality in her eyes.

“Why… why won’t it move… I was fine just a few days ago…?”

Massaging her immobile leg, Yoo Seolhwa secretly wiped away her tears in the bathroom, trying to hide it. 

She started to act bright whenever Han Dohyun called, pretending everything was fine.

With the heavy future she faced, she had no choice but to put on a brave face.

“…You must prepare yourself.”

“Huh? Doctor, what do you mean by that…?”

The end of Yoo Seolhwa’s life came with a consultation with the doctor.

The attending physician shook his head as he delivered the shocking news.

“…The spinal infarction is spreading throughout your body. The prognosis is not good. And as a result of the accident, you’ve become infertile.”

“I think you tried to hide it from your boyfriend, fearing he would be upset… but some things can’t be changed.”

Like a judge delivering a death sentence, the heavy and sharp words pressed down on her heart.

She had known her body best, so she had already suspected something was wrong for a few days.

“I’ll pay any amount. Is there really no hope…? Please, I beg you…”

“This is the first time we’ve seen something like this… surviving such a serious accident was a miracle in itself.”

Showing her the results of the tests, the news of her infertility hit her harder than any feeling she could explain.

The entire world seemed to abandon her, and an overwhelming sense of hopelessness swept over her, telling her that there would be no more hope from now on.

“Ugh, uuugh…”

All she could do was sit there, blaming everything, and cry.

“…This is truly horrifying! If I don’t punch Yog-Sothoth in the face, I don’t think I’ll feel any better!”

“I never thought this would happen… Could it be that our teacher didn’t want us to have lovers because of this?”

“He might have been trying to prevent tragedy from repeating. Our teacher is kind and warm-hearted, so it makes sense he would think that way.”

Verdandi and her disciples reached out to console Yoo Seolhwa as they watched her cry, but their gestures passed right through her.

Seeing the girl trapped in Yog-Sothoth’s scheme, suffering from a misfortune that should never have happened, they couldn’t help but feel it mirrored their own past.

After that day, Yoo Seolhwa spent several sleepless nights. 

She didn’t go to rehab or even eat. 

She refused all food, curled up on her bed, shivering in fear.

“…She’s been like this for two days now. Is she trying to starve herself to death?”

Bi-wol bit her lip as she watched her. 

She had tried the same thing when she was at the Heavenly Demon Cult.

People couldn’t die that easily. 

Those kinds of attempts were futile.

Besides, she was still receiving an IV at the hospital, so there was no way she could die from starvation.

“Her heartbreak must be immense. After all, if I had a lover I had promised my future to, and they were in her place…”

Verdandi spoke with a soft, dejected voice. 

It was hard to remain optimistic in the face of such a bleak situation.

“Is there really nothing we can do for her? Must we remain powerless bystanders, watching this tragedy unfold just to understand the truth?”

Azazel clasped her hands to her chest and prayed. 

If Shub-Niggurath was listening, she prayed to save this poor little lamb.

They had all learned from being with Bing Yeon that people could be saved by others.

Yoo Seolhwa stared at her laptop with empty eyes. 

It was the reflection of her own life, a thing she had spent half her life writing.

Looking at it, she instinctively felt she had to write one last time. 

As a writer, that was all she could do.

[Dohyun, I miss you…]

Click-clack.

Yoo Seolhwa began typing on the keyboard with her unfamiliar left hand. 

She thought that if she couldn’t be forgiven, then it was better to be hated.

[Dohyun, if you’re reading this, I’ll probably be gone from this world by now.]

I intentionally wrote the beginning of this text this way. 

If Han Dohyun ever reads it, it will be after I’m gone.

[Do you know, Dohyun? They told me I can’t have children. They said I’m completely infertile now.]

Yoo Seolhwa expressed her feelings in calm writing. 

After all, novels sometimes carry the emotions or state of the author.

The car accident that Yoo Seolhwa had suffered began to slowly destroy everything she had over time.

Not only did it shatter the status, wealth, and fame she had accumulated, but it also took away something even more precious.

[I’d wanted to have a beautiful baby with you and live happily. I wanted to succeed as a novelist and be a good mother, but…]

The wish she had longed for was now taken from her.

Having lost her mother at a young age, Yoo Seolhwa had always wanted to be a good mother.

[Writing novels with one hand is unbearable. Now, when I try to write in a notebook, my handwriting has become so awful.]

Yoo Seolhwa began to pour out the negative words she had been holding back, making sure that Han Dohyun would be disappointed in her later.

[Maybe it was an impossible dream for us to be together as writers in the first place.]

After Han Dohyun left for the military, she couldn’t tell him this truth. 

Unable to overcome the grim reality, her emotional wounds deepened.

[They say people have to suffer, like a pupa, in order to grow, but…]

The paralysis spreading from her right arm felt like being trapped in a hard cocoon.

Like a pupa preparing to sprout wings, her body grew heavier, but she could never fly like a butterfly.

[It seems I can’t fly like a butterfly, Dohyun.]

She could no longer move as she once did.

Even if she furrowed her brow and clenched her fists, nothing happened. 

It felt as if she were trying to move an imaginary sixth finger.

Like a soldier navigating a minefield, Yoo Seolhwa came to a decision after losing sensation in her right hand and left foot.


With a body growing weaker, she realized she could no longer maintain her dream of being a novelist or the position of being Han Dohyun’s girlfriend.

She couldn’t even have children, a lifelong dream.

So.

[I’ve decided to die today.]

Yoo Seolhwa made up her mind to end her life. 

She knew she would only be a burden to Han Dohyun if she stayed.

[At least I wanted to die while my soul as a writer was still alive, while I still felt human.]

That’s why she wrote a lie in her suicide note.

Han Dohyun was so lovable that, if she left behind any regrets, she knew he would stay by her side to the end.

And so, she knew he would live a lonely life, unable to forget the woman who could never be with him, who could never have children with him.

[It feels like being buried alive.]

[It’s like someone shoveling wet, hard earth onto my head every day.]

[Even when I begged God to save me, nothing changed.]

She tapped the keyboard with her unfamiliar left hand.

[The weight of death is this light. That’s why I decided to die before I become even lighter…]

Yoo Seolhwa had resolved to act as a bad woman on purpose, to make Han Dohyun forget her.

[December 24, 20XX, Snow Flower, from novelist Yoo Seolhwa to Han Dohyun.]


[PS. Let’s break up. Honestly, you can find someone better than me.]

After finishing her letter, Yoo Seolhwa sneaked out of her hospital room. 

She tucked a crutch under her left armpit and shuffled forward.

“Let’s follow her. We need to see how this ends.”

The disciples, who had witnessed everything, nodded in agreement, deciding to witness Yoo Seolhwa’s final moments.



 
  
    Chapter 81: Unlucky Past (4)


Yoo Seolhwa quickly exited the dimly lit hospital room.

She passed by the reception desk where the nurses were on standby, making an excuse that she was going out to get some fresh air, just in case something unexpected happened.

As a VIP at this hospital, there was no one who could dare upset her mood.

It was thanks to her grandfather, who had donated heavily when building the hospital. 

This favor from the past was now playing out in her current situation.

Even though it had long been the case that money and fame were useless to her due to the accident that had ruined her body.

‘Is this the end of my life?’

Yoo Seolhwa gazed down the corridor lit by fluorescent lights, sensing that this was the moment of her final curtain. 

Despite the early hour, the lights were bright, casting a clear path ahead.

‘Had this path ever seemed this dark?’

They say the stronger the light, the deeper the shadows. 

As she walked, Yoo Seolhwa couldn’t shake the feeling that she was walking through an abyss, the kind of blackness that seemed to swallow everything.

Her left arm and leg were paralyzed, and with crutches tucked under her armpits, she struggled to take even a single step.

Despite her determined expression, her body refused to obey her will. 

It felt as though she were a fish struggling in the depths of the ocean.

“…Now that I think about it, you came into my life like a light.”

Even in this moment, Yoo Seolhwa couldn’t help but remember Han Dohyun. He was the one who had introduced her to defeat—something she, a naturally born winner, had never experienced before.

***

“So, how good do you think you are to belittle someone else’s writing?”

Before hearing those words, she had thought it was acceptable.

After all, she was a genius, a prodigy. 

She had always believed that talent was what made a person shine.

But she had forgotten the most basic principle for a writer.

“You think it’s okay to trash other people’s work just because you’ve won some awards?”

The many awards she had received were like a layer of gold paint on her face, an unnecessary impurity that now seemed irrelevant.

“Just like there’s no finger that doesn’t hurt when bitten, every piece of writing is precious to a writer. Watch your words.”

Yes, that was certainly true.

To a writer, every work was important.

Whether it was a short story written on a whim, a novel that took years to complete, or even a last will written at the end of life.

Yoo Seolhwa had once imagined her own end. 

Surrounded by many, peacefully closing her eyes to end her life.

In that vision, she was a successful novelist, Han Dohyun was holding her hand, and everyone around her mourned her passing.

…But reality always surpasses fiction.

None of that matched her present situation. 

The spinal infarction from the accident, the paralysis that followed, and the infertility.

Yoo Seolhwa took each step, contemplating her circumstances. 

Even if she kept living like this, she would only become a burden to Han Dohyun or anyone else.

She had taken stronger medication to fight the depression, but it was all in vain. 

The miserable reality remained unchanged before her eyes.

“Ah… damn it…”

She muttered a curse, looking down at the floor.

It was something she would never do, as she had always been gentle by nature, but given her current situation, she couldn’t help herself.

She had thought that spinal infarction was the only misfortune in her life.

‘Infertile, too?’

When a horrible thing happens, and then another even worse thing piles on top, it seems like people learn how to give up.

“I’m sorry for being a bad woman. I’m sorry for being such a terrible girlfriend.”

Even now, every moment without him felt like hell, and she couldn’t bring herself to imagine his face when he would try to love her again after serving in the military.

“If it’s Dohyun… he would still love me, even in this broken body.”

The hot sensation in her eyes brought tears, dripping onto the floor.

Who in the world would be foolish enough to love a woman whose entire body was paralyzed?

Clink!

Filled with regret and longing, Yoo Seolhwa opened the iron gate of the walking path.

This place had been designated for patients in wheelchairs and those undergoing walking rehabilitation. 

It was a place she had once fought against illness with hope, not too long ago.

“Hah… Hah…”

Each step up the slope made her heart race, and the air felt tight in her chest, sending waves of discomfort through her.

Back when she practiced walking with her boyfriend, when there was still hope, those times had been joyful and full of effort.

“Ah, hahaha… Dohyun isn’t here anymore…”

It was an entirely different situation now.

As she climbed each floor, passing familiar scenes, memories of her life flashed before her eyes.

This hospital was where she had received treatment for leukemia as a child.

***

“When I was little, I thought that once I got outside the hospital, I could do anything. I believed I could become anyone.”

Yoo Seolhwa chewed on her lip, gazing at the sign for the pediatric ward. It made her bitter.

Even in the dead of night, the lights were on, and the colorful decorations filled the ward with a sense of hope.

The pediatric ward was a world apart from the dull and grim space of the adult wards—physically and psychologically.

“…When I got out of here, I just wanted to eat as many hamburgers as I wanted.”

She muttered to herself, one foot ahead of the other. 

Her heart felt heavy, like a lump of lead.

“I believed that one day I could grow my hair out and take off the wool cap that had been hiding my shaved head…”

This was the reason Yoo Seolhwa kept her long hair to this day. 

She hated short hair or even a bob because of what she had been through as a child.

“…Everything is the opposite now.”

Unlike now, there was once hope.

Children tend to have less sense of reality than adults, and they view life with a more optimistic perspective.

Perhaps she had believed too easily that this time would be the same. 

It seemed she had mistaken something that happened by chance as something normal.

Her father, who had once donated his bone marrow for her, had passed away long ago due to an illness.

Yoo Seolhwa secretly called her chauffeur and toured various famous restaurants around the country. 


She told herself it was because she needed to eat before her mouth went completely numb.

Since the moment she realized her body was becoming paralyzed and that her remaining days were few, she had stopped writing down the things she wanted to do, things she would accomplish if she were cured.

There was nothing more depressing than writing a bucket list in a diary.

She began to cut ties with friends who had been distancing themselves from her, and she tried to push away her lifelong lover, Han Dohyun, with harsh words.

‘…Even if I disappear like a puff of smoke right in the middle of this world, no one will notice, right?’

If she could, she would have done it, but…

Yoo Seolhwa wasn’t someone who could vanish so easily. 

Her life was too stubborn and ugly, and that’s why she was trying to cut it off herself.

Click—

The iron gate to the rooftop, which she had thought would be locked, opened easily. 

As if someone were wishing for her death.

“It’s cold… so cold…”

The weather in December, nearing minus 10 degrees Celsius, had turned into the sharp blade of cold, creeping through the gaps between Yoo Seolhwa’s skin and clothes.

Ironically, in the midst of the pain, Yoo Seolhwa felt more alive than ever before, as if the cold was piercing through her body.

‘I’m alive.’

Ever since the car accident, something deep inside her heart had felt as though it had died.

The sensation of her future as a novelist, her dreams, and her hopes shattering into pieces, like memories that could never be gathered again, made her feel helpless, always recalling those broken memories.

‘I’m alive.’

Her teeth clacked together, and her body trembled as Yoo Seolhwa savored the joy of being alive for the first time.

Maybe it was because of the long battle with her illness, or perhaps she had found happiness in the idea of putting an end to her miserable life.

Tears welled up in her eyes. 

Her throat tightened, and her breath became ragged. 

Her body shook with the strength she could still muster.

Her mind was filled with words, with memories of settings and characters she had never been able to write.

“The painful past that Dohyun shared with me, Bi-wol, Verdandi… Azazel…”

Yoo Seolhwa suddenly shouted their names, and the disciples who had been listening nodded at each other.

She had wanted to see them truly appear in her stories. 

One day, maybe as a webtoon or a drama, people would know them better.

She hadn’t given up on her dreams yet, not even at the end of her life.

“I didn’t want Dohyun’s past to remain as painful memories.”

She wanted to write a work that would be remembered by more people. 

She wanted to build more memories with her lover, to share more love.

“The things Dohyun and I wrote… I wanted to see them published as a book someday… Ha, hahaha…”

And that was the sound she made just before falling from the rooftop.

Just this.

A single sentence, a simple and ordinary thought, but in reality, Yoo Seolhwa had been struggling not to die.

Perhaps it was because she had such resolve that she was pitied.

“…I think I’ve seen everything. What do you want to do? I believe saving her is the right thing. After all, she was master’s ex-lover. She’s still someone to be pitied.”

First, Bi-wol reached out to stop Yoo Seolhwa as she moved toward the rooftop.


“Let’s save her! That’s what a hero should do!”

Next, Verdandi stepped forward with a bright smile, reaching out to hold Yoo Seolhwa’s hand.

“It seems we don’t have the right to curse or hate her. To us, she’s like a mother.”

Finally, Azazel blocked Yoo Seolhwa’s path and began praying for her healing.

Perhaps because of their resolve and their hearts, Yoo Seolhwa’s soul, which had been sleeping in the hands of history, was finally able to face the disciples of Bing Yeon for the first time.



 
  
    Chapter 82: The ending we chose (1)


Yoo Seolhwa couldn’t believe the scene unfolding before her eyes.

No matter how many times she rubbed her eyes, the sight of the characters she and Han Dohyun had imagined didn’t disappear.

“You’re the children that Dohyun and I envisioned, right? How did you get here…?”

Moreover, this place was inside the body of Shub-Niggurath. 

A space that could only be entered if one hadn’t been devoured.

“…Could it be that you were also affected by the Outer Gods, like me?!”

Yoo Seolhwa, who didn’t understand Shub-Niggurath’s true intentions, could only misunderstand the situation. 

To her, the Outer Gods were malicious entities that took control of her body, leaving her with no choice but to think of them as evil.

“No! I tried my best to help you defeat the Outer Gods…! If this happens, we can’t save Dohyun…!”

Yoo Seolhwa shouted, tugging at her hair in distress. 

Her messy, disheveled hair was a clear sign of how much stress she was under.

Having been reborn in another world, in another body, she could not even speak to the lover she once adored. 

Up until now, she had been unable to escape the grasp of the Outer Gods.

“…Calm down! Another mother!”

“Mother…?”

It was Verdandi, the one with the brightest and most optimistic personality, who managed to calm Yoo Seolhwa’s panic.

“Shub-Niggurath set this up to reveal the truth to us! The one to blame is Yog-Sothoth, the Outer God!”

Like a large golden retriever approaching a person, Verdandi embraced Yoo Seolhwa to comfort her.

In her embrace, Yoo Seolhwa began to feel a sense of relief.

“…Is that really true?”

“Yes! If that weren’t the case, how could we have met you? If Shub-Niggurath had been sincere, everyone here would have already died!”

Verdandi spoke with absolute sincerity. 

Normally, she didn’t lie, but in this moment, her truthfulness shone through more than ever.

“That’s right. We’ve been watching your past, Yoo Seolhwa… or should I say, Han Dohyun now. From the perspective of an outsider.”

“…With Shub-Niggurath’s cooperation, which we would have never expected. It seems like he wants to create a new outcome, something different from the one we were part of.”

Azazel and Bi-wol chimed in.

Azazel clasped her hands together as though expressing joy, holding Yoo Seolhwa’s hand, while Bi-wol remained on guard, staying a step back.

“Then, you mean…”

Yoo Seolhwa’s voice trailed off, as if she had suddenly realized something.

If they knew the past of herself and Han Dohyun, there was only one possibility.

“Yes! We’ve come to know that we were characters in your novel!”

It was the realization that they were not real people, but fictional characters.

But then, “Do you… not hate us? After all, we couldn’t finish the novel, and the serialization was cut off. All of this happened because of us…”

Something felt off.

Verdandi spoke about such an enormous fact without hesitation, and the reactions around her didn’t seem to blame Yoo Seolhwa or Han Dohyun at all.

“At first, I hated you! All the troubles I faced were decided by your fingertips!”

Verdandi gave Yoo Seolhwa a slight glare, raising her eyebrows, but her expression softened soon after.

“But, in the end, you didn’t do it out of malice, did you? You tried your best to help us!”

Verdandi gently patted Yoo Seolhwa’s back, as if assuring her not to worry. 

The past of the original author, which they had seen, was darker and more oppressive than anyone else’s.

“If it were our teacher, he would have forgiven you. That’s why we’re doing the same.”

Bi-wol, recalling the past of Yoo Seolhwa and Han Dohyun, clenched her lips tightly. 

Their relationship had been so strong that no one could interfere.

Yet, it had also been fragile, easy to be tainted by the Outer Gods’ manipulation—a pure love, easily broken.

That was why Bi-wol envied Yoo Seolhwa.

She had taken the relationship that she could never have, and with it, left behind an irreversible wound with her death.

‘But now, I won’t let you take the place beside our teacher…’

Bi-wol made a silent resolution in her heart, thinking she would continue to monitor Yoo Seolhwa. 

She felt that being gentle and kind would be the best approach to do so.

“I’m the teacher’s most beloved disciple.”

“…Yeah. Dohyun really is different.”

Yoo Seolhwa grasped Bi-wol’s outstretched hand, and with a faint smile, she stood up.

She couldn’t afford to sit idly anymore. 

She still hadn’t saved Bing Yeon, or rather, Han Dohyun, from Shub-Niggurath’s grasp.

“And even if we are fake, the emotions that our brother taught us are real, aren’t they?”

Azazel, in a tone full of joy, almost as if praying, spoke, looking as if this scene was sacred.

Up until now, she had continued to doubt. If this world was a lie, and if their existence was virtual, then what was the heartbeat she felt right now?

“…Love. That noble feeling doesn’t fade even in the tumult of the world.”

It was love—the warmth of the world that Bing Yeon had taught through his disciples.

It was a man’s love, as vast as the sea, that had saved the girls trapped in their cold and painful pasts.

“In the end, the reason we’re all gathered here is thanks to the brother’s love.”

Azazel spoke, thinking of Han Dohyun, who was somewhere here. 

This sinful man had already charmed four innocent women who only cared about him.


	[Yes, this is the conclusion you’ve chosen.]



At that moment, a laugh echoed, and shadows flickered. 

A woman with a captivating presence, her hair adorned with writhing tentacles and goat horns on her head.

“…Shub-Niggurath?”


	[Yes, I suppose this is our first face-to-face meeting. It’s a pleasure, fellow writer.]



Yoo Seolhwa instantly recognized the being with that aura. 

After all, she had been the one to use her soul as leverage, constantly threatening her boyfriend.


	[Our lovely final boss has certainly come close to the truth, how admirable.]



She was none other than Shub-Niggurath, the entity also known as the “Mother of All.”

“…You really weren’t trying to harm me or my boyfriend, were you?”

Yoo Seolhwa asked the being in a trembling voice.

Normally, just summoning her true form would drive a human mad or even kill them, so there had to be a reason for her to appear in such a different form.

“Then why didn’t you let me and Dohyun meet before? Why did you hold my soul hostage and use such troublesome methods to manipulate the protagonists?”

If Shub-Niggurath truly had no ill intentions, Yoo Seolhwa couldn’t make sense of her actions up until that point.


	[Hmm, it seems you might be misunderstanding something. My love for humans is inherently twisted and warped beyond comprehension.]



Shub-Niggurath tilted her head, tapping her chin with a finger.


	[The writer Han Dohyun has paused serialization three times. In that case, isn’t it the job of a loyal reader to discipline him so he won’t do it again?]



It wasn’t her fault, after all. 

As a reader, she had done her part by following a writer who had paused their serialization three times.


	[Of course, I’m at fault too… I just made sure that Yoo Seolhwa would survive according to the laws of this world’s causality and made things a bit more interesting.]



Shub-Niggurath spoke with a playful smile, as if thoroughly enjoying the situation.

For her, the curiosity about what might happen when the protagonist and the writer finally meet had been far too tempting.


	[…So, what do you think of the twist I prepared? Was it fun?]




Shub-Niggurath slowly looked them over, waiting for their feedback. 

It was as if she had “shaken up” the story, the narrative, and the plot like a loyal reader.


	[I was going crazy wondering what would happen in the latter half of this novel. That’s why I decided to leave it in your hands.]



Eventually, she had been sure that without her intervention, she would never get to see the end of this story, so she had orchestrated everything, using her power to control the entire plot.

“…May I say something?”

At that moment, it was Verdandi who raised her hand first.


	[Ah, the child who was born a hero but destined to become the demon lord. What makes you look so unhappy?]



Shub-Niggurath gazed at Verdandi’s face, reminiscing about the past. 

She had been the final boss in Han Dohyun’s second serialized work, The Hero Must Die.

“…Honestly, it’s awful!”

Verdandi’s blunt statement was so frank and outrageous, it didn’t seem like she would dare speak it in front of Shub-Niggurath.


	[…Why do you think that? Can you tell me?]



Shub-Niggurath raised an eyebrow, puzzled. 

She believed she had accounted for every little detail, revealing all the hidden character backstories and plot threads.

What could possibly be wrong that made Verdandi’s expression so sour?

“I want to slice Yogg-Sothoth’s neck!”

In that instant, Verdandi cheerfully declared her wish, more unrestrained than anyone could have expected.

“Ah, hahahaha! Yes, that was still left, huh! It’s something my husband did wrong too!”


Shub-Niggurath laughed uncontrollably, clutching her belly and tearing up from the sheer amusement of it all.

Who else could say they wanted to punish the husband of an Outer God like that?

It was a statement only Verdandi, the purest of all heroes in The Hero Must Die, could make.

“…In that case, I’ll grant you the opportunity for revenge. After all, if it’s my kind of love, it must have an aspect of violence, where we both kill each other.”

Shub-Niggurath beamed, agreeing to grant the final boss her wish.



 
  
    Chapter 83: The ending we chose (2)


“…The rules are simple. If any of you hurt my husband even a little, then it will count as your victory.”

Shub-Niggurath smiled faintly at the corner of her lips, raising her index finger.

She had a desire to confirm just how strong the characters in the novels she had always enjoyed were, and at the same time, a part of her wanted to shape the conclusion of the story herself.

It was bittersweet, but looking back, each day had been filled with anticipation and joy. 

These were the memories that Shub-Niggurath cherished—the web novels of Han Dohyun that she had loved so much.

“Is that really okay? No matter what, he is your husband…”

The first person to raise a question was Yoo Seolhwa. 

No matter how much Yog-Sothoth had been at fault, the man in front of her was still the husband of the one who stood before her.

Of course, on a personal note, she would have wanted to beat him until his last breath. 

All the misfortune she had endured so far had been because of that one Outer God, and even now, the thought made her blood boil.

“You said that the love of Outer Gods is something humans can hardly understand, didn’t you? Little one.”

Shub-Niggurath answered brightly, scattering her smile in response to Yoo Seolhwa’s doubt. 

She didn’t appear to feel any anger or sorrow at the thought of her husband being hurt.

“I know that your ethics demand that the one who is wrong should be punished. It’s called ‘the triumph of good over evil,’ isn’t it?”

She continued, slowly adding more words, her gaze shifting to Yoo Seolhwa and Bing Yeon’s disciples with a sad look. 

Normally, these children should be living a happy life without such humiliation or suffering.

Shub-Niggurath, also known as the ‘Mother of All Things,’ had the tendency to care for any child like her own, regardless of whose child they were.

“…I’m sorry that I couldn’t do more for you. The only thing I could manage was to hold onto their souls.”

With one of her massive tentacles, Shub-Niggurath gently stroked Yoo Seolhwa’s head. 

To some, it might have been a terrifying sight, but all Yoo Seolhwa felt was a soothing sensation.

“Still, thanks to you, I was able to meet Dohyun again…”

Yoo Seolhwa spoke with a slightly nervous expression. 

Although she could never fully forgive the Outer Gods, if she could see her beloved again, that was enough for her.

“Well, if there’s one thing I’m a little curious about… Why did you bring them back in the bodies of Bing Yeon and Bingsulhwa? I don’t quite understand that part.”

Now, Bing Yeon and Bingsulhwa were half-siblings. 

Unlike their past lives, they were now bound by blood, making their relationship even more complicated.

“The bodies with empty souls were the only ones available. I’m sure you wouldn’t have liked it if I killed someone else’s mind to insert a new soul.”

Shub-Niggurath gave an unexpected answer when she mentioned that. 

It wasn’t possession of another person’s body, but rather…

“…Are you saying this is reincarnation?”

It was as if she was saying that this world was, in fact, Yoo Seolhwa and Han Dohyun’s second life.

“Yes, I dislike possession. If you end up loving someone while in a body that’s not your own, a lot of problems will arise.”

Shub-Niggurath seemed surprised by their astonishment. 

After all, she had already given them plenty of hints to make it clear.

The faces of Han Dohyun and Yoo Seolhwa, when compared to their previous lives, were almost identical. 

The moment they met, they recognized each other, which made it all the more obvious.

“I thought you were a sharp one, but there’s a surprise side to you! I bet this is the part the author fell in love with.”

Shub-Niggurath laughed brightly at Yoo Seolhwa’s reaction. 

After all, she had been the one sending out all those codes and messages that revealed her true identity.

It felt oddly human to see someone as sharp and meticulous as Yoo Seolhwa be taken aback by such a small twist.

Shub-Niggurath was reminded once again that even geniuses weren’t anything particularly special. 

They were simply somewhat unusual versions of ordinary humans.

“…Please, fix our master’s time limit. Isn’t it meaningless now?”

Bi-wol intervened between the two and voiced her opinion. 

No matter how heartwarming everything seemed, the fact that Bing Yeon’s life was running out still remained unchanged.

“Oh, that’s right. I thought it was just to build up tension in the plot and a punishment for the three times the author stopped the serialization…”

Shub-Niggurath rubbed her chin thoughtfully, her face showing an expression of contemplation. 

After all, the author was someone who stopped the serialization whenever they felt like it.

“If it weren’t for him, none of this fun situation would have happened.”

If he hadn’t stuck with it until the end, no one would have been able to gather here today.

Shub-Niggurath raised her palm to the sky, and at that moment, Bing Yeon, bound by the tentacles, became visible.

“Perhaps I should try to increase the excitement a bit more. If you manage to defeat my husband, I’ll cure his time limit, and I’ll send you all back to the mortal realm.”

Snap!

When Shub-Niggurath lightly snapped her fingers, the restraints holding Bing Yeon loosened, and he fell from mid-air.

“Master…!”

“Master!”

“Brother…!”

“Dohyun…!”

Bi-wol and the others rushed forward to catch him. 

In their arms, Bing Yeon slept peacefully.

“He really is a sinful man. How is it that so many women are sending him such passionate love?”

Looking at Bing Yeon’s peaceful expression as he slept, Shub-Niggurath couldn’t help but comment. 

This was the man who had used every possible means to try and defeat an Outer God like herself.

What kind of crazy person would willingly engage in a fight they have no chance of winning, just to save the woman they love?

“Youth, how enviable. When I was in my prime…”

Shub-Niggurath sighed, recalling her husband, Yog Sothoth.

How could she, a mere creation of mankind, be jealous of such a thing? 

How could she, at her level, resort to such petty tricks to turn back time?

The methods she had used were far too narrow-minded and childish for an Outer God.

“Then why, exactly, are you sending us to the real world? Are you saying that this place is truly a virtual world?”

Azazel suddenly grew curious from Shub-Niggurath’ words.

No matter how much they were just characters from a novel, everything here felt so real.

Azazel, who originally knew that Outer Gods did not put this much effort into their schemes, found it strange.

It was far easier for them to make people go mad or even kill them without going to such lengths.

Something felt off.

“…To be exact, this is another reality I’ve created. That’s why neither you nor this world are entirely fake.”

Shub-Niggurath said this while patting Azazel’s shoulder, as if proud of her.
Their tentacles squirmed in unison, speaking in a language that was inaudible, sharing thoughts in an unspoken way.

***

“Mother, then… could it be that you took pity on these children and actually went through the trouble of creating an entire world for them?”

Mordigian asked in shock, having just heard the truth from Shub-Niggurath.

Creating an entire new world was no small task, after all.

“This is my ‘true intention,’” Shub-Niggurath explained.

“Like readers who give fan art to show their love for their favorite works, I simply gave my characters a world to live in, and life itself.”

Shub-Niggurath recalled the comments she had left on Han Dohyun’s novel.

Her feelings for his work were so deep and precious.

She had even gone so far as to create elaborate boards, pretending to be a villain and breathing life into new worlds and characters, all to prevent the series from being canceled.

“And you, Yuseolhwa, don’t you want a happy ending for everyone? Then, it’s best to return to the original place.”

“Indeed, that is my belief…”

Yuseolhwa was surprised to hear a happy ending suggested from the mouth of an Outer God.

After all, the Cthulhu Mythos, which she had added herself, was supposed to be steeped in occultism and superstition.

In Azazel’s case, she had been the final boss that Yuseolhwa insisted on adding.

The tentacles behind her were part of her request.

“Then, it would be better to send you all to the real world rather than this artificially created one, right?”

As she said this, Shub-Niggurath turned to look at Bi-wol, who had been wary of her up until now, ready to draw her weapon at any moment.

A cowardly girl, always prepared to fight.


“…Child, if you go there, there will be no obstacle preventing you and your master from being together. The Central Plains’ Time End is of no concern in that world.”

At these words, Bi-wol’s guard relaxed slightly.

Being with her master, Bing Yeon, had always been her greatest wish.

“Well, even so, it might be a problem if the bloodline is linked, but there may be other countries where that isn’t an issue… and if that doesn’t work, we can just hide the fact that you’re siblings.”

Unlike the original story, Bing Yeon and Bingsulhwa’s paths had diverged greatly.

The Elder of the North Sea Ice Palace had seen Bing Yeon’s extreme physical condition and thought his position as heir was in danger.

He had tried to abandon and kill him by sending him to the Odukyo.

“All of this, however, was my arrangement to ensure that Han Dohyun could not escape the burden of his own karma,” Shub-Niggurath continued.

Han Dohyun’s condition of his pulse being blocked, which couldn’t be cured by ordinary means, was the result of Shub-Niggurath’ final measure to prevent him from evading the novel’s conclusion or living in luxury.

“…If you win the battle, I will resolve all your issues, so give it your all in the challenge.”

Shub-Niggurath turned to leave, walking away to prepare for the final battle.


“If that truly is the ending you choose, then I will be delighted and respect your decision.”

She smiled softly, her joy hidden as she spoke, leaving behind a satisfied expression.



 
  
    Chapter 84: The ending we chose (3)


After being reborn as Bing Yeon in this world, I lived a life with as few regrets as possible.

I took responsibility for the mistakes I made, risking my life to save the characters in the novel.

Since I hadn’t fulfilled my duty as a novelist in my past life, I wanted to do my best now, no matter what.

Yes, I truly believed this was enough.

But then—

“Master!”

“Master!”

“Brother…!”

“Dohyun, wake up…!”

There were voices calling out to me, pulling me from the depths of my unconscious. 

Some were teary, while others seemed strained, as if they had been shouting.

“Where am I? I was…”

Following the voices, I regained consciousness and saw a familiar place—the Bingryonghwa Sect in front of me. 

I was sure I had been devoured by Shub Niggurath.

How had I survived?

Even though I had made contact with the Outer God, known as the pinnacle of Outer Gods, I was still alive. 

The reality of it didn’t quite sink in.

Moreover…

“Dohyun…! I missed you!”

The woman with white hair and blue eyes, Bingsulhwa, who was holding me tightly, calling my past life’s name, was the more terrifying sight.

“You’re… Shub Niggurath…?”

“No! I’m your girlfriend, Yoo Seolhwa! This time, it’s real!”

Bingsulhwa insisted, even rubbing my cheek, claiming she wasn’t in her right mind.

It felt too strange for an Outer God to be acting this way. 

Something about it didn’t sit right.

What made it even more unsettling was that my disciples were staring at us with uneasy expressions.

Bi-wol’s eyes were burning with hostility, and her tightly clenched lips seemed to be holding back some anger.

“Master, you really are a terrible man!”

Verdandi, despite speaking brightly, had a shadow cast over her face. 

It was as though she was forcing herself to speak cheerfully, trying to act as though everything was fine.

Her effort to behave as usual only heightened the sense of discomfort in me.

“Brother, you will have to take responsibility for this one day. Swear before the Lord, who gives love to all equally.”

Azazel closed her eyes and prayed with a sincere expression, but her words seemed as though she was trying to absolve my sins, and there was something about it that felt off.

“…What exactly happened here? Didn’t I just fight Shub Niggurath?”

I asked them, and as if waiting for my question, Verdandi raised her hand and raised her voice.

“Great question! It turns out she wasn’t a bad guy after all!”

“…She wasn’t a bad guy? What are you talking about? She used Seolhwa however she pleased and tried to kill you all.”

I immediately rebutted Verdandi’s words, surprised at how she could say something like that. 

Sure, Shub Niggurath had shown mercy at times.

Despite being able to kill us all by summoning her true form, she instead used the Yongbong Tournament to pit the protagonists and final bosses against each other. 

After that, she humbly admitted defeat and kidnapped Wolfram without causing any harm to her.

“There were some contradictions, but if she did have malicious intent, then there’s no way we wouldn’t have been killed!”

“…In the end, fate is what we decide, not what others decide for us.”

I raised my voice slightly, letting out pent-up emotions, and Azazel gently closed her eyes, speaking softly.

“What I can see are the ‘possible parallel universes.’ In cases like this, it would be one of the rare possibilities.”

“But…!”

“Bing Yeon, no… now it seems we should call you Han Dohyun. We now understand why you saved us.”

“…!!!”

I couldn’t hide my reaction when they mentioned my past life’s name. 

And it seemed like everyone had heard what Bingsulhwa said just now, but strangely, there was no noticeable reaction. 

Even though a woman, who was calling her teacher by a different name, was clinging to me.

“That’s right. Master, we are all characters from the novel. We are like children born from your fingertips.”

“How do you know that…?”

“I always thought of you as a parent, but I never imagined it would be true.”

Bi-wol, the one closest to me, caressed my cheek with a sultry voice, as if there was nothing in this world that could stand in the way of us now.

How had she figured it out?

Even Bi-wol, who was the closest to me, could never have guessed the truth—that I was actually a web novel writer who had written three novels, and was dragged into this world for suspending a series.

“Shub Niggurath told us. Your loyal readers were really angry that you stopped the serialization and planned everything from the start.”

“…Seolhwa? Is it really you?”

Bingsulhwa sighed deeply, pulling my cheek and explaining the events that happened while I was unconscious.

Seeing her do that, I instinctively realized she wasn’t Shub Niggurath. 

It was a habit she often did when she spoke to me.

“Yeah, you fool. It seems like my devoted reader wanted to see the ending of this novel more than anything, and that’s why she saved me.”

Bing Seolhwa let out a small chuckle, releasing my cheek, which she had been holding. 

The tingling, warm sensation brought me back to reality.

“Then, really…”

It felt like the time had come to reveal the harsh truth to my disciples. 

I swallowed my words repeatedly.

These innocent and pure disciples… How would they react if they found out they were deceived, that they were mere fakes?

But then,”That doesn’t mean these kids are fake, or that this world is false.”

A smile from the figure who was most likely Yuseolhwa wiped away all of my worries.

She gently wiped my tears and patted my back. 

Though she looked like the Bing Seolhwa who had tormented me before, the unique aura of Seolhwa was unmistakable.

“Shub-Niggurath created an entirely new life and world. Even though they’re characters from your novel, they’re not just fictional anymore. They’ve been granted real life here and now they move.”

In truth, there were hints that I had not overlooked. 

The people of this world acted in ways I had not scripted for them, moving freely as if they were truly alive.

The reason I tried so hard to save as many people as I could during the Great War was because I felt it. 

Their screams, their desperate cries for life, were so real they could not possibly be fake.

“…Still, don’t you think three times stopping the serialization was a bit too much? It’s like betraying the readers who waited for you.”


Seolhwa gently ruffled my hair, chiding me. 

Yeah, I could totally hear her say that. 

Unlike me, the half-baked writer, she was an author who had never given up on writing, even after her body had been paralyzed.

“I want to say I couldn’t help it. The more I wrote, the more the memories in my mind faded.”

I expressed a hint of frustration. 

The stories that had once been full of promise slowly turned darker, consumed by melancholy.

“…I started feeling like you were disappearing more and more, Seolhwa. There were days when I couldn’t write at all. When this novel ends, it feels like you’ll truly vanish from my side.”

The effort to preserve Seolhwa in this world was slowly crushed as the views dwindled. 

In my heart, there was no hope left, for I had already severed the life of a lover who could never return, a love that was already bleeding.

I had tried. 

Even though I stopped serializing the work, I struggled to leave some trace of our existence, something to prove that we had lived.

“I… I ran away like a coward because I didn’t want to hurt the precious stories filled with our memories even more.”

The words of a pathetic writer who abandoned their readers.

In the end, I had no talent, no success, and couldn’t fulfill the dreams I had with a lost lover. I was a fool.

“…It must have been hard, Dohyun.”

Seolhwa hugged me warmly without offering any further advice. 

The rising emotions overwhelmed me, and hot tears flowed from my eyes.

“I’m sorry for leaving you. I didn’t want to, but it felt like a dark, endless pit was swallowing me up.”

Seolhwa apologized calmly. 

And yet, I felt I should be the one apologizing to her.

‘…The root cause of our misfortune was Yog-Sothoth, right? In the future where your novel was completed, Yog-Sothoth grew jealous when he saw that Shub-Niggurath had taken an interest.’

She started talking about the contradictions—why I couldn’t delay my military service, why her body had suddenly worsened despite improving, and the traffic accident that had started it all.

Everything had been orchestrated by Yog-Sothoth. 

She told me that Shub-Niggurath had resurrected her to make up for it.


“Do you remember what I always said? No matter how sad or difficult things get…”

Seolhwa gently stroked my hair, whispering into my ear with a sweet voice.

The most important phrase she had ever taught me, the very goal I had strived for as I tried to save my disciples.

“The ending of a novel must always be a happy one. Of course, I remember.”

For the sake of that one last step towards a happy ending, I needed to prepare to fight Yog-Sothoth.



 
  
    Chapter 85: The ending we chose (4)


“Once you’re ready, let me know. I’ll call for my husband.”

Shub-Niggurath nodded with a bright smile, her expression as though she was the happiest person in the world, knowing that the conclusion of the story was about to unfold right in front of her.

“Do we have a chance of winning?”

I asked Shub-Niggurath frankly. 

If she was truly an affectionate reader, with no ill intentions, I felt like she might give me some kind of hint.

Our opponent was an Outer God—Yog-Sothoth, the one who was called the leader of them all. 

In a past life, I had experienced the trauma of being helpless against his tyranny.

“Of course, we do. It’s not about completely defeating him. If we can just inflict a small wound, we’ll win.”

Shub-Niggurath casually ran her finger over her lips, as if it was nothing to worry about, speaking in a way that made it seem trivial.

But as I listened to her, doubts began to grow in my mind. 

No matter how I thought about it, I couldn’t see any way for me to defeat Yog-Sothoth.

With the combined power of my Ice Phoenix Formation, the Celestial Martial Arts of Bi-wol, the Holy Sword and Armor of Verdandi, Azazel’s divine power, and Mordigian’s assistance… would it still not be enough…?

I stroked my chin, deep in thought. 

The array and traps I had set in the Ice Dragon’s Firestorm had already been seen through, so they wouldn’t simply fall for it again.

Yog-Sothoth wasn’t like Shub-Niggurath. 

He was the one who had dragged me and Seolhwa into a tragic event in our past lives and almost managed to keep it hidden with his meticulous personality.

“Seolhwa, aren’t we also here?”

“Yeah… though it’s not very reassuring… but Kang Si-woo said he’d help us.”

Noticing the unease on my face, the original characters spoke up. 

Kang Si-woo, who had just been an enemy, had now promised to cooperate after learning the truth.

‘Can we trust him?’

Though he was like a son I had created, he had often gone astray in many ways.

“…I can’t undo the mistake I made, but from now on, I want to be a boyfriend to Gabriel. Even if it costs my life.”

“Are you willing to stake your life on it? If we’re up against Yog-Sothoth, there will be no mercy, unlike Shub-Niggurath.”

I glared at Kang Si-woo with disapproval. 

The enemy we were facing this time wouldn’t fall to simple tricks like Shub-Niggurath.

A being said to stand at the peak of everything, freely moving through the past, present, and future, would crush us like bugs beneath its feet.

“Yog-Sothoth is not a physical being, but described as an empty void. Therefore, physical attacks won’t work. We need to be prepared.”

Seolhwa added, standing next to me. 

She crossed her arms tightly, pressing her chest against her arms.

I could feel her soft and heavy weight, but I was doing my best not to pay attention to it.

No matter how much I motioned for her to step away, she puffed her cheeks and shook her head. 

I decided to leave her be for now.

For Seolhwa, this must have felt like reuniting with a lover after many decades, so I figured I should indulge her for a little while.

“…I oppose it! If we accept that useless man as an ally, who knows what he’ll do next!”

At that moment, Verdandi, not wanting to lose to Seolhwa, tightly embraced my other arm and expressed her opinion.

Verdandi, who had a completely opposite nature to Kang Si-woo, someone who once appeared villainous, was easily understandable in her rejection of him.

“But we lack strength right now. No matter how many times we’ve faced an enemy before, if they can help us, we have no choice but to accept their help.”

I looked at Verdandi and spoke carefully. 

Normally, I would have tried to persuade her by patting her head, but both of my arms were now restrained by massive presences.

Something about the future Azazel had seen kept nagging at the back of my mind.

The empty, desolate Ice Dragon’s Firestorm, with Shub-Niggurath floating above it, was so horrific that it had made her cry blood and scream in despair.

“I also oppose it. That trash should be fed to the enemy. Why would you show mercy to someone like him, who’s beyond redemption?”

At that moment, Azazel, as if reading my thoughts, embraced me from behind. 

She had been glaring coldly at Seolhwa and me just moments ago, but now it seemed she had no intention of compromising.

Azazel, more than anyone, had suffered at Kang Si-woo’s hands and had her emotions trampled and disregarded. 

It was natural for her to be upset at the idea of even a brief cooperation.

“Shub-Niggurath said we could handle this with our own strength. So, it seems that adding someone like him to the team wouldn’t make much of a difference.”

Azazel’s brows furrowed, and she chewed her lips, her displeasure clear on her face.

“But Azazel, someone could die while fighting Yog-Sothoth. You all are like children to me, and I don’t want to lose even one of you.”

I shared my feelings with Azazel. 

To a writer, all characters in a story were precious.

Creation was a process of splitting one’s soul and breathing life into it. 

Whether the work became successful or not, there were no fingers that didn’t hurt when bitten.

“I agree. Master.”

“…Bi-wol.”

Bi-wol, like a cicada, clung to me and grinned. 

My body was now bound by the four women, and their movements, though a little uncomfortable, were a necessary part of this moment.

A slight wiggle of the hips, grinding against me, might have looked grotesque to anyone else, but…

“No matter what anyone says, this is what the master wishes. I, the maiden, will follow the master’s judgment. That is what someone who will become the true partner should do.”

Bi-wol seemed to care little for anyone’s gaze, lavishing affection on me as though it didn’t matter anymore.

Perhaps, now that she had discovered every truth related to me, she believed there was nothing left to stop her.

“Or perhaps, the girl has a clever plan. One that doesn’t require sacrificing anyone’s life, but still leads to the strongest approach,” she said with a smirk.

“…What is it?” I asked.

“Simply put, it is to focus everyone’s strength entirely on you, Master. The most legitimate person to take revenge on Yogg-Sothoth would be you, after all,” Bi-wol answered.

She rummaged through my sleeve and pulled out a box containing the Extreme Blood Essence, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

“Wouldn’t it be most efficient to gather all possible weapons, abilities, tactics, elixirs, and so on, and focus them all on one person?” she proposed.

“Bi-wol, what you’re saying is…”

I swallowed dryly, understanding her true intention. 

It seemed simple enough on the surface, but the underlying meaning was much more complicated.

“Yes, I mean I will offer all the internal energy I’ve accumulated up until now. To you, Master,” Bi-wol said, her words casual as if they were nothing of consequence.

She said it so easily, as if it was always her intention from the beginning.

I couldn’t readily accept Bi-wol’s offer.

The internal energy she had accumulated, Verdandi’s Sacred Armor and Sacred Sword, Azazel’s divine power and the foreign knowledge of Mordigian, and even the elixirs like Extreme Blood Essence—everything.

“If you give it all to me, you and the others will become ordinary people with nothing left…” I murmured.

To transfer everything to me meant they would effectively give up everything they had, becoming mere mortals.

I slowly turned my gaze toward Bi-wol and the others. 

In their stern expressions, I saw the resolve hidden beneath.

“But, I will be fine, Master. If I succeed, I can stay by your side for the rest of my life. If that’s the case, this internal energy means nothing. I can throw it all away whenever,” Bi-wol said, calmly placing her hand over her chest.


She added that she had never found any joy in being born with demonic energy.

“Moreover, the concept of being ordinary is quite difficult. The ‘normal’ people speak of often requires abandoning much more than they realize,” Bi-wol continued, placing her other hand over her heart, as if urging me to hear the beat of her conviction.

“But if we fail…”

“…Then I will follow you, Master. No matter how dark the path is, which woman would refuse to walk beside her man?”

I spoke of a possible future, but Bi-wol shook her head as if to embrace even that possibility.

Her determination was stronger than I had expected.

“I feel the same way! As long as I can remain by your side, Master, I don’t need this Sacred Sword or Sacred Armor!” Verdandi declared.

“Verdandi…” I whispered.

“Without those, I am still a hero! Heroes are not defined by their swords or armor anyway!” she said, offering me the Sacred Sword and Sacred Armor, revealing her resolve. 

Her expression was light, without a trace of shadow.

“Brother, as your saint, I am always ready to follow your will and walk the path you choose,” Azazel said, clasping her hands together in prayer, already offering her divine power to me.

“If that’s what you want, I’ll give you the sword I’ve honed down as much as possible. Go ahead and try to fight well and win,” a familiar voice added.

“You should take your smartphone with you. Although I can no longer summon my comrades, you can certainly do that,” another voice chimed in.

The original heroes, now offering their help, brought a tear to my eye. 

It felt like the characters I had created were all rallying together to support me.

“Everyone is helping this much. Don’t you think we should try to fight?” I said, trying to steady my emotions.

“Bing Yeon, I’ll have to repay this with gold later!”

Even Wolfram, using all his learned magic, cast defensive and enhancement spells on me.

“Dohyun, fight for a happy ending. I want to fight by your side so badly, but…”


At that moment, Seolhwa grabbed my hand, sharing her cold energy with me, her soft smile shining through.

“…I thought you’d be sad if I died because of the foreign influence again, so I’ll stay here and cheer for our boyfriend!”

With Seolhwa’s words, everyone’s strength united into one.

…Yes, this was the ending we had chosen.

I nodded and sent a signal to Shub-Niggurath, ready for battle.



 
  
    Chapter 86: Because it’s a happy ending (1)


“…All preparations are complete.”

“Hoh, so the method you’ve chosen is to concentrate all the power into one person. How intriguing.”

Shub-Niggurath looked me up and down, a faint smile curving at the corner of her mouth, as though intrigued by my choice.

It seemed that, in her mind, everyone would be participating in the battle, and that we would defeat her husband, Yog Sothoth, together.

“Yes, that’s the way of a teacher. After all, what kind of teacher would send their disciple into a trap?”

I nodded slowly at Shub-Niggurath, showing a determined resolve. 

If someone had to make a sacrifice or lose their life, it should be me, I thought.

Having lived a life with a set expiration date, I had come to terms with life and death. 

I had already prepared for my end, ready to face it at any moment.

And for the sake of Seolhwa’s revenge, this battle was something I had to see through to the end.

“My child, do you harbor any anger or hurt toward me?”

Perhaps sensing some unspoken emotion in my gaze, Shub-Niggurath looked at me with soft, maternal eyes, as if seeing her own child.

At this moment, she must have wanted me to express any regrets or disappointments before the final battle.

She was the mastermind behind all of this, but she was also an avid reader who loved my novel.

“…Honestly, I can’t say there’s nothing.”

I gave a small, wry smile toward Shub-Niggurath and spoke candidly. 

If she had been kinder or more supportive, I wouldn’t have to endure all this physical and emotional strain.

“But, I do have things I’m grateful for.”

I was grateful that she revived Seolhwa and helped my disciples live different lives. 

I was so happy that my beloved characters, my “painful fingers,” were loved and cherished by her.

Even as a writer, I couldn’t ignore the fact that, without her, a story I almost gave up on had come to life with the best possible ending.

“You are an avid reader who has followed my work until the end. I will repay you with a good ending.”

I expressed my ambitions as a writer to Shub-Niggurath. 

Although it had been a long time since I wrote anything after coming here, it felt as though the spirit of a writer was bubbling up inside me again.

“Well then, I suppose I don’t have to worry about a hiatus for your next work?”

Shub-Niggurath extended her hand for a handshake, as if sensing my victory already.

For a writer, the most joyful moment is when you meet readers from previous works in your next project. 

She was making that promise to me now.

“…Honestly, I can’t promise that. But, I definitely don’t want to repeat the mistakes of last time with paid serialization.”

I couldn’t lie to her, so I spoke my honest feelings.

There were many successful writers who honed their skills through free serialization. 

But with paid serialization, there were bound to be problems.

I had no talent and lacked the writing ability, so there was no guarantee I wouldn’t go through similar trial and error again.

“Hahaha! After all the humiliation, you’re still saying such things. How bold of you!”

She squeezed my hand tightly. After all, readers often don’t understand the writer’s circumstances.

All writers were once readers, but not all readers were writers.

“I guess I’ll have to support my growing family. If I get a job and write at the same time, it might be possible, but once the child is born, I’ll have to focus on raising them.”

I turned around and made eye contact with each person.

Bi-wol, Verdandi, Azazel, and Seolhwa.

I would have no choice but to face many challenges in order to support them.

In the web novel industry, even the most successful writers have no guarantee their next work will be a success. 

And even a writer who has repeatedly failed has no certainty of failure.

“But… I don’t think I’ll give up writing. Meeting people who love my work, receiving their help, and running toward a happy ending together—that’s something not everyone gets to experience.”

I spoke calmly, reflecting on my feelings. 

I wouldn’t have this experience if I hadn’t written.

Coming into a world created by my own hands, meeting the characters, communicating with them, and leading them to a fulfilling conclusion—this was the greatest experience a writer could have.

“I hope to meet you again as a writer someday. My dear reader.”

I bowed deeply to Shub-Niggurath, expressing my sincere gratitude. 

Without her, the novel I had agonized over for half my life might have vanished without a trace.

“Why ‘someday’? We might meet again soon.”

“Right now, it’s been too long since I’ve held a pen. To regain my original skill, it will require a lot of effort.”

I steadied my trembling lips, continuing with a calm, objective judgment.

After defeating Yog-Sothoth, if I were to return to the real world, I would not be able to resume my activities as a writer right away.

Writing is like a muscle; if you don’t produce a certain amount of work each day, your skills will deteriorate.

And, to keep up with the latest trends, I would have to read and analyze the works that are coming out these days.

I figured that, at the very least, I would need several months to return to writing as an author.

“Until then, I will continue to look forward to your next work.”

Shub-Niggurath’s words, devoid of any embellishment, seemed to please her. 

Her eyes narrowed gently, and a smile she could not hide appeared on her face.

Perhaps readers need more of this kind of assurance than the helpless waiting for a serialized work to resume.

“…Author Muyeong (無名), are you prepared to write your name at the end of your novel now?”

Shub-Niggurath spoke my pen name and gestured into the air, as though splitting the space with her hand. 

It was as though she were telling me to take responsibility for the novel that bore my name.

“Yes, of course. I am Han Dohyeon, the writer, and I am also Bing Yeon, the martial artist.”

Author Muyeong.

Leader of the Bingryonghwa Sect.

The terminal teacher of the final bosses.

Bing Yeon (氷) was the word that encapsulated my current existence.

“Then I will call for my husband.”

As soon as Shub-Niggurath’s words fell, I felt an overwhelming presence, so powerful that it took my breath away.

Hoo…

A cold, piercing chill, like a large nail driving into my heart, and the strange, purple bubbles rising in the air sent a chill down my spine.

Die, die, die…

In that instant, when I faced the true form of Yog-Sothoth, I felt my mental strength wither to the point where suicidal thoughts flooded my mind.

Is that the Yog-Sothoth that is called both one and the whole, and the whole and one…?

I bit my tongue, forcing myself to retain my sanity. 

The bitter taste of blood and the sharp pain snapped me back to reality.

It was like a massive door. 

Its geometric body parts were beyond description, with no clear beginning or end.


“…What’s wrong? Are you already ready to give up?”

“Impossible.”

In truth, anyone would be overwhelmed by the sight of Yog-Sothoth filling my field of vision. 

I couldn’t even analyze where its weak points were, and it was difficult to distinguish its eyes from its mouth.

But I stubbornly got up, determined not to show weakness.

I was wearing Verdandi’s holy armor, so I judged that I could endure this mental assault.

“I have to make you pay for what you did to my girlfriend.”

I slowly walked toward the place where Yog-Sothoth’s form was wriggling. 

With every step I took, my body grew heavier, as if it were made of lead.

My survival instincts screamed at me to run away as quickly as possible, but I couldn’t turn back.

My shoulders now carried everyone’s happy ending.

“Yog-Sothoth. The foreign being who can freely traverse the past, present, and future.”

It wriggled.

Upon hearing my voice, geometric patterns floating above its body began to swirl and shift.

“Are you ashamed of yourself? Resorting to such tricks out of jealousy over a mere insignificant human?”

I began to provoke Yog-Sothoth, aiming to exploit any gaps in its form, while simultaneously drawing out the cold energy and internal power within my body.

• I gathered the energy of Ice White Divine arts(氷白神功) and Heavenly Demon Arts(天魔神功) into each of my fists.

Each hand moved as though they were separate entities, performing different martial arts or techniques. 


This was a double-handed fighting technique, a kind of simultaneous dual combat.

Normally, I would have had to first master a technique for splitting my mind into two, but right now, I was Han Dohyeon, possessed by Bing Yeon’s body.

It was theoretically possible.

‘With my left hand, I will use Ice Breaker Fist (冰破拳), and with my right, I will use Heavenly Demon’s Devil Palm(天魔神掌)…!’

Using the magic I received from Bi-wol and the cold energy from Seolhwa, I slammed both fists, filled with different internal powers, into Yog-Sothoth’s form.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Because it’s a happy ending (2)


“…Who dares to disturb my deep slumber?”

The voice was like an echo, overlapping with countless others. 

It felt as though a form made of crimson bubbles was wriggling, rising with a colossal body.

A chill ran down my spine.

Where there should have been eyes, there was a mouth. 

The form appeared to be a mass of bubbles with every part of the body mixed up, disorganized and twisted. 

It made my skin crawl.

This was different from Shub-Niggurath or Mordigian. 

Unlike them, who had twisted their forms to resemble something capable of interacting with humans, this one had no hands at all.

“Isn’t this the human who seduced my wife…? What brings you here?”

The difference in the soul’s hierarchy.

Every word Yog-Sothoth spoke felt like a red-hot needle piercing my eyes and ears, the pain excruciating.

Even Verdandi’s holy armor, which normally provided absolute protection to its wearer, couldn’t stop what wasn’t even an attack in the first place. 

To Yog-Sothoth, I was nothing more than a pesky mayfly buzzing before its eyes. 

With a few gestures, it could dismiss me entirely.

“I’ve come to kill you.”

I gritted my teeth, raising my voice. 

With Azazel’s prayer, I healed the pain and wrapped myself in layers of mental defense.

The being before me had made my former girlfriend, Seolhwa, suffer in my past life. 

In the end, it had torn us apart, causing her to make an extreme choice.

The emotions bubbling up within me made it impossible to simply accept defeat without doing anything.

Bang! 

Crash!

Relentless strikes with swords and fists. I poured everything I had—Verdandi’s holy sword and every martial art I knew—desperately trying to wound Yog-Sothoth.

“Hah, a pathetic mortal hastening his death. You should not be celebrating the love of foreign gods…”

Yog-Sothoth scoffed, mocking me. 

The mass of crimson bubbles swirled violently, forming geometric patterns.

Within the massive bubble, which seemed to have a diameter of fifty meters, my short, fleeting life played out in front of me.

Moments of following my respected older brother, receiving my parents’ love, and then the abuse I suffered after his death—all of it unfolded clearly before my eyes.

Past and present, the present and future, all blended together on a single canvas, becoming murky.

“…A monster that devoured its own brother, and you still thought you could live a truly happy life? Human arrogance is truly laughable.”

Yog-Sothoth deliberately provoked me, trying to make me lose focus. 

As if there was some way for me to harm it.

“Shut up…!!”

With my other hand, I gripped the sword of time created by Sieghardt and struck downward. 

A loud bang echoed as a single bubble burst.

The moment I had promised to become a novelist with Seolhwa appeared before me. 

The two of us, linking our pinky fingers and smiling brightly.

“Such futile struggles. You became a writer by luck, for you are a talentless piece of trash. This is the proper end for you.”

Yog-Sothoth let out a derisive laugh as it watched the scene. 

Its laugh sounded like a beast’s low growl, sending a chill down my spine.

“So, the great one, you tried to ruin a writer’s life just because your wife read some web novels…?”

What began as a minor jealousy had turned into a heavy punishment. 

It was like the saying: “What starts small ends grandly.”

I would have understood if it had simply apologized, but its blatant and disdainful attitude, speaking as if I were a mere insect, filled me with disgust.

I struck again, this time mixing in a kick like I had during the duel with Bi-wol.

Bingbakgak (Thin Step) and Cheonma Gunrimbo (Heavenly Demon’s Dominating Step)—I used these as the basic movements, focusing cold energy into my feet and delivering powerful downward kicks.

I employed both techniques: a kick that concentrated the cold energy and slammed it downward, and a step that crushed the very space itself.

…I executed the Cheonma Hyeolgyeop Cham (Heavenly Demon’s Blood Slashing Strike), using two swords in each hand to slash across the same spot.

With the principle of dual protection, I was able to unleash different martial arts and techniques simultaneously.

Crack, Bang! 

Chzzzzrkk!

The sound of ice shattering, space warping, and explosions filled the air as my feet shattered Yog-Sothoth’s bubbles.

“Have you never swatted away a pesky mayfly buzzing before your eyes, or tried to kill it?” Yog-Sothoth mocked, its voice a taunting question.

However, the bubbles weren’t Yog-Sothoth’s true form. 

They gathered and formed a large, mouth-like shape that grinned at me.

“Shut up! Do you think your words can justify your actions…?!”

“Then let me give you a simpler analogy. If an ant could speak human language, understand and comprehend it, do you think…”

Yog-Sothoth kept speaking as if I was nothing more than an insignificant insect, showering me with insults and never stopping its laughter.

“…Could you accept that ant as a human? Would you dismiss your beloved woman’s interest in it as something trivial? Truly a foolish question.”

It was somewhat inevitable that Yog-Sothoth thought of me this way. 

After all, the other foreigners I had met so far had been unusually kind to humans.

“Still, at least once, you could have given me a chance.”

I said, catching my breath, trying to steady myself. 

After all, I hadn’t gone as far as to commit such atrocious acts as taking someone’s life.

“To say that… to someone like you, who has no talent, no effort, no perseverance, and who has abandoned three serialized works?”

“If there was a legend, I could—”

“Is the achievement you’ve gained, with help from others, truly your own? I gave you the chance to stand on your own.”

When I heard those words, my heart sank. 

It had been a long time since I put down the pen, but the memories of writing still lingered, as though they were habits too ingrained to forget.

No talent. 

Lack of skill. 

With this level of ability, I could never become a writer.

The countless words that had tormented me in my past life pierced my heart like daggers, making me painfully aware of my own position.

“Still, in this life, I’ve lived pretty well, haven’t I?”

I chuckled softly, then took a stance to strike back at Yog-Sothoth.

Right now, I had disciples who believed in me and extended a hand to help, a lover who cared for me, and lives I had saved.

If there was one thing I had learned living with a terminal fate, it was that life is like a fleeting spark.

It burns so quickly that you don’t even realize when it’s all gone. 


In the end, it seems to vanish without leaving a trace, but…

“…I am Bing Yeon, the leader of the Ice Dragons, and the final boss’s Limited-time teacher.”

The warmth that I had left behind could still continue to burn, like an eternal fire, passed on to the generations to come.

With a heart pounding in my chest, I thought of those who might be wishing for my victory, even at this very moment.

Unlike my previous life, there was so much more to be responsible for in this one.

I couldn’t fall here.

‘Just like when I fought against the Heart of the Moon, if I open the spiritual world…’

With the strength of everyone behind me now, I thought I could lure the opponent into a favorable space and fight against the foreigners.

I raised my internal energy, stepping forward to take control of the space, but…

“You really don’t know your place, do you? Get lost.”

In that moment, the incantation of Yog-Sothoth rang out, and with just the pressure from the wind, I was sent flying into an invisible wall far off in the distance.

“…Cough!”

I slammed into the transparent wall, rolling across the floor. 

Warm blood soaked my body, and a tingling sensation spread everywhere.

My bones felt shattered, and I could no longer move properly. 

My breath came in short gasps, and I couldn’t even scream in my current state.

‘This can’t be happening…’

I tried to push my limbs, which felt like they had turned to stone, to rise again, but every time, I failed.

‘…Is this how it ends? So hopelessly?’

My vision grew dim, my eyelids grew heavier, and I felt my consciousness slipping away.

I had raised my internal energy and recklessly unleashed my martial arts without thinking of my terminally ill body, and now all my blood vessels had twisted as a result.

-[Ding-ding♬. New allies have arrived!]

At that moment, my phone, which had been tucked into my sleeve, vibrated, and a cheerful ringtone played.

‘Isn’t this exactly like the gacha event setup I had in the idle game…?’

But in my current state, I couldn’t summon my allies from the smartphone.

The opponent was Yog-Sothoth, the leader of the Outer Gods. 

Who in their right mind would disregard the difference in rank and come rushing to my aid?

“…So, you’re the man who saved the main heroine of another world.”

Then, in the haze of my fading consciousness, I started to hear an unfamiliar yet familiar voice.

“It would be strange to call me a teacher, like another version of myself. Right now, I’m not a hero but a demon king.”

“Saving the world is not just for everyone’s selfishness but for the hope of one person… I never thought I would pray like this back in my past life.”

The voices were from Bi-Wol, Verdandi, and Azazel, but their tone and manner of speech were different from what I remembered.

‘Could it be…?’

I had imagined those figures in my head before. 

The endings of the original novels I had written, which I had abandoned before serializing them.


The heavenly Demon, the Demon King Bi-Wol.

The hero of justice, and the fallen demon king Verdandi.

And the foreign saint, the Babylonian prostitute Azazel, who had reset the world by reversing time.

…They were the final bosses of the original story, the ones I could never write.

Normally, they would have appeared in the tragic second half of the original story, but now, they were all gathered here.



 
  
    Chapter 88: Because it’s a happy ending (3)


I couldn’t believe the scene unfolding in front of me.

“The injuries are severe. I didn’t expect the master of the main character to be such a weak man.”

Unlike the current Bi-wol, who speaks to me politely and respectfully, the woman here now spoke with a formal tone—every word filled with meaning.

Kang Si-woo’s smartphone acted as a bridge between worlds, a portal connecting reality with another realm. 

That’s why this had happened when I was the one using it.

‘…Is this before the final battle with Kim Hyul in the original?’

As I watched Bi-wol in this form, a grin slowly crept onto my lips despite the pain. 

The ending the author had never written was now unfolding right before me.

The celestial being I had encountered in Bi-wol’s mental world looked similar, but her manner of speech and actions were sharp, cold—like the blade of a finely honed sword.

She wasn’t the kind of being who would easily lose composure, who once raged and unleashed martial arts without restraint. 

She had changed.

“…B-Bi-wol.”

“Once again, you don’t call me Demon. How curious it is that the main character of another world had ties with such a man.”

Despite bleeding, I dared to utter the true name of the Heavenly Demon.

In the original world, it was something that should have been erased forever, but I had, in a way, re-imposed it.

Bi-wol, hearing my words, let out a wry smile. 

Surely, it was a reminder of her past—one she thought she had abandoned for good, yet someone still remembered it.

“How unsightly. Get up and regain your stance. If you’re truly the master of the main character, you should not be struggling in such situations.”

With those words, Bi-wol pushed a powerful healing pill into my mouth, forcing me to swallow it by moving my throat.

Normally, without the proper internal control or a special method, this would’ve burned my body to the core due to the tremendous spiritual energy contained in the pill. 

But…

“Please excuse me for a moment. Bing Yeon.”

“I hate troublesome tasks, but this one… seems to be too important to ignore.”

“I never imagined I’d have to use the divine power I once had as a saint again.”

The hands of three different people moved toward my lower abdomen, at my Danjeon, and began to circulate different energies to suppress the effects of the pill, gradually stabilizing my internal flow.

Had this been any other time, my body would have burned alive or suffered the Seven Hole Blood Spurt—a fatal hemorrhage from every orifice.

“Hold on to your consciousness. All we can do is reduce the pain and stabilize your energy. We cannot remove the elixir from your body.”

Bi-wol, gritting her teeth, watched me endure the pain. 

A small, almost imperceptible smile appeared on her lips.

Thump. 

Thump.

My heart raced, as if it might burst. 

The blood coursing through my veins felt like it was reversing direction, pushing away the chill and clearing the meridians throughout my body.

“Even wearing the Holy Sword and armor of the hero, such injuries… it seems gods are gods after all.”

Verdandi, clad in pitch-black armor and carrying the bloodstained holy sword on her back, looked at my condition and sighed softly.

In the original story, she had been chosen as a hero, slaying monsters and demonic beings, only to eventually be tasked with defeating the Demon King. 

But now…

Even after slaying the Demon King, she had realized the world was still filled with evil, and in a tragic twist, she became a being who killed every living creature, the fallen hero I had once imagined—Verdandi.

“She… is she not supposed to be dead?”

I asked, my voice laced with confusion, watching this alternate version of Verdandi. 

She was supposed to die after killing Sieghardt and her own mother in the final battle, choosing suicide.

“I tried to hang myself. But as I wandered through what felt like hell, I saw a light and arrived here.”

Verdandi spoke bitterly, her voice reflecting the pain of someone who believed their soul was destined for a hellish place after killing so many lives.

But…

“If I had met someone like you… maybe things would have been different. I can see that now.”

Verdandi turned her gaze far away, as if looking beyond this space, as if her ability, The Eye of Truth, was growing stronger, evolving.

She tried to smile, showing her usual bright and positive self, but it wasn’t easy.

Seeing her struggle like that, I moved my trembling hand and gently lifted the corner of her mouth with my fingers.

It saddened me deeply to see someone as beautiful as Verdandi, always smiling, unable to smile now.

“…You’re such a kind person. If I had a father, maybe this is what it would feel like.”

Verdandi took my hand in hers and brushed her cheek against it, relishing the warmth.

“Are you not indulging in too much sentimentality? With just a single wave of my hand, I could overturn this entire world.”

At that moment, there was another movement, one that pushed Verdandi’s hand away.

A woman, veiled in black, covering her entire face, moved like a giant butterfly—her beauty more fitting of a succubus than a saint. 

The rainbow-colored eyes and sharp fangs were enough to shake my very sanity.

“Hmmm, it seems my charm doesn’t work on you after all. I’ve never encountered a man like you before…”

Her appearance had changed significantly, but I could tell without a doubt that she was the Azazel I knew. 

In the original story, she would have revealed her identity as Gabriel’s twin sister and ascended to become the final boss.

“Moreover, I can’t see your future. What this means is…”

“…The path I’m creating now is, in fact, your future.”

I preemptively spoke the words Azazel would say. 

There was only one situation where her future foresight would fail to work.

‘I can’t die helplessly in front of my disciples…’

I clenched my teeth, feeling the surge of determination rise within me. 

My body, barely recovered from the severe side effects of extreme blood loss, was still weak. 

Yet, I closed my eyes and began regulating my energy, calming my breath, preparing for what was to come.

Though my body was only just healed enough to move, I couldn’t rely solely on their help to defeat Yog-Sothoth. 

I had to rely on myself.

‘It looks like I have no choice but to try it… Thanks to the elixirs and my disciples’ aid, my internal energy is already sufficient.’

Now, with the energies my three disciples had shared with me from other worlds, I felt a surge within me.

‘…What I need now is only enlightenment.’

I needed to break through to the next level by crossing the boundary of Hwakyung (化境), surpassing the pinnacle of transcendence.

“Can you buy me some time?”

I turned to the original final bosses and asked them to deal with Yog-Sothoth for a while. 

Each of them was now far more powerful than they had been, with the strength to destroy entire worlds.

“It seems you have a plan. Very well, I will trust you for now.”

“Of course. That’s why I came here.”

“Please, do as you see fit, brother.”

The women who had been my disciples in this world nodded without hesitation and charged towards the mass of crimson bubbles.


The steps they took were so powerful that they shook the very heavens and earth, warping time and space in their wake—the Cheonma Gullyimbo (天魔君臨步), the Step of the Heavenly Demon.

With it, they wielded the Sacred Sword and Armor of the Hero, which granted absolute offense and defense, banishing evil. 

The Holy Maiden’s Tendrils used her foresight to read all incoming attacks and create a new world.

Together, they could defeat even beings like the Outer Gods.

“…You’re quite bold. After all, two suns can never exist under the same sky.”

Swish—! 

The sword of the Heavenly Demon, cut through the air with an oppressive weight, sharp enough to destroy the mass of Yog-Sothoth’s bubbles.

“I will eradicate the evil. That is the justice I believe in…!”

Verdandi swiftly thrust her sword to ensure that Yog-Sothoth could not regenerate, and dozens, even hundreds, of strikes bloomed like flowers, slicing through the mass.

“You? You mere insects, who couldn’t even protect your own world and destroyed it, dare to speak to me?”

The voice came from Yog-Sothoth—cold, filled with contempt. 

Massive limbs formed, and with a flick of its arm, it swatted the disciples aside.

Boom!

Like what happened to me, the final bosses from the original story were sent flying, crashing into an invisible wall and falling to the ground. 

No matter how strong their physical power, they were still fighting against an Outer God. 

Their dull blades couldn’t even touch its neck.

“Are you going to fall here? That’s no fun.”

Then, a calm female voice rang out.

Snap! 

With the sound of fingers snapping, Azazel reversed the world line and restored Bi-wol and Verdandi to their uninjured state.

Her powers were not limited to foresight; she could rewind time and warp space, creating the closest parallel universe to the one she desired.

“…I will buy you enough time. Please, show me something amazing, brother.”

The Azazel from the original story, known as the Prostitute of Babylon, looked at me with eyes filled with something akin to longing.


“Of course.”

With the time I had been given, I began to reflect on my life—whether short or long, it was time to look back.

‘Life is but a guide to hope.’

I was a writer who had to bring this world to a happy ending, and the teacher of these children.

‘I’ve lived a life crawling toward hope, tasting countless regrets and despair, as helplessly as a worm…’



 
  
    Chapter 89: Because it’s a happy ending (4)


What was life to me?

There was a way to gain enlightenment from such a question. 

The best method, as taught in Buddhism, was the exchange of questions and answers between Zen monks, known as Seonmun-dap.

To transcend the ultimate barrier and reach the realm of enlightenment, realization was key.

Was life suffering for me?

This was the first thought that came to mind.

My soul had been torn apart by my father’s violence after my brother’s death. 

As a child, I lived searching for reasons to justify the abuse.

The monster that survived by devouring my brother, the fool who couldn’t earn his parents’ approval, and the suffocating poverty that threatened to swallow me whole—these were the things that haunted me.

So, I wrote.

I wrote to prove that my life wasn’t wrong, to leave a trace that I had lived.

In the purest moya (selflessness), at least in the moments I wrote, I could forget the problems of the world.

‘No, life was not suffering for me.’

Rather, suffering had shaped who I was.

Even the unhappiness and sorrow of my life became material for my first work, and I felt true joy as I wrote it.

I loved seeing my creations breathe life in the world, the imagined adventures and landscapes that had once been mere thoughts in my head now solidified into words.

No one could replicate the dark, sorrowful experiences I had lived through, but they came alive in the novel titled King of Diamond Fist.

‘Through writing, my life had changed.’

It was then that I came to know Yoo Seolhwa and found a love that I would never experience again in my lifetime.

A boy who had no dreams met a genius girl, and it was through her that he found the chance to create a world filled with his own colors.

That boy, once desperate to die, now longed for life, all for the sake of writing.

But—

‘…In my past life, I didn’t do my best.’

Though an unfortunate tragedy had struck—my lover, Seolhwa, had taken her own life—I could not abandon writing, for I had to carry on her legacy.

‘Can I, someone like me, really find meaning in life?’

I had not fully realized my dream of becoming a novelist, nor had I kept the promises I made to Seolhwa. I had even broken my vows to my readers.

It was a truly ridiculous situation—a writer who had abandoned three consecutive works, the shameful words of someone who had given up.

I had come face to face with the characters I had discarded, and I had the worst reunions with both my readers and my lover.

Naturally, I could not easily speak the truth of this world, and as time went on, I built up lies, committing ugly deeds.

‘I only hoped that in this life, I wouldn’t regret it…’

Still, I tried my best to save as many people as I could. 

I strove to lead my students down the right path.

Ending the novels I had created with a proper conclusion—that was the last lingering attachment and regret I had. 

Perhaps it was the reason I tried to change in this life.

…It’s laughable, really, for a defeated man to try once more to seize an opportunity.

I had no talent bestowed upon me by the heavens, nor the will to continue striving.

Even when I tried to grasp something with my hands, all I felt was a sense of deprivation, slipping away, slowly consuming me.

Yet, in the midst of this defeat, there was one breakthrough—like a sharp cutting edge.

‘Gratitude for life.’

Living with a terminal illness due to Guimjeolmaek (a fatal condition), I had no choice but to live each day to its fullest, not procrastinating any longer.

I learned to appreciate the sight of the sunrise, feeling grateful for the beginning of each day.

Ironically, it was only when death was so close that I could truly feel the vibrancy of life.

As death drew nearer, even the passing seasons seemed precious. I felt the warmth of spring as life grew anew.

In summer, I came to appreciate the fiery heat of the sun and the refreshing monsoon rains.

In autumn, I embraced the leisurely, abundant winds, and in winter, I saw the world blanketed in pure white.

Had I been in my previous life, I wouldn’t have cared about such trivial things. 

I had spent my days writing and sleeping, and time passed all too quickly.

…Because I survived, because I did not give up on life, I was able to meet my current students.

The most important thing in life, I realized, was the yeon (connections) with others.

Meeting people, parting with them, becoming close, fighting, and getting to know one another.

It was through the ties of my past that I was able to live my present life, and dream of the future.

Because my life was drawing to an end, I treasured those I cared about even more. 

I could easily spot those who sought to profit from others.

***

– Master, why must I keep living?

This was the question Bi-wol, who had only recently begun to consider me as a teacher, asked me. 

I was able to provide a proper answer.

– You, too, are teaching me, this foolish master.

I lived every day with the same thoughts.

I had seen those who died from the setting I had written in my notebook, the Jeongsa Daeyeon (the Great War of the Imperial Era), and I had seen people who had lost their parents or children because of it.

‘Surely, you, too, must think about wanting to die every day. You must feel the torment of not knowing why you’re alive.’

It’s all your fault. 

If not, there would have been no sacrifice. 

I am a piece of trash who should die.

These were all fantasies I had once entertained.

But.

However, that does not give you a reason to die, Bi-wol.

Because of my illness, Guimjeolmaek (a terminal illness), I was living on borrowed time. 

I thought that if I lived with atonement, someday the heavens would grant me judgment.

And so, I helped people until the very last day of my life, so that there would be no regrets. 

I took in the sick, the injured, and the war orphans as my disciples.

The reason I adopted a Sapa (unorthodox) philosophy, instead of a Jeongpa (orthodox one), was precisely because I had to take care of those who were outcasts, not based on bloodline or talent, but due to their circumstances.

Fame and money in the Murim world didn’t matter to me.

For the extras who had already died, I built them gravestones, and I personally bowed my head to their children, apologizing.

Because that was the right thing to do.

“If you cannot find a reason to live, I, your master, will be the reason for you.”

The small sect of Bingryonghwa (the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus Sect) had already grown to over 100 members. 

What had started as my penance had now become an indispensable home or place of belonging.

“Because I am your master.”


As I reflected on the past, I realized something. For me, life was not pain.

“Master.”

“Master!”

“Brother!”

“Dohyun!”

All the grim pasts and sad things had transformed into grand hope, and it now wrapped around me, embracing me warmly.

“Master, how can you say it’s strange for a disciple to sleep by the side of their master?”

The Heavenly Demon, Bi-wol, who had once had to kill to survive, had come to understand the warmth of a human’s embrace after meeting me.

“Master! No matter how I think about it, I believe this is not the righteous path! To cowardly run away before the enemy!”

The warrior who had once been obsessed with his own sense of justice, Verdandi, had become more flexible after meeting me.

“Brother, leave everything to me. I will guide you on your path with love.”

Azazel, who had been rejected by the man she loved and was about to become a foreign saint, intending to turn back time to fix the world, had learned what real love was after meeting me.

“Dohyun, all stories should end in a happy ending. That’s the best way to repay the readers who trusted you as the author and the characters who believed in you!”

Yoo Seolhwa, my lover from a past life who had tragically ended her own life, was now able to reunite with me in this world.

As I met and got to know these people, my perspective on life had changed.

“Life is hope…”

It is a hope like starlight, which drives away the darkness and creates new possibilities.

“…Therefore, I will write the ending of this story as a new hope.”

As my breath stopped, my eyes slowly opened on their own. Surrounded and outnumbered, but having come to save me, were my disciples from another world.

“I am the writer Han Dohyun—”

To make them happy, it would ultimately require merging multiple worlds into one.

“I am the Limited-time teacher of the final bosses.”

The moment I reached the realization I had been striving for, a change began to occur in my body.


The Immaek (pulse channel), Dokmaek (poisonous pulse), and Saengsahyeon-gwan (the portal to life and death) all began to resonate, and the energy of Yeongyak (the essence of life) began to spread evenly throughout my body.

Thump.

My heart began to beat quickly, like a hammer striking, and my muscles twisted, reshaping into a new form.

Hwanggol Taltae (a total transformation of the body).

Reaching the realm of Hwakyung (the transforming realm), my body was beginning to change into a form capable of defeating Yog-Sothoth.



 
  
    Chapter 90: The Final Bosses’ Time-Limited Teacher(1)


The Flow of Air Changed.

“The flow of the air has shifted…”

The first to notice Bing Yeon’s transformation was Bi-wol, the Heavenly Demon from another world. 

As someone who once scorched the entire martial world of the Central Plains and turned it into a sea of blood, this trembling sensation was a first for her.

“Ha, what a peculiar man. We’re both at the same level of transcendence, yet he feels leagues above me…”

The sense of danger she felt now far surpassed that posed by her current opponent. 

Even her survival instincts, deeply ingrained in her mind, screamed at her to flee. 

Bing Yeon’s metamorphosis was far from ordinary—it seemed as if he had been reborn.

“…This can’t be a mere transformation. It’s as if his existence has been completely remade.”

Bing Yeon’s hair had turned jet black, and his facial features and physique had subtly changed. 

It was as though the body of Han Dohyun, his past self, had been refined to match the martial discipline of Bing Yeon.

“Is that truly my master…? How regretful it is that I didn’t meet him sooner.”

Clad in black martial robes, Bi-wol from another world muttered the title of “Master” with an unfamiliar fondness. 

She then fiercely swung her sword toward Yog-Sothoth, aiding Bing Yeon in his battle.

“Astounding. Is that what a true hero looks like?”

Verdandi chimed in, wiping the blood dripping from her lips onto her hand. 

The scene before her was so surreal she couldn’t help but let out a dry laugh. 

She had fallen from grace and become the new Demon King in her original tale. 

Trusting only the information her eyes provided, she had slain countless individuals.

—The person before you is your ‘master.’

“Master…”

For the first time, a term other than hero or villain crossed her lips. 

Could her path have changed had she met such a person earlier? 

Could she have escaped her grim past? 

As these thoughts swirled in Verdandi’s mind, ripples began to form in her moral convictions.

“This is… the sacred being I encountered in another world.”

Azazel, who could glimpse the possibilities of parallel universes, knelt in prayer at the sight of Bing Yeon’s transformation. 

Despite foreseeing tens, hundreds, or even thousands of futures, this moment had never appeared. 

A master like Bing Yeon existed only in this singular universe.

“For the first time, I envy another version of myself. I thought I was superior to anyone else after gaining the power to reset and rewrite the worldlines.”

Azazel, who in the original storyline could reset the world and dictate its flow, now prayed with genuine devotion—not to Mordigian, the deity she had served, but to Bing Yeon, as though he were a divine figure.

“…Do as you wish. Brother, your every step will banish evil and restore light to this world.”

Each step Bing Yeon took painted a vision of a bright and happy future in Azazel’s mind. 

For the first time, she found herself wanting to place her faith in a being other than Mordigian.

“To me, life has always been synonymous with hope.”

Standing tall, I began moving toward Yog-Sothoth. 

In my hand were a golden parchment and a pen, tools with which I intended to craft the final chapter of this tale—a happy ending.

“My dark past and wounds have returned as even greater hope through all of you.”

Looking back, I realized how blessed my life had been. How many writers could meet their characters in person, converse with them, and guide them toward a happier future? Bi-wol, Verdandi, Azazel—they had become such integral parts of my soul that I could not separate myself from them.

“…So now, it’s time for me to give back.”

Acknowledging my faults, I wanted to express my gratitude to those who had accepted me despite my flaws.

“The final endings of my characters must be the most beautiful and joyous of all.”

With that resolution, I began to revise the original settings one by one with my pen.

***

Bi-wol, the Heavenly Demon, was saved by her master, Bing Yeon, who suppressed her curse of heavenly slaughter.

In the revised narrative, Bi-wol lived as my disciple in this world, just as she did now, instead of following the tragic original story. 

Her black martial robes turned white, and she began to take on the appearance I had always envisioned for her.

The original curse of the Heavenly Demon remained within Bi-wol as a dormant force, ultimately merging with her to achieve her complete self.

Even the otherworldly Bi-wol, who had struggled against Yog-Sothoth, found her path to happiness through my revisions. 

By integrating all the plot threads and foreshadowing I had laid down, I brought my disciples into their full adulthood.

At this moment, Bi-wol inherited the powers and techniques from the original story, rebirthing herself as a true Heavenly Demon.

As I wrote these words, Bi-wol’s body began to radiate golden light.

“Master, my chest seems to have grown slightly… Did you perhaps reverse time to reduce the disparity in my body?”

As the light faded, the Bi-wol I originally knew reappeared, her familiar demeanor and speech intact.

“…Yes, I wanted even the otherworldly you to find happiness.”

Watching Bi-wol gaze at herself with a mischievous smile, I couldn’t help but smile myself.

“You can be surprisingly vain. Even if you were eager to share a wedding night with your disciple, isn’t this a bit much?”

“Do you really think so? I am no longer just Bing Yeon—I am also Han Dohyun, a fusion of two distinct lives into something entirely new.”

“You’re alike, after all. I suppose people who like each other tend to share similarities.”

Bi-wol chuckled softly at my response. 

At this moment, I was both Han Dohyun and Bing Yeon, two lives intertwined into one new existence.

“Once this is over, I may need to hold a wedding with all of you.”

“…What?”

“I’m not the kind of man who would steal the hearts of so many women and then shirk responsibility. Perhaps I’ll open a small dojo for us to live and work together.”

Scratching my chin, I mused aloud. 

If we returned to reality together, it would undoubtedly fall to me to support them.

“…Well, I might even resume writing web novels under my old pen name.”

The thought of challenging the literary world once more with the name I had set aside crossed my mind.

After all, I owed my existence to everyone here.

***

Verdandi, the hero, met Bing Yeon and avoided the tragedy of mistakenly killing her mother.

Picking up the pen again, I continued to write, reshaping their destinies into something brighter.

Thus, the original setting of Verdandi was revised, leaving only the holy sword and holy armor, while all the dark aspects of her character were erased.

Surrounded by a golden light like Bi-wol, her form, clad in black armor, began to change.


	Verdandi, at this very moment, inherited all the powers and techniques from the original work and was reborn as a hero.



As soon as I finished altering Verdandi’s story in a different direction, she spoke up.

“Master…? What exactly happened? Just a moment ago, I was wishing for your good fortune in the Bingryonghwanyeon, wasn’t I?”

Now appearing as a fully grown adult like Bi-wol, she blinked her eyes in confusion and stared at me with a surprised look.

“Master! The chest part of this holy armor is too tight! It seems like my body has grown!”

Verdandi, with her usual bright demeanor, patted her chest with her palm as if to show me.

“I merged you with the original setting and made you into an adult. I thought it might be necessary to hurt Yog Sothoth, so I did it.”


“Is that so! Well, I can’t even imagine how miserable my life would have been without you, Master!”

Verdandi smiled brightly at my response. 

The Verdandi I knew was originally this pure and bright, like a sunflower in full bloom. 

She wasn’t someone who would live a grim life, killing others in order to uphold her twisted sense of justice.

“Well then, shall I finally save you one last time?”

I lifted the black veil that Azazel was wearing and asked her. 

Her rainbow-colored eyes pierced through me, as if seeing right through my soul.

I was a bit worried, wondering if it was wrong to do something like this for the disciples from another parallel world.

“Please, do as you wish. The sisters from other parallel worlds will respect your choice as well.”

“Well, that’s a relief.”

“But later, when we grow up, please take full responsibility for us. I don’t ever want to be abandoned by a man again.”

Azazel smiled brightly, as if not to worry, and spoke with anticipation for another union with herself.

“I understand.”

At her words, I immediately picked up a pen and began to write.

Saint Azazel, upon meeting her teacher Bing Yeon, was able to let go of her feelings for the wrong man without any regret.


I had written their story in such a grim way, reflecting on my own past.

As a result, Azazel’s original setting was revised, leaving only her divine power and Mordigian, while all the emotional scars she had suffered were healed.

I was now personally correcting it with my own hands.

Azazel, at this very moment, inherited all the powers and techniques from the original work and was reborn as a saint.

The conclusion of every story had to end happily, after all.



 
  
    Chapter 91: The Final Bosses’ Time-Limited Master (2)


Yog-Sothoth realized that something was terribly wrong as he witnessed the scene unfolding before him.

It wasn’t a calculated judgment based on logic but an instinctual scream, a primal wail from deep within.

“This is impossible. How can a mere mortal, a human no less, wield the powers of the Creator…?”

Yog-Sothoth, his form shimmering with iridescent bubbles, directed his thousands of eyes at Bing Yeon, attempting to discern the truth of his being. 

How could the aura and appearance of that man transform so drastically in an instant?

Ordinarily, it wasn’t unusual for life to burn its final ember at the edge of death—a desperate struggle permitted to mortals. 

Yog-Sothoth knew this, having witnessed it countless times in those who had dared to wield their swords against him, calling themselves heroes.

But this…

“What are you, truly…?”

The spectacle Bing Yeon had orchestrated was beyond comprehension, even for Yog-Sothoth, who was regarded as the leader among Outer Gods. 

With a few lines of text, Bing Yeon had overturned the lives of many—an act of reality manipulation that only gods were thought capable of.

“…Didn’t I already tell you? I’m their teacher.”

“There’s no way that’s enough to justify this. Do you honestly believe your second-rate story can reshape reality?”

Yog-Sothoth’s voice quivered, though he tried to mask it by forcing his tone lower. 

He had realized that this was no mere reality manipulation. 

If Bing Yeon so desired, he could erase Yog-Sothoth’s very existence.

‘…He must be killed immediately.’

The conclusion in Yog-Sothoth’s mind was simple. 

Initially, he had only intended to punish Han Dohyun by cruelly taking away what was most precious to him, as retribution for seducing his wife. 

But now that Bing Yeon had acquired the power of reality manipulation, akin to the Outer Gods, he had become a dangerous entity.

‘If I don’t, he might truly harm me…’

With this thought, Yog-Sothoth rose. 

A colossal bubble, nearly a kilometer in diameter, swelled into existence, its geometric patterns pulsating wildly, declaring his presence to the world.

“Second-rate story, is it? Fair enough. I never properly finished any of my stories,” Bing Yeon replied, walking steadily forward.

His novels had always mirrored his own past, stories that only brought misery to their characters. 

Driven by personal ambition, he had repeatedly abandoned his works, hoping someday they would succeed. 

Though he believed that perseverance was enough to achieve his dream, he had underestimated the importance of skill.

“But as a writer, I think it’s my duty to take responsibility. That’s what it means to carry the burden of storytelling.”

With those words, Bing Yeon swung the pen in his hand through the air. 

As a storyteller, he felt there was no point in arguing verbally—it was his stories that would speak for him.

[The reason I first started writing was because of my first love.]

Bing Yeon began to write the opening lines of a story, his hand moving steadily. It was a tale imbued with his past and emotions, a raw and honest reflection of himself.

The new story was a culmination of his abandoned works—The Diamond Fist King, The Hero Must Die, and I Got Possessed in an Idle Game.

“The title of this novel will be… yes, I became the Final boss’s limited-time teacher.”

As Bing Yeon watched his disciples cutting through the bubbles blocking his path toward Yog-Sothoth, he couldn’t think of a title more fitting than this.

When Han Dohyun had written his first web novel, King of Diamond Fist, it was right after he rewrote it in the wake of Yoo Seolhwa’s suicide. 

The already bleak story had become even darker, devoid of even the faintest hope.

He recalled how he had denied Bi-wol’s backstory to the readers, robbing her of the chance for understanding or sympathy.

“Master, please go ahead. I will handle things here,” Bi-wol said, wielding her sword with a bright smile. 

Though her hands trembled from exhaustion after countless battles, her determination was unwavering.

“Thank you.”

Bing Yeon left Bi-wol behind, running forward while writing furiously.

If he could truly reshape this world as if it were his novel, then even injuring Yog-Sothoth, an entity considered nearly invincible, might not be impossible.

[I only started writing because the girl sitting next to me dreamed of becoming a novelist. I wanted to impress her.]

As Bing Yeon carved words into the air, he thought of Yoo Seolhwa, who was no longer with him. 

She had been the one who introduced him to writing—a girl who had shown a boy staring at the dark night sky that there was light, that stars existed.

Yoo Seolhwa.

[I was a talentless writer. My prose, descriptions, settings—everything lacked polish.]

Compared to Yoo Seolhwa, Han Dohyun had been a painfully unremarkable author. 

But even so, he was satisfied that he had shared the same dream with her. 

He had loved her deeply and, because of her, had the opportunity to meet the final bosses of his stories face-to-face.

“…If it’s come to this, I have no choice but to show my ‘sincerity.’”

Recalling a comment left by Shub-Niggurath on one of his stories, Bing Yeon clenched his teeth. 

No matter how horrifying or grotesque the being before him was, he had to fight and win. 

That was the proper ending he envisioned and the duty he owed to those who had believed in him.

“Master! Just a bit more! We’ve almost cleared those damned bubbles!”

Verdandi, wielding her holy sword, shouted with a bright voice, assisting Bing Yeon as he pushed forward.

When Han Dohyun had written his second web novel, The Hero Must Die, it was during a time when he had been scammed and struggled to discern lies from truth. 

At the climax, Verdandi had been slated to end her life after her mother’s death, a grim conclusion he had once thought fitting.

Now, though, things were different.

Verdandi now shone brighter than anyone else, inspiring those around her with her vibrant personality.

Her courage to overcome even the darkest situations was apparent.

“All I need to do is leave a wound. Even just a small scratch will do. Right now, I must use every means at my disposal…!”

Bing Yeon wielded Heavenly Demon arts in one hand and the Holy Sword in the other, striking decisively. 

Watching his disciples pour their hearts into the battle, he had no excuse not to give his all.

“You little minnows… Do you really think you can harm me?!”

Yog-Sothoth, reading Bing Yeon’s intentions, roared in anger and swung his colossal arm.

The massive limb filled the disciples’ vision, aiming to crush them completely.

At that moment, multiple afterimages overlapped, and Bing Yeon and his disciples were suddenly displaced.

“…Accept this miracle, brother. With my ability, you’ll be able to approach Yog-Sothoth easily,” said Azazel, who had embraced Bing Yeon from behind.

Her gift of foresight and interdimensional travel had manifested once more.

She whispered sweet words into her master’s ear, her actions suggestive as she teasingly moved her tendrils, brushing against him in ways that made even Bing Yeon blush.

“Th-thank you, Azazel.”

“When this is all over, I trust you won’t break your promise to take responsibility—not as your disciple, but as a woman. After all, we’re adults now,” she said coyly.

“…Fine,” Bing Yeon responded, his cheeks burning as he nodded reluctantly.

The passage of time had transformed Azazel and the others into formidable women, and their provocative intensity was undeniable.

“You insolent fools! Struggling is futile—this will be your last stand!”

Yog-Sothoth bellowed, unleashing a cascade of pearlescent bubbles and a torrent of water resembling tentacles to ensnare Bing Yeon.

“Master!”

“Teacher!”

“Brother!”

The disciples’ cries echoed as despair filled their hearts.

It seemed inevitable that their master would fall without inflicting even a single meaningful wound.

But Bing Yeon’s voice broke through.

“Bi-wol, Verdandi, Azazel.”

He raised his hand and began inscribing their names into the air.

“In every story, the conclusion should bring happiness. From here on, you must forge the rest of this tale yourselves.”

As he spoke their names, each stroke of his words brought forth a miraculous transformation.

The moon in the night sky was cleaved in two, crashing into Yog-Sothoth, forming the characters for Bi-wol (Flying Moon).

A golden woman clad in radiant armor descended, her holy sword striking the ground with divine fury. Her name, Verdandi, shone brilliantly.

Finally, black tendrils descended from the heavens, binding and tearing at Yog-Sothoth.

The word Azazel appeared, seething with dark energy.


“Impossible! To think you could actually wound my divine body… And with such childish tricks?!”

Yog-Sothoth howled.

“These are no mere tricks. They hold my very life’s essence,” Bing Yeon countered.


Yog-Sothoth screamed in agony, his body hardening to withstand the searing pain.

But Bing Yeon remained steadfast.

“Even if this story ends, our journey together will continue.”

With those words, Bing Yeon poured all his inner strength into a final, concentrated attack.

“Thank you… for loving someone like me.”

Thus, the teacher of doomed final bosses created the conclusion of this world.

A golden radiance illuminated the battlefield as crimson blood, presumably Yog-Sothoth’s, splattered across the sky, leaving the world in a dazzling haze.



 
  
    Chapter 92: The Final Bosses’ Time-Limited Master (3)


I succeeded in inflicting a small wound on Yog-Sothoth, and with my disciples, I was finally able to return to the reality we once belonged to.

Five years have passed since that moment, and we have been living a new life in a new place, surrounded by new connections.

“How’s this piece? What do you think, my dear husband?”

“…It’s not bad, I suppose.”

Holding a cup of coffee that filled the air with its subtle aroma, Seolhwa gently massaged my shoulders, her soft voice soothing me.

On the monitor before me, a website displayed our latest work serialized online.

The first thing I did after returning to reality was to resume writing the stories I had abandoned and bring them to a proper conclusion.

It wasn’t just a matter of principle—I feared that Shub-Niggurath might drag me back into the world of my novels if I left them incomplete.

“Come on, who wrote this novel? The brilliant genius writer—you and me, of course!”

Now that Seolhwa was alive and well, I wanted to give the stories we co-authored the proper endings they deserved.

Of course, there were many times I wanted to quit. Times when writing felt more like a chore than a joy.

Writing, after all, is an exploration of one’s inner world, a constant battle with oneself.

“Alright, I won’t run away anymore. And if worse comes to worst, I’ll remake them from scratch…”

When Seolhwa wasn’t with me, I realized just how talentless and clumsy I was as a writer.

My stories often reflected too much of my own biases and past, leaving readers with discomfort. Instead of bringing happiness to my characters, I had condemned them to despair and tragedy.

Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel all suffered through painful pasts in the worlds I had created.

If I had been a better writer, I wouldn’t have made such mistakes.

“…That’s not good. Starting with thoughts of failure isn’t a healthy habit for a writer.”

Seolhwa puffed her cheeks in mock annoyance, her adorable pout aimed at me as I voiced my concerns.

“But… I really don’t have any talent.”

When I resumed my abandoned stories, there were barely any readers who remembered me.

Even after updating chapters, my readership remained abysmal, and barely anyone followed the series to its latest updates.

Except for one—an avid reader who went by the nickname “Mother of All Things”.


	“I will always follow your stories. I hope your pen stays strong.”



I can’t express how much those few words meant to me.

Knowing there was someone who didn’t give up on my stories, even when I had, nearly brought tears to my eyes.

“All the more reason to try harder. Experiment with genres you haven’t written, read different works to fuel your imagination, and one day, stand alongside the writers you admire.”

“You’re the writer I admire most, though.”

Without a second thought, I pointed at Seolhwa with my chin.

Unlike me, she cherished every word she wrote and treated her stories with utmost care.

She was the reason I came to believe that stories should always have happy endings and the one who gave me the dream of becoming a novelist.

If not her, who else could I possibly love?

“You’re way too into me. What if the others get jealous?”

Feigning annoyance, Seolhwa crossed her arms, though her playful grin betrayed her true feelings.

After all, I was legally in a polyamorous relationship with her and the others—Bi-wol, Verdandi, and Azazel—honoring each of their hearts.

“True, I guess,” I nodded, closing my eyes.

I had thought they wouldn’t adapt well to modern society, but they proved me wrong.

They quickly found their paths in life.

Bi-wol became a taekwondo instructor, using her exceptional martial skills to dominate competitions and win accolades.

She earned her living and helped children through her talents.

“…Bi-wol should be here soon. Verdandi said she’d be late today, right?”

I glanced at the clock on the wall. 

Verdandi had chosen to become a firefighter, battling flames in place of demons.

Transforming her sacred armor into modern firefighter gear, she became an unstoppable force that no fire could consume.

“At first, I was surprised they wanted jobs, but…”

It felt like sending my children off into the world. 

These disciples, who had once lived in my shadow, were now carving their own lives.

“Well, it’s a good thing, isn’t it? Azazel has been volunteering and helping others. She’s even earned the nickname ‘Saint.’”

Azazel, hiding the tentacles on her back, dedicated her life to aiding others. 

She volunteered, donated, and lived a life of giving.

“Still, they’re like children to me. Even if they’re grown, I can’t help but worry.”

I smiled as I looked at a photo of all five of us dressed in wedding attire.

Though polygamy wasn’t legally recognized, we were content with our unconventional family.

Just then, the lock beeped, and I heard someone enter.

“Master, I have arrived…”

“Master! I finished early today!”

“Brother, was your day peaceful?”

Before I knew it, they all came running toward me, their eager faces lighting up the room like loyal puppies greeting their owner.

“Yes, you’ve worked hard today as well.”

I gently patted each of their heads, welcoming them back home.

This had become an annual tradition in our household.

“Master, do you know why we’ve all gathered here today?”

At that moment, a chill so intense it made my body tremble and swept through me.

It was enough to unsettle even someone like me, who had reached the pinnacle of mastery.

Gulping nervously, I realized something was amiss and glanced at Seolhwa, but she was quietly stroking her lower abdomen.

“Today marks the day we all come of age.”

As Bi-wol uttered those words, she licked her lips softly, her eyes gleaming like those of a snake about to devour its prey.

“Well… that’s wonderful. So, why bring it up?”

I feigned ignorance, even though I understood. After all, I believed such things were not appropriate among families.

Even though they were now adults, to me, they were like daughters—precious beings I had always refrained from touching.

“Do you truly intend to keep feigning ignorance? We’ve restrained ourselves from pursuing you, Master, but even our patience has its limits.”

As Bi-wol spoke, her hand brushed against my inner thigh, and she used her knowledge of pressure points to redirect the blood flow in my body to one specific area.

“Exactly! Senior Bi-wol even waited another year for me and Junior Azazel to catch up!”

“Brother… Please, don’t be afraid. This will only take a moment.”

As they stared at the now-transformed part of me, Verdandi and Azazel smiled with blissful expressions. 

I tried to appeal to Seolhwa for help.

“…Sorry, but this is all your karma, Dohyun. I even spiked your coffee with a stimulant, so just accept it quietly.”

From behind, Seolhwa blindfolded me and placed a gag in my mouth while making such an outrageous confession.

The sudden darkness and inability to speak seemed like an omen of what was to come.

“Mmph! Mmpphh…!”

With a soft thud, I felt someone press me onto the bed as a gentle sensation spread across my back.

“Master, isn’t it natural for a disciple to rest by their master’s side?”

The rustling sound of fabric brushing against skin filled the room, followed by a weight settling heavily against my hips.

“Master! Don’t you think it’s unfair to retreat before the enemy like this? Be honorable and take responsibility as a father-to-be!”

Verdandi’s voice echoed next, her hands tearing apart my clothes with reckless abandon.

Then,”Brother, please leave everything to me. I will guide you as your faithful servant…”

Azazel, who seemed to have orchestrated the entire situation, chuckled seductively while poking my abdomen with her fingers.


“Dohyun, this is your fault. Did you think you could seduce so many women and escape unscathed?”

With determination, Seolhwa tied my hands and feet tightly to the bed with ropes.

I had anticipated that a day like this might come, but I never imagined it would be today.

“Mmmph! Mmmph!!”

‘Please, listen to me… just this once…!’

But no words could escape.

Before I knew it, I had become a man who could only endure until I had impregnated every single one of them.

“Our dear husband, you can manage, right? Because tonight… we won’t let you sleep…♡”

Taking turns climbing onto my waist, their relentless actions left me with no choice but to scream silently in my heart.



 
  
    Chapter 93: The Final Bosses’ Time-Limited Master (4)(End)


At the time I was working on a new novel, I received a note.

“…[Mother of All Things]? Why would this person send me a note?”

It was from Shub-Niggurath, the very entity who had caused me to be transported into the world of my novels because I had discontinued my serializations three times.


	[It’s been a while, Han Dohyun, or should I call you Author Nameless now?]



Seeing a fan who greeted me so warmly while mentioning my pen name on the web novel platform brought a small smile to my face.

After all, even though I had discontinued my serializations three times, I had now become a proud, established author with all my works completed.

Thanks to Shub-Niggurath’s help, I returned to the real world. 

With the encouragement and support of Seolhwa and my disciples, I managed to live the life of a writer.

“Why would they suddenly contact me like this? Something must be going on…”

I couldn’t shake the unease as I recalled how a simple comment had once triggered my reincarnation into the novel’s world.


	[Wolfram wrote you a letter. Aren’t you curious about how the world of your story has been doing since you left?]



“…Ah.”

Reading the letter, I couldn’t help but widen my eyes slightly.

It had already been five years since we returned to the real world. So much had changed since then.

I had been curious about the state of the novel’s world—whether it was faring well, how the people there were living. 

But it was beyond my ability to find out.

“…I never got to say a proper goodbye.”

Like my disciples, the people there were also characters I created. 

I couldn’t help but think of them as my children in a way.

“Hello, Bing Yeon. Are you doing well over there…? Honestly, I thought this letter would start with complaints or accusations for abandoning you…”

With a sigh, I slowly began to read through the letter.

As a writer, even short letters could reveal the emotions or thoughts of the person behind them.

Thankfully, it seemed the novel’s world had remained peaceful after we left, with no apparent dangers.

“Well, considering we defeated the Demon King and rehabilitated the final bosses, there shouldn’t be any major issues.”

Sipping the coffee Seolhwa had made for me, I opened my old notebook containing the story’s original settings. 

The pencil marks had smudged, and the worn pages bore clear signs of time.

It contained everything—details about the Demon King and the backstories of various antagonists. 

There were no enemies left who could pose a significant challenge to Kim Hyul or the other protagonists.

[Hello, Bing Yeon. Are you doing well over there?]

Slowly, I continued to read the letter Wolfram had written.

[It’s been five years since you defeated the Outer God and left for a brighter future with your disciples!]

[Me? I’m doing great! I’ve even established a Western branch of your sect, the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus Sect!]

The vivid image of Wolfram’s bright smile came to mind as I read her words. 

It was clear she was doing well.

“The Western branch of the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus Sect, huh…”

Honestly, I was surprised.

Wolfram, the Golden Tower Master and a mage with little connection to martial arts, had broken away from the settings I’d written for her and was now living her own life.

[Of course, I set it up to help the poor and unfortunate, using the Philosopher’s Stone you told me about last time!]

Apparently, after we left, Wolfram had managed to retrieve the Philosopher’s Stone and figure out a proper way to use it to create gold.

[I’m truly happy to finally be able to do what I’ve always wanted!]

Having grown up in the slums, she had always dreamed of helping the poor.

[Of course, my martial arts are still beginner-level compared to yours and your disciples’, but in the West, I’m already being praised as a master!]

She was a perfect match for the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus Sect, which sheltered vagrants, the sick, and those who had lost their families.

[After you left, Kim Hyul took over as the sect leader of the Eastern branch of the Ice Dragon Fire Lotus Sect.]

“Kim Hyul, huh? Well, it makes sense—it wouldn’t be Sieghardt or Kang Si-woo.”

I nodded in agreement.

Sieghardt was a blind swordsman, and Kang Si-woo was just a regular person with skills tied to using a smartphone.

[These days, Kim Hyul keeps hinting that he likes me. I don’t mind, but his clumsy way of expressing his feelings is so adorable I can’t help but tease him!]

“What, Kim Hyul?!”

I couldn’t hide my shock as I read Wolfram’s words.

Who would have thought that gruff, rough-edged Kim Hyul would end up liking the Golden Tower Master, someone so different from him?

“Well, considering the Western and Eastern branches needed to cooperate, it’s no surprise they interacted often…”

It felt as if I had married off my children all at once, leaving me both proud and hollow inside.

[The Infinite Swordmaster, the Venom Dragon, and Lady Hyunhwa are all working alongside me to spread martial arts in the West. Especially Lady Hyunhwa, who, inspired by Verdandi’s Sixfold Swordsmanship, believes that even the children of the West have hope.]

“Ah, so they’re doing well.”

The characters who were once considered powerhouses in the original novel I wrote were now striving to spread martial arts to the untapped lands of the West.

[The Infinite Swordmaster is spending his time joyfully analyzing the holy swords created by Sieghardt.]

[He’s also trying to figure out how one can create a sword out of thin air using martial arts techniques.]

“Now that I think of it, what happened to Sieghardt’s older sister?”

As I read the letter, a thought crossed my mind. After all, the reason Sieghardt picked up a sword in the first place was to protect his family.

[Ah, don’t worry about Sieghardt’s older sister! She’s been accepted as a disciple into my sect and is being well taken care of!]

“…Figures. She’s acting just like someone who was close to me.”

Looking at the actions of Wolfram, I couldn’t help but see a reflection of my own past. 

Having nothing to hold on to, I gained strength and gathered people because I couldn’t protect anything otherwise.

[The Venom Dragon is experimenting with new poisons that can only be made in the West… And Jegal Hong is trying to figure out a way to travel to your world, driven by lovesickness.]

As I read Wolfram’s letter, I couldn’t hide my trembling hands and unease. 

Just adding Seolhwa to the harem had brought countless threats and murderous glares my way.

And now, another one might come?

There was no way my disciples and Seolhwa, with whom I had shared passionate nights, would tolerate it. 

I was already struggling to keep up with the four women I was entangled with.

[Oh, and Verdandi’s mother seems to be doing well, though she occasionally shows sadness and sheds tears, missing her one and only daughter…]

[If you receive this letter, I hope you’ll write back.]

[From the Martial Artist with the Warmest and Strongest Heart, Wolfram of the Ice Dragon Firefly Western Branch.]

[P.S. I’d love to see your face again, though it’s definitely not because I miss you or anything!]

“…How should I even reply to this?”

After reading Wolfram’s letter in its entirety, I leaned back in my chair, pondering. 

With my current abilities, there was no way to contact them.

“Perhaps Shub-Niggurath could make it possible. If sending is possible, then receiving should be as well.”

With that conviction, I began to draft my reply. 

After all, it was the role of a writer to let readers know how the world of the main story evolves through epilogues or side stories.

It was the exact day five years after I had left the real world that a portal opened in the mirror of my room, connecting to another world.


The novel’s world—the one I had left behind—now had a passage to the real world. 

Stretching my hand toward it, I thought, ‘Wouldn’t it be wonderful if I could go back and forth between the two worlds?’

“…And just like that, I was drawn in and passed through the mirror, finding myself once again in the novel’s world where I had once possessed the character Bing Yeon.”

After finishing my reply, I pressed the send button on the letter.

[How remarkable of you to alter reality in such a way. You truly are my favorite writer.]

[As a reward for completing your story well, I’ll grant your wish to create a connection between the real world and the novel’s world.]

A faint smile flickered across Shub-Niggurath’s image on the monitor, hinting that she had fulfilled my wish.

“Bi-wol, Verdandi, Azazel.”

Calling out to my disciples outside the room, I felt joy at the thought of reconnecting with old ties.

“Yes, Master. What is your command?”

“Master, is something the matter? You seem unusually cheerful!”

“Brother, whatever you command, I shall follow.”

Noticing the peculiar atmosphere, my disciples each spoke their thoughts.

“What’s going on? Did you get a deal for your next novel or something?”

Seolhwa sipped her coffee as she watched me from the living room.

“…It seems I can now travel back and forth between the novel’s world and this one.”


I shared the revelation I had just realized with them.

“So, we’ll get to see your friends again. As expected of you, Master.”

“What? Then… Does that mean I can see my mother again?!”

“Does that mean I’ll be able to see my sister…?”

Our story was now ready to be filled with even happier moments in the days to come.
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