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    Chapter 0: Prologue


I was obsessed with Reset Marathon.

Forcibly opening the capsule with the emergency escape button, ending the game, and starting the tutorial reset marathon again.

Even the device warns that I could die if I make a mistake, and it’s all over the news, but honestly, it sounds like a lie.

Why, you ask?

Because I’ve already done it over ten thousand times.

“Hey, are you crazy?! You’re going to end up dead for real!”

“It’s okay, I won’t die.”

“Ugh, you’re insane. You’re going to end up with a gravestone that says ‘It’s okay, I won’t die’.”

“So what?”

“I’d rather you get addicted to some other game, not this luck-based one where you risk your life on Reset Marathon.”

My offline gaming friend didn’t hold back with his dark jokes.

It’s really fine, though.

“Okay, let’s say Reset Marathon is like that. Even if a female character does it, there’s still affection and it looks healthy. Why is it always muscular male characters sweating? Are you gay by any chance?”

“Oh, what are you saying? I’m not gay. It’s just because this build is good for one-shot kills. It doesn’t matter if it’s a male character or not.”

“But you only play male characters.”

“Because there’s no build better than this for damage.”

“So what? As long as the damage is good, it’s okay to play female characters, right? Even if it’s a female character without muscles, very short, with fair skin, and doing things that look pitiful?”

“Of course!”

Even after emptying a few bottles of alcohol, the barrage of questions didn’t stop.

Why is she so concerned about whether like girls?

Maybe it’s because she is worried because she likes me?

Even such a self-satisfied thought came to me, my friend said.

“Hey, if you sleep over today, I’ll cut you some slack!”

“Enjoy. I have to play games.”

Who cares about liking each other?

If we were childhood friends, we would like each other and stuff, right?

We could just drink alcohol and talk about games.

That’s all just nonsense.

“When you get home, send me a text, Sia.”

Politely sending me home in a taxi and then coming home to turn on the capsule.

Even though I know it’s a green light, what’s the point?

Even if we were dating, we don’t have money to go on dates.

Let’s just play games.

Zap!

As soon as I casually turned on the capsule, sparks flew.

Could it be an electric shock due to a malfunction of the capsule!

“Oh… This is it.”

It’s too late to regret.

The excruciating pain of being electrocuted throughout my body.

“… You volunteered for this. I’m sure I gave you a chance.”

They say you see a light when you’re about to die.

Oddly enough, I heard the voice of my childhood friend, Sia.

Should I have dated her after all?

Regret is fleeting.

Soon, my consciousness faded away.

***

And I woke up in this otherworld like a dog.

<Tutorial Event>

I set out on the road to the capital with dreams of entering the Academy! A letter from father has arrived at the inn where I was staying.

What gift has my father prepared for me? Open the letter to find out!

I have no complaints.

To wake up in a game world after dying in a game, well, as a true gamer, I actually appreciate it.

Molcang

The sensation of pressing my forearm with my fingers.

Soft, fair skin even to the eye.

Hair so long it’s almost cumbersome.

While the unfamiliar female body may be bothersome, I can tolerate it.

But one thing bothers me.

[To my daughter, Oknodie]

It was the name written on the letter that was the problem.

In this world, it’s pronounced as Oknodie and spelled as ‘It’s okay, don’t die’

At first, I didn’t catch it, but then I realized upon a second glance.

A phrase that comes to mind like a habit.


‘It’s okay, don’t die.’

Ok no die.

For someone who just died and woke up in a game world, it’s a somewhat embarrassing name to have.

Author’s Note (Author’s Commentary)

Starting from an awkward name, life in this other world begins.



 
  
    Chapter 1: Oknodie – 1


Even if my physical abilities are lacking, I want to benefit from luck.

Even if luck is harsh, I want to overcome it with my physical abilities.

Among the games born from the needs of players, there was the notorious virtual reality game <Graduate from the Luck Academy>.

‘Ugh… spending thousands of hours on such a ridiculous game.’

If I had played a social simulation game, by now I would be pondering who to build a harem with.

When friends suggest playing adult games, I should’ve just played them.

I chose the wrong game to play before facing sudden death.

But this isn’t the worst.

There are games like <Infiltration>, <Action>, <Assassination>, <Yokai Fantasy>, demanding extreme physical and mental skills, tagged with genres like these.

Of course, <Graduate from the Academy with Luck> isn’t a walk in the park either.

Physical ability, mental ability, luck.

If these three elements don’t align, you can’t graduate from this game, and even as a veteran, I can’t let my guard down.

If luck is on your side, things can be easy, but if not, the game can be merciless.

‘A method to control luck to some extent was the Resema.’

But I ended up in this world while using Resema.

“Save. Forced shutdown. Logout. Status window.”

Even if I speak to the air like a madman, there’s no system message appearing.

A game world turned real.

In other words, it’s a reality patch.

If I were to be reincarnated in a game world, I would at least expect to return as the muscular male character I usually play, not as a petite girl I’ve never played before.

-“But you always play male characters.”

-“Because there’s no build with better damage.”

-“Is that so? As long as the damage is good, it’s okay to play a female character? Even if she has no muscles, is very short, and has fair skin, and her actions look pitiful?”

-“Of course!”

I recall the conversation I had with my childhood friend Sia while drunk.

Is it just a coincidence?

“It must be a coincidence.”

Certainly, I have no muscles, I’m very short, and my skin is fair, but my actions are what set me apart.

Saying that a veteran looks pitiful.

Even if I try to look pitiful, it would be difficult.

I briefly grasp my throbbing head.

I stand up energetically from my seat.

If I keep being indecisive like this, I’ll really end up looking like a pitiful little girl.

<Tutorial Event>

You set out on the road to the capital with dreams of entering the academy! A letter from your father has arrived at the inn where you were staying.

What gift did your father prepare for you? Open the letter and find out!

There’s also good news.

The system messages, which I thought were just empty, activated when I spotted a specific object.

It’s a tutorial instruction.

“I’ll follow the storyline of the game one way or another.”

This is good news.

Knowing about the game and its many advanced techniques is an incredible asset.

Even if I start the game as an ordinary commoner, as long as I don’t suffer too much, by the time I graduate from the academy, I’ll be able to stand shoulder to shoulder with nobles from any country!

“The problem is the starting point, which is far from ordinary.”

The first gate of the game turned real is the tutorial event that’s unfolding before my eyes, an event that leads to random father letters among players.

The random element of the first gate is the father who sends the letter.

The protagonist could be the child of a farmer, raised as a hunter in the mountains, or an orphan raised by a knight after a war.

<1 Gold Coin>

<Faint Sound of Seagulls>

<Sponsor: None>

For example, the result that appeared just before facing sudden death.

Support funds of 1 gold coin, commoner.

An item related to the sea field, a fisherman.

No sponsor, no prestigious background.

Even though the character was raised by struggling with brute force and guts in the early days as a beginner, after discovering Resema, they quickly discard such specs.

<50 Silver Coins><Worn Teddy Bear Leather Helmet>

<Sponsor: Nick, the Slaughterer of the Butcher’s Inn>

Even specs like these are ambiguous.

Support funds less than 1 gold coin, orphan.

Animal leather Armor, hunter village native.

Sponsor, a butcher, fast growth rate in hunting and butchering.

Growth rate in hunting and butchering?

That’s something from ancient times.

Even if you receive it, it’s useless if you don’t know how to use it.

The first critical moment of luck where if you get it wrong, it’s tough, but if you get it right, it becomes a prosperous start.

Specs that are helpful are unlikely.

Most of the support items and buffs can be solved with the player’s own abilities at a small level.

Usually it’s like this.

To see a normal ending where human rights are guaranteed, you need to graduate from the academy with excellent grades.

To see a happy ending where success is guaranteed, you need to graduate from the academy with top grades.

Even if you solve the problem well, if things go wrong, you end up as a concubine servant to a regional administrator or betrayed and enslaved by party adventurers. In vulgar terms, it’s a bad ending.

Expulsion?

I don’t even want to consider that.

In this world where the game setting has become reality, expulsion is equivalent to death, a dead end.

The tutorial is the first branching point that teaches about human rights and success, failure and death.

It’s like fortune-telling with tarot cards.

A 60% chance of being an ordinary father. Bad ending.

A 30% chance of being an orphan. Dead end.

A 9.9% chance of being a successful father. Guarantee of human rights.


A 0.1% chance of being a noble father. Success comes with this.

“I’m an expert, so as long as I’m not an orphan, I’ll manage somehow.”

Merit. Success. Top grades.

The shortcut that leads to nobility is through these three principles.

But is 0.1% really that common?

There’s no need to aim for nobility.

Even if it’s just a small reward, as long as I’m not an orphan, I have confidence in squeezing out maximum efficiency.

Snap.

The money pouch on the inn table.

The weight of the subsidy is quite substantial.

I almost burst into laughter but stopped.

The amount in the money pouch is random, but what kind of coin it is is also random.

Now is not the time to relax.

I must remember the law of 600 to 300 to 99 to 1.

Opening the pouch reveals the color.

That dazzling color is gold.

“It’s gold!”

Less than 1 gold is for orphans.

More than 1 gold but less than 10 gold is for commoners.

More than 10 gold but less than 100 gold is for the middle class.

More than 100 gold is practically a guarantee of success, a ticket to obtaining a noble father.

The subsidy I received this time is 100 gold.

I’ve won the nobility lottery.

“Lucky♪”

Accompanying the subsidy is an incredible supply of items.

A necklace with jewels was given.

Even if it’s not an artifact, jewelry itself is a valuable supply item.

Rip.

I opened the seal and read the letter.

There was a luxurious piece of paper and a whistle enclosed.

A letter filled with a noble father’s love.

What could it say?

Contrary to expectations, the content was terse.

xxxx Year, xx Month, xx Day

Academy Entrance Examination Application Date

I flipped the letter over.

There was nothing written on the back.

I examined it under the lamp.

There were no hidden letters illuminated by the light.

What’s this?

Is dad one of the examiners?

In the unexpectedly brief content, there was no trace of a father’s affection.

Just as well, there’s no need for those annoying words in the sturdy money pouch.

If there’s a problem that’s not a problem, it’s that events exclusively for troublesome noble fathers occur less frequently.

If there’s anything problematic, it’s the origin of the name “Oknodie” that makes me think of a stupid past.

“Why did dad give me such a name?”

Would you like me to help you with anything else?

‘It’s okay, don’t die.’

It’s a name that an ordinary father wouldn’t normally give to their child.

Just like the unfamiliar name, the unfamiliar body is also unsettling.

Sigh

The chest, when looked down upon with an increased sense of presence… has more volume than it appears.

When I pull my T-shirt tightly to the back, the displayed combat power is quite impressive.

My chest hides its combat power.

Even the absurd thoughts only made me melancholic for a moment.

No matter how much my chest hides its combat power, if it’s my chest, it’s just unsettling.

“Ah, I don’t understand.”

I should look in the mirror and think.

Fortunately, a whistle is enclosed in the letter.

It’s an acquaintance item that rarely appears even in games.

The whistle for summoning a butler.

A fantastic item that, although not at the SSS level of sponsorship, is at least at the S level with automatic supply of necessities and automatic disposal of loot!

Oknodie is filled with elements of sponsorship, sponsored equipment, and sponsored connections.

“Maybe the space is a bit tight for summoning.”

When you use the whistle in the game, with a bang, smoke bursts from the air and the butler is summoned.

Recreating the memory of that moment, I piled up everything on the bed except for the desk, like playing Tetris, and climbed onto the remaining space on the bed.

Fortunately, it seems that my stats haven’t been messed up, as I didn’t start sweating or feeling tired.

Beep.

The whistle is lit, and a sharp sound is heard.

It’s the entrance.

“Did you call, miss?”

The butler appeared with a burst of smoke and the opening of the entrance instead of appearing with smoke burst.

A strange silence followed his ordinary appearance.

Why does a person come out there all puzzled?

“Excuse me. Um…”

The butler, dressed in what is called traditional butler attire.

His hair, as sharp as the stiffness of his clothes, is tied up tightly into a bun.

A face that looks scary enough to make you doubt if he’s not a mafia butler.

There was a name tag on his chest.

[Jonna Wiheomhae]

A strange name.

How could a butler’s name be “Really Dangerous”?

I couldn’t help but recall the origins of Oknodie.

I read it according to the notation of this world.

Jonna Wiheomhae.

Really Dangerous.

“… .”

“It seems like you’re having symptoms of anxiety.”

“That’s not… .”

“Do you need medicine?”

“Ah, no. Could you bring me a hand mirror…?”

A person’s name could be “It’s okay, don’t die”.

If parents wanted a brave daughter, that could be possible.

But how could a butler’s name be “Dangerous”?

The gaze that looks down without saying a word.

It feels strangely tense, reminiscent of the tension when facing a notorious terrorist or villain.

“If it’s okay, may I speak for a moment?”

“Yes? Oh, yes.”

“If you’ve read the letter, you’ll know. Your master wishes for you to enter the academy.”

“Master? My dad…?”

“Dad…?”

It’s not a game, it’s reality now.

Is there a separate title for calling someone?

The butler didn’t seem to feel any significant discomfort with the title.

“I’ve prepared training for your entrance exams. You don’t need to go hunting with adventurers and tire yourself out.” “

“There’s a full-length mirror there, right?”

The butler’s gaze turned towards the table, chair, and various other odds and ends piled up on the bed.

A space where one could barely stand by leaning on the furniture was the only space allowed.

There were no traces of someone lying down on the bed, not even a common indentation that could be made while sleeping.

“It’s a more relaxing environment than staying at an inn.”

A bed with no signs of sleep.

It didn’t look like a normal person’s room.

I realized a fact I hadn’t noticed before.

“It’s a misunderstanding.”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

Despite the scary name and appearance, there was a strange sense of empathy towards me.

I’ve seen those eyes somewhere before.


I groped for memories a bit.

Finally, it came to me.

It was the expression of the panelists on a TV show watching a rescued dog whimpering and hiding in the corner away from people’s hands.

“… .”

That person sees me as a terribly pitiful child.



 
  
    Chapter 2: I am not a pitiful Kid


There’s a training system before entering the Luck Academy.

It’s not the production team’s consideration to raise specs a bit and smoothly proceed with the early stages.

It’s time for training hard because if you’re not prepared, you won’t even be able to enter the school and get kicked out.

“It was really tough when I was a beginner.”

Train to fight, grow as an adventurer.

Players who are tempted by slogans like “Level up by adventures” join the adventurer’s guild and head to the forest and caves as if they were chasing quest guidelines.

More than 90% of them were completely devastated in the first mission, either killed or returned in a sorry state.

“How can you betray each other when there are five party members?”

A party with a chance of betrayal (9.9%).

Thanks to the event where all party members betray due to the miraculous probability, the memories of that episode when everyone lost their minds came back like nostalgia.

Compared to that legendary hopeless party, training at the training ground is really pleasant.

“The facilities are nice.”

“These are the facilities prepared by Master. Someone is sent to manage it every year before the entrance exam.”

“Every year?”

The butler looked annoyed.

It’s the expression killers make when they make unnecessary witnesses in a murder-for-hire request and end up seeing more blood.

“The mirror is in this room.”

It’s blatant subject-changing, but I’d rather take it.

I was curious about how different the appearance of the Oknodie that I had possessed would be from me.

“Oh.”

A full-length mirror set up on one side of the training ground.

A little girl with blond hair is looking this way over the mirror, used to correct posture.

A scrawny kid who rolls over the floor like a bowling pin when kicked.

If you cover your face with one hand, it’s covered.

It’s like those pretty faces that appear when you search for ‘xx among xx’ on TikTok.

Yeah, middle school.

Not high school.

Looks as young as a middle schooler.

This is totally a kid.

“Hu.”

As I raised my head, the butler looked down at me with a face that said, “Is this poor kid really me?”

“I guess you’ve never seen yourself in the mirror before.”

“No, I have! I’ve seen myself a lot!”

“Your reaction clearly indicated that you were someone who saw yourself in the mirror for the first time.”

Seriously.

It’s because it’s the first time with this character.

I want to clarify the unfair misunderstanding, but the butler didn’t even bother to listen and went ahead.

“I can roughly guess how you’ve been living until now. First, let’s have a meal before training.”

I didn’t like being treated like some unfortunate neighbor, but I quietly closed my mouth at the word ‘meal.’

This game has a handbook function.

If you collect various items, your abilities, skill levels, and the probability of obtaining rare items increase through the handbook collection effect.

“I need to collect the cooking handbook too.”

As I sat at the dining table, feeling bored, I looked around and found a shadow cast under the spacious dining table.

Time is precious until admission.

To avoid all sorts of unlucky incidents, it’s necessary to occasionally level up your skills.

[Hid under the dining table for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

When you stick your head out from under the dining table, you can see a large clock inside the door where people can fit in.

[Hid inside the clock’s door for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

Hidden experience increases by 1 for every minute you hide in the hiding place.

When crazy elite boss monsters wander around where ordinary monsters should be, the only thing you can rely on is this hiding function.

If you don’t level up like this in advance, you never know when you’ll encounter an unlucky incident in the game, <Graduate from the Luck Academy>.

[Hid under the chair for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

[Hid behind the curtain for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

[Hid inside the wardrobe for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

Where should I hide next?

While thinking about it, the wardrobe door creaked open.

“What are you doing here?”

“Just finding a good place to hide for a moment…”

“……”

The look was sharp.

I realized belatedly how I must have looked to the butler.

Can’t sleep lying on the bed, never seen a mirror before, and hiding in the wardrobe when offered food.

“I’m not a weird person.”

“I didn’t say anything. Please sit at the dining table.”

It’s so unfair.

There’s no such thing as this level of unfairness even in the most unfair game, but I grumbled inwardly and sat on the chair, and saw beef stew and delicious-looking baguettes on the table.

Unfortunately, there’s no rare dish that increases your abilities just by eating it.

It’s a common-grade food where you get a handbook collection bonus every time you eat 10 different dishes.

Gobble gobble.

Whether I eat quickly or slowly, the number of collections is the same.

However, to collect them in the handbook, you have to eat all the servings of a given dish.

So, it’s better to eat quickly to save time rather than savouring the taste slowly.

“You seem to be eating your meal very quickly.”

“…Please don’t look at me like that. I’m just naturally a fast eater.”


“You can take your time. No one here will steal the lady’s food.”

“Really?”

Even if I just take one bite, it would be awkward.

If someone else eats even a single bite of the food I’m eating, I fail to collect it in the handbook.

Feeling wary, I slurped up the soup and felt the butler’s gaze become even more piercing.

“Did you enjoy your meal?”

“It was delicious.”

“Then, I’ll prepare the same dish for you tomorrow.”

Ah. That won’t do.

“Can’t I try a different dish?”

“…If you wish.”

Got it.

With this, I’ll be able to fill up several entries in the Cooking Handbook.

Grateful for my silent joy, the butler cleared away all the dishes I had finished, giving me a pitying look.

***

The training began.

“This is basic stamina training. You don’t need to be fast, just try to run as far as you can outside the yellow line of the training ground.”

After the butler’s words, my head suddenly throbbed.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Just had a momentary headache.”

After enduring the pain, I saw a familiar event window appearing before my eyes.<First Training Event>

Unlike rookies who recklessly rush into the mountains, fields, and caves, you have decided to train diligently.

As they say, the beginning is half the battle, and the results of the first training will greatly help with future training.

Follow the instructor’s instructions and proceed with the training program.

It’s here.

Training events that can overcome lack of luck.

An opportunity for growth granted only to the wealthy.

Originally, to utilize this event, you had to start with part-time jobs or adventurer activities to earn money.

But now?

Money is overflowing.

Jingle jingle.

As I rummaged through my pockets and pulled out a gold coin, the butler looked down at my hand with a puzzled expression.

“What are you doing?”

“Training fee.”

“I am the lady’s butler. I am not a training instructor from a private training hall, so you don’t need to pay.”

“…Oh.”

“Put the gold coin away and start running quickly.”

Hehe, the money’s solid.

Although I could hear murmurs behind me saying, “Seems like you’ve never received an undeserved favor before…”, what’s important now is not those murmurs.

In this real world where the status window doesn’t open, the only way to know your abilities is to work hard on your own.

Surprisingly, despite its scruffy appearance, Oknodie has decent stamina.

It feels like I’ve inherited the abilities I invested in, even though the appearance has changed.

“What you did is enough. Your basic stamina seems excellent.”

“I’m quite confident in my stamina. It would be troublesome if I was slow when chasing or being chased, right?”

As I bragged, the butler’s gaze changed to one that looked even more pitiful than before.

I don’t know what he thinks I’m chasing or being chased by, but I can be sure that it’s not about hunting monsters or picking pockets quests.

[Ran 30 laps on the track.]

[Training efficiency at the training ground increased by 300% for a month.]

“Choose a weapon you can handle.”

Next after stamina is weapon skills.

I didn’t hesitate and chose a sword.

Glancing around, the butler stood there with a puzzled expression, as if wondering what this chick was up to.

So, I also picked up a bow.

There’s still no sign of surprise.

Parents who say, “Pick whatever you want from the buffet,” would be delighted if their child chose two items and said, “I want these,” but there’s no such reaction here.

Perhaps it’s because I’m not a kid anymore, but I felt a little disappointed in the reaction that was too calm compared to that time.

…Would they still be so indifferent even if I chose a wand as the last weapon?

“That’s not a club.”

“I know. It’s a wand.”

The butler’s face became serious.

“Do you know about magical equipment?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever held a wand before?”

“Of course.”

I didn’t expect him to be so interested in mage equipment.

Hehe, finally getting some reaction.

Was he surprised by my talent?

“Have you ever performed tasks like extracting blood on the street or taking drugs?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Be honest.”

“I really haven’t.”

But his reaction wasn’t like, “Wow, amazing!”

He seemed really angry about something.

“Miss, I really dislike lies.”

“I’m telling the truth…”

Now that I think about it, there is a catch.

In the last playthrough, I did part-time jobs like blood donation and experimental drug testing to gather initial funds.

“Oh. I did it a long time ago. Ages ago.”

“Even if you want to learn magic, learning from those street magicians is dangerous.”

“But I didn’t learn magic from them.”

“Then where did you learn wand handling?”

“Well, that’s…”

I learned it at the academy.

But this time, I haven’t even enrolled yet.

As my answer was delayed, the butler’s expression became more menacing.

“Understood. I’ll be going out for a while. Continue with your self-training.”

With the determination of someone who will go back to break someone’s neck today, the butler left the room.

“…”

Sorry, street magician.

It seems like today’s your unlucky day.

But hey, you’ve used addiction potions on me before, haven’t you?

Let’s call it even with that.

Got it?

***

[Training efficiency for swordsmanship increased by 300% for a month.]


[Training efficiency for archery increased by 250% for a month.]

[Training efficiency for wand handling increased by 200% for a month.]

“You’ve been diligently practicing on your own. Well done, miss.”

The butler’s expression when he returned was calm.

I’ll just pretend not to notice the smell of blood.



 
  
    Chapter 3: The Child who Swallows Stones


Jonna Wiheomhae.

Jonna recalled the boss who gave him his name.

He owed a lot to the boss.

But gratitude wasn’t free.

Even his name reflected that.

He had discarded his old name along with his past, but instead, ended up with a strange new name.

Just thinking about how people looked at him strangely made him unconsciously clench his fists.

“Useless trash.”

He threw away the knife handle crumpled into a fist shape with force and inserted the blade into a new handle.

Shwish, shwish, shwish.

He practiced slashing and stabbing through the air.

The grip and the sensation of stabbing were satisfactory.

He nodded in satisfaction and gripped the knife.

Tap, tap, tap.

The kitchen knife danced on the cutting board!

The young lady he was currently serving was quite unfortunate.

Regardless of whether he was good at cooking or not, he didn’t particularly enjoy it, but whenever he saw that poor girl, he couldn’t help but want to do anything for her.

“I seem to have forgotten what kind of contract I made.”

At first glance, she seemed reasonably presentable compared to other street children.

The boss had an eye for talent; unexpectedly, she possessed considerable talent in terms of stamina and combat skills.

A raw genius.

Her demeanor and skills were so extraordinary that they couldn’t be explained without her being a genius.

Perhaps it was her talent.

Perhaps it was how she managed to survive in the streets despite her small and insignificant appearance.

“But having many mental flaws is a cause for concern.”

Whether she had been assaulted by men who preyed on her body every night or not, the girl didn’t seem to know how to get proper rest.

She didn’t seem to know how to sleep properly, constantly hiding behind empty bottles, empty crates, weapon storage boxes, and even behind the chandelier on the ceiling whenever she could.

As the days went by, her hiding places became increasingly technical. It was difficult for the butler who had to supervise her.

“She’s like a skittish little cat, always on edge and quick with her hands. Definitely not your average type.”

Although he had been serving as a butler every year at this time, this year’s unusual girl was a first.

“It’s mealtime, miss.”

He placed the bubbling stew and side dishes on the table and lightly rang the table bell.

Humans are adaptable creatures.

When they exercise wisdom, the pain in their bodies diminishes.

As soon as he counted to three in his mind, with a clattering sound, the young Oknodie rushed over.

He had realized that ringing the bell was more efficient than searching for her himself, but the direction from which the sound came was odd.

“…No way.”

That thought faded as the ceiling plank creaked open, and a cute little head popped out.

She might be more like a mouse than a cat burglar.

“You’ve really messed up with the dust.”

“Oops.”

“We’ll have our meal after you’ve finished washing up.”

The young Oknodie wiped her face with determination, almost like a boy, as if she had forgotten that she was a girl.

She was only smudging it instead of cleaning it properly.

He sighed inwardly and spent a minute meticulously wiping her face himself.

“…I don’t know what to write in the report to the boss.”

After finishing the day’s training, he forced the young Oknodie to lie down on the bed, covered her with a blanket, and then left with a pen in his hand.<Regular Report>

*Observations on Oknodie


	Presumed to have trauma from years of street life.

	Suspected to have various mental illnesses including insomnia and avoidant personality disorder.

	Appears to have forgotten the contract but is actively cooperating with the training.

	Has a limited sense of herself as a female. Accustomed to behaving quickly and inconspicuously like a boy for survival in daily life such as eating or washing up.

	Evidence suggests she gave blood to a street magician and cooperated in experiments in exchange for learning magic. The magician was tortured and executed afterward. No evidence of wrongdoing on the part of the Oknodie girl, but it was confirmed that he had used numerous orphans for experiments.

	The source of her swordsmanship and archery skills is unknown, but it is presumed she learned at least the skills of mid-level adventurers. Further investigation required for any suspicious transactions.



-…

-…

-…

Rustle.

“A mouse?”

No, that couldn’t be right.

Animals, unlike humans, instinctively sense predators.

He silently emerged with a sword in hand.

When he reached the living room, he saw a familiar figure from behind.

The young Oknodie girl.

The talented girl taken in by the boss.

Where could she be going at this late hour?

It would be troublesome if she tried to sneak away when he wasn’t looking.

To prevent incidents like that, it was better to find out her purpose.

“Could she be trying to steal like a petty thief?”

Such foolish girls did exist.

Some girls had bad habits too.

Jonna thought.

He hoped that even that poor girl wouldn’t stoop so low.

Etiquette lessons were torturous for both the teacher and the learner.

“That’s…?”

The young Oknodie girl’s destination was neither the alchemist’s shop nor the antique shop.

It was a secluded park at this ambitious hour of the night.

What could she possibly be doing there?

“Surely she doesn’t have some bothersome hobby.”

If she secretly indulged in distorted hobbies, it would tarnish the boss’s reputation.

If such a fact were exposed, she might need more than just etiquette lessons; she might need serious discipline.

As he steeled himself for what might come, the young Oknodie girl’s audacious nightly mischief began.

Walking along the border stones around the fountain.

Jumping between shop signs.

Walking on top of the walls with her arms spread out.


“…I worried for nothing.”

What was she doing exactly?

Did she have a habit of playing around in the streets at night while living on the streets?

Her impressive sense of balance and agile movements were so remarkable that all he could do was laugh helplessly.

“IT should be around here… Ah, is this it?”

What did she find?

As he squinted to see, she picked something up from the top of the wall.

There was nothing visible except for a stone.

Was she trying to keep a pretty-looking stone?

What a cute hobby.

Still, he needed to make sure she didn’t get caught by patrolling guards or street thugs.

He decided to wait until breakfast the next morning and then warn her at the dining table.

As he made up his mind, at that moment, the young Oknodie girl swallowed the stone she had just picked up.

This girl, she really went and did it.

***


“What are you doing right now?”

“Huh?!”

“Spit it out right now.”

The sudden appearance of the butler who grabs my shoulders and shakes me, but I’m not going to spit it out just because of that.

Gulp!

Like a snake swallowing its prey, the stat stone disappears down my throat.

Yes, a stat stone.

A stone that raises your abilities when consumed.

My head throbs, and then a familiar notification pops up.

[Used a stat stone.]

[Random ability increased by 1.]

In a game, you just press the “use” button to use a stat stone automatically.

But now, the game has become reality.

I don’t know how to use the stat stone or even if there’s a way to use it other than swallowing it.

‘I don’t mind training at the gym, but I can’t give up nighttime park training.’

Balance is essential and helpful in various situations.

If you can improve it, you should. Otherwise, you’ll regret it.

[Spent more than 1 minute balancing on park boundary stones at night.]

[Balance Experience +2]

[Nightwalking experience +1]

[Spent more than 1 minute jumping between store signs at night.]

[Balance experience +6]

[Nightwalking experience +2]

[Spent more than 1 minute walking on a wall with arms spread at night.]

[Balance experience +4]

[Nightwalking experience +1]

It’s an efficient veteran route to gain both functional experience and stat increases simultaneously!

I need to find and keep stat stones when I can.

“Not everyone knows where all the stat stones appear.”

Four places, maybe five.

Stat stones appear at a few fixed locations, but their spawn points vary randomly.

If you don’t know all the spawn points, you might miss them, or if you arrive too late, someone else might pick them up, or they might disappear after being destroyed.

‘I’m grateful for the butler’s training, but I can’t give up stat stones!’

He didn’t expect to actually swallow it whole, though.

“Why on earth did you swallow a rock?”

“It’s, um, a secret….”

“Don’t I provide your meals every day?”

“I’m sorry….”

“If Miss Oknodie behaved like this, wouldn’t it upset master?”

From an NPC’s perspective, they wouldn’t know about stat stones. They’d just see a seemingly normal person suddenly going crazy and swallowing rocks in the park at night.

…They’d probably think I’m insane. I should come up with some excuse.

“I couldn’t help it. If I didn’t eat it, I couldn’t survive.”

Lacking stats is a serious issue.

This game has no limits on abilities.

You can pick up any item you find.

You just have to bear the consequences of lacking abilities and face the curses in real combat.

You need to raise your abilities in advance to avoid getting caught later.

Did my desperate plea get through?

Instead of maintaining a stern expression, the butler turns away as if they’ve been slapped on the back of the head.

“I’ll provide more food starting tomorrow.”

“Really?”

“But please refrain from filling your stomach with rocks again.”

This treatment feels a bit unsettling.

It’s like treating me as a poverty-stricken child in a third world, baking mud cookies.

Even if I explain, I won’t be able to convince him otherwise.

“…I’ll try.”


All I can say is that I’ll eat less from now on(the rocks).

But that doesn’t seem to satisfy the butler, judging by his sharp gaze.

I feel sorry for the butler.

But I can’t refuse to eat stat stones.

The world is vast, and there are many stat stones to eat!



 
  
    Chapter 4: Frail(Not)


Due to the events of the previous day, the butler realized something.

That he shouldn’t treat the girl he was in charge of as an ordinary child at this point.

“It’s just temporary support. And it’s you, not someone else.”

“She’s a handful.”

“The boss won’t be pleased.”

“I’ll take responsibility.”

“Does she even have any worth?”

“She’s exceptionally talented with a blade.”

“I see.”

The butler pondered.

It would be difficult for someone with a plethora of mental illnesses like insomnia and avoidant personality disorder to maintain interpersonal relationships.

In that case, it would be fine to secure a profession where interpersonal relationships wouldn’t matter even if they deteriorated.

“Assassins use both swords and bows.”

“Good, versatility is key.”

The supervisor made a decision.

“We’ll send one.”

“Thank you.”

“But if the assigned instructor deems her unsuitable, there will be consequences.”

“I understand.”

“You seem quite confident. Let’s hope her talent matches that confidence.”

The dispatch of an assassin instructor cum attendant for Lady Oknodie was confirmed.

***

“Night outings are strictly prohibited. I won’t allow outings unless I accompany you.”

The treatment by the butler is unsatisfactory.

Since being treated as a ‘stone-eating child,’ surveillance has increased significantly.

A poor child who might get into trouble at any moment.

In the butler Jonna’s mind, my image seems to have solidified completely like this.

As a result, the experience points for hiding have completely stagnated.

“Miss, you need to value yourself more. Those who don’t value themselves won’t be treated well by others either.”

“Does it really matter? Being treated well. Eventually, people live and die alone.”

When I reveal a bit of my male mindset, the butler’s eyes change to a determined look, as if saying, ‘I need to do better.’

No wonder I struggle to speak.

Thanks to that, although I’m diligently training, I easily get tired these days.

“Is it because I’m in a woman’s body?”

Even if I was reincarnated into this world, my life had been filled with muscular man memes, which suggested that robust muscular men suffer less because of their size and strength.

So, it’s plausible that I, a petite woman, would struggle more, right?

The solution is simple.

Just level up my stats.

But it’s not that simple.

Maybe I should go on a stat stone expedition to the neighbouring village.

“I want to go out. Alone.”

“Absolutely not.”

The problem is the butler.

“Lady Oknodie is frail. She hasn’t yet undergone enough physical training to handle the threats of the outside world.”

“But I can confidently say I’m much stronger than others my age.”

“In my opinion as your butler, you’re still a child. And there are many adults outside who aren’t your age.”

Trying to win with facts, how cowardly.

But in this game, there are unpredictable risks of being ambushed in unexpected ways.

“Be obedient and have your meal. Train hard and become strong enough. Then, under supervision, I’ll permit outings.”

I guess I have no choice.

But the food is delicious.

And I’ll have to collect stat stones later, separately from when I go outside from the academy.

But aren’t I already strong enough?

My swordsmanship and archery skills have been steadily improving.

As I was complaining about this, I accidentally dropped the water cup from my hand.

“Oh?”

“Please look. How thin must your arms be to not hold a cup properly?”

“Oh, no. This hasn’t happened before… I must have overtrained and weakened my arms.”

“I won’t accept excuses.”

“But it’s true…”

Perhaps because I never imagined I’d drop a cup, the shock was a bit intense.

Well, with this kind of body, what outing can I have?

For the time being, I’ll have to intensify my training regimen by adding an extra two hours of strength training.

***

Until the assassin instructor was dispatched, I tried to monitor the Lady to prevent her from sneaking out, but it only resulted in sleepless nights.

Not wanting to suffer from excessive labor, Jonna came up with a plan.

“If she exhausts her strength in daily activities, she won’t have the energy to fool around at night.”

Lady Oknodie was unaware, but every item she used in her daily life was gradually increasing in weight.

Just the weight of the cup she had just dropped was 5kg.

Changing wooden cups filled with heavy metals like manganese, iron, copper, etc., the weight of which increased day by day.

Although he had initially planned to stop increasing the weight once it felt somewhat inconvenient, surprisingly, the Lady persevered and endured all the weight increases with tremendous resilience.

“She certainly has the potential to be an assassin.”

Staying hidden for long periods or lifting heavy objects is essential for assassins.

Although Jonna didn’t know what kind of training real assassins underwent, he assumed that if they were assassins, they would need to endure such things.

“Masters always like seeing students who put effort into learning.”

An assassin instructor wouldn’t be any different.

“But this isn’t just for the instructor; it’s also for the Lady’s benefit.”

The poor Lady, who was tricked by street mage into drinking any potion and even swallowed stones to fill her hungry stomach, needed strength.

Human rights stem from strength.


Special attention must be paid to prevent her from being exposed to danger through risky jobs or damaging health through improper eating habits.

With strength, one can easily earn money without resorting to dangerous jobs and enjoy plenty of food with that money.

“Get stronger, Lady Oknodie. I don’t want to see my Lady, whom I’ve come to serve, become weak and discarded.”

May this Lady and I last long together.

The butler sincerely hoped.

***

Eat well, sleep well, and train hard.

By now, I should have grown enough to go out alone, but today, while eating soup, I accidentally dropped the spoon.

“You seem frail.”

“Me?!”

“You are frail.”

“No, how can someone who handles a sword so well be considered frail? I’m also excellent at running!”

“You dropped the spoon.”

“I did…”

“You are frail.”

“Ugh…”

As the butler said.

I keep dropping something during mealtime and occasionally trip over my own clothes.

These days, I sometimes feel surprisingly heavy, to the point where I wonder if there’s a negative function attached to me.

Perhaps I have a sluggish [Clumsiness] in handling my body or a tendency to easily fall ill [Frailty].

Occasionally, there are characters with negative characteristics that negatively affect their bodies from birth.

I’ve never checked it, so I’m just speculating.

But surprisingly, the experience points are abundant.

[Overcame severe fatigue for more than 5 minutes and wielded a fork.]

[Swordsmanship experience +1]

If it was a man’s body, the strong muscles would support the arms, and the experience points wouldn’t increase so easily. But with my current body, even a little training causes my arms to shake, and the experience points increase.

“Female characters seem to have weaker ability adjustments compared to male characters but gain skill experience more easily! Or maybe the efficiency of training has increased as compensation for negative characteristics?”

The rate at which experience is accumulated is so pleasing that it’s even satisfying by the standards of seasoned players.

If I knew it would be like this, I would have chosen to be a female character sooner.

Still, mealtime is uncomfortable.

Perhaps due to the intense training all day, even my arm holding the fork feels heavy.

Trying to twist pasta with trembling hands, I accidentally hit the plate with the fork.

Clank.

“You seem frail.”

“…I hit the plate too hard because I applied too much force?”

“If you have to exert that much force to use a fork, it means you can’t fully control your body.”

“…It’s frustrating, but I can’t deny it.”

“If broken shards mix into the food, it could cause internal injuries, so I’ll serve it on a new plate.”

Am I really frail?

Despite having verified my physical stamina through training, I’m still considered a frail maiden.

It’s contradictory, but with the existence of negative characteristics, it’s understandable.

Maybe it’s because my strength and stamina are relatively good that I can endure this much.

There might even be a possibility of having a severe negative characteristics in Oknodie’s body, where laziness could lead to lying in bed and whimpering until death.

“Ah, please…”

Still, I’m a frail maiden.


Setting aside negative characteristics.

Receiving protection like this brings a strange sense of security.

It’s like feeling like a baby bird protected by its mother!

Would it be okay to accept the spaghetti the butler is feeding me?

I’m acting a bit spoiled.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Secret Assassin Maid


On a day like any other, as usual, I was absorbed in my training.

But unlike usual, that day started a bit differently.

“I’ve been dispatched to take care of the young lady.”

“Oh.”

Clap, clap, clap.

A maid appeared, dressed in attire that made me think, “She must be a maid,” as she made her entrance.

With short crimson hair and sharp eyes, the cute maid lifted the hem of her long skirt slightly with both hands as she greeted me.

“I am the maid dispatched to attend to you, Miss.”

Not bad.

That’s why it seemed suspicious.

“Miss, is there something wrong with the maid?”

“What’s your name? What’s your full name?”

“My apologies. Let me introduce myself again. I am Reap Life.”

Reap Life.

A maid-like, cute name.

That’s why I felt jealous.

Some have names like Jonna Wiheomhae(Really Dangerous), as if making jokes, so why does the maid have such a normal name?

It’s enviable, frustrating, and angering.

“Miss?”

“It’s nothing.”

Jealous of the maid because of her name.

A child like this can’t say anything.

***

Reap Life found it interesting.

A harvested life. A reaped life.

Once, thanks to the boss, the girl whose humble life was prolonged made up her mind to dedicate her life to the boss.

A new name obtained by discarding the old one.

Reap Life.

It was a name that contained the pride of an assassin.

She, harvested by the boss.

The enemies of the boss, harvested by her own hands.

Because it simultaneously meant those things.

“Did you reveal my identity?”

“Not at all. I decided to give the role of secret protection to you. I have no intention of revealing your identity to Miss.”

“So it’s purely instinctual?”

Reap found it interesting.

“The evaluation demanded by the supervisor is the skills of an assassin. It’s not a test that can be passed with just a glance.”

“I understand. I leave the evaluation up to your judgment.”

“You seem quite confident.”

“You’ll see.”

Reap monitored the young lady’s every move.

And she was convinced.

“She was born to be an assassin!”

The instinct of an assassin trying to hide somewhere whenever there’s a chance to escape the eyes of the butler and her.

The instinct of an assassin trying to gauge if she can slip out of the window every night.

Even weight training, carrying heavy weapons hidden in her arms, and continuing with everyday life without skipping mealtime, she did it all.

“I’ll report to the supervisor.”

“When do the training sessions start?”

“Right from today.”

“It shouldn’t interfere with the existing training.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll minimize the use of drugs and poisons and postpone memorization techniques for another day. For now, I’ll focus intensively on hiding and tracking training.”

“Not bad.”

“But why someone of your caliber is still doing this, I don’t understand. There were rumours about causing problems last time with the ‘Miss’ matter…”

“That’s enough.”

Reap closed her mouth as the butler’s hand reached her chin.

“Know your place. Your surveillance target is Miss, not me.”

“…My apologies.”

Having harvested Jonna’s soul, she left to prepare for Miss’s training tomorrow.

Reap smiled coldly.

“It would be difficult if she becomes too tempting, no matter how talented Miss is. The organization isn’t forgiving enough to tolerate repeated mistakes.”

***

New maid Reap.

This woman is subtly annoying yet helpful.

“What are you doing inside the laundry basket?”

“…It looked like a good place to hide for a moment.”

[Hiding attempt failed.]

Sometimes, she’s a hindrance to training.

“Miss? No, it’s… it was the shadow of the tree in the garden that shone through the curtain.”

[Hid on a tree branch for more than 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +1]

[Someone saw you but didn’t notice.]

[Hidden experience +3]

[Stealth experience +1]

Sometimes, the maid turned out to be more helpful.

Unlike the butler Jonna, with whom she could hide anywhere and get away with it, the maid had a lot of tasks like laundry and cleaning.

Predicting her movements by observing her daily schedule or through conversations during meal times, and being thoroughly prepared was essential to avoid getting caught while hiding.

However, if one was well-prepared and managed to deceive the maid’s eyes, the hiding experience would steadily increase.

Thanks to that, the expertise in hiding naturally increased, leading to a win-win situation.

“Ugh. There’s a strange taste in the food.”


“I’m sorry, Miss. I’ll be more careful next time.”

However, these days, it was the butler causing trouble.

Until now, the cooking had been fine, but lately, there were frequent failures in seasoning or strange-tasting dishes.

“Miss?”

“Don’t take it away. You still cooked diligently.”

[Identified spoiled food.]

[Toxin detection experience +1]

[Ate spoiled food.]

[Toxin resistance experience +1]

Was it at the level where there was a risk of food poisoning?

Nevertheless, by showing that I finished eating everything, maybe next time, he will be more careful when cooking.

After expressing gratitude for the butler’s hard work, as well as the maid’s, both of them looked at me strangely.

Heh heh. Did they receive some kind of emotional response?

The butler and the maid whispered to each other from a distance, and from the next day, the maid started acting strangely kind.

“Would you like a strawberry-flavored candy?”

“Yes!”

“It’s grape-flavored.”

“Yes!”

“I baked cookies specially today.”

“That’s really nice!”

No matter what she gave me, I responded positively, and she seemed delighted to give snacks at every opportunity.

Hehe. It felt rewarding to see her react earnestly and obediently bring snacks.

Sometimes, even if there was strange-tasting snacks, thanks to eating them without any fuss, she would bring all sorts of snacks, from slices of cake to alphabet chocolates.

What a foolish maid.

Unaware that her salary was being used as an offering to increase the collection rate of Cooking Handbook, she diligently offered snacks with her salary!

Late at night.

In the usage room of the secret training facility, the butler and maid transformed into high-ranking official and assassin of the organization, not just servants.

“What about poison adaptation training?”

“The discernment and adaptation are faster than I thought. She made quite a progress unintentionally.”

“Is it similar to mealtime situations?”

“The rate of suspicion detection is roughly around 30%, but that’s still quite high.”

“Is it a normal situation?”

“Of course not. It’s an abnormal situation.”

Reap asserted.

“Ordinary people would just feel slight discomfort from eating poisoned food, but they wouldn’t express strong suspicion or certainty like Miss. If they realized it, they wouldn’t eat it.”

“However, Miss ate all the food.”

“There are two possible scenarios. She has repeatedly faced life-threatening situations by eating poisoned food on the streets. Or she had to eat contaminated food for survival.”

It was the assertion of an assassin dealing with poison.

Jonna thought he knew enough about the trash on the streets, but he realized his thoughts were inadequate.

“There are many poisonous trash in this city.”

“Are you going to clean it?”

“They’re the guys who dared to lay hands on the organization’s Miss. We can’t just let them off the hook.”

Jonna’s eyes became sharper.

“But wait… Maybe the antics of the street magician and the incident of poisoning the food on the streets might be the work of another organization intervening in the city.”

“You’re determined to go.”

“It’s worth investigating. Reap. Change tonight’s surveillance mission for the Miss. Verify whether there’s any foreign organization’s involvement in the city.”

“If they’re found. What will you do then?”

There’s no need to say.

“It’s a massacre.”

At Jonna’s command, Reap’s eyes curled into a cold smile.

***

Today, luckily, there was no surveillance.

Since the surveillance by Butler Jonna decreased after the maid arrived, Maid Reap, who mistakenly thought that I would sleep quietly at night after bringing snacks, also became lax in her guard.

Hehe. Isn’t it troublesome?

If she were to let her guard down like this.

I might sneak out in the middle of the night and conduct events like attacking the city’s criminal organization without anyone knowing.

So I sneaked out of the mansion.

Searching for any signs of a known organization, I headed to the abandoned warehouse near the sewer, and voila, there came out dozens of hideouts and dead bodies.

“…?”

Is it a gang war?

Why are all these people dead?

There’s no sign of looting from the safe.

It’s not a murder aimed for money.

Something felt off, so I attacked the office of the corrupt upper echelon in the slums, suspecting the presence of another organization.

“…??”

There are a bunch of corpses again.

Also, an underground hideout where corrupt leaders have a 20% chance of capturing players as slaves.

And a tent of the cannibalistic horde.

Every hideout of the criminal organization was filled with corpses.

What is this?

It’s scary.

Feeling scared, I hurriedly returned to the mansion and closed the window, but the light suddenly turned on.

“Eek!!”

“Where have you been at this late hour, Miss?”

“I-I just went for a walk.”

“I smell blood.”

“N-No! I didn’t kill anyone. Everyone was already dead wherever I went!”

Reap, who was slightly surprised, smiled.

Staring at me with a smile as tempting as ripe fruit, Reap took off my outdoor clothes and laid me down on the bed.

As I blinked sleepily, Reap smiled and covered my eyes with his hands.

“You had a bad dream.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll stay by your side tonight. You can sleep comfortably tonight knowing that you won’t have any nightmares.”

With a gentle voice, sleepiness washed over me.

As I heard the sound of lighting a candle beyond Reap’s comforting hand, my mind gradually became hazy, as if I had drunk a hypnotic gas.


Was it…

Just a nightmare…

Feeling reassured by the cool touch covering my eyes, I drifted off to sleep.

“I…allow…pursuit…special training….”

It felt like I heard Reap saying something in my dream, but it must have been my imagination.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Carriage Travel without Skipping


[Training period has ended.]

[All training efficiency that has been increased returns to its original state.]

One month of training has come to an end.

It was a tough time, but I worked hard because it was an opportunity to gain a lot of experience with little effort.

I actively utilized the knowledge I had as a player to steadily increase my experience points, and the effectiveness of swordsmanship and archery skills suddenly improved.

Could I be a little stronger now?

Before entering the academy, I should reach a level where no one would dare to say I’m lacking in swordsmanship or archery.

“I don’t know if Miss Oknodie knows, but the Luck Academy is a facility that nurtures the world’s top talents. Anyone under the age of 20 can apply.”

“Well, I know that much.”

“Then you must also be aware of the qualification test that assesses whether you are eligible to take the entrance exam, given the large number of applicants for the entrance exam.”

Of course.

The qualification test is the first step towards admission.

<Qualification Test Event for Entrance Exam>

You, who aspire to enter the continent’s top academy.

To prove the minimum qualifications to enter the academy, you must pass the qualification test for the entrance exam.

Find the examiners distributing entrance exam tickets, take each exam they require, and receive a ticket as proof of passing.

For those who are penniless, gathering information alone costs a lot of money, and even more money is spent on the way there.

It’s not about doing odd jobs like blood donation, organ donation, or clinical trials in back alleys.

To gather the necessary money for such places, there’s no room to choose between safe and unsafe work.

Of course, working part-time for a wealthy starting point with 100 gold coins like Oknodie is a distant dream.

Just focus on training hard.

“There are three examiners you can visit in this area. Two are lower-level examiners who hold multiple tickets, and one is a higher-level examiner who holds dozens of tickets.”

“Then obviously, I’ll go to the higher-level examiner!”

“You seem very confident without asking about the difficulty of the exams. Are you sure you won’t regret it?”

Huh, lower level? Intermediate level?

The exams held at these examiners’ locations, which only require one or two tickets, are content for beginners or intermediates.

For veterans like me, places where you just get tickets are inefficient.

“Where is the higher-level examiner?”

“A world-famous landmark. It’s the Altar of the Gods, located at an altitude of 12,500 meters, known as a place that travellers who love wandering around the world must visit before they die.”

“Heh.”

“You seem overflowing with confidence.”

“Don’t worry. I’m Oknodie, you know?”

“It seems you are very confident.”

Fortunately, the Altar of the Gods was not far from the starting point.

The examiners you can visit are limited to physically close distances.

Even flying to find easy examiners might be burdensome, even in the Noble Route, which starts with 100 gold coins.

It might be possible if you start with 1,000 gold coins.

‘There are shortcuts, though.’

Flexing a large amount of gold coins to buy tickets is another way, but it’s just for the entrance exam.

The market price of a ticket is 10 gold coins.

It’s too unfair to risk getting fake tickets by spending a fortune.

The price for getting a guaranteed ticket is 100 gold coins.

I have to cough up all my support money.

There’s a sense of pride for veterans, but it’s out of the question.

‘This time, my training went well.’

Thanks to the care of my butler, my swordsmanship and archery skills have greatly improved.

And using maid for training also showed a significant increase in stealth and hiding skills.

“But I must remind you, until you enter the academy, wand magic is sealed. Do you understand?”

“Yes~”

Instead of the long name of the qualification test for the entrance exam, it’s called the Ticket Test by players or NPCs.

There’s a luck factor rampant in this test too, but there’s also a luck factor determined by probability.

‘Surprisingly, the examiners aren’t random.’

Instead, the exams given by the examiners are random.

‘If it’s the Altar of the Gods examiner… it shouldn’t be too easy.’

I’m starting to look forward to the Ticket Test.

***

“Are you sure this is enough baggage you’ll take?”

“This is sufficient.”

My butler looked at my luggage with a slightly displeased expression.

It was a conventional adventurer’s set, packed with preserved food, adventure tools, first aid supplies, and the means to defend myself.

This was all I had.

“He will be very upset.”

“Hmph. I can train hard and I won’t compromise on girly preferences.”

Even though my body might have turned into that of a girl overnight, my mind remains as masculine as ever.

I may have been transmigrated into a game world with a girl’s appearance, but I have no intention of living like a girl.

Before being a girl, I am a player.

That identity is more important to me now because it’s the only way I can remember the me who was once a man.

And the result is an extreme efficiency freak.

I don’t even consider the likes of a Lolita-style outfit. My basic attire is the Adventurer’s Set (Female).

“You look very fit, Miss.”

“Thank you, Reap.”

Unlike the butler who only speaks polite words, the maid Reap always says pleasing things.

Thanks to her, I tend to rely on her often, but it’s not a loss at all since I can enjoy treats.

Ah, today’s candy tingles a bit in my mouth.

Is it supposed to be a star candy concept?

“Anyway, won’t we receive uniforms once we enter the academy?”

“We need photos to show to the master.”

“…That’ll be quite expensive.”

In a world where the advancement of science has been delayed due to the existence of magic, the magic tool called a Camera has limited uses and is a tremendous luxury.


To think that such a high-end item would be used just to capture a little girl’s outfit, this time my father is truly a devoted father.

‘Well, if he’s willing to provide such an exceptional butler like Jonna, he must not be an ordinary noble father.’

For a noble who can easily cough up 100 gold coins as support money, a camera is nothing.

“It’s only for one time.”

At the station where the carriage stopped.

Because of the maid who bought the teddy bear pillow and ribbon headband, the fellow passengers laughed.

“Ah, how adorable, Miss.”

“You are throwing shade at a kid, Uncle.”

“Mr. Bard, I’ll give you three silvers, so please stop chatting and sing a song.”

Even the subtle glances from the silent fur hunter in the corner, the adorable treatment from the hiking couple’s cute child, and the winking from the shy poet who caught my eye were burdensome.

“Now, the song I’m going to sing for you this time is… ‘The Girl with Fair Skin.'”

Oh, please.

Stop the embarrassment!

***

A test site where only those under 20 years old gather.

At an inn located at the entrance to Shinjung Mountain, there was a bustling crowd of people waiting to meet the examiner.

“Every year I think the same thing, but the Ticket Test is really popular. All the adventurers who feel a bit light on their feet or strong rookie adventurers have gathered here.”

“Sir, you’re over twenty, so why are you here?”

“Haha. What else do older folks like me have to do, Miss? Of course, it’s to watch. I’ll be cheering for the most beautiful participant, which is you, of course?”

Unlike the other guests who got off on the way to Shinjung Mountain, Bard, who had been with me on the long and boring carriage journey until the end, brought his hand to his lips and blew a kiss.

At first, he seemed like a creepy old man, a pedophile, but as I realized Bard’s preciousness during the long and tedious journey, my perception changed.

In a world without Fast Travel or Skip, Bard, who rode the carriage until the end, was an influencer rivalling a popular singer with thousands of fans.

If it weren’t for Bard alleviating the boredom of the long carriage journey, everyone would have gone crazy from the uncomfortable atmosphere caused by the silent debuff of the uncomfortable butler and maid.

“Well, Bard was trying to pull off some fancy moves, but after taking a punch, he ended up like a panda, but…”

Because of the incident with Jonnas, Bard’s left eye still remained swollen like a panda.

Other guests who realized the butler’s dreadfulness quickly dispersed from the mountain entrance, and the atmosphere was beyond description.

“Miss, you’re too naive. Please don’t harbor too much favor for wandering bards who sell stories and songs.”

“So what? Thanks to him, it wasn’t boring.”

With a casual wave goodbye and sending Bard off, Reap quietly moved her steps.

“Where are you going?”

“I have something to see for a moment.”

“Can’t I come with you?”

For some reason, I felt anxious and held onto her maid’s skirt, but Reap sighed quietly.

“Lucky fellow…”

“Yes?”

“It’s nothing. Let’s go together then.”

Although Miss Reap was cheerful, she was extremely reserved in her words.

Even her occasional murmurs made her seem unsociable.

She’s the type of maid who seems a bit anxious to be left alone.

“It’s crowded here.”

“If you want, I can stand in line for you. Since it’s a rare trip, why not enjoy some sightseeing for a while?”

Bustling.

The line stretched like crazy, just like people rushing for a famous restaurant.

The scene of people following one after another in a serpent-like formation made my head spin.

The stress was overwhelming to the point where the resolve for Reap’s social improvement was crumbling.

It seemed impossible for me to enter within a day or two.

Once people gathered, there were not a few who complained about standing in line and ended up arguing with the vendors at the skewer stalls when they arrived.

In the end, I couldn’t help but admire the vendor’s skill as he sold skewers and walked away.

“Don’t even think about it.”

The butler, who noticed the stares, issued a stern warning.

“It could be meat grilled from mice that grew up eating mud on the street. As long as I’m here, I won’t let Miss eat such inferior food.”

“Jonna, you’re too picky. If you’re going to be like that, there won’t be any food outside that I can eat.”

“Then from now on, just eat the food I prepare.”

“Hmph. It’s not like you’ll be with me forever.”

Jonna’s expression darkened slightly.


If I had to describe it, it would be like the face of a father who realizes that his daughter will marry a foreign man and leave his embrace.

Feeling a little sorry, I tentatively held his hand, and he grimaced harshly.

Tightly

The butler, who seemed to dislike it, but still cautiously held my hand like handling a fragile sugar craft that would break with a little force.

They say male tsunderes are disgusting, but if it’s our butler, he might be a bit cute.


	





 
  
    Chapter 7: Between Strength and Weakness


With one hand, I hold the reins of the butler, and with the other, I hold the maid’s hand.

The three of us walking hand in hand attract approving glances from all around.

Perhaps it’s because of my petite stature that we look like a young couple with a child.

“They seem to be doing well.”

“Are they headed to Shinjung for their honeymoon? Are they confident in their skills?”

“A butler and a maid, huh? They must be a former adventurer couple employed by a noble family.”

The murmurs around us are quite interesting.

“What do you both think?”

“It seem like an honour to be seen as a handsome butler and a couple with Lady Reap.”

“…It’s an honor for me as well.”

Every time they speak, there’s an emotional charge, making the clasped hands feel tight.

It’s nice, but I wish they’d both ease up; my hand hurts.

“The waiting line is long. Will you wait?”

“Just come for a week of fun. I’ll hold your place.”

Our maid has a knack for making people feel sorry for her.

To leave the maid alone for a week among the rough folks who came for the exam, just to have fun.

It looks trashy, doesn’t it?

“Please arrange a table.”

“What would you like to do?”

“I’ll bet one gold coin and get a waiting ticket.”

If we win everything, we get a week for free.

I’m a bit of a genius, aren’t I?

“What will the bet be about?”

“Arm wrestling.”

Although she looks fragile, unable to even hold a cup or utensils properly during mealtime, that’s probably a story of exhaustion after rigorous training.

After spending two days on the carriage feeling as light as air, arm wrestling is nothing.

She looks delicate on the outside.

But inside, she has tremendous initial investment in strength stats.

If you judge her by appearances and make a move, you’ll end up with a broken nose.

“Be careful not to break it. Since it’s a borrowed table for the event, you’ll have to compensate if it breaks.”

“Yes~.”

Perhaps thinking it would also help the shop’s revenue, the inn agreed to promote the arm wrestling event instead of the street performance event.

“Come on~! It’s not every day! If you beat the wealthy adventurer lady in arm wrestling, you can win a gold coin! The participation fee is a waiting ticket faster than the lady’s current turn!”

The inn’s barker’s shout drew a crowd from the waiting line like clouds.

“Hey, buddy. Is that for real?”

“Look over there. She’s tiny.”

“Me first! I want to go first!”

“Move aside, dude. I was here first.”

The promotion effect was evident.

Thunk.

With a slight headache, a familiar window pops up.<Arm Wrestling Surprise Event>

People swarmed in, their eyes rolling over the gold coin.

Of course, I have no intention of paying a penny.

If I never lose, I don’t even need to pay the gold coin.

Compared to the ticket test, this is a piece of cake!

Right?

Events that appear through the player’s proactive actions.

The more events that appear, the better, considering the rewards that come with clearing them.

“If I win this event, I’ll gain reputation.”

Reputation. Fame. Or titles.

Gathering these is always beneficial.

As the accumulated effects increase the ability score by at least one point each, accumulating these points leads to a rise in ability scores.

Since there’s no status window, I can’t see the exact numbers, but with the intuition of a seasoned player, I can estimate the expected value and how much it actually increases.

“‘Girl of Strength,’ with a reputation bonus, strength increases by 2 points. Well, it’s probably about that much.”

The young man who became the first opponent in my glorious career was cheering, raising his arm in celebration.

Judging by the sighs spreading around, people already think he’s won.

“Ready… 3, 2, 1. Begin.”

The young man pulls with all his might as I lift my clenched fists.

“Ugh!”

“What’s he doing? That guy.”

“Don’t hold onto the girl’s hand for too long.”

“Look at the butler’s expression. He might get hit.”

“Is that guy a pedophile?”

While the young man’s face turns beet red, there’s no expression on my side.

Having even finished the Training tutorial, there’s no way I’d lose to such a common adventurer.

The mechanism for increasing ability scores is as follows:

From 1 to 9, it’s a 1-point increase per point.

From 11 to 19, it’s a 2-point increase per point.

From 21 to 29, it’s a 3-point increase per point.

And so on, with 91 to 99 requiring 10 points for a 1-point increase.

Ability scores like 10, 20, 30 require accumulating the respective number of points for a 1-point increase.

At the starting point, having already achieved a strength of 20 through chin-ups and even obtained a title, according to the veteran’s rough estimate calculations, my current estimated strength is 29.

Converted to points, a strength of 29 would be approximately 75 points or more.

The body that had a strength of 20 (equivalent to 47 points) has now raised its ability score to 29 by increasing it by at least 27 points.

Training in swordsmanship a thousand times, strength +1 point.

Training in archery a thousand times, strength +1 point.

Training in martial arts a thousand times, strength +1 point.

And again, each gaining +1 point at ten thousand repetitions.

At a hundred thousand repetitions, another +1 point each.


And at a million repetitions, yet another +1 point each.

The practice counts in units of action repetitions, such as one strike, one swing, or one arrow shot.

Just by practicing one action a day, each with three actions per martial art, you’d already reach ninety thousand repetitions, and if you move on to advanced techniques, you’d easily reach a hundred thousand repetitions in daily training.

With thirty days of consistent practice, the total number of repetitions would be three million.

Earning 4 points by getting 3 points 4 times, totaling 12 points.

Considering all types of martial arts training counts, regardless of swordsmanship, archery, or martial arts, an additional 3 points.

Achieving minor accomplishments such as “destroying training dummies,” “holding a bow until blood spills from the hands,” or “bursting sandbags” would earn another minor 12 points.

So, the cumulative strength score raised by collecting these achievements would be 27 points.

And the young man next in line is supposed to handle that?

Impossible.

Wham!

“Lady’s victory!”

“Ugh!”

“Oh, what an idiot.”

“How little strength training must he have done.”

“No, have you tried it? It’s just the lady’s strength!”

“Oooh!”

“Get outta here!”

The barrage of jeers makes the young man’s face turn red as he disappears.

The staff member managing the queue calls out.

“Number 925!”

Does it even make sense for an inn’s queue to reach 925?

If it was an ordinary inn accommodating long-term guests, it would have taken not just a week but maybe even a month.

This decrease in waiting time to a week is thanks to people leaving the inn after taking exams by the senior examiner.

If it weren’t for the examiner, such a queue wouldn’t have formed in the first place.

From the innkeeper’s perspective, it’s a sparkly special event.

“The next participant will only be accepted with a queue number earlier than 925! Hey, big-headed guy over there. Number 920? Stick that on your nose! And you, bald guy! Number 850? Hurry up and come out!”

The second challenger is a bald-headed man.

I felt a bit tense with the appearance of the baldies.

“Bald guys are dangerous. They might have trained so hard that their hair fell out.”

Even with just one casual martial art practiced three thousand times a day, after ten years, it would accumulate to one hundred and ninety-five million repetitions.

With score increases at ten thousand, a hundred thousand, a million, ten million repetitions, that’s five score increases.

Furthermore, since all types of martial arts training count together, that’s an additional five points.

With occasional minor achievements added in between, it’s estimated to increase by another 20 points.

“In total, 30 points. Even if the average person with a natural strength of 10 were to achieve it, they would reach a strength ability score of 19.”

If the training period was longer, if there was more diverse martial arts training, and if the innate talent were slightly higher…

Wham!

“Lady’s victory!”

Well, this baldie seemed to be naturally balding rapidly.

With a feeling like that, achieving a triumphant nine-game winning streak, pushing the queue to number 97, the people in line began to realize that my strength was extraordinary.

“Where does such strength come from in that slender body?”

“Did she master the rumoured mana martial arts?”

“She looks like a rich girl, but who knows?”

“Che, we’re just being played with in the rich folks’ games again.”

“No matter how you look at it, wouldn’t she get tired at some point?”

There’s a monstrous girl with veins popping on her arms, despite her height barely reaching 140.

People who were excited about the unimaginable event even started placing private bets, unaware that the innkeeper was taking a 10% commission as a fee for handling the money.

“Master.”

“Haha, our little bundle of joy. Shall I offer you a barrel of water? No, I’ll treat you to a lavish lunch!”

“Enough, let’s split it 5 to 5.”

“Huh? W-What are you talking about?”

“You are taking the commission, right?”

With narrowed eyes and firm voice, the innkeeper spoke, his face turning pale with fear.

“3 to 7.”

“If you don’t agree, I’ll report it to the lord. You’re using a frail girl as a means to make money from private bets.”

The innkeeper, who seemed to have a lot to say about how frail this monstrous girl could be, was taken aback.

Meanwhile, behind them, Jonna, who had suddenly emerged, was pressing the innkeeper with a fierce gaze, he had to carefully chose his next words.

“A maid with much high ability scores than me wouldn’t be an ordinary maid, would she?”

I’ve even been forced to give up eating a dish because I couldn’t even collect it once, and I’ve had moments where I gave up after struggling to eat something like spinach stir-fry or cucumber stir-fry ten times.

I don’t want to remember the long hours of humiliation and persecution, where even the dishes I’ve eaten haven’t been collected.

“I’ll bring it to you….”

“Hehe, I’ve earned my allowance.”

The more money, the better.

“Lady, you’ve exerted yourself a lot. Let’s call it a day for today.”

“Hmm… So it’s all for nothing in the end?”

Che, that’s disappointing.

I wanted to get in today no matter what.

Still, I don’t want to overdo it with an Oknodie’s body that’ll turn into a frail girl because of fatigure if I push too hard.

Unlike the training grounds, this is the streets.

It’s not a place where I can relax and expose my weakness without a care.

“Ladies as frail as you should make sure to rest enough during breaks.”

The people in line were dumbfounded by what sounded like crazy talk.

“What do you mean by calling someone with that kind of strength frail?”

“She’s a complete monster lady.”

At the grumbling of the two adventurers next to me, something heavy hit the back of the adventurer sitting against the tree.

“Sorry. I accidentally threw a combat dagger as a mistake since I’m not used to maid work.”

The adventurers shivered and swallowed hard.

As Reap went to pick up the dagger, she whispered something to the adventurers, causing one to collapse with relief while the other fled in terror.

“What did Reap say?”

“Reap said that the mistress is ten times stronger than me.”

“Wow.”

So, Reap is ten times Jonna.

Jonna’s strength is a tenth of Reap, is it?


“Reap isn’t really that incredibly strong either.”

“….”

“Should I teach Reap some exercises sometimes?”

The candy I ate at night had an unusually bitter taste.

The next day, I had a stomach-ache.



 
  
    Chapter 8: No from the Butler


Because I exerted myself the day before, no one came easily to arm wrestle today.

“Oh, when will everyone come?”

When practicing, there’s usually a sense of time passing.

Standing still and waiting is really embarrassing.

“Oh, is it the young lady from the rich family?”

“Oh, the opponent… has… arrived…?”

No matter how high I lifted my head, it seemed endless.

A giant furry figure grinned down at me.

When I look up so much that it feels like my neck might break, a giant, hairy creature laughs slyly.

A towering humanoid monkey, looking about 2 meters and 30 centimetres tall, spoke.

“Hey, why not have a match with me? You don’t have to bet money. If you beat me, I’ll give you a gold coin.”

“Oh, I can’t hear you, I can’t hear you.”

I hid behind the butler, and the challengers whose turns were delayed from the previous day’s challenge shouted things like “Boo,” “That’s cowardly,” “Face the challenge, mighty girl!”

These people, really.

What are they saying to a frail girl who occasionally drops cups and utensils?

The butler made a face as if to say, “This is a bit much.”

“I’m sorry, but there’s too much of a gap in physique between the young lady and you.”

“But I heard that lady over there easily defeated opponents despite her small stature.”

“What number are you in line?”

“Will you bet money instead?”

“We have plenty of money too. Considering that the lady has a butler and a maid, her financial situation must be stable, right?”

The monkey humanoid looks disappointed, then approaches the person in front of me.

After doing something, he holds a gold coin and vigorously shakes both hands left and right to shuffle them.

The person in line, with an uncertain expression, points to his left hand, but the gold coin is in his right hand.

“You lack training, young friend. Haha.”

As he lightly pats his back with his palm, the person gets knocked over.

It seems like he was trying to guess the outcome for a gold coin, but he failed miserably.

Seeing the monkey humanoid entering the inn quickly, I think, “This is it.”

“Excuse me. Would you like to make a bet with me too?”

“The mighty girl? I don’t arm wrestle.”

“Not arm wrestling, but coin guessing. It’s a 50% chance even if you guess randomly, isn’t it fun?”

“Hmm…”

“Are you afraid of losing to me?”

The man with a sword at his waist shakes his head.

“I lost time chasing after one gold coin, only to fail the exam and lose everything.”

Surprisingly, he’s firm.

Instead, an older man behind him, who definitely looks over 20, gestures.

“I’m just here to get tickets and sell them to people in line. Let’s do it, miss.”

Ticket hunters.

They sell tickets to people who want to take entrance exams to make money.

They’re like scalpers in games who occasionally sell tickets for entrance exams when they don’t have the luxury to take the exams themselves or when their basic stats are really terrible, but this also relies on luck.

Sometimes they end up with counterfeit tickets and get rejected at the entrance of the exam venue.

“Yes, failed the guess~”

“Hehe. This isn’t right.”

The examiner who was watching the bet from the side says he did well not to participate.

“It’s not just about being strong, but also about being quick with your hands. If you recklessly jumped in without knowing anything, you would’ve been humiliated.”

“It seems slower than the giant humanoid earlier.”

You can tell just by looking at the muscle mass.

That guy from earlier, even if he’s not good at anything else, is already over muscle strength 40.

If there’s a question, it’s because I’ve never seen this number at the academy before.

Did he fail every time?

Or did he fall victim to age restrictions after all?

Considering the ignorance that comes to mind, it’s likely that he came to take the exam without even knowing about the age limit.

“Group guests, please leave! We’ll take five more for now. Come on in.”

“At last!”

It took only two days instead of the expected week to pass.

***

As soon as I entered indoors, my body relaxed involuntarily in the warm air and peaceful atmosphere.

“Oh, Lady Gwallyeok is here?”

“Please show me to a room.”

“We have a four-person room and two single rooms. Which one would you prefer?”

“I’ll take the four-person room.”

There’s no reason to skimp when you have money.

I immediately grabbed a table on the first floor and picked up the menu.

“It seems everyone is waiting for the advanced test.”

“Well, since that’s settled, shall we fill our stomachs first?”

“Being concerned about food before anything else is not very ladylike.”

I didn’t even blink at the butler’s complaints.

All of this is just to survive!

I ordered three servings of apple walnut oatmeal, a menu item that’s hard to find elsewhere.

“Is there a reason you insist on this menu?”

“If it’s not here, I can’t eat it anywhere else.”

While Jonna started to make a face suggesting he’d cook oatmeal for a week if I just ate this, it’s become a common occurrence by now.

I ignore it naturally.

Food collection must be diligently pursued in normal times to increase ability points.

Of course, eating two servings doesn’t double the collection effect, so one serving is mine, and the other two are for Jonna and Reap.

“Lady, you seem to really enjoy trying new foods.”

“I’ve had enough experience eating the same food.”

“But it’s a risky habit.”


Reap only says pleasant things, but Jonna doesn’t hesitate to speak unpleasant truths.

The difference between a maid and a butler shows in places like this.

“But eating the same food over and over again isn’t very efficient.”

Eating different foods gives a collection effect even with just one serving, but eating the same food requires repeating it a thousand times.

Titles like Apple Pie Maniac or Strawberry Shaved Ice Maniac are like that.

Instead of increasing the collection rate by 10 or 20 at a time and receiving rewards, you can get the effects of these maniac titles.

“The Shaved Ice Maniac effect increases ice resistance by 1%. Was it to prevent brain freeze?”

I wonder where they’d be useful, but every title has its uses somewhere at least once.

During the Academy’s summer festival’s grand eating competition, if you have this title, you can finish a bowl of shaved ice without slowing down.

The pain in the teeth and the feeling of fullness in the stomach are completely different things.

Unless it’s for a specific purpose, most activities are a waste of time.

Instead of eating a thousand bowls of the same thing, it’s a hundred times more efficient to eat a thousand bowls of different foods.

“Wouldn’t someone who eats different foods every time become a vetern player?”

Most people don’t easily try unfamiliar foods, but players tend to like them more.

Sometimes struggling with bizarre foods like fluorescent chicken or twisted dried fish, but apple walnut oatmeal wasn’t that bad.

“Yum yum.”

“The kid eats with such relish.”

“Um, should we have a bowl too?”

The guests filling the restaurant and pub on the first floor of the inn succumbed to the savory aroma emanating from the oatmeal and started ordering breakfast menus.

Thanks to the innkeeper, sales had increased, so he gave us three glasses of apple juice as a service.

“Why is the portion so small? Please fill up this helmet to the brim.”

Although the monkey-like guest at the next table complained, the innkeeper, pleased with the promise of more money, took the helmet.

He’s truly a hospitable gentleman, hygiene aside.

“No.”

“I didn’t say anything?”

“Absolutely not.”

Jonna’s vigilance didn’t wane today either.

Unexpectedly discovering the downside of noble play.

Too low in freedom.

Sip.

Sip.

While enjoying the sweet taste that soothes dissatisfaction, someone lightly tapped our table with the back of their hand.

“Who’s this? Fellow travelers, aren’t you?”

“Mr. Bard!”

It was truly an unexpected face.

He didn’t look strong like the monkey guest, so how did he manage to already be in the inn?

“I came in right after knocking on the inn door yesterday. Not as a guest, but as a minstrel.”

Such a method.

In the game, who would want such a crappy job, but now I envy the bard like crazy.

“No.”

“Geez, you always say no even though I didn’t say anything.”

I’m starting to dislike Jonna a bit.

“You three, you came because of the ticket exam, right?”

Mr. Bard lowered his head and spoke in a low voice so that it wouldn’t be heard at other tables.

“From 6 a.m. to 6 p.m. every day, every hour, the examiner comes down to the first floor. Please listen carefully then.”

“Why are you giving me this information?”

“Last time, I made your butler work a lot, and the young lady must have been very surprised, so it’s an apology and an offering of information.”


The butler’s expression softened a bit.

Is it a trick? Is this Bard’s previous occupation?

When I glanced at the butler discreetly, I received a firm response.

“No.”

I can’t say anything.



 
  
    Chapter 9: Cant Resist Rare Foods


Senior Examiner Michael.

An elegant noble with long, blond hair.

Michael, a handsome man with neutral charm, sat at the designated table at the banquet, seemingly oblivious to the gazes of onlookers.

“Is the honey wine still far off?”

“It’s not here yet. It’s a shame. You’ll have to wait a couple of days for the beekeepers’ stock to arrive.”

“You didn’t mention that two days ago. It seems waiting is futile in this backward village.”

After guarding his seat for 10 minutes and draining a suitable glass of alcohol, he rose again.

After 50 minutes passed, he descended to the first floor and sat back at his designated seat.

“Is the rainbow shaved ice still far off?”

“The ice stock hasn’t arrived yet. It’s a shame. You’ll have to wait between three days to a week for the ice vendors’ stock to arrive.”

“You didn’t mention that three days ago. It seems waiting is futile in this backward village.”

The dialogue repeated, as if scripted, with only the menu names changed.

It was like witnessing an NPC in a game, repeating dialogue in a dizzying conversation that seemed to offer hints for a ticket exam.

“How about it, miss? The examiner seems to have already set the questions.”

As the servant spoke, an event came to mind.

<Michael’s Ticket Exam Event>

The ticket exam has already begun!

Michael and the innkeeper, repeating conversations about depleted stocks every hour like malfunctioning NPCs.

From the enigmatic conversation, gather hints to pass the ticket exam.

Listening to the bard’s instrument strings, a sudden question arose.

“Is it alright to just sit here quietly?”

“Don’t worry. I have a plan.”

If gaming strategies applied, passing the ticket exam would be a breeze.

But her relaxed demeanour seemed to unsettle those around her, as someone from a nearby table unexpectedly struck up a conversation.

“Ha-ha! Seems the young lady is working her brain cells.”

“…Is that a bad thing?”

“Yikes. Seems the lady isn’t feeling too good.”

The man interjected.

“Let me give you a hint. This exam requires obtaining ingredients for the dishes the examiner mentions, climbing up the mountainside to gather them on a first-come, first-served basis.”

“Really?”

“The innkeeper mentioned it takes a few days for the stock to arrive, right? That refers to the social class that can obtain those ingredients. Like within 1000 meters above sea level, or between 2000 and 7000 meters.”

Honey for honey wine is an item obtained from the 2nd level within 2000 meters above sea level.

Ice for rainbow shaved ice is an item obtained from the 3rd to 7th levels between 3000 and 7000 meters above sea level.

All the information was known.

‘In the game, dialogue automatically progresses an hour with each click of the “Next” button.’

Until a quest comes up, just clicking the “Next” button repeatedly for the random ticket exam.

If luck wasn’t on your side, impossible demands based on your current specs would come up, and you’d joke about how this crazy guy has so many dishes he wants to eat.

Analysing how much weight Michael would gain if he ate all the requested foods, fattening him up to 100kg, the image of Michael’s meme popped up like a nostalgic memory.

“If I bring back the mucous of the thorny vine monster on the 4th level, will he give me a dish too?”

The monkey herbalist peered down from outside, Michael’s expression unchanged, only his eyes following him.

“If there’s enough meat.”

“I’ll be back soon.”

With the innkeeper’s words, the monkey herbalist, excited, rushed outside.

“Is he going alone without forming a party?”

“Stupid monkey.”

“On the fourth floor? Did he go crazy wanting to die?”

Most adventurers aim for items found in the early and middle sections of the second floor.

There are quite a few who relentlessly pursue just one item that occasionally pops up.

Some form parties of three or four and aim for the late sections of the second floor or the depths, as well as the early and middle sections of the third floor, but no one bothers with anything beyond the fourth floor.

“Since their levels aren’t right, it’s usually impossible for them to gather.”

During the exam, if you die, no one takes responsibility.

The price of greed is death.

Climbing mountains in a game world where monsters exist is an extremely risky endeavor.

“What ingredients are you aiming for, miss?”

“Huh? I’m not really aiming for anything.”

“Are you giving up on the exam?”

“You can’t definitively say there’s only one way to pass the exam, right?”

The man next to her flashed his eyes.

“Indeed, my eyes weren’t mistaken. I thought a young lady like yourself might be aiming for something different from the usual cowards in this inn.”

“Are you not a coward?”

“Ha-ha. Whether the lady will be satisfied or not, I’ve also prepared in my own way.”

Two days later.

We found out the man’s answer.

“Oh, it’s an impressive procession of carts.”

“Who called it?”

As the man whistled, the merchants with laden carts stepped forward with their ledgers.

“We’ve obtained all the requested items.”

“Hmm. You’ve worked hard coming all this way. Shall we have some tea or a drink while you inspect the goods?”

As the man spoke, more than half of the people guarding the tables on the first floor stood up.

Everyone together inspected the goods loaded on the carts and checked their quality.

The adventurers muttered in disbelief.

“Unbelievable. That was all a bluff?”

“There are over twenty people.”

“I remember now! That good-looking guy with the sharp jaw. He’s the popular all-around merchant, Jezel!”

Jezel responded to the exam in a very clever way.

“Now, please exchange the items we brought for the rewards.”

The innkeeper looked bewilderedly at Michael.

The innkeeper couldn’t judge if this should be considered a pass at his discretion.

Senior Examiner Michael compared the menu and ledger with a slightly less bored expression.


“Chocoball, Twinkle Pasta, Honey Wine, and 29 other menu items achieved. A participant obtaining 32 tickets at once is the first in my five-year career as an examiner.”

“Ha-ha. If your head’s good, your body won’t suffer, right? It’s just enjoying the fruits of working harder with your brain than others.”

Jezel.

He really did manage to obtain 32 tickets at once.

“Wow, amazing.”

“How about it, young lady? You have a lot of money, and I happen to have a lot of tickets. You might not mind spending some money on tickets, right?”

“Are you also a ticket hunter, sir?”

“Ha-ha. As you can see, that’s exactly it. It wasn’t easy to collect all the material items from monster drops to those that could be gathered on the mountainside, sorted by type. Most of them ended up as trash, but thanks to that, I obtained a large number of tickets.”

“Amazing. How much money did you spend?”

“I invested around 40 gold coins. However, I plan to sell Bronze tickets for 10 gold coins each and Silver tickets for 100 gold coins each, so it’s overflowing with profit.”

Tickets sold for 10 and 100 gold coins. That unit was very familiar to me.

“The ticket scalper in the game!”

In the game, the NPCs who sell relief items for tickets when time is short are now implemented like this in reality.

The identity of the ticket scalper selling in bulk was none other than Jezel!

If you wonder how I didn’t recognize the scalper, I have an excuse.

-Heh. Those who want to become academy freshmen, come to me…

-At our shop, if you slice one guy, we’ll give you a 10% discount on ticket prices…

-You there, seems like you’ll become an academy freshman… Wouldn’t you buy this ticket for 10 gold?

The ticket scalper in the game are rogues who wander around in shady alleys late at night, wearing suspicious hoods and spouting nonsense like this.

How could you think someone walking around in broad daylight without their hood on was a Scalper!

“I am a skilled merchant. What will you do, miss?”

“I’ll give you 10 gold coins.”

At the her words, the servant readily took out 10 gold coins from her pocket.

Jezel looked disappointed.

“Are you just getting the Bronze tickets? Since you have a lot of money, you should go all out and buy 100 tickets at once. There’s usually a reason why things are expensive.”

“It’s okay. I wasn’t originally interested in those Bronze tickets.”

She passed multiple ticket exam tasks in bulk.

As soon as she saw that scene, she thought from the beginning.


If I want to buy something, I have to buy this.

“What I want to buy is the meal vouchers for the dishes served after passing the tasks!”

“What? Meal vouchers… You mean… You want to buy the right to dine on the food that comes out as our share?”

Jezel’s eyes widened at the unexpected request. It’s no wonder he’d be bewildered hearing such nonsense from a wealthy young lady who approached him to buy tickets.

But from the player’s perspective, this side was definitely more advantageous than tickets.



 
  
    Chapter 10: Ticket Test’s Tricks


“You know, the dishes made from the ingredients you brought back, some of them are rare dishes that you can’t eat even if you want to.”

“Oh, um… well, I suppose that’s true…”

“I grew up unable to eat many things I wanted to when I was young, which left me small and full of regret. I don’t want to miss the opportunity to try various foods!”

Jezel asked with a bewildered expression, “So what will you do about the ticket?”

“It’s fine to think about it after eating, right?”

“Hah, do you think eating without any preparation will magically make you come up with a solution?”

“Is there anything wrong with that?”

“Well, that’s embarrassing. Even after witnessing the skills, you still make such lazy remarks.”

Jezel’s eyes turned cold.

“If you’re so confident, how about we make a bet?”

“What kind of bet?”

“With the meal tickets for 32 dishes. If you manage to come up with a remarkable method to obtain the ticket before you finish eating all 32 dishes, then the meal will be free for you.”

“Heh…”

“However, if I win, you will give me 100 gold coins and you’ll buy a silver ticket from me. Regardless of who wins, you’ll get the ticket, and I’ll maintain my dignity through this bet.”

Jezel arrogantly raised his chin.

“If you lack confidence, it’s better to surrender before your pride is hurt and get the ticket… the ticket…”

Sobbing.

Seeing me drooling over free food, Jezel lost his words.

“Miss, even if your taste buds are exquisite, it’s not appropriate for a lady to drool like that. Please be mindful.”

“But he is giving away free food.”

“Hah. You’re incredibly confident. It’s needless to even ask if you’ll accept the bet.”

And so, the bet between me and Jezel for the ticket test began.

***

5 days spent at the inn.

Jezel, who was watching the girl’s every move, waiting for her to show some ingenious method to obtain the ticket.

He thought to himself, ‘Shouldn’t I report child abuse?’

He knew the education in noble families was strict.

They lived in a different world from commoners.

There’s a limit to everything, no matter what.

“This dish leaves a lingering taste on the tip of the tongue that is just perfect.”

The girl ate the rare dish and smiled with satisfaction.

The forks and spoons she put down on the table resonated with a heavy thud.

The tableware was not the only thing.

After the meal, under the pretext of agility training, she practiced a terrifying maneuver of poking between her fingers with a fork.

If she poked incorrectly, a finger would be cut off. It’s a crazy training that may not result in severed fingers, but surely in wounds.

And that’s the easier part.

“With your skills, ordinary running won’t help anymore. So, you need to practice evasive maneuvers while avoiding attacks.”

“Okay!”

“I’ll tell you the target of the attack before the fight. If you dodge too late, you’ll get injured. Keep your guard up firmly.”

Even though she addressed her with honorifics, the maid who was supposed to serve her was the one wielding the knife.

Chiik

The maid, who would apply a poison so lethal that even a drop would make ants writhe in agony before dying, was now satisfied nodding her head while applying it to the girl’s candy.

The girl, who knew nothing and happily accepted, hugged the maid’s skirt, showing her affection.

‘It’s beyond child abuse, it’s almost a murder-for-hire situation. At this level, it’s necessary to prosecute the lord.’

What kind of backstory could lead the butler and the maid to give daily threats of murder and poisoning?

Jezel began to investigate the people.

“Refreshing taste of strawberry shaved ice that feels like piercing through my head? The accompanying sweetness is also top-notch!”

“The harmony of finely chopped ingredients and curry creates a fantastic flavor! 10 out of 10!”

Unaware, the girl kept giving tasting reviews as if she was a food critic.

Watching her in that state for days with a complicated gaze.

“Is she just trying to buy the ticket for 100 coins?”

“If I knew this would happen, I should have made a bet.”

“For God’s sake, tell me the truth. You’re just acting to swindle and deceive us out of our money, aren’t you!”

The long-term guests who had bet on who would win the bet between the two argued in anger.

As the girl recoiled in surprise at the loud noise, a glint of life flashed in the butler’s eyes.

Clutching one fist tightly with gloved hands, the butler walked with a heavy thud.

“Be careful what you say. Are you implying that the merchant Jezel would manipulate the outcome for your money? All for a private bet that he doesn’t even personally oversee?”

Before he could intervene, Jezel raised his voice first.

The guests who had witnessed his skills couldn’t dare to raise their voices against Jezel.

“Leave the inn immediately. If you don’t, you’ll pay the price for irritating me.”

Tickets were precious items of value.

Someone who had spent so much to obtain dozens of them wouldn’t have come here without any preparation.

Some of the hired mercenaries around Jezel’s table laid their hands on their weapons and eyed the guests.

“Ugh…!”

“Let’s see.”

“Poor fellows.”

The complaining guests left one by one.

The mercenaries, who were boasting and causing a scene, chuckled among themselves.

One of them drew his sword in annoyance.

Ssshhhh

Startled by the sound of the unsheathed sword, the guests hastily fled.

Some even left without getting a refund for their remaining stay at the inn.

“Haha. Cowards.”

“Adventurers bring nothing but disgrace.”

As the mercenaries turned their heads back to the inside, those who had mocked the fleeing guests flinched and avoided eye contact.

Unlike adventurers who took on all sorts of petty requests, mercenaries made combat their livelihood.

Even the hired guards’ level had to be judged higher than that of adventurers.

“Little miss, please come over here.”

The girl glanced at the butler.


As the butler nodded, the girl began to approach with hesitant steps.

“I’m not someone who makes petty bets.”

“Did I disappoint you by underestimating you?”

Jezel shook his head.

Rather, he found her bold attitude and appearance annoying, much like before.

It wasn’t because of her assertive personality.

It was because of her seemingly oblivious attitude towards minor troubles, likely due to the hardships she had endured in life, which bothered him.

The disdain towards the butler and the maid who had molded the girl’s mind to such an extent also contributed to his feelings of annoyance.

“I’ve seen enough to understand how fiercely you live your life, little miss, these past few days. I haven’t been disappointed, and there’s nothing to be disappointed about in a petty bet like that.”

Disappointment was too distant a feeling for him.

What he felt now was concern.

“If by any chance you find yourself with nowhere else to go later on, feel free to mention my name to the shady fortune tellers in any back alley of any city. I’ll take care of you in this lower realm.”

“Are you scouting me right now?”

Jezel regarded the butler and the maid guarding their table with an expressionless face.

“Little miss, you’re scheduled to enter the academy. While the offer is good, you won’t be becoming a merchant.”

“That’s right. I never planned to.”

“…It wasn’t meant to raise high expectations on this end either. Just remember it for now. Life doesn’t always go according to plan.”

The girl giggled, then nodded enthusiastically like an eager child.

“I’ll remember.”

Although he considered trying to convince her further, he soon gave up on the idea.

Those child abuse perpetrators wouldn’t just let her go willingly.

For now, this should be enough.

Sometime in the future, when difficulties arise.

If she knows that there’s an adult who will stand up for her, Jezel thought that alone would be a great help to the girl.

***

Several more days passed.

As the ticket test began and a week had passed, some of the participants who had left the inn gradually returned.

“I’ve come to deliver the ingredients.”

“Too late. The delivery for those ingredients has already been completed.”

“What… What did you say?!”

Of course, most of the subpar ingredients were rejected due to Jezel’s preemptive purchases.

“Innkeeper, please reconsider. If I leave now, I won’t have the lodging fee I need!”

“Our inn doesn’t offer credit. Will you leave on your own, or shall I arrange for you to experience a rough exit?”

“This year is ruined. I’ll leave on my own…”

The innkeeper is connected to the test administrators.

Refusing his instructions and getting expelled from the test would result in much greater losses the following year.

“Hahaha! Little brat. You’re still here?”

Amidst the failure of the ingredient collection, the monkey-like examinee achieved one thing.

Thud!

A vial filled with the secretion of a Thorned Vine Monster.

Opening the lid to confirm the scent and taste, the innkeeper nodded in satisfaction.

“You brought it properly.”

The senior examiner, Michael, pulled out a ticket emitting a subtle golden light from his pocket.

“It’s a Gold Ticket.”

“If you’ve passed, you don’t need to worry about the examiner’s scrutiny anymore, right? How about it, brother? Shall we have a match?”

“Exercise after a meal sounds good.”

After devouring rare dishes made from the gathered ingredients, the two of them left for the inn’s backyard.

Thud!!

Amidst the dull thuds and a few cries, Michael, who usually had a bored expression, entered the inn and went straight up to the second floor.

On the other hand, the monkey-like examinee returned with a limp in one leg after an hour had passed.

As expected─.

Surviving after being humiliated by the senior examiner is commendable in itself.

The whimpering examinee noticed me and sniffled.

“You lazy bum. Haven’t even left yet?”

“No need to.”

“Pathetic.”

The monkey-like examinee left the inn without any lingering attachment, as if his duty was done.

But Jezel couldn’t help but admire him for witnessing his bold actions in the face of the examiner.

“Was that the opportunity the little miss was waiting for?”


“That’s right.”

The menu specifically for examiner that was always taken upstairs for the orders.

While the examiner and the monkey-like examinee were fighting, she opened the menu.

And she added a <New Menu>, something that hadn’t existed before.

A special menu that forces the creation of desired missions, the <Special Selection Menu>.



 
  
    Chapter 11: The Secret of Success


The next day.

Michael’s eyebrows twitched as he unfolded the menu as usual.

A look that swiftly scanned the inn with an amazed expression.

‘It’s me, it’s me!’

‘I wrote that!!’

With both eyes, I sent a signal earnestly, and finally, Michael’s gaze met mine for the first time.

You know, right?

You shouldn’t mistake this menu for one written by someone else and go to the wrong person?

I firmly expressed my intentions with my eyes.

Whether the meaning got across or not.

Michael’s mouth curled up slightly.

A reaction that contained such emotions.

It was evidence that, like the monkey, I succeeded in drawing out Michael’s interest.

***

“The last rare dish received with meal tickets is here.”

“Thank you, Mr. Jezel.”

“You’ve only been practicing and eating rare dishes for five days according to the menu. Is this really okay?”

“Of course, it’s fine! Today is the day of reckoning.”

Since we’ve eaten all the rare dishes.

The slow, dusk time as the sun was setting.

While stretching in the backyard tinted crimson, preparing my body, Senior Examiner Michael appeared at the entrance to the yard with his precious face shining.

His title as Senior Examiner Michael was like a name in the game, and his crimson hair shone beautifully.

It would have been nice if he wasn’t a man, what a shame.

“The Night Special Menu, a sword duel with Oknodie. You’ve boldly put up such a daring menu.”

To avoid attracting the attention of other guests during the day, I proudly set the time to night.

“It’s limited to a night special menu, and every night after practice ends, from early evening, I go to bed to rest. Quite cunning.”

“Kids grow taller if they sleep early, you know.”

“It’s the first time I’ve made a menu that makes a person wait. Since I’ve put in so much effort, it won’t be easy to pass. Be prepared for elimination if you can’t satisfy me.”

The duration is also a key element of this hidden strategy.

Michael implied the difficulty with the ‘duration’ until the ingredients arrived.

According to his rules, the Night Special Menu, which began on the fifth day, had a difficulty level of 5, equivalent to the fifth level of the Shinjung Mountains.

Like the monkey.

It’s one level higher than the challenge of the fourth level he faced.

“The hairy ape also only reached the fourth level challenge. It was arrogant to face the fifth, don’t you think?”

Michael also pointed out that part.

I know that too.

How a strong little squirt like me would appear in the eyes of others.

‘It’s like a glass cannon that could shatter at any moment.’

So I was extra careful.

I took care of my body to prevent it from appearing weak and fragile due to exhaustion.

Thanks to that, my condition is perfect.

Today, my body feels unusually light.

Like a convict released from a metal armor and feeling free!

“We will know each other’s skills when we face each other with swords, wont we?”

Michael chuckled at the bold provocation.

It’s too late for regrets.

With that one word, the swords flashed.

***

Senior Exaimener Michael.

From the moment he first saw Oknodie and Butler Jonnas, he felt intrigued by them.

“They’re skilled.”

Both the lady and the butler are extraordinary.

Especially the butler’s strength was so remarkable that even he, a senior examiner, found it hard to overlook.

Footsteps that couldn’t even be heard.

Even controlling the sound of clothes brushing.

It felt like a professional assassin.

“Could he be a member of the Assassins’ Guild?”

Unlike the butler, the lady didn’t seem to have honed specialized assassination skills.

That’s why it was even more peculiar.

Unless she was a noble lady or the daughter of a mafia boss, she wouldn’t be able to hire a skilful person like him. 

But her posture and demeanour were not that of an ordinary woman.

Adventurer attire.

There was a presence that didn’t feel like a joke despite the attire that might seem amusing on women.

“Whatever it is, she is talented.”

Such an achievement at this age.

He knew as soon as they exchanged the first blow.

Blocking one’s attack even when holding a wooden sword is not something anyone can do.

Tremendous strength and exceptional skill.

Plus, the ability to understand the principles of the ticket exam and apply them creatively.

With just these, one could challenge at least the initial stages of the 3rd level.

“She has all the basics.”

He raised his evaluation upon seeing the flawless swordsmanship.

Even the beginning of the 4th level is possible.

At the moment of judgment, he vigorously shook off the strong sword.

“You pass.”

“Already?”

As Oknodie guessed, the conversation between Michael and the innkeeper about the number of days needed for the arrival of cooking ingredients implied the ‘challenge difficulty’.

Oknodie, who arbitrarily extended the time to five days, naturally challenged the level 5 difficulty!

“You haven’t shown enough skill yet.”


Michael, who declared Oknodie’s pass at the moment, showed only a skill level equivalent to the 4th level, which made Oknodie’s plan to demonstrate level 5 ability with wand magic pale.

“Strength, skill, analytical ability, creativity, and swordsmanship. I gave passing marks in five areas. Skill and analytical ability in this match. Creativity through the menu.”

“What about strength?”

“Wrestling. There have been rumors about the strong girl.”

“I see.”

“It’s your reward. I never thought I’d give this ticket to a challenger.”

A platinum ticket.

It was a ticket not allowed for ordinary challengers.

Swoosh.

Avoiding Oknodie’s hand reaching for the ticket, Michael raised his arm high.

He found Oknodie’s dumbfounded expression amusing as he said, “I’ll give you a chance before taking the ticket. The platinum ticket is a ticket that can gain significant merit in the entrance exam. However, if you give up this ticket, I’ll give you ten gold tickets.”

“!!”

“I can’t tell you the exact difference, but the gold ticket is also a ticket with its own merits. You can dispose of the remaining nine tickets as you wish. So, what will you do?”

It was a kind of additional test conducted at Michael’s whim.

The value of the platinum ticket is enormous.

It’s even more impressive than ten gold tickets combined.

Still, it would be difficult to resist temptation.

Most tickets on the market are bronze tickets.

Or even worthless iron tickets.

Iron tickets are fake tickets planted by examiners.

They’re unqualified applicants.

If you realize it belatedly and secure another ticket before submitting it, you might be able to take the entrance exam. But if you could figure that out, you could have obtained the ticket on your own from the beginning.

‘Of course, this lady is overflowing with such skills. But what’s important is desire.’

Ten gold coins. The average market price of a bronze ticket.

A hundred gold coins. The average market price of a silver ticket.

Bronze tickets sometimes involve on-the-spot exams or immediate disqualification at the scene, depending on the number of seats available at the entrance exam site.

Silver tickets belong to the ‘safe zone’ that frees one from such immediate disqualification.

Gold tickets offer even more advantages.

Naturally, anyone who understands their value would consider them worth ten times their price, even more.

Powerful figures seeking to gain a reputation for enrolling their children or heirs at the Luck Academy would be willing to pay a fortune for gold tickets.

However, no one can buy a platinum ticket no matter how much money they have.

Those who qualify for such tickets do not engage in foolish acts of selling their opportunities for mere material desires.

“Of course, it’s the single ticket.”

“Why? Tickets could be worth money.”

“Do I look like I’m short of money?”

“Not really. Just the butler’s hiring fee alone would easily surpass a hundred gold coins.”

On the contrary, examiners serve without pay.

Unless it’s a debt-ridden or eccentric person, they usually don’t take on such troublesome tasks that don’t even pay.

Michael is a clear eccentric.

He has a hobby of testing others.

Most of those being tested often fall into his traps, but sometimes, they manage to pass the difficult tests.

“And those who pass the test receive rewards in return.”

If Oknodie had hesitated even a little, Michael would have handed her the ticket he held in his hand right now.

However, Oknodie didn’t do that.

So, she passed the test.

Instead of handing her the platinum ticket he held, Michael took out another platinum ticket from his pocket.

“Are there differences even among the same tickets?”

“The one I just gave was number 143. The one I’m giving now is number 15.”

“!”

“All tickets are assigned numbers. Double numbers are worth more than triple numbers, and single numbers are worth more than double numbers.”

“So, it’s a really good ticket, right?”

“Hmm. You can see it that way. The date and location of the entrance exam are written on the ticket.”

“Thank you. It was an interesting test.”

“Wait. What’s your name?”

“Oknodie. And you, sir?”

“Michael.”

The bold girl went up to her room.

Only the butler remained.

“Do you not need to escort the ‘lady’?”

“I have something to ask.”

“I’ll answer at least once if I get to see the ‘lady’.”

“The additional test you gave at the end. Why did you want to give the lady the top double-numbered ticket?”

“Hmm. Did you notice?”

“That’s not all. Evaluating someone to have the level of strength required for the 5th level based on just a rumour about arm wrestling is insufficient.”

“You’re more perceptive than the lady.”

“If you have impure intentions…”

“I don’t have any.”


When the butler sincerely harbored doubts, the cries of grasshoppers that filled the mountain ceased.

The birds flew in the sky, and the music from the inn stopped abruptly.

It was like a silence revealing the desperate determination of prey not to be noticed by predators, even for a moment.

“I simply used the female quota.”

“….”



 
  
    Chapter 12: 0.1% Event


“Are you kidding me?”

“I’m serious. As you go higher up in the ranking, it’s mostly guys, you know? There’s no fun watching them or raising them. Being a woman is rare enough in itself.”

So, it goes like this.

If it was a guy, passing the test would require using wand magic, but for Oknodie, being a woman, even at this level of strength could earn a passing score.

“Do you understand?”

“Not at all.”

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t understand. Sometimes, you need to see blood to learn. If you want, you can try. Your lady might be sad, though.”

Butler Jonnas glared fiercely at Michael.

Then he turned his back.

“…Forget it. It was foolish of me to expect a proper answer from a weirdo.”

The butler entered the inn, releasing the tension in his hands.

Michael couldn’t help but feel disappointed as he withdrew his hand.

“It’s a pity. It’s been a while since I’ve had a challenging opponent.”

Double numbers are tickets only allowed for the people with potential to be the next generation of heroes.

But the one evaluating them is the examiners.

Michael real criteria for evaluation was simple.

‘Can this person become someone who tastes the thrill of victory within 10 years, or not?’

The ‘lady’ was at that level.

That’s all there was to it.

“Looks like another boring day is starting.”

After Butler Jonnas left, Michael also departed.

Only then did the crickets in the courtyard begin to chirp again.

***

She got a strange ticket.

“Hmm. Hmm? Hmmm.”

“Miss. Are you bothered by the ticket?”

“No. Um. That’s a lie. Actually, I am bothered.”

There were no colours or such for tickets in the game.

A ticket was just a ticket.

She hadn’t even known about settings like Triple Number or Double Number.

‘Is it because this isn’t a game?’

She had persisted in quirky methods like buttering to earn the hidden reputation <The Subject Acknowledged by Michael>.

Applicants with this reputation strangely received positive evaluations in both the entrance exam and even after becoming students.

Surely being acknowledged by someone as incredible as Michael would be impressive?

She should keep an eye on it.

Professors probably have thoughts like this with the tickets.

It’s good if Michael’s evaluation of me goes up.

If he reappears as a visiting lecturer in the future and I have his favour, it will undoubtedly greatly help with grades.

But when she pursued the hidden route as a muscle guy, Michael didn’t show such a favourable reaction.

‘Is it because I’m a woman?’

She shook her head at the absurd thought.

Michael, the venerable expert?

No way.

With that face, he could pick up women on the streets every night.

When Michael reappeared as a visiting lecturer, he was famous for being handsome among the lecturers at the academy.

Although he was with only boys in the class.

Anyway, she didn’t think he was the type to discriminate against men and women.

“Mr. Jonnas.”

“Did you call me?”

“What did you talk about with the examiner?”

Jonnas replied calmly, “Nothing special.”

Seeing the butler, she suddenly realized.

Wasn’t it from the butler’s oddities that everything different started?

The hidden route worked in this ticket test, it didn’t mean everything had changed, but there were significant differences in detail here and there.

Still, this was a significant clue.

‘With advanced techniques, you can break through luck, exert physical and mental abilities, and aim conveniently for the top reward. Isn’t this extraordinary enough?’

But there’s one question I can’t shake off.

Michael’s hidden route.

This varies in difficulty depending on how long a person waits.

From the 6th day onwards, it’s impossible no matter how experienced or whoever the person is.

But if it’s the 5th day, it can somehow be done.

That’s if wand skills are used, not just swordsmanship.

Even though she had prepared secretly, even accepting the butler’s resentment, she hadn’t even used wand skills before the evaluation ended.

Even before that, the lines for passing in the game had changed.

‘Why? If it’s normal for guys to have this level of strength, I’ve never been praised for my strength.’

A moment of doubt.

She stretched, holding the ticket.

“The real thing is the entrance exam. I haven’t passed yet.”

“That’s the right attitude.”

“Prepare for boarding!”

It was time to leave the inn.

The next goal was the exam hall.

***

While the butler went to prepare for boarding.

Jezel was approached by a mysterious girl.

“I really didn’t expect you to pass.”

“I won the bet, right?”

“I admit it.”

Seeing the Platinum ticket, Jezel honestly praised her.


“Do you understand the difference in tickets?”

“More or less.”

Oknodie is originally a player.

She enjoyed playing <Graduate from the Luck Academy> as a game.

This world had become a reality.

There was a discrepancy between the game and reality.

This included the colors and grades of tickets.

10 gold coins – a ticket (30% chance of being defective)

100 gold coins – confirmed ticket

Cheap tickets that cost less money end up being worthless. They’re actually iron tickets, so you can’t even enter the exam hall, or bronze tickets, so participation is impossible depending on the number of participants.

On the other hand, Platinum tickets, for some reason, are considered lucky tickets if obtained.

She didn’t know the color or grade of tickets from the game, so she couldn’t grasp their true nature.

She didn’t even know about special privileges like Triple Number or Double Number.

***

‘I guess the noble family that raised her was determined.’

She had a rough understanding of tickets.

Or so Jezel thought.

This knowledge was the result of being educated by a noble family.

The Luck Academy.

Noble families wanting to enter the best academy on the continent are not just one or two.

For the children, receiving training bordering on abuse or, conversely, undergoing torment bordering on torture to get admission happens as often as the number of families.

“Little lady. What’s your family name by any chance?”

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t worry about it. The butler who troubled you went to get the boarding pass, and the maid can’t eavesdrop on our conversation while guarding the table.”

“I really don’t know.”

“……Really, you don’t even know the name of the family you were born and raised in?”

Oknodie looked embarrassed.

“Don’t speak ill of my staff. They’re not bad people. They take good care of me and let me train in good facilities.”

“Debut in society?”

“I don’t need such an event.”

“A tea party with peers?”

“Do you get a lot of food if you do that?”

She’s in trouble.

She’s not a child raised in a normal noble family.

No matter how you look at it, she’s been raised just for admission, sacrificing her life to showcase the family’s glory, an unfortunate life knowing nothing of joy or female pleasure.

Such a child evokes such deep pity and remorse, it’s almost unbearable.

At this rate, even if she enters the academy, she’ll still be a puppet manipulated by the family’s will.

“I’ve made up my mind.”

“What is it?”

“This entrance exam. I’ll take it too.”

Oknodie’s eyes widened.

***

What is this man saying now?

Only those under 20 can take the entrance exam.

“You’re old, sir.”

“Haha. Age can be faked.”

“Even if you manage to deceive, it’ll be difficult to adapt by forcing yourself to take the entrance exam, right?”

The rigorous schedule of the academy is not something just anyone can handle.

Although Jezel is not an ordinary man, as one ages, physical strength naturally declines.

Even if you have sharp wit and talent, if you don’t have the stamina to stay up all night doing assignments and preparing for exams, you won’t be able to graduate from the academy.

“Besides, sir, you passed the ticket exam with bribery, right? The entrance exam won’t be that easy.”

“You’re so innocent. Unlike our little lady here, the world is cruel. It won’t be enough for a despicable act by a dirty adult, but it also won’t be impossible.”

Is he planning to use bribery?

It’s not my business, but that boldness alone is admirable.

‘Can a ticket seller like him even go to take the exam?’

An event that has never happened in the game.

It may seem possible, but it’s an impossible task like going to sell the ticket in the countryside instead of selling them to people who are taking the tests.

Moreover, the fact that this event, which has never happened in the game, has a special meaning.

The 600 to 300 to 99 to 1 rule.

Common branches are 600 and 300.

Rare branches are 99.

Unique branches are 1.

An event that must happen only with a 0.1% chance, avoiding 60% and 30% and 9.9% probabilities.

It means being struck by tremendous luck.

Of course, probabilities vary.

Whether this is great luck or great misfortune, I don’t know.

Jezel took the confrontation seriously.

She also accepted the result obediently.

Despite being a ticket scalper, he’s not such a bad person in terms of humanity.

“It’s like a midlife crisis, isn’t it? I hope it works out.”

“…Midlife what? It’s not like that.”

“I’ll cheer for you. Fighting!”

With the ticket he had kept instead of selling, Jezel went up to Michael’s room.

A little later, he came down, shaking a Platinum ticket.

It’s admirable to have such enthusiasm for entering the academy even at a late age.

“There’s no such thing as being too late for studying. Hang in there!”

“Damn brat. I need a good night’s sleep.”

“Why?!”

I got cursed at even though I was trying to encourage him.

‘Its because of you’… muttered Jezel and then fell silent when he saw the maid.


“Do you like Reap, sir?”

“……”

“I’ll introduce you.. Ouch.”

Got cursed at again.

I got tempted tot tease.



 
  
    Chapter 13: Paradise of Collectors


There are two modes of transportation: carriages and ships.

So, naturally, what I had in mind was one of the two.

However, the competency of my butler was exceptional.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a non-fair ticket.”

An unfamiliar ticket appeared.

“I’ve heard the story. You’re going to take the entrance exam with the young lady.”

“The maid is diligent. That’s how it turned out.”

“I’m sorry, but there’s a limited quantity of non-fair tickets. The ones I obtained were the last.”

With a smirk, Jonnas took out three tickets from his pocket.

His stern gaze held a hint of mockery.

“If you don’t want to be late, you’ll need to get a carriage or a ship now.”

The butler, with a satisfied expression after brushing off the unwanted man, had a sense of relief.

When they arrived at the airport, a monk approached Jezel.

“Your tickets are here.”

“Thank you. I’ll pay the fee as promised.”

Jezel handed over the value of two tickets to purchase one.

Seeing Jonnas sour expression, this time it was Jezel who subtly smirked.

“You don’t mind if classmates travel together on the same non-fair ticket, do you?”

“I’m not sure what you mean. I simply took care to ensure that the young lady’s acquaintances wouldn’t be inconvenienced by the mode of transportation.”

“You’re lacking in subtlety. Perhaps you should study acting more.”

Jonnas expression wrinkled.

As Reap followed with a snack basket, she added a comment to help him.

“Don’t worry too much. Accidents are common with non-fair tickets. We accompanied the young lady for her safety, but didn’t you send away all the escorts, Mr Jezel?”

“Kind. Whether the butler or the maid, you’re both considerate to the young lady’s acquaintances.”

‘Don’t grumble about a weak subject.’

‘If you want help, you should be more humble.’

Even in the face of Reap’s cold attitude, Jezel’s relaxed face didn’t waver.

“Oh, was there no introduction yet?”

“…?”

“Since the journey has changed, I’ve hired a new escort to accompany us.”

When Jezel gestured towards someone, a familiar face approached.

“Oh. It’s that big guy from back then.”

“Ugh. That furball from back then.”

The anthropoid monkey.

The man who had succeeded in the fourth-level material collection request.

The price of a single silver ticket to the entrance exam is ten gold coins for a one-way trip near the exam site.

This is the cost of admission to the dream of prosperity.

Those who climb to the exam site with dreams of good fortune find it daunting to afford the ticket price.

So when someone offers to pay the ticket price for him, the anthropoid monkey was more than willing to take on the escort mission.

“….”

“….”

Thanks to this, Jonnas and Reap, who disliked Jezel, seemed very unhappy.

“That’s not okay!”

I lectured Jonnas and Reap, putting my hand on my hip.

“Whether it was with Bard ajushi or now, both of you are too rude to people trying to get close to me.”

“It’s a misunderstanding. We were just trying to eliminate any potential threats to the young lady’s safety…”

Tug, tug.

As I grabbed his sleeve, Jonnas lowered his knees with a face that said, “What now?”

I pointed my finger at him.

“Shh!”

Jonnas stopped in surprise.

With a hint of mischief, I pressed my finger against his cold lips.

“Mr. Jezel is not a threat. He’s not ashamed of being late in pursuing his academic dreams and not fearing learning at an older age!”

“…Please, young lady. If you say that, I’ll look too old.”

“Why are you embarrassed to speak like an adult? Mr. Jezel is old, isn’t he? Don’t be ashamed of being a lifelong learner!”

You have to be confident in life.

“It’s not shameful to embrace embarrassment to become stronger. It’s an act of courage!”

Jonnas’s tense atmosphere relaxed a bit.

Even Reap’s cold face showed a hint of a smile.

It seemed that everyone became more understanding after hearing about Jezel’s dedication to education at a late age.

“Man, this is a really sweet night.”

“Hahaha! Little Miss has quite a mouth on her.”

Something unexpected happend, and I’m sorry.

Jezel became the subject of mockery by the monkey-like guy until we boarded the non-fair flight.

***

<Boarding Event>

The end of long training is real action!

You’ve undergone rigorous training for the Academy entrance exam.

Now is the time to reap the rewards of that effort.

Choose the boarding flight to the Academy and head to the exam venue!

Following the random event and ticket exam is the main event.

Boarding event.

Jonnas obtained an non-fair boarding pass and we ended up enjoying unexpected benefits, but this is definitely not a common occurrence.

“Jonnas, non-fair tickets are too expensive.”

“Don’t worry. Master was delighted with Miss’s performance and consider this non-fair ticket as a reward from him.”

“A reward?”

The rewards from a rural aristocrat are on a huge scale, something one wouldn’t dare to imagine.

It seems like the father of Oknodie character is not just an ordinary aristocrat but a tremendous tycoon.


“What was your father’s name again?”

“You’ll find out when the time comes.”

I tried to pretend to be cool momentarily to avoid hearing comments like “What kind of daughter doesn’t know her father’s name,” but instead of getting scolded, I received a response suggesting that not knowing is natural.

What’s going on?

Is the Oknodie setting something like a noble’s illegitimate child?

If so, it makes sense.

Living apart from such a remarkable noble father and receiving only letters and toys as communication seems understandable now.

“Wow! Look at this. The place written in the letter is the same as the one on the ticket.”

I was surprised as I glanced at the letter.

Can nobles know the location of the entrance exam in advance?

From a month before the ticket exam starts?

“Shh.”

A gloved hand covered my mouth abruptly.

“Don’t shout so loudly.”

“Why? Is it against the etiquette of non fair tickets?”

“You might get disqualified from the entrance exam for misconduct.”

“!!”

What? Give me back my entrance exam.

In the game where graduating from the academy is the goal, there’s a scene where someone gets disqualified from the entrance exam for misconduct?

Absolutely not acceptable.

That kind of cruel future must not exist!

I was scared and bit my lip tightly, but somehow, I didn’t know that the hand pressing on my lips would tremble.

…Did he perhaps take that to heart earlier?

“Mr. Jonnas.”

“Oh, sorry.”

Jonnas, who realized his rudeness after receiving Reap’s suggestion, removed his hand.

It’s typical of him to apologize obediently with a discontented look.

It’s surprising how gentle he is despite his appearance.

“Miss, since it’s a rare trip on an non fair journey, how about exploring the facilities on the way to avoid being bored?”

Perhaps the butler wanted to change the mood as he subtly suggested.

Of course, there’s only one place I want to go.

“I want to go to the restaurant!”

“Besides restaurants, non fair flights also have observation decks, aerial gardens depicting natural landscapes, theatres with exclusive musicians, and tanning spots.”

“Let’s go to the restaurant!”

“At night, some of the facilities are transformed into lounge bars or gambling halls.”

“The restaurant!”

“…Alright. Let’s start with the restaurant then.”

Yeehaw, gotta catch ’em all!

Exciting!

“Seems like the miss enjoys eating.”

Poor souls who don’t understand the importance of the Cooking Handbook Collection.

The ultimate Cooking Handbook Collection, offering the best bang for your buck.

Thanks to the past month and a half, my Cooking Handbook Collection has significantly increased.

Looking at the list might gives me good feeling

[Current Collected Recipes – 102 types]

[Collection Effects]

Collecting all recipes 10 types – 1% increase in item drop rate.

Collecting all recipes 20 types – 1% increase in item drop rate.

…

Collecting all recipes 50 types – 1% increase in item drop rate. 1 increase in health.

Collecting all recipes 90 types – 1% increase in item drop rate.

Collecting all recipes 100 types – 1% increase in item drop rate. 1 increase in health.

Collecting vegetarian recipes 10 types – 1% increase in plant damage.

Collecting vegetarian recipes 20 types – 1% increase in plant damage.

Collecting carnivorous (land) recipes 10 types – 1% increase in beast damage.

Collecting carnivorous (air) recipes 10 types – 1% increase in aerial damage.

Collecting seafood recipes 10 types – 1% increase in aquatic damage.

Collecting dessert recipes 10 types – Acquire the skill <Sweet Smile>.

Collecting dessert recipes 20 types – Acquire the skill <Sweet Breath>.

…

Collecting rare recipes 10 types – 1% increase in rare item drop rate.

Collecting rare recipes 20 types – 1% increase in rare item drop rate.

Collecting rare recipes 30 types – 1% increase in rare item drop rate.

Collecting rare recipe [Snowflake Shaved Ice] – 1% increase in ice resistance.

Collecting rare recipe [Three-color Apple Juice] – 1% increase in nature affinity.

…

Collecting rare recipe [Mount Godfish Sashimi Rice Bowl] – 1-minute increase in underwater breathing.

There’s too much information to remember.

So, I’ve filled the notebook I bought from Jonnas with all the food I’ve eaten and the expected effects.

All written in Korean, of course.

For those who write in native alphabets, Korean is an unfamiliar language.

Even if I get caught, I don’t have to worry about the contents being readable.

In this world, if I write bingsoo might raise ice resistance by 1%, I’m worried I might end up in a monastery or something.

“Wow! This place is paradise!”

“Is it really that good?”

Unlike the wealthy ladies I encountered on the way who were heading to the auction house with determined steps or the noble children heading to the theatre with graceful steps,


My footsteps, crazed with Cooking Handbook Collection, led me to the restaurant, and that choice was proven right.

[Non-factory Aerial Buffet]

[5 courses each with 20 types of dishes, totalling 100 menu items]

This is it.

TL: I am confused about the non-fair tickets part as well but that’s literally what it means eh



 
  
    Chapter 14: The Relationship Between Happiness and Growth


The buffet with 100 dishes was abundant enough to enjoy slowly over ten days in the open air restaurant.

Only ten dishes per day needed to be cleared.

And conveniently, it would take exactly ten days to reach the destination.

“Oops.”

“Why so, miss?”

“I’ve realized a trap.”

Jonnas immediately became alert, kneeling down and tying my shoelaces while lowering his voice, he asked, “Excuse me, but could you explain to me what trap you’ve noticed?”

“I’m not confident that just picking any dish and putting it on the plate will ensure that various types of food will all be recorded in the Cookbook.”

“…I don’t understand at all what you’re talking about.”

The standard for judging a serving in the Cookbook Handbook is a serious matter.

If a buffet plate mixed with various dishes isn’t included in the Cookbook Handbook judgment?

What if only one dish with the most quantity is included?

“I, I can’t enjoy the fun of choosing various dishes to put on a plate… Instead having to fill the plate with only one food item, and that too, repeating it ten times, over ten days…”

No matter how much I like collecting, this amount is a fasting ordeal.

Wait a minute.

But is there a reason why the plate must be filled to be considered a serving?

Buffets are places to pick as much as you want.

Even if you only put a tiny bit, as long as there is only one food item on a plate, it might still count towards the collection.

Click-click.

Feeling excited I pick up the tongs and fill the plate with food, a somewhat ridiculous voice says, “You change your mood quickly.”

“Look over there. The little miss who can’t even reach the side dishes. Isn’t she cute?”

“Oh my. It reminds me of my youngest daughter I left at home. Hoho.”

Passersby who came to enjoy a cheap meal smiled and laughed at me as they passed by.

With a heavy heart, I grabbed Jonnas’s sleeve with tear-filled eyes.

“Jonnas… I can’t reach the food container…”

“It seems you’re quickly change your mood in a negative way, too.”

With Jonnas help, I was able to receive food.

“Would just one chocolate chip be okay?”

“I want to start lightly.”

“You don’t have to eat like a mouse.”

“Oh, you fluffy pony!”

“This is how you eat.”

The guy at the next table stuffed food into his mouth like an ant carrying food.

Although my competitive spirit was ignited by the hearty meal, now is the time for the test.

Munch munch.

“….”

“Would you like more?”

“Yes….”

In a blink of an eye, the cookie was gone.

Followed by….

“More chocolate chips?”

“This time, I’ll have four more!”

I’ll keep eating chocolate chips until I’m sure I’ve passed the serving judgment!

After the success of the chocolate chip, I continued to fill the plate with only one type of food.

…

<General Dish <Mushroom Soup> has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.>

<General Dish <Crab Avocado> has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.>

<General Dish <Salmon Sushi> has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.>

<General Dish <New York Strip> has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.>

<General Dish <Melon> has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.>

…

Like ants carrying food, I diligently transferred food into my mouth.

Of course, Jonnas, who served the food, is incredibly hardworking.

But still, his steadfast kindness in filling the plate with food is deeply appreciated.

“You seem to be eating well today without training.”

“Earlier I was tired enough to not be able to lift a black cudgel but now my stamina hasn’t decreased at all!”

Even a weakling like me has gained some stamina through consistent training. Watching the butler seriously pondering while muttering about lifting a 2kg weight, I feel both grateful and sorry today.

“I’m sorry.”

“Why are you suddenly apologizing?”

“Just because.”

Jonnas looked down at me with his characteristic fierce eyes and said in a blunt voice.

“I’m proud of you, miss.”

“Me?”

It was a praise that I had never heard before, when using the muscle men heroes around.

“Miss, you don’t even complain about the side dishes, and you don’t make any noise about how hard the training is.”

“…Is that a compliment?”

“Yes, it is. When I think about the daily lives of girls your age, your efforts and diligence for Academy admission are astonishing.”

With the monkey attendant face full of interest at the next table and a complex expression from Jezel, receiving praise in front of others felt a bit embarrassing.

“I believe in you. Your efforts will never be in vain. Someday, even the master may acknowledge and call for you.”

“Oh, that’s…”

“Don’t you want to meet the master?”

“It’s not that I don’t want to. It’s just… I don’t know, a little…”

There might be a bothersome event.

If I receive a lot of support early on, I might end up spending precious weekends fulfilling Papa’s requests or being summoned to the ancestral home during vacation time.

The higher the benefits, the lower the freedom.

Just like everything in the world has its duality, noble Papas also have such minor flaws.

Noble gatherings.

Noble-only events.

Even the random events generated in the estate.


Events lined up like a time-consuming drain were already waiting in line.

“Are you afraid?”

She couldn’t just dismiss a Papa who had given her 100 gold coins as bothersome.

Pretending to be scared, she nodded her head, and the butler took something out and placed it in her hand.

“What’s this?”

“Since you’ve been training diligently, someday you’ll find a way to open this cube.”

“Is it a riddle?”

“When you open this cube, your fear of the master will somewhat diminish.”

Hmm. A cube.

Should I try biting it—?

“Don’t eat it.”

“…I was just going to try biting it. Just a little. Just a tiny bit.”

“Eating anything is a bad habit. . Even if you bite it, this cube is so hard that it might break your teeth. Please refrain, miss.”

I got scolded.

“It’s just heart-warming. What’s the problem? Noble employer.”

“What you see is not everything.”

Feeling embarrassed, I thought about the conversation between the monkey attendant and Jezel.

“Will you finish your meal now?”

“I’m going to practice.”

To empty five more plates for today’s allocation, I needed to work out to make myself hungry.

…But more than that, I might want to avoid embarrassing situations, but I won’t say that out loud.

***

Evening.

After intense training, when I went to the buffet, I almost fainted from the overwhelming shock.

“Oh my god!”

“Are you alright, Miss?”

“H-How can such inhuman things happen!!”

Jonnas said, “Well, I did say it. It would be better to end the training early today.”

[Thank you for using our aerial buffet today.]

[Our aerial buffet operates from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m., so we ask for your understanding if you arrive early or late.]

[CLOSED]

“I didn’t realize the buffet would end at 5 o’clock!”

“It seems unavoidable for a popular buffet.”

“Then what about my dinner?”

“We have an evening restaurant that opens during dinner time. Would you like to visit?”

“…I’ll go!”

It’s a shame not to finish all the buffet food, but I can make up for it at the restaurant.

“Are you not coming with me, Reap?”

“I have already finished my meal and will be exploring facilities that may be helpful to you, Miss.”

I feel somewhat sorry.

I dont seem interested in anything other than the buffet and the training ground, yet she’s diligently searching for them.

It’s not for her own enjoyment but for me, and since I feel guilty, I should spare some time to follow Reap’s suggested course and explore.

“Hieek!”

I had such thoughts.

Until I saw the menu at the restaurant.

“…Jonnas. Why are the prices here like this?”

“It’s a night surcharge.”

“Charging one gold coin for a meal is crossing the line!”

“Calm down, Miss. That’s for a set menu.”

“Oh.”

Seriously.

“Services used at night are naturally more expensive than during the day.”

“I’m sorry. The prices surprised me for a moment.”

“Don’t worry, Miss. I can cover the meal expenses with the funds provided by the Master.”

“Really?”

“You can consider it a gift from the Master in light of the news that you’ve obtained a Platinum Ticket.”

In a game, one might have nervously searched for cost-effective options and agonized over whether to spend such an exorbitant initial sum on food and enjoyment.

As a player, I’ve never experienced the joy of such generosity.

“Jonnas. I’m so happy right now.”

“I hope you continue to grow steadily and find happiness, Miss.”

Suddenly, mischievousness crept in.

“What if I don’t grow? Will you still stay by my side?”


“…That won’t happen. I hope such a future never comes.”

“Why?”

“The Master… no, he has many talented children. I doubt he’ll show interest in those lacking talent or slow to grow.”

“What about you, Jonnas?”

Jonnas didn’t answer.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Restricted Access, Miss


After the set meal of anger and resentment.

For several days, I didn’t even have a good conversation with Jonnas.

“Did you have a fight with the butler?”

“It’s not like that.”

“You seem very upset.”

Even Reap could see it.

No, it was more than that.

It’s not something that could have been missed unless someone blatantly ignored it.

Reflecting on the past few days, I realized how emotionally immature I had been.

“I was upset.”

After saying it, I felt even more sincerity.

“I guess I hoped, even if it was a lie that Jonnas would continue to stay with me.”

“Miss….”

“I know. Adults have their reasons. It would only make things difficult for Jonnas if I forced it.”

There might be some reason for it.

The fact that I had been so focused on training these past few days.

Would I be discarded like this?

Could he leave just like that?

It’s only natural.

The butler in the game is supposed to be a permanent companion.

That such a butler wasn’t forever on my side.

I couldn’t help but feel more than just resentment, but also anxiety.

“Isn’t it the same for Reap?”

“Yes. I, too, am hired by the master to serve Miss. If the master calls, I must return to the main house.”

“Of course….”

There’s no one on my side.

Like human relationships suddenly turning into blank sheets.

Relationships in games could also become blank sheets in an instant.

“What does that matter?”

“Is Reap okay with it?”

“When a flower blooms, it eventually withers, and when money runs out, servants find new employers. Cruel as it may be, that’s the way of the world.”

“…I hate Reap.”

“So I hope Miss Oknodie doesn’t fail. There is no one else who can hide in strange places like you do and pretend to enjoy even the tasteless candies.”

Even if life is cruel, the desire for a relationship with someone doesn’t just disappear.

“Look at this candy basket.”

“I see it.”

“How many candies are left?”

One, two, three…

“There are a lot, right?”

“I won’t leave your side until I’ve given you all these candies.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Really.”

“Even if you’re ordered to return to the main house?”

“If the order is not delivered, then that’s fine right?”

It would be forcing it.

Knowing how forced that story is, I felt even more grateful and sorry.

“The words I said about hating Reap were actually a lie. I, too, am truly happy that Reap is my maid.”

The usual cold expression disappeared from Reap’s face, replaced by a gentle smile.

“Then will you make amends with the butler?”

“Um… fine, just this once! Just because of Reap’s face.”

***

Let’s make peace.

I’m going to buy A set evening full course for Jonnas.

I’ve decided to do that.

But still, it’s burdensome to buy it with my own money.

So, I have no choice but to use the money copying event.

“Reap. Please take me to the casino!”

Straight to the ‘casino’ entrance.

In the game, the casino was a convenient time skip element where 1 hour would automatically elapse per use.

Just pulling the lever of the cheapest slot machine, time flew by quickly. Players who enjoyed this convenience were suddenly tempted.

If luck is on my side, won’t I be able to copy money?

Today, maybe I’ll be a little lucky?

Of course, the fate of those aiming for a windfall is predictable.

Nine times out of ten, they fail miserably.

But for a tiny fraction of seasoned players, there’s always a trick to challenge luck.

Just as I used the <Special Menu> strategy in the previous ticket exam to surpass luck and designate the confirmed exam subject, there’s also a way to confirm money copying in the casino.

“Our casino is designed to prevent children’s gambling addiction and promote healthy gambling habits. Customers under the age of 15 or under 150cm in height are not allowed to enter.”

I didn’t expect to be restricted by height.

“This is a scam! Where’s this law?”

“This is our casino policy. We apologize, but we would appreciate it if you could visit again after you’ve grown a little taller.”

“I can gamble too!! Height, height can be increased if you stretch!”

I tried lifting my heels as hard as I could, but the casino employee firmly pressed my head down with his hand, matching my head height to the height measurement board.

<133cm>

Reap protested with a blank face.

“The lady may be small in height, but she is mature enough to aim for admission to the academy this time.”

“Maam, are you aware that the average height of a 9-year-old child is 132.6cm? Even if it’s an academy that accepts anyone under 20, there wouldn’t be a 9-year-old freshman.”

“No! I’m not a kid!”

“Is that so? What business do you have trying to enter the casino if you’re not a child?”

The employee asked with a cute face.


Am I being treated like a fool?

“I’m going to copy money! Scared? Scared you will get cheated by a kid?”

I was shaking with anger.

And the result?

I was kicked out like a dog.

“The lady seems to lack persuasion skills.”

“Sigh. I was trying to repay a favour for once.”

“Can you wait quietly in a safe place for a moment? Let me find a solution.”

“Really?”

“You have to trust me completely.”

Reap’s cold face as she spoke made her strangely trustworthy.

“I trust you, Reap!”

“Then I’ll be off.”

“Reap! Hey, you naughty maid!”

The place where Reap left me.<Kids-only zone>

<Entrance allowed for heights under 140cm>

It was a pit of despair that had never had the footsteps of the most muscular macho players.

It was the Kids Zone.

‘This is just too much.’

I hesitated at the entrance, knowing that if Jonnas, Jezel, or Monkey saw me, I would be too embarrassed to pull the blanket off my bed for months.

I didn’t want to renew my embarrassing history, so reluctantly, I stepped into the Kids Zone.

I never knew there were traps like this in unfair places.

I had always played as a giant muscle man and never knew.

Once inside, the player’s spirit of exploration was ignited.

I had never been here before.

What awaited me in the unknown Kids Zone?

“Waaah!”

“Bububabububababa.”

“Sobbing! Kyaaah!”

The babies were waiting.

I hate it here. I want to leave.

***

Reap asked the employee, “Will it not be okay if I take the young lady under my responsibility and accompany her as a guardian?”

“Well, as the maid knows, young ladies from noble or wealthy families are not typically inclined to follow the control of servants.”

“Our young lady is different.”

“Our young lady is kind, our dog doesn’t bite, we hear that every time. The kind young lady overturned the table, and the dog, who is supposed to be kind, made a seamstress use 16 needles.”

The employees also had their reasons.

What started with a pleased heart, allowing entry, turned into strict internal policies following an unfortunate incident.

Reap knows Oknodie, but they don’t know her.

“Our young lady is really different,” she thought, but persuading the employee was impossible.

“I need to find a workaround,” Reap thought to herself.

Would it be okay to leave the young lady in the kids’ zone a little longer?

What the young lady does when she’s alone…

Hiding in the deepest, darkest corners of the room or in the shadows.

Smoking under a beehive she stumbled upon while trying to get the title of “Bee Slayer.”

Eating candy with an unfamiliar taste given by a stranger.

…Honestly, it’s a bit unsettling.

No, that’s a lie.

Actually, it’s very unsettling.

“I need to finish this as quickly as possible,” Reap’s footsteps hastened.

***

“Kids are really annoying.”

“Ew, there’s spit on my pants.”

“Oh, my hair. It’s so annoying.”

In the center of the kids’ zone, a playground filled with small balls.

Two mature children (average age 10) left in the kids’ zone to take care of their siblings sighed like old people on a bench.

“Max. I heard your brother is going to the Academy this time?”

“I don’t know. We’ll see if he gets in.”

“Entering the academy at 15 would be amazing.”

“He’ll probably make a fuss about it.”

The entrance exam for the Luck Academy, open to anyone under 20 years old.

Naturally, the closer one gets to the physical and skill development of being 20, the higher the chances of passing.

So, students who enter the academy at a young age, far from being 20, are said to have extraordinary talents, and often hear words like genius or prodigy.

“Will there be anyone our age who passes?”

“There must be. Jesse, you believe rumours too easily.”

“Why? I wish my brother were like yours. Handsome and smart.”

“Ew. Get rid of that thought. What’s so good about that loser?”

“Ugh!”

Jessie threw the ball pile angrily.

Among the scattered balls, she locked eyes with a girl hiding inside.


“Ahh!”

“Why, why are you like this?!”

“A person? A person? No, why?!”

A girl with long blonde hair standing up from the pile of balls.

The identity of the girl who surprised Jessie was Oknodie, the awakened one in the kids’ zone, where the playground is surprisingly good for hiding.



 
  
    Chapter 16: First Friends


Max and Jesse were delighted and amazed by the appearance of a pretty peer.

“Hey, why were you hiding there?”

“Didn’t want to play with the other kids?”

“You dummy, girls are shy, you know? She was probably too embarrassed.”

“Ha, shy? What a joke. You are like a walking chatterbox.”

“What? If you keep talking like that, I’ll scold you!”

“Ugh, fine. Got me there!”

Kids starting to banter amongst themselves.

Envious.

Watching them, I couldn’t help but think.

“Are you friends?”

“We are forced to meet because of our parents. Our hometowns are adjacent noble families.”

“Even though you talk so harshly…?”

Quickly, Max pursed his lips in annoyance, and Jesse teased, “Oh, do you like me?” creating an impression of a good relationship.

“Sorry for surprising you earlier. I like hiding when I’m in a new place…”

“Oh, I know that feeling. You just want to avoid annoying people you don’t know.”

“Are you guys going for the entrance exam?”

The two little ones nodded no in unison.

“We are? not”

“We’re only ten years old.”

“No way?”

“How can a ten-year-old take an entrance exam?”

There was disbelief in the eyes of the two children.

“Are you going for the entrance exam?”

“Really?”

It felt like I made a mistake.

Carefully nodding, “Wow,” “Amazing,” followed in admiration.

It was a look I’d seen a long time ago.

When the remastered Pokémon stickers were released, and when I stuck rare ones on my notebook, the envious glances from those around me were exactly like this.

“What’s your name?”

“Oknodie.”

“That’s a weird name.”

“How can a person be named Oknodie?”

My words.

“My brother is going for an entrance exam at fifteen. I hope Oknodie passes instead of him.”

“Why?”

“I want to tease him for losing to a ten-year-old.”

I don’t want to be cheered for such impure motives.

Anyway, as I chatted with the two kids, I found it unexpectedly enjoyable.

Before I knew it, it was late into the night, so much so that I didn’t notice.

“Oh, we should go now.”

“Hey Max, bring your little brother quickly.”

Max picked up a child who seemed barely over a year old, dozing off as if exhausted by the ringing sound of a cafe pager.

“Daddy.”

“Hey, put that down. Don’t take the ball.”

“Dadababa!!”

“Ugh, don’t push me with your hands!”

“Geez. You’re terrible at taking care of kids.”

Blushing at Jesse’s mockery, Max tried to snatch the ball held by the child, but the child, seemingly desperate, pushed back and clung to the ball, causing chaos.

“It’s like a favorite toy.”

Jesse remarked beside me.

“Mom said that children over 12 months old have a favorite object to pour their attention and love into instead of their parents. Since there’s no such toy or object there, he seem to have adopted the ball as his favourite.”

“Jesse is smart.”

“But you won’t get any compliments for that?”

If only he had a tail, he would have wagged it right now.

But that ball, there was something strange about it.

I felt strangely drawn to it and wanted to confirm it once.

“Should I take care of it?”

“The ball? Why?”

“I still need to stay here.”

“Did you come here to take care of kids too?”

“Reap told me she’ll come if I wait.”

“Reap?”

“My maid’s name.”

“That’s cute. But with a child who seems so demanding, will it be okay?”

“I will know when I try.”

I looked into the baby’s eyes.

“Hello, little one.”

“Ouma? Kyakyakya!”

With my sparkling eyes and golden hair, the baby reached out its hand.

As he held my head, the ball naturally fell to the ground.

Thanks to that, I managed to get the ball easily, but it seemed some hairs have been plucked by his hands.

“I’m sorry. Our youngest is very reckless.”

“It’s okay. It’s not really painful or anything.”

“You’re very mature. So, you are taking entrance exams huh? You’re the same height, but you seem completely grown-up. If it was me, I’d have been really annoyed and wouldn’t have laughed like this.”

Well, it’s because I’m an adult.

Anyway, after bidding farewell to Max and the baby, I picked up the ball he had been holding.

The ball, covered in saliva, felt oddly heavier compared to other balls.

To be precise, it didn’t feel heavy at all.


It felt like something else in the shape of a ball.

As expected, it’s familiar.

I know the identity of this thing.

‘Isn’t this a stat stone?’

There’s a possibility.

I’ve never been to the Kids’ Zone during my muscle-bound manly player days.

It wouldn’t be surprising if there was stat stone I didn’t know about.

‘I’ll know once I try it.’

After wiping the saliva off the ball with my sleeve, I opened my mouth wide and swallowed it in one gulp.

Gulp.

It goes down smoothly.

As expected.

This feeling, it’s definitely a stat stone.

‘I wonder which stat increased?’

If I enroll in the academy, even if the player’s status window function is not available, I’ll be able to see the status window with academy magic.

I want to enroll quickly.

With that thought in mind, as I turned my head, I met Jesse’s gaze, who was holding her mouth shut with both hands.

“Uh, um, I, I have something I left behind for a moment…”

In Jesse’s hand was a small pouch.

In other words, the timing was bad.

“Oknodie…? Why did you swallow the ball?!”

“Oops, uh, this, well…”

“We need to go to the healer, to the healer!”

Grabbing my hand and whimpering, Jesse pulled me along.

With a guess strength of 29, there’s no way my body would be dragged that easily, but just in case Jesse might get hurt, I eased up and let myself be dragged to the emergency room.

What if Reap comes back?

Hmm, well, I’ll just go back soon.

Will it be okay?

***

Reap found a way to infiltrate the gambling den.

Returning to the Kids’ Zone, Reap saw the empty ball pit and realized.

The lady’s chronic game of hide-and-seek has started again.

This time, she seems to be hiding quite cleverly, but she, too, is dispatched as an assassination instructor.

She is confident in finding hidden people.

“Hehe. I can hear the lady’s breathing. Are you hiding behind the curtain by any chance?”

Swoosh

“No… You wouldn’t make the cliché choice of hiding in the closet, would you?”

Creak

“If you hid under the bed, taking advantage of this being the Kids’ Zone bedroom, I might have to commend you.”

Squeak

“Today’s lady seems quite skilled at hiding… It will be an interesting match. Hehe.”

The solitary hide-and-seek in the empty Kids’ Zone continued for a while.

***

The emergency room set up for emergency patients is equipped with various facilities and specialized therapists.

From priests using healing magic to surgeons performing surgery, to therapists treating various symptoms, experts in each field were all deployed.

“In games, when you get injured and just rush to the emergency room, you might get assigned a random doctor who might perform wrong treatment or even incorrect treatment.”

As someone aware of the dangers, from my point of view, the emergency room is a shortcut for scoundrels, and the night-duty priest, Edgio, who kept his position, was a tormentor of broken bones and an impending terror.

“You mentioned that your friend swallowed a ball, right?”

“Yes! Please do something quickly!”

“Hmm. You are over five years old, but have you been registered? Please place your palm on this mana board.”

Hmm, what’s this? Is it a new feature not in the game?

As I pressed my palm onto the plaster-like stone, it sank in, leaving an imprint. Intricate magical symbols began to float above the plaster board, forming geometric patterns familiar to me, such as “communication,” “record,” and “analysis.”

What kind of magic is this?

“Oh no…”

“Why, what’s wrong?”

Could this be a combat power measurement device?

My combat power was around 530,000 or so.

“It’s unbelievable!”

“Why do you say that, teacher?”

“It seems you haven’t been registered with the International Identity Registration Magic Preservation Office despite being almost ten years old!”

Forget about combat power measurement; it’s a identity verification magic device.

“What?! Could there be some mistake, teacher? Oknodie boarded the airship on non-fair ticket with her butler and maid, and she’s also preparing for the academy entrance exam, you know?”

The doctor chuckled and got up from his seat.

“Yeah, there’s a greater chance of a malfunction in the transceiver than a proper search. Surely, there can’t be parents who haven’t registered a child close to ten years old.”

He laughed and left the room. Not long after, doctors in the hallway beyond the transparent glass were seen exchanging serious conversations.

Nurses also came out, glancing over here with a commotion, exchanging awkward nods when our eyes met.

“Hey, Oknodie. Did you really not register?”

“I don’t know!”

“Huh? You’ve never used the identity registration magic circle, which offers free talent tests upon registration?”

“I don’t know. Nobody ever taught me about this magic.”

“What about the butler who came with you? Or the maid?”

“Yeah.”

Jessie’s expression became as serious as the doctors outside.

“Oh… oh… Excuse me for a moment.”

“A guardian is looking for a child. A girl of around 10 years old with blonde hair, about 133 cm tall, wearing an adventurer set dress with a ribbon headband.”

“If you have found the child, please hand her over to the nearest staff member.”

Oh, dear.

“Reap must be looking for me. We have to go back.”

“Don’t go.”

“Jessie?”

“Mom and Dad said so. A household that doesn’t even register a child is not a normal household. Oknodie’s household is not normal.”

“Um…”

I also think so.

But does it really matter?

They give financial support and provide training.

It’s not easy to find a papa who provides such great help in random papa events.

Personally, he’s one of the best papas I’ve encountered so far.

“Papa isn’t bad. I’m grateful to Papa. And I’m thankful to Jonnas and Reap, who Papa sent, for always helping with training.”

“Training? What kind of training do you do without even registering the basics of identification?”

“Like sword duels? Repeated sprints and walks? Shooting arrows at targets tied like squirrels or rabbits trapped in our area?”

Jessie’s complexion turned pale.


Her focus shifted, as if she was watching a child from an abusive household endure inhumane abuse.

“Let’s run away.”

“What?”

“If we’re caught, Oknodie will be in big trouble again.”

Jessie’s eyes ignited with a sense of duty.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Sense of Duty


Jessie urged, “Let’s run away quickly.”

Outside the window, doctors were holding communication devices and glancing towards us, seemingly contacting someone.

“Hurry!”

Jonnas and Reap weren’t bad people.

“I know a place to hide!”

But the words “to hide” triggered something inside me.

Hidden Experience.

An unfair advantage that couldn’t be easily found under normal circumstances.

Isn’t this a chance for a expereince surge?

“Well… Alright. Just for one hour since Reap is worrying too much?”

As I attempted to compromise, Jessie’s expression turned fierce.

Like an exasperated mother trying to discipline her foolish daughter, Jessie’s expression was daunting.

I got caught off guard and startled by that expression. The emergency room door opened, and two nurses approached.



“Come on, let’s eat candy with the nurses until your guardian arrives.”

“What flavor is it?”

“They say it’s strawberry~”

“Oknodie! What nonsense are you talking about?”

“Come on~ Come on~ If you stay up late with your friend, you won’t be able to play. Your guardian is worried, right?”

‘I couldn’t trust that guardian.’

Jessie, who had been eyeing the nurses suspiciously, suddenly pressed a button on her wristwatch.

Ping ping.

With a childish sound, small darts flew out.

The surprised nurses relaxed and slumped onto hospital beds, falling asleep.

“Come here, quickly!”

Jessie pulled me towards the back door, leading the way.

Even the former player, Oknodie, was surprised by her bold actions.

“Are you perhaps a playable character?”

“Why do you keep saying weird things? Come in here!”

As Jessie pushed me into a laundry cart, the tense footsteps of doctors and nurses passed by us.

“What was that just now?”

“It’s a dart enchanted with sleep magic. Even though my father is a minor nobleman, he warned me that I might be kidnapped by strange people anytime.”

“Heh. It’s a self-defense item.”

“It’s said to be very expensive.”

“Will it work against monsters?”

“It might be tough. Monsters are often resistant to drugs, even more so than animals, because of their larger size.”

“Tsk. Then I won’t buy it.”

What doesn’t work against monsters also doesn’t work against those who can easily defeat monsters.

[Hid with a friend in a laundry cart to evade pursuit.]

[Hidden experience +3]

[Moved while tricking guards by moving the laundry cart for 1 minute.]

[Hidden experience +3]

[Stealth experience +1]

[Deception experience +1]

[Hid with a friend in a promotional mascot costume to evade guards.]

[Hidden experience +3]

[Deception experience +1]

[Walked conspicuously past guards wearing the mascot costume.]

[Deception experience +3]

[Daring experience +1]

Experience skyrocketed as if I had spent cash on a growth booster item.

“Jessie, your audacity is no joke.”

“Oknodie, you’re really strong, huh? If it was me, I wouldn’t be able to walk in a mascot costume carrying someone on my back.”

“Hehe. I am still at this level.”

Although I complained about my inefficient physical abilities despite having high stats just yesterday, now that it actually came in handy, I felt a sense of accomplishment.

Efficiency, after all, lies in having high stats. It feels rewarding to diligently train.

“Now, if we activate the emergency escape port here, we can get out of this place.”

Jessie and I had successfully evaded capture and reached the exit port.

However, as if waiting in the shadows next to the exirt port, someone appeared.

“Have you had enough fun, miss?”

“Jonnas.”

The all-purpose butler emitted a menacing mafia vibe.

Jonnas Wiheomhae, who had been quietly staying in the background for a while, blocked our path to the exit.

***

I have seen this expression.

The expression on Oknodie’s face darkened.

“Come this way, miss. It was just a minor disturbance, but if you hold my hand, it’ll all end as a simple happening.”

“Sorry, Jesse. I don’t want to cause trouble to the butler.”

“No, Oknodie! If you give in to those bad people, your future will only become more miserable!”

Popular international identity registration magic, for which voluntary registrations are encouraged from households with children over the age of five, to the extent that a person would go under inspection of tried deceiving. 

Children in orphanages who are not granted are left with no choice but to hide their own identity from the world.

These children are used by criminal organizations for criminal purposes.

Purchasers who prevent the identity registration of girls to later sell them.

Commoners who intentionally do not register their children, to avoid taxes.

Parents who aim to abuse children by depriving them of their rightful rights or selling children without legal protection as slaves.

Even noble families who rescue such children and aim to raise them as secret weapons.

“Oknodie must be one of those noble families’ children!”

Jesse’s speech, even if she is the daughter of a half-rich viscount, is a definite speech of a noble family. She had heard rumours about the dirty deeds of the nobles.

It’s unlikely that they would raise children as concubines or hunting dogs.


There’s no reason to train a runaway child to be strong and agile against their peers.

They enroll such children in the world’s best academy entrance exam to transform them into outstanding talents and manipulate them behind the scenes to use them according to the family’s intentions.

It’s a cunning scheme that controls one’s life from childhood to adulthood.

“Oknodie. Noble girls don’t have to endure rigorous training until their hands are torn apart. They don’t have to live harshly for others’ purposes!”

“Jesse. Thank you. I really mean it. It’s the first time I’ve had such a young friend.”

Tears welled up in Jesse’s eyes.

Why is she speaking in such a weak voice?

Despite being so strong and agile.

If she sets her mind to it, she could enter the exit port right away.

Suddenly, Jesse realized.

A butler with scary eyes.

A trained observer disguised as a butler.

As long as that dangerous figure watches over them.

Even if Oknodie tries to escape, she won’t be able to escape herself.

To protect Jesse, Oknodie gave up on escaping.

No matter what the truth is, she accepted it like that.

“So let me tell you the truth.”

Instead of opening the capsule’s door, Oknodie gently stroked Jesse’s head.

“I’m going to enroll in the academy. Jonnas and Reap too. They all did their best to help me. I don’t want to waste that time running away.”

“Is Oknodie okay with that…? Living not as a child but enduring harsh training…?”

“I wanted all of that. If I don’t enroll in the academy, I’ll surely live unhappily. I won’t be able to collect food freely, and my abilities will be poor.”

“I don’t know… sniffle I don’t understand what Oknodie is trying to say….”

“All I have to do is graduate from the academy with good grades. Then everything will be fine.”

Oknodie let go of Jesse’s hand.

Approaching the butler who looked embarrassed, she grabbed his hand.

“Let’s go, Jonnas. Reap must be very worried.”

“Did a person who knows that will cause this commotion?”

“I’m sorry. It was just a little prank, but I didn’t know the guards would be so incompetent.”

Oknodie didnt ask anything.

Why wasnt her identity registered.

Why she is supposed to enroll in the academy

Jonnas doesn’t tell her anything.

The things she didn’t ask.

The reason he didn’t till.

Nevertheless, the two hold hands and walk together.

Just informing the guards that it was a simple children’s prank and giving them a token of appreciation as their apology.

“Jesse! Your parents are very worried. What were you doing alone in a place like this?”

Max ran up and asked Jesse, who wiped her eyes with her sleeve.

“Max. I’ve made up my mind.”

“What. Are you going to become a runaway youth?”

“Oknodie. I’m going to help that poor kid.”

Max’s eyes sparkled with the same determination that had crossed Jesse’s mind.

“Is your sister also at the academy?”

“Yeah.”

“Let’s talk about it during the vacation. To your sister. I’ll talk to my brother too.”

A hapless child with nowhere to turn to.

An undocumented, unprotected, legally nonexistent person returning to the darkness of the noble family.

If poor Oknodie could enroll, please lend her the strength.

“Our youngest never said a bad word, even after being teased. I can’t stand seeing such a good kid being mistreated by bad adults!”

“Right. Well said, Max. We’ll do whatever it takes to help Oknodie. We might be short on power now, but somehow, someday, definitely!”

“This is unfair. Oknodie deserves a better life than this.”

“They’re noble children, indeed.”

Jesse gasped and turned around at the sound of a “hee-yah,” fearing the fierce butler might have returned, but fortunately, the newcomer was not him.

A handsome young man with a well-groomed beard and a friendly smile.

“The head of Ticket Hunters. Ticket Merchant. In the underworld, people often call me the Jack-of-All-Trades, Jezel.”

The children of the nobles.

Max Montblanc of Montblanc Castle.

Jesse Milfw of Milfw Manor.

Individually unremarkable, but thanks to their upbringing under good parents, they boast remarkable talents.

Jessika Milfw, Jesse Milfw’s elder sister, who will be in her second year at the Academy this year.

Maximus Montblanc, Max Montblanc’s elder brother, aiming seriously for admission to the Academy this year.

With enough motivation and background which Oknodie can use as a stepping stone.

“It may take until next vacation to meet Jessika. And we can’t guarantee Maximus’s admission.”

“But…”

“Is there another way to contact my sister?”

“I’ll help. Even with Maximus’s admission. And delivering your handwritten letters to Jessika.”

The children’s faces brightened.

A small smile also brightened Jezel’s lips.

But his eyes didn’t smile.


‘This is just one small step among many. It’s not impossible to save Oknodie.’

But undoubtedly, it’s one of the stepping stones that will be helpful in the future.

Jezel thought.

This step, the gap created by Jesse’s brave actions, and the encounter he made with the help of that gap was not in vain.

No matter what, it wouldn’t be in vain.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Arrival, Entrance Examination Hall


Due to the strong impression left on the guards, we ultimately couldn’t use the gambling den.

Still, the purpose of trying to make money at the gambling den was to buy something for reconciliation with Jonnas.

After the conversation at the exit port, my relationship with Jonnas has improved, so there was no need to buy gifts anymore.

“I did it!”

“Congratulations, Miss. In a few years, you could even participate in the Grand Eater Contest.”

Training, meals.

Training, and more meals.

Thanks to proactive eating during buffet hours, I was able to collect all 100 dishes sold in the buffet in my Cooking Handbook/

“The Grand Eater Contest? Are there many delicious foods?”

“It’s usually a contest where you eat a lot of one type of food.”

“Then I don’t want to go. I don’t particularly want to eat a lot of one food.”

It might be a bit mundane to immediately look for the next collection , but if you’re a player, you shouldn’t neglect collecting!

Knowing what foods are famous in any region and where the best restaurants are is basic for a great player.

“Oh, Mom. I have to eat a lot of meat. My brother said it’s to build a lot of muscle.”

“This kid too, picky eating won’t do. If you’re going to eat a lot of meat, you should eat a lot of vegetables too. Learn from that kid who ate vegetarian dishes with broccoli.”

The scolding from the noble lady made the child startled.

“Max?”

“Oknodie!”

“You know each other?”

“We met at the kids’ zone yesterday. She is a nice kid who played with our youngest for a while.”

“Oh, how kind. Thank you for playing with my kids, Oknodie. By any chance, is your family name…”

“Excuse me, ma’am. Miss Oknodie hasn’t yet been permitted to reveal her surname due to unavoidable circumstances.”

“I see. That’s unfortunate. I hope that child will be allowed to reveal the family name.”

The noblewoman turned away from Oknodie and pulled Max’s ear.

“Come on, Max. Don’t just stare at the girl, eat your bell peppers and paprikas quickly. If you keep avoiding vegetables, I’ll put cucumbers, the least tasty vegetable, on your plate.”

“Oh, no! Not cucumbers, please!”

Even as he was being dragged away by the ear, Max, with his eyes showing determination as if trying to convey something, exerted strength.

“The boy seems to have caught someone in his eye overnight.”

“It’s not like that. Max is just a friend. And we only met yesterday.”

“Well, as long as you know.”

The collection in the Cookbook Handbook was over.

The non-fair journey was over.

[Passengers, we have safely landed at the destination, the Examination Island. We hope you had a pleasant journey and look forward to welcoming you again.]

Passengers disembarked following the crew’s instructions.

This <Entrance Examination Hall> was a dry, sea breeze-drenched island harmful to the skin.

Carriages came along the bridge connecting the mainland and the island, passenger ships entered the sea, and several airships from the sky the slowly approached.

A scene glimpsed through the game’s intro video several times. It was one of the scenes passing through amidst the cutscenes depicting examinees gathering at the Entrance Examination Hall.

Just a note, this game.

Originally aimed to be a dating simulation with cute girls, during development after the company went bankrupt once, it turned into a nurturing game where you raise students until they graduate from the academy.

Why am I suddenly saying this? Because that straw hat girl getting off the boat caught my eye.

“Oh, my hat!”

The hat fluttered in the wind and got caught on a high branch.

My head lightly throbbed as if ‘recognizing’ the scene.<Favourability Event>

The identity of the straw hat girl, whose hat got stuck on a high tree branch.

If you want to increase favourability with the innocent girl in the white dress, who is rolling her feet in distress, now is your chance.

Whether climbing the tree or fetching a ladder, don’t hesitate to use any means and methods to retrieve the hat first and deliver it to the girl!

It’s truly a laughable favourability event.

Trying to increase favourability with the girl during the entrance exam.

“Do you intend to help her?”

“Not really? If one can’t even retrieve it on their own, one shouldn’t have applied for the entrance exam.”

“How mean. Miss.”

“Thanks to whom?”

“Don’t misunderstand. It was a compliment.”

“I was complimenting too.”

NPCs are also seen commenting positively about someone falling while climbing the tree, or being scared to go too high, blushing when being helped by the person who they went to help, and causing a commotion.

Amidst the heart-warming applause from the audience, the expression on the straw hat girl’s face is remarkable.

It’s almost like a feeling of detachment.

Just thinking, “I should just buy a new one,” and resigning.

“Poor thing.”

Even if it’s just a supporting NPC, there should be at least one NPC who gives her the straw hat.

Thinking that, I saw a big, furry figure standing under the tree.

“Move, you little mice. Don’t want to get hurt, do you?”

“Wow, it’s a monkey humanoid!”

“Do monkeys climb trees well?”

“With that size?”

“It seems like the tree would break if he climbed it.”

A bit further away, I could see Jezel awkwardly laughing.

It seems like the hired escort is causing trouble by doing whatever he wants.

“Let’s just pass by him.”

“The audacious monkey humanoid who dared to challenge the examiner.”

Jonnas, Reap, and I stood side by side, watching as the monkey humanoid pulled out a pole from his back and swung it over his shoulder, completely different from climbing trees.

Realizing the imminent danger, the spectators belatedly backed away.

Thunk!

A solid thud struck the eardrums, and the sound of leaves rustling and falling echoed one after another like the scream of the tree being struck.

Thud thud

Thudududududududud

“Aaaah!!”

“Be, bees!!”

“Aaaah, I got stung by a mantis shrimp!”


Trying to avoid bugs and leaves, chaos erupted among the spectators.

Although some debris flew towards us, Reap, holding a snack basket and an umbrella, extended the umbrella forward.

Spin

Tadadadat

Bugs and leaves bounced off the umbrella left and right.

Spectators who were hit by the flying debris looked at us with dissatisfaction, but upon seeing Jonnas’s fierce expression, they hesitated and distanced themselves.

Saruruk

Thunk

The monkey humanoid, swinging the pole in a circle while single-handedly fending off bugs and leaves, finally reached out and handed her the straw hat.

Why did you cause such a mess, little fawn?”

Chew.

“Will your spirits lift a bit if you receive this hat? My brown-tailed deer.”

She replied without any gratitude on her face.

“Ughhh!! Because of you, I got soaked in bug juice. My hair, my dress, everything is covered in bugs! Ughhh!!”

[The straw hat child’s favourability event has ended.]

[No one gained favourability points.]

Well, these things happen.

Exploiting loopholes isn’t for everyone.

If you’re not a veteran, you’re likely to encounter such counterproductive effects.

“We enjoyed one spectacle quite well.”

“That’s right.”

The straw hat child must have had a hard time.

Having to endure such hardships because of silly favourability events in the game.

Heroines and male characters who suffer because of forced game events and the people whom they claim to “rescue” also suffer a lot.

“Hey, miss. The test site is up this hill.”

“Where are those people going?”

“Don’t worry about them. They’re here for sightseeing.”

It’s a pity to see the disappointed faces of those heading up the hill and the amused faces of those following me along the rarely travelled path.

“The monkey humanoid is following too.”

“Maybe even the gold ticket is this way.”

Looks like the difference in tickets is starting to show.

The testing locations for Iron, Bronze, and Silver ticket holders is different from those on the hill.

The testing locations for Gold and Platinum ticket holders lead to deeper parts of the island.

About 30 minutes passed.

Just when I thought I had come quite a way, I discovered a sight I had occasionally seen during trips.

“A stone tower?”

The sight of rocks of various sizes piled up to form towers could be seen here and there.

Unlike the participants who passed by without much interest, I know the gimmick of the entrance exam.

The special landscapes seen on the way to the testing location are hints for the upcoming exam.

The first gate of the entrance exam is probably stacking stone towers.

“No, you can’t.”

“…What did I do wrong?”

“It’s just something I said for no reason.”

“Lies. Is it because you’re afraid I’ll swallow the stones?”

“If you know, please be careful. Once the exam starts, we can’t help you anymore.”

Is that so.

If the exam starts, Jonnas and Reap can’t accompany me.

“Outsiders can come only this far. Those who came to take the entrance exam, please show your tickets.”

In front of the arch-shaped gate, a monk with a broom in his hand appeared as a gatekeeper.

Jonnas and Reap said from behind,

“If it’s you, miss, I believe you’ll pass.”

“It’s a candy pouch. Take one out whenever you’re hungry.”

“Thank you, Jonnas. Reap. I’ll definitely pass!”

***

Oknodie occasionally glanced back at them waving goodbye.

Seeing the timid figure, Reap said still with gesture of waving her hand.

“It’s worrying. Even if it seems like she’s firm in her decisions, she tends to become too weak towards someone she cares about.”

“Don’t worry. Even if it’s not us at the testing location, there are people who will protect her.”

Walking alongside a monkey humanoid, Jezel.

Him passing with a sly smile seemed fortunate for today.

“Do you regret keeping that person alive?”

“Don’t forget. To us, she’s the miss, but to the organization, she’s just a mere ‘scholarship student.’ Other prospective scholarship students might try to restrain her.”

They weren’t worried about the entrance exam itself.

What Jonnas worried about was attacks from competitors.

Jezel was a countermeasure against internal competitors in the organization to protect the miss.

“Miss is no longer visible.”

“Let’s prepare a congratulatory gift.”

“If it’s food, it should be fine.”

“Our opinions match.”

The butler and maid had no doubt about the miss’s success and safe return.

***

I looked back several times and was convinced.

Neither of them can be seen.

Surely, I won’t be caught now.


“Oops.”

With my mouth wide open, I secretly put the stat stone I stole from the stone tower.

[Used stat stone.]

[Random stats increased by 1.]

I thought I was going to suffocate from being so nervous about getting caught and having the stat stone confiscated!



 
  
    Chapter 19: The First Gate


We entered the advanced  entrance exam site following the guiding monks. The Rocky mountains were covered by pebbles and rocks on all sides.

There were a total of 500 people.

The advanced participants in the entrance exam were not many so scattered around in the area sparsely.

“Little Mouse. You seem very relaxed without your guardian around.”

“Hmph. It’s not the place to comment for someone who needs to find their <Baby Deer>.”

“Hm… Were you watching?”

“Even now, are you going to look for <Baby Deer> and suffer with those incompetent fools?”

Even if I don’t know and cant see it, by exam time, thousands of participants would be filling those grounds, bustling and crowded compared to the only selected 500 advanced participants here.

Compared to them, the chosen 500 advanced participants are really few.

I would have preferred to go over there as some of them seem stronger, but I guess I’m not stupid enough to let someone steal my chance for admission.

“Baby Deer is often shy. It must be obvious that I lacked the skills to be accepted… It’s not that I’m disliked.”

“Next time, you should be prepared.”

What was lacking was probably the patience needed to endure murderous comments.

“Oknodie. It’s good to be relaxed, but you should start to tense up a bit. It seems our competitors don’t seem to like us very much.”

Jezel, a man with a handsome beard. He always seems to be impeccably groomed.

Whether it be the Monkey or this guy, how did they both pass the age limit at the entrance side by side?

It’s not something I particularly am fond of.

Most of the others are glaring at me fiercely.

They seem determined to target me if a confrontation arises at the first gate.

“Is that kid?”

“Yeah.”

The voices I overhear are quite ominous.

Are they target the ace this early in the game?

“She is associating with the lowly ones.”

“She seems to know her place.”

“She doesn’t even have a mage robe.”

“She don’t even see a plausible sword.”

“She must be a half-and-half noble from a rural area.”

Participants who have grown up in the insular connections of nobility from childhood and have risen through gifted education seem to have already divided who’s on their side and who’s not.

About thirty or so.

Even if I started as a noble, it seems impossible for me to join their alliance.

“It’s an adventurer’s outfit. Do you know her?”

“First time seeing her.”

“But she’s just a kid.”

“Is she a Mercenary?”

“Then we don’t owe her any loyalty.”

Adventurers who have achieved remarkable feats in various regions and are challenging the entrance exam have also formed group of thirty to compete against the nobles and glanced over at us.

No one comes to bother us, saying they won’t accept anyone who’s annoying or a burden.

When I was a muscular tough guy, the ones who came and acted annoyingly were annoying, but now that I’m being blatantly ignored, it’s still irritating.

“Little Rabbit. You’ll get tired if you keep paying attention to every little thing.”

“Thanks for the advice.”

Paying attention would only be detrimental to me.

What’s the point of standing out alone while everyone else rests and just stares?

“Aaaaaaah!!”

“You should’ve picked a better fight.”

The guy who caused the accident doesn’t seem to agree with my thoughts.

“That brat cut off the arm of a fellow participant!!”

Underneath a tree, perfect for avoiding the sunlight.

A examinee, a dangerous-looking person from the exam, slashed the wrist of the participant who had encroached upon the circle drawn on the ground.

This person is Sing Xing, a swordsman from the Eastern Empire, one of the playable characters in the original game “Graduate from Luck Academy.”

One of the playable characters and a major character in the academy that players can unlock by accumulating a huge achievement score or purchasing through microtransactions.

Even if he becomes an NPC, his personality is still as terrifying as it seems. 

Difficult to befriend as a companion, but his performance is undoubtedly top-notch, making him a formidable character.

Continuously watching could lead to another annoying event opening up.

So, I closed my eyes tightly and shut my ears.

“[Boarding Event Completed.]”

“[Arrived at the exam venue 15 hours, 20 minutes, 0 seconds early.]”

“[Acquired 55200 points as an early arrival bonus.]”

In a game, this would be the time when points are awarded for arriving early, calculated as one point per second.

Accumulating points allows players to visit a point shop that appears every few months and purchase various functions or unique items necessary for progressing in the game.

Of course, now that the game has become reality, there’s no way to know where to use them, so I simply discard the thought.

“<The Blood-calling Swordsman Event>”

A swordsman from a distant Eastern Empire has caused a disturbance.

He approached the minions of the approaching gang…

Events like the Straw Hat Kid’s event are filled with landmines known as favourability events.

Even if you endure the hardship and clear it, you only gain favourability points with a female character entering a regular exam venue, while in the game, you lose precious time and points in bulk.

The most amusing part is that the Straw Hat Kid can also be eliminated with a certain probability during the exam.

Is it possible to get all the favourability?

IF you played the role of the Sweet Fantasy Guy, instead of gaining points and girls, all that’s left is inefficiently spent time.

It’s like a beginner’s mental minefield event.

The event of the Eastern Swordsman is no different.

The high nobility and his minions who covet the seat.

If left alone, they’ll growl at each other and quiet down on their own.

But when a player jumps in?

Just because of that, arguments and fights break out.

“I should get some sleep.”

Yawning, I picked a moderately tall tree from among those that no one seemed to pay attention to, climbed up its trunk, and leaned against a branch.

I felt the gaze of the monkey-like guy and Jezel from below, looking up as if puzzled, but this is a famous place where a player is not ambushed even when sleeping.

“Heh. That old man’s quite nimble. Is monkey too?”


“Let’s rest easy down here.”

The tree bark is too hard.

I miss my bed.

I already miss the days when I lived with Jonnas and Reap.

As I watch the setting sun, about to close my eyes, something flies up and gets caught on a branch.

“Cover yourself and sleep. You’ll catch a cold.”

Me? Catch a cold?

I was about to snort, but the breeze made my skin feel slightly cold.

Ah, that’s right…

I’m not a muscular guy anymore.

I reluctantly took the blanket from his backpack and also threw along with a piece of jerky.

Thunk.

“Ouch.”

That silly old man.

He couldn’t even catch it and dropped it.

With the ringing of the bell, the day broke.

<Entrance Exam Event>

The long-awaited entrance exam has finally begun!

If I can’t even get into the academy and are cut off at the entrance, my adventure may as well come to an end.

As everyone stretched lightly after coming down from the trees, preparing their minds and bodies, others around also loosened up and prepared for the test.

“I used the blanket well.”

“You don’t have to return it. My backpack is a magic backpack with an inventory function.”

“That’s not it. I just have nowhere to put these.”

“Ah.”

With a puzzled expression, Jezel put the blanket in his backpack.

This old man is too careless.

I bet more than ten people are already planning to steal his magic backpack.

The bell rang five more times.

No one remained indifferent to the loud ringing.

Drroong─.

Pffhoo─.

Except for one ‘person’.

Following the gaze of the monk, everyone’s eyes turned towards me and Jezel.

More precisely, towards the huge monkey standing behind us, snoring loudly even amidst the noisy bell.

“Mr. Monkey, please stand up.”

“Oh. Is it starting?”

Despite the loud ringing and the conversations of the participants, the man who hadn’t moved an inch at last stood up at Jezel’s words.

Only then did the monk smile kindly and speak again.

“Today, I will close the entrance to the advanced test area.”

Despite hearing the loud ringing several times, there was no one as nonchalant as him.

The ‘person’ who didn’t move a muscle.

“Master So is in charge of the first gate this time. Of course, he’s not an ordinary monk. He deals with ghostly monsters, cursed items, their acquisition, storage, elimination, and purification as his duty at the academy.”

Being recognized by the Luck Academy, the world’s foremost educational institution, and collaborating with it is by no means an easy task.

The individuals employed by the Luck Academy, are considered the best in their respective fields.

This was no exception for Master So from the Eastern Empire.

“In the Western Kingdoms, the religion of the Twelve Gods protects the people, but in the Eastern Empire, there is no powerful deity. Instead, awakened individuals take one village or one mountain as their domain and protect it.”

“In the East, those who guard twin mountains are called Mountain Spirits, and to honour them, they build stone pagodas, symbols of religious devotion.”

“Building a stone pagoda is simply stacking stones to make it taller. Depending on the number of layers and height of the stacked stones, the Mountain Spirits pay more attention, so it is important to build many and tall stone pagodas.”

As expected, my initial thoughts from the entrance was correct.

“Your sincerity, which you must show to me, the examiner, is no different from what you must show to the Mountain Spirits.”

“Here in the test area on this mountain, Master So, despite his humble appearance, will evaluate your stone pagodas and determine whether you pass or fail.”

“Until the end of the exam, use as many stones as possible to build a tall stone pagoda.”


This test is about building stone towers.

And this test is…

“Of course, if the stone pagoda collapses or if a examinee becomes unable to continue the exam, they will be disqualified without exception.”

It’s easier to knock down someone else’s tower than to build your own diligently.

It’s the perfect test for trolls.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Trust Me and Follow


Before we begin the exam, we will use the detection equipment to assess your positions and start grading. Everyone, please take out your tickets and place them on your wrists.”

The tickets started to solidify, forming a metallic ring that wrapped around their wrists.

“This is your ticket watch, which will assist in assessing you. The ticket watch will send a distress signal to the nearest examiner if the wearer suffers fatal injuries during the exam.”

But relying solely on that could lead to unexpected deaths.

Just because it sends a distress signal doesn’t mean it saves my life.

Moreover, that watch has its flaws.

What if the hand or arm wearing the watch gets severed?

In that case, one might die without anyone even noticing.

“So, participants, please prioritize your safety, and if you feel that continuing the exam is too much, declare <Withdrawal> immediately.”

“As you all possess at least a Gold Ticket, even if you withdraw or fail this advanced exam, you can still participate in the lower-level exams.”

“Similarly, holders of Platinum Tickets can forfeit their Platinum privileges and instead take the final exam for the intermediate level.”

Wow, this is crazy.

They have these kinds of contingency measures?

Honestly, I’m surprised.

There have been times when I wondered about those characters who suddenly popped up from the lower ranks even after failing the exams. I never knew there was such a mechanism in place.

As someone who always passed the advanced exams with superior specs and extensive knowledge, I never knew about this feature.

“It’s strangely considerate of the information to become apparent now that it’s becoming reality.”

Master So’s voice conveyed the final warnings.

“This exam is designed to evaluate advanced students of the Luck Academy. While combat between participants is allowed, if there are any fatalities, severe penalties will be imposed on the examinee.”

“If excessive lethal actions are detected, examiners may revoke the examinee’s eligibility at their discretion, and please be informed that reapplication will be prohibited for up to three years.”

Honestly, it’s stating the obvious.

“Don’t put children in washing machines.”

“Don’t feed chocolate to dogs.”

“Don’t iron your thighs with an iron.”

Just trivial warnings.

But the atmosphere of this game is closer to the U.S. than Korea.

There’s a reason for such regulations—they’ve actually happened before.

“In sessions played in war settings, even unimaginable things can happen.”

Fortunately, looking at the participants, it doesn’t seem to be such a brutal generation.

If a war breaks out, characters who wouldn’t appear in the Academy entrance exam, such as the Northern Duchess, would be found missing and then later on there won’t be events like <Invasion of the Northern Duchy>, and since the Eastern Empire’s swordsman Xing participated, there won’t be <Invasion by the Eastern Empire>.

Checking major NPCs in the West, there won’t be <Western Rebellion>, and checking major NPCs in the South, there won’t be <Assault by the Southern Pirate King>. All sides are clean this round.

“Let’s begin the first Gate.”

In essence, it’s a session without major characters.

I just have to do well.

***

<1st Gate: Stone Tower Building Event>

Build as many stone towers as possible!

You have a time limit of 6 hours.

Building a tower isn’t that difficult, but whether you can protect your tower until the end of the exam is another story.

You’re free to challenge the 1st Gate in your own way, whether it’s defending your tower, destroying others’ towers, or secretly building one.

I think the entrance exam is a test of humanity.

There are people who enjoy seeing others fail more than succeeding themselves.

Succeeding is difficult and demanding.

Because you have to make an effort.

Destroying others is easy.

You can easily ruin something with violence.

Protecting those who make sincere efforts from such violence is the role of the law, but unfortunately, the entrance exam venue is beyond jurisdiction.

It’s a perfect place for trolls to thrive.

“It’s the Northern Duchess Irene!”

“That high-nosed lady rejected our faction’s invitation, right?”

“Let’s show her who’s boss.”

Named NPCs usually attract many enemies.

Northern Duchess Irene is particularly targeted because of her cold demeanour and haughty attitude.

As soon as Irene built her stone tower, disruptors appeared, throwing stones to obstruct her.

Thud, thud.

“Huh?”

“What?”

“T-the stones froze in mid-air?”

Monkey-human hybrid Son Ohchun exclaimed, “Oh!”

I grabbed his arm and dragged him.

“What are you standing there for? We need to run away quickly.”

“You’re quite cowardly, aren’t you, fearing even a mouse’s droppings? Aren’t you curious? Among this year’s prospective students, she might be the strongest.”

“The top three newcomers.”

Jezel pretended to know.

“From a young age, Irene, the Northern Princess who experienced wars with the Northern immigrants. Jaidas, the holy knight who gained fame in the Western Three Kingdoms. Hector, the son of the famous commander, Hedder, from the South.”

“Are they stronger than me?”

“I’m not sure about Son Ohchun’s skills, but none will be easy opponents.”

Oh, I didnt know.

“Hmm? Is it getting cold?”

“Oh, well. Look at the sky!”

Jezel belatedly noticed something was wrong.

The dew on the tree froze and turned into icicles.

The icicles fell and turned into ice spikes, lining up and attacking those who had attacked her wall.

“R-Run away!”

“We didn’t attack!”

“Don’t come this way, you crazy people!”

The provocateurs who dared to challenge Irene were unable to escape the inevitable attack of the ice spikes and fell one by one, bleeding profusely.

Those who hid among the crowd managed to avoid injury, but those caught in the commotion couldn’t stay still.

“Where did this crazy person come from?”


“We almost got eliminated!”

Even those who boasted confidently found themselves either pierced by ice spikes or on the verge of elimination due to attacks from others.

“It’s so cold.”

“Wait, did you block that with your body?”

Son Ohchun, perhaps because of his monkey-human ignorance, mostly deflected the spikes with a spear, but one spike he failed to block hit him directly.

While others worried about being pierced or getting frostbite around their wounds, he just had a thin layer of ice on his skin.

His resilience was truly commendable.

“What’s with that cloak?”

“It’s the Triumph of Civilization. It’s called a cold-resistance cloak, optimized to block cold-based attacks.”

“But using items to pass the test?”

“There’s no rule against using items.”

“It’s so unfair.”

Jezel and Son Ohchun bickered as they looked around.

“But where did the little mouse go?”

“Oknodie, are you there?”

“Here.”

I raised my head at the voice calling for me.

[Hid under tree roots to evade area attack.]

[Hidden Experience +3]

[Quick Movement Experience +1]

As I emerged from under the roots, they looked at me in amazement.

“She is like a mole-human.”

“Indeed. She was right next to us until just before the ice came flying, but when did she hide under there? Your hiding skills are truly excellent.”

“It’s all thanks to my usual training.”

It was worth diligently hiding here and there.

Indeed, the hiding function has the best cost-performance ratio.

It’ll never betray you if you invest in it.

“…You’re talking about your usual practice?”

“I’ve been hiding here and there often, preparing for times like this.”

“What do you mean by ‘times like this’?”

“Why are you asking such obvious questions? Like when there’s a magical bombing or when you’re being chased by killers?”

“So, are you saying that at the age of barely ten, you’ve accumulated experience in avoiding killers and magical bombings even during normal times?”

“Well, I’m not exactly ten years old, you know? You’d be surprised at how much older I am, sir.”

Originally, she was over twenty.

Her words seemed quite unbelievable, as she just muttered under her breath, and then Jezel touched her forehead with his hand.

“It seems there’s a lot I want to say to those servants and maids.”

“Why?”

“It’s nothing. Let’s just move to a safer place before we get attacked for no reason.”

Irene looked around with chilly eyes, as if daring anyone to challenge her further.

There was no one who wanted to stand out to her.

“Ugh. I guess I should give up on the challenge.”

By the way, at the top of the stone tower built by Irene, a stat stone appears with a 100% chance.

It’s an unusual guaranteed stat stone, but you can’t approach unless you are related to the Northern Region.

It’s madness to swagger around without a care in the world, confronting the new third-rank who can sweep away dozens of examinees alone.

“This is the territory occupied by our Western Mercenary Alliance. If you don’t want to get hurt, leave.”

“We’re not going to welcome some country bumpkin who can’t even announce themselves as nobles to the nobility alliance. Just keep moving.”

One by one, people who had been pushed aside by Irene occupied the other lands nearby.

Most alliances would give a warning if you spoke, but the few strong ones didn’t even bother.

“Is this guy really just a blockhead? Is he? Or not?”

“Argh, this guy’s insane!”

“Don’t run away, just stay still.”

A lunatic who wants to use perfectly healthy people as materials for stone towers.

“Once we knock them all down, there won’t be anyone to interfere.”

“Oh, please! We’re not interested in you!”

A belligerent spearman who attacks all the examines nearby.

Every single one of them was ruthless.

“Why bother climbing up the mountain to hurt your pride? The gathered ones seem formidable, and the ones apart seem like they want to stick together in the groups.”

Son Ohchun seemed uncomfortable riding the mountain.

He who was so aggressive that he even picked a fight with the senion examiner Michael, endured this far. It seems his pride was hurt dealing with the rest except for Irene’s wide-area attack.

“Don’t underestimate the advanced exam too much. If you can just hold your ground and build a stone tower anywhere, you are going to make to the academy.”


This event.

There’s a huge surprise event hidden.

“It was about five hours later, wasn’t it?”

Building stone towers on the rocky mountains.

Here, an avalanche occurs one hour before the end of the exam.



 
  
    Chapter 21: There are advance signs for a big Avalanche


Have you heard of Noah’s Ark?

In a world rampant with sin, Noah shouted, “God will judge this sinful world with a flood, so build an ark and take refuge.”

People ignored his warning, and it’s a truly sad story that Noah ended up getting cancer.

“Oknodie. Let’s stop here.”

“Mr. Jezel too. You’re weaker than a sickly girl like me?”

His face says all the sickly girls in the country have died.

With that kind of face, Jezel took another step forward.

“Little Rabbit, why do we have to climb this mountain?”

“Think about it. The exam venue is too spacious compared to the number of examiners. There must be a reason why the venue is so big.”

I’m really confused right now.

It’s a mix of Noah’s cancer and the agony of the minister who wants to shout ‘donkey’s ears!’

In this exam venue, no one is carrying a bigger burden of agony than me.

“The guys chasing us from behind don’t seem to have that kind of thinking, though?”

It’s been 2 hours since the start of the exam.

Participants showed three major behaviours.

“Indeed, we had to beat down those guys lounging at the bottom and drive them away.”

The <Majority Alliance> and the <Absolute Strong> types who settled at the foot of the mountain.

“Wow, these guys are stacking up.”

“What are these guys doing now?”

“Alright, we threw rocks and it crumbled, right? Angry, right? Want to fight, right? But we have more numbers and we’re stronger, right? Haha.”

“Oh, they’re getting on my nerves. Hey, let’s have a showdown!”

The <Minority Alliance> and <Troll Bait> types who openly engage in trolling.

“Hey, that guy with the squinted eyes. Wasn’t he the one who was bothering us yesterday with his dagger?”

“Let’s chase him.”

“Kid, even one of us is going far to find you. Well, no matter where you go, if you dare to mess with the Southern Seven Stars Union, you’re doomed to survive.”

The <Fugitive Group> trying to escape by hiding deep in the mountains or those who chased them to eliminate competitors, the <Tracker Group>.

People must be thinking like that.

But in this game, there’s a different type that people haven’t realized yet.

“Hey you crazy bastards! How far are you going to run!”

“Stop fighting and wash up!”

The <Mountaineer Group>, who are sincerely devoted to climbing to the point where the chasing tracker group falls behind.

They are the group that refers to the genius girl Oknodie and the two people with her.

“Little Rabbit, doesn’t it seem too shallow?”

“Humph. It’s because the old man is a water monsters and he is attracting aggro.”

“Come on, come on. If you keep your mouth open for too long, you’ll get tired first. Let’s fill our hunger with this.”

[Honey Butter Jerky has been collected in the Cooking Handbook.]

That old man is eating good stuff.

That’s why you should be friends with rich merchants!

[Spent a long time climbing while guarding against trackers.]

[Mountaineering experience +3]

[Endurance experience +2]

[Respiratory experience +2]

[Alertness experience +1]

Experience that grows steadily through arduous climbing.

If it weren’t for a month of training to raise my stats and skills, I wouldn’t have been able to avoid the tracker group, and instead panting and falling behind down there.

Those guys weaker than me, a sickly girl, should seriously reflect on themselves.

“It’s still early to build right away. Shall we wander around and explore the area while climbing the mountain?”

“You’re really relaxed. Little Rabbit, you’re not a rabbit, you’re a tyrannosaurus without fear.”

By the way, in this game, there are dinosaurs deep in the continent.

The Tyrannosaurus rips apart the Ogres.

***

As I wandered around the mountain, a group of pursuers, whose breath was heavily panting, blocked the path.

“Huff, huff, finally caught you, huff.”

“You, you bastards,”

“Really, go to hell…!”

These guys were on the verge of collapsing.

“So, what now? Shall we have a round?”

Son Ohchun, who showed no signs of exhaustion, asked, twirling his staff with one hand.

The guys who had appeared menacingly were taken aback by the threatening sound of the staff.

“Ha, are these guys really on the same Gold Ticket level as me? Isn’t this a scam?”

Honestly, even I can see that there’s a significant gap in skill.

Son Ohchun just had bad luck.

If it was not a test like Michael’s material collection test but something like a rock breaking test, his physical abilities would easily have earned him a Platinum Ticket even with the level difference.

Compared to that, the other examiners who weren’t senior had evaluation criteria and test levels that were quite manageable.

They probably just handed out Gold Tickets lightly.

“Don’t treat us the same!”

“Oh, there’s at least one with some spirit.”

Amidst the pursuers gasping for breath, a woman wearing goggles over her explorer hat scolded Son Ohchun and me.

“Our Esornia Expedition Team always had to accept outsiders because we lacked the manpower for long-term adventures.”

“And because of accidents caused by punks like you ,half of the members, including the leader, died in an important expedition.”

“After the team fell apart, the young ones were pushed to start a new life. Do you know how tragic that is?”

Is she a former member of the fallen expedition team?

For an extra, she has quite a solid backstory.

“It’s better to seek revenge than to carry the burden of responsibility. Just like how the punks and that water creature destroyed our expedition, this time, we’ll destroy punks like you!”

Well, the circumstances seem solid, but why are they going crazy on us?

“Why vent your anger at those who didn’t cause the trouble?”

“Those who caused the accident are already dead!”

“Then is it okay for innocent bystanders like this little rat to suffer because of someone else’s situation? Are you as foolish as those who ruined your lives?”

The monkey possesses both human appearance and animal senses.


So, it often delivers piercing remarks hitting the core.

Such straightforward language often stirs unpleasant emotions in humans who try to hide their weaknesses.

“Then who should we vent our anger on? Should we be pushed around by other people’s circumstances like you, who ruined your lives?”

Watching her cry like a child, I suddenly realized.

The Academy entrance exam condition is under 20 years old.

She may have been active as a member of the expedition team at a young age, but she’s still an immature child.

Physically mature but emotionally immature.

Physically immature but emotionally mature, unlike me.

“Get her.”

I tossed a rope.

The woman stood there blankly, not realizing the meaning.

Right after that, the ground started to shake.

With Oknodie’s sensitive body, she had already sensed the imminent earthquake, the precursor to the main tremor.

Then came the main quake, shaking the mountain and sweeping the scenery up and down.

Traces of animal habitat remained, but there were no animals.

All that was left was a rocky mountain covered in rocks and gravel.

For those who lacked attention, the real test, the first gate trap, and the true test was about to unfold without them even realizing it.

<Mountain Avalanche Event>

The first gate’s trap, an avalanche has occurred.

Now is not the time to guard the stone pagoda anymore.

First, let’s survive the avalanche!

Falling earth.

Collapsing mountains.

I tied ropes to the chosen safe terrain and gestured to Jezel and Son Ohchun.

Boom!

Rumble!

Underneath the rocky mountain, the landslide that grew larger as it went down swept away the foolish ones who relied only on strength and the number of their heads, as well as the exam candidates who lazily indulged.

The disaster that almost swept away the pursuers, the young blood of the <Esornia Expedition Team>, who followed behind us.

Thud.

Thud.

After the aftershocks passed, the rocky mountain finally calmed down.

The remnants of the Esornia Expedition Team, who barely survived by holding onto ropes, climbed up to the ridge with worn-out faces.

“This is crazy. These guys caused a landslide in the exam site. It was instant death if one got swept away!”

“It’s the world’s best academy. The exam selects only the most outstanding talents. Isn’t it more pure to believe that they would only build stone pagodas?”

“Are you kidding me?! Our leader was also caught in the landslide…!”

The leader, who was about to protest with a face covered in mud, caught my gaze.

[Rescued people in the landslide and earthquake while not letting go of the rope.]

[Endurance Experience +10]

[Ingenuity Experience +5]

[Survival Combat Experience +1]

Oops.

There are too many people hanging onto the ropes, and blood is flowing from their hands.

“You, were you holding onto the rope until it got to that point?”

The pupils of the young female leader, a former member of an expedition team and current leader of a group of exam candidates, trembled roughly.

“Even though I said terrible things. You must have wanted to eliminate us because you couldn’t stand to see us. Why?”

There are many reasons.

Characters with special circumstances are highly likely to be the main characters of that episode.

Even if they fail the academy exam, they may reappear as villains in the future.

It’s futile to kill the seeds of villains just because they will become villains later.

Didn’t this woman already say it?

They are the “youngsters” of the Esornia Expedition Team.

Outside, there are the “oldsters” of the adventure party.

They also harbour resentment towards humans with children and demi-humans.


Yet they still cherish their young comrades.

If they hear news of these humans’ deaths, is there a possibility they won’t become villains?

“I just did it because I could.”

It’s too bothersome to explain everything in detail.

As I vaguely explained, the young leader’s face turned red with embarrassment.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Feeling Unjust


The girl and her companions were deeply moved.

To think they were determined to eliminate them from the competition and even insulted them during the pursuit, yet they ended up being rescued from landslides and earthquakes.

“You, were you holding onto that rope until it got to that point?”

Isabel, the young leader leading the young blood of the Esornia Expedition Team.

She felt gratitude and shame towards the child, who was barely as big as her own chest.

“I said some harsh things. I even wanted to eliminate you because I couldn’t stand the sight of you. Why on earth did you do it?”

“Just because. Because I could.”

It was a pure kindness without any ulterior motives.

Does there need to be a reason for humans to help each other?

The purity of not expecting anything in return!

In a world of “little adults” where there are no “children” who are put to work at the age of seven, it was an unassuming innocence that couldn’t be called a privilege of a child.

“Is this what they call a spirit in folklore?”

A spirit grown up in a bountiful forest, untainted by the harsh human society.

Selfish humans raised in a harsh society.

Every adventurer hears stories of spirits and humans at some point.

And they start to dream.

They want to live the life of a spirit rather than a human.

Instead of living a selfish life in a closed village or region, they want to wander through vast unknown worlds, embracing the purity of spirits without being tied to anything.

“Even the leader was like that child.”

Isabel overlaid the image of the deceased leader smiling innocently like a child onto the child.

The leader, who smiled innocently, unlike an adult, seemed to be like that.

Even the rough-faced youngsters welcomed newcomers to the team and taught them how to pursue purity.

“We lost.”

“As participants, as adults, and as adventurers, we failed miserably.”

“Do we really have to do that to get into the world’s best academy?”

As Isabel’s eyes lost their venom, those who followed her let out a sigh.

“Sorry, Isabel. We’re going to quit.”

“Is that so? Even you…”

As they expressed their intention to withdraw, the participants’ ticket clocks lit up in red, indicating “Retire,” one after another.<Gold Ticket Holder>

<State – Retire>

<Reason – Withdrawal>

What dignity is there in being alone?

When she tried to withdraw, she was stopped by those who had already withdrawn.

“Wait. You can’t do that.”

“Why? You’re all withdrawing anyway, so what am I supposed to do alone? Isn’t that selfish to leave me alone? Isn’t a team supposed to be together?”

“Isabel, we just came along because we were worried about you. We never really intended to enter the academy. We knew we lacked the skill. We were just tagalongs who managed to survive thanks to the leader. It’s different from following someone like you, Isabel.”

“Are you saying I was the only one sincere about being in the team?!”

“That’s not what we meant. We were just rookies or assistants with no experience in the team. We were just barely saved by the leader. We’ve never been like you, Isabel.”

“Didn’t we almost die because we missed the rope earlier?”

Only then did Isabel realize the true intentions of her comrades.

In a state of exhaustion that was hard to contain.

It was impossible to pass through the next gate with a body full of fatigue.

“We appreciate you saving us up to our share of tickets, but I’m afraid this is as far as we can go.”

“We’re sorry, Isabel.”

“This is cowardly. Leaving me alone when everyone else is leaving, isn’t that selfish? Wasn’t a team supposed to always be together?”

Isabel lamented, tears streaming down her face.

Instead of responding to her plea, her comrades bowed their heads towards Oknodie and Jezel , and Son Ohchun .

“We’re sorry for causing trouble. We sincerely apologize. We won’t ask for forgiveness since there were reasons behind it. But still, won’t you forgive us, just like our leader? We believe it will be helpful if you accept the leader.”

“Yes. If it wasn’t for Isabel, we would have never gotten the golden ticket. If the leader accepts, it will surely be beneficial.”

Jezel looked at Oknodie, asking what to do.

Oknodie realized the avalanche.

They were saved by her.

Now, the only person who could decide whether to ask for forgiveness and receive it was Oknodie.

The girl asked.

“Do you know how to cook?”

Everyone was bewildered by the question.

Why would she ask if someone knew how to cook for the academy entrance exam?

“Adventurers must be able to supply themselves locally. If they can’t distinguish edible ingredients and cook on the spot, they might die from poisoning or illness.”

“Then you pass.”

Laughingly, the girl, Oknodie, answered.

As she reached out her hand, hesitating whether to hold the hand covered in wounds, Oknodie’s small hand grabbed hers firmly.

The adventurers thought.

She was just looking for an excuse.

She just needed an excuse to take her in.

“It’s truly moving.”

“Our adventure wasn’t in vain.”

“If Pureness itself is not a spirit, what else could be a spirit?”

“Right. That child is a spirit.”

“Since we’ve encountered a spirit, there’s no room for doubt.”

Various praises for the pure person poured onto Oknodie.

Isabel, who held the small but strong hand.

The pure smile she had long forgotten after the leader’s death came to mind.

“Indeed, spirits understand each other.”

The adventurers chuckled.

Isabel may not know, but she was a small spirit of the adventurers.

There were quite a few who accompanied her, missing the pure smile she used to make while following the leader.

How sad Isabel was when she lost her smile.

Yet she found laughter again.

It was good news for the old adventurers who couldn’t challenge the academy due to age restrictions.


“You did well to come for the exam.”

“That’s right.”

The young members of the Esornia Expedition Team, preserving their own small realizations and returning.

The first gate examiner, smiled kindly as he watched them from a distance.

“The enlightened ones learn from defeat, so the future of the Esornia Expedition Team seems bright.”

Thirty minutes later, clear chimes resounded throughout the crumbling rocky mountains.

It was time for the first gate evaluation of the entrance exam.

***

[Passed the landslide event.]

[Wisely handled the impending disaster.]

[Intuition function unlocked as a reward.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Intuition experience +1]

Intuitive warnings are important.

Even unconsciously, one realizes dangers that are not consciously understood.

By paying attention to the unconscious warnings, one can easily overcome daunting factors like landslides.

“Luck was on my side. To think I’d even find a cook this way.”

Cooking isn’t my main profession, but whatever.

As long as I have cook.

If she can handle ingredient procurement and cooking well, then she is a Tier 1 support ally.

“Among the 500 examinees for this first gate, 315 casualties and withdrawals were recorded. Therefore, the remaining candidates for the second gate are 185.”

Those who were arrogant or careless in their skills and underestimated the danger were eliminated in large numbers.

Of course, the named NPCs had dirt-covered faces and torn clothes, indicating they had experienced a rough time in the landslide, but they all managed to survive and pass.

“I would like to say this to all of you.”

Master So struck a warning bell against the careless attitudes of the candidates with a kind face.

“Merely praying for salvation. This is not fitting for those who dream of being the best in the world.”

“You should not become a closed loop, offering your life and wishes to the many ancestors and spirits of the small village or mountain.”

“The Little Monk left the Eastern Empire and set foot in the center of Western education for the same reason.”

Master So’s exam.

It wasn’t a test of stacking hopes like building a stone tower.

What he hoped for was not dependence but independence.

His test was a test of autonomy.

The talent that Luck Academy seeks fitting for the world’s best educational institution is born from individuality that shines with brilliant talent.

“The first step in polishing the gem of brilliant talent begins with embracing individuality. Most of you may have failed in that proof, but you didn’t fall in the trials.”

“Not dying leads to opportunities. Today’s failure can transform into tomorrow’s success. So, you must prove yourselves in the next gate. Prove that you have the qualifications to enter the world’s best Luck Academy.”

Just from the comments, it wouldn’t have been strange to have a mass disqualification, but the lenient Master So gave them another chance.

He showed mercy to the candidates who had survived in the harsh variables of avalanche and earthquakes.

“Of course, there are exceptions.”

So far, this was the examination evaluation that I remembered.

As I was preparing to move to the next gate, strange lights flew around me.

The subordinates following the examiners began to aim a giant light generator with magic lights at me.

“This child, despite being the youngest examinee this time, recognized the signs of the avalanche and wisely avoided danger, settling in a flat area beyond the mountains.”

“Huh? Me?”

“This child’s name is Oknodie! She is the top candidate who passed the first gate this time.”

Doubtful gazes poured in from all directions.

I had only prepared to lower the probability of disqualification (60%) or serious injury (30%) by recognizing the signs of the avalanche.

In the game, it was like receiving a bonus attached to events such as “[Avoided serious injury (9.9%)]” or “[The entire group avoided serious injury (0.1%)]”.

“A talent praised by the examiner. Quite intriguing.”

“Oh my, what a cute child.”

Characters with positive tendencies.

“That little brat surpassed me and became the top candidate?”

“It wasn’t just the someone of a mediocre lower noble family. Sigh. It’s annoying.”

Characters with neutral tendencies.

“She looks like she might break if you poke her.”

“Hehe. It’s about time to change my pet.”

Even characters with malicious tendencies.

All supporting characters paid attention to me.

How would it feel to go to a play and lock eyes with the actors, then be dragged onto the stage against your will, like a nerd?

In a game, I would have shown off my huge build and muscles, saying, “What are you looking at, punks?” But it’s impossible with my petite height of just over 130cm and a female body.

Above all, this is not a game but reality.

It would be unreasonable for a nerd to have such audacity.


“D-don’t look…”

I hid behind Jezel’s legs, avoiding the gazes.

Sighs could be heard from all around.

Was it because of embarrassment?

The gazes felt even more intense on my skin.



 
  
    Chapter 23: Everything was Fine


Cute. 

As they watched the embarrassed Oknodie, the examinees felt their hearts healing, but also felt puzzled.

If its the’s a big monkey-like guy, it’s understandable, or even the female adventurer who is her companion or the man with beard who doesn’t seem particularly strong.

If it’s not favouritism, how could such a small kid become the top scorer?

“I will grant privileges to Oknodie, who passed the first gate as the top scorer. This privilege allows her to skip the subsequent gates and immediately pass the entrance exam.”

Envious glances poured in from all directions.

“Congratulations.”

“You’re lucky, little girl.”

“Hurry up and accept it. You deserve to pass.”

Jezel, Son Ohchun, and Isabel.

Everyone congratulated her.

Even the examiner, Master So, was waiting for her to use the privilege.

Such expectations.

Oknodie lightly declined.

“No, thank you.”

“You mean you won’t use the privilege?”

“If I use it, then only I will pass.”

“The privilege of immediate admission is granted only to the top scorer.”

“I won’t abandon my comrades.”

There was a gleam of admiration in the eyes of her comrades.

“That’s childish.”

“But noble.”

“That’s what makes it more pure.”

The examinees each commented on her decision.

Some criticized, some praised, and some were puzzled.

But everyone agreed on one thing.

This kid is pure.

No one could deny that.

That’s why the shock of the following statement was even greater.

“If I’m abandoned, then so be it.”

***

Graduate from the Luck Academy.

In this game, NPCs have an favourability function.

It’s not just an entertainment function attached to extras like the previous straw hat kid.

Each main character has their own favourability parameters.

There is favourability even for friends who always stick together, for colleagues who join forces on assignments.

“I’m sure if I raise the favourability to a certain level, the companion system will be unlocked, right?”

The problem lies in this damn favourability.

Dungeons are usually long and difficult.

Favourability decreases for various reasons: choosing dungeons with difficulties not suitable for party members, encountering disliked monsters, experiencing negative events, or having poor synergy among comrades.

If it decreases below a certain threshold?

Even if you’ve been diligently building favourability and entering dungeons together like close friends, you might end up fighting fiercely and parting ways when you leave.

Sometimes it goes beyond just parting ways and reaches hostility.

So, no matter how much I want to be together, my comrades sometimes betray me.


	You’re not my friend anymore.

	Don’t call me again.

	If you catch my eye again, I won’t let it slide.

	You’re boring.

	Your muscles are too big. It’s overwhelming.

	Your size makes you fall into all the weight traps in the dungeon! Don’t even dream of going to the dungeon together again!



Ah, just recalling it hurts.

But somehow, the way my comrades look now contains the shock I felt during the muscle-bound days.

“Oknodie Why do you think we would abandon you?”

“You little brat… Saying such uncomfortable things. I can understand why the employer is concerned.”

“Why do you speak as if being abandoned feels familiar? At such a young age.”

Ah. These people don’t know that this is a game world based on a game motif, do they?

It’s hard to explain the favourability function.

“Just because, that’s how it’s been.”

Just like how chicken is tasty and stat stones are beneficial, it’s natural for comrades to part ways.

It’s unavoidable that I don’t have words to answer when asked for a reason.

“Hmm…”

 Master So sighed heavily.

“Please don’t misunderstand. What we gave you was not a punishment but a reward, and no one here will force you to take the entrance exam without your comrades if you don’t want to.”

[Passed the first gate event as the top scorer.]

[Did not use the top scorer privilege <Immediate Admission> given as a reward.]

Because of such the exam continued.

“How unlucky.”

“What’s that? Comradeship?”

“She is just a naive kid.”

The resentment, jealousy, and grumbling didn’t stop.

“Ah, I’m hungry. Don’t they give us food during the test?”

“We have plenty of dried fish.”

“Give me that then.”

The gluttonous monkey scratching its stomach without regard for others, making noise and demanding food.

“Hey, Little Mouse. Are you going to eat one too?”

“As long as you are not arrogant.”

[Consumed a <Honey Butter Beef Jerky>.]

[Consumption count increased (2/1000).]

It’s a rule not to eat the same dish twice, but maybe I’ll make an exception for today.

“It’s a good team.”

“With this Little Mouse? Me?”

“With this noisy guy? Me?”

“Are you envious of how good we look? That’s what the leader and veteran seniors of the Esornia Expedition team used to say.”

Isabel’s said leader was dead.

I don’t particularly want to get close to this monkey-like guy. 


But if the cook we rarely see is comforted by seeing us getting along well, then…

“In fact, we are close. I think Son is reliable because he’s strong and tall.”

“Oh. Were you looking at me with those eyes? You know how to make quite clever remarks Little Mouse.”

“It’s a lie. Go die.”

I felt choked up and started bickering again at the sight of him puffing up after being slightly praised.

***

She’s a thoughtful child.

Even though she herself has had an unfortunate past, she’s considerate of an adult who’s a few years older than her.

Isabel thought.

Even if it’s not because because of her being a lifesaver, she wanted to stay by this child’s side.

“Although I’ve seen a lot of dirty and disgusting things, truly shining people don’t yield to their environment.”

There are jewels that shine even in the mud puddle.

Most of them have their light dimmed by the greed of those around them, and someday even the faint light fades away.

If you’re lucky, those who notice the light will pick up the jewel, polish it clean, and carefully carve it to shine even brighter.

“For a monkey, he is very considerate.”

Son Ocheon, a monkey.

He acts indifferent, but his actions to erase the voices that dirty the child’s ears are clearly visible.

The man named Jezel is the same.

While the child’s mind is focused on the monkey, he stares coldly at those who speak dirty words, not letting them even whimper.

Good child and good adults.

In times like these, they’re an uncommon team.

“Adults who appreciate gratitude are rare.”

Society teaches desire and selfishness.

It makes you feel that you can’t survive without desiring more and being more selfishly ruthless.

Even after experiencing such times, they haven’t forgotten purity.

If they can accept the pure heart of a child who just wants to be with her comrades.

They are a great adult.

Jizel and Son Ohchun are both great.

“When I have time, I’ll cook for you.”

“Oh, really?”

“It’s a adventurer’s cuisine. Looking forward to it.”

“Can we place orders too?”

“If I have the ingredients.”

Perhaps that’s why Isabel also began to feel ambitious.

The ambition to become a good adult.

“Do you dislike vegetarian dishes?”

“I eat anything well.”

“That’s fortunate.”

A forested area unfolds along the path to the second checkpoint.

The conspicuous ingredients are all vegetables.

***

Just like before the first gate, the unique scenery along the path to the exam venue was a hint for the upcoming test. 

This time, the conspicuous feature was the forest.

However, unlike the rocky mountains ravaged by the recent avalanche, there were no signs of the forest being affected by it; it remained pristine.

But it wasn’t just any forest.

The speculated exam scenarios were all dreadful.

Wilderness survival.

Hunting showdown.

Forest escape.

The commonality among the three scenarios was the dense forest.

And that was the most important clue.

Why—

Thunk!

A creature flew crookedly past, beside the outstretched hand.

Damn bloodsucker.

There was a mosquito.

“Little Mouse, do you think you can catch it with your slow hands?”

With hands spread wide like pot lids, Son Ohchun swung his hand fiercely.

What, did I miss it?

I was about to comment on the mosquito that escaped my palm when I was startled.

Splish

The mosquito weakly fell onto the nearby bushes.

“What was that just now?”

“If you clap quickly, mosquitoes faint.”

“Amazing.”

My fondness for Son Ohchun grew.

I could even offer him a taste of candy right now.

“Do you want some?”

“Oh, candy? Sure.”

Carefully, I opened the candy bag and placed a piece on his large palm.

The size difference was so extreme that it looked ridiculous.

Crunch, crunch

As soon as he put the candy in his mouth, the sound of him crunching it echoed mercilessly.

Rather than savouring the taste on his palate, he seemed to enjoy chewing and breaking things with his teeth.

Eating candy was definitely not his thing.

‘He’s indeed a difficult one to please.’

Candy should be rolled around inside the mouth.

As I grumbled inwardly and fiddled with the candy, the monkey suddenly spat it out with a “thoo”.

Thunk

Snap


The candy hit the tree and split in half.

“Ouch, what are you doing!”

“And what about you, carrying around poisonous candy?”

“I’m perfectly fine.”

Once again, the surrounding gazes turned accusingly.



 
  
    Chapter 24: Major Events at the Second Gate


Oknodie, who had eaten the poisoned candy.

She looked fine.

That was the problem.

“Give me one too.”

Isabel, just to test it out, melted a piece of candy in her mouth and spat it out with a “ptoo”.

After throwing away the candy in her hand, she spoke with a serious expression, lowering her voice.

“These candies contain hallucinogenic substances.”

Jezel, also tasting a few out of curiosity, spoke with a hardened expression.

“Some of them can cause respiratory distress and paralysis. Each candy has different toxic components depending on its color.”

“Hey, are these really okay? These candies seem suspicious no matter how you look at them.”

The tingling sensation still lingered at the tip of Son Ohchun’s tongue.

If a child with a weak body had eaten such candies, wouldn’t they have felt burdensome and painful?

“My candies! Why did you take them and throw them away when you’re not even going to eat them?”

Oknodie shouted angrily, tying the candy pouch tightly and narrowing her eyes into triangles.

“Hey, who gave you those?”

“The maid gave them to me. She told me to cherish them.”

And you smashed them without even eating them.

No one felt remorse under such accusing gazes.

The one who should feel remorse is not them, but the maid who handed out these candies.

“Should I kill them?”

“Stop it, Son Ohchun That’s not how we solve this issue.”

“Employer, haven’t you been trying various ways to save this child?”

“The maid is just an executor. There must be someone giving orders. Without negotiating directly with the family who raised Oknodie, there will be no end to this.”

“I’m so angry. I haven’t genuinely wanted to kill someone in a long time.”

Son Ohchun’s eyes flickered yellow with anger.

“Do we need to snatch that candy pouch?”

“There’s no need for that.”

Isabel presented her knowledge as an adventurer.

“This child has a tolerance to poison. Judging from her reaction, she must have been fine despite eating these candies.”

“Poison tolerance isn’t universal.”

“If you take antidotes that can detoxify poisons without burdening the body, it’s fine. Even specialized poison adventurers do that.”

Jezel’s expression softened slightly.

“But it’s still quite dangerous.”

“Are you telling us to be reassured, or to be wary?”

“What were the colors of the candies?”

When Jezel looked at the pouch, Oknodie hid it inside her pocket, not revealing it.

“…Are you going to interrogate us?”

Momentarily flustered by her wild animal-like reaction.

Isabel turned to Son Ohchun.

Son Ohchun, who had seen inside the pouch, frowned as he recalled.

“There were quite a few. More than ten types.”

“Usually, poison tolerance training starts from weak poisons to strong ones. So, we should consider all the weaker poisons in there to be taken after the training.”

“…How strong were those?”

“We can count more than forty types of weak poisons alone. Even if you develop tolerance to one per day, it would take 40 days. Usually, it would take about 40 weeks, which is 10 months, to go through the training process.”

“Is it really that long?”

Even if it’s once a week, it’s easily six years if you take poison regularly.

Considering that she’s only around 10 years old, she must have been taking poison since she was about four years old.

A shocking calculation.

Ignoring everyone’s shock, Oknodie urged impatiently in a blunt tone.

“Other examinees are passing by. How long are you going to stay there?”

Isabel wanted to ask.

How on earth could she maintain such a bright voice after going through such experiences?

***

Suddenly, she felt mischievous.

“Uncle Ohchun, carry me.”

“What? Where are you going with your feet?”

“I’m too weak to use my strength.”

“…Weak? What? Are all the patients in the country dead?”

Son Ohchun stared at her with a face as if to say, “Have all the patients in the country died?”

Hmph.

It’s useless even if you look at me like that.

This isn’t an easy prank.

Someone might have stayed behind for you—mostly the chef, but still.

They’ve smashed candies.

They’re falling behind in the procession.

He couldn’t even imagine how angry I was.

He must have noticed my determined gaze to eat.

Son Ohchun clicked his tongue and carried me on his back, sticking out his tongue.

“Come on, you little brat. Let me show you the height of an adult who can’t see small things like you.”

“Once again, you’re annoying.”

As I clung on, grumbling, my sight broadened significantly.

It wasn’t just about reclaiming my original perspective, but it genuinely felt like the world was expanding.

“Oopsie.”

“Croaky.”

Until the branches and leaves at eye level smacked me hard in the face.

“Let me down, let me down!”

“Each to their own fate. Endure it with grit and determination.”

Until we reached the second gate exam site, I endured being smacked in the face by branches and leaves.

***


Master Myung So escorted the examinees to the second gate and then headed into the staff cafeteria.

“All right, attention!”

The second examiner, who appeared in place of Master Myung So.

She was a ranger wearing a cape, cloak, and a leather Armor that accentuated her figure.

“What’s with the voice?”

“It’s completely husky.”

“The ranger mask covering the nose is cool too.”

The evaluations from the examinees were overwhelmingly positive!

But for me, an old player, it was the worst!

“Ugh. I really got stuck with someone I don’t like.”

The adversary I least wanted to encounter in the entrance exam was here.

“Second gate examiner Minerva.”

“Minerva, you’re so cool!”

“Not good. You’ll end up hating me soon.”

“?!”

“The theme of this exam is a combination of ‘Search’ and ‘Endurance Marathon.’ It’s a test where you have to reach the exit while moving through the forest. Completing intermediate tasks along the way will earn you extra points, and the top scorer will be granted immediate admission privileges.”

Just listening made it sound like a tough test.

But that’s not all.

“First gate examiner Myung So tends to be lenient towards examinees. But not me. 50 points. Anyone with less than 50 points in this gate will fail.”

“Furthermore, this second gate procession will not stop moving towards the exit even while examinees are performing intermediate tasks.”

The faces of the examinees turned pale as they finally realized the seriousness of the situation.

“So, while moving towards the exit, we also have to perform intermediate tasks and even catch up to the examiner’s procession to join the ranks.”

“That’s right. You’re good at summarizing. Give me your name.”

“I’m Rockwell, an Adventurer of the Iron Plate class.”

“Plus 1 point.”

“Thank you!”

“Also, keep in mind that you can tear up another examinee’s ticket watch to steal their points.”

The examinee who had just received extra points burst into tears.

Looks like they’ve realized the gravity of the situation.

This is one of the reasons why Minerva is referred to as ‘Hate-nerva’ or ‘Sado-nerva’

Even the nicknames NPCs give her are quite formidable.

A vicious examiner.

A Sadistic Ranger.

Mass Disqualification Course.

Hell Difficulty Gate.

Examiner Minerva is a nightmare among the top three worst examiners that examinees might encounter in entrance exams.

“I should have secured immediate admission…”

Regret won’t help now.

The exam has already begun.

“Then let’s start moving now.”

“Oh, Examiner! What about the meal?!”

“Considering the examinee’s health, such thoughtful examinee. Give me your name.”

“Michelle here!”

“I’ll give you a bonus point.”

The more bonus points you receive, the more likely you are to fall prey to the surrounding prey-like exam.

Knowing this and still distributing points, that person is truly a proper villain.

“This examiner has already finished her meal while the examinees were taking the exam. So, there’s no need to worry.”

“Well, it’s not that… Hehe. What about us?”

“Why should the examiner care about that?”

“Excuse me?”

“You are going into the forest.”

“Yes.”

“There’s plenty to eat in the forest.”

“Yes?”

“Figure it out on the move.”

Even the charismatic Eastern swordsman Xing and the formidable firepower showing, the Northern Princess Irene’s expression froze.

“When does the exam start?”

“Right now.”

“What?!”

“We are now commencing the second gate exam. Note that the examiner does not take responsibility for missing persons who lose their ticket watches, and a hefty penalty is imposed on examinees who commit murder. That is all. The second gate exam begins.”

“Oh, hurry!!”

The forest was filled with roots and vines growing haphazardly, dense bushes and branches growing at eye level, and a gloomy forest even blocking out the sunlight.

The second gate, where the worst field, the worst gate, and the worst examiner overlapped, had begun.

“Do you want to keep riding on my shoulders?”

“No, thank you!”

Trying to use me as a substitute helmet!

Examinees quickly followed the examiner’s footsteps, stepping into the forest.

“We must perform auxiliary tasks while moving toward the exit. If we deviate to perform a task, we must catch up with the main group.”

“An annoying exam.”

“But that’s not all. Those who have earned points will become the prime targets of those who seek points.”

Isabel clicked her tongue.

“Stealing points?”

“Just running won’t guarantee how many points you’ll get. If you try to gain points by deviating, you’ll get farther from the main group, and if you take risks, enemies will attack.”

Deviation is always a loss.

An exam where risks must be taken.

If you don’t take any risks, you might be eliminated due to a lack of points.

“We also have to make a decision.”

Whether to become point-hunters who take risks or become prey for the point-hunters.

A dangerous exam begins where point-hunters and task-hunters hunters coexist.

“Oh, dear. Are you worried too, Oknodie?”

You’re mistaken, Miss Isabel.

That’s not the concern here.


“Isabel.”

“Huh? Am I giving the shoulder ride now? Not that I mind.”

“Do you happen to have insect repellent spray?”

It doesn’t matter who carries who.

Repelling mosquitoes is a serious matter.



 
  
    Chapter 25: Someone who breaks common sense


She’s a little girl with no real sense of tension.

Between score farming or score hunting, amidst tasks like supplying rations and tracking test tubes, she still manages to excel in everything.

Yet facing a gate of extremely high difficulty that demands tremendous multitasking, she’s worrying about bugs.

“Aren’t you scared? bugs, I mean.”

“Me? Why would I be?”

A mischievous smirk appeared on the puzzled face of Oknodie.

“Oh~ Miss Jezel, are you really scared? Scared of running in the forest? Coward~ Scaredy-cat~ Too weak… tsk!”

“I’ll just get stung by bees and have a good night’s sleep.”

Though his hand moved before he realized it, there wasn’t much resentment in his heart.

He realized his tension had eased without him even noticing.

She’s truly a mature child.

She releases tension by considering adults first.

Perhaps she just wanted to tease, but she might have wanted to boost him up as well.

Either way, she has no fear.

No wonder she was the top scorer in the first gate.

“I don’t know if she should like that… but…”

The basis of her confidence is her ability.

Her skills are derived from the ‘early education’ of a noble family akin to child abuse.

Feeding her hundreds of kinds of poison, teaching her to evade attacks and hide in the forest, she’s devoid of common sense regarding a child’s life, a human’s life, or a noble’s life.

Yet she retains innocence, which makes others’ hearts ache even more.

Taking her as a team member to tackle exams actually feels empowering.

“Even though I’ve never personally taken the exam but have only sold tickets, I roughly understand.”

The advanced exam is a ruthless gate where even Gold Ticket holders get swept away.

Other examinees would find it several times more challenging than Oknodie.

“Ugh, the injury I got at the first gate.”

“It’s dark. I missed the group!”

As some groups gradually fall behind, others confidently synchronize with the tasks.

“The problem lies with them.”

About 30 trailing groups and 30 leading groups among the 185 examinees.

Between them are the middle groups, totaling 100.

25 examinees remain, with dropout groups emerging aiming for food supply or support task scores.

“Aren’t they worried about becoming prey?”

“Surely they’re confident. Perhaps they have reliable comrades or they believe in their own skills.”

As Isabel and Son Ohchun said.

If it’s about food supply then  they can’t aim for points.

“Then let’s go too!”

“…Did you hear what we were talking about just now?”

Are you not worried about becoming prey?

“You’re not confident?”

After all, she’s a young lady trained in assassination.

Would she be afraid of such an exam?

It’s absurd for someone to follow her to help if they can’t handle it themselves.

“I was just worried about the little girl.”

“Good for you. I hate mosquitoes, but the sooner we finish, the fewer times we’ll be bitten. Let’s go do the support tasks first!”

Following the confident young lady, Isabel awkwardly smiles, saying she can’t let her be outdone, and Son Ohchun follows suit with gusto.

There was no shadow of doubt on Jezel’s face as he followed them. 

No wonder, considering his own confidence.

***

Supporting characters have personalities.

Seems like an obvious thought, but it’s from the game “Graduate from the Luck Academy”.

Cautious characters always look for a staff when they come across a stepping stone.

Reckless characters run across it first and then see if it breaks.

Malicious characters, well, they might break it first before crossing.

“The problem lies with those malicious characters.”

In this exam, it might seem like anyone can attempt the support tasks, but those who actually try will soon realize.

The fact that malicious characters will find a way to cause trouble.

<First come, first served, 10 people>

<Capture a white-tailed mongoose and submit it to base camp.>

If you’re late, there’s no broth for you.

One person might convert a white-tailed mongoose into 10 points or only find their share of mongooses and kill the rest so others cant before moving on.

Fortunately, there was still some room before such trouble erupted.

“Did everyone see the signposts?”

“We are instructors staying at this base camp. We’ll award 10 points each to the first 10 individuals who catch a white-tailed mongoose.”

“The method of calculation is simple. As soon as us instructors receive the white-tailed mongoose, we’ll assign points to the submitter’s ticket.”

As soon as the instructors finished their explanation, the candidates from the dissenting group sprang into action.

“What’s a white-tailed mongoose?”

“Don’t adventurers need to know about animals?”

“I have no idea. Those kinds of creatures never lived in the forest where I grew up.”

Isabel explained with a dismayed expression on her face in response to Son Ohchun’s words.

“They’re creatures that look like a mix of a squirrel and a mouse. Although they’re fierce enough to even catch venomous snakes, they usually live in groups to avoid being eaten by monsters.”

“Are they strong?”

“If you’re asking whether they’re strong compared to primates over 2 meters tall, they’re probably quite weak, right? These guys are small species, less than 1 meter.”

“That’s disappointing.”

“But isn’t it too early to be disappointed? These mongoose fellows are incredibly agile. Especially the white-tailed mongoose, it’s even a leader among mongooses and not easy to catch.”

Hmm, she is part of adventurers after all!

This a not a wrong explanation.

“Oh, are those the creatures they’re catching, mongooses?”

“Yes.”

Just then, one of the candidates caught a mongoose that happened to be climbing a nearby tree.


“Yikes!”

“Haha, weakling. Insignificant, you little creature!”

The candidate grabbed the mongoose and slammed it against the tree with his hands, knocking it unconscious.

He looked visibly disappointed as he examined the mongoose’s tail.

“Shoot. Useless.”

Swish!

I rushed forward and caught the thrown mongoose.

“Huh? You wasted your effort, kid. That’s a brown-tailed mongoose.”

“I know!”

“Why bother catching one that’s not even white-tailed? Wait a minute… weren’t you the top scorer?”

The candidate who had hunted brown-tailed mongoose looked at me with suspicious eyes.

Oh no, did I give away my cover?

While contemplating how to handle the situation, Son Ohchun confidently spoke, placing his hand on my head.

“Our little mouse ball is in its prime growing stage, you know. She will eat anything meaty, right?”

“What. Labelling me as a glutton!”

“Wasn’t there someone who finished a hundred dishes from the buffet in just ten days?”

“Ugh. Well, there were only ten days, so what could I do!”

The candidates said.

“A glutton.”

“A big eater.”

“Not a food fighter?”

“You’re going to gain weight. That’s definitely going to make you fat.”

Wait, did you guys even contribute anything to my food collection?

You’re making a fuss without even filling out a single dish.

“So, did you really catch it to eat?”

As the disinterested candidates began to disperse, I answered while keeping an eye on the surroundings.

“I didn’t plan to eat it, but it wouldn’t hurt to catch a few extra for consumption while submitting for the exam as well.”

“Ah, our little lady must have something in mind.”

“Please catch more first. If we’re going to use them as meals, we might as well catch plenty, maybe around eight?”

While wild mongooses might serve as predators against small woodland animals, they are no match for humans with greatly boosted abilities when it comes to evading them.

In no time, eight mongooses were caught, either dead or unconscious.

“If it’s cooking, I can handle it, but even so, eight is too many, isn’t it?”

“Don’t worry, Isabel. Half of them were caught for the exam.”

“For the exam? But they’re not white-tailed.”

“If they’re not white-tailed, we can just make them white.”

“Is that even allowed?!”

“Is there anything you can’t do? Son Ocheon, could you please break this tree bark with your spear?”

Son Ohchun exerted a slight force, causing white sap to ooze out from the broken bark.

“Wow. Are you a genius?”

“I felt your wit during the ticket exam as well. Impressive, Oknodie.”

“Our little mouse ball is quite cunning.”

After painting the brown-tailed mongooses with plenty of sap to make them white, we submitted it and the instructors looked at each other with bewildered eyes.

“Do we accept these as white-tailed mongooses?”

“It’s not for us to judge. We’ll have to ask directly.”

Second Gate Examiner Minerva.

As someone with the Ranger class, she highly values agility and adaptability in the wild.

The result was obvious.

“The examiner liked your clever attempt. You all pass. Each receives 10 points.”

“Heh heh.”

“Well done, Little Mouse Ball!”

“You pulled it off.”

“Don’t relax yet. This is just the beginning.”

Clearing it with a veteran’s trickery is fine, but the problem is what comes next.

How to fend off other candidates aiming for points, especially the malicious supporting character types.

“Could you step aside for a moment? I want to submit the mongoose.”

“Oh, sure.”

Unlike me, who used a loophole, the candidate who caught a white-tailed mongoose on his own exchanged points with the instructors.

“Then, excuse me.”

“It’s him!”

“Where did he find a white-tailed mongoose? Let’s just catch him!”

Unlike our group of four, the candidates enthusiastically attacked the lone candidate.

The solitary candidate glanced back once and then quickly climbed a nearby tree, effortlessly maneuvering through the branches and disappearing into the distance.

“No, ugh…”

“What’s going on…”

The candidates, with eyes full of injustice, turned to look at us, especially focusing on Son Ohchun, the monkey.


“What are these kids doing? Do primates have to be good at climbing trees?”

“What? Can’t you climb?”

“Of course, I can climb.”

“……”

This guy, I still hate him.



 
  
    Chapter 26: Clarify the Matter


Mr. Hood swiftly distanced himself from us by riding on a tree.

The remaining people naturally was our quartet.

“They are the team with First Gate winner.”

“That monkey’s stature is not to be underestimated.”

“That’s a tough one.”

Most of the hunters who came seeking those who earned points didn’t dare to target us.

Thanks to that, we’re just chatting idly.

“It was worth paying a hefty sum for hiring escort.”

“Haha! If you’re grateful, give a little more.”

“Do you have anything you want to buy?”

“Good liquor is always expensive.”

“Liquor?”

It feels like my ears are perking up.

How can one not be interested?

Beverages are included in the Cooking Handbook.

There’s no reason why something that can be a beverage can’t be liquor.

It’s better to drink it when you can!

“Oh, what’s this? Interested in trying some droplets?”

“I like eating and drinking anything!”

“Then would you try this too?”

Son Ohchun reached for a gourd at his waist.

From Mount Shinjung to the airship, and up to the first gate, he’s been carrying that gourd at his waist the whole time.

“You’ve been carrying that around since forever. Wasn’t it water in the gourd?!”

“What nonsense are you talking? Of course, it’s liquor.”

A drunkard.

How much liquor did he drink?

“Come on, what do you say?”

“Ugh. It smells.”

How much do you need to drink to feel drunk?

One glass? One bottle?

If it’s in a bottle, do I have to finish the bottle, and if it’s in a gourd, do I  have to empty the gourd?

Honestly, she is confident in her tolerance.

Before experiencing a capsule malfunction and forcibly getting his ticket to another world, she often went drinking with her childhood friend Sia, just the two of them.

She always said, “I’ll make sure you get drunk today!” while always being the one to pass out first, and I could tolerate that.

Sometimes, she would deliberately make me drink less than herself, thinking I would have a lower tolerance than her , but why?

“……”

Ugh. 

I’m getting a little nervous.

In the game, choosing to “drink” would automatically empty the drink, and there was a certain probability of getting the status ailment “drunk”, but in reality, there’s no room for probability when it comes to drinking.

Oknodie’s body is like a child’s body.

Children are usually weak against alcohol.

“Please refrain from giving alcohol to children. It’s not good for their health, and we’re in the middle of a competition.”

But still, liquor is a candidate for the Cookbook Handbook.

I’ll have to try it later when I have some free time.

Hmm… yeah.

Might as well do it while that hairy guy is asleep.

I’ll sneak a drink late at night after the exam is over.

“Hey, Little Mouse. Aren’t you worried about getting lost? We can’t even see the leading group.”

“We just have to track them.”

There are plenty of hints.

[Found footprints of the vanguard.]

[Observation Experience +2]

[Tracking Experience +1]

Thanks to the tracking mechanism that steadily moved forward with each hint found through eye tracking, the speed of identifying and pursuing hints is quite useful even in reality.

Honestly, my tracking ability is as good as my hiding ability.

“Oh. Little Mouse, do you have any hunting experience?”

“Of course I do.”

“With your size, have you ever caught a rabbit?”

“What are you saying? I’ve caught monsters before. Sometimes even people, oops.”

“People? Joking, right?”

“That… of course, I’m joking. Hehe.”

Phew. That was close.

Or… did it already happen?

The sudden silence makes the atmosphere heavy.

[The trackers got scared and fled.]

[Detection Experience +1]

[Fear-inducing Experience +3]

Oh no.

I tried to raise my combat experience, but due to a verbal slip-up, I ended up increasing an unnecessary feature.

“[The sense of danger fades away.]”

[Scouting Experience +1]

Thanks to that, the annoying enemies who were chasing us decided to give up on bothering us.

I did get caught, but honestly, it’s fortunate.

Those who enjoy attacks like the aggressive aspiring students are quite dangerous, even if they’re only at the Son Ohchun’s level.

“It’s okay. There won’t be any more incidents like that.”

Did they misunderstand after seeing me lost in thought for a moment?

For some reason, Isabel patted my shoulder.

“Are you okay? You seem lost in thought.”

“Oh, hunting? If our party needs to win, we have to attack. That’s how we’ll pass.”


“It’s okay. The older members will take care of things.”

It’s nice for me, but still, no!

“What if you get hurt, though?”

Isabel looked at me with a face full of admiration, resting her hands on her chest and silently tapping her foot.

Haha, she’s really naive.

She’s undermining the chef role who should help collect food items, what if she is claiming injury as an excuse to avoid difficult cooking. 

She doesn’t even realize she’s undercutting herself.

She’d be surprised if she knew my wicked thoughts, right?

After that, Isabel kept looking into the distance or occasionally wiped her eyes with her sleeves.

“Miss Isabel.”

“You can call me ‘unni’ if you want.”

“Unni. Are you crying?”

“No, it’s because of my pollen allergy.”

“Oh, that must be tough.”

“Yeah. It’ll get better soon, so don’t worry about it.”

Isabel is not only foolish but also a liar.

Even though we’re in a forest where no flowers bloom.

She’s already wiping her eyes so much.

***

It was gradually becoming clear what kind of training Oknodie had undergone.

Poison resistance training.

Tracking training.

Training in swordsmanship and archery.

Not only hunting animals but also experiences in hunting humans.

“It’s definitely assassin training.”

Can’t deny it.

This is definitely assassin training.

“Hunting? What’s so special about it? Even I used to go orc hunting at that age.”

“Really?”

“They said I stuck an axe into the deer I caught and pretended it to be an orc. I stuck the axe back into their arrogant bones.”

Son Ohchun tried to lighten the mood.

Oknodie, who had relaxed, laughed and chimed in.

“Oh, that’s annoying.”

“…Hey, Son Ohchun, have you killed a few?”

“Not with an axe, but with a bow.”

“….”

“No, I’m kidding! It’s a lie! Just kidding!”

“Is that so?”

Instead of loosening up, it became even darker.

In Isabel’s mind, Oknodie’s tragic past unfolded vividly.

A remote island.

Enslaved children brought together.

Only one child could escape alive.

A cruel trial where children who grew up eating and sleeping together had to turn their knives on each other to survive.

Oknodie, trying to forget the dreadful sensation of killing by pretending to be cheerful.

‘Poor child…!’

Despite experiencing such an unfortunate past, Oknodie’s innate nature, which had not completely disappeared, helped her.

She probably killed people not because she wanted to but because of her mission. 

Otherwise, her  obedient and optimistic behavior wouldn’t make sense.

“Let’s take a break around here and go. There’s a stream, and this place is perfect for cooking with mongoose meat.”

With the mention of meat, Son Ohchun and Oknodie eagerly gathered firewood and dispersed.

“Jezel, hold on a moment.”

“Yes?”

“Are you two here to help that child?”

“Is it that obvious?”

“I roughly know what kind of situation the child is in. Must have had a pretty unfortunate past.”

“Please don’t show it too much in front of the child. She is trying hard to live cheerfully. I want to protect her laughter as much as possible.”

“I understand. So, I want to help too.”

“Are you serious?”

“I’ve already gambled my life once. I’ve helped valuable companions in the adventure. Although I’m afraid of the person behind that child, I want to help as much as I can.”

“If you’re prepared to go that far, I won’t stop you.”

Jezel told the story of Oknodie’s ideals that he had seen during her journey with a maid and a butler.

“It seems Isabel has also had quite a challenging past.”

“Oh, this?”

While listening to the conversation, Isabel silently stripped the skin, gutted the entrails, and selected the meat.

Isabel, who was noticed for her excellent butchering skills, answered proudly.

“It’s different from that child. I’m already 18 this year, and I voluntarily learned these skills to be of some help to the adventurers.”

“Is that so?”

“For me, Jezel, you are the fascinating one. You carry a lot of items in your backpack. You even have bug repellent because you hate mosquitoes, right?”

“Well, my past is not so admirable. I was a ticket scalper.”

“A ticket scalper? You even thought of taking the exam. With a gold ticket, you could have earned quite a bit.”

“Haha. It’s more painful than that. Because I used a platinum ticket.”

“Platinum?!”

Isabel, who had collected tickets by visiting various test chambers with the adventurers, had never obtained a platinum ticket.

“You, are you perhaps harboring some suspicious intentions and staying by that child’s side?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. She is a child raised as an aristocratic assassin. It would be reckless even for a scalper to lay a hand on her.”

“…You must have come to know quite an extraordinary child.”

“That’s true.”

Even if it’s in the past, what does it matter?

If they all want to save Oknodie, their intentions are the same.

Isabel felt closer to Jezel through the conversation.

“Are they dating?”

“Don’t ask me, Son Ohchun.”

“Shall we walk around for another hour and then come back?”

“Well, do we have to?”

“Both of you. If you’ve gathered firewood, stop babbling and come quickly.”

Jezel, who had been watching the two people hiding behind the bushes, called them out with a smiling face.

Isabel couldn’t help but smile as she saw the disappointed expressions of the two people who were openly disappointed.



[A recipe has been added to the Cooking Handbook: <Brown Tail Mongoose Roast>.]

Isabel’s cooking skills, honed through adventures, were quite impressive.

“I’m happy…!”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

With a pleased expression, Oknodie looked this way.

For a moment, she even glanced back at Isabel with a silly smile.

“There are quite a few of them coming.”

“They probably came after seeing the bonfire.”

Men and women gathered around us, expressing their desire for help.

“It’s just that we wanted help.”

“We didnt come here to fight?”

After a tense standoff, the members of the aristocratic alliance opened up.

“Can you teach us how to light a bonfire?”


“We want to eat meat too.”

“I can’t sleep because there’s no….. Hing.”

“Please get rid of the mosquitoes. I feel like I’m going crazy because of them!”

“….”

The nobles’ business was “please help us.”



 
  
    Chapter 27: 0.1% of Landmine must be avoided


Western Noble Union.

This is a supporting character gang that has often appeared in games.

While there are nobles in other regions as well, the nobles here have particularly prominent presence.

“Do you not know how to light a fire even though you’re wearing such expensive armor?”

“Huh? How would I know that? The servants take care of lighting the fire.”

“….”

“And what are you going to do with those magnificent weapons?”

“I caught the prey! Even though it ended up like this…”

A noble dressed in a fancy noble attire, holding a splendid weapon, with a mongoose corpse that looks even more miserable because of the unnecessarily expensive outfit and glittering weapons.

“Don’t look at me like that! I am Anthony of the Western Noble Union, ranked 3rd in the hierarchy, known as the High-Speed Sword!”

Anthony.

Although it’s a decent nickname, the lad is more famous for his surname than his given name.

His surname is Soboro.

Among players, he’s called “Soboro-grade Mentality” comparing him to the crumbs falling off Soboro bread, implying he’s mentally weak.

In short, he’s a supporting character famous for not-so-good reasons.

“I’ve heard of you. It seems that the member of Soboro, famous for his swordsmanship, is challenging the entrance exam this year. The owner of the rumor was Anthony Soboro.”

“You’re a good lad! Indeed, there are no bad guys among those who grow beards.”

When feeling down, even a light comfort can greatly shake one’s heart.

He seemed to be quite fond of Jezel. 

Almost like sworn brothers.

“Anyway, can you help us a bit?”

“We’ll do anything in return!”

“You’re just humble commoners, so you must be used to such things!”

“….”

They said they would do anything, and they looked so pitiful that I almost closed my eyes and decided to help them just once… but then that thought collapsed completely.

“Hmph, just go.”

“I agree. There’s no reason to show mercy to those who even disrespect children.”

“Wahaha, the little mouse is finally saying something pleasing.”

“We cannot offer our help in such a relationship. We’re leaving.”

With a sigh, Son Ohchun took a deep breath and extinguished the bonfire with his energy.

“Ah…!”

“A fire to cook meat!”

“A precious fire to melt the cold frozen body!”

“You’re worried about damaging your self-esteem by using the fire set up by humble commoners, right? Be thankful that we spared you that concern. Wahahaha!”

“Who was the one talking nonsense earlier?”

“The son of Viscount Yutao.”

“We should write a letter to the family. Let’s not invite Viscount Yutao to this year’s harvest festival.”

“Why is a minor noble like you using words like ‘humble commoner’?”

“You fool.”

“Woo, wooong…! I’m sorry. Please forgive me just once…!”

But seeing him cry like that makes my heart weak.

He’s still just a naive kid, despite his bad luck.

He’s not beyond redemption.

“That’s enough.”

“Andersen, sir…”

“Nobles must be responsible for their words to wield power. You are Yutao’s child. Take this chance to rectify your mistake.”

Andersen Pretzel, the first in the hierarchy of the Western Noble Union.

The son of the founding hero of the Pretzel Ducal Family.

He’s a significant character who made an opportunity.

“I’m sorry… sniff. It was because I was short-sighted and made you upset…”

“Extreme words are bad. Remember, everyone is equal in the academy, so be careful from now on.”

By now, the malicious gangs should have begun to install themselves in earnest.

If one gets caught by a bad bully, by the time the exam is over, the Western Noble Union might be in pieces?

“I’ll forgive you in exchange for one saved snack.”

“Is, is that true?”

The son of Viscount Yutao was so excited that he took out four neatly wrapped breads from his pocket.

“This is emergency rations stored in a small magic backpack of our family. It’s fried bread with oil, high in calories and tastes good.”

By the way, Yutao is a real food.

In this world, nobles use food names as their family names, following the tradition of using real food names as family names.

Among players, there was a prevalent tale of a noble who made sandwiches being called the Sandwich Marquis, and it seems that they were touched by the story.

“What kind of family will my father represent in this game?”

It’s a bit frightening to think about what family name my father might have.

Oknodie Glutinous Rice Donuts.

Oknodie Fresh Kimchi.

Just imagining it makes me dizzy….

Of course, such extremely local names don’t even come up randomly.

Remembering that both Jonsas and Reap, the servants assigned to me, were all Westerners, there’s no way my family name would be based on Korean food.

[Normal dish <Yutao> has been added to the cookbook.]

Anyway, it’s just a candidate for a family name.

If I do a favor for a noble’s son, I can add food to your collection.

And if I do it to a major noble family, I will get rare dishes.

“Our little maiden has such a kind heart, doesn’t she?”

“She’s as cunning as a mouse.”

“If you don’t want to apologize, then would you give that bread?”

“Haha, do you think I’ll give it to you?”

Chuckles. 

Such foolish people.

They think of me as a good child, unaware of my wicked plan to fill the Cooking Handbook.

Isabel gently caressed my head, perhaps also fooled by my act of kindness.


“I hope you continue to grow up so kind.”

“Hehe.”

There was a pleasant scent around Isabel.

Shall I continue to act as a good child for a few more days?

A week. No, maybe two weeks!

***

With our provisions replenished, we found a suitable spot to rest for the night.

We could afford to take a night’s rest leisurely, knowing the forest was quite extensive and the exit lay through an inefficient route.

Meanwhile, the oblivious examinees were growing impatient.

Screams echoed through the forest.

Mostly from those who fell victim to the score hunt.

“Shall we attempt the second task?”

“It looks fun, doesn’t it? Let’s do it.”

“It’s dangerous. The screams don’t seem to stop.”

The second auxiliary task was a snatch war.

It was a competition to snatch the golden ball placed at the center of a large vine-made ball, with several vine strands woven around it.

An examiner overseeing the assessment checked the attendance list on an outdoor table.

“This task allows up to six participants, and once someone has attempted it, they cannot retry. Scoring is out of 40 points. Those who step out of bounds are disqualified.”

A task that favored the majority and disadvantaged the minority.

Those who had been operating individually either chose to challenge or quickly gave up and moved on to the next task.

We, on the other hand, already had 10 points each, so everyone seemed relaxed.

“What will you do, Oknodie?”

“Am I making the decision?”

“Considering the ticket exam, the first gate, and the previous auxiliary task, Oknodie has shown exceptional wit in all the tests so far. I trust Oknodie’s judgment.”

“What are you hesitating for, employer sir. Whether you trust or not, there are only four of us here.”

“That’s the problem. We’ve caught the attention of all the examinees, and it’s unlikely that anyone will challenge us in a disadvantage situation where it would be 4v2.”

It was impossible to gather six participants and score points conclusively.

To take the test, we had to split into smaller groups and challenge separately.

“If you know, that’s fortunate. Just ask one person to come.”

“As it happens, we have five examinees traveling alone gathered here.”

“Let’s go for an individual match fairly.”

The examinees persuaded each other to take the test together.

“Oh. Then shall I step forward?”

I grabbed the arm of the monkey who seemed confident and stopped him.

“No, you can’t.”

“What’s this? Do you want to go?”

“It’s not about that. Let’s just go to the next task.”

“Why bother? Leaving such easy targets?”

“You’ve never suffered any losses by listening to me. Have you?”

With an expression that clearly showed no interest, Son Ohchun turned away from the waiting candidates and walked ahead.

“Do you want to go? Stupid Son Ohchun. You should never go. Never.”

“…Next time, I won’t give you any hints.”

“Haha. It was probably obvious anyway. Wasn’t it just a group of five or something?”

A camouflage sole plan.

One of the strategies to clear the 2nd auxiliary task.

Indeed, there were four groups who employed that strategy.

Roughly a group with a 9.9% chance of appearing.

That alone wasn’t enough to deter me.

I was deterred by the 0.1% chance of encountering a mine.

The true identity of that mine was a malicious supporting character.

And it was an incredibly formidable adversary.

“Don’t even think about winning this match.”

A grave for strength-based characters who suffered losses due to their size.

Now, with my small body as Oknodie, there might be a chance if I play well, but even then, the difficulty level was high.

“You might lose even your ticket if you covet points too much?”

***

“Ahh! Let me go, let me go!”

“It won’t come off, it won’t come off!”

“This brat, did she realize we teamed up?!”

Examinees screamed as they clung to the vine ball.

The girl wearing a mask with an expressionless face laughed mockingly at them.

“Whether they were in the same team or not, it didn’t matter. I was determined to trap them all like trapped mice, unable to move an inch.”

“Wait a minute! Don’t touch the ticket. There’s no need to go that far!”

“Please, just look away just once!”

“No, you’re out. Go down to mingle with the inferior examinees.”

With a cheerful sound, four tickets were torn apart.

There seemed to be one winner because the score increased by 10 points.

A plunder score of 10 points and a golden ball acquisition score of 40 points.

All 50 points required for passing were collected.

“Um, excuse me! I’m not part of that group. You must have all the points, can’t you make an exception?”

“Should I?”

“Phew.”

“I was about to say~. There’s no way I’ll make an exception. I can’t imagine facing such a mediocre opponent as a peer in the advanced class for the next few years. Just the thought of it makes my hands shake with disgust.”

“Ah!”

With a cheerful stride, the girl eliminated all five of them.

She tossed the five torn ticket watches behind her, now turned into trash, and moved on.

It had been a long time since she had heard any pleas for mercy.

She was thinking of the top student at the first gate, a perceptive child.

‘She must have sensed my skills. How did she know?’

It was the first time she had been seen through before demonstrating her skills.

‘I’ll be sure to ask next time.’


A skill passed down only among assassins.

To have detected this skill meant she was also an assassin.

Scratch, scratch.

“……”

And don’t forget to ask how she managed not to get bitten by mosquitoes.



 
  
    Chapter 28: Tricky Consideration


Examinees pondered.

They found the first supplementary task daunting to attempt rashly.

The second supplementary task still seemed challenging to grasp.

The third supplementary task was different.

In a situation where it was uncertain how close they were to the goal and how many supplementary tasks remained, the third task was one they couldn’t afford to give up.

“There’s an enormous crowd.”

“Isn’t this too much?”

“It’s inevitable. Around this time, people start feeling uneasy if they don’t throw their hat into the ring.”

We were pressed for time too.

We had only earned 10 points.

It was significantly short of the minimum passing score of 50 points.

The third supplementary task: “Tag.”

This task was aptly designed to yield a large number of points at the right moment.

“All those who wish to attempt the third task, gather here.”

The red hat instructor tapped on the signboard in front.


	Participating in tag gives everyone 20 points.

	The tagger loses 1 point every minute.

	The runner gains 1 point every minute.

	When the tagger touches a runner, they become the runner, taking away the runner’s points. The tagged runner becomes the new tagger, and the chase begins based on the signal of the stopwatch after 30 seconds.

	The game ends when someone touches the black hat instructor.

	The exit can only be reached after ending the game of tag.

	Once the game ends, there’s no retrying.



Opposite the blue hat instructor, there were even tents and stalls set up, as if indicating something.

“Alright, if anyone is short on supplies, in need of rest, or requires treatment, come this way! Anything is available for exchange as long as you have points.”

The situation presented both earning and spending points simultaneously.

“It’s exhausting.”

“Seriously, isn’t earning just 10 points useless?”

“The value of points has hit rock bottom.”

Everyone felt discouraged, but my thoughts were different.

Veterans always have a plan.

“I’ve earned points in advance, so there might be something I can do, right?”

“Is there really something like that?”

Even Jezel seemed skeptical.

I dashed straight to the blue hat instructor.

“Mr. Instructor.”

“Do you want to purchase a service or goods?”

“Could you please lower your head for a moment?”

To avoid others overhearing, I hurriedly pulled at his clothes, and a bright smile spread across the instructor’s face.

“Alright, little examinee. What do you need?”

“Can you sell something like this?”

Whispering quietly.

The instructor, upon hearing, was surprised for a moment, then signaled to wait.

After a while, he handed me an earpiece with a serious expression.

“This is from the 2nd Gate Examination Supervisor. She wants to have a direct conversation with you. It’s enchanted with communication magic, so just put it in your ear.”

As I inserted the sizable earpiece into my ear, I felt a connection being established.

“Hello?”

“… examinee Oknodie. Have you ever used communication magic? It’s not a common experience.”

“Oops.”

I inadvertently answered as if I was a phone call.

But is this experience really that rare?

“If you’re of noble descent, you might have done it.”

“…True. If one is of noble descent, one might have.”

Minerva, the 2nd Gate Examination Supervisor, responded in an awkward tone.

Then she got to the point.

“You showed creativity even in the first supplementary task. Remarkable,  examinee Oknodie.”

“Hehe. I’m a bit talented, you know?”

“Humility could have been as valuable as your talent. Regarding your request, it’s theoretically impossible. That’s not an item we sell.”

“Oh, really?”

“But receiving such a proposal is unprecedented. A natural, unprecedented idea can become a powerful weapon.”

Fortunately, luck was on my side.

“In praise of examinee Oknodie’s creativity, we’ll make a special sale. We’ll offer the <1-time-use black hat instructor qualification>, only one available, for 10 points.”

***

Jezel praised me profusely.

“Purchasing the cheat key <1-time-use black hat instructor qualification>, allowing you to end the exam at any desired location immediately—how astonishing!”

“Is that really so impressive?”

“Think about it. Even if you want to quit this game of tag, you have to keep playing until you find the black hat instructor. If Son Ohchun was the tagger, where would he be?”

“I’ll be around the instructor.”

“That’s right. No matter how much the score is reduced, in the end, it’s always advantageous to steal the score in the end and touch the instructor while the new tagger is tied up, leaving the game.”

So a thoughtful tagger will definitely wander around the black hat, and the fugitives will have to risk approaching the instructor despite the risk of being caught by the tagger.

In fact, it’s not really a game of tag, but a game of breaking through the tagger entrenched around the instructor.

“In that structure, Oknodie purchased the authority to become the black hat instructor and prepared a device to exit the game whenever she wanted.”

“Wow, little mouse. It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

“Hehe. Now you see how great I am?”

As she posed with her arms crossed over her waist, Isabel petted her  head.

Heeeey……

Feels so good to be petted by Isabel.

I brought her in as a chef to tame her like a slave, but I guess I’m the one who’s getting tamed.

“But still, it’s not a universal cheat key. If one of us becomes a tagger, then must find another runner somehow.”

“That’s right. Anyway, whether you like it or not, you have to compete with other runners and taggers.”

As I approached the red hat instructor, intending to purchase the instructor authority and participate in the game of tag, four inspectors blocked our way.

“Hey you, are you Oknodie?”

“Who are you?”

“I’m Maximus Montblanc. Max’s brother.”

“…Who is Max?”

“Haah. So he didn’t even mention. Poor little brother.”

The blond inspector, whose yellow hair resembled my golden hair, complained pitifully and said.


“Didn’t you take any unfair shortcuts on your way here?”

“Ah, I did!”

“There was a boy at the Kids’ Zone playground, a boy who took care of the naughty children. Remember?”

“Right! My hair was torn out a lot……”

Ouch. 

That hurt a lot back then.

“That boy is Max.”

“Ohh, I see. What does Max’s brother want from me?”

“I was asked for a favor. If I meet Oknodie in the exam, please help her.”

“I’m not that weak, though.”

“I know. You passed the first gate with flying colors, so you’re not weak.”

Maximus nodded lightly while exchanging glances with Jezel.

Right.

Approaching me by mentioning my name was just a nominal excuse.

In reality, he probably came to help because of personal favors with Jezel.

If Jezel, who is thoroughly prepared, had already recruited helpers like this in advance.

Didn’t he pass the ticket exam that way too?

Scratch, scratch.

But he couldn’t prepare for the mosquito.

Rubbing the back of my hand looks pitiful.

“There’s a ridiculous trap in this task.”

“Is it a mosquito?”

“…It could be a trap, but not that. Forget about that.”

“Um… I don’t know!”

Of course, I know everything.

I am just pretending to be modest.

“Think carefully. Although we have established a system where you can inflate your score generously and use that score, the possibility of actually being able to use it is significantly low. It’s all a bait.”

Son Ohchun laughed loudly and patted Maximus on the shoulder.

“Yellow-haired gentleman. Why are you so worried? Just inflate your score reasonably, buy all the necessary items when you meet the instructor, and just track the vanguard to the exit.”

“The problem is meeting that instructor. Where is the guarantee that the black-haired instructor is nearby? Do you even know where he is?”

“Huh?”

“Oknodie, you’re the same. Rule 6. The exit can only be reached by ending the game of tag. As long as this clause exists, you are trapped in this forest till you find the black hat instructor.”

Indeed.

This is the trap and essence of the task, hide-and-seek.

Hide-and-seek isn’t being played between the tagger and the runners.

It’s between the examinee and the black hat instructor.

That’s what happens between them!

Even if you accumulate a lot of points, if you can’t find the black hat proctor, according to Rule 6, you can’t leave the forest.

And from what I remember, the black hat is some kind of ‘summon’ of Minerva that moves symmetrically opposite to the side with the vanguard as the axis.

There are two orthodox strategies.

One is to obtain this hint from the center of the forest, find the black hat instructor, touch it, and then challenge the tough march across the forest to reach the exit.

Or summon Minerva, the examination instructor, using strength and wisdom to trap her in danger, then avoid the infuriated Minerva and touch the black hat instructor.

“When caught in a tough spot, I mainly dealt with the latter.”

By dragging a bunch of monster aggro towards the exit, throwing them at the examinees near the exit, and taking advantage of the moment when Minerva is busy rescuing them.

Minerva’s summon automatically ‘summons’ her main body when it’s in danger, so this route is the most reliable way to collect a large number of points without wasting time.

Hmm, that was nice.

It was convenient too.

But somehow, I wasn’t confident with my current body, so I decided on Plan B, and fortunately, it worked.

“Um… is that so?”

“Haha. Looks like we’re in trouble.”

Son Ohchun and Jezel both laugh awkwardly.

“Oknodie. If you understand, give up quickly and try to earn points through legitimate means instead of gambling…”

“Will you extend your wrist to the mana board?”


“Here’s your ticket watch.”

“Examinee Oknodie, Son Ohchun, Jezel, Isabel. You have accepted the hide-and-seek challenge! 20 points have been immediately added to your personal ticket watch, so check it.”

“Hey!! Did you hear me? You definitely heard me, didn’t you?! You heard and still did it?!”

Sorry, Maximus.

I appreciate his concern, but for us who can become instructor at any time, it’s unnecessary meddling.



 
  
    Chapter 29: The Taste of Trust


I was lucky.

Out of the four of us, only one of us was tagger

Even with a good strategy, it must have taken quite some time to chase after the runners, but our team only had one person tagger which was good.

“Are you really okay?”

“It’s fine. We were at 0 points anyway.”

That was me.

“little mouse. Why are you so kind? Nowadays, I thought everyone was getting soft. Sometimes you have to take care of yourself a bit and be selfish, that’s how you make life easier, you fool.”

“Like taking care of baby deer?”

“……”

Hmph. 

You reap what you sow, no matter how much you tease.

You said I was the one who bothered you first?

“But our plan was for all four of us to gather as many points as possible and then escape. We need to help Oknodie find the runners quickly.”

“Huh. So, do you have a plan? Everyone’s avoiding each other as if they were trying not to make contact. How do we know who the runner is?”

Perhaps conscious of the task, the contestants who had been wary of each other for points were now hiding so well that they couldn’t even make eye contact.

[Thanks to rich Hidden Experience, found hiding spot <Under the Big Rock>.]

[Observation experience +1]

[Found hiding spot <In the Tree> which you have experienced before.]

[Observation experience +1]

[Found a contestant skillfully disguised in the bushes.]

[Observation experience +1]

I confidently walked towards the bushes.

The contestant disguised in the bushes was startled.

“Hmm~ Uh-hmm~”

“Oknodie, what are you doing there?”

“I was wondering if there might be any fruit.”

So, are you a runner or a tagger?

I rummaged through the bushes next to me, pretending to check my pocket watch for wind, rustling the leaves.

Clack. Clack.

The sound of a beating heart echoed.

The contestant disguised in the bushes had a determined look in the eyes.

“Gotcha!”

“You dodged it!?”

“Oh, Oknodie!”

“Um… should I do something about this?”

“Let’s just watch for now.”

The assailant skilfully placed a piece of cut bush on the seam of their leather Armor to disguise themselves in the bushes.

The idea was good.

The attempt wasn’t bad either.

But with that level of skill, it wouldn’t work against someone like me with a keen sense.

“You, did you know from the beginning?”

“The way the bushes were swaying was different from the rest.”

“Ugh, frustrating. As a forest keeper, it’s humiliating to be caught in disguise by a kid like this.”

“Disguise wasn’t bad. I just had better skills.”

“First time. Someone who could see through my disguise so perfectly. Shall we shake hands?”

Chuckling, the bush girl extended her hand.

As we shook hands, she exclaimed with excitement.

“Heh heh! What a fool. I saw you all entering the third task earlier. Handshake is also a form of ‘touch.’ You’re now the tagger!”

“Whaaat?!”

Taggers steal points from runners.

Here, the true identity of the <Runner> is actually the <Black Hat Instructor>.

When a contestant touches another contestant, they become the tagger.

A hidden rule not explicitly stated in the rules.

The rules at that time were the same.

[Point change before]

<Dorothy -82 points>

<Oknodie -25 points>

[Point change after]

<Dorothy -107 points>

<Oknodie 0 points>

Even if a tagger touches another tagger, they still steal points.

However, if the stolen points were already negative, they only increase.

“Oh no! What is this?!”

“Haha~ Total idiot!”

“This is cheating! How can you be a tagger and casually hang out with other contestants?!”

“Because we’re teammates?”

“Teammates? Without being part of a definite interest group or mercenary alliance tied by mutual interest and trust, wouldn’t they betray?”

“Do teammates need a reason to trust each other?”

All these people are fools and suckers.

Even if betrayal happens, I would do it first.

Would Jezel, Son Ohchun, or Isabel betray me first?

That would never happen!

Dorothy looked genuinely envious at my confident response.

“Sigh… I’m completely defeated. To trust someone to that extent… It’s enviable. I wish my teammates were as kind as you guys.”

“Did Dorothy also have teammates?”

“I was betrayed. The tagger touched me, saying that a forest keeper like me wasn’t necessary, and then ran away with the rest. Should I be grateful that they didn’t tear up the ticket watch?”

That must have been quite unfair.

“Because they were friends I’ve been with since childhood, I trusted them. But to be treated like this…”

“That’s unfortunate.”


“So you should be careful too. Your comrades, they all seem to come from different backgrounds. There’s no guarantee they won’t betray you just because they’re hometown friends or something.”

I don’t have to worry about those three, but I appreciate the advice.

There’s no reason to harbor ill feelings toward someone who offers good intentions and advice.

“Where did those traitors go?”

“That way. There’s a really nasty pair of men and women. If you catch them, it would be better to catch the man rather than the woman.”

“Why?”

“He’s my hometown friend. The woman is a noble from the upper class who comes to buy fur from our forest, but she’s been a helpful girl who’s assisted us in our adventures. It’s obvious she’s being dragged around by that idiot.”

“…Upper class?”

Among the characters from the upper class that appeared frequently and made me uneasy, one came to mind.

Well, you’ll find out when you see!

“I’ll remember. As a reward, here’s a bonus for you too.”

I whispered in Dorothy’s ear.

“Go back along the path you came from and look for the black hat instructor near the entrance.”

“!”

“If you don’t give up and follow your luck, you’ll surely find a way to pass.”

“…How do I believe that’s true?”

“I just provided the information. It’s up to you to decide how to use it.”

There’s no reason to be this generous.

Dorothy’s situation was already close to being eliminated, and there was no way helping her would be of any use.

However, Dorothy’s circumstances moved me.

“I don’t dislike hardworking people.”

The ‘methods’ for dealing with the events of the old-timers were all products of countless trials and errors, efforts, and research.

Despite experiencing the shocking event of being betrayed and abandoned by her hometown friends, Dorothy didn’t give up on the test.

It was the result of such perseverance.

Nodding her head, Dorothy headed towards the entrance.

Jezel showed curiosity.

“Is there really an instructor at the entrance?”

“Yes.”

“Your information-gathering skills are impressive.”

“It’s just basic!”

“Hehe. It seems that if I want to be of help to Oknodie, I’ll have to put in much more effort.”

Isabel also spoke up.

“Such a good kid.”

“Then, can I have a snack?”

“Would you like to know the snack that adventurers enjoy?”

“I want to know!”

“It’s hard to find food in this forest. Sometimes we pick up black ants to eat.”

Eek. Ants?

“The acidic liquid called formic acid tastes sour, but it’s quite tasty when small ants.”

“Lies!”

“It’s true. But don’t eat ants bigger than your index finger. The acid is too strong. It’s dangerous. Eating ants like this is just right.”

Isabel dipped her finger into the ant.

“Isn’t that too barbaric?”

“Haha. Maybe the young lady grew up too refined? In nature, you should eat whatever you can.”

“Did Mr. Ohchun also eat ants?”

“Only until I was three years old. After that, my size grew so much that no matter how much I ate, I didn’t get full.”

“Hehe. Everyone eats them.”

With eyes closed, I put Isabel’s finger into my mouth.

It tasted strangely like popping candy.

“It’s a little salty?”

“That’s the taste of my finger sweat.”

Isabel withdrew her hand with a sly smile.

“Oh. It’s tangy! I recognize this taste.”

“Didn’t you say you’ve never eaten ants?”

“It tastes like sky blue candy!”

“…Sure…”

“Do you want to try it? If you roll it around in your mouth, it’s a fun taste.”

“I’ll just keep that in mind.”

Son Ohchun and Jezel, who were poking the ground with their fingers, saying they would try eating ants for the first time in a while, got up from their seats with a dismayed expression.

“Let’s go now.”

“Yeah. Ants really don’t fill you up.”

“Huh. Can’t we eat a bit more before we leave?”

It seems like the Cooking Handbook message hasn’t appeared yet.

If we gather enough formic acid and process it all at once, wouldn’t it be judged as a “dish” somehow?

“Let’s go to where there are proper ingredients quickly.”

“I’m also worried about Oknodie’s score.”

The experimental impulse was put on hold for a moment.

Since it’s not just anyone but me, I can’t help but hurry to the path they’ll take for my sake.

[Tracked the movements of the vanguard.]

[Tracking experience +1]

Large-scale traces that are noticeable enough without the need for observation.

There were traces of both the examiners and the vanguard’s footsteps, which had passed without attempting the third supplementary task.

The guys Dorothy mentioned was also mixed in, but with so many overlapping footsteps, it was almost impossible to find the traces of Dorothy’s teammates.

“What a shame.”

Instead, I discovered another interesting trace.

A fork in the road appeared.

The direction of the swamp is the path to attempt the fourth task.

The flat direction is the path following the examiners.

Although there were traces of many people attempting the task even during the third task, this time, most of the remaining vangyard headed toward the swamp.

It was a case of examinees who couldn’t withstand the pressure of the scores and took action late.

“Is it an additional task? Little Mouse, will you try it?”

“I don’t want to!”

“Even though the score was reset once, isn’t it better to have more points?”

I’ll say it again, but the problem in this forest isn’t the score.

There’s something else at stake.

“There are a lot of mosquitoes in the swamp.”

“How much do you hate mosquitoes?”

“Oh. I think that’s a wise decision too.”

Isabel understood my intention.

“You may be boasting about your thick skin, but if it weren’t for Oknodie, you would have suffered greatly.”

“Me? Just because of mosquitoes?”

“In the humid swampy areas of the forest, mosquitoes gather by the hundreds to thousands. Didn’t you know because the forest you lived in didn’t have such swamps?”

“Gives me goosebumps. Is it like hell there?”

“Pretty much. Moreover, when you get bitten, mosquitoes that have grown by eating the decaying gases of the swamp evolve into disease carriers, and you can get sick or poisoned if you get bitten.”

Jezel suddenly turned to me.

“Immunity training….”

At his words, Son Ohchun and Isabel’s eyes also wavered.

“I’ll carry him her time. Hurry up and get on, Oknodie.”

“Wow, really?”

“I’ll be your guide.”

“Oh, oh. Then I’ll leave the hard work to me.”

For some reason, teamwork suddenly skyrocketed.


“Even examinees who challenged the game of tag will try to find the destination by following the examiners and take a break at this point rather than increase the risk by attempting another task.”

“Oh, that’s a good idea! As expected, Jezel, you’re good at everything, aren’t you?”

“…Please consider it fortunate that I’m carrying Oknodie. It’s a special favour since there’s no one to tuck him in with honeyed sleep.”

As we moved away from the swamp at full speed, I felt sorry for Dorothy.

She must have been quite sturdy.



 
  
    Chapter 30: The Supporting Role I Choose to Pass


Until catching up with the examiners and the vanguard, the party only had one thing in mind.

“How can those in the vanguard be so confident in their skills that they don’t even bother with supporting tasks?”

“They must be really sharp, right? The masters who gather after finishing all the tasks must be unbeatable.”

“We’re having stir-fried shiitake mushrooms for dinner tonight, but what should we eat tomorrow? I want to gather more ingredients.”

Hopeful Side of the Vanguard.

The Club of Men.

Confident and powerful experts.

Energy pouring from all directions with the appearance of new competitors!

However, the reality they faced was completely different.

“Should I go do the task now? But there are so many competitors. I’m afraid to go, but I’m also afraid to not go. And I’m not confident that I’ll win.”

“What if I miss the examiners while going for the task? What if I lose my way and get lost? What if I embarrass myself by failing? What if I can’t even face my father in my hometown?”

“It all comes down to this flower petal. To go, or not to go, to go, or not to go, to go. Hmm. Ugh. The petals of the flower were too few, weren’t they? Alright, let’s try another flower.”

Despair Side of the Vanguard.

The Lair of Super Cowards.

Cowards who are timid and indecisive.

Eyes darting away subtly with the appearance of new competitors!

“Seems like we’ve been overestimating things.”

“Are they all fools?”

“Hey, if you’re not going to eat that flower, mind passing it over to us?”

The Oknodie Party, which steadily tackled the tasks, caught up with the Vanguard and was at the level of the leader of the Vanguard.

“There are only a few who seem relaxed. As expected, they’re all leading roles.”

Northern Princess Irene, who followed Examiner Minerva with an expressionless face.

Jaidas, who would walk calmly and then suddenly chop down a tree like a madman and laugh with satisfaction.

Jigoku, who would spin his revolver around with a bored expression, then suddenly shoot into the sky.

They were all ticking time bombs.

Especially Jigoku was the problem.

While Irene and Jaidas would ignore others as long as their territory wasn’t encroached upon, Jigoku, on the contrary, enjoyed taking things from others and plundering.

With his flaming red hair and orderly personality, anyone who approached him was likely to get caught up in incidents before graduation and end up screaming in agony.

“Oh.”

So, don’t come this way.

“You guys seem quite relaxed, huh? Do you have good scores or something?”

“Why? You wanna play a round?”

The aggressive Son Ohchun retorted.

Bang!

Before he could finish speaking, the revolver spat fire.

Clang!

Son Ohchun wielded his staff to deflect the bullet.

He looked bewildered.

“Isn’t this guy insane?”

“Well, since you’re not dead, it’s fine, right? Hehe.”

After putting away his gun, Jigoku, with his hand, offered the sparrow he just shot in front of me.

“Here.”

“Are you giving this to me?”

Why are you giving this to me?

“Kid, you got to eat a lot to grow up big.”

“!!”

“In these situations, you’re supposed to say thank you, sister. Oh, and being a sister is a secret to others, okay?”

As if that was his sole purpose, he waved his hand and then went on his way.

“He’s a dangerous person. He’s a notorious pirate known as the scourge who emerged from hell.”

“A pirate? Why would such a person show up in the academy entrance exam?”

“He said he was tired of it all, and with just one word, he disposed of all his assets and came up to the mainland. He’s such a fiery eccentric that he’s even mentioned in the connections of some underground people.”

“Jigoki. Don’t speak ill of him!”

“…Oknodie? If you’ve ever idolized a pirate, thought guns were cool, or admired the triangular pirate hat, then those thoughts…”

“He shared his food with us.”

“…Ah, is that it…”

Whether he should consider this fortunate or not, he is worried that it’s too easy to gain her favour.

Mr. Jezel was unable to hide his complicated feelings.

Still, someone who shares food without touching eating it at all can help fill the Cooking Handbook?

Anyone who helps others become stronger is considered a good person from a player’s perspective!

“From today, Jigoku is on the side of righteousness!”

***

“Alright, two hours break. Whether you go hunting, take a nap, or go to finish the final supporting task, do as you please,” Minerva announced, halting the march.

The exhausted examinees scattered about, seizing the opportunity.

“Now’s our chance.”

“Find the duo who betrayed Dorothy.”

“Oh, I’ve already found them. Over there.”

Jezel pointed to where a woman with hair tied up in a white blouse and corset, accentuating her chest, stood alongside a grim-faced man

<Betrayal Event>

We found the ones who betrayed Dorothy.

Let’s make them understand the consequences of their actions!

… If your financial situation is a bit tight, you could request hush money in exchange for keeping quiet about this!

The specialty of the merchant NPCs,.

“How did you find them?”

“Look at their expressions. Among the anxious examinees, it might be hard to notice at first glance, but faces plagued by ‘guilt’ are unmistakable.”

“You can distinguish that?”

“If you’re a merchant, reading emotions is basic. People’s faces tell a lot more than you think.”

“Then look at my face too! What am I thinking?”

Jezel chuckled.

“You’re expecting when you’ll roast the sparrow you got earlier.”


“Gasp! Jezel is amazing!”

“Heheh. The little mouse’s thoughts are readable. If you attach food to it, it’s a 90% hit, isn’t it?”

Don’t attack people with food!

… It’s not wrong, but it’s embarrassing to be hit so accurately!

Anyway, the problem duo.

The footprints found around Dorothy’s betrayed hometown friend matched in shape, depth, and stride with the ones I found.

[Successfully compared the traces of the tracked target.]

[Tracking experience +1]

[Memory experience +1]

Dorothy said.

That her cowardly childhood friend, caught in the unfavorable role of the tagger in the exam, abandoned her and left with the upper-class lady who had helped them since their hometown.

I had a slight doubt about the upper-class lady, but seeing their faces confirmed it.

‘I remember now. They’re the supporting duo from the advanced class, the man and woman.’

They were the ones who would have passed the second gate and the entrance exam if I hadn’t intervened.

“You guys!”

“Oh my? Such a cute little lady. Look, Rockbell.”

“Hmph… I don’t know what’s going on, but little miss, we can’t help you.”

“So, you didn’t help Dorothy either?”

“T-The name, where did you hear that?”

“…Little miss, have you met Dorothy?”

Yui, the thoughtful merchant woman.

Rockbell, with a pained expression.

Their eyes trembled busily.

Of the two, Yui with the prominent chest stood out.

In the original story, after breaking the favourability event, Dorothy would abandon Rockbell and this NTR Heroine will be snatched away.

-I don’t mind if it happens.

Rockbell, who sent her off with a bursting heart even after being stolen from, was the typical NTR protagonist position.

Good-looking, talented, and not insignificant at all, but everyone wondered why he was so easily taken as a fool by letting the girl be snatched away, but now I understand.

This man simply let it happen because of the guilt he felt for abandoning his hometown friend in the entrance exam.

What a foolish guy.

If you’re going to regret it like that, just don’t abandon her in the first place.

Isn’t this a stupid thing to regret for poor Dorothy?

“Heh heh. What can we do when Dorothy is so pitiful.”

“Dorothy….”

Yui shed tears, and Rockbell looked agonized like a dying man.

Seeing them, I made a decision.

“Alright!”

“Are you serious? You’re going to play tag with them?!”

“That’s right. I was the tagger.”

[Before Score Change]

<Yui +119 points>

<Oknodie -37 points>

[After Score Change]

<Yui 0 points>

<Oknodie 82 points>

I grabbed the arm of Yui, the woman with the prominent chest.

Honestly, it was annoying.

The guy abandoned his chosen woman, deserting his hometown friend, and now he acts like a victim? 

Who does he think he is?

In the original game, she was competent and dedicated, but now she’s become an NTR heroine who devotes herself body and soul to the protagonist, even resorting to seduction!

The term “foxy lady” suits her perfectly.

Back when he was a man with his brains below, maybe, but now, as a female character, she’s properly on top.

“Dorothy’s share, plus all the suffering, and then to be eliminated.”

“R-Rockbell! Catch that little girl quickly.”

“Yui.”

“What’s with that look?! If I’m eliminated, there will be no one by your side. Is that still okay for you?!”

“You said it yourself. A tagger is just a burden. Even if we’ve built up a long relationship, to pass the test and revive our hometown, we have to let go of precious friends.”

Rockbell didn’t interfere with us.

He turned his back on Yui harshly.

“I appreciate it. But this is as far as it goes.”

“If I’m not here!!”

Yui shouted as if throwing a tantrum.

“Do you think you can find the Black Hat Instructor on time without me?! Do you still not realize that you can’t pass without my help?”

“…That’s, somehow…”

“Little miss, think again. This sister has a lot of money. My father is an upper-class member. If you help me pass, I’ll give you thousands of gold coins. How about it?”

The ‘Buyout’ promised in the event notification had arrived.

It might have been tempting if you had a poor father with financial troubles.

How difficult would it be to turn away thousands of gold coins for the sake of loyalty to Dorothy, who might pass or fail?

Even for me, a noble with lineage, the initial support money was only a hundred gold coins, so a thousand gold coins is a huge sum.

“I have plenty of money too. I can earn a lot, and… “

But compared to getting into the advanced class at the academy, a thousand gold coins is nothing.

[You have become the Black Hat Instructor (one-time use).]

[All examinees who touch you can end the game of tag.]

“Do you really need to find the instructor now?”

I took out the black hat from my pocket.

“Mouse-brain. Did you really need to show that in front of him?”

“You were too hasty.”

Sorry, Son Ohchun. Jezel.


Come to think of it, there’s this option.

“Now that it’s come to this, I want to give that guy a chance too.”

As a male character, I only NTR’d Yui and brought her over, but as a female character now, I can reverse it and NTR the poor Rockbell who’s been dumped every time, right?

Yui, the NTR heroine who made it into the top 20 popularity rankings among players of the original game, had a pale face, looking utterly dejected, having lost her comrade and being left alone as the tagger.





 
  
    Chapter 31: Value of Outdoor Cooking


One by one, the colleagues touched Oknodie, wearing a hat.

The only one in a rush was Yui.

“No, don’t!”

[Contestant <Jezel> has escaped from the game of tag.]

“I’ll give you as much money as you want!”

[Contestant <Son Ohchun> has escaped from the game of tag.]

“Don’t leave me behind!”

[Contestant <Isabel> has escaped from the game of tag.]

Colleagues escaping one by one.

Next to them, NTR rogue man, Rockbell, expressed his gratitude by lightly tapping my shoulder.

[Contestant <Rockbell> has escaped from the game of tag.]

Late to recover from paralysis, NTR girl Yui comes running.

Mocking her, I touched myself.

[Contestant <Oknodie> has escaped from the game of tag.]

“Wait!”

“I don’t want to~”

[Removed the black hat.]

[Lost the qualification of black hat instructor (one-time use).]

Crackle

The hat scattered into the air.

Yui’s bad intentions and dreams of passing also scattered.

“This is Dorothy’s revenge.”

“Why are you doing this! I didn’t harm any of you. You could’ve just closed your eyes to the rural bumpking and taken the money!”

“I just hope that if I’m going to this academy, my peers would be good kids rather than bad ones.”

In short, it’s justice.

[Completed the Betrayal event.]

[Did not succumb to Yui’s persuasion.]

[As a reward, Rockbell’s favourability increases.]

I vaguely expected such rewards.

But what can a little girl do, not even adult, by gaining favour with a guy?

Moreover, I’m a guy.

Even if my body is that of a little girl, building favour with a guy and doing such things… it’s dreadful to even imagine!

“Thanks for your help. But I…”

“Are you going to save Dorothy?”

Rockbell lowered his head.

“I know I don’t have the right to say this, being in a position to receive help. It might sound shameless, but if you could just delay repaying the favour a little longer…”

“It’s okay.”

“…Are you serious? Even my help, known as the <Gale Beast>, Rockbell in the hometown…”

“You couldn’t even protect your own girl, so why talk nonsense? You’re the weakest one here.”

“…I see. It’s meaningless to talk about strength when I couldn’t even protect my friend.”

“Okay, let’s go quickly.”

“Thank you. I wont forget this favor.”

I don’t even know where Dorothy is, and she could be attacked by other contestants on the way.

Rockbell’s situation is uncertain, whether he’ll pass the exam safely and be able to repay the favour.

“Little Mouse. Have you set your heart too big?”

“It’s okay. Whether to forgive or not is up to Dorothy anyway.”

Even if left alone, Rockbell is the kind of person who would dig into the ground and fall into despair.

If I could make Yui suffer a little more by using Rockbell, I would be willing to do that much.

Even if it feels like I’m on an NTR route with Rockbell;, if I don’t give favour, it’s over for her, right?

“Whether it’s me or Dorothy, we won’t accept such a guy.”

There’s another reason.

“After all, we have a lot of points, don’t we?”

<Ticket Watch Points>

<Oknodie 82 points>

<Jezel 72 points>

<Son Ohchun 72 points>

<Isabel 72 points>

We’ve all passed the minimum passing score of 50 points.

We’ve also escaped all the constraints of the game of tag.

There’s no need to wrestle with the criminals!

“What’s for dinner?”

“Mushroom grill.”

“With butter.”

Jezel took out butter from her magic backpack.

I’ve made up my mind. If I’m going to date a guy, Jezel is my top choice.

***

Northern Princess Lady Irene.

She is different from the widespread noble ladies.

“Oh, ouch. Ooh, the thorns on the ground are too sharp.”

“Don’t lean against the tree. The bark is sharp, and your clothes might tear.”

“Ugh, I don’t want to go to the advanced class. Can’t I just forfeit and go to the lower class?”

Walking, running, resting, breathing.

Even with just that, the young ladies were making sounds of suffering.

She sighed at their naivety.

No wonder there are rumors every year about the women’s quota system.

Did they buy tickets from their families or what?

She started feeling like it was a waste of money.

How much could she provide to the soldiers shivering in the cold in the North with that money? 

How many fur coats and new swords could she provide instead of those worn-out swords they have?


“Um, Lady Irene. Aren’t you hungry?”

“…Don’t worry about me.”

One of the somewhat considerate girls, who had covered herself with a cloak and was sitting on a rock nearby, approached Irene, mimicking her and offering a conversation.

Although she seemed to have the will to gather food herself, unfortunately, Irene had already brought her own provisions.

It was a form of food that aimed solely to cram the maximum calories into a small size, devoid of any taste, and capable of destroying one’s sense of taste.

When unable to bear it anymore, she would crush and eat it reluctantly.

“Ah! I’ll give you my emergency rations, so please don’t eat such terrible food!”

“I’ll keep your kindness in mind.”

“Please don’t say that and just take it! It’s painful to see you eat with the expression of eating to survive!”

How would one know if someone is trying to poison her by pretending to be kind?

Irene didn’t easily trust people.

After experiencing the shock of being served by the villagers in the village called the cursed land of Northland, who turned out to be minions of the dirty cult, even though she narrowly escaped death, losing half of her subordinates, she never trusted favours from others since then.

She had learned firsthand that tasteless military rations were better than delicious banquet dishes poisoned with toxins.

Of course, she couldn’t believe that these pampered noble girls had the same mindset, but due to the trauma that had become a sort of trauma, she couldn’t easily eat food given by others.

‘Even though it’s tasteless, it’s familiar. And it’s not like others are eating something delicious.’

The aristocratic girls might all carry dishes from their families boasting the family name, but it’s not like they could already have eaten them all.

Wanting to save as much as possible, they would probably gather some unknown leaves or fruits from the forest.

Bitter dandelion leaves.

Thistle leaves with sharp thorns.

Oak fruits that cause diarrhea.

Incredibly bitter persimmon fruits.

It was quite ridiculous to see them carefully choosing and sharing these tasteless fellows among themselves.

It would have been nice if these girls had also learned how to recognize delicious leaves and fruits while studying the fashions of the month or the trending dances at social gatherings.

‘At least military rations are decent.’

As Irene was comforting herself with these thoughts, a stimulating smell that was hard to ignore reached her nose.

Sniff sniff

Smelling the scent discreetly, she found herself drawn to it and heard the sound of grilling.

Sizzle

It’s mushrooms.

And with the added fragrance of savory butter.

‘This is unfair!’

Some were eating such tasteless military rations, while others were eating mushroom dishes that smelled so delicious from the start!

It felt so unjust that tears almost welled up in her eyes, but she forced herself to hold back, putting effort into maintaining her composure.

As a noble lady of the North, she couldn’t beg for food.

“Lady Irene…? Did you come here because you wanted to eat mushrooms?”

One of the girls, who had been observing Irene’s every move with an incredulous expression, asked.

She thought she didn’t care about other people’s opinions, but when it came to being caught in such a situation, she couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.

“I was just trying to find out which competitors succeeded in securing food.”

“Oh… Indeed, Lady Irene, you are amazing. While others just followed because they were hungry, you, as a rational lady, stand out!”

Does this child have the qualities of a minion?

She has the skill to say flattering words.

“Then, Lady Irene, you don’t need to eat!”

“…What do you mean?”

“Those people over there said they’re buying mushroom grills with money.”

“!!”

“There’s probably a noble girl on their team who doesn’t have money, so they’re reluctantly accepting payment to avoid giving the impression that they’re not considerate of their fellow noble contestants, right?”

“Is that so…”

“Anyway, since Lady Irene won’t eat, it doesn’t matter!”

“…Have this.”

Irene took out another Type A emergency ration from her magic backpack and handed it over.

“L-Lady Irene…! You’ve even prepared something for me to eat, I’m really touched!”

She just wanted to show the naughty child who denied her mushroom grill the same suffering through words.

Of course, the noble girl who had been observing Irene’s misery from the side didn’t even consider opening the emergency ration.

Unless you’ve served in the military and experienced the notorious reputation of Type A military rations, you probably wouldn’t even have heard of them, let alone experienced them.

If you can’t see clearly after being shipwrecked and starving for about a week, you might have the courage to try it.

“Oh? Look, the kid from the team that was grilling mushrooms is coming over.”

Unless you’ve served in the military, you probably haven’t even heard of the notorious reputation of Type A military rations.

Yet, here comes the youngest contestant, Oknodie, with a small stature, making a face of disbelief. 

The the blonde cute kid takes out candy from her pocket.

Splat.

And then the woman and the monkey-like person who seemed to be with her panicked, rushed over, grabbed Oknodie’s arms and mouth, and quickly dragged her away.


“That’s mean… The kid was just trying to give candy…”

‘Really despicable.’

Irene felt unjustifiably upset.

Although she doesn’t eat food given by others as a rule.

Being forced to eat this and then having the food snatched away left a bitter taste in her mouth.



 
  
    Chapter 32: The reason why mosquito repellent is a serious matter


My efforts to score points with Irene, the lead character, by offering her candy, was thwarted by the interference of my colleagues.

“Darn. It was a rare opportunity after all.”

Although disappointed in Isabel and Son Ohchun, I understood after hearing Jezel’s explanation.

“If you eat candy and don’t brush your teeth, won’t the teeth rot? It’s hard to eat outdoors.”

“Oh! I ate a lot of candy!”

“I was thinking of giving it to you sometime anyway. Here, it’s an extra toothbrush I prepared for later use.”

Taking care of dental health too, Jezel is truly the best!

“Also, let’s spray mosquito repellent again while we’re at it.”

“Yes~”

“But why do you dislike mosquitoes so much? Is it because it’s itchy when they bite?”

Perhaps seeing me appealing with mosquito hatred at every opportunity, Jezel asked with a curious expression.

“You’ll find out soon enough!”

***

It was time to emphasize the importance of mosquito repellent.

Specifically, at the last three-way intersection leading to the second gate.

<Shortcut (paid, no mosquitoes, quick)>

<Shortcut (free, many mosquitoes, takes a bit longer)>

<Return path (free, few mosquitoes, takes a long time)>

Examiner Minerva.

She spoke to the candidates who followed her this far.

“Good job following the long road!”

“Wow! Is this the finish line?”

“No. Just saying good job.”

“???”

“The instructor goes first. Follow whichever path you want.”

Beep.

Minerva alone ascended onto the magic circle.

“[10 points have been deducted.]” 

With a sound, the instructor vanished with a swish.

The candidates, who thought they’d reach the finish line just by following the instructor, were taken aback.

“Is this for real? Seriously?”

“They’re just going like this?”

“Hey, you nasty woman! You jerk!”

“Heh. Hehehe.”

“Isn’t this where we need points?”

Confused, angry, or even despondent candidates, all bewildered by the shock of being rejected.

Then, a bark fell from a tree at the center of the intersection.

“Surprise!”

“Huh? A light?”

“That’s not a tree, is it?”

A tree disguised as an intersection shop.

The green-hat instructor inside poked her head out.

“If you have points, I’ll sell mosquito repellent! If you have mosquito repellent, you won’t feel anything even if you get bitten, right? There aren’t many mosquitoes, but it’s better than itching to death?”

“Is there mosquito repellent spray?”

“Huh? If I sell that, I can’t sell mosquito repellent. Of course, I won’t sell it. Are you stupid? Hahaha.”

“……”

The candidates’ fists trembled.

Both the examiner and the instructor were despicable!

“Hmm? Can’t we just take that magic circle?”

“Yeah. Everyone’s who got over 60 points.”

With a minimum passing score of 50 points and a travel cost of 10 points, as long as you score over 60 points total, you don’t have to take the risky return path or fight the mosquitoes and take the shortcut.

“What’s with those mosquitoes! Let’s just take the shortcut.”

“Right. We’re candidates aiming for the world’s best academy, after all.”

Some confident candidates headed for the shortcut.

Not even 10 minutes later, candidates who returned covered in dirt came back with eyes devoid of focus, as if they had seen hell.

“H, Hell. That was hell!”

“There were… thousands of mosquitoes!!”

“I’m going to die. If you go into a place like that, you’ll get drained of blood and die!!”

“Goodness!”

“How can such a dreadful place exist!”

Countless mosquitoes, so many that it was almost comical, swarmed around the fourth task.

“You hated being bitten because there were so many mosquitoes? Since it’s impossible to pass through there if you get bitten?”

“Not really? Look over there.”

Trigger-Happy Pirate Girl Jigoku, who returned from scoring points, confidently stepped onto the magic circle.

“If you hate mosquitoes, just use the magic circle. Hehe. Are you idiots?”

With overflowing confidence, Jigoku held up a ticket watch next to the mana board beside the magic circle.

But what greeted him was not the blue effect signalling spatial teleportation.

“[Mosquito toxin detected.]”

“You!”

An exploitative condition that somehow forced candidates to use their points!

“That guy is the same rude redhead from before, right? Hehehe, it’d be fun to see him humiliated.”

Jigoku’s face twisted with embarrassment.

“Mr. Ohchun, your laughter is too loud.”

“Hehehe. How can I endure it without laughing?”

Jigoku, who seemed ready to brandish his revolver at any moment, noticed me next to Son Ohchun and managed to suppress his rising anger and swallowed his pride.

“Monkey brat. Let’s have a showdown later where there are no kids.”

“Sounds good.”

Jezel couldn’t hide his bewildered feelings.

“I’ve heard of refraining from using teleportation magic circles if a patient with wounds or gunshot wounds used them due to the risk of exacerbating the injuries, but I’ve never heard of being unable to use them because of mosquito repellent.”


“Even Jezel didn’t know about this? If you’re poisoned, the poison spreads further immediately after teleportation. Although mosquito toxins aren’t that dangerous.”

It’s just a taste of education tailored to the candidates’ level.

It’s not just to make them feel like kings.

“Shall we go then?”

“Didn’t you just see that? You can’t use the teleportation if you get bitten by mosquitoes!”

“Oh, it’s fine. We didn’t get bitten.”

They should have made more effort not to get bitten by mosquitoes.

“[10 points have been deducted.]”

“[Using the teleportation magic circle.]”

We arrived conveniently at the finish line.

Minerva welcomed us with a somewhat approving look.

“You did well. It must have been difficult to avoid getting bitten by mosquitoes in this forest.”

“We might have bought mosquito repellent.”

“Do you think a ranger wouldn’t be able to smell mosquito repellent? I know you didn’t buy any. Instead, you used mosquito repellent spray, right?”

Isabel marvelled.

“The examiner was right.”

“What do you think of this examiner? Anyway, congratulations. You all passed.”

“Wow!”

Jezel looked at the ticket watch and was puzzled.

“But why did our scores increase?”

[Ticket Watch Points]

<Oknodie 122 points>

<Jezel 112 points>

<Son Ohchun 112 points>

<Isabel 112 points>

Even though they spent 10 points on teleportation, their scores increased by 50 points each.

Minerva said with a puzzled expression.

“It’s a completion reward. If you enter the finish line of the second Gate within the time limit, everyone gets 50 points.”

“Then why was there tasks?”

“To buy mosquito repellent?”

“…….”

“Just kidding. Relax. Perhaps you didn’t realize it because of the good team balance, but this second gate has various demands such as food, water, and survival kits.”

Stores appearing intermittently where points were spent.

Usually, examinees use some of their earned points of tasks there.

Of course, most of it goes to buying mosquito repellent for using the magic circle at the end, but still.

“In long adventures, ignoring minor damage from bugs can lead to exhaustion like getting soaked in the rain or even collapsing from illness.”

“I believe examiners have realized the importance of mosquito repellent through this gate.”

Upon Minerva’s advice, Jezel, Son Ohchun, and Isabel accepted the lesson with faces that seemed to say, “This person is also an examiner huh.”

Well, I knew that from the beginning.

Perhaps noticing my nonchalance, Minerva suddenly asked.

“Did Oknodie know?”

“Of course. I been thorough in preparing for everything!”

My colleagues revealed their complex thoughts.

“Actually, did the gifted education work?”

“Oh dear. Did that and this happen?”

“Is it poison candy training… Maybe I should introduce it to the expedition team…”

Excusing myself to the bathroom amidst colleagues opening up for reflection.

After confirming that no one followed me with <Observation>, I chuckled and took out an extra pocket from my embrace.

Separate from the candy pouch, a pocket carried around.

Inside were three stat stones.

“Hehe.”

There was a reason I went to do tasks even though I didn’t have to!

Stat stones don’t necessarily raise stats just by consuming them.

Some stat stones stop increasing stats once all stats, while higher-grade ones are more efficient when saved and consumed later.

“I should start saving gradually for when I have enough leeway!”

For that reason, I only collected stat stones that seemed too large to swallow at once.

I’ll make this stat stone pouch secretly saved for eating without anyone knowing.

“Gathering stones? You seem mature but also childish in some corners.”

“?!”

Startled, I closed the pouch and stepped back, only to meet the gaze of the black-hatted examiner who had been silently watching from above.

The voice transmitted through Minerva’s summoned creature, using <Vision Sharing> and <Voice Transmission>.

I never thought he’d perfectly trace me by deceiving my <Observation>.

It was a chilling experience to have a conversation unexpectedly cooled down.

“I’ve seen a candidate like you before.”


“Someone who gathers stones like me?!”

“…Not you. It’s about poison resistance training.”

Minerva, the examiner, spoke through her summoned creature.

“We found similar candidates and investigated.”

“You, Oknodie candidate. Are you the scholarship student supported by the Wiheomhae Foundation?”



 
  
    Chapter 33: Passed the Entrance Exam


Wiheomhae

The first thing that came to mind when I heard that absurd name was my servant’s name, Jonnas Wiheomhae

“Isn’t that my servant’s name?”

“Ah, so the examiner Oknodie is a prospective scholarship student of the Foundation.”

“I didn’t know that. I’m just Papa’s daughter.”

“Papa? What a cute term to use. What is the name of the examinee’s father?”

“I… can’t tell you.”

“Of course. All scholarship students of the Foundation are orphans.”

Does that mean my servants have no family?

I feel even more sorry now.

“How did I treat such a servants?”


	Enough with the spinach!

	I don’t want to eat the same dish again!

	I’ll just go for a night walk for an hour. Okay?

	Miss. Where are you hiding again?

	Didn’t I tell you several times not to sneak out to eat rocks?



I’ve been raising the Hiding Experience, hiding here and there, making trouble by sneaking around, eating rocks secretly, throwing tantrums for different side dishes, and how much I’ve tormented them.

If the reason they endured all those tantrums silently was because they had no family?

Did the servants think of me as family?

“Ugh.”

Tears are about to come out.

Feeling like crying, remembering the past mistakes I made with my parents!

“Speak up. What is the purpose of the Wiheomhae Foundation? What wickedness are you all plotting this time?”

“Don’t speak ill of the name Wiheomhae! The person with that name treated me so well!”

“…You really don’t know anything. What kind of existence the Wiheomhae  Foundation is. Why your Foundation gathers only parentless orphans.”

“Why do you keep saying bad things? I have Papa!”

“Is that the name of the parent you can’t even mention?”

Geez. 

He really exist.

My Papa sent Jonnas to the academy, gave 100 gold, and all!

“Uh huh? Examine Oknodie. I didn’t intend to… I mean…”

“I have Papa! I do have Papa! He exists, so why do you keep saying he doesn’t!”

Feeling unjust, tears welled up, and Minerva’s familiar scratched her head.

“…Alright, there’s no fault with the kid. My thoughts were short-sighted. Apologize.”

Minerva, the examiner, gave up on interrogating.

***

“Did you cry by any chance?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Your eyes are red, so why lie?”

Jezel kept pestering and I kept avoiding eye contact or i might punch him.

Son Ohchun frowned and twitched his tail aggressively.

“Who made our little mouse cry? Just tell me, I’ll go and…”

Isabel pinched the waists of both Jezel and Son Ohchun.

“Eugh!”

“Oof!”

“Don’t casually probe like that. Sometimes children can cry when they’re having a hard time.”

“Why don’t you just say it instead of pinching?”

“Why do you pinch, not talk?”

Grumbling, Jezel and Son Ohchun subtly yielded to Isabelle’s pressure.

Although she always seemed bold and clever, one shouldn’t forget that Oknodie was raised as an assassination prodigy of a noble family. 

One shouldn’t think of her as emotionally ordinary.

“It’s okay. Even if we don’t know why you’re sad, we’re all on your side. Right, Oknodie?”

Oknodie nodded slightly.

As I wiped my eyes with a handkerchief, Oknodie wrinkled her nose.

“Smells like sweat.”

“Sorry, it’s what I had on me.”

“…Still, thank you.”

“Just know it.”

“Want some candy?”

“You eat too much.”

While Oknodie’s party was taking a comfortable break.

Other powerful individuals using magic circles also arrived one by one at the finish line.

Pirate Jigoku.

Northern Noble Lady Irene.

Andersen Pretzel

Among the candidates who passed through magic circles, there were also those who chose to rush through by enduring mosquito bites or taking a longer route.

“The exam is over.”

When Minerva snapped her fingers, the ticket holders scattered throughout the forest were summoned one by one.

The end of the second gate.

It’s time for the results announcement.

***

Minerva, the examiner of the second gate, spoke.

“The second gate <Hunter’s Forest> exam has ended. Out of 185 examinees, 23 have successfully completed the course. There are 102 failures due to broken watches. There are 47 withdrawals. There are 13 overtimes.”

“Of course, the failures and withdrawals are not summoned here. Only 13 people have been summoned due to overtime.”

Among the examinees who went over the time limit, there was Dorothy.

It was unexpected to see her face still lingering with regret, indicating that she must have succeeded in touching the black-hatted instructor at least.

Perhaps she had been searching until the very end.

NTR sucker Rockwell was also among those who went over the time limit.

Even NTR girl Yui seemed surprised to still be here.

It seems she failed to touch the black-hatted instructor in the end.

“Do these people matter when they’ve already failed? Does the score even matter for them?”

“I don’t know about that.”

Minerva said.

To the successful and failed candidates, withdrawals, and those who went over the time limit.


Yes.

The overtimes are not included in the failures.

For beginners or NPCs, the unexpected nature of the second Gate.

“Why were the overtime candidates summoned? Aren’t those people all failures?”

“I don’t remember saying such a thing?”

“Then are the overtime candidates passing through the second gate just like us who succeeded?”

The overtime candidates, who thought they had failed and were looking forward to next year, were taken aback.

“To ease your concerns, all successful candidates receive an additional 50 points, but overtime candidates do not receive the completion reward of 50 points.”

“You might think that the score doesn’t matter after the exam is over, but this score is directly related to early passage. Those who score over 100 points on the entrance exam are admitted immediately.”

“!!”

“The individuals who scored over 100 points are Oknodie, Jezel, Son Ohchun, Isabel, and Wether. These six individuals met the requirements at the second gate and have successfully been admitted immediately.”

Son Ohchun cheered with joy.

Isabel held hands with others, shaking them vigorously, expressing her happiness.

Jezel smiled and said it was fortunate they passed together.

The colleagues were visibly delighted.

Of course, other candidates who had not yet passed were filled with dissatisfaction.

“If you have a lot of complaints, it’s because you don’t understand the motto of the second Gate.”

“Some of you may be stronger, possess superior skills, or have exceptional combat abilities compared to those who passed. But all of these are beyond the concern of the examiners.”

Minerva’s criteria were firm.

“A wise person should lead ahead of a strong person, and if wisdom is lacking, then one should possess exceptional combat abilities to lead ahead. A score of 100 points is proof of this.”

“Don’t be too disappointed. As soon as your remaining score exceeds 100 points, you will also pass at third Gate.”

If you’re smart, you’ll have fewer problems with your body.

If your body is really good, you don’t even need to use your brain.

That’s the motto of the second Gate!

“Among the overtime candidates, there may be those who scored over 100 points, but for fairness, the scores of overtime candidates are measured at one percent.”

“Of course, this only applies to those who have escaped from the hide-and-seek game. Those who failed to escape will all challenge the next Gate with a uniform penalty of -50 points.”

“If you’re upset, blame yourself for not satisfying the minimum passing condition of 50 points. Blame your own foolishness for wasting points on trivialities like mosquito repellent or necessities.”

While this was important information for those who were going to take the third Gate, it was irrelevant to us who had already passed the exam.

“What about those who persisted until the end and then gave up?”

“If you lack creativity, you need to have the skills to survive, and you need the mental strength to never give up until the end. No one can save those who give up on themselves.”

Minerva’s cold reasoning didn’t show mercy to those who gave up.

“The successful candidates should follow Master Myung So’s guidance and move to the lounge. The third Gate candidates will follow this instructor to the next exam room.”

The students heading to the third Gate glanced at us one by one.

Their eyes seemed even fiercer than when I achieved the top score. 

It felt like they were determined to bounce back firmly, realizing that one defeat might be a coincidence, but two defeats meant their skills were lacking.

It was heartbreaking to see their gazes, especially from the position of wanting to cultivate good relationships with classmates at the academy.

“Hehe. So it turned out like this. I was sure Oknodie would succeed in early admission at the second Gate.”

Master Myung So chuckled, exchanged a few words, then guided us to the lounge.

“Hey, aren’t you an assassin too?”

On the way to the lounge.

A girl wearing a mask approached and spoke.

‘This kid is…’

The second task of the second Gate.

A competition to snatch the golden ball placed in the thorny vine.

The 0.1% mine encountered there.

The constrained assassin <Jiang>.

“No, I’m not.”

“Lies. You knew my skills.”

“That’s…”

“I’m a player, that’s why.”

Her skills have directly caused me to fail before.

“See? You know it after all, don’t you?”

“I really don’t!”

“Then where did you learn it from?”

“What?”

“What else? Your skills.”

“From my butler and maid.”

“Heh, domestic education, huh? Must be nice. I learned from my master.”

Perhaps that’s why her attitude, approaching me so readily, felt awkward and unfamiliar. 

Normally, she should have shown aggressive reactions, wanting to eliminate me just by looking at my face.

But instead, she was casually friendly, which was unexpected. 

Is this the charm of a young girl?

Maybe it’s fortunate to be a young girl instead of a muscular tough guy.

Lost in these thoughts, I was suddenly jolted out of it by Ohchun’s large hand messing up my hair.

“Little troublemaker, already making friends who look just like you?”

“Oh, stop it!”

As I lightly protested, Jiang narrowed her eyes and asked,

“Should I scold him for you?”

Her clear eyes stared straight at Ohchun.

Rather than being afraid of the big monkey-like guy, there was a dangerous vibe lurking in her eyes, as if she was suppressing something within her.

Even though she’s supposed to be a 1.5-tier supporting character assassin, I know she’s supposed to be a character I should be nice to.

Somehow, it felt uncomfortable.


“Don’t do that.”

My actions can be rough and sometimes annoying.

Sometimes I even feel like attacking.

“Ohchun is my comrade.”

Although there aren’t any prominent NPC party members like in the original game, Ohchun was now one of my cherished companions.



 
  
    Chapter 34: Identity Guarantor


The first Gate was a test of identity.

If the second Gate was a test of creativity,

then the third Gate was a test of combat ability.

“I never imagined that getting into the academy would be this difficult.”

Irene barely passed through the third Gate.

She asked the examiner at the third Gate, “Have you been conducting this test every year?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Do you not test the combat ability of those who passed at the second Gate?”

“Why would we? Combat ability is only necessary for passive underachievers lacking in identity and creativity.”

“…!”

“Irene, Lady of the North. You served as a combat magician in the North, participating in a total of 13 Battles. You understand better since you’ve experienced harsh wars, right? Combat is not the only skill needed.”

Irene realized.

No matter how much war is waged, it never ends.

The only things that increase are the numbers of fallen soldiers and the graves filled with broken weapons.

Exhausted from the long war against the demons, the North sought answers in the capital.

That was the background leading Irene to take the entrance exam for the Luck Academy.

“The reason is the same. Have you understood, Sing?”

“I don’t agree, but if that’s the academy’s policy, then we have no choice but to follow it.”

Not only Irene and Sing, but all the successful candidates thought the same.

Oknodie, the top candidate who had proven the difference in skill not once, but twice. 

They were determined to learn everything by observing and emulating her every move.

“There must be a reason for collecting pretty stones, right?”

Irene carefully tucked a smooth stone into her pocket.

***

<Honours Class Entrance Exam Candidates>

<Total: 44>

<Lower Class Entrance Exam Candidates>

<Total: 2086>

<Total for the 981st Session>

<Honours Class: 44>

<Lower Class: 2086>

<Overall: 2130>

Several days were spent recuperating in the lounge, recovering from the exhaustion and injuries sustained during eating, sleeping, and resting.

The detailed information of the successful candidates appeared on the mana board.

Dorothy and Rockwell, childhood friends who had also passed, were avoiding each other’s gaze and staying in their individual rooms.

“There are quite a lot.”

“Over 2000 candidates passed. It’s a significant number beyond what we expected.”

“Hahaha! Most of them are probably just punching bags, not even worth a handful!”

While my enthusiastic colleagues were celebrating, I felt a bit uncomfortable.

It wasn’t because of the conflict with Minerva, the examiner, during the previous test.

It was because of the grouping of successful candidates.

“Groups, huh? That’s something new.”

“It’s based on regions.”

“Do you know anything about it Oknodie?”

“A is Border, B is Central, and C is Special. Since Central covers a vast land, it’s considered Border in terms of the continent’s north, south, east, and west. We’re probably in the A group.”

“Splitting them up again seems difficult to understand.”

“It’s not splitting them up again. Candidates from the Border and Central regions took the exams in separate locations, so they are grouped separately.”

Jezel and Isabel looked at me with curious eyes.

“Did they teach you even that in noble family?”

“Oknodie seems to have significantly increased her knowledge in academy-related matters.”

“It’s just a coincidence. I just remembered what I learned.”

As I tried to pick up Jezel words, a serious voice interrupted, “That’s strange.”

Andersen Pretzel, the top-ranked noble family in the Western Noble Union, joined our conversation from the next table.

“Even the son of the wealthiest family in the German Kingdom, the first noble family of Pretzel, doesn’t know this information.”

“T-then my Papa must be even more impressive!”

Sorry, Papa.

If I don’t make use of you now, when will I?

“Such information surpasses that of the first noble family of the leading power among the Western Nobel Union. It’s anticipated how remarkable the background hidden by Oknodie will be.”

“I agree. It’s incomprehensible information unless one is of royal descent.”

The second-ranked in the Alliance.

Hong Iljeom <Arcadia> peeked over the fan, piercing through with her eyes.

She wore the traditional Chinese dress from the East.

Tattoos of the Southern Barbarians adorned her shoulders.

And even a fan, a must-have accessory for the Central nobility.

While we are talking about the latest trends, she’s a supporting character ranked in the lower half of the top 20 popularity rankings among players, known as an icon of superficiality who follows anything without principles.

“This young lady seems quite displeased. I hope you’re not having disrespectful thoughts.”

“…Not particularly? I was just thinking that if we add the Northern Mofikot coat, we’d have all four directions.”

“Oh my. Surprisingly witty, aren’t you? I already have a coat prepared for winter. You seem to appreciate my sense of style. Quite a talented girl, aren’t you?”

She’s less popular than the 2nd-tier supporting heroine NTR Yui, but being at the bottom of the 2.5-tier supporting characters’ favourability ranking doesn’t make it prideful at all.

“This is a specialty of our Florence Kingdom, squid tempura. I bought it to sell at the restaurant attached to the rest area. Sometimes women talk about trendy items amongst themselves.”

Until I received the squid tempura, that’s what I thought.

“Arcadia is now tier 1 favourite from today. No one can ignore her anymore!”

“…Tier 1? I’m not sure, but it must be their way of complimenting. I’ll gladly accept it.”

Yum yum.

Chomp chomp.

As I happily enjoyed the crispy squid tempura in my mouth, shaking my head from side to side, feeling the texture and taste of the fried food, a crow outside the lounge window made its presence known by tapping the glass.

“What’s this?”

“Looks like something’s tied to its leg.”

“Could be a message.”


Sing, the Eastern Swordsman, spoke while leaning against the wall.

“In the East, instead of magical communication, messages are written on paper tied to birds’ legs and sent off.”

The crow sat on a nearby desk, untied the string tied to its leg, and dropped the paper.

Plop.

Then, the crow dashed towards the nearby food bin!

“Looks like Oknodie.”

“Hehe. Agreed.”

“Hehehe! The flying mouse is here.”

“Hey. Don’t call me that way! I’m not a mouse. I’m still growing, and I’ll keep growing taller and taller! Maybe up to 2 meters and 30 centimetres!”

“Isn’t that too tall?”

Son Ohchun burst into laughter, grabbing his belly.

If I was a man, I would have looked down on that arrogant monkey from above and made him realize the height difference!

“Examine Oknodie. You’re being called. Minerva, the examiner, wants you to come to the counselling room downstairs.”

Ugh. 

Why her of all people?

Reluctantly, I headed to the counselling room.

“What do you want to talk about this time?”

“I called the examinee for a different matter today.”

Minerva showed me a chart.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a grouping chart dividing A group, B group, and C group. Successful candidates are divided into A group from the border, B group from the centre, and C group for others. This grouping will continue after admission.”

“But I’m already in the A group, right? I got my ticket from the border and took the entrance exam at the border testing centre.”

“That’s the problem. It turns out examinee Oknodie is an unregistered individual who has never been registered with the International Identity Registration Magic Preservation Office.”

“Oh.”

A sense of foreboding swept over me.

Surely not, right?

“Unregistered individuals cannot belong to either the Border or the Center. Non-existent people. People not recognized by society. Those with unclear origins are grouped into the C group.”

“Um, then what happens?”

“Your freedom will vanish, and you’ll always have to go under the supervision and permission of the instructors wherever you go.”

No way!

Then I won’t be able to collect stat stones or participate in the events I need to break beforehand. 

I won’t be able to invade the library secretly, tear apart the golden books disguised as ordinary books, or fight hidden monsters between statues, or set fire to the garden to create a firestorm!

“Sob. Can’t you just give me a chance?”

“No.”

Minerva was ruthless.

“So examinee Oknodie must be accompanied by an instructor assigned by the headquarters around the clock.”

“That’s too much!”

“…I want to say that too. For the past three days, for 72 hours, we’ve been waiting for someone to vouch for examinee Oknodie’s identity. And the witness has finally appeared.”

As Minerva snapped her fingers, the curtain in the corner of the counselling room opened, revealing a familiar man in a suit.

“Jonnas!”

“It’s been a while, Miss. Have you been well?”

I rushed over and hugged him tightly.

A faithful servant with a loyalty rating of 100, who will never betray me who was once summoned with a whistle.

In this world, my only trustworthy servant who will never betray me, Jonnas Wiheomhae.

“No, you can’t.”

“Ugh.”

Jonnas, pressing his forehead firmly with one hand, separated me from him.

Despite getting stronger, Jonnas was so strong that my strength was nothing compared to his.

“The Academy examiners are watching. Please maintain your composure, Miss.”

“Ugh. How can you never change? I haven’t seen you in a while, and you’re already starting with ‘No, you can’t.'”

Is Jonnas not happy to see me?

As I pouted and grumbled, Jonnas, with his characteristic rough face, lifted the corner of his mouth slightly, just a little.

Wow…

Even though he’s my servant, that’s harsh.

Look at him smiling as if he’s about to prey on someone.


He shouldn’t smile like that anywhere else.

“Jonnas. Three weeks’ prohibition of the smiling face!”

“….?”

Who else would endure this smile if not me?

So from now on, only I should see it.



 
  
    Chapter 35: Agent of the Foundation


Jonnas felt a sense of grandeur.

“You’ve done much better than expected. Miss.”

Honestly, he hadn’t expected this level of performance.

At first, he was disappointed beyond his expectations.

Initially, he harboured a cynical thought that the boss’s judgment wasn’t always successful.

A petite figure barely reaching the waist, plagued with various mental illnesses. 

While her face hinted at promise for the future, he couldn’t help but wonder what such a girl could accomplish.

Were they planning to assign tasks only fit for women?

Such cruel thoughts crossed his mind.


	Training? Sure thing!



With her own abilities, Oknodie overcame all his dissatisfaction and concerns about her.

Even while barely getting any sleep.

Unable to shake off the undesirable habits acquired from her street life.

Yet, she persevered relentlessly.

She understood the value of the opportunity given to her.

And she was grateful.

Grateful to the boss and to him.

She leaned on the boss, calling him “Papa”, seeking refuge and protection from him, occasionally attempting to cling to his leg.

“Whenever I see you, I’m reminded of a flying squirrel.”

Always lurking and observing people from a distance, but rushing over and cuddling whenever it hears call.

She was certainly different from the many foolish prospective scholarship students who rejected the extended hand and rejected it themselves.

She was different even from the lower-tier scholarship students who barely passed the intermediate level.

“So, it worries me even more.”

Like an adorable flying squirrel following its owner, to her master who took her in.

The moment she steps into the harsh wilderness, the flying squirrel loses its freedom.

From predators like the barely different but almost feline-like cats to all sorts of birds.

There are many predators that would prey on the flying squirrel.

Oknodie is no exception.

As much as the world is wary of the Wiheomhae Foundation.

As much as the Foundation hates the world.

It would be a heavy burden for a young child.

“May I have a moment to speak with the Miss?”

“Of course.”

With Minerva’s permission, he postponed the group assignment.

A precious time like gold.

Jonnas spoke cautiously.

“Listen carefully, Miss. You are a scholarship student recruited by the Wiheomhae Foundation.”

“Really?”

“Why do you react as if you know something?”

“it seems like you want me to be surprised.”

“Please take this seriously. Miss, you stand at a significant crossroads in your life.”

“??”

“The Foundation has provided you with servants, maids, training facilities, and ample funds. This is not merely a gesture of goodwill towards you.”

“Is that so?”

“They will demand something in return. Someday, when you feel like you can no longer rise any higher. The Foundation will demand your dedication from the position they have set for you.”

“Hehe. I see.”

With an innocent smile, she still doesn’t seem to understand her situation.

“But if you refuse the Foundation’s guarantee, Miss, you can become free.”

“Me? Refuse the guarantee and not become a pawn?”

“Still, please consider it seriously. The Academy has shown favour to you by resolving all costs and procedures for admission with good grades.”

Minerva’s Proposal.

The document he was handed over when he came as her guarantor.

＊Child to Academy Agreement


	All debts incurred by Oknodie applicant to the Wiheomhae Foundation will be paid by the Luck Academy.

	The Wiheomhae Foundation cannot exert any influence on applicant Oknodie.

	If an assessor from the Luck Academy determines that the Wiheomhae Foundation has exerted influence, it may enforce corresponding compensation.



If Miss Oknodie signs this document, she can leave the Foundation’s embrace.

“What about you, Jonnas?”

… As expected, gods are unreliable.

God does not listen to the prayers of the weak.

“As a member of the Foundation, contacting you is also considered exerting influence. So I will have to bid farewell to you. Forever.”

“But I don’t want that! How can I abandon my servant, that’s impossible!”

Is it because she was chosen?

Or is it because she’s also walking down the same path as him?

Even though he knows that her life is heading down an irreversible path, a sense of satisfaction fills his heart.

“Miss, you still don’t understand the despair of someone else determining your life. Even if you like something, even if you like someone, you have to let go of that feeling.”

“But can’t I just keep climbing higher?”

“…Do you think miss will be different?”

“It’s okay. Because I’m a player.”

“A player…?”

“I’m Papa’s daughter, aren’t I? And the foundation that helps me is ultimately Papa’s foundation, right?”

“…I suppose you could see it that way.”

“Then it’s fine.”

It wasn’t a decision made with deep contemplation.

It was the thought of a child in their formative years, still naive.

“It’s natural for a child to help their Papa, isn’t it? Even if it’s cliché to continue the family business for a lifetime, as long as he don’t force me to do only that, I can help.”

She wanted to feel special. 

She wanted to elevate herself to a higher status than others.

“Even if I don’t know what Papa and the foundation want, I’m strong. It won’t be easy for them to demand something from me so easily. I’ll keep getting stronger!”

“…Is that so. Miss truly is strong.”

And so, he wanted to protect her even more.

He tried to send her away to protect her.

He allowed the Academy’s coercion as a pretense.


He showed her the opportunity to leave the Foundation’s grasp.

But if she still didn’t fly away.

If she refused to leave the cage with the door open, then now he had no choice but to protect her.

“So, as of today, miss will enter Luck Academy as a Wiheomhae  Foundation scholarship student. I, Jonnas Wiheomhae, as the representative of the Foundation, will be responsible for miss. Do you agree to this?”

“Of course, I agree! My butler is on my side, after all.”

Miss Oknodie took out a necklace she had hidden under her clothes.

Hanging from the necklace was the whistle he had given her, telling her to call for help when she was in trouble.

She hadn’t called for him often, but even so, the trinket was cherished.

How many times had she fiddled with it?

How much time had she spent holding onto it?

In her eyes as she proudly displayed the whistle given to her at the inn, there was a sense of trust almost burdensome.

“You always give me the right advice, but I don’t like it when you only feed me healthy food and nag too much.”

“Your praise is excessive.”

“Then is it over with the boring stuff now? There’s so much I want to tell you. About my experiences with Mr. Jezel and Mr. Son Ohchun during the entrance exam…”

Now she belonged to the Foundation.

Even that laughter might someday become the organization’s rather than hers.

If she couldn’t fulfill the boss’s wishes.

That’s why he wanted to protect her even more.

Even though he knew all that future.

Even though Jonah Wiheomhae, as a human being, simply listened to her story and quietly stayed by her side.

-It seems there are rumours circulating about the last time you dealt with ‘miss’ regarding disposal…

-That’s as far as it goes.

He caused a significant event even known to an assassin like Reap, who operates in a different command structure.

If he repeats the same mistake again, this time he’ll surely be disposed of by the organization.

“I can’t help miss. If the organization and miss part ways, that means you’ll become the enemy.

But why, then, did she believe in him with all her heart like this?

-Well, you’ll have another ‘miss’ to attend to.

-How many was I?

-Could I be your last ‘miss’?

Don’t bring that up.

Dont lose focus.

As a representative of the Foundation, the chaos in the mid of miss’s butler is not allowed.

The sticky sensation of blood underfoot.

The feeling of slicing through flesh with fingertips.

Remember the sight of a heart chillingly cooling.

“…So that’s how it is?”

“Miss. We’ll finish the conversation next time. I believe our allotted visitation time is up.”

“Already?”

“We’ll meet again soon.”

Too much time was spent.

After finishing their conversation and returning, Minerva asked.

“What about the contract?”

“She declined. Miss is now a scholarship student of the Foundation.”

“I see. That’s a bit disappointing. Guardian.”

“Then, is it alright if miss is assigned to Group A?”

“Of course. Goodbye then.”

On the way out of the consultation room, Oknodie asked.

“When will we meet again?”

“As a guarantor or representative of the guaranteeing institution for academy students, visits are allowed only once a month, on designated days. When the time comes, I’ll come visit.”

“I don’t like it… The butler should be by my side every day. This is weird.”

“It’s the academy’s regulations, there’s nothing I can do.”

“I hate realism lectures.”

Straightening out the creases in miss’s wrinkled clothes, Jonnas left a word of advice.

“Please refrain from using such unfamiliar language in front of others. Higher-ranking students or those who adhere to formality might find it amusing or even tease you.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve already made a lot of friends. I’ve become close with Arcadia sister too.”

The focal point of the Western Nobles Union.

Even though she is someone with a high pride and calculative nature, she has already formed a personal friendship with her.


Surprise only lasted for a moment.

He realized that it was only natural for miss, whom even he had even given his heart so readily, to have such a friendly personality.

Yes, perhaps this miss will be alright.

“Well then, until we meet again, please take care.”

“You too, Jonnas!”



 
  
    Chapter 36: Security Inspection of the Imported Items


The Luck Academy exists on a special “island”.

Entrance and exit are possible only through <Dimensional Gateways>, which reflect a similar effect to spatial teleportation magic, and this effect is permanently activated.

There are many nominal reasons.

For the safety of the students.

To prevent external intrusion.

But for the players, these are just lame excuses.

“When someone dies in the academy, intruders come in after a few rounds. What kind of intrusion prevention is that?”

The real reason is simpler.

Nobles and commoners, humans and non-humans.

In a civilization that discriminates against anyone even slightly different and refuses to recognize them as equals, the academy aims to tame those who have not been indoctrinated.

Wealth and power in society.

By strictly excluding external forces, the academy creates an environment where students can focus on cultivating their inherent talents.

And it starts with the prohibition of magical equipment imports.

Except for medical equipment necessary for survival, control equipment for emergencies, and rescue equipment for emergencies, all other equipment is confiscated if not worn.

“This is a prohibited item for import.”

“Oh no.”

Even Jezel’s magic backpack was prohibited from import.

“Haha! You used all kinds of tricks to cheat on the test, but eventually got caught after enrollment. Shame on you, employer.”

“But your large staff is allowed for possession, however, if you want to use it for purposes other than personal training, you need separate approval from the academy. I’ll just grant you possession permit.”

“Isn’t that too much!”

The large staff of Son Ohchun became a decoration.

“Isabel’s luggage as a new student is the same.”

The security search wizards of the academy did not show any mercy as they systematically packed all kinds of belongings into cargo containers.

It was inevitable that all my belongings would be confiscated after resting for a few days.

“This is the first time I’ve seen such a peculiar request for imported items when entering the academy.”

With a bewildered face, the security search wizard laid out a compass, fluorescent stones wrapped in cloth, a case containing a mirror and metal rods, and a knife.

The contents seemed more like those of an adventurer than Isabel’s luggage, who was undergoing inspection.

“Did you come to explore some dungeon?”

“Well, I’m an adventurer too.”

The reason for wearing the basic adventurer set outfit, which doesn’t care about fashion at all, was for moments like this.

Just as it is natural for a chef to have a pot and cooking utensils, it is natural for an adventurer to have adventure gear.

Even if you receive strange looks for being overly prepared, if you’re an adventurer, you can just brush it off, thinking, ‘I might need it someday.’

If the academy was identified as a dungeon, <Huge><Living Hell><Escape Impossible><Ultra High-Level Zone> like things would be confirmed.

It’s natural for the world’s best talents to be bustling in an educational institution that nurtures the world’s best talents.

Even the professors are abundant who are stronger than most external dungeon bosses.

Therefore, it’s natural for the education at such an academy to be harsh.

Preparation is needed for the unpredictable future.

“All of this confiscated?”

“It’s an inevitable measure. Necessary items must be either made directly within the academy, provided, or earned through points to obtain usage permits.”

“Points?”

But wait, something strange happened.

If it’s points, wasn’t it received when we arrived at the entrance exam site earlier?

“The scores you received in the entrance exam will also be converted into points.”

In the game, there is a point shop within the academy that appears every few months.

With the realism patch, it has been transformed into currency used for importing items into the academy.

“Your points can be checked with the magic watch issued to all new students.”

Magic watch.

It’s a wristwatch that combines the functions of a watch, such as time checking, with functions such as checking possession points, checking class schedules, and checking announcements.

<Point Details>

━━━

Bonus for early arrival of boarding flight +55,200

Top achievement bonus for 1st phase of entrance exam – 100,000

Regular entrance bonus for 2nd phase of entrance exam – 50,000

Exchange of exam scores for points +12,200

━━━

Total: 217,400 points

As expected, performing well on the exam pays off.

Before I knew it, I had accumulated a substantial amount of points.

<Point Usage>

┗<Possession and Usage Permit Application>

━━━

Compass – 50 points

Backpack – 500 points

…

Fluorescent stone wrapped in cloth – 2,000 points

━━━

Total: -10,250 points

Wow, I can’t stand this.

Just as I was about to burst out in excitment, a heavy despair, like the bitter taste of life that comes unexpectedly one day, came over me.

“[New students cannot apply for possession permits.]”

“[New students cannot apply for usage permits.]”

“???”

The cake in the picture.

A pie in the sky.

Visible despair. Something that cannot be consumed but be seen.

Hope torture tormented me.

“I resent this…”

“Well, that’s unfortunate. Looks like you’ll receive a bit more resentment.”

The security search wizard even placed my candy pouch and stone pouch among the prohibited items for import.


Feeling unjust, tears were about to well up, but Isabel approached and patted my shoulder.

“Excuse me, sir. Can I have a moment with you?”

Poor Jezel called the wizard aside.

I wonder what they’re talking about.

After a while of serious conversation, the wizard, who looked like to be dying from an illness if he didn’t put every item into the prohibited import box, took out the candy pouch and stone pouch.

“I’m sorry. If there’s such a situation, it would have been better to speak up sooner… I’ll return these.”

“What’s the situation?”

“Oh, it’s okay. Just say thank you when something like this happens.”

Well, whatever the reason is doesn’t matter.

These precious candies Reap gave me and my own little treasure, the stat stone pouch, were saved.

“Thank you!”

With deep gratitude, I clasped my hands together on my stomach and bowed in appreciation.

Jezel received the greeting with a very pleased expression.

He really likes this kind of greeting.

Indeed, Jezel is getting old.

But if I tease him too much, he might confiscate my pouches.

***

“How did the inspection go? I hope we don’t have new students like last year who brought bombs or hid communication magic devices.”

“There’s a special report. It’s about a new student from the Oknodie group.”

Myung So approached with a childlike smile that didn’t match his age.

“Oknodie. If it’s that new student, I’m also paying attention. Surely she was someone who could have early admission in the Second Gate of the exam. What’s the report?”

“The child is undergoing poison resistance training, but they confiscated poisonous candy. They say there could be serious problems with poison control and constitution imbalance if the child’s balance is disrupted.”

“…Is the child really eating such dangerous poison?”

The security search wizard broke into a cold sweat.

Although he had a smiling face, the momentum emanating from Myung So was unusual.

It felt like facing a giant monster.

The tension rose as if even the slightest movement of a finger would lead to a deadly attack.

After seeing the firmly tense figure, Myung So suddenly realized and relaxed his energy.

“It seems my training is still lacking. To be swayed so easily by emotions like this. I apologize for showing such an embarrassing sight.”

“Oh, no. I was also shaken quite a bit.”

The security search wizard finally let out a sigh.

He could manipulate his breath freely, as if controlling his energy with a single breath.

Being from the East, he was truly a remarkable master who could not be underestimated.

And she was receiving attention from such a master.

It means that the potential of the new student from Oknodie is also exceptional.

“They say the child has a habit of eating stones.”

“Eating stones?”

“It was a report expressing suspicion that it might be a mental disorder caused by harsh training. It said that taking stones away from the child recklessly could lead to her mental breakdown….”

“Hmm.”

She was a pitiful child.

“The body must rely on poison, and the mind must rely on the stone. The weight of life’s suffering and sorrow, devoid of independence and self-esteem, is too heavy for the child to bear!”

Myung So felt great compassion.

Like a druid who communicates with nature, a shaman who communicates with spirits, a mage who communicates with mana, or a swordsman who communicates with swords, he too achieved soul communication.

The beings Myung So communicated with were worldly beings.

“Worldly beings” refer to all living things that enjoy life.

Therefore, his ability to communicate surpassed that of any other master of any class in the world.

“Could other instructors or superiors handle this matter?”

“Sir Myung So, I understand your sentiment, but according to principles, all unusual matters must be reported above.”

“I will take responsibility and watch over it. With sincere attention, earnestness is bound to resonate. If worldly beings do not understand each other with a heart of resonance, what are laws and rules for?”

Prohibiting and regulating those who do not conform to standards.

Although they follow the West’s elite principles, harsh laws that tolerate no flaws will only plunge all beings into misery and despair.

The security search wizard wanted to support Myung So’s sincerity.

Facing a true adult who offers to take responsibility and help the poor child, his conscience did not allow him to oppose it.


“May you be safe.”

“Peace be with you.”

The two adults joined hands in determination.

One decided to forget everything and remain silent.

The other decided to bear all burdens and take responsibility.



 
  
    Chapter 37: New Student Dormitory


Jonnas received a report from Oknodie.

The round handwriting resembled Oknodie so much that it warmed Jonnas’ heart.

━━━

*Preparation before the Entrance Ceremony

① Purchase of School Uniform ✔

-Received items supported by the foundation!

-The skirt feels too plain!

② Application for New Student Dormitory ✔

-Successfully allocated to room 111!

-Be careful not to accidentally enter room 111.1!

③ Application for Personal Belongings ✔

-Application list: compass, glowstone, candy pouch, rock pouch, large and thick cloth, rescue mirror, knife, shovel, metal rod, rope, notebook, wire.

-Approved items: candy pouch, rock pouch. The rest rejected.

④ Request for Support Items from the Foundation ✔

-None.

━━━

There was a sigh-inducing item as soon as he saw it.

Rock pouch.

Hasn’t she been able to fix that habit yet?

“It seems to be drawing attention.”

Scholarship students of the foundation receive attention from the academy.

There have been numerous incidents, and they understood through experience.

The danger of the Wiheomhae Foundation.

The limit to the scholar’s words.

Professors who have given their hearts to the students of the academy always face a choice.

To endure the sight of a child’s growth being stagnant and being subjected to cruel orders.

Or to forcefully continue the growth, using the scholar’s growth and future for subtle cooperation.

It’s a dire hostage situation.

Creating outstanding disciples with talent, then coercing them with their growth and future.

Which professor will fall into the foundation’s trap and suffer this time?

“It’s already in the past.”

Jonnas closed his eyes.

Memories of his former master.

Incidents that occurred between him, his master, and the foundation.

He shuts them all out.

There’s nothing good to recall.

“If I have to care about something, it should be this.”

④ Request for Support Items from the Foundation

-None.

Usually, children would try hard to request even one more support item.

She fear asking for help.

No, she pathologically refuse it.

Oknodie was such a child.

She rushes as if believing she must handle everything on her own, or else she will be abandoned.

It was impressive when she started his training, but now it just hurts Jonnas’ heart.

But this too is something he can’t do anything about.

That’s why even more so.

He should focus on what he can do.

-Be careful not to accidentally enter room 111.1!

Was it sleep talking?

Was it scribbles in the report?

It could be dismissed as a child’s prank, but he didn’t.

He knows.

He was once a new student at the academy too.

So he can assert.

There is no room 111.1 in the new student dormitory.

If Oknodie is worried about something, it needs to be investigated.

***

The Luck Academy is located on a remote island.

They established the academy on an island with a high mana distribution for the rapid growth of students.

It’s extremely difficult to reach the island through ordinary means without a Dimensional Gateways.

It’s located in a dangerous zone where it’s almost impossible to reach without considerable skills.

Because of this, even numerous countries on the continent found it nearly impossible to pose a physical threat to the academy.

Thus, organizations interested in the academy had a thought.

“If invading is difficult, wouldn’t it be better to plant spies and gather information?”

So, there were numerous spies wandering around the academy.

One of them was a spy from the Wiheomhae Foundation.

“Is this an order?”

On a special day, at a predetermined place, using a special method, Spy April contacts the outside world.

She thought this order was quite unusual.

“Investigate the truth of room 111.1 in the female dormitory of new students and report any dangers.”

To conduct an investigation, one needs a pretext to access the dormitory without arousing any suspicion.

Fortunately, Spy April had a disguise prepared for such occasions.

“Cleaning lady? Great. Please change the sheets in my room too.”

“Ma’am, please throw this away on your way out.”

New students with unruly behavior were sometimes annoying, but she could endure this much.

“Hey, girl. Hold the door for me for a moment.”

“??”

“The opportunity to receive the beauty of Yelchin Browny, the youngest daughter of the Browny family, is permitted.”


It’s difficult when lines are crossed like this.

Being the daughter of a noble family, newly awakened to femininity.

I wish they would understand that it’s not just unpleasant but also embarrassing.

The spies of the Foundation have guidelines for such situations.

“When a student becomes troublesome, say this.”

Remembering the advice of her superior, April spoke up.

“I am a staff member affiliated with the Luck Academy. If a student disrupts the duties of a staff member, I have the right to report to superiors and exercise consequences.”

“…I meant it as a compliment, that she’s that attractive. I wasn’t trying to disrupt any duties. Ahem. The comment about eavesdropping was just a joke.”

Didn’t they say that even without magic, one can feel like a magician?

One effect is truly remarkable.

<Freshman Dormitory>

<Left Wing – Female Only Area>

<Room 111>

There are 20 rooms per floor in the dormitory.

The 1st floor, which offers the most convenience, consists of all single rooms.

Rooms from the 2nd floor, where 4-person rooms are standard, clearly offer differentiated benefits.

“I wonder if there could be any issues with the special floor that the Academy also pays attention to?”

Personally, she was skeptical, but she was dispatched to investigate.

Smart.

“May I come in?”

While ordinary freshmen roam around, knocking on doors, the occupant of Room 111 opened the door quietly, seemingly staying inside.

Curiously, she tilted her head like a wagtail, expressing curiosity.

“New event?”

“I’m the cleaner.”

Is that a password these days?

Setting aside her doubts, she entered the room under the pretext of cleaning.

“There’s a stain on the wall.”

“Gasp! It wasn’t me!”

“I didn’t think it was. Don’t worry.”

The problem is what’s beyond this wall.

There’s a small empty space between the two rooms.

In terms of square footage, it’s about half a room.

It’s a space with walls designed to support the floor above.

Tap, tap.

Even lightly tapping and pressing with her hand, she could only feel an ordinary wall.

Knock, knock.

There was a knocking sound from the adjacent room, as if in response to her knocking.

The occupant Oknodie seemed somewhat awkward, but there was nothing out of the ordinary.

“Is there any problem with living in your room?”

“None at all!”

She’s very guarded.

There’s no useful information to be gained from her.

After finishing cleaning, this time, April visited Room 112.

“Cleaning? It’s fine.”

Once again, she changed the sheets and checked the wall for stains as an excuse to investigate.

Tap, tap.

Knock, knock.

Other than the knocking sound echoing back, there was nothing particularly remarkable.

“Hehe. Cute. It must have been the girl next door, right?”

Did she find the knocking sound amusing?

Hestia, the occupant of Room 112, smiled warmly.

To April, this side seemed cute too.

“I think it’s a return for earlier.”

“Earlier?”

“When I knocked on the wall from the next room, you responded with a knock. I did the same now as I did then.”

“I didn’t knock.”

“?”

“Oh, I see. You’re teasing me because I’m a new, clueless freshman huh? Haha. Nice try, but I’m not falling for it. We had this kind of culture even in the mercenary corps.”

April spoke seriously to the wall.

“Oknodie can you hear me?”

“….”

“Can you hear me?”

After a moment.

Faintly, the answer came back, “Yes, I can.”

“Oh. It was just a prank after all.”

Hestia, the occupant of Room 112, pretended not to be bothered.

“…Sorry for surprising you. There was a moment of misunderstanding.”

“It’s okay. It’s been a while since my heart raced like that.”

“After this, please refrain from talking to the adjacent room unless necessary for academic purposes.”

“But we just talked a lot earlier.”

“Please understand that it was an unavoidable procedure for verification.”

“Got it. I’ll keep quiet.”

Exiting the room, April quietly wiped her forearm.

The goosebumps on her arm hadn’t settled yet.

‘It was brief, but she definitely remember.

The answer just now from the wall.

It wasn’t Oknodie’s voice.

Between Room 111 and Room 112.

Standing in the hallway, April stared seriously between the rooms.

It’s an absurdly narrow space for a person to live in.

What on earth could be in there?

The ominous imagination doesn’t stop.

She couldn’t bear the fear.

“Ugh.”

Terrified, April quickly turned and walked away.

She hadn’t realized.

That the other residents on the same floor were eagerly watching, wondering why the cleaner was so scared and running away.

***

Whew, I thought I was caught.

The wall between Room 111 and Room 112.

In Room 111.1, there’s an entity unknown even to the Academy officials

<The Answering Wall>

It’s a door that responds when interacted with.

And when it’s midterm exam time in the first semester, it does something very audacious.

Hestia, the occupant of the adjacent room.

She’s the first main boss.

Awakening her as <Hestia the Insane>.

The process is simple.

She realizes one day that no one actually lives in the room she’s been conversing with all semester, and from that point on, she goes insane.

Especially since Hestia was already a berserker class, she completely loses it, and thereafter, disaster strikes.

Several fellow students are injured, some even die in a major accident.

How will players who know this secret respond?

Some cowardly ones report it to the professors immediately to get rid of <The Answering Door>, but true veterans never do such a thing.

‘Can’t I just pretend?’

Then Hestia won’t go insane.

And <The Answering Door> will continue to exist.


In the original game.

When the midterm exams start like this.

-This time, Professor XX’s previous exam questions and expected answers.

-Okay.

This remarkable door helps with studying.



 
  
    Chapter 38: Can’t Choose This


A nickname was given.

“Dee, come here and try some cookies.”

“I’d love to!”

Arcadia.

The princess of the Kingdom of Florence personally invited me to the snack table every day, giving me a nickname that seemed to express her fondness for me.

In the brief moments of skilfully acquiring high-quality snacks during snack time, I felt the leisure of a successor to a prominent family in the kingdom.

“Arcadia, why do you call me Dee?”

To be honest, it’s a bit like that.

It feels like I’m barely scraping by, just like a D-grade student.

Due to the academy’s structure, which is closer to a university than a high school, I couldn’t help but be concerned.

“Isn’t it cruel to attach ‘Orc’ to the name of such a cute child, suggesting that people might not appreciate the cuteness of Dee?” 

[The name sounds like Orcnoddy. So the end of her name can be pronounced ‘Dee’. 

“I see.”

“Did you not like being called Dee?”

How can I say I don’t like it when you look at me with a face full of expedctation?

Ha, she’s so cute I could die, really.

“D-uh, I don’t mind.”

“Dee~! Even your shy look is so cute.”

I couldn’t focus with her cuddling me and patting my cheeks like handling a doll, accompanied by her sweet scent.

“Oh dear. It’s getting warm. Stop hugging me.”

“Oh. Dee rejecting me…”

She pretends to be disappointed, sobbing, but it’s all an act.

She’s eagerly anticipating my response, hoping that I’ll indulge her.

That’s how it goes when someone is eagerly anticipating.

“Are you crying, sister? Don’t cry, okay?”

“Dee rejected my hand, so this sister’s heart is so sad… Sob.”

Isabel rolled her eyes from behind, saying, “There she goes, acting again.”

As expected of adventurer Isabel, she sees through the little act.

“Arcadia, Dee is eating cookies in this gap.”

“Oh, what do I do if you tell her that!”

My hand, which was picking up food like a squirrel, was smacked by a fan.

“Ow!”

“Dee, I told you not to shove food into your mouth so ungracefully, even on the tea table.”

While it’s great to be able to eat rare snacks freely, Arcadia, who has good roots, is strict about etiquette.

Despite her rootless taste, which mixes the latest trends from all directions like a hotchpotch, this too stems from a desire for recognition from others.

As a noble, Arcadia paid attention to etiquette to avoid being criticized by foreign nobles.

‘Is it allowed in aristocratic etiquette to hug and pinch the cheeks of someone at the tea table?’

I don’t think so.

But still, if I don’t show off well when the opportunity arises, I might not be invited to these snack gatherings next time.

Before the entrance ceremony, during the one-week waiting period.

Through social activities at the tea table at noon.

I managed to obtain a fan mark on my hand in exchange for my Handbook Collection and a feeling of fullness.

[Rare recipe <Yustachio’s Sugar Craft – Rose> collected in Cooking Handbook.]

━━━

Dessert collection 30 types – Acquired function <Sweet Nectar>.

Rare recipe [Yustachio’s Sugar Craft – Rose] collected – Increased success rate of spirit contract by 10%.

━━━

[Understanding of the character <Arcadia> has increased.]

━━━

Understanding of Arcadia

Rootless Fashion (Understanding 10) – Wouldn’t adding good things to good things make them even better?

Child-loving (Understanding 20) – I love cute children so much that I could die just by looking at them.

Inferiority complex (Understanding 30) – The princess of the Kingdom of Florence, who lacks the culture of her homeland, is strict about etiquette to hide her shortcomings.

━━━

[The favourability of the character <Arcadia> has exceeded 20.]

[Already enjoying the 1st special reward <Arcadia’s Tea Party>.]

[The rate of increase in Arcadia’s favourability rating has increased.]

[Understanding of the character <Arcadia> has exceeded 25.]

[Acquired relationship function <Communion – Arcadia>.]

[Becomes sensitive to Arcadia’s emotional changes.]

Behold, the power of social life.

It’s not like I was aimlessly eating and fooling around without thinking about anything!

TL Note: For sure she was not thinking anything!

***

While digesting snacks over a cup of tea.

Isabel brought up a concern.

“Arcadia, while I appreciate you taking care of Dee, I think you should pay more attention to Union activities.”

“Oh, you mean the talk about the central aristocratic students of Group B?”

“As central aristocrats move into the B-group dormitory, tensions between the groups are starting to rise.”

During the one-week preparation period before the entrance ceremony.

Conflicts between Border aristocratic students of Group A and Central students of Group B began to arise gradually in facilities such as the freshman dormitory, cafeteria, training ground, garden, and external promenade.

In the original game, this is the precursor phenomenon to a major event that usually begins around this time.

“The B Group has a lot of high-tier talents.”

But there are also many who waste their potential.

Overall, the border regions lag behind in terms of tiers.

Even Irene, the most prominent Northern Princess in terms of combat prowess, only maintains Tier 1 (ranked 11th-15th) in the overall popularity rankings, while Sing from the Eastern Empire maintains Tier 1.5 (ranked 16th-20th).

Most of the top-tier (Tier 0, ranked 1st-5th) or top-tier half (Tier 0.5, ranked 6th-10th) scam characters are mostly infiltrating the B-group.

In a game where popularity and performance generally correlate, popularity rankings cannot be ignored.

“When conflicts arise, nine times out of ten, the Central crushes the Border. Until an incident occurs.”


The problem is that this incident will plummet the popularity of the chapter boss, <Hestia>.

If she interferes to prevent Hestia’s involvement in the incident, the Centre folks will be too upset, but if she leaves it alone, she risks triggering a dangerous trigger that accelerates Hestia’s transition to chapter boss.

“The discussion is ongoing. Shouldn’t our upperclassmen take the lead against the Central?”

“The meetings haven’t been resolving well.”

“The Central have powerful weapons that we don’t have.”

They don’t have weapons made of metal.

Weapons with too high lethality don’t even come with a <possession permit>.

However, the weapons that the Central people possess are considered even more dangerous because they don’t even have metal blades but still manage to intimidate the border folks.

“The Mana Foundation Law and the Mana Martial Arts Law.”

Physical training of mana with the Mana Foundation Law.

Mental training of mana with the Mana Martial Arts Law.

With the power of these two scam-like high-level skills, the class of the Central starts off with high-quality mana and acts like early bullies.

It’s extremely difficult for those from the border regions to withstand the competition.

Most end up dropping out midway.

“We don’t yet have a clear understanding of each other’s abilities, so they’re just being cautious.”

As I picked up a hidden stat stone near the dormitory guard post and worried about how Arcadia was doing, a crowd of students gathered in front of the cafeteria.

I had a foreboding feeling as I heard the distant shouts, and sure enough, something happened.

“If you’ve finished exercising, either change into your uniforms or don’t use communal facilities with such barbaric attire that exposes your bare skin.”

“Don’t speak so harshly! We’ve asked and checked with the instructors. Wearing uniforms is recommended but not mandatory. And apologize. We’re not barbaric.”

“Apologize? What’s barbaric if tank tops with bare shoulders and dolphin shorts showing thighs are not considered barbaric?”

A dispute between A-group freshmen who wanted to use the cafeteria in light attire after exercising and B-group freshmen who found their appearance objectionable!

<Group Competition (1) Event>

Flawless A-group and strict B-group.

You witnessed a verbal altercation stemming from the difference in values between the two groups.

This is your chance to gain the favour of many people who feel uncomfortable and are paying attention.

Raise your hand to support your friends from the border and foster friendship.

Raise your hand to support the nobles of the Central and win their favour.

Choose which faction you want to befriend!

Supporting the A-group means supporting the border students.

Supporting the B-group means supporting the Central students.

The favourability of individuals from different factions fluctuate accordingly.

As an opportunity to change the favourability of hundreds or even thousands of individuals with a single decision, group events require special attention.

…However, typically I tend to support the B-group.

“After all, the Central side has higher-tier players.”

According to popularity votes where performance and popularity correlate, 96% of players support the B-group Central.

Even back when I was a male character, I was no exception.

Because of the difference in fetishes rather than tiers.

-This is not about supporting the Central. It’s about supporting pantyhose.

-Dolphin shorts OUT! Pantyhose ON!

-We, the players of the Central faction, actively support the wearing of pantyhose by female students.

Only 4% of players support the border faction, which consists of students wearing tank tops, sleeveless shirts, or tank tops with dolphin shorts or hot pants.

Most players support the Central faction, where female students wear uniforms with pantyhose or knee-high socks, out of concern for exposure.

Honestly, even from my perspective, the 96% were bound to win.

Pantyhose and knee-high socks VS dolphin shorts or hot pants.

In terms of aesthetic appeal, the former naturally wins.

Even if the functionality is lacking, aesthetics must be prioritized.

Compared to the Central faction, which has triumphed in performance, popularity, and fan service, the pitiful dolphin shorts faction is like a handful of crumbs that will blow away in the wind at the slightest breeze.

For most players, the border faction, which has already been thoroughly explored in content, has been treated as DLC content, supported only by veteran players who have experienced everything in the Central.

And I am a veteran player.

Moreover, I have already enjoyed all the content in the border faction.

“Of course, female students should wear pantyhose!”

As I chased after the buttocks of Central faction female students, who represented the grand intentions of the Central with their aesthetic sense, a female student who was fighting with raised voices called out to me.

“Oknodie! Please help us!”

“Oops.”


Shouted the A-group female students wearing dolphin shorts.

In the midst of it all, Isabel, who had just finished exercising and come out to the cafeteria, was also there.

“Oh no. Why do I have to face such a big trial!”

Dolphin shorts + cook VS pantyhose.

I faced the greatest trial of my life.



 
  
    Chapter 39: The difference between Fake and Real


“This is definitely a win for real pantyhose.”

Just imagine how beautiful the future would be if people from our remote borderlands wore pantyhose.

The confident thighs of Arcadia in her side-slit cheongsam.

Isabel’s healthy calves and leg line, honed through adventurous living.

The shy ankles of Irene, the northern princess hidden under thick pants.

Under a thin skirt lies pantyhose, revealing such a beautiful future.

Wouldn’t it be possible to temporarily set aside camaraderie for that?

“Oknodie. You’re not lusting after Central delicacies, are you?”

“No! I’ve never even thought about the wine collections or elixirs of cocktail mansions that the Central nobles have!”

“…If you really want to indulge, you can side with them.”

“Really?”

“But you won’t be able to eat my cooking.”

“Aww.”

“And you’ll have to talk to Arcadia. You probably won’t ever get invited to tea parties again.”

This is tough.

My wavering heart swayed heavily.

“But the Border region is real, after all.”

From 10-denier pantyhose that reveal sensuality to 150-denier ones that withstand the harsh winter, pantyhose can appeal in various ways with their varying thicknesses.

On the other hand, those who supported dolphin pants were betrayed every winter and faced relentless ridicule.


	Hey, where did dolphin pants go? Damn it, why are pants coming out?

	Those border folks wrap themselves in thick fur clothes all over their bodies, right? They can’t grasp the refined pantyhose culture of the dignified winter, can they? Barbarians believe, only to be betrayed?

	Ugh, this is the fate of ignorant fools who fail to understand the grand intentions of the Central.



Even just the reactions on the game forum site torment me, a veteran.

Knowing I’ll be betrayed every winter, I still have to support dolphin pants!

“Don’t torment our kids!”

“Oknodie!”

“The top student of Group A stood up to the Central nobles!”

Despite tears, the reason for siding with the dolphin pants faction of the borderlands.

It’s because both my comrades, Jezel and Son Ohchun, and Isabel are all from the Border Region, and I want to continue enjoying the snacks provided by Arcadia at tea parties.

I want to keep hanging out with my close friends.

I want to fill my cookbook.

In front of such desires, humans can discard pantyhose.

It’s not that I support casual wear because I’m embarrassed to wear pantyhose under my academy uniform skirt!

“What’s wrong with dressing lightly after training at the academy? I understand if you came in sweaty, but they are all washed up.”

The B group female students who suddenly became confident looked at the deflated A group female students.

Of course, their spirits were momentarily crushed.

If they lose momentum here, they’ll feel their dignity as Central nobles is at stake and glare back resolutely.

“Oh my, look at her. Wide-eyed… Are you going to talk back to the unnis now?”

“They say showing bare arms and legs in daylight is barbaric. It’s basic knowledge you’d learn from your parents at age 5.”

“Hey, what are you saying to a kid who’s not even 5 yet?”

“If she’s not 5 at that height, isn’t that even creepier?”

“Hehehe!”

“Hahaha!”

The dolphin pants faction female student who faced off with Isabel stepped forward.

“You shouldn’t talk like that to a kid. If you found her attire uncomfortable, I’ll apologize. So please, don’t torment the kid.”

Why did this person, who had supported us, apologize?

It’s really disheartening.

“Why are you apologizing? Don’t apologize for something like this. If you train hard, everyone will understand eventually. Lazy people might not, though.”

“Hey kid. Did we ask for your opinion?”

“Why should we listen to those who go around wearing perfume or cologne, bothering us with their stench? Maybe you’re not one of those people?”

The A group freshmen, who were not pleased with the petty squabble, spoke up one by one.

“Perfume smells really bad.”

“Just wash up before coming.”

“It’s dirty.”

The embarrassed B group freshmen, who received double the shame, turned red and angrily left the cafeteria.

[Group Competition (1) achievement unlocked.]

[Hospitality of students feeling affiliation with Group A increases significantly.]

[Hospitality of students feeling affiliation with Group B decreases significantly.]

I messed up.

“Sigh…”

Sighs escaped involuntarily.

Isabel, Arcadia, Irene—all wearing pantyhose.

I really wanted to see…

“You held out well, Oknodie.”

“It’s not because of the food…”

“Really? I was planning to borrow ingredients from the restaurant tonight to cook something special since you tried so hard.”

“I was lying. Of course, it’s because of the food.”

There’s no helping it.

Since I have given up on the borderland students wearing central clothes, I have no choice but to overcome my mental hunger with food!

**

The next day, as I wandered around the correctional facility, intending to pick up stat stones, I was surprised.

“Hi, Oknodie!”

“Good morning, Oknodie!”

“Oknodie, do you want some candy?”

Every time the female students, with bare legs, ran around from dawn, they waved or approached me.

The sight of their legs moving as they skipped and the precarious line of dolphin pants captivated me.

Pretty sisters, dolphin pants, and a procession of countless candies.

Am I happy right now?

***

Myung So, the instructor, chuckled at the reports from the instructors.

“If you have virtue, good luck follows you, and if you touch the heart with sincerity, misfortune retreats. Thanks to your kind hearts, good connections have been made.”

He was worried that being the youngest top student in Group A would provoke jealousy and resentment, but unexpectedly, support from the A group female students poured in due to an unforeseen event.


Everyone admired the courage to stand against the central nobility.

There were rumours that she had been swayed by food, but the central’s prestige was not so low as to be compared to mere food, so those rumours were dismissed as groundless.

“I hope we can get through the entrance ceremony smoothly.”

It would be even better if she could climb up to the top of the tree and pick up shining stones and come down without any mishaps.

The heart of an adult secretly watching over a stubborn child was so anxious.

***

After quickly extinguishing the urgent fire from the previous event, the atmosphere within the academy calmed down even more.

It would be great if the group competition between Group A and Group B remained quiet until the entrance ceremony. 

However, Hestia’s expression was dark when I met her in the hallway.

There was only one reason for Hestia, who belonged to the same Group A, to have a dark expression.

“It seems like the rare encounter event has happened.”

Hestia is the chapter boss.

Every chapter boss has a roughly set time for their appearance, and unless there are special circumstances, they stick to that schedule.

In Hestia’s case, it’s during the midterm exams.

But what if there is a “special circumstance”?

Then that time gets pushed forward a few weeks before the midterm exams.

It’s called the Hestia early awakening event.

B group upperclassmen challenge Hestia, an A group upperclassman, to a confrontation, and an unfortunate accident occurs, resulting in casualties.

If it just ends with inflicting injuries, the early awakening won’t happen, but if there’s a certain probability of killing the opponent, Hestia’s popularity plummets.

It’s a tragedy created by a combination of unfortunate accidents, spooky gimmicks, and group bullying.

“Surely it’s time for counseling now.”

I feel sorry for whoever picked a fight today.

Would it be okay if I intervened?

If I want to prevent the tragedy, I have to intervene somehow.

So, I said to the wall, “Tell me about the conversation with Hestia.”

If I know the contents of their conversation at night, maybe I can go to Hestia during the day and try to persuade her.

If I do well, we might become friends during the day, and I can keep an eye on her to prevent any intense confrontations.

It’s the “Prevent Hestia’s Corruption Project” by a seasoned chapter boss!

As I chuckled, feeling a bit cocky, I pressed against the wall and received a blunt response through my ears.

“No.”

“No?!”

But I didn’t expect this.

It gave an answer, but there’s no guarantee it’s the answer the questioner wants.

Even my plan to use it as my own little collection of exam questions and personal tutoring aid was shaken from its roots.

It’s a real emergency.

“Why?”

“Hestia talks to me more often.”

……

I gained favourability with the “The Answering Wall”

And compared to poor Hestia, who talks to it every night, my affinity is much lower, like using a collection of exam questions.

To get information, I have to talk to the wall more often and more urgently than Hestia talks to herself every night.

But there’s a dilemma.


If I raise the favourability with the “The Answering Wall” and it still doesn’t respond properly to Hestia this time…

Wouldn’t I become a bad person who takes away Hestia’s only precious friend (or not)?

“What should I do? What should I really do?!”

I never imagined such a flaw in a route I’ve never tried because I’ve never been a girl.

I feel like I’m losing my mind…!



 
  
    Chapter 40: I am crazy wanting to Know


“Isabel unnie. If you want to get close to someone you like, but don’t know how to become friends, what should you do?”

Isabel unnie, who was gathering ingredients together in the nearby forest, banged her face against a tree.

“Ouch, unnie?”

“Don’t mind me.”

“Your forehead is really red?”

“More importantly, who do you want to get close to?”

“It’s a secret!”

Isabel didn’t hide her annoyance.

It must be too much for her to spend her precious holiday gathering ingredients with me and then asking me how to get close to someone.

“Um… it’s a secret, but I’m telling only Isabel unnie. Don’t tell anyone else, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Except for me, there’s only one friend for that kid who usually sticks to one place, but that friend is so close with someone else that I can’t get closer.”

Isabel smiled, seeming to understand.

“Yeah, that type. Someone who gets too close to one person and finds it hard to get close to others.”

Soul mates.

Best friends.

People who have such close friends find it hard to get close to others.

Isabel explained such things.

“In that case, you have to become friends by talking about best friend stories. That’s how we got close among the members of the adventurers.”

“Oh, really?”

“like talking about hiking.”

“Really?”

“Fishing isn’t bad either.”

Bringing up hiking and fishing topics, learned from the harsh social life of the Escornia Expedition Team!

“The problem is that they can neither go hiking nor fishing.”

It’s not helpful, but I decided to keep it in mind.

Anyway, just generate interest by talking about common interests, right?

***

Jezel asserted seriously.

“There are no other friends who can be close to Oknodie.”

“As I thought?”

“If she making new friends by avoiding your eyes, then one of the people we know is a possible candidate.”

Isabel owed a favour to Oknodie.

Jezel’s concern for Oknodie led him to ask for reports and consultations every day, even offering separate compensation, so Isabel also consulted him from time to time.

Jezel, who has gained different experiences as an arms dealer than conventional jobs, has unexpectedly sharp insights, so Isabel often asked for advice.

“It’s likely to be Dorothy.”

“Dorothy?”

“She’s a senior student in the A Group. Oknodie helped her who was betrayed and abandoned by her colleagues at the Minerva Test gate.”

“The girl who succeeded at that time…”

Honestly, she was surprised.

Determination alone may raise you high, but can you navigate through the rough world with just determination?

SHe couldn’t find any special qualities in Dorothy to achieve success.

“Difference in perspective.”

As an adventurer, she had confidence in the evaluation of wild ingredients or excavated items, but her ability to see people was far inferior to Jezel, a merchant.

Even at their first meeting with Oknodie, she didn’t know how kind, straightforward, and pitiful she was.

“I knew, but I didn’t know it was to this extent…”

Although she stayed in the same female dormitory and even on the same first floor like Oknodie, it was somewhat shocking that Jezel had much more information about about Dorothy.

“Don’t blame yourself too much. Gathering information about people related to Oknodie is just a professional habit as a merchant. It takes a lot of time, and it’s a gloomy hobby that can’t be shared with others.”

“If it didn’t seem that way, I’m glad. By the way, that girl, she hasn’t used the automatic laundry magic circle for the past few days, so she might smell a little.”

“It’s unpleasant.”

She hope it just stays as a hobby.

If it goes one step further, it’s an undeniable stalking Dorothy.

***


Investigating Dorothy wasn’t difficult.

Thanks to the help of another person who had all the information about A Group female students.

“Dorothy? Ah, you mean that girl who used to carry a bow around. She joined the A Group because the movements of the B Group became suspicious again, and she wanted to stick together with the A Group, but she wants to be alone, probably because of the shock of betrayal from her hometown friend.”

The princess of Florence, Hong Iljeon Arcadia.

Contrary to the initial impression of being strict and difficult, she showed a responsible attitude as a senior student and noble-mindedness, caring about the safety of A Group female students.

As someone who occasionally received help whenever she missed Oknodie’s whereabouts, she was as grateful just like Jezel.

“Can you tell me Dorothy’s room number?”

“It’s room 120.”

As she returned to the dormitory, she saw the back of a male student that she vaguely remembered standing at the entrance.

“What are you doing in front of the girls’ dormitory?”

“You are Oknodie’s colleague.”

Rockbell, the man who once betrayed Dorothy, looked at the window with the curtain drawn, lost in thought.

“Dorothy is waiting for me to apologize.”

“Naive.”

“I’m sorry for what I did.”

“If you knew, you shouldn’t have done it, right?”

“At that time… I wasn’t in my right mind. I thought I had to help everyone in my hometown, and I thought I had to pass the exam without Dorothy rather than fail together.”

“I would never forgive you.”

“…”

“Don’t make such a face. I am on my way to see Dorothy anyway.”

Rockbell hurriedly raised his arm to grab Isabel’s shoulder, but his hand stopped in mid-air.

Did he even have the right to grab someone? 

Could he make such a selfish request now?

He hesitated, then withdrew his hand from Isbael.

“It’s annoying. What if the guy is so timid?”

“…Are you asking for help?”


“If it’s just telling her that a guy who’s been feeling bad for the past few days is waiting outside the dormitory for someone.”

“It’s shameless, but I’ll ask.”

Isabel lightly knocked on the door of room 120 where Dorothy stayed.

“Who is it?”

“Isabel. Oknodie’s colleague who helped you in the forest.”

“…Come in.”

Creak. 

The door opened slightly, as if containing anxious feelings, not even enough to put one foot inside.

As Jezel said, there was a damp smell typical of someone who hadn’t washed their hair for a few days.

“So you passed.”

“I touched the black hat instructor, and a lot of points came in. About 1800 points?”

“How is that possible?”

“Unlike the applicants who started playing tag the next day after resting for a day, it seems that the instructors started accumulating tag points from the moment the exam started.”

“…If you’re lucky, you might pass?”

If that’s the rule, the person who touches the instructor first can receive all the instructor’s points accumulated from the moment the exam starts in one lump sum.

If Oknodie knew that from the beginning, she could have easily passed the magic circle by touching the instructor and reversing, even if she had to go through the exam backwards.

“The score decreased by one hundredth, so the actual score I received was 18 points, and I even got -50 points for not arriving on time. But thanks to that, I didn’t give up and was able to continue.”

What if it was Oknodie?

Couldn’t she have even monopolized 1800 points instead of just 18?

Considering that 1 point in the entrance exam was converted to 100 points, it was an opportunity to gain a whopping 180,000 points.

“Even though I she knew it, she didn’t aim for it.”

TL Note: Oh boi~ If she knew that she would have buried you all in the forest of those points.

She knew the reason.

Because she was worried about her colleagues.

Even though she had the opportunity to be immediately admitted as a special admission at the first gate, wasn’t she the one who gave up on the special admission because she was worried about everyone who was together with her.

An idiotically kind and pure child.

At the same time, a child raised as an assassin in a noble family not capable of being suspicious of anyone.

The more she thought about it, the more her heart ached.

“Did you accept that child’s request?”

“It’s not like that, but I did came to make a request.”

“Not a request about that idiot outside?”

“That’s part of it.”

“Rockbell, that idiot, needs to suffer a bit more. But still, you don’t think it’s severe?”

“I don’t care. I would never forgive him anyway. There’s no reason to trust a man who betrayed once. It’s not suitable for a colleague.”

For the sake of romance, she might keep Rockbell, who is moderately handsome, by her side, but as a colleague or marriage partner, it’s absolutely impossible.

Rockbell, who has a history of betrayal at a crucial moment, is the epitome of an irresponsible man.

Untrustworthy and not even worth believing.

“If it’s not because of Rockbell, what are you here to request?”

“Oknodie wants to become friends with you, so I am here.”

“Huh? With me?”

A hint of surprise flickered in Dorothy’s eyes, which had been plunged into melancholy.

Chuckling.

As soon as she saw her mischievous laughter, she knew.

Even Jezel’s information can sometimes be wrong.

“Weren’t you aware?”

“Of course not. I haven’t seen her since passing the exam. Are you mistaking me with someone else?”

“What a waste of time. I’m sorry.”

“Wait a minute. I’m intrigued. What’s this about? Tell me.”

“I’m not sure if telling you is a good idea.”

“Trust me. Despite receiving advice, I still managed to pass the entrance exam for the senior class on my own. My tracking skills as a forest keeper are quite reliable, aren’t they?”

Given how confidently she spoke, Isabel decided to share her story with a mindset of trying to trick her into believing it.

“Isn’t that the friend next door?”

“Next door?”

“Perhaps she’s been observing the surroundings from her room ever since she entered the dormitory, afraid to participate in dormitory activities or something.”

“…Why suffer after getting a single room in a comfortable dormitory?”

“Tsk. Who knows why she wanted to do that? She couldn’t help feeling anxious.”

Returning to the topic, Dorothy recounted her observations.

“A few days ago, a strange maid visited their room. Strangely enough, she only went in to exchange the bedsheets of rooms 111 and 112.”

“Bedsheets?”

“She seemed quite suspicious. It was a very strange maid who even tried to eavesdrop by pressing her ear against the wall.”

“…Eavesdrop?”

“It seemed suspicious. Is there something special between the muscular woman in room 112 and Oknodie? Sorry. I can’t think of anyone else Oknodie would care about.”

“No, it was very helpful.”

“Oh. Sometimes, residents of nearby rooms seem to eavesdrop by pressing their ears against the walls. Maybe if you ask them, they might know something.”

Bedsheets exchanged between only two rooms.


A maid listening in.

Residents of nearby rooms who seem to be concerned about the sounds.

“Oh, I was wrong. I’m also worried now.”

She feels like she is going crazy with curiosity.

If she don’t uncover this secret, she won’t be able to sleep tonight.



 
  
    Chapter 41: Stop Fighting


“A janitor? That’s strange. At first, I thought she was going to mop the floors. As you can see, creatures like me are often in heat.”

Jenya, the resident of Room 110, next to Room 11, plucked her claws from her furry front paws and then tucked them back in.

“I smelled it, and it wasn’t heat. It seemed suspicious, so I investigated, and I heard strange noises.”

“Strange noises?”

“They were having a disjointed conversation.”

“A disjointed conversation? Between Oknodie and Hestia the Berserker from the neighbouring room?”

“They were both talking as if there was someone else there. They’re poor loners with no friends.”

Soliloquy.

Isabel felt her stomach churn.

‘Oknodie is young.’

No matter how much she accompanies her like a guardian, she wouldn’t feel like a peer friend.

As a top-ranking person with no peers, Oknodie could very well engage in conversations with imaginary friends inside her room due to emotional dissonance.

But how should she handle her own crumbling heart upon encountering this fact?

“But what are the stat stones? She mention something about raising favourability in exchange for stat stones?”

“Ah… A stat stone is what she calls the stones she treasures.”

“Collecting stones? Oh my! Just like the children in the village. What a cute hobby.”

It would probably be easier to talk to this cat-like person, Jenya, and give her the stat stones to become friends.

After a brief moment, Isabel soon realized something.

“How old are you, Jenya?”

“I am fifteen!”

“Ah… It seems impossible for Jenya to be Oknodie’s peer friend.”

Fifteen is still a young age.

But It’s insufficient to match Oknodie’s genius.

‘It’s truly pitiful to be so exceptional that you have no peer friends.’

Isabel felt sorry for hert.

***

Improving the favourability with answering the question was inconsistent.

“Do you have any wishes or requests?”

“Come in to the room.”

Trying to raise the favourability, it subtly made a dangerous suggestion.

The resident of Room 111.1, The Answering Wall was tempting her to come inside the wall.

Of course, one should never go inside.

Veterans say that the only way to escape from that room is to have someone else go in instead.

Under no circumstances should one enter the room, no matter what.

“Oknodie. You’ve been spending a lot of time alone lately. Do you have anything to do?”

“Just this and that.”

“If you ever have any worries, feel free to tell me anytime. I’m on your side.”

Isabel was unusually kind today.

So was Arcadia, whom she saw at the tea party.

What’s going on?

It’s not Children’s Day yet?

“Let’s forget about worries and talk about something to brag about!”

Instead of asking about how to increase favourability of the wall, let’s boast about something.

She opened her hefty pouch.

“I’ve been collecting stones.”

“Look. I’ve collected a lot, haven’t I?”

Isabel was speechless, perhaps moved by the impressive collection of stones.

“If I eat all of these, I’ll get full and won’t be able to eat food, so I’m just keeping them for now.”

“How many did you collect?”

“Eight.”

She had collected about five stat stones from the dormitory and nearby areas.

[Stole a stat stone from the guard’s guard post.]

[Hidden Experience +10]

[Stealth Experience+3]

[Magic Detection Experience +3]

[Scouting Experience +2]

[Stole a stat stone from a bird’s nest on a tree.]

[Climbing Experience +5]

[Tracking Experience +1]

[Hidden Experience +3]

[Found a stat stone in a suspicious pile of dirt where dogs play.]

[Digging Experience +9]

[Dodging Experience +4]

[Deception Experience +3]

[Hidden Experience +3]

[Climbing Experience +13]

[Hidden Experience +7]

[Balance Experience +7]

[Mountaineering Experience +3]

[Stealth Experience +3]

[Lockpicking Experience +3]

[Sneaking Experience +3]

Obtained one from the guard post, one from the nest, one from a suspicious pile of dirt, one from the wall of the dormitory building, and one from the dormitory supervisor’s bedroom.

She had gathered most of the stone one could before enrolling on the island.

Indeed, Hidden is versatile.

She has done well to raise it!

‘The reason why the dormitory supervisor was sighing and looking out the window since morning was because of that.’

Isabel grabbed her ear firmly.

“Ouch! That hurts.”


“I grabbed it because it hurts. Even if you’re good with stones, if you steal something precious from someone, what will happen?”

“That’s not true. The supervisor wasn’t sighing because of the stone!”

“Really?”

While her grip loosened for a moment, she pushed her hand away and hopped away.

“Ugh, Isabel, sis. I trusted you. Doing something so serious…”

“Anyone would misunderstand if they heard that you went into someone else’s room, stole a stone, and came out. Why was the supervisor feeling down then?”

“That’s because the supervisor doesn’t have a boyfriend!”

It’s true.

<Event: Supervisor’s Worries>

The supervisor has a worry.

It’s about missing the opportunity to spend blossoming youth in the academy and meet men!

Let’s introduce a suitable man to the supervisor, who is losing confidence as a woman.

The player can confidently introduce themselves.

No, that’s the event itself.

Players who like the type <Old Maiden but Beautiful when Dressed Up> actively pursue the supervisor’s favour and share their strategies.

It’s a recurring route favoured by those who enjoy playing the game like a night game!

It’s not my taste, so I’ve never pursued it.

“Sigh. I worried for nothing.”

“Then let’s go to the training ground now. What I said was…”

“Okay. Let’s keep it our little secret.”

On the way to the training ground, many people were seen.

Everyone spent their time before the entrance ceremony differently.

Thieves Guild incoming students wandered around the academy grounds, admiring the buildings.

Druid students sat on benches, dozing off under the warm sun.

A sadistic girl played with a new ‘puppy,’ making it sit and fetch, throwing discs.

Jezel was adapting and asking the instructors about how to gather and use points.

“That disc girl just now, wasn’t she making someone do weird things?”

“It’s okay. She’s a mage.”

“…Oknodie. Where did you learn that?”

“It’s common sense, isn’t it? Even kids know about it.”

“…Next time you have a meeting with your butler and maid, make sure to invite me. There’s something I want to tell them.”

“I’ll think about it.”

Isabel nudged my shoulder to get my attention.

“We’re here. That isn’t the way to the training ground.”

I was jumping over blocks of different colours for 10 minutes.

[Played for 10 minutes jumping over blocks]

[Balance Experience +3]

[Rhythm Experience +2]

[Long Jump Experience +1]

[Playing Alone Experience +1]

Hehe, it was fun.

As we giggled and headed towards the training ground, we noticed a crowd gathering in front of it. 

The rising voices amidst the crowd indicated that there was some sort of altercation.

“It seems like there’s a fight. Should we just pass by?”

“I want to watch!”

“…You’re not the type to miss out on a spectacle.”

I was excited and ran ahead, but a problem arose. 

I was too short to see ahead…!

Isabel chuckled as she reached out and put her arm around me from behind the crowd.

“Hehe! It tickles!”

“Try not to move. It’s hard to carry you.”

“Ugh… okay…”

“No strange noises allowed.”

“Ugh. It’s really ticklish.”

Eventually, instead of carrying me by grabbing my armpit, like Son Ohchun had done before, I was piggybacked.

“Stay quiet because the neck hurts.”

“Yes.”

As Isabel gently patted my head and stretched her neck, the centre of the commotion became visible.

But this situation doesn’t look good at all.

“Is that the mercenary? The only senior-class student from the Western Mercenary Union.”

“Yeah. A woman with such huge muscles is definitely only fit to be a mercenary. A commoner who doesn’t even know the basics of mana manipulation and can’t even compress muscles. Kikik.”

“Disgusting. Her physique is like a gorilla.”

“Yeah. And she’s a berserker on top of that.”

“Yuck~. Is it because all of them are berserkers that they’re all eliminated?”

“In fact, although she’s never gone crazy, what if she pretended to be crazy and eliminated all the competitors?”

“Kyaa~ It’s too creepy!”

<Group Competition (2) Event>

Hestia the Berserker.

One of the senior-class students in Group A, she is being harassed by the proactive students from Group B.

Hestia is tormented by the tyranny of Group B, which seeks to monopolize the use of the training ground facilities.

When she gets angry, she might tear people apart!

But if people get torn apart, wouldn’t the students in Group B also be a little less cautious of Group A?


Whether you choose to help or leave Hestia is up to you, the player!

<Hysterical Hestia>.

The trigger event for the Chapter Boss’s premature awakening is set.

“What? Is this a new form of suicide?”

If Hestia goes berserk for real, limbs might really get torn apart.



 
  
    Chapter 42: This wasn’t supposed to be an event like this


The Chapter Boss is formidable.

Usually, a dozen or so classmates of the same level could easily be crushed stopping any bullying attempts.

“It feels like watching a horror movie from the sidelines.”

To openly ostracize Hestia, who can tear people apart, is beyond just being teasing. 

This is much worse than when they harassed the apprentice waitress at the restaurant.

Gathering around to laugh and enjoy mocking others, they have crossed the line from light teasing to intentionally insulting. 

The B Group students who gathered together to humiliate Hestia.

Although everyone knew it was unjust humiliation, no one came to help Hestia.

“Is it because of her appearance?”

Mana compression, mana enhancement techniques, increasing mana quantity—Hestia didn’t master any of these.

Since she couldn’t compress her muscles, her body bulked up in a non-feminine way, and her reputation suffered in an academy filled with nobles, being seen as a mere mercenary.

On the other hand, those standing against her were just five central nobles who controlled the central region.

Five formidable opponents united.

Many students, fearing repercussions, were reluctant to intervene.

“Why is the main boss being treated like that?”

Although it’s a bit absurd, this place is essentially a fantasy game world.

In reality, a strong-looking woman with high potential could be overpowered by a frail noblewoman.

Of course, Hestia’s power lies in combat techniques, but she hasn’t mastered them.

“Are you talking about the newcomers?”

Boldly, I spoke up.

“The petite one barely reaching 130, with cute eyes. Oh… are you the Oknodie?”

“Oknodie, the one who surpassed Irene, the promising student of the Northern and Andersen, the heir of the Pretzel Ducal Family from the Western Nobles Union, and achieved the top score?”

“I see. Even the border has some standards.”

Central noble girls scoffed, covering their mouths with their hands.

There was malice in their mocking gazes.

Unlike the gang that only humiliated others at the restaurant, this side seemed fierce, possibly ready for a confrontation.

“You’ve already started trouble. If you’ve said what you had to say, then leave.”

“Oh my. Are you trying to maintain your dignity in front of the kid?”

“It would have been better if you had stayed quiet. Then you wouldn’t have ended up in pain.”

“Oh my, look at her clenching her fists.”

“You’re barbaric. Are you going to swing? Like when you got your mercenary friends eliminated?”

Hestia doesn’t do such things.

Her comrades were eliminated not because of her mistakes but because of the mercenaries’ greed.

When mercenaries mess with opponents they shouldn’t, it leads to a disastrous downfall, as they interfere in big battles or destroy themselves in competition for points.

This is the truth behind the fall of the Western Mercenary Union.

Uninterested in the details, B group noble girls continued to mock.

‘Even if she is the Chapter Boss, it’s still pitiful to watch.’

Hestia’s profession is a Berserker.

A profession that exchanges rage for power.

Sometimes, due to losing rationality, they attack allies.

Naturally, it’s unpopular.

Although they prove to be useful in battles against bosses or powerful individuals, they’re considered an outsider profession due to the difficulty in handling them.

Nobody wants them as party members.

The credibility is at its lowest.

Maybe that’s why I was more drawn to her.

The profession I aim to learn in the academy is also one of the unpopular ones.

“Isn’t it said that when dogs encounter a beast, they get scared and bark? You girls are exactly like that.”

“Huh?”

“Dogs?”

“Daring to make such vulgar remarks against central nobles, are you out of your mind?”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

Their expressions quickly turned smug.

Did they expect a simple apology?

“Because you were continuously harassing someone and spewing vulgarities, I couldn’t even consider you as central nobles. You should have taken into account the lack of proper upbringing.”

The expressions of the A group advanced students turned grim.

One of them glanced around our surroundings.

“Oh, my legs feel weak.”

“You keep bothering us?”

Several pantyhose-clad girls around subtly approached Isabel, poking her side with their elbows and brushing against her thighs with their knees.

“Ugh.”

Isabel let out a stifled groan, suppressed by cowardly maneuvers.

I couldn’t just stand by and watch her like that.

“Oops, I feel like I might fall over from shaking too much~”

Swish.

“Eek!”

“Let go of me right now?!”

As I grabbed onto the hair, the pantyhose girls let out screams and reached out wildly.

They tried to tug at Isabel and my clothes, grabbing our hair, but I skilfully waved my arms to block their attempts, causing nearby people to retreat.

“Uwah!”

“Ouch…”

The pantyhose girls, with their hair being pulled out, sank down and wailed.

“You’re all just making a scene, aren’t you?”

“You’re the one who suddenly rushed in recklessly.”

All the ordinary students who didn’t want to see such a rough sight stepped back.

“From the beginning, Hestia is a member of Group A. She was my competitor who took the same exam as me. If you insult my competitor, who is the top student of Group A, it means ignoring my achievement as the top student.”

The upper-class students from Group B spoke boldly.

“At best, you’ve only managed to be the top student once among the backwater villagers, and you’re acting all high and mighty?”

“Just words won’t do.”

“Lotto, please show your true colours.”


Following the tradition of central nobility, which did not reveal bare flesh, Lotto, the girl with a different outfit, stepped forward among the uniformed girls wearing pantyhose.

As long as it covered all the flesh, it didn’t have to be pantyhose. 

Under that premise, she wore a radical outfit called a bodysuit, with shoulder-length hair.

Ta-da!

As she lightly stepped forward and kicked into the air, a strong air pressure was generated.

The sound of slicing through the air and the sharpness of the trajectory seemed enough to crush a person’s bones.

“Wow! Lotto, you’re so cool!”

“Wink once, please!”

Lotto received enthusiastic cheers from the noble girls.

Her demonstration also astonished the upper-class students.

“See that? I’ve learned martial arts from a professional fighter hired by my family. There’s a training ground right here, but if you spar with me, it’ll hurt a lot, you know?”

“Why don’t you apologize to us right now? Maybe if you kneel down and apologize, saying you’re sorry for being an uncivilized barbarian, we might forgive you?”

“Oh my.”

“Tsk tsk.”

“Oh my, how lewd~ If you do something like that, you might feel so ashamed that you’ll want to die, you know? Hehehe.”

Hestia stepped forward angrily.

“You cowardly lot. If you have a complaint, come at me. Shouldn’t you central nobles at least not confront little kids like this if you want to maintain your dignity?”

“It’s okay, Hestia. I am, after all, the top student of Group A.”

I pointed to the girl who was called Lotto.

“If you’re so confident, come to the training ground. I’ll give you a chance to fight.”

The girls from Group B trusted Lotto, but I know that girl.

First-year midterm exams.

The time when Hestia’s eyes roll back, and she commits a massacre.

The corpses lying on the ground, limbs torn apart, have exactly her face.

Or in the case of triggering an early appearance.

There’s a noble who dies with exactly that face, whether it’s tearing her “dead” or “alive.”

The first B-group student to be killed or killed by Hestia, no matter which route you take.

That’s the <Martial Artist Lotto> that the noble girls are cheering for.

‘How did the it overlap like this?’

The day before the entrance ceremony.

There is an event where an accident occurs during a training session, causing a student named Lotto to be seriously injured and end up in the hospital with a cast. 

She becomes an antagonist NPC who is destined to meet her demise before the end of the first semester of the first year, no matter which route you take. 

After witnessing the harsh situation that even makes you wonder if the production team dislikes short hair.

Winning is a given, but it’s a training session where you must be careful not to accidentally kill anyone.

***

“A Group’s top student and B Group’s Lotto are about to face off!”

“Where?”

“Inside Training Hall No. 3.”

The rumor spread like wildfire.

Over a thousand students gathered to watch.

Considering there are a total of 2130 students in the 981st intake, nearly half showed up.

For Oknodie, victory is guaranteed.

It was an intervention to prevent Hestia’s early downfall.

However, the students’ reactions upon witnessing the confrontation were completely different.

“What? Fighting with that little kid?”

“This is outrageous.”

“Can a noble who learned martial arts do that?”

Even the reason for the confrontation was absurd.

“Because she applied for a duel to help a girl who was being bullied by the group?”

“Where is the dignity of the nobles?”

“Trash-like fellows. Are only heartless villains becoming nobles here?”

Boos and jeers poured in from all directions.

Even the noble youths in the audience blushed with embarrassment.

A noble youth who learned martial arts bullying a little kid.

To them, it was such a disgraceful fight that they couldn’t even bring themselves to cheer!

As the atmosphere in the stands overwhelmingly turned to sympathy for Oknodie, one of the B Group’s top students tentatively raised his voice.

“Her name is Oknodie, right. Lotto is of mixed blood with, an orc, wouldn’t she be overflowing with strength?”

“Yeah. If she’s got orc blood, can we even consider her the same as a human?”

Even the friend of the student who raised his voice chimed in.

“I can’t believe it. In this day and age, such racial discriminatory remarks. Are they even words?”

“Arrogant central thugs. It gives me goosebumps to think they’re considered the same as us nobles.”

“Go out and die.”


The condemnation poured down.

Oknodie was the most bewildered by the criticism and jeers directed at her opponent. 

A 133cm tall little kid, and the noble martial artist who entered the training with fierce intent facing her, standing at 165cm tall.

‘Why are they like this? It was the complete opposite in the game.’


	Birds of a feather flock together.

	Did those sweaty muscle heads ever fight each other? Haha.

	Ugh, just imagining it makes me sick.

	Go, Lotto!

	Please punish those bad muscle monsters!



The opinions, which were like this, turned 180 degrees.



 
  
    Chapter 43: Today is the Day of the Power Outrage Accident


<Training facility>

<3rd Dueling Grounds>

In the duelling grounds, the students of Group A, clad in dolphin pants, and the studnets of Group B, covering their skin with pantyhose, had gathered in large numbers.

The first confrontation between the two groups, who had implicitly kept their boundaries from crossing.

“Did Oknodie really tell to not call us?”

“Yeah. She definitely said that.”

“That little mouse…”

Son Ohchun glared fiercely at the dueling grounds.

“Did she not want to show us defeating central nobles?”

“…Or was it the opposite? The opponent is a central noble who has mastered mana combat techniques and even received combat tutoring from a martial artist, Lotto.”

While Isabel looked bewildered, Jezel agreed with Son Ohchun’s opinion.

“Isabel, you may not know. Oknodie is stronger than we think. She even won a sword duel against a senior examiner and earned a Platinum Ticket.”

“A Platinum Ticket?”

“The holder can automatically advance to the next gate even if they fail the entrance exam. And it was a double-number ticket.”

“Entrance exams are already over. Why is that important? Numbers weren’t mentioned in the entrance exam.”

Jezel received a triple-number Platinum Ticket from Senior Examiner Michael.

Due to this, he had an interest in numbers and consistently gathered information from instructors until he found the answer.

“A Platinum Ticket consists of 9999 tickets from number 1 to 9999.”

“There are only two thousand students, why 9999 tickets? Isn’t that too much?”

“Moreover, once issued, the ticket is not reissued until the student of that number dies. This ticket is almost like a guarantee of talent.”

“!!”

“Do you know the meaning of a Platinum Ticket double number? Oknodie is recognized for talent ranking close to double-digit digits among all past students.”

She was recognized for talent ranking close to single digits even within double digits.

In front of the shining guarantee of a Platinum Ticket, reputation like Lotto’s “Martial Arts Prodigy” meant nothing.

“Think again about what Son Ohchun said about not wanting to show defeating central talents. Then you’ll understand.”

After listening to Jezel’s story, Isabel also realized the hidden meaning and pondered it like an automaton.

“She was afraid. Afraid that we didn’t want her anymore when we saw strength that wasn’t childish.”

“It’s not an uncommon experience for adults to fear the child who grew up as an assassination weapon of noble families. Maybe there’s even ‘real combat experience.'”

Fear of being hated for strength not fitting for a child.

No one wanted to watch the duel.

It was a painful situation for both sides.

Even Oknodie’s terrible past.

Maybe even a mindset born from experiences where adults weren’t trusted.

“…Hey, Jezel. Could it be that the reason we stand by Oknodie is…”

“Don’t think too much about that. It’s not something you can casually talk about. We don’t know where the Academy’s eyes are.”

The darkness surrounding Oknodie was deeper than imagined.

Isabel felt anger more than fear.

People don’t trust others except themselves.

Weak people die quickly.

Even showing a little strength makes others afraid.

They feel estranged by the unchildlike strength.

And they betray their hearts.

Breaking expectations of relationships through experience.

And they control Oknodie’s body and mind.

They were afraid of the darkness of the noble house.

Shivered at the sight of the black shadow behind.

So, on the other hand, there was arrogance.

“They underestimated us.”

Even for such an unchildlike child, can they consider her as colleague and stay together?

Can they stay with this child, not hurting her?

Anger surged toward the shadow, whose name, face, and appearance were unknown.

“I’ll punch that face if I ever meet the one who controls Oknodie.”

The commotion in the audience seats subsided with the solemn declaration.

The duel between Oknodie and Lotto, the two advanced class students, began.

***

The instructor in charge operated the mana board and spoke.

“If the safety guard activates, the duel will be immediately stopped. The winner will be determined by my judgment.”

“Yes.”

“You’re lucky. Your bones won’t break. But I’ll make you suffer enough.”

Lotto, standing on the opposite side, looked at me with eyes filled with malicious emotions.

The signal announcing the duel rang out.

Lotto, whom I thought would charge at me right away, just flicked her finger as if to give me a chance.

“How amateurish.”

Looking into her eyes, I understood.

It’s not a sign of composure; it’s because she’s aware of the audience’s gaze.

She must maintain her dignity by showing some concession, as she’s facing a child in an undignified duel.

It’s a stance of trying to salvage some dignity, even though it’s humiliating to lose.

“Lotto, do you know about that?”

“What? Are you scared now that we’re about to fight? Trying to beg for mercy?”

“On the 6th day of dormitory occupancy, there was a power outage in the training hall. When a power outage occurs, the safety guard stops working.”

Lotto furrowed her brow.

“You’re playing a shallow game. Did A Group crumble so much that they let a little kid talk big and send her as their top student?”

It’s hard to believe, isn’t it?

Predicting an incident that hasn’t even happened.

Even I wouldn’t believe it if I didn’t know.

But still, it’s unsettling, isn’t it?

Even if something happens, thanks to the safety guard, it will only end with minor injuries.

Is it because there’s no room to care about honour or dignity when the safety guarantee might disappear?

Lotto rushed forward, stepping on the stage.


Thud!

Her body was light and agile.

Her kick was heavy and powerful.

It was worth taking private lessons; Lotto’s skills were excellent.

But my weapon is a ‘sword’.

The range of a sword is longer than that of a bare body.

I have the initiative and the advantage.

Clang!

The sharp sound of the sword and the leg colliding echoed, unbelievably.

The audience was amazed by Lotto’s strength, but Lotto herself didn’t look pleased.

“It hurts more than you thought, huh?”

“You… that power, could it be?”

Yeah. Have you finally figured it out?

“You’re indeed a half-breed of an orc and something else…?”

“I’ve mastered mana combat techniques!!”

Oh. 

In the heat of the moment, Lotto’s leg fiercely grazed beside my face.

Her skill in combat may be unknown, but her skill in provocation is no joke.

“I thought so. Despite being strong, you didn’t move around like Hestia or those mercenaries.”

Lotto asked, as if probing.

“Have you also mastered mana combat techniques?”

“What do you think?”

Mana compression to maintain a beautiful physique while exerting powerful strength and greatly improving mana collection speed for mana combat techniques.

These are not exclusive to nobles.

They’re learned by nobles participating in real combat experience and some high-level mercenaries.

Descendants of martial arts masters who inherit the legacy of martial arts.

Hidden experts who inherit the vision of individual combat.

There are various mana combat techniques and mana combat skills in the world.

And the academy teaches these techniques and skills to students.

As a player, I’ve attended the academy thousands of times.

Naturally, I know mana combat techniques and mana combat skills.

Some skills are too advanced for freshmen to learn.

So it’s good to have a noble Papa.

If the academy asks where you learned this, you can just pass the source of mana combat techniques onto your Papa.

If Papa asks?

Then it’s time to resort to the academy excuse and end it there.

But still, it’s best not to get caught.

So far, I’ve refrained from using it, conscious of the butler’s eyes.

Just sneakily using it when no one’s looking.

Lotto noticed as she was directly facing me, but as long as only the spectators don’t know, it’s fine, right?

“Leg, isn’t it getting numb?”

“I’m still fine!”

“That’s fortunate. If the power outage coincides with your leg suddenly losing strength, causing the safety guard to deactivate… it could be disastrous, couldn’t it?”

Could she imagine such a detailed description?

Lotto’s face turned pale.

“W-would the academy still let you off after doing something like that?”

“I’d receive punishment. But how severe would it be? An incoming freshman who hasn’t even fully grasped the academy’s official rules. And it would be a ‘mistake’ caused by a power outage during a duel.”

Too much force was applied to Lotto’s leg.

Seizing the opportunity as her movements stiffened, I quickly overwhelmed Lotto in an instant.

“Don’t worry too much. Even if it really gets cut off, it can be reattached, right? The academy has excellent medical facilities and highly skilled resident therapists.”

It might leave trauma, but…

The hesitation of not being able to stretch out your leg at a critical moment is no different from the end of a martial artist’s life, but…

That’s her own fault.

If she had been more considerate from the start, she wouldn’t have provoked Hestia, and I wouldn’t have had to step in to protect her or engage in this duel.

Slash!

Just then, the awaited power outage arrived.

In the darkness, I heard Lotto’s frightened voice.

It’s cute how the arrogant brat is surprised by the unexpected.

But I’m not going to cut her any slack.

After all, didn’t I tell her I would make her suffer?

Swoosh!

I swung.

My sword swung as if intending to send one of her legs flying.

But unexpectedly, in the darkness, the sword was repelled by some force.

Clang!

Wait, how did she block that?

Did she hide her true skills?

Even as I changed my sword into a dagger and swung it three more times in surprise, each blow was blocked.

Then, her foot, imbued with considerable force, pushed me back as I relentlessly attacked.

Thud! Thud!

As I landed on the ground after a 720-degree rotation in the air, I couldn’t dissipate all the shock, so I lowered my posture in a circle with my legs and then finally released my strength into the ground.

My arms still felt numb with lingering shock.

Suddenly, I felt a sense of pressure.

In this posture, in this vulnerable moment, can I handle the next strike?

As I imagined the figure rushing in the darkness and tensed, suddenly, the light magic illuminated the room again.

“Huh?”

I was startled as I looked at the opponent.

In the darkness, I had fought against a skilled opponent.

But the opponent wasn’t Lotto.

It was Hestia, who had intruded into the training ground.


“Stop here. I can’t let a child who tried to help make a big mistake.”

“Sigh. If I was you, I would’ve pretended not to see.”

Perhaps realizing she almost lost one leg, Lotto hesitated, her strength drained as she slumped down.

“Match suspended! Due to a malfunction of the safety guard caused by a power outage, this match will be suspended!”

With the instructor’s announcement, the match ended in confusion.



 
  
    Chapter 44: Children Should Sleep Early


Lotto spoke with a fearful expression.

“I’m telling you, the kid definitely said it before the blackout happened. She said there would be an accident today. How could she have known such information at that timing?”

“Are you sure you didn’t mishear?”

“No! I’m certain! That kid caused it. If it wasn’t her, then something or someone behind the scenes definitely helped. I’m sure of it!”

Lotto’s colleagues exchanged glances.

“Lotto, when you’re tired, it’s best to rest.”

“You look quite ill. Stay away from gatherings for a while and take care of yourself.”

A polite expression advising her not to show her face at their gatherings anymore!

Realizing that even those she had shared camaraderie with doubted her words, Lotto had no choice but to accept it, even though her reputation was already tarnished.

Being exploited and discarded, there was no use protesting; she would only invite ridicule.

“…Fine. I’ll contact you when I feel better.”

“Wishing you a speedy recovery.”

‘Cowardly bunch.’

Just empty greetings; she didn’t believe in them.

Since she had been chased out of the faction, there was no need to show her face anymore.

Slowly drifting apart until they became strangers.

Boom! Crash!

Late in the night.

Lotto emerged from the training ground, sweat dripping down her exhausted body, weighing heavily on her already burdened mind.

“Who’s there?”

“Tsk. You’re too slow.”

She was caught from behind.

Even after training, allowing someone to easily approach her from behind like this.

She wasn’t an ordinary skilled fighter.

Whap!

As she pushed off the ground and widened the distance, she saw her opponent standing still, not even attempting to flee.

A masked female student waved her hand in greeting.

“Is what you discussed among friends true?”

“…What do you want?”

“About Oknodie knowing about the blackout accident.”

“It’s true. Even if everyone thinks it’s just a shameful excuse to save face, the truth is the truth. I didn’t lie.”

“I believe you.”

“…Really?”

“I saw it. That kid, using precise swordsmanship as soon as the blackout happened. She may deceive others’ eyes, but she can’t deceive mine.”

The assassin in the mask, Jiang.

Her eyes remained clear even in the darkness.

Especially if she used ‘mana,’ she would know.

‘She can see it when someone use mana. The movement of mana too.’

Seizing the moment when the safety guards disappeared, she precisely severs her leg. 

That’s the kind of swordsmanship she possessed.

Instead of stepping back or hesitating when the light went out, she accurately approached her enemy, unfolding her sword towards her leg.

The reaction speed at that moment was beyond what one could respond to without prior knowledge.

‘My master said they were mostly just scholarship students from some Schools, nothing to be wary of, but…’

That kid was different.

Jiang turned around, turning her back to Lotto.

“Still, don’t go around making too much noise.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Threatening? I don’t bother with such troublesome things. I could just finish you off. This is merely a favor for telling you a good story. It’s advice I offer for your sake.”

Jiang warned her.

“Anyway, don’t go around openly defying organization capable of making a freshman disappear at will, even if it’s just a student.”

“……!”

“I’ve seen it happen. That kid, wielding a powerful sword as soon as the blackout happened. She may deceive others’ eyes, but she can’t deceive mine.”

Lotto trembled in fear and hesitation.

“Ah, ah, ah……”

Terrified.

Help me.

Though she reached out to say those words, Jiang, who had been close by, had already vanished.

She was on a different level.

Private tutoring with the combat skills provided by her family. 

The reputation she built. 

The praise she received.

None of it mattered before true masters.

Today, she encountered three walls.

Oknodie.

Hestia, who stood in her way.

And the masked child.

From now on, let’s live like a frightened mouse.

Lotto, who was forced to become humble due to her experiences, resolved to live as a good person.

***

Upon exiting the training ground, Jezel and Son Ohchun gave a scolding.

“It was dangerous, you know. To sincerely swing your sword against such weak opponents. If an accident had occurred, you would have faced significant punishment even before enrolment.”

“Hahaha! Little mouse, if you enjoy attacking people that much, the first place your picture will be seen is on a wanted poster, not in a graduation album. Do you want to become a five-star criminal even in the national level?”

“Ugh. That’s too much. I fought hard, only to hear that I’ll end up being a five-star criminal.”

It was an accident, after all! 

Not my fault anyway!

“That’s not too much at all.”

“Isabel, sis!”

“If Hestia didn’t step in personally, it would have been a big problem.”

“I’m sorry…”


“Forget apologies, at least express your gratitude properly.”

“Yes, of course.”

In the original game, accidents resulting in deaths couldn’t be brushed aside like this.

Plus, she couldn’t even execute her planned leg severing.

Since there were no casualties, the sparring ended without much consequence.

Lotto fled with a face that seemed to have faced death, and the B group upperclassmen who challenged looked angry before backing off.

[You have completed Group Competition (2) event.]

[You have prevented the Chapter Boss’s early fall trigger. You acquire 50,000 points as the event success reward.]

[The students feeling a sense of belonging to Group A all show increased favourability.]

[The favourability of students not feeling a sense of belonging to Group B does not decrease despite the dishonourable duel.]

[The favourability of students feeling a strong sense of belonging to Group B all decreases.]

[Some skilled individuals feel discomfort with your quick reactions.]

[Attention from skilled individuals increases.]

[The favourability of skilled individuals fluctuates.]

Unlike the fight for dolphin pants, the fight to protect muscular female character didn’t ignite much enthusiasm.

Although she stepped in out of frustration, seeing the fluctuation of favourability made her stomach churn.

She was planning to become closer with them, to secure her future after graduation!

Now that favorability has dropped.

Instead of securing her future through power, she need to achieve superior grades and build solid skills to avoid being crushed by the power of others.

“Hey, over here!”

Hestia hurriedly walked away.

I tried to call out to her, but her eyes scanned the crowd around me as she turned away.

Soon, her expression turned indifferent, and she left the training ground alone.

“Poor little nerd……”

She probably didn’t want to be around others when there were many people around.

Her quick steps were pitiful but enviable at the same time.

“Um, what was that swordsmanship earlier?”

“She’s the top student, and she’s really strong!”

“Want to train with me later?”

I’m a nerd too.

I felt dizzy as countless hands of sweet-smelling female students reached out towards me.

“Uh-uh. Help me, Isabel.”

“…Hoo. Back off, everyone. Oknodie just finished training, and she’s tired. Rushing in on a tired kid like this can be scary for her.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“We didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Maybe if you’re interested, come to the dorm entrance at 4 a.m. tomorrow. Let’s go for a run together!”

At 4 a.m.?

That’s too early to wake up.

“I don’t want to.”

“Aww. That’s mean.”

“If you want to grow taller, you need to get enough sleep!”

I retorted sharply.

The girl who made the suggestion raised her hand and flicked my head.

Then she pulled my hand towards her…

Squelch.

I was straightened up to chest height.

“Hey, what’s that? I want to do it too.”

“Giggle. Looks like a baby.”

“At this height, she should sleep until 10 in the morning.”

“She just below my chin.”

“Haha. She reached my lower chest.”

“It’s frustrating… It only reached my collarbone.”

The mischievous antics of the dolphin pants girls were as atrocious as those of the pantyhose girls, making my lips curl in annoyance.

Those naughty dolphin pants girls.

Don’t ignite your competitive spirit over someone else’s height!

***

Returning to the dormitory with a gloomy face after enduring insults about her height for a while, she headed towards her room with weary steps, only to be blocked by a massive figure.

Did she hit a wall?

She lifted her head, but instead of a wall, it was a person’s leg.

Uh.

You’re too tall.

Even after lifting her head repeatedly, she couldn’t see the face of the person towering over her, and as a human being, she felt defeated by not being able to see the face.

“Oknodie.”

It was the voice she had heard just a few hours ago.

The owner of the towering height was none other than Hestia.

“Are you following me here?”

“Oh, no. I was just going back to my room…”

“Ah. It was on the way back. Sorry for getting in your way.”

Walking side by side, they reached their rooms.

Even though she was walking behind her, Hestia’s massive shadow covered her face, making it embarrassing.

Kuk.

If she had possessed a male character, she could easily surpass 190cm Hestia, but being looked down upon by someone when she was the one who always looked down on others feels strange.

I feel like a weakling, with weaker people above me and myself below them.

I must grow at least 100cm taller from now on.

With determination, she opened the door to her room, feeling a sudden surprise from behind.

“Oh, Oknodie.”

“Yeah?”

“You… You were living in Room 111?”

“That is so?”

“Then… then the person who helped me… every night…”

“What? What are you saying?”

“Oh, no, it’s nothing.”

Hastily, Hestia headed to Room 112 as if fleeing.

It was an honest reaction that even the most clueless person could notice.

That human being thinks I shared the conversation with her which she actually had with <The Answering Wall>.

‘I aimed for that, but I don’t even know what conversation they had, so it’s uncomfortable.’

It’s uncomfortable eating alone when people around me are buzzing.

It’s tiring to keep standing in line for training without a friend to take turns with.

That’s probably what they talked about, right?

“Um, Hestia.”

“What?!”

“It’s nothing. Good night.”

Yawning and rubbing her tired eyes with her hand, she heard a flustered voice saying, “Uh, you too.”

After trying to reason with the stubborn wall once, she just threw herseld onto the bed.

Let’s just sleep.

***

Hestia realized.


‘Oknodie couldn’t sleep properly because she was talking to her every night!’

Although she received a lot of comfort thanks to that kid, she couldn’t help but feel immature because of her selfish actions that made the kid so tired.

Hestia reflected on herself.

From now on, she’ll talk to the wall only between 9 AM and 9 PM.

A little consideration between 9 PM and 9 AM.



 
  
    Chapter 45: Enjoying the Entrance Ceremony


Finally, the preparation period for admission is over.

The long-awaited entrance ceremony.

Over a thousand incoming students gathered in the gymnasium, which had been closed for the past week, creating an organized chaos as they mingled and chatted excitedly.

“Is this a line or chaos? It’s a total mess.”

Groups of friends and acquaintances forming circles, some larger than others, with shining lead roles and supporting roles at the centre, while extras awkwardly lingered at the edges like lonely asteroids, looking forlorn and isolated.

I never thought I’d envy that kind of loneliness.

“Hi, Oknodie!”

“Why didn’t you come to the morning assembly?”

“Hehe. Should I have worn dolphin pants, Oknodie’s favourite?”

“Oh my. Oknodie likes dolphin pants?”

“I wore the school uniform specially for the entrance ceremony today, but maybe I should have just worn dolphin pants?”

With flowing hair and twinkling eyes, they teased and bantered, leaving me unable to focus.

When I finally snapped out of it, the incoming students had adorned me with flowers from the garden, snacks in her arms.

“Must be nice to be so popular.”

“I wish I didn’t have this kind of popularity.”

“You’re like the spiritual leader of these kids.”

Isabel was right.

Even now, the incoming B-group students gathered at a distance, their gazes fixated on the A-group.

Central and Border.

Empire and kingdoms.

Civilization and barbarism.

Their eyes, endlessly seeking validation of their superiority by verifying the inferiority of others, showed an unsettling intent.

“I wanted to touch her too.”

“She look really cute, doesn’t she?”

[Identified a conversation between two distant people amidst the chaos accurately.]

[Increased sensory concentration experience +3]

…But overhearing it, it meant something entirely different.

Such reactions were only from a few.

“That kid, the top of the A-group, supposedly monopolized the lottery… It’s a shame to waste such talent on the Border.”

“Achievements of a girl like her are amusing the knights of noble families. Is innate talent really such a thing?”

“At best, just a powerless commoner. They should clear anything that disturbs the grace of the princess. Even if it’s the top of the A-group.”

Irene, the daughter of the Northern Duke, Snowville, a disciple of the Azure Marquis, who rivals Sing, and Anya, a follower of the 2nd Imperial Princess who entered the academy with her faction.

“I seem to be getting a lot of hate.”

Especially Anya’s gaze was particularly unsettling, perhaps due to me turning against the central nobles.

The event, “Beginning of the Challenge,” will definitely be triggered.

But focusing on my hearing wasn’t just about hearing voices directed at me.

Ding-

The sound of a bell ringing in my ears.

It’s time.

The entrance ceremony begins.

“Now, the real start begins. The masterpiece of Luck Academy.”

In various parts of the gymnasium, instructors were positioned.

Their eyes, scanning the incoming students, suddenly all reached for notebooks and pens.

Squared squared squared squared

Pens moving aggressively, not missing a single flaw, their eager eyes ready to catch every detail.

“Okn-“

“Shh.”

I warned Isabel, who was about to speak unknowingly.

In that brief moment, only three instructors looked in this direction.

Hng. 

Couldn’t you just look once?

With that kind of gaze, the instructors turned their attention away.

They really looked at me.

Back in my muscular days, that was impossible.

“What are those instructors writing since earlier?”

“They keep looking over here.”

No one said a word of warning, but gradually, the chatter died down.

As the flashy flash struck down on the podium, a gigantic dragon’s head filled the stage along with the screams of incoming students.

“It’s a dragon!”

“Unbelievable!”

Transcendent with a keen interest in worldly affairs.

The only dragon intervening in the human world.

It was the appearance of the principal of Luck Academy.


	You might have ears, but your eyes are sharp. Indeed, your principal is the strongest transcendent in the world and the only dragon active in the present world.



The students were ecstatic.

To see the legendary dragon in the flesh.

It’s touching, but…

These people, they’re forgetting something important.

Legendary dragons vary slightly in characteristics depending on the era and country, but still, they have common traits.


	And I am a tyrant who can deduct a million points from chatterboxes and latecomers. Because in this academy, I am the law.



“….”

Dragons have bad personalities!


	Just kidding. Deducting a million points from students who barely pass the minimum score is too harsh.



“Phew.”


	As the principal of the world’s greatest academy, I’ll show mercy. It’s a deduction of a hundred thousand points.



One latecomer asked.

“Is this a joke too?” 

– Deny reality all you want, but the fact remains that you went bankrupt after receiving a deduction equivalent to ten times your entire fortune, you incompetent inferior being!

“….”

The massive face moved its facial muscles and shouted, demonstrating extraordinary power.

Thanks to the people who started their academy life with bankruptcy, the rest of the incoming students realized the importance of equality beyond status, strength, and confidence.

It seemed that the fact that you could go bankrupt from just one chat or one tardy was even more tense.

‘Good thing we stayed quiet, right?’


‘Thanks to you, I survived.’

Isabel should know that she survived because of me.

The shock of receiving a deduction bombardment disguised as fostering friendship from chatterbox friends made during the entrance ceremony was no joke.

And the fact that the friend you made through such chatter immediately falls out of favor as soon as the entrance ceremony is over because of you is hilariously ironic.

‘Most of the choices that violate the regulations led to such amazing traps.’

By the way, intrusion into the guard post is one of the reasons for deduction bombardment.

I avoided it with just <Hidden> function, which made me realize how amazing the <Hidden> function is once again.

<Graduate from the Luck Academy>.

In the game’s elements of luck, there’s also the understanding of hidden rules.

If you accidentally violate the rules, the next important thing is not getting caught by the instructors!

The ability to hide is a basic skill that becomes blood and flesh for graduating from the Academy at any time.

-1 minute 19 seconds. The time it took for you all to shut your mouths. It seems that you are competing for the top rankings among all generations.

“Are we on the faster side of closing our mouths?” 

– Yeah, be proud of it.

“Hehe.” 

– It’s prideful to have made it to the top ranks of the worst students in the history of the proud Luck Academy.

“…….”

Stupid students began to stammer.

The dismal experience of being insulted as the dumbest ever by the world’s top transcendent dragon is something you won’t understand until you experience it.


	You must be curious. Why is a dragon serving as the principal of the academy? What will I teach you in the future? Humans are creatures of curiosity.

	Let me tell you one good thing. I learned beneficial cultures from human civilization and introduced it to this academy. It’s called the monetary system.



“??” 


	As countries grasp capital, they are bound to become the world’s top. If you want to become the world’s top talent, gather the academy’s currency, <Points>.

	Possession and usage permits for items brought in from outside the academy, as well as access to school facilities and special facilities, all require those who possess <Points>.



The dragon principal declared confidently.


	By the way, if you request help from your family and receive gold coins, you can also exchange them for points!



The gentle 3rd princess among the empire’s two princesses raised her hand with a bewildered expression.

“Are you asking for a bribe?” 

– Of course. This academy exists for you lowly mortals to provide the wealth you possess. Cultivating the world’s top talent is just a side benefit!

The shocking speech of the principal, along with the bewildered princesses, central nobles, numerous organizations, and skilled individuals.

At this moment, regardless of group, status, or affiliation, all incoming students thought with one mind.

Is it really a desirable decision to receive education under a principal who has abandoned professional ethics?


	Academy students, think only of <Points>.

	Actively participate in school activities that award points, and do not violate forbidden actions that result in point deductions.

	Followers of gods and demons, followers of mysteries and wisdom, followers of cold weapons and firearms, and followers of any secretive organizations are no exception.

	My greed, my currency, there is no truth and wisdom more precious than that in this academy.



The dragon principal’s body exuded a presence as immense as a mountain, enveloped in light.

Amidst the overwhelming pressure of mana that felt like it could crush the soul just by sensing it, suddenly, the principal’s eyes glanced over some of the talented students.

‘In the original game, the ones called by the principal at this time were protagonist-level characters, right?’

Protagonists strive to become the best talents driven by the day of the entrance ceremony, while supporting characters who didn’t receive the call either envy or admire them.

Extras desperately try to catch up with supporting characters, and NPCs are fortunate if they don’t get involved.

In the end, it’s an event for NPCs.

I vaguely thought it was a story far removed from me as a player.

Hmm.

Shivers.

The chosen protagonists each showed a stiff reaction, indicating they heard the principal’s statement.

As the dragon principal vanished into the light, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of regret and satisfaction at being in the same position as the students who screamed dazzlingly without receiving the choice.


	You mischievous little one from the Wiheomhae Foundation. Don’t forget that you’re the same.



“!!”

It was only for a moment, but it clearly lingered in my mind.

The dragon principal’s eyes met mine, and the message intended for the chosen protagonists was also conveyed to me, someone who wouldn’t hear it otherwise.

The 24 chosen children.

Protagonist-level playable characters.


On that pedestal, I was designated as the 25th child who wouldn’t have existed in the original game.

Snatched.

The entrance ceremony ended as the dragon principal disappeared.

Among the bewildered children who had become freshmen, I thought to myself.

‘You little troublemaker… I got caught, didn’t I? I got caught stealing stat stones, didn’t I?!’



 
  
    Chapter 46: First Class


Myung So was in turmoil.

“Oh, Supreme Deity. How could that child wake up to such dangerous mischief even before entering school?”

He had been watching to see if she was adapting well to the academy, but instead, he witnessed her criminal behaviour.

Infiltrating the security checkpoint.

Searching through the dormitory building from the outside.

Breaking into the dormitory supervisor’s room.

Even hiding in the tunnels dug by the guard dogs before emerging.

No matter how much he wanted to protect her, this was unacceptable.

Myung So went to see the principal to report what he had witnessed and seek advice on what to do about it.

“Are you saying that a child of the Wiheomhae Foundation is running amok?”

“I’m sorry, but from what I’ve seen, yes.”

Even for the sake of the child’s future, such behaviour needed to be stopped as soon as possible.

Regardless of what orders she received from the foundation and why she was doing this, from his perspective, it looked like an assassin scouting the operational area beforehand.

“Children are indeed mischievous, aren’t they?”

“Does she even realize that what she’s doing is wrong?”

Her ability to sneak around like a mouse was extraordinary.

The more he saw her skillfully deceive magical barriers, the more absurd it seemed, and he couldn’t help but laugh.

“If the greatest master are listed out, she will certainly be a part of it!”

“Don’t just admire, but guide her.”

“Do you believe your Buddha would say that the child is walking the wrong path?”

“Buddhism prohibits stealing. It is a fruitless act that undermines the most fundamental trust in human society.”

“What the child stole was not just any stone, but the Stone of Potential from the security checkpoint or the key from the dormitory supervisor.”

“The master does not want to see a thief become a murderer.”

If she had been a thief stealing ordinary stones, they wouldn’t have paid attention to her like this.

The principal immediately recognized that the stone Oknodie stole was not an ordinary stone but the Stone of Potential.

The chief of security and the dormitory supervisor, too, instinctively recognized the special energy contained within the stone and kept it.

As mischievous as her hands and feet were, her eyes were just as cunning.

Talking about becoming the greatest master wasn’t just empty talk.

“If you’re worried, then watch her closely and teach her. She possesses a remarkable talent that would be a waste not to nurture within the Wiheomhae Foundation.”

“So you’ve seen talent in Oknodie?”

“If she was just a pawn of that foundation, I would never have let her into my territory. Once something is taken away from me, it’s like swallowing bitter herbs for a hundred years.”

Myung So realized something from the words.

“So be careful not to let her slip through your fingers. If that child returns to the foundation, I am determined to kill her with my own hands.”

“……!!”

B Group’s top student, blessed by the stars, was interesting.

But the A Group’s top student, possessing spiritual insight, felt more danger than interest.

Of course, the way power is used varies greatly depending on the capabilities of the teacher, no matter what talent it may be.

The principal instructed Myung So to prevent Oknodie’s deviation, effectively entrusting her life to him.

Therefore, for the sake of the child’s future, Myung So must fulfil his duty as a mentor to correct one child’s life.

[Penalty of 10,000 points for unauthorized entry into restricted areas imposed on Oknodie.]

The quickest way to correct a child’s behavior is to impose punushments on wrongdoing.

***

Ah, I’ve been caught.

I paid attention to both <Observation> and <Tracking>.

I clearly avoided both the security magic at the security checkpoint and the eyes of the guards, but it seems I was detected by someone who surpasses my level somewhere.

Whether the intrusion was discovered belatedly or during the infiltration, it’s chilling.

Instead of seeing through all my actions and stopping me, they are giving me a penalty bomb like, “Well done, but here, take this penalty bomb!”

“But why was I only deducted?”

Maybe because it’s my first offense.

Anyway, it turned out well.

“Oknodie, now that the entrance ceremony is over, it’s time to attend your first class. It’s not the time to be absent-minded.”

“Oh, let’s go now, Isabel unni.”

1st grade, 1st semester.

The first class is a group-based division class.

“The advanced class classroom is here.”

While the lower class consists of around 50 students each, regardless of the groups, the advanced class gathered all the qualified students from each group into one class.

<981st Generation Advanced Class>

<Total of 44 students>

Among the tens of millions of ticket exam applicants and tens of thousands of admission exam challengers, there were only a few thousand Luck Academy qualifiers who made it through all the competition.

Among them, the advanced class, permitted for only 44 students, was filled with familiar faces.

“You’re late. I saved you a seat.”

“Hahaha! Even the little mouse gets nervous sometimes, like a child. Watching you tiptoe around is quite amusing.”

Jezel and Son Ohchun.

They were gathered at the back of the classroom.

Their demeanor, perfectly suited for those delinquent underachievers who have no interest in class, as they take the back seats as their designated spots.

The path to the back seat.

Fellow advanced class students who were already seated cast their gazes from all directions.

“Hehe. It’s cute to see Dee feeling embarrassed.”

“Don’t tease her, Arcadia.”

Arcadia, the focal point of the Wester Nobles Union and the spiritual leader of the A Group female students.

“Have you come? The child from the Foundation who knows enough to raise suspicion.”

“Could you refrain from addressing me like I’m some suspicious creature? I’m just a normal new student like all of you.”

“Well, in a broader sense, both deep-sea sperm whales and humans can be seen as animals living in the depths, right?”

“….”

One who inadvertently provoked full suspicion by boasting knowledge about the group.

Andersen Pretzel, the top of the Western Noble Union and the leader of the A Group male students.

“Hello, little one.”

“Hello, Pirate Unni.”

“Oh, calling me ‘Unni’ now?”


Jigoku, the pirate with a mask, spinning a revolver around while greeting with a hand gesture.

“Hello!”

“…Hi.”

When their eyes met from the front seat, Irene, the reserved Northern Princess, nodded lightly as if acknowledging her.

“….”

“….”

“….”

And there was Sing, maintaining his inner peace with one foot on the chair and eyes closed, ignoring whoever entered or left the room.

“Hello? We’ll be seeing each other every day from now on!”

“I wish that wasn’t the case.”

“You’re so mean~”

Jiang, the assassin wearing a mask, imitated a rabbit by making ear shapes with her hands and pretending her ears drooped.

“Aren’t you cute! Do you want me to bite you?”

To which Sen Jenya, who rolled her eyes at Jiang’s antics, responded.

Even Hestia, who seemed to be looking at this side with eyes filled with inexplicable anticipation, was there.

“Good morning, Hestia.”

“Uh, yeah! Good morning!!”

Though she trembled slightly, her murmuring seemed to indicate she was feeling very pleased.

Various other students belonging to the advanced class.

Some were enthusiastic, some were slightly hostile, and some were indifferent.

Unlike the generally relaxed atmosphere of the A Group, the B Group generally observed this side with indifference, slight hostility, or outright hostility.

The tension that was palpable amidst the lively atmosphere seemed to hang coldly in the air.

The sense of vigilance didn’t seem to settle at all, as if a knife had been placed nearby.

“How about it? Do you feel it from that kid too?”

“I’m not sure. That child didn’t receive the blessing of the 12 deities that I know of.”

In the centre of the classroom where B group students gathered, <Saint> and <Female Warrior> were having a conversation.

Among them, the Female Warrior is the leader of the B group and the protagonist of the original work.

The protagonist of the original game and a top-tier overpowered character.

As you progress through the game, she is the most expensive playable character and possesses the best performance.

Her close friend, the Saint, is also a lead character and equally overpowered.

I involuntarily tensed up as the overpowered characters who dominate the Luck Academy’s 981st generation popularity ranking evaluated me.

“If she didn’t receive the blessing, does that mean she is not as remarkable as rumoured?”

“The blessing of the deity is for individuals suitable to wield the power of that deity. It’s just those who caught the attention of the deity. Even if they haven’t received the deity’s blessing, there are still outstanding individuals.”

“That sounds too disrespectful from someone like the Saint.”

“God dislikes beings unsuitable for themselves. And… just because that kid didn’t receive the blessing of the 12 deities doesn’t mean she didn’t receive the blessing of a deity.”

“Really? So… she could be chosen by a god like …?”

“Yes. If there’s a deity whose wavelength matches, she might show even greater growth than those chosen by the 12 deities. It seems she is not aware of it herself yet.”

The conversation, which was quite intriguing, came to an end as the bell signalling the start of the class rang and the professor entered.

Swoosh

The first class.

Remarkably, the professor in charge of the first class of the advanced class 981 was…

“I’m here!”

“Gasp!”

“E-everyone, shut your mouths! The points will be annihilated!”

“Sniff! …Sniff!”

None other than the Dragon Principal.

“I tried imitating the Prinicapl. Do I look like the Principal? Haha.”

… A shapeshifter capable of mimicking the Dragon Principal.

“Starting today, I, Mahabharata, the student head of the 1st year, will be responsible for your class. I’m also a shapeshifter professor in charge of transformation magic and who serves the Principal.”

“……”

A shapeshifter with a bad personality fitting for a bad-tempered dragon appeared.


“Today, you will receive guidance on what classes to take for the next year while attending the academy. And once you register for classes, today’s educational program will come to an end.”

An academy closer to a university than a high school.

The time for class registration is approaching.

“By the way, you can also check your class registration details with your magic watch. However, remember that registration must be done by physically running to the classroom of the professor whose class you want to attend.”

And it’s first come, first served.



 
  
    Chapter 47: Criteria for Choosing Lectures by Veterans


Although the Mahabharata had a bad temper, he delivered the information students needed properly.

“In the future, you will all be taking <Common Lectures>, <Department Lectures>, and <Liberal Arts Lectures> while attending the academy.”

“Common lectures are mandatory for all students, and there is no freedom of choice.”

“In department lectures, you must choose and take lectures within your chosen department for the specified credits.”

“Liberal arts lectures are courses where you can freely choose other lectures you want to take. It’s about expanding your liberal arts education. Some students may take lectures with impure intentions of converting them into points, but I hope you pursue pure academic passion.”

Isabel showed her note to me.

‘Doesn’t liberal arts lectures look good? You can earn points.’

I sympathized with Isabel’s academic life with the eyes of someone looking at a graduate student making wrong choices.

It’s going to be tough later on.

‘If it was me, I wouldn’t take extra lectures just to earn points.’

‘Why?’

‘Because the deduction you might get during lectures could be greater than the points you earn.’

.’..Really?’

‘Could that happen?’

‘I was just advising.’

‘Whether to take them or not is up to you.’

“Department lectures vary depending on the department. First of all…”

The academy is divided into five departments.

Knight Department. Magic Department. Administration Department. Adventure Department. Production Department.

Knight. Wizard. Administrator. Adventurer. Producer.

Departments aiming to nurture different classes.

If you delve deeper, there are various types of knights such as field knights roaming battlefields, land knights employed by lords, kingdom knights employed by royals, and guardian knights protecting specific races.

Depending on the goal, the same profession may have different ways of being called or skills required.

“Such classes have different directions from the world’s best talents that the Luck Academy aims to cultivate.”

Support is needed for the academy to function properly.

Most of these minor classes are showy professions created to appease various countries.

…I knew that from games.

From what Dragon Principal said, I can’t easily think of them as inferior courses designed solely to make money.

“The difference between inferior and superior professions.”

Regardless of what the Principal said, one must think that from this course registration onwards, the destined and the rest will diverge.

The ideal talent the academy desires.

To graduate with top grades, one must become an apprentice who obtains special classes and receives the world’s best knowledge from professors.

Whether you choose knight, wizard, administrator, or adventurer, it’s all the same.

In short, if you only aim for credits and easy lectures during course registration, your future will be unstable.

“Now, I’ll give you some time to think about which lectures to take for an hour. Please take a look at the lecture timetable posted on the Magic Clock’s bulletin board and think about it.”

Isabel asked.

“Which department are you going to enter, Oknodie?”

“What about you?”

“No need to ask. Adventure Department.”

“Ah, I see. You were an adventurer.”

“Let’s do it together. Oknodie can definitely become a great adventurer.”

Even I think so.

If I, who knows a considerable amount of secrets of this world, become an adventurer, how many treasures, dungeons, mysteries, and dangers will I discover in the future?

Just imagining it brings wealth and fame to my heart, but there is a problem here.

“The Knight Department is also good.”

“The Knight Department? Ah, you wielded the sword well in the last battle. Oknodie can handle swords, right? Maybe you want to learn swordsmanship?”

“Um? No, not really?”

Think about it.

A knight in well-fitting armour vs. an adventurer in basic adventurer gear with no exposure.

Even in terms of balance alone, isn’t the former overwhelming?

How can colleagues who are knights endure taking lectures here?

“So you’re going to ditch me?”

“… Ugh. Don’t look at me like that. You can meet in other lectures.”

When persuasion didn’t work, Isabel changed her tactics.

“Knight Department is definitely unrealistic for Oknodie. There probably won’t even be fitting Armor.”

“Maybe I’ll grow 30cm taller next year!”

“No, you won’t grow at all.”

“I will grow!”

Provocation naturally led to counterproductive results.

“I’ll prove it, then!”

***

Walking hand in hand with Isabel, munching on the fruit she gave, we headed to register for classes. 

The hallway was turning into chaos due to the influx of other students registering for classes.

“Hahaha! Look at these tiny one. Get out of the way!”

“Aaah!”

“That ignorant monkey’s child, taking all the hits!”

Running towards the lecture hall in a blitz, Son Ohchun, also known as the human tank.

“Hahaha! Those who want to be shot, come at me! I’ll shoot anyone faster than me!”

“You crazy bastard!”

“Hey, wait a minute! Why are you running towards me?”

“I can’t shoot if no one stands in front of me! Hurry up and come forward. And die!!”

Chasing fleeing students and reversing down the hallway, the absurd pirate, Jigoku.

“This is incredible. Shouldn’t we hurry too?”

“This pace is just right. We don’t want to cause a disturbance and lose points.”

Just like at the entrance ceremony, causing a disturbance in the hallway could lead to deductions ranging from 10 to 100 points, depending on the severity.

You might end up experiencing the frustration of getting caught by a speed camera and receiving a hefty fine just because you didn’t realize it.

“Is it okay to take our first class as an adventure?”

“It’s fine. I’m not particularly interested in high-competition classes.”

More than that, I’m concerned about Jezel following us.


“Why is Mr. Jezel following us into the adventure course? He’s an alchemist. Wouldn’t it be better for him to take the merchant class in the Production Department?”

“Hehe. Oknodie is still a child, so she doesn’t know. Giving a chance to unload heavy baggage quickly to an adventurer in desperate need can yield profits of over 1000%. Understanding the mindset of adventurers is invaluable to a merchant.”

“…Is he a demon?”

So this old man is the type who sells consumables at exorbitant prices in games and loots at low prices!

During ticket season(?), he’s a ticket scalper, and in normal times, he’s a field merchant.

Truly an industrious little devil.

“This is the area where the Adventure Department gathers.”

“There’s a guide sign over there.”<Adventure Department>

The long-awaited Adventure Department.

The available courses for registration were as follows:

<Basic Stamina Enhancement for Adventurers> <Basic Weapon Training for Adventurers> <Supply Studies for Adventurers> <Traps for Adventurers> <Wild Cooking for Adventurers> <Developing Insight>

Can you feel the merciless realism?

That’s right.

There’s no Dungeon Exploration course among them.

If such a course was offered in the first semester of the first year, it would be more of a problem.

But if you really want to take it, there’s a loophole.

“If you join a month-long class, you can also take classes for the second year. If you have enough points and grades, you can apply for a month-long class.”

You’ll be taking classes with seniors from the year above.

Some players aim for speed runs or specialized strategies to unlock the  exclusive events of specific characters. 

Naturally, even as an old-timer, I recall trying that myself, but I’m not particularly interested in doing so now.

‘It’s not like the imminent threat of humanity’s demise is upon us, and this round seems to be generally lucky.’

Even the national disaster-level events in the remote regions haven’t occurred. 

The world event <Imperial Invasion>, triggered by a failed national disaster event, hasn’t happened either. 

Neither have events like <Heroes of the Empire> in times of imperial crisis or <Heroes of Turmoil> in the shattered West.

It seems this round is on the peaceful route. 

There are threats, but humanity isn’t facing any imminent disasters; it’s a world of ‘maintaining the status quo.’

In such a world, while combat technology isn’t highly advanced, cultural development takes precedence.

‘It seems like the technology gaining popularity is related to the imperial culture.’

I can roughly recall the list of related lectures.

Understanding of <The Sole Deity of the Central Imperial Empire>

Understanding of the <Twelve Deities>

Understanding of the Noble Warriors of the East

Introduction to Non-Mainstream Sacred Arts

How to Use Sacred Arts without Faith

There were some surprisingly interesting lectures.

The last one was particularly intriguing.


	If you have excellent physical abilities, you can safely land from a height of 20m even without the power of faith.

	What? You don’t have such physical abilities? But you still want to get a grade?

	Then, believe in Marc and devote yourself to faith to land safely on the ground with the power of <Iron Will>. 

	Note that joining the Marc Order guarantees at least a B grade.



Believe in Marc to get a B grade, or attempt the test of jumping 20m without sacred arts using extreme training and skills.

Students who are physically weak shed tears and either become believers or firmly vow not to believe in religion, even if they end up in a hospital bed with broken legs.

“Hmm, a lecture on using sacred arts without the power of faith. It’s intriguing.”

“Andersen Pretzel took the <How to Use Sacred Arts without Faith> course!”

“Let’s try it too!”

It’s pitiful to see new students blindly following the wrong choices of the Western Nobility Union’s top-ranked freshmen.

“Oknodie, I’ve already made my choice.”

“Oh, we chose the same thing!”

Isabel chose <Developing Insight>.

Compared to Andersen Pretzel, this course is a million times better choice.

“I picked this after learning it through my adventurer life, but Oknodie, do you have a reason for choosing <Developing Insight>? I thought you would take cooking classes.”


“I don’t necessarily like eating just because I like cooking.”

Of course, there are other legitimate reasons.

“It’s an unusual thing. Freshmen coming to take this course. It’s hard to get good grades in a course where first and second-year students attend together.”

A female professor in a white suit leaned against the lectern, pressing down on her silk hat with an unmistakable presence that caught everyone’s attention.

Even if the professor can’t teach well, as long as they’re sexy, everything is forgiven by the old-timers.



 
  
    Chapter 48: First Practice


Contrary to the professor’s story that the lecture on “Developing Insight” could be attended by both first-year and second-year students, there were very few second-year students actually sitting in the classroom.

Isabel felt a foreboding typical of adventurers.

“Why are there so few second-years?”

“Isn’t it because it’s not yet time to choose lectures? Surely more people will come when the lecture starts.”

As time passed, more students entered the classroom.

However, the overwhelming majority of the newcomers were first-year students, and no second-year students appeared anymore.

“As expected, it’s not increasing.”

Did Isabel’s anxiety spread?

Unable to hide his unease, Jezel approached the second-year students and asked, “May I ask the seniors? I’m curious why there are so few second-year students who seem to want to take this lecture.”

“Is it because there are only three of us second-years compared to many first-years?”

Jezel smiled warmly, and the second-year senior, Bixton, fiddled with the emblem of the second-year uniform.

A senior.

Since they were first-years until last year, the unfamiliar title felt strange, and Isabel postponed answering because she wanted to hear more.

“I think I know the reason.”

“Oh?”

“Maybe it’s because the lecture has a bad reputation?”

Oknodie interjected with a curious expression, joining Jezel and the second-year senior’s conversation.

“Oh, no! Don’t say something that could cause trouble. Especially when the professor is here…”

“But why are you sweating?”

“Who said I’m sweating?”

“Senior.”

“Oh, I’m not!”

“Is it because only three of you had to retake the course after getting an F last year?”

“No! The professor doesn’t grade harshly, the assignments aren’t difficult, and there are no rumours about it being risky!”

Some first-year students who were listening with interest left the classroom with troubled faces.

“I didn’t want to show it to the first-years, but its not like I wish there was at least one more person below me to pull the scores down?”

Ten seniors glared at Bixton before leaving the classroom.

“Because the professor used to be an infamous Rogue in the Holy Central Empire, there’s no risk of students being treated like potential thieves or the reputation of the students decreasing!”

Half of the remaining attendees followed the freshmen who left, mostly students from Group B who didn’t have the courage to take the cursed lecture.

“Wow. Bixton, I didn’t expect you to attend this lecture with such impure intentions.”

“Ack! You caught me!”

Should have kept quiet.

Why the sudden acceleration of self-destruction?

Isabel thought inwardly that he was a strange senior.

Giggling to himself, Oknodie covered her mouth with herhand, imitating Arcadia’s usual gesture, which ultimately ended up imitating the noble-born children, but it looked cute anyway.

“Should we go too?”

“But Oknodie.”

“Even the top student in Group A is enduring it. Do we need to care about the Empire folks’ opinion?”

“It’s the Central Empire.”

A newcomer standing in the corner of the classroom requested a clarification with a serious tone.

“The term ‘Empire’ refers to both the Central Empire and the Eastern Empire simultaneously. It’s unpleasant to be grouped together, so please make it clear.”

One of the skilled individuals who revealed an unusual presence even during the entrance exam, the Eastern Swordsman, Sing.

“Wow, look at his expression. He seems really angry.”

“I’m sorry. I guess it would have been uncomfortable if you were associated with the Central folks.”

“Of course, we meant the Central Empire.”

Sing lowered his hand, which he had placed on his sword hilt with closed eyes.

Only then did the tension that had filled the classroom subside.

“Don’t misunderstand, guys. Bixton isn’t mentally unstable; he just suffered from a week-long state condition called ‘Heartfelt Confession’ due to inhaling steam improperly while making potions.”

“No way! In fact, the truth is, a friend he secretly admired confessed to him because of the potion’s effects, but he never confessed himself nor fell into a state of heartfelt confession! He doesn’t feel suicidal, and he still doesn’t feel comfortable making eye contact!”

“…This is the state.”

This senior is being extremely confessional.

But isn’t there unexpectedly a possibility?

Even though he rejected the confession, they’re still hanging out together.

Isabel, along with the first-year students, was full of curiosity.

Among the barrage of questions like when the confession happened, what exams are coming in the midterms, and where the hidden vault is, Isabel pulled Oknodie aside.

“What about you, Oknodie? Do you think this lecture will be okay?”

“Of course! The lecture is tough, grades are tough, and the reputation might plummet, but as long as it’s enjoyable, it’s okay!”

“…”

Shouldn’t she escape from the classroom now, even if it’s for the sake of her future?

While seriously contemplating, Isabel realized she had wasted too much time because of the second-year senior.

Ding…

“That’s enough chatter. It’s time for the lecture to begin.”

The lecture started.

***

First, the professor introduced himself.

Bronze de Estrada.

The elegant handwriting was written prominently on the blackboard.

“I am Bronze de Estrada, your professor.”

Ding-ling…

“As Bixton mentioned, before being invited as a professor to the academy, I was active as a rogue in the Holy Central Empire.”

Ding-ling…

“Some may doubt my qualifications, but being a rogue is a profession that ventures into the night of the empire. So rest assured, I have plenty of qualifications to be a professor in the Adventurer Department.”

Ding-ling…

“Professor, the bell keeps ringing.”

Even after announcing the start of the lecture, the bell kept ringing without stopping.

One freshman couldn’t stand it anymore and raised his hand to speak.

“Oh. That’s a way to leave the lecture early.”

“What?”

“While you can develop insight by reading books, you can also cultivate it through intuitive practice. Besides, as rogues are a class that relies on action, we’ll be conducting light exercises for the students attending this lecture.”


Professor Estrada wielded the baton in his hand rhythmically in the air.

Oknodie grabbed Isabel and Jezel’s sleeves.

“Huh?”

Curious, the two looked at Oknodie, who smiled mischievously and covered her ears with her hands.

Is she telling us to do the same?

Seems like her playful nature has surfaced.

But even so, isn’t covering your ears during a lecture too rude?

As Isabel was about to scold her lightly, Professor Estrada, with a playful smile resembling Oknodie’s, spread his hands left and right like an orchestra conductor.

The next moment.

A commotion erupted in the world’s top academy classroom, something unimaginable happening.

Beep beep beep.

Ding ding ding!

“Wake up. It’s morning! Wake up. It’s morning!”

Zzzzzzzz. Zzzzzzzz.

Beep beep beep!

Wee-oo! Wee-oo! Wee-oo!

Ding ding ding.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

Ding-ling…

“Aaah!”

“My ears!”

“I feel like I’m losing my mind!”

The bell sounds attacking from all directions!

Isabel and Jezel panicked, covering their ears at the onslaught of auditory terror.

“All right, everyone. Now, I’ll explain the first practical exercise of the lecture. Students who find and deactivate the hidden bells in the classroom, demonstrating ‘Insight,’ can immediately escape from the classroom.”

“Of course, students lacking Insight will remain in the classroom filled with bell sounds, along with Professor here.”

“By the way, if all the bells are found, everyone can immediately escape from the classroom. And if all the students work together to deactivate all the bells, extra points will be given. Only those who stay until the end, working together to find the bells.”

The freshmen immediately understood the meaning behind Bixton’s words.

“Isn’t this absolute madness?!”

“No wonder the second-year seniors don’t attend the lecture!”

“Wait, we have second-year seniors! Surely they’ll know how to escape…”

The second-year students shouted, holding emergency axes, emergency lights hung above the classroom exits, and chairs.

“Return to your original form, objects!”

“Return to original form.”

“We found you, you darn alarm clock.”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The freshmen were shocked to see the second-year students pressing the buttons on the alarm clocks that had returned to their original form.

“These clocks even have shape-shifting magic cast on them!”

“This is outrageous!”

“We haven’t learned anything like that yet!!”

The professor nodded approvingly as he received the alarm clocks submitted by the second-year students.

“You second-years are not as conceited as the freshmen. You’ve passed. Your retake was worth it.”

“Indeed. We’ll go first, juniors.”

The first-years looked at their seniors with betrayed eyes.

“Seniors! How can you leave your juniors behind and escape alone!”

“We were left behind just like you were last year.”


“!!”

A vicious cycle of malice passed down through generations and traditions, extending beyond grades into class time!

Amidst the bewildered first-years, only Isabel and Jezel wore different expressions.

“Oknodie, how did you know about this?”

“Oknodie, would you kindly share the answer as well?”



 
  
    Chapter 49: You have turn of alarm properly and Go


In the game, she is called Professor Estrada, but in the player forums, she is referred to as Professor Bronze de Estrada, the professor of manners.

I know how the lectures are conducted based on my experience.

“Regardless of what happens, I always made sure to include a practical test to test your Insight skills in each lecture.”

When you experience it first-hand, it’s quite challenging, but to watch and listen to, it’s a blast of fun lecture.

The first lecture most likely involves a game of hide and seek with alarm clocks disguised as ordinary items in the classroom. 

Finding and deactivating the alarms allows you to escape the classroom.

Naturally, it favors experienced players like second years and veterans, while it disadvantages newcomers and freshmen who charge in without much thought.

“There’s a luxury bag with the Emeraldsa logo in the classroom. It’s too suspicious. It must be an alarm clock disguised as a luxury bag.”

“Stop! That’s my school bag!”

“You use such an expensive luxury bag for school?! Then what about that fancy lighting fixture over there with petals flying around? That’s definitely a luxury item unrelated to academics. It’s an alarm clock!”

“That’s my lighting fixture! My sister said if I have this, I’ll be popular no matter which academy I attend!”

“Wait, your sister is spoiling you?!”

Jezel is trapped by possessions beyond the common sense of even border freshmen who is not from noble families!

Even from a player’s perspective like mine, it’s quite amusing.

Wondering why students would carry such items, it’s painful to think that they spent valuable points and even went through the trouble of obtaining permits for such possessions.

Even with ample points, seeing newcomers witnessing such scenes would naturally breed disdain towards nobility and make them want to pick up spears and cudgels.

“Tsk tsk. Poor kids.”

Even the family members who initially supported them would soon realize the broken gold point exchange rate and reduce their financial support.

Even the nobles who splurged on such trash would pound the ground in regret at having spent a fortune on it, but once spent points cannot be reclaimed.

The nobles who spent points to obtain permits for luxury items would be the ones pounding the ground in regret.

Spears and cudgels for students who are naturally disadvantaged?

Such things are not even worth considering as social evils; they are just pitiful kids.

Spears and cudgels should be reserved for true social evils.

<Sing Xing>

<Martial Arts – Sword of Enlightenment>

Clang!

Sing placed the fragmented corpse of a chirping ant on the instructor’s desk.

“I got it. The alarm clock that was running around between the desks making noise.”

“You caught it well. It was quite a difficult alarm clock for freshmen to catch.”

When Professor Estrada tapped the ant’s head with her baton, the alarm clock, now halved, appeared.

That’s a real social evil.

How can freshmen catch alarm clocks that even second years have trouble catching?

“However, it was destroyed. I told you to turn off the alarm, not to destroy it. The fine is minus 10 points.”

“… “

Following Sing’s example, the freshmen who had hoped to catch alarm clocks by attacking nearby objects dropped down their weapons reluctantly.

“There really was a penalty.”

Isabel’s eyes were full of trust.

“I told you, didn’t I? Increasing the number of lectures might just result in more penalties.”

Isabel was lucky.

She was attending lectures almost equivalent to max level players, so she knew the tricks to avoid penalties!

“Don’t be confused. First, discern one of the alarms and look for where the sound is coming from. There must be an alarm clock disguised as another object there.”

“And what do we do next?”

“Even if the object transforms, there must be a function somewhere acting as the ‘button’ for the alarm clock. Press it, and it will surely work.”

After being taught the trick, Isabel quickly picked up a pen from a box of stationery in the corner of the classroom.

Click!

As soon as she opened the lid, the alarm sound stopped.

With a puff of smoke, the pen regained its appearance as an alarm clock.

“You have excellent senses. Good hearing is a must-have for a… no, an adventurer.”

“Thank you.”

Isabel tilted her head slightly in puzzlement.

Didn’t she just say Thief?

“This three-sided folding whiteboard is a commodity that doesn’t exist in other classrooms. Is there anyone who brought a whiteboard as their possession?!”

Jezel, who had been struggling with repeated bizarre object challenges, asked with a trembling voice.

Fortunately, this time, the owner of the item didn’t show up, and Jezel was able to submit the alarm clock safely.

“You have excellent preparation for identifying items from other classrooms.”

“It’s basic for a merchant to keep an eye on items from unfamiliar places. Without recognition, there can be no delivery.”

“A commendable principle. A diligent approach to reconnaissance, using the delivery of goods as an excuse to infiltrate target buildings, is the basic skill of a true hero.”

Now, Professor Estrada was shamelessly praising thieving behaviour!

“Wouldn’t anyone searching for a clock be treated as a Thief?”

“Then, are you going to be trapped in a classroom where the alarm doesn’t stop for two hours?”

“Idiot, just escape from the classroom!”

“Ah!”

“Hahaha. I’m outta here first, suckers!”

A freshman ran towards the classroom exit, laughing heartily!

The second-year students, who were opening the door to leave, turned back with widened eyes, gesturing for him to turn back.

“Where did these seniors learn to be so overbearing! Life is survival of the fittest. I’ll find my own way!”

As the confident freshman was about to step through the door, there was a crackling sound, and he convulsed before collapsing backwards with a thud.

“What did the seniors say?”

“It’s soundproof magic. If unauthorized individuals attempt to escape the classroom, they’ll be knocked out with an electric shock?”

“Aaaah! I feel like I’m losing my mind!!”

“This is insane! What kind of educational institution knocks people out with electric shocks if they try to escape the classroom?!”

“I’m going to tell my mom!!”

Professor Estrada scratched the head with a bored expression.

“Well, wouldn’t it be better to quickly find the clock? As much as you all slack off, your dear professor is also getting a headache.”

Then why assign such tasks?

The freshmen, not wanting to experience electric shocks, reluctantly resumed searching for the clock.

However, fearing deductions, they couldn’t simply vandalize objects indiscriminately, so they passively groped around the classroom, feeling chairs and desks as they roamed.

“Have we found everything we can?”

There were 29 people left in the classroom.


Out of the 20 alarm clocks, only 9 had been found.

It seemed daunting for the newbie NPCs to find the remaining 11.

Isabel and Jezel asked me.

“Is Oknodie not looking for them?”

“I’m about to start looking now. Since I’ve waited patiently, no one will complain even if I find them all.”

“If it takes too long, can I leave first? My head is starting to hurt.”

“Oh, please bear with it a little longer. We’ll find everything and leave.”

“Huh? No, why would you do that… Wait, are you trying to get the bonus points the professor mentioned?”

Lecture scores aren’t that enticing.

Other scores are much more tempting.

[You found an alarm clock disguised as a floor tile.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Hearing experience +2]

[You found an alarm clock disguised as a fake wall.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Hearing experience +2]

[Successfully intercepted the alarm clock disguised as a lamp to prevent it from being shattered by a thrown pebble.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Throwing experience +3]

[Hearing experience +2]

[Precision experience +1]

First-year students were amazed as she skillfully aimed at the alarm clocks.

“Oknodie is searching for the clocks at an incredible speed!”

“Why search for multiple clocks when she only need one?”

“I get it. Oknodie is searching for us.”

One student exclaimed sincerely, feeling grateful.

“If we find all the clocks, we can escape from the classroom. Oknodie, as the leader of Group A, wants to set an example by helping us escape.”

“What a noble thought!”

“Why is that kid so kind-hearted? It wouldn’t hurt to think about her own safety a bit!”

“Thank you, Oknodie! As a token of gratitude, I’ll start this lamp!”

You’re just doing what you want.

I couldn’t believe it as I looked at the lamp, but suddenly my ears cleared up, and I felt a surge of energy.

“???”

[Saw the Blessed Clover Lamp.]

[Health and mental state increase by +1 for 10 minutes.]

This has an effect?

Luxury items of the nobility can surprisingly be helpful.

With reduced headaches and fatigue, I found the clocks even faster.

“Excellent. You have found 19, but one clock remains.”

“Professor mentioned earlier. Laziness brings headaches. The last alarm clock, is it in the hat?”

Professor Estrada smiled.

“Excellent. Finding 11 out of 20 clocks alone is remarkable. The last one was quite challenging with an illusion spell, but you used the hint well.”

“This is just the basics.”

“Excellent. Skill, precision, and even consideration for the weak. You’re truly an exemplary hero.”

Praise, right?

“Today’s lecture ends here. Those who remained in the classroom will receive bonus points for attending. And for those who found the clocks, you’ll receive an additional 100 points per clock.”

The students were surprised and looked at me.

“So Oknodie earns 1100 points alone for one lecture?”

“The last challenging clock was worth 1000 points. Oknodie, as a first-year, receives 2000 points.”

The first-year students looked envious.

“Aww. With 2000 points, one could get another lamp.”

“I envy you. I need 1500 more points to bring my stuff in.”

“But Oknodie found the clocks for all of us. She didn’t know she’d get points, she helped out of kindness. So there’s no complaint about receiving rewards.”

“I agree.”


“If anyone dares to criticize Oknodie, I’ll be the first to defend her!”

Isabel and Jezel looked at me with eyes that seemed to say, “You knew that didn’t you?”

Hmph, am I not innocent?

I gave plenty of chances to the newbies to find it. 

If they didn’t find it, it’s their fault!



 
  
    Chapter 50: Conversations Among Professors


Even the vigilant Myung So, who wished to monitor every move of Oknodie , faced an unavoidable trial.

“I must conduct lectures during class hours, so I can’t continue surveillance!”

What kind of lecture is Oknodie attending and what trouble will she cause?

He was anxious like releasing a fish back into the water.

If she was young monk, he might scold her sternly, but Oknodie was no monk.

He just prayed that things wouldn’t go awry.

As soon as the lecture ended, Myung So immediately searched Oknodie’s enrolment records linked to the professor’s magic clock.

<Oknodie’s Enrollment Records>

<Monday, 2nd Period – Developing Insight (Adventure Department, Bronze De Estrada)>

“Oh dear.”

It turned into quite a situation.

Already marked as a thief, Oknodie was attending the empire’s top thief’s  lecture.

Fate had an odd sense of humour.

It’s as if fitting a booster to a flying child’s back.

With the addition of the infamous skills of Professor De Estrada, Oknodie’s future as a thief was worrisome from the start.

“I must go and have a conversation with her.”

Even for Oknodie’s sake, this had to be stopped.

“Professor Estrada isn’t one to have great ambitions, so if I explain well, she might understand.”

It was obvious where she would be after finishing her lecture.

She wouldn’t mingle with other professors, being firmly observed by imperial professors.

She would likely be holed up in her assigned professorial research room.

“Professor Estrada. Are you there?”

Unlike the central lady professors who carried a distinct fragrance of sophistication, there was no scent of perfume in Professor Estrada’s research room.

Colorless and odorless.

It was so devoid of any trace that it felt almost eerie, as if there were no one there.

“The door was open. Since I know you’re inside, could you spare a moment? I’ve come to discuss something regarding a student.”

“How bothersome. You’re not a central professor, so make it quick.”

Clack.

Buzzzz.

Boom!

The sound of machinery whirring echoed loudly from the walls, floor, and ceiling of the research room.

…This person.

What has she done in her research room?

Just as there’s a saying “don’t argue in a wizard’s workshop,” there should be a saying “don’t step into a rogue’s research room without caution.”

“Did you install security devices against thieves?”

“You’re not wrong. It’s a countermeasure device against those central professors, the thieves who receive imperial funding, to prevent them from stepping in.”

“…Isn’t your relationship too bad?”

The floor split apart horizontally, revealing a staircase leading underground.

“Are you here to express concern about my relationships with colleagues, like the unfortunate Eastern professors?”

“That’s not it. As I mentioned earlier, I’m here to consult about a student.”

“Do you have misbehaving students? Just so you know, I’m not interested in common pickpockets or petty criminals.”

Despite clearly ascending the stairs, there was not a single sound of footsteps from the lady professor.

Something she was holding vanished with a swish.

“…Memorization?”

His attention was belatedly caught by her chest, which exuded a strong sense of self-confidence beneath her white shirt.

Perhaps having an appealing chest is a prerequisite for becoming an excellent rogue.

“Hmph. Even monks are tempted. What a rude thought.”

As he blushed at the un-monk-like behaviour, Professor Estrada, who had climbed all the stairs, stood crookedly and stared at him.

“As expected, your departure from monkhood is rapid. You’re different from those widely known, typical professors.”

“Did you do such a thing to a fellow professor?”

“I was curious about the effectiveness of the lecture ‘Fundamentals of Mana Manipulation through Meditation.’ The effect seems promising.”

A compassionate heart, like the serene face that never fails to soothe, settled in her chest, as if saying there’s no resentment that a beautiful face, with a beautiful smile, couldn’t resolve.

Indeed, for a Thief, a beautiful appearance is a prerequisite.

Not wanting the conversation to drag on and risk anything, Myung So got to the point.

“Do you remember Oknodie, who enrolled for a morning lecture?”

“She was an outstanding student.”

“Oknodie is a scholarship student dispatched by the Foundation. However, unlike before, the Foundation openly disclosed her sponsorship this time, despite always keeping the scholarship students’ identities strictly confidential.”

“That’s peculiar.”

There’s no professor who doesn’t know about the Foundation.

There were more than a couple of professors who had been tarnished by their reputation.

Bronze De Estrada.

The greatest Thief who had turned the Holy Central Empire upside down had evaluated them like this.

“Thieving scoundrels revealing their trap cards openly.”

“It’s clearly an unusual occurrence.”

“Scholarship students from their side have revealed their identities only if they were talents with blocked growth potential. Does the Foundation not recognize the worth of that child?”

“I think the Foundation’s policy may have changed. Oknodie’s exceptional abilities as a freshman are remarkable.”

“So, you’ve been supervising her specially.”

“That’s correct.”

“So, what’s the reason for this ‘courtesy consultation’?”

“If the child’s future becomes unstable, the Foundation’s influence will strengthen. The principal and I intend to firmly guide the child to prevent her from returning to the Foundation’s embrace.”

“What does that have to do with us, the professors?”

“Please cancel Oknodie’s enrollment.”

Professor Estrada playfully crossed her arms beneath her chest as if to say it was interesting.

Although the chest, crossed with arms, asserted itself even beneath the shirt, Myung So, who was already firmly armoured in his resolve, didn’t even bat an eyelid.

“Is it because the child doesn’t like my Thief lecture?”

“She is already a high-risk child. During the admission preparation period, she roamed around the security booth, the dormitory supervisor’s room, and the dormitory exterior wall like it was her own home. Except for the temple where I secretly observed, no one noticed her.”

“I see.”

“Even without learning the skills, if a child like that attends a professional skills lecture, he or she grow rapidly.”

“That’s true. She even set an unprecedented record from her first lecture.”


“That’s the problem.”

Myunng So was worried about the future.

“If the child, who has perfectly honed the thief’s skills and becomes a second Thief, roams where she shouldn’t, what will happen to her social reputation?”

“Isn’t it great? she will become like my sis or will she die?”

“It becomes the empire’s public issue. It’s as the professor said. Are you planning to lead an innocent and ignorant child down the same path as you?”

“You speak with bitterness.”

“Please understand. If the Foundation extends a hand to a child whose place in this world has vanished, how can she reject it? Destabilizing her reputation is critical to the child’s future.”

She understood what he wanted to convey.

He’s truly upright.

Professor Estrada thought that Eastern professors were indeed different from the corrupt professors of the Central Empire.

If she casually deceive such a person and send him away, it will leave a bitter taste.

She said.

“There are mana detectors in place at the security booth and the dormitory supervisor’s room to prevent unauthorized individuals from intruding. If she wasn’t caught, it’s intentional avoidance.”

“?”

“Will a child with such talent stop thieving just because she doesn’t receive my education?”

“That part… might be too harsh for education…”

“You are busy with Classes?”

“…That’s right.”

“You can’t monitor her every move 24/7. It’s not appropriate behaviour for an academy professor. I’m sure even the principal wouldn’t expect that.”

She swept back her silky hair, which had fallen from beneath her silk hat, with a grand gesture.

Beyond that confident movement, behind her pumpkin-colored pupils, a playful smile appeared, like a playful smile of a predator contemplating how to catch its prey.

Even without any enchantment, her charisma captivated Myung So’s gaze.

“There’s also an agreement between the principal and me.”

“An agreement… you say?”

“If a vessel for stealing the empire emerges, I will make that student my apprentice, regardless of her background or origin. As long as I have the consent of the party involved.”

“Oh. The principal made such a bizarre promise. Is it a pact?”

“Of course.”

A pact is a solemn oath that must be kept.

The moment you break a promise, your existence diminishes in stature.

The transcendent dragon made a pact to “erase any country that interferes with the role of the academy,” and a country actually disappeared a hundred years ago.

This is an extension of the dragon’s playful nature.

Many institutions and organizations on the continent treated the academy lukewarmly for this reason.

“If fate cannot be avoided, at least receiving the teachings of a thief is the path for the child’s future. Being a thief isn’t such a bad profession either.”

“Is it because she learns compassion from being the thief rather than just an ordinary thief?”

“The income from training is good.”

“….”

“She won’t have to worry about making a living in the future.”


“Professor.”

“Do you think I’m joking? I’m serious. Most of the world’s problems arise from a lack of money. If she had money, she wouldn’t rely on the Foundation.”

Myung So hoped desperately that this woman was joking, but no matter how he looked at it, she seemed completely sincere.

“I will take responsibility for Oknodie and raise her to be the greatest thief on the continent.”

He had came to cancel her enrollment, but ended up making her a target of the enthusiasm of Estrada, the empire’s top thief professor.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Nature Friendly Professor


Luck Academy has many eccentric professors.

It’s an academy where even the most serious dreams of world domination are feasible, because the academy is guarded by the headmaster.

In certain academies affiliated with specific countries or organizations, one could receive enthusiastic support or conduct forbidden experiments that are mere dreams elsewhere.

Many professors coveted support and experiments, but Professor Weird, who teaches “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage” on Monday mornings, had a slightly different aspiration.

Her goal was to spread the excellence of Dryads, tree nymphs, to a wider world, even if just a little bit.

Luck Academy was the best place for her ideal to flourish most widely.

“Hehe. I made the right choice becoming a professor at Luck Academy.”

From her first lecture to first-year students, her classroom was always packed.

It was filled with students eager to learn the greatness of natural magic.

“Wow, look at the professor’s attire.”

“Goodness, how can someone walk around in such a revealing outfit?”

“I’ve decided. I’m going to become a Druid from today.”

Professor Weird adorned herself not with clothes, but with vines and leaves draped all over.

It wasn’t because she suffered from exhibitionism, but because she was a Dryad, a fairy born of nature.

Fairies inherently had no reservations about displaying their natural physique.

Many students, regardless of gender, were enchanted by her beauty and eagerly took their seats in the classroom. But among these exceptional students was one who showed a different kind of enthusiasm.

“Of course, a Forest Guardian should take Dryad’s classes!”

Dorothy, a sharp-witted aspiring Forest Guardian.

She thought the professor allowed her to sit in the front row because she noticed her enthusiasm for learning, but the Oknodie next to her thought otherwise.

“If you’re short, you can’t see anything sitting in the front. This forces me to sit up front, and I can’t slack off.”

Being 133cm tall and sitting at the front was humiliating, unlike in the 230cm world of the game where being the tallest meant always choosing the back row.

It was amusing for her to watch the startled reactions of students in the front row every time the lecture got boring!

“Mana is like a puzzle. Even if you don’t understand the entire puzzle, just knowing one small piece can tell you that it’s mana.”

“Ordinary wizards find it extremely difficult to find that piece, but natural magicians are different. They can find pieces of the natural mana puzzle much more easily and with much higher frequency than other wizards.”

“It means their speed of finding pieces is far superior to other wizards.”

A student raised their hand.

It was a B-group Central student, with a face that exuded arrogance, as if claiming superiority.

“I am Rosgini, an apprentice mage from the Red Tower. May I ask a question?”

“Go ahead.”

“What you mentioned is the characteristic of elemental mana, isn’t it? It’s not necessarily just natural elements; fire mages or ice mages can also find pieces of fire or ice mana puzzles, right?”

‘That filthy fire mage.’

Professor Weird, hearing the words of the first-year student, who possessed attributes diametrically opposed to nature, was slightly annoyed.

“What do you mean by ‘a little bit’? To some extent? Similar to natural attributes? They might be able to mimic it, but other attributes have limitations. They’re not as common in nature.”

The professor spoke with a vigorous tone.

“Have you thought about it? Why you can survive. This land you tread upon is also born of nature. The food you eat every day is a blessing from nature.”

“It means always be grateful to nature?”

Dorothy said with a bright smile.

Professor Weird replied with a sinister smile.

“Yes. Always be thankful. Even living your daily life is possible because the earth does not swallow up all beings by splitting open and engulfing everything.”

“What are you saying, Professor? You’re scary.”

“The power of natural magic lies in its versatility, allowing it to be used anytime, anywhere. Today, we’ll confirm that fact right here in this classroom.”

“That’s the basic overview. From here on, it’s practice to actually feel the pieces of natural mana puzzles you find in this classroom. Everyone, put on the monocles I provided.”

Despite her eccentric praise of nature, Professor Weird wasn’t stingy in preparing tools to help students keep up with the course material.

While people were dangerous, the difficulty of the lecture was relatively easy, indicating that students weren’t expected to struggle too much.

“Now, all you have to do is find natural mana puzzle pieces from ten different objects in this classroom. The student who finds the ten types first will receive…”

“Do we get points?”

“Will you give us extra credit to improve our grades?”

“I’ll offer you the opportunity to become my teaching assistant.”

Instead of giving out points, the professor offered to make one a teaching assistant.

But there’s also a downside: her propensity for ensnaring students in her malevolent traps, under the guise of “nature”.

Those who didn’t understand how difficult it was to be a teaching assistant due to their busy department schedules thought they could earn extra points and eagerly put on the monocles, scanning the room.

Dorothy, too, enthusiastically looked around, but she noticed one student reacting differently.

“Oknodie. Why are you like this? You should be diligently searching to become a teaching assistant!”

“The ones who want to do it should do it.”

Amidst the competitive spirit brewing between students of Group A and Group B, Orcnodi, the most outstanding talent of Group A, remained silent like a sage contemplating the world.

“Dorothy, we have to choose two mandatory courses from the common undergraduate curriculum, three courses from the major, and two elective courses. We’ll be taking seven courses in one semester.”

“But?”

“If each class is 2 hours long and we usually have classes twice a week, then won’t our classes only take up 28 hours a week?”

“Yeah. It’s great because we can learn a little and become much smarter!”

“Don’t the professors know that?”

“Huh?”

“A week has 168 hours, but if classes only take up 28 hours, then we have 140 hours left, right? So, even if we generously allocate 20 hours for assignments, it should be enough?”

“Huh??”

“Got it? Professors are time murderers. If you take on something like being a teaching assistant, you’ll even run out of time for assignments.”

Dorothy, with a shocked expression, muttered about when they would sleep, but Oknodie, the disseminator of the harsh truths of academia, turned her  head with a nonchalant expression.

“It shouldn’t be that difficult for a veteran.”

Her desire to become a teaching assistant was undeniable, so she reluctantly delayed pressing the button on Monocle’s interface, pretending not to know.

Quietly.

Like a climbing vine on a wall, the creeping ivy had sealed the classroom door, a tactic used to prevent physical escape until the lecture was over, just like the professor Bronze’s confinement plays.

“What’s so hard about finding this? Are they trying to make it difficult for us?”

Sandkooker, an apprentice mage with talents in earth magic, had already begun to show his prowess, much to the annoyance of his fellow group members.

“Professors are naturally useless at times.”

Even in the original game, he had utilized his wand magic skilfully.

“Everything’s visible.”

The wooden desk.

The dirt floor of the classroom.

A toy mirror ball brought in by some fool.

A chipmunk rummaging through students’ pockets under the desk.

The scent of a female student mistaken for the smell of tree sap clinging to the edges.


Objects with natural mana puzzle pieces scattered everywhere.

“Why can’t anyone just find ten and finish this off?”

Bored, he wandered around and found over fifty puzzle pieces.

“Hehe. I’ve already found seven!”

Excitedly, Dorothy collected puzzle pieces while repeatedly pressing the button on Monocle’s interface, it seems even in Group B, another student showed promise.

“Why is this so difficult? They’re all visible; there’s no need to pretend you can’t see them.”

“….”

“I want to hit that guy.”

“Endure. We’re in the same Group B.”

“Magicians are naturally unlucky.”

Sandkooker, already showing his talents as a geomancer, had begun his deceitful tactics.

“Professor, I found ten!”

“Excellent, Sandkooker of the first-year. Well done. You’re permitted to assist the professor in future lectures.”

“It’s an honor to be of help to you, Professor.”

“Ah, I found them all too!”

Dorothy, a step behind, pouted with regret.

The professor’s eyes lit up.

“This year, there are many students with talents in natural magic.”

“Professor, wasn’t the teaching assistant position first come, first served?”

“The position of teaching assistant is an honor. It’s a privilege granted only to the most outstanding talents.”

“As expected!”

“When today’s lecture ends, please put all 100 monocles in the case and stack them neatly in the box, then take them to my research lab, Sandkooker.”

“…Is it really necessary for the teaching assistant to…”

“Collaboration and mutual benefit. It’s not a bad mindset naturally. If Sandkooker insists, then Dorothy too can be appointed as a teaching assistant.”

“P-Professor? I-I don’t really need to be a teaching assistant…”

Wobble.

The lecture platform faltered along with the professor’s gesture.

“What did you just say?”

“Even if I had to take the time from my schedule, I really wanted to do it! Truly, sincerely!”

“I’m really glad that the students are enthusiastic. Then, I’ll leave it to you after the lecture.”

Poor Dorothy.

Oknodie gave hints like that, but she worked too hard.

Oknodie coldly turned away from Dorothy’s pleading gaze.

***

After the lecture.

Professor Weird, reviewing the visual data from the monocle synced with the magic clock.

Something strange caught Professor Weird’s eye as she reviewed the students’ achievements.

“What’s this about this student?”

Although she didn’t tell the students, the monocle had an ‘automatic capture’ function.

During the lecture, it was said that you had to press a button to find a natural mana puzzle piece, but in reality, it would automatically capture just by recognizing it with the naked eye.

This was a contingency device to identify talents who could detect mana unknowingly but didn’t realize it was a mana puzzle piece.

But an absurd record appeared on that device.

Found Natural Mana Puzzle Pieces: 122

Time to discover 10 pieces: 7 seconds

Captured Natural Mana Puzzle Pieces: 10

Time of capture for 10 pieces: 30 minutes

10 pieces in 30 minutes.

At Luck Academy, known for its abundance of talent, this is not a bad level of ability.

However, in terms of potential, it far exceeds the records of Sandkooker, the apprentice Earth mage chosen as an assistant, or Dorothy, the assistant forest keeper.

“What on earth is this student up to?”

Perhaps a self-made student raised secretly by Yellow tower?

Or a wild girl raised directly by the owner of the forest?

Professor Weird couldn’t resist her curiosity and examined Oknodie’s academy record.


<Special Notes>


	Has a hobby of collecting stones.

	Heard reports from guardians that she eats stones, but no confirmed instances yet.



“…Eating stones? Is she a Stoneman?”

Does feeding stones to children increase their affinity with nature?

Curiosity sparked in Professor Weird’s eyes.

“I should experiment on the fourth Years.”



 
  
    Chapter 52: The Professor is Smiling


Monday 1st period (9:00 a.m. to 11:00 a.m.)


	Professor Mahabharata (Shapeshifter, Dragon Guardian) (1st year student Head)

	Lecture Title: Advanced Homeroom

	Lecture Classification: Common, Advanced Class



Monday 2nd period (11:00 a.m. to 1:00 p.m.)


	Professor Bronze De Estrada (Rogue, Human)

	Lecture Title: Developing Insight (1st and 2nd years)

	Lecture Classification: Adventure Department, Department Course



Lunch break (1:00 p.m. to 2:00 p.m.)

Monday 3rd period (2:00 p.m. to 4:00 p.m.)


	Professor Weird (Druid)

	Lecture Title: Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course

	Lecture Classification: Magic Department, Department Course



Filling Monday’s 1st, 2nd, and 3rd periods with lectures in a row is a natural timetable for academy students unless you’re a college student spending weekends drinking.

“Are you planning to attend lectures full-time until the 4th period on Mondays? That’s a tough schedule.”

“But Arcadia, you’ve filled your timetable too.”

“I’m 17, and Oknodie is 11. This is nothing for a 17-year-old.”

Arcadia, who attended different lectures at the same time as Oknodie, unexpectedly found herself in the 4th period attending the Department Course “Long-range Weapon Mastery” in the Knight Department with Oknodie.

Arcadia is notorious for her erratic abilities, much like her fashion sense.

“Acadia had close combat and marksmanship last time, but where did her combat skills go? Why is her shopping skill high, and why is her dance skill so elevated?”

“Haha, newbie Arcadia sucked up as a melee fighter and got a blow in the social circle Arcadia.”

“Arcadia changes her primary and secondary as she pleases each time. Since her shopping and dance skills are high, they might be useful in black market events and social events.”

“What does she do during shipboard events then?”

“Maybe something like cheerleading?”

Everyone is baffled by the sudden change in her skills, so experienced players gather around her to give advice and support, making it a regular event among veterans!

“Is there anything Arcadia cant handle?”

“Hehe. Don’t be surprised when you hear this. I don’t know how to handle ‘guns!'”

“Oh.”

Arcadia as a non-combatant.

… But there’s something uneasy about it.

This person had incredibly high charisma this time.

She’s even acting as the mental leader of Group A female students.

I thought she was a commander Acadia, but if non-combat Arcadia overlaps with melee Arcadia, won’t her skills be too diverse?

“Variety is good when the quantity increases.”

NPC skills are generally fixed in quantity.

Some start with a total skill experience of 3000, while others start with 10000.

There’s usually a limit to the total skill experience, and most of them cannot exceed it.

“Being a jack-of-all-trades is troublesome!”

Veteran players call characters who aren’t specialized in anything “trash characters”!

***

The professor for the “Long Range Weapon Mastery” lecture was a centaur who looked skilled with a bow from her appearance.

Unfortunately, she’s not a bipedal centaur but a quadruped one.

Centaur professors, famous for producing numerous heroes in continental history, are also known for being heroes themselves.

Various

Students fell into deep thought as they watched the professor enter the classroom with the sound of hooves.

“How does she go to the restroom with that physique?”

“!!”

Students were seriously troubled.

Although it’s something I never thought about in the game, I’m curious now. How do they go to the restroom?

Is there a special restroom?

“Greetings, young ones of the continent. I am Evening Shooter, the professor who will teach you Long-range Weapon Mastery for the next few months.”

“The bathroom is…”

“…probably the barn…”

“…special facilities are…”

The students were so shocked by the professor’s introduction that they were late to recover.

Professor Evening Shooter didn’t change her expression and just wielded her bow without arrows.

“Evening Shooter”

“Quick Shot”

“Magic Arrow”

Pababababat

Tak tak tak!

“Ow!”

“Ugh!”

“Ouch!”

Students, tears trickling down their cheeks, as they were hit on the forehead by flying magic arrows at incredible speed.

With my heart pounding from narrowly avoiding injury, Professor Evening Shooter sent me a glance that seemed to ask, ‘You dodged that?’

I was worried she might unleash a concentrated attack towards me from about ten paces away, but thankfully, she decided to retract her bow, perhaps satisfied with the impact on other students.

“When skilled in long-range weaponry like this, you can not only discipline students who aren’t paying attention in class but also deter those who might be careless,” the relieved professor began her lecture.

“In today’s class, we’ll learn various techniques for handling long-range weapons to adapt to different situations.”

“Whether it’s a bow, a gun, a crossbow, a sling, or a blowgun, we’ll acquire the necessary skills and wisdom for achieving our targets.”

“Those who achieve their goals pass the test. You’re free to leave immediately or continue your individual training until the end of the lecture.”

A spacious outdoor training ground.

To prevent accidents caused by negligence during training, several assistants were assigned to aid Professor Evening Shooter’s lecture.

Disappointingly, there was no Arcadia among the archers I lined up with.

“Haha! Guns are the best for long-range combat. Can I just shoot them all? Can I?”

At least, there was no crazy person like Pirate Jigoku with a gun.

Choosing the bow was indeed a good decision.

While feeling relieved, a student from another line gestured towards me.

“Assassin, what’s with the bow? Let’s throw some darts together!”

“…I don’t want to. I’ll stick with the bow.”

The disguised assassin, Jiang, seemed visibly disappointed.

Hmph. Who does she think she is, treating me like an assassin?

“Alright, archer recruits, line up with your bows in front. There will be a demonstration by experienced instructors for beginners.”

Basic education, ranging from posture while holding the bow to breathing techniques and aiming methods, was quickly covered.

“Those who haven’t mastered the basic stance will continue basic training, while the skilled ones will practice hitting targets with magic goggles displaying targets in front of them.”

Of course, the archery experience honed through intense training in the manor by Jonnas over a short period wasn’t easily overshadowed by basic training.

While most students chose lightweight bows made from materials suitable for their size and arm strength, the bow I chose was a heavy-duty compound bow weighing over 45kg, known as the ‘Death Zone of the Great Knight.’

“Look at that little one.”


“She is holding a bow as heavy as her body weight.”

“Isn’t the kid lighter than the bow? Haha.”

The Central nobles didn’t even bother hiding their mockery.

Even for those who had experience handling bows during annual hunting competitions like family events, my actions might have seemed ridiculous.

The instructor also seemed perplexed by my choice.

“First-year Oknodie. There’s no need to choose such a heavy bow. This time, the targets aren’t heavily armoured knights.”

“I’m just used to this weight.”

Swoosh.

Pulling the bowstring tight, my arm muscles also tensed.

That’s right.

A high tension bow is just right for me.

What’s the point of using a small short bow that barely makes a sound when you shoot arrows? Where would you even use that?

Ssshoo-

Ping-.

Unlike the toy-like arrows that shook up and down when hitting the target, the arrow I shot had a distinctly different sound from the tension being pulled tight.

With a firm ‘thud’, the arrow hit the target, and even broke it.

The sight of the upper body folding in half and falling away left the Central noble students nearby in a state of confusion.

“What did you say earlier? I couldn’t hear over my concentration.”

“Oh, nothing. Just that you’re good with a bow.”

“Is she a monster…? Is she really not part Orc or something?”

Seeing the bewildered students, I felt a sense of relief.

Ha-ha.

When I am holding a bow, others are as fragile as a big-nosed elf if they messes with me.

***

“Instructor, do we happen to have a ballista?”

“The flower of the fleet is the cannon, so why would we need a ballista? I’d love to show off my artillery skills too!”

“Haha! Shoot, shoot, shoot!”

While other instructors dealt with absurd students, their expressions turning sour.

As soon as the shooting session ended and it was break time, the archery instructor, who had been keeping an eye on the students holding bows, rushed to a certain spot.

“Wow. What’s this? It’s completely destroyed.”

Even though the target stand wasn’t particularly fragile enough to break just from shooting arrows, the upper body of the target was completely torn apart.

If a real person had been hit, the force would have easily pierced through armour and torn apart the upper body inside.

“Professor Evening Shooter. Take a look at this.”

“Power shot, huh? I assigned students to teach, but it seems the instructors themselves are practicing?”

“It wasn’t me.”

“So, a student shot this?”

“It’s a target shot by a first-year Oknodie.”

At the sight of the target mark indicating a shot by a first-year student, Professor Evening Shooter fell into contemplation.

It didn’t seem like the skill of someone who casually practices shooting a few times at a parent-child hunting competition.


“Class 981’s advanced class shows a lot of potential. Descendants of legendary archers, masters of unarmed combat, and now a formidable archer.”

Professor Evening Shooter smiled with satisfaction.

“I think we can raise the difficulty for the next class. Let’s move up the lecture scheduled for three weeks from now.”

The difficulty level of the class skyrocketed.

It was news that only made the other students feel sorry for those taking classes with Oknodie.



 
  
    Chapter 53: Lecture on Filtering out Stagnant Water


After a four-hour long-range weapon mastery course from 16:00 to 18:00, Arcadia and I walked hand in hand to the cafeteria.

“The sound of the arrow you shot was amazing, wasn’t it? Hehe. It was really satisfying to see the central nobles trembling with fear.”

“Arcadia, your shooting skills were impressive too.”

“Hehe. Shooting from the deck? I’ll show you how to turn those arrogant pirates aiming for the merchant ships into fish bait someday.”

Arcadia, whom I thought was a jack-of-all-trades, unexpectedly showed proficiency in marksmanship.

As we arrived at the cafeteria, with our faces glowing, we found students outside sighing in dismay.

Among them were Isabel and Jezel, who we had agreed to meet in front of the cafeteria.

“Why does everyone look like this?”

“Something’s wrong. If it was Oknodie, she would have surely known to visit the cafeteria during lunchtime.”

“They only served the same menu as before for lunch!”

“I see.”

“Hahaha! If you want to put that little mouse on a diet, just give it the same food every day.”

Isabel explained the reason why students were begging like lost citizens.

“Starting today, they’re taking points for cafeteria use. Students with low points are panicking.”

“I see.”

It’s happening as predicted. 

The disaster foretold by Headmaster Dragon. 

In this academy, points are everything.

The free distribution and free meals were just services during the week-long enrolment preparation period. 

From now on, if you don’t actively participate in classes to earn points for cafeteria use or gather ingredients to cook yourself, you’re out of luck.

“Let’s go in.”

“Are you sure? It costs 10 points for one meal.”

Thirty points every day. 

That’s 900 points just for one month’s worth of meals.

“Tonight’s menu is chicken nuggets.”

“Chicken is always right.”

“It’s worth 10 points for chicken nuggets.”

Isabel and Jezel nodded in agreement and entered the cafeteria together.

I couldn’t stand the luxury permitted only to the top students!

Near the Knight Department, there was reportedly a large forest with various fruits.

“Wouldn’t it be better to explore the forests near the Production Department?”

“That’s a fruit orchard managed by senior students from higher classes than us. It’s dangerous to mess with it.”

Should they spend all their points on using the cafeteria, or save points until they find more valuable uses? Most students faced this dilemma and decided to save points for now and find alternative solutions.

“It’s envy-inducing how those central folks have so much money.”

“I agree.”

Unlike the central nobles who could obtain additional points through donations, those from the outskirts didn’t have such luxury in their pockets.

Those like Mob and Jakku who barely made it to the lower ranks and weren’t from prestigious noble families but rather from middle-class ones, had to rely on their own resources!

Their hunger, akin to starving hyenas, was intensified by the tantalizing smell of food.

“Meat?”

“The smell is insane.”

Following the scent like being possessed, they found a large banner hung proudly:

<Congratulations on your enrolment! Hungry?>

Below the banner was a large bonfire, and a rotating spit with a pig roasting over it.

In front of it, there was a senior student fanning the flames with large leaves, ensuring the scent wafted far and wide.

Already hungry since lunchtime, the students couldn’t resist. 

No one had the willpower to resist, nor did they want to.

“Hey, freshmen.”

“Um, can we do this too?”

“Seniors, we want to eat meat!”

Beside the senior student grilling the meat, there were outdoor tables and folding chairs set up, ready for them.

“Come quickly and sign up! Once you join the club, you’ll get to eat meat!”

Mob and Jakku sat down as if bewitched, filling out the forms and signing them.

“Seniors, there’s a clause saying that if we miss club activities without a valid reason, we have to pay a fine of 1000 points per absence.”

“Are you not going to eat the meat?”

“Well, we have to.”

“But what about this clause that says we won’t hold the club responsible for any injuries during club activities?”

“Just sign it!”

“I see.”

Students, overwhelmed by the prospect of food, signed the contracts as if in a trance.

After the brutal contract involving the pig roast at the hunting club, students searching for food or roaming the training grounds were exposed to numerous temptations.

The club that tempted and understood the psychology of hungry freshmen wasn’t just the hunting club.

***

“Oknodie, what club are you going to join?”

“I’ll think about it tomorrow.”

Monday is a day dedicated to lectures.

There’s no time to spare for clubs.

“Seriously? Are you attending the fifth period too, Oknodie?”

“I’m planning to finish it off!”

Isabel was astonished.

From 6:00 to 7:00 in the evening.

Following that, there’s the night class from 7:00 to 9:00.

It’s tough, almost shocking, for students who thought of evenings as personal training, rest, and maintenance time.

But there’s a loophole here.

It’s the fact that I’m an experienced player.

If I already know everything I need to study, there’s no need to spend time on assignments or studying after school.

Food can be taken care of at the dining hall, and there’s always Chef Isabel if needed.

What’s left is time.

Even if I cram only lectures, it’s enough!

‘The problem lies in choosing a major.’


First period on Monday is homeroom.

This isn’t a formal lecture.

Second period on Monday is Developing Insight.

It’s a general education class for the Adventurer Department.

Third period on Monday is  Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage.

It’s a general education class for the Magic Department.

Fourth period on Monday is Long-range Weapon Mastery.

It’s a general education class for the Knight Department.

Yes.

So far, I’ve filled all my classes with general ones.

Starting from ones that don’t matter to any department!

Two mandatory classes, three major classes, and two general education classes; I’ve completed them all.

Only one remains, which can be a major class for either the Knight, Adventurer, or Magic Department.

Now, I’m faced with the most difficult decision of choosing a major.

Knight Department.

Magic Department.

Administration Department.

Adventurer Department.

In each department, the main characters encountered during classes vary.

Knight Department.

Main characters – Hestia, Xing, Jenya, Rockwell.

New characters – Son Ohchun.

Magic Department.

Main characters – Irene, Andersen, Female Warrior, Female Saint, Second Imperial Princess.

New character – Mollu?

Adventurer Department.

Main characters – Jiang, Jigoku.

New characters – Isabel, Jezel, Dorothy.

Among the narrowed-down departments, the one with the most main characters is the Knight Department and the Magic Department.

The class I’ve been aiming for, is none other than… a Dark Swordsman!

‘A class that excels in short-range combat with swords, mid-range combat with bows, and long-range combat with magic. It covers elemental attacks and healing. A versatile class that can overcome any situation without relying on teammates and can handle anything alone.

The all-purpose class, Dark Swordsman.

The problem is that this time, the classmates have changed drastically compared to the game.

‘The difference with the classmates I wanted to be close to during the entrance exam is too big.’

Usually, during the entrance exam, you pick one main character you want to befriend in the future and work hard on their affinity quests to become close to them.

Among the existing supporting characters, Arcadia was the one who undertook the favorite project.

The problem was, this time around, Arcadia was such an uncontrollable character that I couldn’t grasp which department she would fit into at all.

“My other colleagues are all in the Adventure Department.”

The Knight Department or the Magic Department, to further enhance one aspect of the Mage’s magic and swordsmanship.

Or the Adventure Department, where many close friends were gathered.

Amidst the intense deliberation, my heart eventually leaned towards one side.

“What’s more important than efficiency in an old-timer’s dignity? Just do whatever you want!”

You want to learn both swordsmanship and magic?

You can just self-study and develop your existing knowledge.

Being with close friends?

It would be difficult if you don’t choose the Adventure Department.

Although it’s only the first year now, there will be fewer opportunities for interaction as the years go by.

Therefore, the 5th period was designated for the Adventure Department.

Today’s lectures would also be chosen here.

The list of lectures available during the day in the Adventure Department was different from those available at night.

The ones available during the day, like <Basic Stamina Enhancement for Adventurers> <Basic Weapon Training for Adventurers> <Supply Studies for Adventurers> <Traps for Adventurers> <Wild Cooking for Adventurers> <Developing Insight> were all gone.

Instead, new lectures like Nighttime Activities for Adventurers, Quality Sleep Anywhere, and Dealing with Nocturnal Animals were added.

“That minefield lecture is still there.”

I wasn’t the only student who had adopted the Monday cramming strategy. Other students lingered in front of the Adventure Department lecture schedule board, expressing their excitement.

“Quality Sleep Anywhere? Is it a lecture where you just sleep?”

“Wow, that sounds amazing.”

“How can you resist a lecture where you just get extra credits by sleeping?”


Of course, I paid no attention and made my way to the venue for the Nighttime Activities for Adventurers lecture.

Quality Sleep Anywhere truly meant “anywhere.”

Setting up makeshift tents to avoid falling into a snake pit, or installing a portaled tent on a cliff and sleeping there.

“Even for experienced adventurers, that’s a bit much.”

It’s somewhat admirable that new students would willingly attend lectures that even experienced adventurers would avoid. Though, I doubt there’s anyone knowingly attending it.



 
  
    Chapter 54: 5th Period with Different Picture Style


Monday, 5th period.

Lecture hall for the Night-time Activities for Adventurers

“Where’s the classroom?”

“No lights are on at all.”

“Did the professor go to sleep?”

A few students, wandering hesitantly between the darkened buildings, turned back with disappointed faces.

“Let’s just go attend Quality Sleep Anywhere lecture.”

“Yeah. The classroom is closer.”

“There are too many people there, and it seems like it’ll be tough to compete for grades… Ugh. But if the lecture itself isn’t open, there’s no way.”

Watching the students who couldn’t find the professor and were heading back, Oknodie silently wished them well.

“If you attend that lecture, you’ll be able to sleep in any extreme environment. Hang in there, newbies!”

Even if you give up on attending the lecture and run away, you won’t gain anything, but still, try to endure it till the end!

“But this lecture really seems unpopular.”

Most of the students are probably leaving because they couldn’t find the professor.

However, there are a few students with absurd expectations, thinking that maybe, despite being in the right place, the lecture titled “Night-time Activities for Adventurers” might be held outdoors with no lights, in true adventurer style.

And it turns out, they’re correct.

Rustle rustle.

“Huh? Did something just happen over there in the darkness?”

“Turn on some lighting magic.”

As if from a familiar lighting device, lights and pink petals fluttering in the air illuminated the area.

On the illuminated ground…

A white-robed woman with long black hair flowing down like seaweed, struggling to get up with groaning sounds.

“Aaahhh!!”

“Ouch! Come on, help me…!”

“It’s a ghost!!! It’s so scary!!!”

“Aaaah!! I feel like I’m losing my mind!!!!”

“Run awaaay!!”

“Ugh! It’s hard to follow because of the lighting!”

Students screaming and fleeing in all directions, like the Tang Dynasty army facing a defeat.

As the student carrying the lighting device followed behind, a female student tripped over a stone.

Surprisingly, the lighting device, despite falling over, did not break, and due to a wrong button press during the fall, the color of the light turned red.

Rustle rustle.

The black-haired robed girl, looking at the fallen student, turned her head.

“Eek. Don’t… Don’t come closer! Do you know who my dad is? He’s the mayor of the Sacred City-State Federation! One of the city-states known as the Sanctuary is owned by my dad!!”

“…….”

“You got it, right? So, don’t come close. If you do, my dad will… Do you understand…?”

No response from the robed girl.

The girl with the lighting device, losing her confidence more and more, timidly nodded her head.

Looking down at her robe stained with a reddish hue, the girl looked back at the girl with the lighting device.

With a sinking feeling, but unable to make a sound, the girl with the lighting device collapsed, fainting.

“Poor child.”

Of course, the girl in the robe was not a ghost appearing due to a tragic accident at the academy but the professor in charge of the “Night-time Activities for Adventurers” lecture.

“…It’s time for the lecture. …Hurry up and come out.”

The professor, setting up the lighting device properly, illuminated the darkness.

Even though I was hiding behind the barn with the “Hiding” , I was a bit surprised by the professor’s actions, which illuminated even the trees above.

“Wow. You were the professor? I almost attacked you, thinking you were a real ghost and got scared.”

Said the assassin Jiang, wearing a mask.

It was in a lecture that felt truly assassin-like.

***

Monday, 5th period.

Professor Sadako, who teaches the evening lecture <Night-time Activities for Adventurers> from 7 to 9 PM, was a nocturnal professor with long hair and a white gown.

Her body was cold and often stiff, making a knocking sound whenever she moved, and her long hair sometimes obscured her face, leading to occasional ghostly whispers.

Naturally, the popularity among students was at its worst.

After coincidentally holding a lecture at night in a certain semester and realizing that she didn’t have to teach if there were no students, she gained enlightenment.

“If I make the students scared, I can spend my time freely without teaching.”

A rational freeloader who only follows the obligation to teach students based on the benefits provided by Headmaster Dragon!

Having awakened to the benefits of freeloading, Sadako made an impressive appearance every year near a dark forest at the gloomy hour of sunset to instill fear in her students.

She thought rumors would spread out of curiosity, preventing them from daring to come to her class.

But there were fearless students in the world.

Unfortunately, in this year’s 981st class, there were two such students.

“…Aren’t you scared of Professor?”

“If she can’t kill us, it’s okay! …And if she she cant be killed then its not okay!”

“I’m just not scared.”

Jiang sent a glare of reproach to Oknodie, questioning how she could tell such a blatant lie.

“…Really? You’re not scared of me…?”

Approaching with a creaking sound, Professor Sadako turned her neck at an unrealistic angle, pushing her head toward Oknodie’s face.

Oknodie showed a hint of disgust but also anticipation in her eyes.

“Professor, you have a pretty voice. There’s no ugly woman with a pretty voice!”

Children sometimes speak boldly without reservation.

Sadako felt an unwarranted sense of antipathy.

“Do you know my nickname? Sadako of Terror.”

Eyes visible through her long hair.

The emotions reflected in those darkened eyes stimulate fear like peering into the depths of a human soul.

It’s an instinctive fear.

The physiological fear felt by humans when looking at non-humans.

Just facing it makes you feel that something is wrong, urging you to scream and run away immediately, a fundamental discordance.

“The principal may have a talent for gathering professors, but… she also has much bigger problems.”

With pale hands, Sadako gripped the shoulders of the student, barely reaching her chest.

“The principal’s problem is that she doesn’t discriminate by race. And the professor standing in front of you to teach is a being who defied life. A rejected creation of the gods. Undead.”


“!”

“Do you feel it? The chilling touch of a lifeless hand. Even if you receive education from the dead, you might end up becoming the same corpse. And yet, aren’t you scared of me?”

Jiang muttered trembling from behind the mask.

“It’s incredibly scary.”

If even a child with the gait of an assassin is afraid, then it’s settled.

There will be no students to teach this year either.

She can once again enjoy her peaceful solitary nights.

For the dead, what remains is time.

Yet, at the same time, disturbing her own rest for the sake of others is also a habit of the undead.

While Sadako felt a pang of conscience for her actions aimed at at the child who called her pretty, she also hoped to regain tranquillity.

“Does it matter?”

However, Oknodie was not afraid.

Instead, she responded confidently.

“Professor, as long as you teach well, that’s all that matters. There’s no way that Headmaster Dragon would bring in a professor who can’t teach properly.”

Sadako was engulfed in shock.

Even imperial professors looked down on lowly undead like herself, but her openly acknowledged by a mere student.

And it wasn’t even without grounds of belief.

She was acknowledged.

Truly expecting to learn.

Looking forward to receiving instruction from a presence even intimidating to face.

“…Your desired lecture. If you intend to quit, say it now. If you come to learn and then quit arbitrarily, disturbing the rest of the dead… I will never forgive that.”

“I won’t quit. The lecture I most want to learn in the 5th period on Monday is this lecture!”

At Oknodie’s bold declaration, Jjang halted her steps, which had been fleeing, and returned with determination.

“Then I’ll listen too.”

“Really? I can listen on my own.”

“I feel like I’d lose if I backed down here.”

Amid the lively dispute of energetic children, Sadako smiled beneath her spread-out hair with a hint of laughter.

Being a professor was tiresome, but she had a feeling this year would be an exception.

***

How can laughter sound like a whisper?

Even knowing it, it’s really eerie.

I tried to act nonchalant in front of Jiang, but inwardly, I’m scared.

‘Indeed, the visual is not good. I adapted, but I’m still surprised.’

Sadako, known among players as an unconventional professor due to her distinctive appearance.

However, there is one rumor circulating about this professor.

The bare face under the bangs that she never shows to players.

It was a shocking twist of rumour that it might actually be an incredibly beautiful woman.

No veteran has actually revealed it.

Whether Sadako’s bare face is pretty or ugly is a kind of macguffin.

‘But now that it’s become reality, could I find out?’

Undead are residents of the night.


It’s hard to find a professor better than Undead Professor Sadako when it comes to nocturnal activities.

However, the most important factor of this lecture is not the effectiveness of such activities.

‘Professor Sadako’s bare face!’

Seeing Professor Sadako’s bare face by the end of the first semester.

That’s the biggest reason for taking the 5th period <Night-time Activities for Adventurers> lecture!



 
  
    Chapter 55: The End of Tiring Monday


“When I open my eyes, I’ll be in the comfort of my hometown castle, instead of the uncomfortable academy with its hard bed and endless regulations.”

Since entering the academy, noble students had imagined this scenario every night.

But to think that it would actually come true.

“Have you come, Miss Titosso?”

“Oh, Mr. Steward Harabuji. I’m so tired.”

“You’ve endured so much.”

The steward, who was in her hometown castle, smiled kindly and patted her back.

The bed was uncomfortable, the food tasteless, and everything seemed difficult for various reasons.

The steward chuckled awkwardly at her endless complaints.

“If Miss Titosso keeps complaining, the sun will set.”

“But there’s still a long way to go!”

“We’ll listen to the rest another time.”

“Why? Can’t you listen a little more?”

“It’s already nighttime.”

“What?”

“Look outside. Hasn’t it gotten dark enough to attend a lecture on Night-time Activities for Adventurers?”

As the sun set, Titosso stumbled backward in surprise.

A cold, rigid hand touched her like a withered tree behind her.

“Mr… Harabuji?”

No, Grandfather’s hand isn’t this cold.

It’s not long enough to cover my shoulders.

And it doesn’t smell of uncomfortable room freshener.

Then what is this?

A creepy voice whispered in her ear, “The lecture has begun. If you don’t get up, I’ll bury you.”

“Aaaah!”

Screaming, Titosso opened her eyes.

A sinister lady stood behind her.

She wanted to flee immediately, but unexpected reactions came from the other side.

“Hey, can you sit down quickly? I want to finish this scary lecture and get out of here.”

“Come here and sit!”

A masked girl urged her to sit down, while Oknodie, the youngest top student in Group A, patted the seat next to her, insisting she sit.

“Uh…”

Feeling like she was causing trouble by not sitting down quickly, Titosso sat down as if possessed.

Between the professor lecturing under her spotlight and the students listening intently, she found herself reluctantly listening to the lecture.

“Adventurers are primarily active during the day due to the dangers of the night… However, there are times and places where night-time activities are unavoidable…”

“For example, when extremely dangerous monsters pursue adventurers in the darkness… or when they urgently need to escape collapsing caves…”

“Or when chased endlessly by the undead in the darkness where the sun has disappeared…”

“Ah, how envious. How fresh would the entrails of adventurers fleeing in fear be.”

Titosso thought with a forced smile.

“Grandfather Steward, I’m going back to see you now.”

The professor was too terrifying.

Titosso, awake but faint, thought to herself.

***

When I heard the name, I had a feeling.

This child’s name feels somewhat similar to mine!

Looking at the name engraved on the podium, I became even more convinced.

Titosso.

Deceived again. (TL Note: This is the meaning of the name)

This child must be easily deceived!

“Well, usually people don’t bring such a large lighting stand to the academy just because they want to become popular.”

Just like how you have to take off your shoes when boarding a plane and how guns are bought at the PX, entering university suddenly means getting a boyfriend or girlfriend and becoming happy with everything in life—it’s all just as naive as falling for a lie!

Befriending such a pitiful friend wouldn’t hurt.

[Saw the red light of terror.]

[Spirit increases by +2 for 10 minutes.]

I’m not sure about becoming popular, but the unexpectedly excellent performance of the lighting equipment definitely plays a part.

Compared to eating a snack to boost intelligence 10 minutes before an exam, where the effect is barely noticeable, isn’t it much more convenient to just bask in the light once and enter?

Even doping doesn’t increase the sense of fulfilment; it’s a new item in the doping world that even veterans don’t know about.

“From the next lecture, we’ll discuss response strategies for specific night-time situations and have practical experiences. You don’t need to bring anything… And try not to eat before coming.”

“Why?”

“Strange things tend to happen during lectures. It’s okay if it’s just urinating, but I’d appreciate it if you could hold back on vomiting…”

“….”

“Aren’t you a bit too sensitive, considering we just brought a body treated with embalming fluid from the cemetery not too long ago…?”

Hmm…

Indeed, this professor doesn’t seem good for mental health!

“Since today is the first day, that’s it for now. Dismissed.”

But in return, the lecture time is short but intense.

It felt like 20 minutes instead of 2 hours!

“Oknodie, are you coming back for this on Wednesday?”

“Of course, I’ll be here.”

“Are you pretending not to be scared even though you’re scared?”

“Are you scared, Jiang?”

“No, not at all. I’m not scared at all. I just wanted to invite you to come with me to the next lecture because I’d be bored going alone.”

In society, we promised to say we’re scared of going alone.

Jiang grabbed Titosso’s arm, trying to act brave despite being scared.

Titosso, surprised by the sudden action, timidly asked, “Um… Just… would you not mind skipping the lecture together? Honestly, it’s too scary for me…”

Titosso, who had just received the lighting device from Professor Sadako, tried to persuade Jaing to skip the lecture together.

Jiang nodded enthusiastically at first, but then glanced at me and swiftly rejected the suggestion.

“I don’t want to. I’d gladly give up if there were just one more person besides you, but I can’t admit that someone else has better courage than me.”

“Oknodie. Let’s all give up together. If you give up, she’ll give up too.”


“Why? I find it fun.”

“You find this fun?! With an undead professor, they say it’s blasphemy. They say it’s a blasphemous creature even in the Central Empire and the Southern Temple of the Gods?!”

“The professor gives grades, but the gods don’t.”

“!!”

If you come to the academy, you should focus on getting grades and points from professors without worrying about the gods!

“After leaving the academy, your reputation might plummet, what are you going to do then…? Are you going to spend your whole life in the academy, Oknodie…?”

“Don’t say things that will cause big trouble! Don’t treat me like a failed student. I’m definitely going to graduate from the academy!”

“You’re being too harsh with your words.”

Apologize!

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I apologize.”

“Hmph. Just be aware. Be careful from now on.”

***

After finishing the five classes that lasted from 7 to 9, there was another class from 9 to 11, but… it doesn’t help me grow taller.

For a giant super armoured muscle man like 230cm, it might be fine, but for a 133cm Orc Noddy like me, it’s tough!

So, after finishing the long day of classes, I returned to the dormitory to become a night owl.

“You’ve been training hard until late at night.”

“I came after classes ended.”

“…Until this hour?!”

Isabel was shocked at how someone could schedule such an inhuman timetable, but it’s more enjoyable to suffer for four days than to fill the timetable with classes for five days.

Monday, Wednesday, Tuesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday.

Most of the classes are scheduled twice a week on specific days, so according to my plan, all classes are concentrated on Monday through Thursday.

“Ugh. I’m exhausted.”

I threw off my uniform and went into the shower room attached to the private room.

Shooosh.

It may sound like a fantasy, but when asked if you want to pour water into a basket and rinse yourself with cold water, or shower with warm water, the users accepted the benefits of civilization without complaining.

Appropriate convenience is essential for a pleasant fantasy life.

Well, before it’s fantasy, it’s a game world, after all.

“…Something’s troubling.”

A well-balanced body but too short.

Breasts are visible, but it doesn’t feel erotic at all.

While showering and looking at my body reflected in the mirror, I just finished showering and came out.

Wheee

While drying my hair with a hairdryer (a magical item), suddenly a voice came from the wall.


	Bored.



I treated the sound as a question from the Answering Door and replied.

It’s an event that appears if the residents of Room 111 and 112 of the female dormitory don’t talk to the wall all day.

“Unnie is busy~”

After drying off and putting on underwear, it was already past 9:30.

“Hmammm…”

After working hard all day, my body is so tired that I yawn involuntarily.


	If you climb the central stairs to the second floor of the main building at 2:22 a.m., you can reach a hidden room.




The door that longed for communication voluntarily revealed the hidden piece of information to tempt the player.

“Okay, got it~”

Good children sleep well.

I nestled into the fluffy bed, and there’s no greater bliss.

Snuggling under the blanket, I fell asleep feeling good.



 
  
    Chapter 56: Advanced Class Common Lecture


Unlike Oknodie, who resisted the temptation of the Door, Hestia finally succumbed to temptation.

2 a.m.

Hestia, who suddenly got up from bed, came out into the dormitory corridor.

And she was caught by a female instructor patrolling the dormitory.

“If you leave the dormitory during restricted hours, you’ll receive a penalty of 500 points. If you don’t want to lose points, there’s also the option of spending a day in detention.”

“…I’m sorry.”

“You haven’t left yet, so I’ll let it slide. It’s dangerous for first-year students to be out at this hour. Hurry back and get some sleep.”

Although her outing was thwarted, her curiosity about the hidden room did not disappear.

“How did Oknodie know about that? Why did she tell me about it?”

Could it be that Oknodie wanted to convey something to her secretly outside the dormitory at 2:22 a.m.?

If it’s so dangerous to be out in the academy at this hour as the instructor said, wouldn’t Oknodie wait for her in the hidden room every night, exposing herself to danger?

“That’s problematic!”

She could tolerate her own danger, but she couldn’t bear the thought of Oknodie being in danger.

Hestia quietly sneaked out of the dormitory through the window.

As she did, floodlights illuminated her, and from the guard post in front of the dormitory, she was caught in their glare.

“I had a feeling you’d come out.”

The instructor handed her a communicator.

“Do you want to lose points, or do you want to spend a day in detention?”

“I’ll lose the points…”

Hestia’s early morning outing ended in failure.

***

Beep beep beep in your ears. Beep beep beep in your ears. Beep beep beep…

Clunk.

“Ugh.”

After turning off the alarm set on the magic clock, sleep vanished completely.

Tuesday was a relatively lazy day compared to Monday.

Although there was some leeway in the schedule, being lazy would lower her growth stats, increasing the likelihood of being caught in an event during your time at the academy.

“Lecture content is basic. Club activities are advanced. The academy’s regular events are the main deal.”

Gift Academy holds special events every week targeting both players and NPCs.

This week is the focus on new students, so no special events have occurred yet, but to prepare for random events starting next week, it’s necessary to be prepared in advance.

“Hi, Orcnordi! Did you come out for early morning training?”

“Just wanted to stretch a bit.”

After finishing a light 10km morning jog with the Dolphin Pants sisters, Hestia, feeling refreshed, headed to the cafeteria.

[Tuesday Breakfast Menu]


	Black bean rice

	Beef soup

	Spinach

	Cucumber salad



“Is this a prison diet?”

She couldn’t bring herself to eat it.

“If I had known, I would have rather starved!”

The foolish complaints of students who unknowingly paid first echoed within the cafeteria.

Poor kids.

To prepare for such situations, a Plan B had to be prepared.

“So, do you want me to cook breakfast?”

“Isabel’s cooking is the best!”

“…I’ve already surveyed the nearby forest’s flora. Just wait a bit.”

Isabel called out male students from the boys’ dormitory, Jezel and then Son Ohchun.

I felt a bit dissatisfied with the increasing number of mouths to feed.

Thanks to Jezel’s campfire kit, they were able to enjoy a comfortable breakfast.

“Hey, Mr. Jezel. Where did you get the kit?”

“There are various ways. You don’t need to know, kid.”

Drawn by the scent of mushrooms grilling, students gathered, and Son Ohchun threatened them with a raised arm.

“Do you want to fight or just leave?”

While the male students retreated in fear of his brute strength, the female students approached even closer.

“We also want to eat…”

“Please give us a bite~”

The girls cooed with aegyo, but Son Ohchun blindly swung his club.

“Ow!”

“Ouch!”

“Hahaha. Do you think such clumsy aegyo will work on me? Stop whining and get lost.”

“What a brute.”

“He’s so rough.”

Regardless of the controversy over his manners, they were able to enjoy their meal without being harassed by other students begging for food.

“Today, we have one advanced class common lecture each in the morning and afternoon.”

Tuesday 1st Period (9am-11am)


	Professor Plato (scholar, ego item)

	Lecture Title: Advanced Physical Fitness

	Lecture Classification: Common, Advanced Level



Tuesday, 3rd Period (14:00-16:00)


	Principal (All Class, Dragon)

	Lecture Title: Teachings of the Principal

	Lecture Classification: Common, Advanced Level



Seeing this schedule, even the usually cheerful Jezzel couldn’t smile as usual.

“That lecture by the principal… It leaves a bitter taste.”

“Hahaha, I agree. That monster, her presence was truly overwhelming. I now understand why she is called a Dragon, even compared to my hometown where there are large number of monsters, she stands out.”

But worrying about that wouldn’t do any good.

Having been a player, I’ve heard all the lectures before, and I mostly consider them as filler, but still, the mandatory lecture for Tuesday 1st period is as daunting as ever.

Ahead lies a physical-oriented lecture that even with the stamina from jogging 10 kilometres, seems unbearable.

“The lecture hall is at the foot of a mountain? That’s a strange lecture.”

“How about doing breathing exercises while feeling the clear energy of the mountain?”

“Miss Jezel. Even though I prefer easy lectures as someone who neglects physical training, it’s unlikely we’ll get such an easy lecture, right?”

“Haha. It’s just wishful thinking. As someone who tends to slack off in physical training, I’d prefer an easy lecture.”

At the entrance of Mount Ominesan.

Muscular statue-like professor naturally attracted all the aces of each group in the courtyard.

The day before, depending on the chosen lectures, there were those whose faces had been seen in the lecture hall, those about whom had only heard rumours in the hallway, or overheard who attended what lecture.

Among them, the person with the worst complexion was Andersen Pretzel.

“You guys… Never, ever take the lecture ‘How to Use Sacred Arts without Faith.'”

“Why?”


“If I say don’t do it, then don’t do it.”

Suffering physically without the power of faith vs. being a freeloader relying on the power of the Monks.

It seems like the demonic religious fanatics are showing their true colours from the first period.

B Group’s male student, who seems to have been lured as well, nodded in agreement.

“Huh? To ridicule the lecture you attended. Isn’t that the worst?”

That male student’s refreshing voice, which made the entire courtyard ring, was something.

The protagonist was the Empire’s 2nd Princess, Masugaki.

“Wow, she confronted Andersen in person.”

“We’ve never deliberately belittled the professor of our lecture.”

“Are Imperial students not concerned about the opinions of the border students?”

“Isn’t she too short?”

“Not much difference from Oknodie.”

“Huh? Who’s treating someone like that as a little kid? Being disrespectful to the Empire’s princess?”

At a mere 145cm.

“Ha, just a little topic about height.”

She’s the little kid who’s going to catch up within the next few years.

With her personality as Masugaki, she naturally acts like Masugaki.

“Hey? You little brat! Remember this well. Only the last digit of the height is different.”

“I’m still in my growth stage!”

“So am I!”

Nope.

She is 145cm at the end of her Growth Period as marked in her official profile

“You arrogant brat! Don’t complain after being 130cm!”

“It’s 133cm!”

“Masugaki-hime. Before raising your voice, shouldn’t you apologize first?”

“Huh? What should I apologize for?”

“Ignoring the direct descendants of the Empire’s Duke and asking for favours so boldly…”

“Isn’t it okay for you to ignore the professor you chose?”

“No need to apologize for that, right? Stupid? Fool? Done, discussing♡”

“I agree. Being humiliated by a shorty to who will catch up in a few years… I’ll get my revenge someday…”

“Oknodie. When the time comes, I’ll allow you the chance to avenge yourself.”

“I’ll call for Professor Anderson if I ever get a chance to teach the princess a lesson.”

For the princess to feel triumphant because a student shorter than her appeared for the role of the academy’s shortest student…!

While she was earnestly aligning themselves with Professor Anderson, murmurs like “cute” were heard from the surroundings.

It seemed to be the murmurs of Masugaki’s entourage, but the reactions from the other side were completely different.

“Princess, you’ll be embarrassed fighting a kid who just turned ten…”

“When this happens, instead of playing with the child’s level, show them the wisdom of an adult!”

“That’s right. Don’t you think the princess might also be treated like a child if she does this?”

“Unbelievable! To treat the Empire’s princess like a child!”

“I’m saying she might. We didn’t do it, did we?”

Seeing the entourage of Masugaki covering their eyes and humming, it seemed that the sound didn’t come from there.

As she focused and distinguished the sounds, she heard from our A group, “Did the statue’s eyes move?”, “I want to eat gimbap.”, “When is the professor coming?”, “Cute” sounds.

Found it.

Found it.

“Ah, you’re the one who ignored me and called me cute, huh!”

I turned around energetically only to meet an unexpected person.

“Wow. What’s up with the dark circles under your eyes?”

“It’s nothing….”

The culprit with dark circles under their eyes was Hestia.

“You’ve got some serious dark circles.”

“I just didn’t sleep well, that’s all.”

How long has this person been talking to the wall? 

She probably think she had a deep conversation with me. 

She is not really close to me at all, but if she suddenly reveal this level of intimacy, what should she do? 

She has to act like a friend and accept them to prevent a black event!

Hestia ran her finger along the side of her eye and at that that time Oknodie winked at her.

“You’re cute.”

Just as she expected, that’s the kind of thing this person would say.

It’s a bit scary when she looks half out of her mind

Anyway, she guess a wink will do for pretending to be close.

“You’re annoying.”

Arcadia grumbled at the sight.

“Hey, why did you show a wink to that mercenary woman but not to me?”

“I had something in my eye.”

“Ugh.”

“Oops, sorry. Please don’t do that. Suddenly stirring up dust like that.”

“Hey, I’m getting hit by it too, you know?”

“Oh. I’m sorry, Isabel.”

An awkward atmosphere like that lingered for a moment.

When it was time for class, the professor made his presence known.

“Wow!! Th-the statue moved!!”

“The statue changed its pose!”

“It’s not a statue. I am Professor Plato, who will teach you advanced physical fitness! It’s better for you not to think about finishing this class on two legs!”

The students were shocked.

“Why, why would you do such a thing?”


Plato, in response to Arcadia’s fearful question, replied sharply.

“Just because. It’s amusing to see students crawling back from class with no strength left in their legs.”

“He’s evil! Definitely evil!”

One of the most challenging classes at the academy had begun.

TL Note: Okay so I am changing the Luck Academy to Gift Academy coz thats a better translation. I will see if i can fix all the previous chaps



 
  
    Chapter 57: Goal


Professor Plato race is Ego Item.

It means that he stopped being human.

“A healthy mind dwells in a healthy body. So I thought. If I can create the healthiest body and possess it, I can have a healthier mind than anyone else!”

“Look. This is the ultimate healthy rare metal body made from all my assets. Even if it turns into dust after taking the principal’s sincere punch, it can regenerate.”

With a body emitting light and sparkling, Jiang muttered, “Titosso would love to see this.”

“I want to awaken the joy of having a healthy body in the minds of the new students, but rare metals are expensive! Even if you bring a million points, it’s not enough.”

Not necessary.

Ignoring the students’ sincere rejection, Professor Plato revealed the theme of the lecture.

“But even with inadequate organic matter, there is a way to have a healthy body. It’s developing the body through intense exercise and accelerating recovery with rich meals!”

The students’ eyes sparkled.

“Rich meals?”

“Do we get rice?”

“Can we eat two servings?”

Professor Plato gladly replied,

“Of course! You can even eat ten servings.”

“Wow!”

“Professor Plato is the best!”

“The conscience of the academy! Living intellect!”

“The best professor who stopped being human! So cool!”

Receiving the pouring flattery from all directions with a skillful smile, Professor Plato raised his hand and asked,

“Do you want to eat?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want to eat a lot?”

“Yes!!”

“Then run. Toward that mountain at full speed, exert all your strength to climb it as fast as possible, and return with less than 10% of your stamina remaining before the lecture ends in 10 minutes. This is your first mission.”

When Professor Plato tapped the students’ shoulders, muscle-man statues the size of fists appeared on their shoulders like chewing gum.

“Ugh. What is this?”

“Too much muscle. It’s gross.”

“Did the professor shrink to one two-hundredth of his size?”

This miniature figure is a kind of avatar representing the professor’s minor copy. Its role is…

“Oknodie’s remaining stamina is 90%.”

“Jezel’s remaining stamina is 82%.”

“Son Ohchun’s remaining stamina is 96%.”

“Isabel’s remaining stamina is 88%.”

Condition measurement device.

Or a remaining stamina measurement device that would plunge students into despair.

***

On the way to Ominesan Mountain.

Close friends either supported each other to run together or suddenly accelerated, exerting all their strength to climb the mountain.

Most of the stamina fools fell into such situations, but Isabel realized anew the surprising strength of Oknodie’s stamina.

“We can’t even see it yet.”

“That’s right.”

They felt momentarily disappointed being the only ones left.

Jezel and Isabel realized that their thoughts had influenced them too much.

“Jezel’s remaining stamina is 75%.”

“Isabel’s remaining stamina is 84%.”

Their stamina wasn’t decreasing.

No, it was decreasing, but it lasted longer than they thought.

“Is it really possible to reduce stamina to less than 10% in this test?”

“It’ll be possible. You have to pour out your stamina at a considerable speed. Either run at full speed for more than 10 minutes, or exhaust yourself until you can’t lift a finger.”

“Are you crazy? Isn’t this lecture too advantageous for those who are physically fit?”

“No. The more trained a student is, the more disadvantageous this lecture becomes. Overwhelmingly so.”

“Are you doing this beside me, dying?”

Isabel showed envy towards Jezel, who was sweating profusely.

“I envy your lazy body.”

“Are you teasing me? Even though I’m a good person, I get angry at times like this.”

“I’m not teasing you. Your stamina just decreased again.”

Professor Plato’s miniature copy on Jezel’s shoulder, conscious of their gaze, said,

“Jezel’s remaining stamina is 74%.”

“Decreasing rate!”

“That’s enviable.”

Jezel realized.

For someone like him who didn’t exercise much, even a little movement could easily reduce stamina.

But for those whose daily life is exercise, a lecture that purely depletes stamina requires a different level of total stamina consumption and effort.

“Then Son Ohchun and Oknodie…”

“It’s going to be a tough lecture. Even more than all the lectures we have ever taken combined.”

***

Dorothy had confidence in herself.

Outside of the academy, her profession was that of a forest guardian.

Even though she was just an apprentice, she moved through the dense forest as if it were her own home.

While the terrain of forests and mountains differed, some of the techniques for traversing forests could be applied to mountains as well.

“Hehe, this feels enjoyable for some reason.”

There was a certain satisfaction in pushing back those who were stronger but lagging behind due to lack of technique.

“It’s a lie, catching up to me with just physical prowess from martial arts!” or “That’s not human speed,” or “Losing to a backwoods weed-picker like her.” 

She felt especially good when she brushed off the complaints of noble students.

“Dorothy’s remaining stamina is 45%.”

Considering her starting stamina was 90%, she had exactly used half of it in just one hour.

If she used up the remaining half of her stamina on the way back, she could precisely deplete all her stamina.

The plan was perfect, but reality was different.


“Pant, pant… Too hard…!”

As stamina approached 0%, her body became exhausted.

Even though numerically it was the same 45%, the burden on her body when it was nearly at full stamina compared to when it was nearing exhaustion was vastly different.

Unless one possessed superhuman mental strength, squeezing out every last drop of stamina to reach 0% was practically impossible.

“I’ve come too far!”

The nobles she confidently passed earlier now seemed enviable, and she found herself resentful.

“Huh? But weren’t there some people I haven’t even seen once since the start?”

Dorothy realized.

There were students who were faster and farther ahead than her!

“No matter how bad I am, there are still people worse than me!”

There was a sense of relief in knowing that there were people worse off than herself.

“Ah! I got caught again!”

“Why are you so fast!”

“Just fall already!”

Ignoring the desperate cries of imperial noble students, she chuckled and pushed past them.

“Dorothy’s remaining stamina is 8%.”

After running with all her might, she arrived at the finish line where Professor Plato greeted her with a hearty laugh.

“Well done! Overcoming the challenges on the way back and arriving with stamina under 10%.”

She realized.

She had grown even faster than when she climbed this mountain.

During the return journey, she had grown.

“Am I first?”

“You’re first.”

“I did it!”

Although she wanted to eat heartily after all that running, once the sweat poured out, she didn’t even feel like eating anything.

As she gasped for breath, she watched the students coming into the field, and in the distance, she could see the imperial nobles she had left behind now struggling to catch up.

But as she approached, her steps slowed, and she didn’t make it to the finish line.

“Ah! What’s that?!”

“I told you, didn’t I? You have to arrive at the finish line with stamina under 10%. Those students have stamina over 10%, so they’re being helped by the growing clones.”

Lazy students who had wandered aimlessly back from near the starting line were crushed by Professor Plato’s mini-clones, preventing them from entering the field.

“Ugh, I’m dying.”

“We’re almost there, Jezel. Just a little more.”

Students with weak stamina collapsed as soon as they entered the field, using their last ounce of strength.

“Where were you two running from? I don’t even remember passing by you.”

“We circled around nearby hills hundreds of times.”

“Such a method…!”

Isabel, who awakened to tricks while studying with the Oknodie since entrance exam, discovered a loophole.

The condition for returning to the field was to have stamina below 10%, so the trick was to minimize the distance travelled while using up all stamina nearby.

“Did Oknodie also did this?”

“No. I ran ahead first.”

Although students who ran ahead started to return one by one, most of them collapsed near the field, crushed by the growing clones as they exceeded 10% stamina.

“Hah?! Before, it was definitely at 9%!”

“Masugaki’s remaining stamina is 11%.”

“You’re telling me it increased while walking slowly?!”

Even those who desperately did push-ups or squats to deplete their stamina, like Imperial Princess Masugaki, were failing miserably.

Thud, thud, thud.

The heads of students who had been sweating and struggling for a long time turned towards the distant roar.

“Shall we let them be out first?”

“Ack! Crazy monkey is throwing rocks!”

“Sigh. It’s futile to try so hard. If there’s a way to eliminate everyone, I know it better.”

“Sticky?! Sneaky bastards. Do you really have to go this far?”

“Didn’t you start it first?”

“Fly up!”

“Oh, that guy used levitation magic!!”

The rivalry among the top-ranking students in the advanced class was on a different level.

From rocks flying towards the one in the lead to sticky traps laid out to trip those following behind, and even students flying up to avoid them.

It was a complete chaos!

“Everyone, step aside. If you don’t want to freeze to death.”

Not wanting to get caught up in the melee, Irene, the Northern Lady, placed her hand on the ground and created a path of ice freezing all terrain.

“Irene’s remaining stamina is 4%.”

“Is she really going all out just because she thought we were like barbarians from the North? Did she save up all her remaining stamina just to pour it out here?”

“Ugh, it’s so cold!”

“The ice wall is too big!”

“It’s too slippery to climb over!”

Creating a slide on the ice wall for herself to pass through conveniently while hindering those following behind by making it impossible for them to pass through, Irene’s ice magic!

The imperial student who had schemed to eliminate all the borderland students ended up being overwhelmed by the fighting between both sides, thanks to Irene’s aggressive tactics.

“I was really lucky… I’m sincerely relieved to get in quickly.”

Dorothy trembled as she watched the scene.

Even if she was confident in her running abilities, she would have stumbled repeatedly on the icy ground.

But there was something strange about Irene coming down the slide all the way to the open field.

“Why are there two clones hanging on both sides of Irene’s shoulders?”

As Irene reached the open field, the reason became apparent.

“[Hung on the Northern Lady’s shoulders for more than 1 minute without being noticed.]”

[Stealth Experience +10]

[Hidden Experience +3]

Taking advantage of the confusion, there was one student who was clinging tightly behind Irene’s shoulders.

The moment Irene reached the open field and took a step forward, a nimble acrobat rolled on the ground and threw herself onto the field, landing gracefully. 

It was the agile trickster, Oknodie.

“Ta-da! Arrived!”

“Oknodie’s remaining stamina is 10%.”

Irene looked at Orknodi with surprise in her eyes.

***

Northern Lady, Irene.

She was a battle mage who had been trained in countless battlefields.

Unlike most talents who were evaluated highly for their ‘potential’, Irene was already a seasoned practitioner, despite being self-taught.

Her skills had been tested in real combat.

There wasn’t a soul in the North who didn’t know her name, nor any demons who didn’t fear her.

So, she always had to be prepared for the risk of assassination.

<Frosty Ground>

Stepping on the ground to freeze ice inevitably makes a sound.

<Cold-blooded Space>

Freezing the air in the surrounding space makes it impossible for anyone to approach.

<Intuition of the Battlefield>

Above all, her honed senses as a wildling instinctively detect the approach of assassins.


All three of her honed detection methods were completely nullified and pierced.

“Did I do well?”

Irene thought proudly as Oknodie leaned on Isabel, causing her pain, she looked at the casual child who made Isabel suffer.

‘How much harsh infiltration training does one need to have such skills?’

Irene recalled the unfortunate environment the child must have grown up in and unconsciously bit her lips.



 
  
    Chapter 58: They’re here to listen to this


It’s incredibly tough to compete in the top ranks.

Even among the top 2% of students at the Academy, the competition is even fiercer among the Gift Academy’s elite, who strive to be the fittest.

Yet, the reason they stubbornly fought for the top was, of course, to meet the challenge of achieving the tasks during lectures.

[“Instructor Plato’s <Advanced Physical Fitness> lecture, the climbing distance of Mt. Ominesan ranks within the top 5.”]

[“Achieve additional 500 points through lecture challenges.”]

No matter how many points you accumulate, it’s never enough.

That’s why they risked their lives and achieved results.

“Stop! Beyond this point, the hinterland rookies can’t go back. We’ll attack anyone trying to overtake us!”

The problem is the selfish students from Group B who are obstructing the finish.

“That guy, Honor, known as the spear master of the Fried Chicken Artisan Guild, one of the Empire’s three major heroes Guild. They say he directly learned spear techniques from the world’s greatest spear master, Shin Chang.”

“And the guy next to him is Tataiya, from the Marquis Chicken Macani, which has produced three consecutive sword masters under the Fried Chicken Guild.”

“Now I understand why you should never get involved with the chicken factions prevalent on the continent. If we don’t yield our tasjs, they’re all ready to fight and bring us all down together!”

Honor and Tataiya didn’t stop at mere threats.

Ignoring warnings and trying to increase speed, a combatant was startled by an attack that grazed his shoulder and retreated in fear.

“Are you crazy? Wasn’t I just about to get hit?”

“I told you to get hit, you stupid hinterland barbarian. This time it was a warning, but next time, I’ll really strike you.”

“Do you think you’ll get away with this? The professor will penalize you!”

“Hmph. Did you think we didn’t anticipate that? We asked him beforehand. He said any bloodshed during the lecture doesn’t matter as long as it’s for the competition for tasks!”

This is why advanced class lectures are dangerous.

Not only are the students crazy, but the professors is too.

Where in the world are there professors who overlook students shedding blood during lectures?

The problem is that they were too arrogant and let everyone hear the information they just found out.

“Oh, really?”

“Another one wants to pick a fight?”

“Ugh! Hold on. Honor, that guy is trouble.”

“What, Tataiya. Are you backing down?”

“That guy’s a real lunatic. Remember last time? On the way to register for classes, he shot down five students and made them collapse, that damn lunatic!”

With fiery red hair and a pirate triangular hat on the mainland’s pirate.

Jigoku ,Trigger Happy, who can pull the trigger anytime, anywhere.

Crossdressing pirate Jigoku aimed her revolver at Honor.

“Allowing bloodshed means allowing shooting, right? Allowing wrongdoing, right? Isn’t that right??”

“You lunatic!! Guns are different from spears!!”

“What’s the difference!!!”

Bang! Bang!

While blocking bullets with a spear, between Honor’s delayed steps, students rushed forward to deter each other.

The chaos that everyone witnessed near the finish line began with this.

“Wow. Look at how fierce this is.”

I secretly navigated through the trees while others weren’t paying attention, a little away from the commotion, to safely avoid it.

In intense fights, there’s not only the purpose of deterring each other, but also the calculation that consuming excessive stamina simultaneously consumes one’s own stamina.

“As ability stats increase, recovery speed also increases. If you cross a certain threshold, even mediocre exercise can recover stamina faster than it depletes!”

That applies to me as well.

So, I found opportunities to consume large amounts of stamina.

It was by withstanding Irene’s ice magic up close to deplete stamina with my body.

“Successfully completed the first task of Professor Plato’s <Advanced Physical Fitness> lecture.”

“Acquired 50 points as completion reward.”

Some are still challenging the completion.

<Sword Saint’s Descent>

A female knight with tremendous firepower that pierces through Irene’s ice barrier with the power of the holy sword in a straight line

<Earthbreaker>

The Hero with greater strength than a thousand men who breaks through walls with her body, the berserker Hestia.

With these two leading the way, the named students of the advanced class are crossing the boundaries.

Still, those raising their glasses first are not them.

They are the early completers of the task.

Professor Plato laughed heartily and said,

“Students who successfully completed the task, sweep the restaurant’s food with these points!”

“Wasn’t the free meal but actually free because of the points?”

“Well, it’s actually good, isn’t it?”

“Right. With 50 points, you can get the basic rights to ten portions of regulated meals!”

“Or you can drink Professor Plato’s special homemade protein shake right here for just 5 points!”

As the gray, sticky liquid, <Professor Plato’s special protein shake>, appeared, the students frowned arrogantly and backed away.

“Wow! Food collection!”

“Th-that’s not something to drink. It’s a disgrace, a disgrace!”

“I feel proud just seeing unfamiliar food like that.”

While everyone nodded disapprovingly.

Irene, the northern lady, glared at this side and manipulated the magic watch to check her bonus points.

And then her eyes widened three times their normal size.

Blinking.

Eyes that seemed to not understand the language turned towards me.

Forgetting the resentment from just a moment ago, Irene approached and asked in a low voice.

“Oknodie. Did you also receive additional points?”

“Shh. Pretend you don’t know, it’s tiring if you get caught.”

The 500 points received for completing the challenge wouldn’t be something to boast about to others.

“But still, you received an additional 1500 points, right?”

“1500 points?”

Why did she receive an extra 1000 points?

“As compensation for the most interference from others…”

“…!”

No wonder Irene seemed particularly flustered every time during the advanced class.

It turns out, instead of just 500 points, she achieved an additional challenge worth 1000 points!


It’s quite remarkable, surpassing others by 30 times.

“You trickster!”

“You’re the one who sneaked in.”

“Ugh.”

Irene grabbed my hand in my confusion.

Oh no, she wouldn’t freeze me for daring to use her, would she?!

“You’re blushing again. Look at your palm. My magic makes you more prone to freezing when you’re close.”

“Aren’t you going to scold me?”

“Didn’t you already feel scolded all over your body? Don’t approach an Ice Mage recklessly.”

Irene’s face turned slightly red, genuinely angry.

“Don’t hide your presence either. It’s fortunate that I used less power this time, otherwise, you might have frozen to death the moment I accelerated with mana wind.”

“M-Mana wind?!”

“I don’t want the experience of accidentally freezing someone to death, so be especially careful from now on.”

In the original game, such a skill was only used after reaching the second year!

Using a second-year skill before reaching that level is quite unfair, but considering this is not a game but reality, it’s a plausible scenario.

“I’m sorry…”

“I’m sorry for scolding you too much. This is a gift from me.”

Irene took out a rock from her pocket and handed it to me.

“?”

“You like rocks, don’t you?”

“I don’t just like any random rock…”

“Do you not like the rock I’m giving you?”

“N-No, it’s not that.”

It’s not even a stat stone. Why is she carrying around a non-stat stone?

“Thank you. I’ll take good care of it.”

“And…”

“Yes?”

“If the burden of the family becomes too heavy… No, forget it.”

“??”

Finally, after putting the rock in a dedicated pouch with a rattling sound, Irene turned away, suppressing what she wanted to say.

What was that all about?

Irene isn’t a character who worries about others without reason.

Though she does show a concept of “I am a cold northern woman. But I am warm to my people.” when her favorability rises.

No matter how much I think about it, I can’t remember doing anything to raise her favorability.

Feeling more uneasy than grateful for someone’s kindness without reason, I head towards the Adventure Department.

Isabel said, “That’s not a restaurant over there.”

“I know. It’s the way to the lecture.”

Isabel and Jezelle wore expressions of shock, like peasants who had witnessed a supernatural monster.

“Did we really take the same class?”

“Do you have the stamina to attend a lecture?”

“I seemed to recover while speaking.”

What’s going on?

Isn’t it common sense that stamina increases when you stay still?

“Oh, I might be a little late getting to the classroom, so I’ll run ahead.”

“Hahaha. You energetic little mouse! Great. Then it’s a race between you and me!”

“Uh, no thanks. Mr. Son is faster than me.”

“That’s why we should do it! Let’s bet 50 points!”

“I’ll bet Isabel said Mr. Son harassed her.”

Whatever. As long as it’s fun!

Ignoring the puzzled gazes of the two, I ran to the classroom with Son Ohchun.

***

Department of Adventure.

The Adventure Department was a haven for students with wavering minds who didn’t have confidence to survive the competition in the Knight or Magic Departments and just wanted to graduate with a diploma.

As a result, while the number of students was high, the top-tier skills were generally lacking compared to other departments.

Becoming a professor in the Adventure Department meant receiving treatment akin to losing fights or unfavourable competition as they sought honour by producing outstanding disciples.

On the other hand, mediocre students flocked in large numbers, burdening themselves with the hassle of attending lectures unnecessarily.

“Hehehe. Right there, other professors have overlooked vulnerabilities.”

If there are few top-tier students, just open advanced classes for them.

If attending lectures is not mandatory but optional, even better.

Top-tier students rarely seek out lectures like those in the Advanced Adventure Department, so if by some chance there is such a student?

Then simply choose the most difficult time slot and conditions to attend lectures.

“A first-hour mandatory class. There’s absolutely no chance that a student who has exhausted their energy at the foot of Mount Ominesan would arrive on time for a lecture at the opposite end of the campus!”

Physically and mentally, it’s a lecture that cannot be attended without a strong determination.

After selecting the most difficult lectures for enrolment, the professor, who had not allowed even a single student to attend since being appointed to the Academy, began to doubt his own eyes.

“Are you perhaps a new janitor at the Academy?”

“I’m a student.”


“Didn’t you confuse this with another class and classroom?”

“I came to listen to <The Adventures of the Retired Hero>!”

“This is an advanced class for seniors, though?”

“I’m the top student in Group A!”

A weirdo appeared who seemed determined to attend this class no matter what harsh conditions were presented.



 
  
    Chapter 59: The Adventure Tales of the Retired Great Hero


In this world, there exists a figure known as the Hero.

“You, child of humans with exceptional talents. The goddess of the continent, Sofemia, has chosen you. Become a Hero and embark on the journey of valour.”

As the deity possesses the discerning eyes of talent assessment, through her priests, she grant protection to children with the potential of a Hero. 

Those bestowed with protection receive status windows like players, receive quests, and grow steadily.

And there’s one more thing.

There’s a powerful privilege granted only to Heroes.

It’s the ability to declare, “You, become my companion!” and make other NPCs allies of the Hero.

While the companions chosen by the Hero are referred to as heroes themselves, unlike true Hero, they do not receive the ‘quests’ known as the guidance of the goddess.

When a true Hero dies or their journey ends, they become lost without knowing what to strive towards.

The retired great hero, “Destroyer,” was one of those lost pseudo-warriors.

“Isn’t it tough? You just got beaten up by that crazy statue guy moments ago?”

“Not at all! I just casually ran away during the whole thing.”

Checking the educational status of the student with the professor’s magical watch, rather than being stamped with a stigma of fleeing lectures, it even showed outstanding performance, following the lectures with excellence.

She knew how to push their stamina to the limit and her recovery wasn’t negligible either.

“The qualities commonly referred to as those of a Hero. This person meets the minimum requirements.”

Moreover, shedidn’t even frown once, genuinely enjoying the task at hand.

The extraordinary mental strength characteristic of a Hero, performing difficult trials as if they were enjoyable tasks.

She possessed outstanding qualities both physically and mentally.

“Above all, she pursue what she want to do more clearly than anyone else. Like a true Hero.”

Her confident demeanour and actions reminded the professor of the adventures seen in the past by the great hero Ni’alatotep.

“That hero was quite independent too. Maybe all the true heroes favoured by the gods have such personalities?”

Closing the book with a thud and dismissing the unnecessarily complicated thoughts.

“Alright. If you want to have that lecture, I’ll give it.”

“Wow~”

Clapping with excitement, professor Destroyer began the story with an expression of disbelief towards his favourite kid, Oknodie.

“The <The Adventures of the Retired Great Hero> is a lecture where a certain hero party member tells stories he/she saw, heard, or experienced first-hand during their adventures and performs tasks related to them.”

“The first story to decorate the first lecture is <The Unending Flock>. It’s a tale that even gave a formidable Hero like me a creepy feeling.”

Destroyer began his story, recalling his distant past.

***

About 15 years ago.

There was a village in a barren hinterland where shepherds gathered to graze their sheep.

Monsters frequented the rugged terrain where humans rarely set foot, but in the pleasant plains, there were shepherds who chose to become neighbours with monsters to avoid the plundering of lords, and thus, a village naturally formed.

<Extermination Commission>

Please find out why our village’s sheep are disappearing and solve the problem.

Reward: 5 gold coins, Guild Appreciation Plaque, Title [Saviour of the Mountain Village]

The newly-formed Hero party, who had just registered their name with the guild and started their activities, needed more achievements, not just money.

To embark on adventures befitting of warriors, it was quickest to gain several titles of village saviours and acquire the title [Saviour of the Hinterlands], which was the fastest route for advancement in the Adventurer’s Guild.

“Aren’t those wolves?”

“They’re too thin. We’ve seen wolves before.”

“Hmm~ This quest seems quite interesting.”

Ni’alatotep, a Hero cum shaman chosen by the gods, his first companion and skilled warrior, Alpha.

His second companion and a rogue who was carefree about everything, Destroyer.

The three quickly found the wolves’ den, killed five out of the twelve gathered wolves, and chased away seven.

The strange thing was that all the wolves were so thin that their rib bones were visible, and there were no traces of them hunting sheep anywhere.

“Is it another animal?”

“It’s troubling. There are no traces of other animal.”

“It’s interesting. Just as I expected. Hehe.”

Ni’alatotep said.

“Didn’t anyone notice?”

“What?”

“A monster.”

“Actually, what if it’s not a wolf but something which can speak?”

“Destroyer’s idea isn’t bad, but there’s a more interesting angle, don’t you think? Why were there no traces of other monsters? In a village like this, with hundreds of tempting sheep.”

“Come to think of it, it’s strange. Unless it’s a village where the lord periodically clears out monsters but there wouldn’t be such benefits in a village of fugitives who shirk their tax obligations.”

The shepherds were clueless, and the inexperienced rookie hero party didn’t reach the root of the problem and ended the mission midway.

Since they caught the wolf that preyed on the sheep, they could console themselves with the notion that the mission was completed.

“It’s been 10 years since I was in this village.”

Destroyer, now a veteran hero, visited the shepherd’s village where the three had come.

During reflection on their adventure and past, curiosity led Destroyer to step foot in the village again.

The village still had requests posted about the missing sheep, and the village chief wore a face full of concern.

“Hmm?”

Destroyer felt a strong discomfort in the village’s atmosphere.

And he decided to ask the village chief some questions.

The chief said he would only answer three questions since it was getting late and he had work to do.

***

“Then it’s time for the new student Oknodie to step up. Think of yourself as the veteran hero Destroyer and ask the village chief three questions.”

“I’ll pretend to be the village chief and answer the questions.”

Indeed, interesting.

The <The Adventures of the Retired Hero> lecture adopts a peculiar format where students respond as if they were the hero themselves after hearing the hero’s adventure stories.

It’s a form of mental torture after the physical torture of training, but for veterans, it’s even better.

“Professor Destroyer’s stories change every time.”

Although one might expect the same plotline at least once, strangely, the story changes every time.

And each time, it’s equally fascinating.

“A hint has already been given. This is a story about ‘unyielding sheep.’ The discomfort felt by the hero must be related to the sheep. Also, the fact that the same request from 10 years ago is still posted suggests that the root of the problem hasn’t been resolved.”

Professor Destroyer scratched his beard, looking at me as if to say, “See this?”

“Do the shepherds here include the same people as before?”

“Is that a question for the village chief?”

“Yes.”

“The village chief would answer like this: Most of them left the village, and new shepherds took their place.”


A quite valuable answer.

“New shepherds probably didn’t know what was happening in the village. Neither did the lord. Events here are happening very secretly.”

He spread his index and middle fingers simultaneously.

“My second question is: How many adventurers have taken the request over the past 10 years, how did they fulfill it, and what was the survival rate?”

“Because of the uncertain reward for coming to a remote village, they hesitated to come every year. Some hunted nearby wild animals or monsters, while others taught how to mend fences or deal with thorny vines. Sometimes adventurers encountered monsters deep in the woods and didn’t return.”

“Can I see the request?”

“Is that the third question?”

“Um… No! Can we see the latest request posted in the village without asking?”

“Ah, I see. Take this.”

The professor put his hand into his pocket and pulled out a coated paper.

It was a blank sheet when he pulled it out, but it turned into a worn-out adventurer’s request form as it was passed over.

<Extermination Request>

Please find out why our sheep are disappearing and resolve it.

Reward: 6 gold coins, 15 silver coins, Guild commendation badge, Title [Saviour of the Mountain Village]

This might seem like a common <repeatable quest> to players, but this is a narrative of NPC adventurers, not players.

There’s a reason why this difficult quest has been given repeatedly over the past 10 years.

Most importantly, the reward has increased.

Considering that the number of sheep raised in the village remains the same, and most of the previous shepherds have left, and if they received payment every time, this amount is excessive.

“My final question is: Who is the merchant buying the village’s sheep, and when can I meet the person?”

“He’s a friend named Benjamin. You can meet him soon when winter comes. Will you stay until winter?”

Got it roughly.

“Questions are done and its a peculiar question. And Destroyer, after circling the village, solved the case. Can the freshman Oknodie handle it?”

“I’ll just take one look.”

“I’ll just take a look around.”

“What do you want to check while circling the village?”

“I want to inspect the sheep directly.”

“Then you’ll see. The sight of sheep lying down in the meadow, standing idly, or occasionally moving clumsily, along with the leisurely shepherds’ daily lives.”

Well, it wasn’t too difficult for a first lecture.

“Were there any sheep nibbling on grass?”

“You’ve caught on.”

“Can I say the answer?”

“Of course.”


“While sheep might have initially decreased, what decreased over time were the shepherds. They displayed a very eerie wisdom, fearing adventurers might catch up to them.”

“What’s that wisdom?”

“They stuffed human corpses or missing people into the sheep’s skins.”

Destroyer chuckled.

“Correct.”



 
  
    Chapter 60: Lecture with Dropping Interest


Young aspiring adventurers weren’t particularly bright.

Being dubbed as inferior students in the Adventurer Department, it was only natural that their approach was lackluster.

Consequently, they had no interest in mundane lectures.

They avoided lectures fervently, even putting restrictions on accessing those in the advanced class, which made lectures even more unappealing.

After all, if just anyone could grasp such rare knowledge, what value would there be in lectures labelled as teachings of former heroes?

“There’s bound to be at least one interesting student,” they said, and it seems the principal was right. Oknodie. This student is intriguing.

Destroyer felt a sense of freshness.

To think a mere freshman could score a perfect 100 on the secrets of the <Unending Sheep>.

If this kid was an active-duty Hero, she might have reached the solution to the problem much faster than Destroyer and his colleagues did fifteen years ago, resolving the root of the issue.

“Do you want to hear the truth?”

“Of course!”

“Then I’ll tell you.”

With memories of the truth he had uncovered five years ago, Destroyer began to speak of the traces of slaughter hidden behind the serene daily life.

***

Fifteen years ago, the first person to commission the adventurer guild was a shepherd who had lost his flock.

The culprits were fellow shepherds.

In a small village with scarce resources, they secretly slaughtered and ate sheep as if it was the work of monsters. 

Exhausted adventurers either killed insignificant monsters or returned with no success.

Meanwhile, the shepherd committing the crimes became increasingly audacious.

The person killed the owner of the stolen sheep and hid the body inside the skin of the sheep.

Wild animals were the first to notice the crime.

The scent of death concealed among the flock.

It made them fearful.

The smell of death implied the presence of a predator hiding among the prey.

Even starving wolves couldn’t muster the courage to attack the abnormal flock of sheep.

As the seasons passed and the sun set, the culprit laid hands on another shepherd’s sheep, killing them and their owner.

He filled the void left behind with new refugees fleeing from the lord.

No matter how many sheep they raised, the return was meagre.

Finding a merchant willing to pay a fair price to a shepherd in a poor village was difficult.

Thus, it could be reasoned that the reason the shepherds disappeared was that they left after not being paid for their sheep.

The suspicious shepherds repeatedly called for adventurers, but they only ended up wandering through the wilderness beyond the village in pursuit of an elusive monster.

Eventually, all the shepherds fell victim, and the eerie cohabitation of sheep and corpses continued.

The sheep did not bleat, nor did they graze, nor did they walk properly.

In exchange for keeping the secret, the impoverished and hungry villagers received food from the murderer turned village chief.

And so, the village chief raised the ‘sheep,’ and survivors who occasionally shed their sheepskin and ran away became a meal.

And then they sent a commission.

Find out why the sheep disappeared.

That was the ten-year secret of the <Unending Sheep>.

“What a foul taste this commission leaves.”

The varying rewards hinted at different reasons.

The reward depended on the funds of the sacrificial “sheep.”

The adventurer guild had been deceived.

Occasionally acknowledging rewards for trivial monster hunts, they had established the perception of missions being easy despite the difficulty over the ten years, making it difficult to discern.

Numerous novice parties passed through the sheep village.

Some earned money and left the village, while others disappeared and became new sheep.

The long history of the sheep village was uncovered by Destroyer and came to an end.

***

Do you find it scary? An adventure tale made up of human evil worse than monsters.”

“It was eerie, yes. But still, I found it enjoyable!”

“…Enjoyable? In a story where people are dying left and right?”

“People usually just think of adventurers as those who hunt monsters or explore unknown territories, right? I was glad to experience something uncommon in that adventurous atmosphere.”

“Why would that make you happy?”

“It’s like finding and defeating the monsters hidden within human society, or exploring unknowns within everyday life. It felt like Heroes are adventurers, and adventurers can have adventures like Heroes!”

Destroyer chuckled at Oknodie’s genuinely excited expression.

“You’re quite the bold one. Seems like you have the qualities to become a good adventurer, if not a hero.”

“What qualities are those?”

“Not being afraid.”

“Oh. What’s so special about that? It doesn’t sound impressive at all.”

“People often get scared easily. When they lack the skill to handle situations themselves, when they feel overwhelmed by the horrifying truths they’d rather not imagine, when approaching the unknown is frightening.”

Destroyer reached out to the fearless girl.

As she reached out to shake hands, he pulled the paper back with telekinesis.

To Oknodie’s confusion, he warned her.

“Still, it seems like you need to understand fear a little. If a newbie like you runs around fearlessly, you might end up as a sacrificial lamb somewhere.”

With a sinister tale, he waved his hand dismissively.

“The lecture is over. Since you got the answer right, that’s the end of the explanation. I gave you some extra points as not to humiliate top student, so go eat at the cafeteria and don’t starve.”

“Thank you!”

“Oh, by the way, they say lamb skewers will be served for lunch today.”

“……”

“Hehehe. Eat a lot. If you can.”

The lecture was fun, but the professor’s demeanor is too unpleasant.

With a face full of clear dissatisfaction, Oknodie left the classroom.

“Showing such a clear expression, she must be dead inside.”

The untold backstory of the former hero for the freshman’s first lecture.

The village chief who uncovered his identity wasn’t just an ordinary man obsessed with survival.

Initially, perhaps, but over time, the chief met a wandering dark wizard who exchanged bodies and magic with corpses.

Prevention of decay.

The ghostly footsteps of the dead.

A curse of disclosure.

Various magics were used to maintain the management of the sheep more conveniently.


During the ten years since the truth was revealed, it wasn’t just the heroes who grew stronger.

“To have an exceptional talent like you rush in overconfidently and die would be troublesome.”

To prevent such a sight, the principal does not allow freshmen to practice.

But accumulating experience indirectly through ‘dreams’ might not be considered practice, right?

Destroyer went to the alchemy professor’s lab.

“You want freshmen to accumulate indirect experience through dreams?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you doing this because you don’t want to lecture?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s odd. You seem to be enjoying it so much.”

The alchemy professor tasted it.

“If she is so clever, why not attend my lectures too?”

“Nah, she’s just a freshman.”

“Why not just join in advanced class?”

“Quiet. Don’t mess with the person before I have properly groomed them. It’s about morals, you witch.”

“How petty. We’re not sharing anything together anyway.”

“Then when do you plan to dream? During the next lecture?”

“Why would I do it then? I should be teaching my own lecture. Why dream then?”

“…You can’t be serious.”

“I’ll have it tonight.”

After waiting for ten years, witnessing the tragedy of a whole village, he vowed.

To deal with things as they come to mind.

***

[During retired legendary hero Destroyer’s lecture, the truth of the incident was revealed.]

[Situation Understanding Experience +30]

[Analytical Thinking Experience  +20]

[Willpower Experience +10]

[Acquired 3000 points as a bonus for completing the challenge.]

Hidden lectures had their perks. 

But the price was steep.

“Oknodie, what’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Then why aren’t you eating the lamb skewers and giving them to me?”

“I’m not feeling like eating.” 

“Is it too greasy?” 

“Just not feeling like it.” 

“I see. Sheep can be a bit troublesome, huh.”

Isabel understood Oknodie’s pickiness. 

Understanding was one thing, but she proceeded to transfer each skewer from her plate to Oknodie’s plate.

“Still, eat them all. If you want to grow tall, you need to eat a lot.” 

“Being 2m 30cm is too tall for a woman. I just want to be satisfied with 2m 20cm.”

With unreasonable excuses, Oknodie scooped the skewers onto Isabel’s plate while she watched, pondering what would happen if she really grew over 2 meters tall after eating these.

“Why are you being so particular? If the little mouse doesn’t want to eat, just give it to me.”

Son Ohchun snatched the plate and stuffed the skewers into his mouth.

“You still have an appetite, Your Majesty.”


Jezel remarked.

“What’s up? You dont like lamb skewers either?” 

“Have you already forgotten who’s waiting for a lecture after lunch?”

“Oh. The headmaster.”

Son Ohchun reluctantly placed Jezel’s plate back down, his appetite diminished at the thought of attending Dragon Headmaster’s lecture after lunch.



 
  
    Chapter 61: Rational Doubt of Lotto


Students who had suffered not from Professor Plato’s abuse, but from his relentless demands, still looked pale even after taking a three-hour break, including lunchtime.

Some were still not fully recovered physically, while others were apprehensive about the upcoming lecture.

“How tough do you think the principal’s lecture will be?”

“The person the one who gathered those unbearable professors, so it must be the toughest.”

“Didn’t the kid have lecture in the second period?”

“…I’m sure. That kid must be of mixed blood with an orc. Otherwise, the stamina is incomprehensible.”

“Discriminatory words…I’d like to say, but honestly, with that level of stamina, having orc blood sounds natural.”

“Right? Lotto, what do you think?”

“Huh?! Um, I’m not sure….”

Lotto inadvertently responded to her friends, who she hadn’t spoken to in a while, and inwardly cursed himself when she saw the surprised expression on their faces.

She had spoken without thinking, just like before, because she was standing nearby.

If you’re going to regret it, either don’t speak first or think before you speak.

If you’re going to speak, at least manage your expression properly.

Since the confrontation with Oknodie, she keenly felt her descent into the abyss.

“Um, we’ll be going now. Haha.”

“Oh, I kind of like that seat over there. Don’t you?”

The girls exchanged awkward conversation as they moved seats.

Though they lowered their voices a bit after distancing themselves, Lotto was annoyed at the student who was trying to speak in low volume, though she can still hear them.

“Idiot. Lotto isn’t part of our group anymore.”

“Why did you talk to her?”

“Sorry. It felt like old times for some reason.”

“What if we also get involved because of you?”

“Right. Princess Masugaki ruined the honour of Central nobility by associating with Lotto. Okdnodie wouldn’t have good feelings about her  either. We shouldn’t get close to Lotto.”

“We know that….”

If only she hadn’t fought with Oknodie.

Amidst regret, a group of four, known as Oknodie’s entourage, gathered in one corner of the classroom.

Lotto, a prospective knight major, remembered seeing Son Ohchun in some lectures while going back and forth because their schedule overlapped.

Though not as impressive as Oknodie, Son Ohchun was still remarkable.

Mana Flow Technique.

Mana Connection Technique.

With two visionary techniques for improving mana quantity and physique, he was a brute with innate toughness, brute strength, and rugged endurance, easily overcoming anything even without those techniques.

It was truly enviable how strong he was, making one realize that training was unnecessary for someone with a sturdy body.

“Look there. The leaders of Group B.”

“How can they wear the same uniform as us and still look so stylish?”

“One side is a hero chosen by the gods, and the other is a saint chosen by one of the 12 gods. If you’re loved by the gods to that extent, the level of charm is different from someone like us.”

Compared to the unknown gems like Oknodie or Son Ohchun, Lotto had merely accumulated mana a bit faster and improved her physique through private tutoring. Her background was laid bare.

Being rejected by Group B, but not having the dignity to compete with Group A, she found herself in a situation where she couldn’t even receive a word of kindness from anyone.

She had become an average nobody, not outright despised, but without any companions to share a word of affection.

Even in Group B, where she was rejected, and in Group A, where she couldn’t bring herself to join due to her pride, she was left alone, exposed to even greater hostility than before.

It was too heart-breaking.

Being forced to listen to the boldness of her former friends in Group B, she had to pay attention to the conversation of Group A students, feeling neither here nor there.

-“I’m here!”

“Ahh!”

“Whoa, it’s the principal!”

Students exclaimed as if the devil had appeared, as the head of a giant dragon appeared on the podium.

Its rough breath swept through the entire classroom, causing the unbuttoned jackets and skirts of the students to flutter wildly.

-“Today’s lecture is the teachings of the principal. I will teach you the bitterness of the academy.”

The principal’s large mouth twisted into a sinister grin.

“From now on, form groups of five. This lecture is a group project where all scores are measured collectively!”

Lotto almost burst into tears.

How can they form groups from the first lecture?

What’s an outcast like her supposed to do?

“Principal, what happens to groups that don’t have five members due to a shortage of people?”

The principal replied.

“They will be deducted points.”

The students’ gazes anxiously darted between each other.

Lotto wanted to cry even more.

After receiving support from her family and gaining admission to the world’s top Gift Academy, it hadn’t even been a few months before she faced deductions and the possibility of expulsion, returning to her family in disgrace.

How would her parents look at her? 

And how would her sisters scorn her?

In the surrounding noble families, they would mock her as an inferior child. 

They would receive messages from active academy students, spreading stories that she failed because she was unpopular.

As a result, what would happen within her family?

“Find a husband for her.” 

Or 

“Marry this man. Otherwise, send her to a convent for life.” 

Such words would likely be spoken.

Her career as a fighter would end before it even began, and she would inevitably face arranged marriages to salvage her value as a noblewoman.

While it would be acceptable for her family to marry into a powerful household, it would be humiliating to marry a man who beats women or marries many wives. 

Or to marry someone from a prestigious family with a bad reputation, or a man who looks at her with sinister eyes but whom she wants to believe is kind.

A future of unhappiness.

A career cut short.

Living only as someone’s wife, a mother of one child.

The words of a worthless noblewoman played out in her mind like a one-act play.

She didn’t want to become someone’s wife, mother, or nun.

Absolutely not.

She didn’t want to face such a fate.

“Hey! Um, want to form a group together…?”

Though she spoke confidently, Lotto soon found herself hunched over, her friends exchanging glances and shaking their heads.


“Sorry. We wanted to form groups with close friends. Do you understand?”

Once again, she was rejected.

The Central nobles, armed with sociable smiles, were all silently speaking to her with their eyes.

Don’t approach.

Don’t talk to us.

Do you want to be embarrassed?

She was enraged by the sight of them turning away cowardly, especially those who had goaded her into fights before.

“Princess Masugaki! We’re your only friends, you know?”

“Well, if you like me that much, I guess I can’t help it. Shall we hang out a bit?”

The faction of the 2nd Princess, Masugaki.

“Hero. Your skills match the rumours. Would you like to team up?”

“Sure.”

The B Group’s Hero Faction.

“Why don’t the heirs of prestigious families join forces to tackle this group project crisis?”

“I refuse. Why would I join hands with a chicken family brat like you?”

“We treated you well as members of the same noble family, but you seem to forget your place. You, a potato pizza family brat. If there’s a group fight, you’ll be the first to be eliminated!”

Two of the three major noble families of the Holy Central Empire.

The Chicken Family Faction and the Pizza Family Faction.

In the midst of fierce competition, Lotto turned a blind eye.

If everyone in the B Group had abandoned her, then it wasn’t the time for her to favour the B Group either.

If she returned to her family as a dropout, Lotto’s personal life and freedom would be over. 

There was no greater humiliation than that.

If necessary, she would have to endure collaboration with commoners!

“You, you guys! If you want, Lotto, who has exceptional fighting skills, can join you as a teammate.”

If they were from the A Group, the border nobles would likely jump at the offer from the central nobility.

Isn’t Lady Arcadia, the leader of the A Group female students, interested in foreign cultures?

If she, a noble from the central region, joined them, they would surely welcome her.

“Huh? Don’t you have any shame? We can’t accept someone who insulted our cute Dee.”

The plan was immediately shattered.

Not only Arcadia, the spiritual leader of the A Group female students, wasn’t hostile to her.

Duke Andersen, the spiritual leader of the A Group male students, also said with an unfriendly face that they couldn’t accept her.

“Oknodie is the most important student to our Western Nobles Union. Do you think there would be someone in the A Group who would shake hands with the person who turned her into an enemy?”

“Why the hell are you talking as you please? Is everyone in the A Group your subordinates?”

“Jigoku. Is it you again? Sometimes you should try cooperation.”

“Shut up. Is it always going to be like this? That everyone in the A Group is your underling?”

The plan had collapsed.

“Uh? You want me to shoot?”

“… I was foolish to seek cooperation from pirate.”

Feeling defeated for not being able to recruit even one colleague, she found solace in gaining at least one companion.

Though not a woman, not from Group B but Group A, not even normal but a somewhat trigger-happy person, still, having a team member was fortunate!

“…I’ll join too.”

“Hestia! I said some harsh words to you. Yet you’re still willing to be a team member?”

“It’s not like I’m doing it because I like you. It’s just that there’s no other team to join….”

Startled by Hestia’s words, Lotto looked around.

Sure enough.

Among the 44 students in the advanced class, most had already formed teams of five.

Even the unknown C group, rejected by both Group A and B, had all five of their members together.

“Oh my. Are we the leftover team? Then who’s the last one?”

With curious question, someone unexpected grabbed her sleeve.

“Me!”

“Huh? Oknodie?”

One of the most popular candidate became one of the four leftovers.

-This concludes the team formation.

-The four who failed to recruit all members will have 400 points deducted as a penalty!

-Additional 500 points would be awarded as consolation.

“???”

“Yeehaw!”

Oknodie was smiling as if she somehow knew it would turn out like this.

Looking at her face, Lotto remembered.

Her influence was not ordinary, capable of intentionally causing a power outage even during a sparring match at the academy.


‘Could she have known in advance that she’d receive additional points?’

If not, there’s no way she’d not end up in a team with the forest ranger kid and the man who always follows her around.

It was a reasonable suspicion.



TL Note: Remember Jijoku is roleplaying lol so dont say wrong gender eh~



 
  
    Chapter 62: The Pressure of being Alone


Abandoning comrades for 100 points.

That’s a foolish move.

If points were the only goal, Isabel, Jezel, Son Ohchun, and I could have gotten the points together.

This isn’t about points.

It’s about preventing Hestia from unjustly suffering.

‘Hestia is like a baby. Her mental state shatters at the slightest pressure.’

She won’t suddenly turn into a crazy killer if she breaks down, but minor psychological damage accumulates until it bursts and she becomes dark.

Just like Arthur Fleck, played by Joaquin Phoenix in the movie Joker (2019), who lost every bit of small happiness due to numerous betrayals and had his will to live shattered, leading him to a life of crime, Hestia follows a similar path.

‘If there’s a female Joker, it’s Hestia.’

After surviving a dangerous situation caused by the mercenaries’ reckless attempts and barely passing, the returned reputation is of a cowardly berserker who crushed her comrades’ skulls and passed alone.

The mercenaries who barely saved their lives thanks to her do not protect her honour but instead make it worse.

The aristocrats of Group B see her strength as an eyesore and harass her, while the border nobles of Group A don’t care about the situation of a savage mercenary.

Group A commoners also dislike her due to her reputation of betraying her comrades.

‘Even the last refuge she could rely on is a mess.’

‘The Answering Door’ and the friend beyond the wall.

Her mental refuge was an illusion.

In the original game, Room 111 was empty.

Her counterpart was not a person but the ‘The Answering Door’ imitating a human.

The purpose of the door was also to use her.

Goodwill was repaid with malice, there was no one to protect her from the overflowing malice, and even her mental refuge was a false temptation.

When her faith in humans and the happiness of living were fundamentally denied, Hestia’s heart turned dark, and she truly became a berserker who killed people.

She would reproduce the derogatory nickname everyone used to mock and insult her of her own will.

To prevent that horrifying event, instructors attempt to restrain her on-site and are killed together.

Professors also intervene but cannot stop her alone, who was displaying incredible combat power.

A mass killing of classmates, an unimaginable danger occurring in the middle of the first semester of the first year.

The way to prevent that tragic event is incredibly simple.

Just look after Hestia, so she doesn’t suffer unjust persecution, and the player needs to show a bit of kindness.

Allowing humans to live humanely.

That alone can prevent the tragedy.

“I’m worried about Hestia. Everyone says bad things about her. I want to be in the same team as her.”

“I guess it can’t be helped. If the child wants to do something good, I don’t want to say anything bad about it.”

Isabel understood my feelings.

“Then we’ll team up with the three of them.”

“Thank you.”

Dorothy and Rockbell.

Two people I connected with during the entrance exam formed a team with the three of us.

Thanks to that, I joined Hestia, Jigoku, and Lotto, the outcast, the straggler, and the misfit in the principal’s lecture.

‘Jiang has surprisingly good social skills!’

Jiang, wearing a fox mask, was worse in personality and an even bigger sadistic pervert, but at least she could pretend to be normal.

In contrast, Hestia and Lotto, whose reputations were critically damaged, and Jigoku, who was just naturally a weirdo, were abandoned by everyone.

The result was the formation of a bizarre team consisting of Group A’s top student Oknodie and the rest.

“Why did she do that?”

“She is a kid. Probably did it out of kindness.”

“Can’t even badmouth comfortably. Say something wrong and you’ll end up like Lotto.”

“Must be nice for that big berserker. Thanks to hiding behind a kid, she won’t get any flak.”

Go ahead, keep muttering behind the back like petty cowards.

“Our Hestia is so cute. Don’t listen to any of those nasty things.”

To cover her ears, I stood on my tiptoes and reached out my hands, but oops.

I couldn’t reach Hestia, who is over 2 meters tall.

I was debating whether to climb onto a desk when Hestia put her hands under my armpits and lifted me up effortlessly.

“Did you want to do this?”

“No, I didn’t!”

Who said I wanted a piggyback ride!

When I lifted my hands to cover her ears, Hestia grinned happily.


	Who said to bond with each other?

	This isn’t what this dragon wanted!



The principal’s stern voice startled the students.

“The principal seems to want a serious academic atmosphere. Sorry, Oknodie.”

Don’t treat me like a kid disappointed because I can’t get a piggyback ride anymore!


	This dragon’s selection is meant to foster pain, despair, and a hatred for asymmetrical organizational structures!



“?”

“?”

“??”

Did I hear that right?

Everyone had that expression, so I guess I did.


	I’ll show you how cruel it is for incompetent individuals to be grouped together.

	From today until Thursday, you will search for and collect ‘flags’ hidden all over the campus!

	An unclaimed flag belongs to whoever finds it first, but a flag with a claimant will go to the person who fulfils the owner’s condition first.

	However, the collected flags will be counted per team, not individually.

	Even if one of you slacks off, the rest can work hard to collect them, making this a very convenient assignment. Even the rewards will be equally shared among the team members!



“Oh my!”

“How awful!”

“Someone else can freeload while I’m working hard, and then we have to share the results of my hard work?”

The students’ eyes were filled with frustration.

That’s exactly what Principal Dragon wanted to see.


	This lesson is not to help you get used to the academy by exploring facilities open to freshmen, nor to communicate with instructors to learn the rules, nor to bond with other students.

	It’s a trial to understand the brutality of group assignments and to grow into excellent, solitary individuals who can achieve everything on their own.

	For the point distribution and detailed rules of the flags, ask the instructors around the academy. I’m too lazy to take questions. That concludes the lecture. Dismissed!



After saying everything the dragon wanted, the principal vanished with a “poof” sound.

The remaining students sat awkwardly around the lecture hall, reflecting on how utterly disastrous this seemed.

***

“Um, so how are we going to collect the flags?”

“Let’s divide the areas and search until lunchtime tomorrow, then we’ll figure it out.”

Lotto answered meekly, “Okay…” in a tiny voice and walked away, slumping her shoulders sadly.

“I’ll take the mountain.”

“Pirates should be on the river!”

Hestia enthusiastically ran off to the mountain she had visited during the first period.

Jigoku laughed mischievously and disappeared somewhere before I could stop him.

“No… I meant to divide the areas within the campus…”

How could none of my three teammates listen to a word I said?


In any other team, the leader would have every right to quit with such a dysfunctional group.

But for me, there’s no pressure because I can handle things on my own.

After all, since I assigned them tasks, they should be able to complete their parts individually within the deadline, right?

‘Oh, there’s one. There’s another. And another over there.’

Remembering the locations from the game, I circled the campus, collecting a ton of flags.

As I was passing by, Jezel spotted me and looked incredulous.

“How did you manage to collect more than twenty flags when others think finding two or three is a lot? People might think you’re running a flag business.”

“Heh heh. I’m actually pretty good at hide-and-seek and finding things.”

“Could you give me any tips?”

Of course, I can.

“Imagine you’re the principal and think about where you would hide the flag to make the students the most frustrated!”

“Hmm. If it was me, I’d put a flag where everyone can see it, then set up dozens of traps that reset automatically around it to torment the students.”

“Oh? You mean something like this?”

With his fur singed black from fire, Son Ohchun proudly showed a flag through the window.

“Son Ohchun. This is the second floor. How are we making eye contact through the window on second floor?”

“I figured there might be something hidden in the tree, so I climbed it. Didn’t find the flag but found some potions, a pillow, and a wooden board someone had hidden.”

“Ah…”

The board had desperate messages carved into it with a dagger, like “Please let me come down” and “I want to sleep on the ground.”

I think I understand.

Some poor student with a fear of heights must have taken the lecture on sleeping anywhere to heart and ended up stuck in the tree.

“By the way, why did that little mouse gather so many flags? Is she trying to do the work of five people by herself?”

“No way, everyone will do their part.”

If everyone does their part, they should each gather around three flags.

Honestly, I don’t expect more than that.

***

“Oknodie is really scary. She has already gathered twenty flags.”

“Is that for real?”

“She said everyone on her team need to do their part.”

Meanwhile, within the academy, a clumsily overheard conversation started to get wildly distorted.

The rumor spread rapidly, becoming more exaggerated and leading to a completely different conclusion.

“I heard Oknodie won’t forgive any teammate who doesn’t gather at least twenty flags, saying they’re worthless.”

“Poor guys.”

“If you end up on the same team as the top student, do you have to go that far? It’s probably better to be on a team that’s not as intense. Those guys have it rough.”


Returning to the courtyard for dinner, Hestia, Jigoku, and Lotto were wide-eyed at what they heard.

“Twenty flags?”

“Crazy.”

“Is that even a realistic number…?”

They had been comforting themselves, thinking that finding one or two flags was good and that finding three or four was excellent, but now they realized there was no room for complacency.



 
  
    Chapter 63: How to Eat Flags as Easily as Cake


Lotto, Hestia, and Jigoku gathered to share their progress over dinner, only to be met with faces of despair.

“So, how many flags did everyone collect…?”

“Five. I scoured the mountains like crazy to get them…”

“Four. I worked hard to bully the easy targets…”

“I got three. I diligently ran errands for the instructors…”

Their efforts were nowhere near enough.

It was clear: there was only one conclusion.

“We have to steal other people’s flags.”

“Our reputation can’t get any worse. For the sake of Oknodie, I won’t hesitate to dirty my hands.”

“If the three of us do it together, we can bully stronger ones too!”

Simply trying hard wasn’t enough.

They needed a better solution.

“Let’s go. Each of us needs 16, so we just have to take one from 16 people.”

The time for honest effort was over.

A trio of flag bandits was formed.

***

After school, academy students could join clubs to enjoy additional activities.

Despite their struggles to survive, newbies had surprisingly high club participation rates, often tricked by senior members luring them in with promises of food.

“Lift the rake with more energy!”

“Hiyaa!”

“Plow the field!”

“Hiyaap!”

Freshmen, who were diligently digging up the frozen fields, asked their seniors.

“Senior, how long do we have to keep plowing the fields?”

“Yeah, isn’t this a hunting club?”

“Ha, look at these guys.”

The kind seniors who had grilled meat and offered free tastings during recruitment had now changed their expressions completely, scolding the poor freshmen.

“Hey, did you eat the meat or not?”

“Uh, we ate it.”

“What?”

“We ate it!”

“Then you have to pay for the meat you ate.”

“Then why don’t we go hunting together instead of farming…”

“What if the hunt fails?”

“What?”

“What do we eat if we fail the hunt?”

“The school meals, maybe…?”

“Like hell. Do you think points come out of the ground? We have to farm to be self-sufficient!”

The freshmen realized.

The kind seniors were all an act, just like a nonexistent kind and moral professor.

From the beginning, the seniors had tricked them into a fraudulent contract to secure labour!

“I didn’t join the hunting club to farm. Let me out!”

“Sure, pay the penalty fee.”

“What, what’s this ridiculous amount of points!!”

“What do you mean. You signed it.”

“This is a scam!”

“It’s not a scam. It’s a contract guaranteed by the academy administration, and you signed it. If you want out, you either start paying off this debt with points or…”

“Ugh!”

“Or bring two friends to replace you.”

“Friends! If I bring friends, can I quit without working?!”

The senior smiled benevolently.

“Yes. You just need two friends to sign the contract and write your name as the recommender. Then you can leave without paying a single point.”

“I’ll do it. I’ll definitely find them!”

“But finding them is finding them, you still have to finish today’s club activity. If you don’t, you’ll be fined for poor participation, you know?”

Disgusted, the trapped students swore they’d find a way to quit no matter what.

Their eyes were filled with resentment.

“The seniors are real demons. How can they do such horrible things without any pity?”

“Right. If they suffered under their seniors, they shouldn’t do this to us.”

Mob and Jakku.

Drawn by the tantalizing smell and juices of the meat, the two freshmen were genuinely disgruntled.

“What’s with all these weird flags they gave us? What are we supposed to do with them?”

Mob grumbled as he carried the flags given by the seniors, insisting they have use.

“Hey, look. There’s a kid carrying a ton of flags on her back over there.”

“Oh, I know. That’s Oknodie, the top student from Group A.”

“The youngest and shortest half-orc freshman?”

The two rushed towards Oknodie.

Seeing them, Oknodie started running away even faster.

“Hey, hey! Wait a second!”

“Damn, why is that kid so fast!”

“No! Don’t! Stop chasing me!”

Mob felt wronged.

“All we wanted to ask was if you know what to do with these flags!”

“Really?”

“Yeah! And to say if you join the hunting club, you can eat meat. Just write Jakku as your recommender!”

Oknodie, who had been slowing down, started sprinting even faster at Jakku’s words without looking back.

“You idiot! Keep your mouth shut!”

“Ugh!”

An angry Mob pushed Jakku down and chased after Oknodie, fervently explaining that he wasn’t involved, finally convincing Oknodie to stop.

“Huff, huff…”


“So, why were you chasing me?”

“Wait a second, huff, huff…”

“Can I go now?”

What kind of kid has this much stamina? 

Mob glared at Oknodie resentfully before speaking.

“These are flags from our hunting club activities. The seniors said they’d be useful somewhere, so I thought you might know since you have so many.”

“Oh, so it was the hunting club this time.”

“This time? So, you know how to use these flags, right? Please, tell us!”

Oknodie held out her hand.

“Give me five of them.”

“Why should I?”

“Then I’ll tell you.”

“Fine. But I’m holding onto you so you can’t run away.”

“Do as you like.”

Mob, trembling from the exertion, reluctantly handed over the flags while tightly holding onto Oknodie.

“So, what are these for?”

“They’re for class assignments. Freshman collect them to submit as part of their coursework.”

“That’s quite useful.”

“Given how many there are, they’re not particularly valuable.”

Well, Oknodie did have a whole lot of them like some kind of merchant.

“It’s still a hassle to collect them, so I’ll buy them with points. One meal is 5 points, so how about trading them all for 5 points?”

“No way. 5 points only gets you the basic ration.”

“You’re trying to sell something that a kid can collect this many of in half a day for more?”

“I just want to use them to recruit freshman to our club. I’ll give them to you if you join.”

Oknodie clicked her tongue in annoyance.

Seeing the child get upset when things didn’t go her way made Mob chuckle.

He imagined the youngest top student, the half-orc prodigy with immense stamina, but in reality, she was just like any other kid from his hometown.

“Forget the points. If you get two friends to join the hunting club using my name, I’ll give you all the flags.”

“Really?”

“Of course. I never go back on my word.”

How many friends could a kid bring anyway? Was it right to trick a child like this?

Mob felt guilty about deceiving a child, but Jakku, who had caught up, said, “Whatever this kid said, I’ll agree to the same deal!” and Mob’s guilt vanished.

Escaping the devilish club was what mattered, not conscience.

But they underestimated Oknodie.

In just 30 minutes, four students followed Oknodie back.

***

While roaming around the clubs, gauging which club each senior belonged to based on their grades, unexpected luck found its way to me.

Among the rare gifts given to freshmen by seniors, the <Senior Collected Flags>, which had an even rarer chance of being obtained, was the very essence of it.

“Heh, what a windfall!”

I had already amassed quite a few flags, but the more I collected, the more useful they became.

After enticing four stout students from the empire to the hunting club and selling them off, I amiably handed each of them a flag.

“Here, this is the promised reward.”

“Wow! Getting a flag for free for joining a club, I feel so lucky!”

“Thanks, Oknodie. You’re actually a pretty nice guy, huh?”

There’s no guilt in selling off those poor students.

That’s right, it’s all an act.

Those who say nobles or commoners lack dignity have no idea. 

Oknodie with her cute face and unruly strength is like an orc, isn’t she?

You wouldn’t expect such wickedness from her, would you?

Even now, it’s the same.

How long has it been since they received the flags? 

Yet they’re still giggling behind my back like silly little children.

“Next time, be careful. That way, you won’t fall for bad kids like me.”

With the bag I had prepared beforehand filled with flags, I left feeling exhilarated.

Thanks to that, the number of flags doubled overnight.

It’s almost 40 flags now.

“Thanks, Oknodie!”

“Thanks to you, I survived!”

Only spending four flags, Mob and Jakku handed over more than twenty flags.

Having gained twenty flags with just four, it’s an obvious profit for anyone to see.


As they handed over all the flags and left the club together, they waved goodbye with cheerful smiles.

Poor suckers.

I shouldn’t tell them the shocking fact that the price of one flag will rise to 100 points later.

You reap what you sow.

You guys teased me for being an orc hybrid, didn’t you!



 
  
    Chapter 64: Lecture of Justice


“Oknodie. Why the expression?”

“I think I had a strange dream last night.”

I must have had some strange dream at night.

I can’t remember what dream it was.

A very uncomfortable feeling that is hard to describe!

“Hoho.”

“Mr. Jezel looks happy.”

“I came up with a good idea last night.”

Isabel, who was dining together at the restaurant, said with a surprised face.

“When this guy opens a shop, I won’t shop there.”

“What did he do?”

“He sold flags.”

“Really?!”

“Of course, he didn’t sell all the real flags, he made a lot of fakes.”

I was speechless.

There are many strange players in the world, but I’ve never seen an NPC who makes flags to sell.

“This is also a skill learned from Oknodie’s creativity. Adaptability and creativity are the qualities demanded by the academy.”

“Isn’t it bad for the merchant’s credibility?”

“Haha. Oknodie is indeed clever. Of course, I prepared for that part properly. To be precise, I didn’t sell fakes, I sold the possibility of buying real ones.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means selling the possibility of winning a real flag among the fake flags with a 1% chance.”

It means selling random flag gacha.

It seemed that there were fake tickets mixed in the tickets sold by the ticket scalpers.

It’s worth a thousand points to say that it was Jezel’s skill.

“How much did you sell for?”

“You can challenge for 100 points per attempt. Would you like to try it, Oknodie?”

“It’s okay. I’ve already saved up a lot.”

“Hmm. I see. How about this then? Will you sell me some of your flags?”

I did think about selling flags.

There’s a problem with the price.

“I was thinking of selling real flags for 100 points each. Is that okay?”

“What could go wrong? I’ll buy it immediately.”

As I received the points through the magic watch on my wrist, I handed over 10 flags.

“Hoho. Now, by raising the winning probability, if I sell more fake flags, the 10 flags that Oknodie sold for 1000 points could given a return of 10,000 points.”

“…I will never buy anything from the store you open, Mr. Jezel.”

The scam of the scalpers is too scary!

***

There is a homeroom on Monday 1st period, but there is no homeroom on Wednesday 1st period.

At Gift Academy, which is closer to a university than a high school, homeroom is a major event notification time and weekly event notification time.

<Adventure Department> 

<Room for Developing Insight>

So the first class on Wednesday is the <Developing Insight> class, which was followed by homeroom.

It’s the time of a beautiful professor, Bronze, who looks good in a silk hat and a white suit, and whose chest is platinum-level despite her name, becoming a model for others.

“Wouldn’t you all like to buy this before attending the lecture? It might help you with your studies.”

Jezel spread out a mat inside the classroom.

On the mat were earplugs of various colours and shapes that could snugly fit into the ears.

“You have the opportunity to choose earplugs in your desired colour and shape. The price is very cheap at 3 points per pair.”

“If you can’t get peace for your ears for 3 points, then what’s the point?”

“It might seem expensive to pay the price of a meal for a pair, but when you think about the terrible ear terrorism, it’s honestly worth buying at least one.”

The students obediently paid their points and started buying earplugs one by one.

Among them was Titosso, a wealthy and timid girl.

“Titosso, let’s buy a microphone later and have fun playing music.”

“Yeah. It will definitely be fun, with a disco ball-like atmosphere.”

“Hehe. Will it be?”

A foolish person who drags around a cumbersome lightning stand because of her older sister’s insistence that just buying it can make you popular.

…Titosso, whom I thought was just that, was actually popular among students in Professor Sadako’s terrifying fifth-period “Night-time Activities for Adventurers” lecture.

‘It would be really fun if someone brought a gun or took off their shoes on a plane in real life.’

I don’t know if she is like them or her friend’s target, but anyway, I’m glad Titosso has made friends!

“Oh, those are the seniors who abandoned and ran away from us!”

“Seniors! How could you do that!”

Titosso, the loudest voice in the class, protested cutely to the second-year seniors with her friends.

“Haha. Sorry, freshmen. Helping you out with tests and assignments on our own would be cheating.”

“Was that what it was?”

“Think about it. If clueless second-years like us helped you with surprise assignments prepared by the professor, wouldn’t it have been obvious?”

Both freshmen and sophomores alike are wary of the professor’s eyes.

“I’ll believe it because it’s Senior Bixton, who even criticizes the professor to her face!”

“Since senior Bixton, who confessed his crush publicly, got rejected and still received special treatment from his crush, says so, it must be true. I’ll believe it!

“Senior Bixton, who can still hang out with his girlfriend even after failing a public confession, is quite popular, so I’ll believe it.”

That kind of teasing from freshmen?

I’m so scared of Titosso’s friends.

I must never do anything to make enemies with them.

“Hey, you guys. Don’t tease Bixton too much just because he looks easy. For now, he’s our friend and your senior.”

“Oops, sorry.”

“Just be reasonable.”

Unlike the easy-going Bixton, his girlfriend, who was publicly confessed to, and the quiet second-year seniors who protect him, were not easy opponents for Titosoo’s friends.

Above all, befriending seniors can be an astute way to gain insight into those terrible assignments early, so paying attention to seniors’ favour is also a smart social activity.

Indeed, on Earth, there were players who focused on such social activities as part of their academy activities.

“Nice to meet you, everyone.”

But still, not the professor! 


Befriending the professor is the shortcut to becoming a teaching assistant or a graduate student!

“In the last lecture, we practiced ‘vision’ by finding and deactivating hidden alarm clocks in the classroom. And those who successfully deactivated all alarms received excellent bonuses.”

“What?! No, Professor. The freshmen got bonuses? What about us who couldn’t do it last year?”

“Haha. It was your mistake to leave the classroom without looking for hidden alarms. Leaving the classroom was your choice, so don’t blame me, the professor.”

“Are these kids from a specialized treasure hunting expedition?”

“Don’t misunderstand. Eleven out of twenty were found by a single student.”

The second-year students looked back at the freshmen with faces full of regret.

With a stern gaze, Professor Bronze looked at Oknodie, the first-year student who had been most adept at finding clues and causing trouble.

“Since I gave you all a taste of what’s to come in the last lecture, this time, I’ll add some light theory.”

“The importance of perception is something you’ve all experienced. But you haven’t yet acquired the knowledge of what exactly to look for with that keen perception.”

“Let’s hear it then. The student holding the lightning stand. With your excellent perception, what would you seek?”

As the attention of the room focused on him, Titosso responded nervously, her face slightly flushed.

“The professor’s lectures can be quite intimidating.”

Laughter erupted from all corners of the room.

Professor Bronze raised an eyebrow, asking with puzzled expression. 

“You’re not talking about me, are you?”

Titosso vigorously shook his head in denial.

“I thought as much.”

The professor, she feared facing again in the fifth period today was Professor Sadako.

“If one can distinguish intimidating lectures with perception, then one could navigate through the academic life comfortably. Now, what about the student with a handful of earplugs?”

“I’d like to find lectures that are good for business. So far, my perception seems to be satisfied.”

Once again, laughter filled the classroom.

Using business tactics to earn points just three days into enrolment showcased the remarkable perception of the student, earning acknowledgment even from Professor Bronze.

“Having the perception to distinguish tools that can address the shortcomings felt during lectures would be great for a fruitful academic life.”

“However, what this instructor aims to teach you today is slightly different.”

Professor Bronze’s hand delved into her suit jacket.

Fumbling around the raised edges of the justice pocket, her hand retrieved something.

“What I’m here to teach you is how to discern between justifiable theft and its owner. How to identify unjust individuals and unjust items.”

Professor Bronze waved what she held in her hand back and forth.

The second-year students widened their eyes upon seeing it, while the first-years soon understood the reason.

“For instance, a wicked professor who persecutes colleagues and disrespects them is an unjust individual.”

“If such a professor was to prepare a unilateral advantage for central noble students under the pretext of assessing the freshmen’s abilities, even the answer sheet of that exam would be unjust.”

This professor stole exam papers from other professors…!


Even if the students didn’t want to pay attention, they couldn’t help it. 

The lecture had begun, and Oknodie was the only exception who hadn’t attended any of the Central Professor’s classes before.

“Hey, isn’t the name of the professor from the fourth period lecture written on that…?”

Isabel’s muttering made her eyes gleam with anticipation.

If she could help her precious chef Isabel, things would be different!



 
  
    Chapter 65: This is not a joke


Professor Raeb, an Imperial professor from the imperial academy.

He didn’t like the Dragon Principal’s efforts to make the academy more accessible to commoners.

Even though the Empire was paying a huge amount of funding, the benefits were not limited to imperial nobles, but extended to even the uncivilized commoners from the outskirts.

“It’s unacceptable. I cannot allow wealth redistribution or promotion of lower ranks. Especially not in my Magic classes.”

So, he administered the exam.

A written exam with tremendous scoring bias.

Favouring the imperial nobles.

“But what is this result!”

Isabel – 19/20

Yupi – 18/20

Masugaki- 17/20

Masugak, the Second Princess of the Empire, raised under strict royal education.

Yupi, a chosen saintess receiving education from the sole deity, Sofemia, in the pontifical seat.

Above those who should be the pride of the Empire, even above those who possess the bloodline of nobility, the names of the uncivilized commoner stood at the top.

“While I can understand the heavy burdens on the princess and the Saint, how can this result be justified?!”

Group A average – 14.2

Group B average – 13.7

Even in average scores, the abilities of the Empire’s elites were surpassed by those of the insignificant outsiders.

The 981st imperial entrants were not lacking in ability. In fact, compared to previous years, the average scores were much higher.

In other years, a score over 10 would have been considered excellent for imperial students on this written exam.

For outsiders, anything over 5 would have been considered acceptable.

That was the problem.

A doubling of average scores, an abnormal change.

Raeb realized.

“The exam has been leaked.”

There were no signs of intrusion.

Both the questions and answers were still protected by powerful defensive spells.

Yet, there was a troublesome presence, like a thorn in his side, lurking within the academy.

“Bronze de Estrada. What a brazen criminal. Your four-year farce!”

To disgrace an imperial noble-born professor to this extent would be punishable by death in the Empire.

“I will never forget today’s shame.”

***

“Hey, you, sharing the exam papers with all of Group A students after all this effort. Isn’t it regrettable?”

Titosso complained with a face that seemed to say she would die of regret.

Isabel quickly hid the exam papers behind her back.

“Well, since it’s regrettable, I won’t show you.”

“Ouch, show me a bit more! Quickly. I haven’t memorized the questions and answers yet!”

“Then be quiet and just look.”

Isabel shared both the exam questions and answers with the students taking the Magic class.

Of course, it was thanks to Oknodie’s efforts, and she herself was indebted to Oknodie for receiving the exam papers.

“Are you okay with this? Even though this is so precious. If you show it to an imperial student, you’ll get a lot of points.”

“Isabel is the person I’m closest to among those taking the Magic class!”

Valuing friendship over profit.

It’s common sense in an adventurer party, but massive gains can make even that common sense crumble.

To Isabel, who knew that not all adventurer parties were made up of good people like the Esornia Expedition Team, Oknodie’s favor seemed even more dazzling.

In a world overflowing with trash who sell their comrades for a few coins and betray them.

It was a miracle that Oknodie, raised as an assassin noble family, could maintain such a kind heart.

“…Thank you.”

“Hehe. Not at all.”

***

Bronze Professor felt sorry for Oknodie’s behavior of freely giving away valuable exam papers to friends, even after obtaining them at great expense.

The advantage of a Rogue is that they earn a lot of money.

To provide students with a taste of this advantage, she brought in items that could be monetarily valuable and conducted a practical test in discerning genuine from fake.

“Try to guess which of these three pieces of paper is the real exam paper. The student who answers the most questions correctly will receive these exam papers and answer sheets as a prize.”

“But, this test is not only about finding the real one, but also about identifying why the fake one is fake.”

Starting with crude question papers composed of incomprehensible characters, moving on to papers with different fonts, and even papers with different textures, the difficulty of the practical test increased gradually, with the later papers resembling the original more closely.

Students realized how many factors they needed to consider to determine the authenticity of an item and naturally acquired the skills necessary for discernment.

However, there were students who already showed exceptional talent bordering on perfection, notably Oknodie.

“Nonsense. We experienced a similar practical test in our second year, but losing to a first-year is unacceptable.”

“If the opponent is on par with a current adventurer, then even seniors’ grades aren’t bad. It’s just that the opponent was better.”

Isabel comforted Bixton.

Unlike the first stage where everyone passed, the difficulty steeply increased from the second stage onwards.

By the time they reached the fourth stage, even Isabel and Bixton couldn’t avoid elimination due to the high level of difficulty.

“You, are you really a first-year? You’re too good at this.”

“I was genuinely surprised by your skills, senior. You have an eye for detail that is hard to believe for someone who failed last year.”

“Of course. Being the successor to the top of the list, I have confidence in my discernment.”

“Incredible. Do you have any good tips?”

“If you’ve experienced the embarrassment of becoming the successor to someone named like me, you’d study to avoid humiliation. You should try to build yourself up to be like the top of the list too, right?”

“Haha. It seems your parents were especially fond of you. Still, I’ll decline being like you, considering the embarrassment.”

Bixton’s female friend, Lizna, also failed at the fifth level alongside Jezel.

“…Tsk. I thought I had good eyesight.”

“…I agree.”

The taciturn swordsman, Sing, and the taciturn senior in the second year, both failed at the sixth level.

As a result, the test papers and answer sheets became the property of Oknodie, the one who passed the sixth level.

Even students with evenly balanced skills and talents would find it practically impossible to identify the original if the counterfeit item was enchanted with magic and resisted magical dispelling.

“Well, why not try casting a new spell! Since the counterfeit items are already filled with so much magic, there won’t be any room for more, making the non-magical paper the fake.”

“That’s the answer. But how did Oknodie find the real one without casting any magic?”

“Um… just by instinct?”

Knowing for sure that the paper on the right was the correct answer, Oknodie casually mumbled, but Professor Bronze, who was already determined to groom Oknodie as her disciple, nodded in satisfaction, stating that having a good intuition was also a good quality of a rogue.


However, the attitude of not taking advantage and readily giving away valuable items to others, though it might represent the righteous aspect of a rogue, couldn’t fulfil the desire for wealth.

‘Next time, I should investigate the relationships among colleagues and bring items associated with professors who have no personal ties to anyone.’

Unless he wanted to spread rumours about how a Imperial professor failed to safeguard his test papers and answer sheets, he wouldn’t spread any rumors himself.

Stealing from the next target wouldn’t be too difficult either.

“It might be better to aim for items that also aid in growth.”

Should she target Professor of Oriental Medicine’s “Pungyu Hwan”, or should she aim for the Alchemy Professor’s “Growth Potion”?

Smiling happily at the thought of preparing for the next lecture, Professor Bronze, who had the appearance of an adult but lacked the maturity and who possessed an adult-like stature and bust, chuckled to herself, unlike Oknodie.

***

Second period, lunchtime.

Following the promise made during the Teachings of the Principal lesson, the three students gathered again in the cafeteria, having concocted a plan.

Oknodie was taken aback when she saw everyone carrying a bunch of flags.

“Wow. How come everyone brought ten flags each?”

“Bought them.”

Hestia’s short, blunt response didn’t seem to faze Oknodie, but she blinked nonetheless.

“Excuse me?”

“We bought them together.”

Lotto responded with a face that seemed strangely relieved.

“Is that a joke?”

“I didn’t buy them.”

Jigoku was straightforward.

“I shot instead of buying.”

I dreaded hearing the response, but I couldn’t help asking.

“What? Shooting at training dummies?”

“What else? They were students with flags, after all.”

“Really?!”

“Are you stupid? Why would we bother shooting at training dummies when we’re busy collecting flags?”

“Isn’t shooting them strange in the first place?!”

Looking around the cafeteria, Oknodie noticed students with faces as if they had been slapped.

Seeing them turn their heads with sounds like “Eek” or “Eugh” while trembling, it was obvious who had been hit.

“Come on, follow me.”

“Why? We’ve already confirmed there are no hidden flags.”

“We said if we find out later, we will give them a bullet hole for each flag.”

The violent responses from Hestia and Jigoku, both top fighters, of the 981st year, were overwhelming.

“We need to apologize!”

“To that weakling?”

“Shouldn’t he be the one apologizing? He should be sorry for being such a weak classmate?”

“Is the academy life only going to be after this today? You two may have had the upper hand in combat-related lectures this time, but next time, you might be humiliated in a lecture that requires using your brains.”

“To those weaklings? Me?”

Jigoku spread his wings of imagination.

“Like chopping heads with an encyclopedia?”

“…That would be difficult.”

In the end, the three of them quietly followed Oknodie to apologize to the student with bruises on his face.

“I heard there was an incident with my team members last night. I’m sorry.”

“Is that something you say after beating someone to this extent…? Thanks to you, I couldn’t even eat the fried chicken that came out for lunch and only had to eat porridge.”

“Wow, that’s harsh.”

It’s too much to be beaten to the point where you can’t even eat.

As Oknodie stared at her teammates with a look of confusion, she bowed her head.

“I’m really sorry.”

“It was really severe.”

As if she couldn’t stand it, Oknodie lowered her head while glaring at her teammates.

“I’m really sorry.”

“Then give back the flags.”

“Huh? Why should I give back the flags?”

“You came to apologize, didn’t you?”

“I already apologized.”

Who said we give back the flags?

Just apologize.

“It’s a joke. I’ll give them back.”


“Phew…”

“For 100 points each.”

“Haha. That’s a joke too, right?”

“No, it’s not.”

This isn’t a joke.



 
  
    Chapter 66: I wrote it all


“That’s not acceptable, you rascal.”

“Ouch.”

When I lifted my head from the shock of hitting a boulder the size of my arm, Son Ohchun was looking down at me pitifully.

“You little punk. Have you been hanging around with that employer guy and learning the tricks of the trade?”

“Geez. That hurts, you know!”

“I hit you because I wanted it to hurt. Forcing people to hand over their stuff and demanding points is nothing short of extortion, isn’t it?”

“But those guys said horrible things to Hestia!”

Hestia also picked her targets based on what they’d done wrong.

On closer inspection, they were all people who deserved what they got.

“Even so, do you really want to extort from people weaker than you? It’s one thing to beat them until they’re thoroughly defeated, but acting like a greedy corporation isn’t right.”

“I get it… I’ll restrain myself next time…”

“Not next time. This time, too.”

“Okay… This time, too…”

Son Ohchun is a long-time regular companion, a founding member of the Oknodie Party, practically an employee.

If he got annoyed from me not listening, it would be troublesome, so I decided to humour him this once.

But the students, they were already black and blue, began to fear us even more.

“Here, take the flag.”

“N-no, it’s fine. We don’t need the flag, just please spare us.”

“Huh? They said it’s okay.”

“Man, they’re just scared. Give them the flag already.”

“Alright…”

Reluctantly, I handed the flag to one of them.

But the guy who received the flag started bawling his eyes out.

The friends who were eating nearby kept their heads down, not moving their utensils, maintaining an eerie silence.

What’s with this atmosphere?

I did as Son Ohchun said, gave back the flag, and tried to be nice, so why are they so terrified!

“What’s going on? Did something bad happen?”

“N-no, we’re just naturally quiet.”

“Hey, just shut up and eat.”

The student next to the one who tried to cover for his beaten-up friend jabbed him in the side to keep him quiet.

Even a fool could sense the fear in the air, making me momentarily feel sad.

But then, feeling piercing gazes, I turned to look at other people.

“That guy’s life at the academy is over now.”

“They’re probably going to come by and beat him up for fun every now and then.”

“Maybe they’ll beat him to death instead of extorting flags.”

“Let’s get out of here.”

“If we get caught, we might get targeted too.”

“But I haven’t finished my milk yet…”

“Do you want to get beaten up and ruin your academy life, or skip the milk and stay safe?”

Suddenly, students started throwing away their milk and clearing their trays, rushing out of the cafeteria.

Even precious meat was left behind as they urgently exited.

Oknodie was baffled by the victims and their friends fleeing.

“Hey, wait! I need to apologize!”

“It’s okay, you don’t have to!”

“And take the flag too!”

“You keep it! We’ll give you everything, just please forgive us!”

“??”

Despite following orders and acting kindly, Oknodie ended up instilling even more fear.

***

“Something happened, please give them a good scolding!”

“Why should we do that?”

The instructors, who were patrolling the academy, responded impassively to the students who rushed to them, pouring out every little detail.

“Violence that occurs during the process of seizing flags to complete the Teachings of the Principal assignments does not violate the school rules. There is no physical restraint.”

“What kind of rule is that!”

“We didn’t intervene when you used your power to collect ‘protection fees’ in the form of points from lower-class students and controlled the usage time of Group B training facilities.”

It wasn’t because the instructors lacked the skills or were afraid of their backing.

“It’s because the Principal respects human free will. Whether it’s a good or an evil will.”

The Principal does not discriminate between good and evil.

Thus, the academy’s principle is fundamentally to avoid active intervention with students.

“Instead, the instructors evaluate. They assess the academy activities of the students. Who broke which school rule, who lived an exemplary life deserving of rewards. And then they measure the points.”

Point omnipotence.

The academy’s justice is realized solely through points.

Only then did the students realize that the Principal’s words about points being everything, literally true.

“If you’re upset, take the Martial Arts class in the Knight Faculty. If you become stronger through learning, you won’t get beaten up.”

“Hmph. Fine. It was our mistake to rely on the instructors. We’ll solve the noble’s problem in a noble way.”

‘A noble should resolve things with connections!’

Only another noble can uphold a noble’s dignity.

The students decided to go complain to a professor who was an Imperial noble.

***

Wednesday, 3rd period, Professor Weird’s class on “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage.”

Today again, Professor Dryad, in her sensational attire made of leaves and vines that revealed more than they covered, captivated the students’ attention.

“Last time, we found the puzzle pieces of natural mana. Today, we will write down the theoretical formulas needed to use those puzzle pieces.”

When the professor turned to face the blackboard with chalk in hand, the students’ gazes followed her back instead.

Even when facing forward, the professor’s outfit failed to fully cover her voluptuous bust, making the students imagine the ripe, tempting shape of her chest.

Without caring about her exposure, her bare midriff’s eleven-line abs and cute belly button captivated the hearts of male and female students alike, with Oknodie being sure that half of the students were in love.

And the other half?

Surely, they were entranced by her back.

Seeing the slender waist descending in an S-curve down her back made one think of wanting to hold her or run a hand down her spine, bringing up all sorts of thoughts.

While they were distracted, the students realized too late that the speed at which she was writing on the board was rather fast.


“Oknodie, isn’t the professor’s hip amazing? I’ve never seen such a beautiful butt. I heard Dryads are charming, but does she do hip-up exercises or something?”

“Dorothy, you’ll regret it if you keep this up. Start taking notes quickly.”

“Notes? I can just write it all down when the professor finishes… Wait, what? When did she write so much?!”

The answer lay in the vines.

She used vines as freely as hands, each holding a board marker, writing at an incredible speed on the 1200×5000-sized large blackboard.

Even if she had two hands, it would have been hard for the students to keep up, but with more than ten vines writing simultaneously, it was overwhelming.

Looking back at the struggling students, the professor turned around with a satisfied expression.

“All done writing? Then I’ll erase it.”

“No, Professor!!!”

“How could you do that!!!”

“You just finished writing it!!!”

“I didn’t finish any of it! You need to give us time to take notes!”

Panicked screams erupted from all sides.

Professor Weird tilted her head.

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Huh?”

“I wrote it all down.”

“……”

Indeed.

Even this young, healthy Professor Weird, who wore so little that she’d be labelled an exhibitionist outside, had a flaw.

She was a selfish and ruthless professor who didn’t understand the students’ feelings.

‘The excellence of a tree spirit should be clearly shown to the students. Why should I understand their feelings?’

Professor Weird truly thought so.

Oknodie was well aware that this professor would naturally think that way.

This person felt proud and satisfied with the fact that she had given such thorough and perfect notes.

Her goal was to showcase her abilities to the world more widely, not to teach intelligence and culture to blockheads as a true educator!

“Waaah! I couldn’t even write down half of it!”

“I couldn’t jot down half of the formulas, so I don’t understand any of it. Formulas that don’t work are just garbage!”

Dorothy the ranger from the frontier, and Rosgini from the Red Tower, and Sandkooker from the Yellow Tower, all arrogant students from the Empire’s Magic Towers, were completely devastated.

“Looking for notes on section 1-2!”

“Is there anyone who succeeded in taking notes for section 1-3?”

“I have notes for section 1-4, so if anyone has notes for section 1-3, please exchange…”

“I’ll give you 5 points! Just let me see it once, please!!”

“I’ll add the tastiest food from the cafeteria worth 5 points!”

“10 points!!!”

“What!! Sacrificing two meals for one page of notes, are you crazy?!”

“I have as much money as I need. Points can be restored. But lost grades, a fallen reputation, and the scorn from the family cannot be recovered!!”

After the lecture ended, the <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage> lecture hall became more of a chaotic market than a place for bartering.

Most students, logically, continued taking notes from the leftmost side, resulting in notes only for page 1-1, with almost no successful notes for other pages.

There were very few students who took notes on other parts of the board with the intention of exchanging notes with other students.

“Waaah. What do we do? I’ve messed up from the second lecture!”

“Don’t cry, Dorothy. I took notes.”

“Really? Which pages did you take notes on?”

“Pages 1-3 and 2-3.”

“What?! 1-3 is scarce, and 2-3 had only one person who managed to take notes!”

“Originally, you take notes on the most valuable parts. That way, you can exchange them with others to complete the whole set.”

Dorothy hung her head low.

“But I only managed to take notes on pages 1-1, 2-1, and 2-2.”

“It’s okay. I’ll show you mine.”

“Really?! Even though the pages I have are of low value, is that really alright?”


“Of course. We’re friends, aren’t we?”

“Oknodie…!”

“In return, for the pages you’ve taken notes on, charge the others 10 points per page, and give me half of the money you make as a commission!”

“……”

The reason she took notes on already known material was, of course, to earn points



 
  
    Chapter 67: The Pitiful Child


A cruel dryad obsessed with the forest, oblivious to human emotions.

An unfeeling demon who divides the vast blackboard into five sections, finishing five pages of notes at once, and erases them all in less than a minute.

Even more, she starts her second round of notes on the erased blackboard, delivering the despair of double-note hell.

Professor Weird’s reputation plummeted in an instant.

The students shuddered with betrayal.

“No wonder the imperial professors call her a savage vine-witch!”

“Ugh, I shouldn’t have been curious about spirit magic in the first place!”

“If only her leaves didn’t seduce my eyes, I would never have taken this lecture!”

The students vented their frustrations to the point of awakening regional prejudices.

Dorothy extended a saving hand to the poor students who had learned firsthand the terrifying power of a beautiful woman.

“Did you guys attend the third period lecture today? I’m selling pages 1-3 and 2-3 for 10 points each. Want to buy them?”

The students cried tears of gratitude.

“I’ll buy! Please let me buy!”

“Where did you get something so good?”

“I got a sales commission from Oknodie. It’s not my notes.”

The students, having finished their notes with great effort, finally took a sigh of relief.

From the next lecture, they formed groups of at least five to cover different sections of the notes, so they no longer had to worry about the same trouble.

Since this was their first time experiencing such a situation, they just needed to get the notes for this lecture.

“Thank you. You saved us. If it was the imperials, they wouldn’t have shared their notes with us after finishing them.”

“Agreed.”

“But how did Oknodie think of taking notes on just pages 1-3 and 2-3? Is it because she’s the top student and really smart?”

“No idea.”

Dorothy was also curious about the secret.

So, instead of locking herself up in her room after returning to the dorm, she knocked on Oknodie’s door.

“If it’s Oknodie, she has classes scheduled until the fifth period.”

“Fifth period…? There’s a lecture that late?”

“It’s a night lecture. I heard from the instructor that it’s prepared for nocturnal students. But who are you?”

“Dorothy. I’ve been indebted to Oknodie since the entrance exam. I live in room 120.”

“Oknodie has a lot of friends. I knew that, but still…”

Hestia couldn’t hide her bitterness.

Dorothy spoke to her in a bright and cheerful voice.

“You’re Hestia, who moved into the room next to Oknodie, right?”

“Right.”

“How was it? Being in the same group as Oknodie.”

It wasn’t the question Dorothy originally wanted to ask, but she couldn’t help her curiosity.

Being in the same group as the top student Oknodie, who stood out since the entrance exam.

Dorothy, who had indirectly experienced her extraordinary abilities in the <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage> lecture, couldn’t help but be curious.

“At first, it’s intimidating.”

“As expected, right? That girl is amazing in many ways.”

“More than that, I feel sorry for her.”

“Huh? Oknodie? Why?”

She was the youngest student to enter, the youngest top student, breaking all sorts of youngest records. 

If she was pitiful, then someone as ordinary as Dorothy would have to be a third-world refugee.

“Didn’t you notice? That girl, no matter what she does, always aims for perfection and beyond.”

“Of course, it’s because she is the top student.”

“That’s not necessarily true. Oknodie is only 11 years old.”

“Even though she is bold for her age, early education isn’t unheard of. The kid could just be a bit precocious.”

“You must not have seen it, but Oknodie used lethal force in a duel against the Imperial fighter, Lotto. And in Professor Plato’s lecture, she took the northern duchess’s side.”

“…That is a bit strange.”

“Do you see the direction of this early education? This is strong evidence supporting the Oknodie assassin theory. Just the fact that she followed the ice wizard with a willingness to die shows an abnormal level of commitment.”

Hestia viewed Oknodie’s obsession with perfect performance as a bad habit stemming from a flawed educational environment.

“That must be it. Being beaten for not achieving results, not being able to survive unless she is the best. If she grew up in such a cruel environment, it makes sense.”

“That’s child abuse!”

“Would they care about that for a child raised as an assassin in a heartless noble family? If you ever take on a noble’s dirty work as a mercenary, you’ll understand.”

Hestia was a competent berserker.

Therefore, she had been called on a group commission by the mercenaries’ guild, where renowned mercenaries from various regions participated, to witness the dark side of noble families.

A vast underground facility.

Children imprisoned with chains around their necks.

Some trained as porters, some as sex slaves, and some as assassins in this horrifying child abuse facility.

It was a nightmarish scene she never wanted to recall.

“Wait a minute. So Oknodie’s skill in cooperation… was because she had experienced such things?”

“Cooperation?”

“During Professor Weird’s lecture today…”

Dorothy recounted what happened during the lecture.

The mad professor’s erratic notes, and Oknodie expertly taking down only the most valuable points.

The indifferent look as if she had been through such trials many times, but actually lost in thought while staring at the blackboard.

“Let’s be nice to Oknodie.”

“Yeah, we should.”

Though Hestia and Dorothy hadn’t had much interaction before, they bonded over their shared pity for Oknodie.

Hestia’s social circle improved in a way different from what Oknodie had intended, but as long as the destination was reached, the path didn’t matter.

At least the chances of Hestia suddenly becoming a mass murderer had decreased.

***

While Dorothy was busily selling the lecture notes to other students for points, Oknodie arrived at the outdoor lecture hall of the knight’s department for the fourth period lecture on Wednesday, <Long-range Weapon Mastery>.

“My arm still has muscles.”

“I pulled the bowstring too much.”

“I should’ve chosen javelin throwing.”

“Isn’t a gun the easiest? You just pull the trigger.”

“So you’re going to take the class with that crazy red-haired guy?”

“Ah, no.”


“I’m scared I’ll get shot next to him.”

Lower-level students, who had fewer mandatory credits to complete compared to the upper-level students, generally had brighter expressions.

The slightly more relaxed schedule, sparing them from constantly being tormented by various professors, helped maintain a healthier complexion and mental state.

“Young ones of the continent. Today’s lecture will also proceed with training divided by your main weapon.”

The reactions of the students in the archery group upon seeing Oknodie fell into three categories.

“Hi, Oknodie!”

“Are you using the longbow again today?”

“How do you even draw it with those thin arms?”

Group A students, who were genuinely impressed by her strength.

“Oh, you scared me.”

“Right, Oknodie is here.”

“Aren’t you afraid you’ll get hit?”

Group B students, who were starting to fear her growing notoriety.

“…She’s just a child. There’s nothing to be so wary of. At least not in this this lecture.”

“Skola’s right. We have nothing to fear.”

“No matter how skilled Oknodie is, she can’t beat Skola in archery!”

The heir of the divine archer.

A supporting character famous for archery among imperial students, often taking the ‘ranged damage dealer’ role in the academy.

The last group consisted of a horde of followers, including Skola and others who looked up to her.

“Isn’t that lot pretty arrogant?”

“How dare they speak to Oknodie as if they’re challenging her.”

“Oknodie, you should say something too.”

However, the person in question had no grievances about it.

“Huh? I don’t really mind, you know? Archery isn’t really my specialty. I’m not that good at it anyway. Hehe.”

“No, anyone could tell you were amazing!”

“Right. The ability to draw a bow that even adults struggle with and hit the target accurately at just 11 years old is not something anyone can easily do!”

For some reason, the students in Group A started getting angry on her behalf.

‘To begin with, she was born to shoot arrows, how can anyone beat that?’

In any game, the ranged class handles ranged weapons with near-perfection.

There are some unpopular characters with terrible accuracy, but at least the Skola she know isn’t one of those.

“Alright, I’ll explain the skill we’ll be practicing today.”

She was lost in thought until the instructor began his explanation.

‘Well, since this is the second lecture, it won’t be a big deal even if they make a fuss.’

If the first day was about hitting a stationary target, the second lecture was about hitting a moving target.

While she is not lacking in skill, it’s not a lecture where she would show off impressive abilities.

She can’t beat Skola, who’s considered top-tier in speed and long-distance shooting competitions, and there’s no reason to compete anyway.

“Due to the high average skill level in the archery class, we will be moving forward with the lesson planned for the fourth lecture.”

“What??”

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing much. It’s just a simple moving shooting competition while doing an obstacle run.”

“Wow. We’ll get to see whether Oknodie or Skola gets the better score.”

“That said the scoring is only 10% weightage, so you can think of it as just messing around with the bows and have fun.”

But now, they’ve sprung a surprise test with a 10% score weight by advancing the lesson schedule.

The students who had been watching me and Skola with interest turned pale, realizing that the trouble would also affect them.

“Wh-why would you do such a thing!”

“We’re still beginners!”

The instructor scratched his head as he looked at me.

“Professor Evening Shooter said that since there’s a talented young archer in the class, we could move the schedule forward.”

“That’s wrong! Look at Oknodie’s arms. How can she even draw a bow properly with those slender arms?”

“Look at her height. She’ll trip over the obstacles and cry!”


“Don’t you feel sorry for Oknodie?”

“…….”

The same ones who were egging me on just a moment ago, encouraging me to compete, are now using me as an excuse.

“I’m fine!”

Somehow annoyed, I cheerfully raised my hand and made sure the instructor noticed me.



 
  
    Chapter 68: Use your heart kindly


The reckless competition between the frontier/border and the central/empire endangers the future of humanity.

The culture of hatred and contempt led by adults is wrong, and all students must unite and work together to survive.

“Did you get shot in the head?”

“Does it hurt a lot?”

Usually, friends who would have made such remarks readily agreed with William’s opinion.

“I get it.”

“If we can just end this hellish lecture, I could even praise those imperial bastards as noble.”

“Ha… Oknodie. I can’t even scold her because she’s just a kid, but I want to.”

Students who returned from the obstacle course limped back, either lying down on the open ground or collapsing weakly against the trees.

By the look of it, it seemed like a medical tent on a battlefield with too many wounded to accommodate, but the truth was it was an instructor hiding in the shade of a tent and abandoned students.

“Instructor, can we rest inside too?”

“Absolutely not.”

“We’re so tired… We just want to rest in the shade…”

“Go under the trees.”

“The strong ones have taken all the spots under the trees.”

The instructor turned to the student who raised the objection with a cold look.

For a moment, he seemed pricked by his conscience, but then he turned his head, resolute.

“This is the order of Professor Evening Shooter.”

“Are you a scarecrow who can’t make decisions without the professor’s orders?”

William, in a fit of anger, provoked the instructor.

All the students around were shocked by his bold action, but the instructor’s expression only grew more grim.

“Look under that tree. How does it look?”

“Cool.”

“The inside of the tent is even cooler. It’s enchanted with cold magic.”

“……”

What is this? Is he bragging?

“There’s a survival of the fittest even for the coolness under the trees, so do you think it’d be different inside the tent?”

“!”

The instructor’s sudden argument disturbed the students.

It’s convincing!

“Even if the tent is opened, only those already enjoying the coolness will feel even cooler, but you won’t get inside. This is a tent for four people.”

“Three people at a time can take turns going in!”

At William’s protest, the instructor, as if expecting this, mocked his naivety.

“Fairness, that’s nice. So what if the more skilled and top-performing students argue that better talents deserve better benefits?”

“You’re the instructor, you should figure it out somehow!”

“I see. Then when I retire from the academy, will you protect me from the retaliation of disgruntled student families? ‘Fairly’?”

“…Just figure it out, please!”

“No. I’m not willing to sacrifice my precious privileges to humour the complaints of kids who can’t guarantee my future. Feel the pain of your skin burning in the sun.”

Ziiip.

The instructor zipped up and went back into the tent.

Despite his annoying demeanor, the students couldn’t bring themselves to call him a selfish adult.

They were also afraid of defying the imperial noble students.

“Should we just watch those who haven’t run yet…?”

“Yeah…”

***

William and his friends from Group A looked at us with faces twice as weary as adults who had seen the bitter side of society.

‘What’s wrong with them? Are the Empire guys teasing them, saying if there’s no water, they should drink iced Americanos?’

Having experienced that myself, it was quite infuriating.

Even when facing a 230cm giant, you have no choice but to acknowledge the provocation of sipping iced Americanos in front of them.

How can the poor, powerless people of lower status handle the Empire’s crazy folks who provoke even in the face of violence.

“Next up. Those whose names are called, step forward.”

“Skola. Liv. Carnegie. Mob. Oknodie.”

Five students lined up at intervals in front of a line drawn with a stick.

It was a competition of obstacle running and moving shooting simultaneously.

The scores posted for each student were so dismal it was embarrassing to look at.

[Undergraduate: Papi]

[Running: -7 points (too slow)]

[Obstacles: -23 points (hit too many obstacles)]

[Accuracy: -2 points (missed more targets)]

[Composure: +5 points (quickly moved past missed targets)]

[Technique: +1 point (decent enough)]

[Total Score: -26 points (is this really an undergraduate?)]

Papi, who was now a laughing stock, seemed pitiful.

But it might be okay since the scores of the other students listed next to him were even worse.

“We must avoid the score category of ‘is this really an undergraduate?’”

“Isn’t it better than the ‘first to die on the battlefield’ category, which starts from below -30 points?”

“There’s a perception-deterioration spell halfway through, so you can’t see the course. What on earth is beyond half of the obstacle course?”

Unlike the students who were engulfed in fear, Skola, the descendant of a divine archer, calmly held an invisible bowstring and bow.

With mana granted to the descendants of divine archers, its possible to could create arrows and shoot them with a cheat-like bow.

‘Didn’t that guy have something weird on his eyes too?’

Something about slanted eyes or whatever.

A dirty trick that supposedly lets you see curves… something babbling like that.

When holding the bow and aiming, the laser pointer only visible to the eyes predicts where the arrow will land in an instant. 

How can you compete with that?

“Oknodie. Don’t be too nervous.”

“Me?”

“Losing to a strong opponent is not a disgrace. Don’t think about competition; focus on doing your best. More than winning or losing, have the mindset of an archer.”

But this guy is a bit annoying.

“Lastly, let me go over the rules once again. Try to pass through the obstacles as quickly as possible, aim to hit all the targets, and strive to reach the finish line swiftly.”


“Keep these three points in mind and do your best to finish ahead of others.”

“Well, it’s just a competition accounting for 10% of the midterm grade. Don’t be too nervous, just do it like a human being.”

The instructor, after roughly consoling them, was about to blow the whistle but then added as he put it down.

“However, since the other group’s instructor and students are watching, try to show a bit of a cool performance.”

“By the way, the students watching us over there are seniors taking ‘Genege’s Tactics’ class and they are having a test to predict the ranking order of your group.”

“If it was me, I’d create an unexpected turnaround and smash the grades of those who are predicting me last.”

“…….”

With that, the instructor, who had added as much pressure as possible until the last moment, blew the whistle.

Whistle!

Running hard on the course, surprisingly, everyone followed at a decent speed in the running segment.

‘Are archers weak in close combat?’

In my adventures, I’d meet archers who were in terrible shape, out of breath after a short walk, hiding behind us and shooting arrows that ended up in the backs of allies. 

But, as expected of the world’s best academy, there were no such lousy archers here.

‘Then why were the scores so terrible?’

The reason unfolded at the first obstacle course.

“Damn, it’s a swamp!”

The swampy area, made by mixing sand and mud and pouring water over it, would swallow your feet with every step, wasting a lot of time.

“My foot’s stuck!”

“Aaaagh! Help me!”

At the sound of screams heard in lines 3 and 4, Liv turned around in confusion.

“Skola. Do we really not have to save them?”

“Focus on the match, Liv. This is a competition.”

As cruel as it sounds, Skola’s approach is correct.

If I just take care of myself, I’ll be fine in the record competition.

It’s not a team effort, so why should I bother about others?

There’s really no need for it in the first place.

“Oops… Looks like Line 2 is out again this time.”

“I invested poorly.”

“Look at the floor properly! There’s a line you can grab onto!”

“Run, you slowpoke from Line 4!”

“Haha, Line 4 guy. Just as expected, you’re the worst. Even your appearance is the most pathetic. As expected, the physiognomy the professor taught us never lies!”

Senior guys who hope their chosen candidate will achieve the desired results always shout advice from afar, no matter what.

“Line 5, Oknodie! Why is that so-called top student falling behind and lagging behind! If she doesn’t get first place and costs me 500 points, I won’t let it slide!”

“?”

But there’s always someone who crosses the line.

Stopping abruptly in my tracks, I turned around and walked back the way I came.

“Hey, hey!! Are you trying to ditch me right now?!”

Ignoring the senior’s astonished shout, I threw a rope easily grabbable to Mob, who was still struggling in the swamp in Line 4.

“Mob. Grab onto this and get out.”

“Oh, Oknodie? Didn’t you go far ahead?”

“Of course, I came back to save you.”

“What do you mean ‘of course’, you idiot? If you do something like that, your record will be ruined!”

“We’re in the same A group. We need to help each other in the same group!”

“Oknodie…!”

“It’s okay. It’s not like you’re going to die just because you get a slightly lower score on a 10% test!”

From the start, this contest.

Even if I get first place, the points given are only 100.


“There’s also a slightly more sinister motive.”

If I throw away those 100 points, I can blow away the 500 points of the senior who dared to insult me.

And even if Mob, who everyone expected to be last, only gets up to third place, all the tactical seniors watching will fail the first-year record ranking prediction test.

Old-timers don’t fight with their peers who compete together.

I will fight against the senior guys who have insulted me and manipulate rankings!



 
  
    Chapter 69: Hot Run


Course 1: Swamp Crossing.

If you look closely at the ground, you can distinguish between the swampy areas and the solid ground.

[With excellent observation skills, you navigated the swamp course without falling into the swamp even once.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Terrain recognition experience +2]

[Swift reconnaissance experience +1]

[You hit all the targets while passing through Course 1.]

[Moving shooting experience +3]

[Sensory Concentration experience +3]

[You guided a struggling comrade through the swamp course together.]

[Kind-hearted experience +3]

[Charisma experience +1]

Successfully completing the course was expected, but the increase in one particular skill was unexpected.

Why did “kind-hearted” increase more than “charisma” after such a performance?

“There are strange poles set up ahead in succession! What should we do, Oknodie?!”

“Don’t panic, just stay calm and run.”

<Course 2: Spring Hurdles>

Dozens of hurdles set up in succession.

Running and jumping over all of them would be a challenge, and the runners in lanes 1 and 2, Skola and Liv, were already far ahead.

“They’re already halfway through?!”

“If you get too anxious, you’ll trip.”

<Warning: Knocking down the hurdles will result in a penalty!>

A warning sign prominently displayed.

Mob was torn between the anxiety of falling behind and the fear of penalties.

“If you jump in rhythm and shoot when you feel the ‘tap tap pop’ rhythm, it’s easier!”

How can you say that so casually, you talented freak?

Even with a tearful expression, Mob somehow drew his bowstring.

His aiming time was short, and he didn’t even hit the target, but standing still and shooting at the targets would result in greater penalties due to time loss.

Ignoring the targets that caught his eye, he ran on.

Hurdles reappeared.

Stepping on the platform before the hurdle, the spring compressed.

‘I can’t get the timing right!!’

Boing!

As the spring released, he soared, leaping high and barely clearing the hurdle without knocking it over. 

However, it took considerable time to correct his posture.

“Damn, couldn’t they design a test more suitable for first-years?!”

“Should we run a bit slower?”

Mob’s complaints didn’t cease.

His eyes changed when he looked back at me running beside him calmly.

“Why are you still running next to me?!”

“So what? We’re in the same group, running side by side.”

I even considered faking an injury to let him go ahead.

That’s when it happened.

“Oh my! The runner in lane 4 suddenly sped up like crazy!”

“Is he insane?!”

“The gap with the leading group is closing!!”

The tactical seniors shouted in astonishment.

The anomaly started right next to me.

Mob suddenly awakened.

***

‘Damn it. What am I doing?’

The top student of my grade, a young child, is sacrificing their score for me in real-time.

Is it humiliating to receive help from a child?

Am I ashamed to be inferior to a kid?

That’s not the issue.

Because of me, a child who could run faster than anyone is falling behind.

“A-group’s top student isn’t so great after all.”

“Damn it, I thought she would naturally be in second place.”

“Are all the recruits of the 981st outpost just bugs? How can someone like that be the top student?”

Even seniors who I’ve never met insult her.

‘Don’t make me laugh. This kid isn’t someone you can insult at will!’

Oknodie had greatly helped him with the club incident.

Repaying kindness with enmity?

My pride as a man won’t allow it.

Can you still call yourself a man?

‘This isn’t what a man does!’

What is a true man?

Someone who knows how to repay kindness.

Unlike the noble aristocrats.

Mob, who grew up in a commoner’s household, had neither extraordinary skills nor mysterious knowledge passed down to him.

Instead, he inherited one invaluable lesson from his father.

-Mob. Be a man who knows how to repay kindness.

Oknodie, who sacrificed even her record competition for me.

It can’t be anything but disappointing for her.

Yet she smiles, saying the ranking doesn’t matter.

How upset must she be beneath that calm face?

How much must she feel like blaming me, wishing I could run a bit better?

‘I know. I know well that with my ability, overcoming these unfamiliar hurdles and shooting at targets while moving is all too much for me.’

At this rate, both my scores and Oknodie, who is keeping pace with me, will be a mess.


You can’t have it all.

So, I made up my mind.

To be a man who can repay kindness.

Just like how Oknodie saved me by going against the odds when I had even thought about giving up once.

This time, I will save Oknodie.

“Oknodie, I’m going to give it my all from now on!”

“Huh? It’s impossible, with your skills, Mob.”

“You’re right. Running the course, jumping the track, finding the targets, and shooting arrows while moving. For an ordinary person like me, none of it is easy.”

Mob’s steps began to speed up.

Even as the track approached, he no longer hesitated.

He wasn’t afraid of falling or getting hurt anymore.

What he feared now was not such trivial things.

It was that Oknodie would be upset because of him.

That everyone would underestimate Oknodie’s potential.

“Whoa!! Number 4 has gotten incredibly fast!”

“But at that speed, he can’t aim at the targets!”

“What is that guy thinking?!”

The question that came to the seniors’ minds was the same for Oknodie.

Mob was a lower-class extra.

In the original game, he was less than even a named minor character.

A student living in the academy without a single line of dialogue.

A mere existence sharing the same space.

An ego booster serving as the baseline for grades.

There was no way such a Mob could cause a turn of events.

If he had that much potential, he wouldn’t have remained an extra in the first place.

Among the 981st students of Gift Academy, he was the lowest, a dropout who wouldn’t be surprising to be expelled at any moment.

‘I managed to hit it, but can Mob?’

As soon as she shot the arrow while running, she felt it.

This was a hit.

As she turned briefly to look at Mob, Oknodie was shocked.

“Mob! You missed the timing to shoot?!”

Mob hadn’t shot an arrow.

It was clear that failing to shoot at the target even once would result in a penalty.

However, there was no sign of anxiety on his face.

A grin.

A smile revealing white teeth, showing a certain manly determination.

“I didn’t miss. I didn’t shoot on purpose.”

“What?!”

“If an ordinary person tries to keep up with a genius’s pace, they have to abandon the idea of following everything.”

Mob said.

“So I gave up. Finding the targets and shooting arrows. Instead, I gained the speed to chase the lead!”

“But that means your score, Mob!”

“Haha. Even if I calmly shoot, I might not hit one out of ten shots. So I have no regrets.”

The gap with the lead had undoubtedly narrowed.

The distance of 45 tracks had shrunk to 33.

But it was still far.

At this rate, Oknodie would still fall behind.

Mob put all his strength into his legs.

Bam! Bam! Bam!

“That guy, he’s really lost it!”

“What kind of running is that? Isn’t the guy in lane 4 afraid of losing points?!”

“Not only has he given up on the targets he can’t hit, but he’s even given up on jumping the hurdles!!”

[-1 point]

[-1 point]

[-1 point]

Instead of jumping the hurdles, he sprints across the bare ground next to them.

With each hurdle he passes, the penalty points accumulate rapidly, causing Mob’s score to plummet at a frightening speed.

“Stop it! If you don’t get back on the track and run properly, you’ll end up last…”

“I don’t care!”

“Really?!”

“Just because we’re in the same group, we’re supposed to run side by side? You think you won’t abandon me because we’re friends? If that’s your stubbornness, then my stubbornness is to repay a debt of gratitude like a man.”

Mob shouted, looking straight ahead with a serious face.

“If you want to cross the finish line side by side, you have to run at the front. I don’t care if I lose all my points as long as I don’t become a hindrance to you!”

“Mob…!”

“Don’t slow down. Don’t look to the side. Jump the hurdles properly, find the targets, aim and hit them. You can do all that while running alongside me at this speed!”

[Lane 4 is currently at the lowest obstacle score.]

[-40 points]

Although last place was already certain, there was no regret or hesitation on his face.

“Show everyone that A group can do it too. Show them that a friend running alongside this Mob is this amazing. Crush the noses of those Empire guys and the seniors who talk crap!!”

When the space beside the lane shrank and it was no longer possible to run on flat ground, Mob began to kick and shove the hurdles out of the way, running roughly.

His shins and thighs collided with the hurdles, causing pain that brought tears to his eyes. Despite the repeated bruising impacts, he gritted his teeth and ran on.

No matter how much he staggered, no matter how much the pain made him scream.

He corrected his posture.

He bit down hard, swallowing his screams.

He only looked forward and ran.

So that Oknodie could run a little faster.

To prove to everyone her true worth.

‘You idiot. Points are awarded even for recognizing and aiming at the targets.’

He didn’t know, but the penalty points he was receiving were far greater than what was visible.

But even if he knew, Oknodie realized his steps wouldn’t slow down.

The passionate run of a man who would give up everything for her, the desperate sprint of a nameless extra, made Oknodie’s heart race.

<Lane 1, 2nd course cleared!>

<Lane 2, 2nd course cleared! +1 track>

Broadcast announcements floated above the large mana board.

In the end, Mob’s run failed to catch up with the Empire students.

<Lane 5, 2nd course cleared! +3 tracks>

Instead, he had closed the gap from a 45-track difference to 33 tracks, and further down to a 3-track difference from the lead and just 2 tracks from the next position.

“Ugh…”

“Mob!”

“Prove that my run wasn’t in vain!!”

In the end, unable to endure the pain from his reckless run, Mob’s steps faltered and came to a stop.

Though his body had stopped, his fiery determination was clearly conveyed.

“Yes!!”

Oknodie’s made a resolve.

‘In this race, I’ll come in first place, making up for Mob’s part too!’


The seniors watching thought.

“Wow. The instructor looks really pissed.”

“That sudden burst was incredible.”

“But I don’t hate it. That guy’s so passionate.”

The passionate run of an extra began to dramatically change the flow of the race.



 
  
    Chapter 70: The Heir of the Divine Archer Skola vs. The Herculean Archer Oknodie


Mob’s intense pursuit was influencing the two people running at the forefront.

‘Those guys are catching up at an increasing speed!’

‘This is absurd! What kind of tricks are they pulling to catch up this fast?!’

A desperate sprint driven by a man who had given up everything, combined with Oknodie’s heartfelt run inspired by deep emotion, created a relentless chase.

With each lap of the track, the gap was narrowing, and Skola and Liv repeatedly felt the urge to look back.

“Don’t look back!”

“Aren’t you curious too, Skola?”

“It’s already hard enough just looking ahead in this race!”

When Oknodie went back to save a comrade, Skola thought:

Saving a comrade left behind on the battlefield is an act that jeopardizes oneself.

Thus, he resolved:

Even if that fool realized his mistake too late and ran alone, he would not allow even second place to such an idiot.

Live tried hard to suppress his anxiety at Skola’s advice.

‘The Heir of the Divine Archer is matching my pace. He must be counting on me!’

Among the 981 students, there wasn’t a single person who shot arrows better than Skola.

No one could deny that fact.

Therefore, Skolla’s advice held exceptional meaning in this <Long-Range Weapon Course> class.

Academy’s number one.

The foremost talent was looking out for him.

That meant he expected Liv to be in second place.

To surpass even the youngest genius Oknodie, who outshone prominent frontier nobles!

<Third Course> 

<Cliff Climbing>

A steep cliff almost 90 degrees.

Outcrops and holds to step on or grab with hands.

Ropes coming down from above and safety equipment set up along the course.

Some targets could be shot from below, but some could only be hit from above, placed in extremely tricky positions.

“If it’s too much, use the safety equipment!”

Skola said this while nimbly clinging to the cliff and swiftly climbing it.

‘So fast!!’

Agility is a fundamental skill for an archer.

Finger strength that can hold the body’s entire weight when gripping small crevices is also crucial.

His heart was saying:

I want to run and climb like that.

But his head was saying:

You can’t do that.

‘Damn it, they’ve been pushing their limits to catch up!’

Liv was determined.

He climbed the cliff rapidly, grabbing protruding rocks without using safety equipment.

He neither tied the rope around his waist nor attached any safety gear, relying solely on his body.

Snap

Despite this, he felt it.

The intense heat two lines away, the pressure of being chased by what seemed like a giant, 230cm tall.

Thinking he shouldn’t look back, Liv found himself looking at Oknodie’s Line 5.

At that moment, Oknodie was already far above.

The moment he saw it, he knew.

‘This is impossible.’

It was clear he couldn’t win.

Facing the limits of his talent, Liv’s hands froze.

His dream of being second in his group competition slipped away before his eyes.

***

Liv fell to third place in the group competition.

He gave up.

He conceded to the person who surpassed him.

But Oknodie was different.

Just a little ahead, she relentlessly pursued Skola, who was climbing the cliff at a frightening speed.

“Damn it, if only my arms were a bit longer!”

Yet the gap didn’t close.

No, in fact, the distance gradually widened.

Unlike Skola, who had long limbs and a tall stature, Oknodie, though well-proportioned, had shorter limbs, which naturally created a difference in the gap.

“Whoa!”

“Number 5, you’re doing quite well!”

“Number 1, don’t get caught up!”

“Chase, Number 5!”

She erased the seniors’ shouts from her mind.

The reason she was running now was not for those seniors’ point betting.

It was for a man who hoped his comrade would advance.

To repay the hot will of a man who risked all penalties.

Oknodie, who had always played like a giant with too many muscles and unnecessary height, admired such fiery passion more than anyone.

“No matter how small my body is, my heart is bigger than anyone’s!”

As soon as she climbed the cliff, Skola swiftly turned and fired five consecutive arrows.

<Line 1, Course 3 completed!>

<Line 5, Course 3 completed! +0.08.61>

Eight seconds later, Oknodie successfully climbed and nocked an arrow.

There was no visible aiming point.

There was no conveniently automatically appearing magic arrow.

She used all her accumulated knowledge and trained senses to manually nock and shoot each arrow.

[You conquered the third course in one go without any stops.]

[Boldness experience +10]


[Climbing experience +5]

[Terrain recognition experience +2]

[You hit all the targets on the third course.]

[Rapid shooting experience +3]

[Sensory Concentration experience +3]

The time gap widened, but seeing the fourth course brought a smile to her face.

<Course 4>

<Lift Action>

The descent lift slanted from the top of the cliff down to the forest below.

The lift, connected by ropes and vehicles, was shockingly made of a bar without a foothold, requiring one to hang on by hand.

Of course, to shoot arrows, hands are needed.

This lift boldly challenged.

Could one move and shoot targets without using their hands?

If not confident, just hanging on and passing through would suffice, it seemed to say.

“Hiya!”

She quickly leapt and hung onto the bar, and with a clunk, Line 5’s descent lift began to move.

[You grabbed the descent lift without a moment’s hesitation.]

[Boldness experience +3]

Clunk, clatter!

The descent lift shook roughly like a downhill roller coaster without safety measures.

Even knowing the instructor would catch her if she fell, her heart raced with a thrilling tension.

Fear lasted only a moment.

While hanging upside down, legs wrapped around the handle, she saw Mob limping toward the cliff from afar.

Flash.

Seeing Mab raise a fist as if to say “I’m watching you,” she raised her hand in return.

“If I had known you were such a great person, I would have paid more for the flag.”

Courage fully recharged.

With a moment of hesitation reducing the time gap, she engaged in an aerial shooting contest with Skola while on the descent lift.

Whizz!

Skola demonstrated a terrifying rate of fire with magic arrows.

Thwack!

In contrast, this side was straightforwardly loading each shot with power and firing one powerful shot after another.

There were a total of ten targets to hit in mid-air.

Considering the speed at which the lift was descending, there was only one chance for each target.

The guy with the rapid-fire bow could afford to hit just one out of three shots, but as a power shot user, I didn’t have that luxury.

Whiiing.

‘Damn.’

The lift swayed abruptly due to the wind blowing in from the air.

My aim wavered, and I missed the shooting timing for a moment.

Skola also missed all three of his arrows.

‘Don’t panic. If you fall apart after missing one tempo, you’ll end up missing all the remaining targets.’

During extremely difficult battles, there are sometimes crazier things than this lift that make you lose your mind.

[With an iron will, you quickly recovered from a momentary mistake.]

[Willpower experience +10]

[Sensory Concentration experience +10]

[Moving shooting experience +5]

[Acrobatic shooting experience +5]

[Aerial shooting experience +5]

Alright.

I hit nine out of ten.

Just as I was thinking that while shooting the last arrow, an arrow flew from the side and struck mine.

“Damn it.”

That persistent bastard.

Not only did he attempt to interfere in mid-air while struggling with his own target shooting, but he also succeeded.

I almost got angry and shot an arrow at that guy’s lift rope but stopped.

‘Mob wouldn’t want that kind of match.’

I threw my bow and quiver onto the sand, rolled to the side to land, quickly retrieved the bow and quiver, and sprinted towards the final goal point.

<Line 1, Course 4 completed!>

<Line 5, Course 4 completed! +0:01:57>

Although my arrival time was slightly slower, my movement in getting up was quicker.

<Course 5>

<Full sprint>

My legs were trembling and my body ached, but I ran with all my might.

“Ugh!”

I heard Skola’s voice expressing frustration as his body didn’t follow his will.

Without even looking back at him, I ran with all my strength towards the goal.

50 meters to the goal. 10 meters. One more step.

<Goal!>

Skola and Oknodie.

Both reached the finish line almost simultaneously.

“Wow!”

“Both of them are amazing!”

“D! I finished first and was watching. You were awesome!”


“It wasn’t very assassin-like. But it was cool.”

“Ha ha ha. Even land folks can be pretty good sometimes?”

Arcadia, Jiang, and even Jigoku.

Students practicing other weapons all gathered to watch the remarkable match.

Now it was time to announce the result.



 
  
    Chapter 71: Results


As everyone watched intently, the instructor spoke.

“The match isn’t over yet. The results will be announced after everyone has either finished or forfeited.”

“Oh, come on!”

“That’s too much!”

The students, though disappointed, thought the outcome was obvious.

“That Mob guy, he’s been running like a maniac, so last place is already his.”

“Anyway, third place will be Liv, and fourth place will be Carnegine.”

The competition among those lagging behind.

Amidst the students waiting for the results without much expectation, Oknodie pricked up her ears.

Due to the perception distortion magic, nothing within the course was visible.

But if she focused, she could faintly hear the sounds.

“… hang in there!”

“…just a bit more…”

“Don’t… give up!”

The cheers grew louder and louder.

The third-place runner, who had climbed down the rope and was now on the final stretch, revealing his identity to everyone’s astonishment.

***

Third-year seniors attending <Genege’s Tactics> class.

Having become engrossed in betting points on the first-year students’ team rankings, they no longer cared about who they had placed their bets on.

The battle between Oknodie and Skola had everyone on the edge of their seats, but the competition among the laggards was even more nerve-wracking.

“Line 2, don’t get caught up!”

“Don’t give up, Line 4!”

Mob, with incredible determination, began climbing the cliff despite his injuries.

Although he used all the ropes as safety devices considering his condition, it was precisely this meticulous preparation that allowed him to gradually ascend.

In contrast, Liv, having shown off and then been quickly overtaken by Oknodie, lost heart and couldn’t pick up speed again.

The moment concentration breaks.

A person’s strength drains as if a spell has been lifted.

That was the state Liv was in now.

“Hang in there!”

“Just a bit more!”

“Don’t give up!”

Despite the ongoing cheers, once Liv had lost his momentum, he ultimately fell behind even Mob.

Mob, who had used the safety devices to climb up, realized he could use the same setup on the lift.

“Ugh. My whole body aches like hell.”

He couldn’t even think about looking for the target.

His only goal was to finish.

When the lift stopped, his body was unceremoniously dumped, landing with a thud.

He pressed the button to release the belt, took off the vest, and struggled to his feet as the final stretch unfolded before him.

As he limped towards the finish line, favoring one leg, everyone stared at him in shock as he crossed it.

No one had expected him to come in third.

“Oknodie, did you get first place?”

“I don’t know. It was pretty close.”

“They’re about to announce it.”

With an uncharacteristically kind gesture, Jiang, usually quite unpleasant, spoke up.

“You’ve got some grit.”

“Huh? Me?”

“I don’t like the stuttering, though.”

“Ugh.”

“Ha ha ha! This guy’s totally pirate material! A pirate needs the guts to fight against rough seas!”

“I only remember fighting the track though?”

“A pirate needs that kind of madness too!”

He seemed rather pitiable, scoring points only with dangerous individuals.

“Alright. Enough chit-chat. I’ll announce the results.”

[Student: Skola] – 1st place in the group

[Running: +20 points (Elf’s agility)]

[Obstacle: +19 points (Orc’s power through obstacles)]

[Accuracy: +18 points (Slightly disappointing accuracy)]

[Calmness: +18 points (Slightly disappointing composure)]

[Technique: +20 points (Inspiring technique)]

[Total score: +95 points (Better than the instructor)]

[Student: Liv]

[Failed to finish, out of the top ranking]

[Withdrawal – Failed cliff boarding on Course 3]

[Student: Carnegine]

[Failed to finish, out of the top ranking]

[Withdrawal – Failed swamp escape on Course 1]

[Student: Mob] – 3rd place in the group

[Running: +8 points (Impressive sprint)]

[Obstacle: -60 points (Why smash everything?)]

[Accuracy: -20 points (Says it’s archery lecture)]

[Calmness: +12 points (Strong determination to finish)]

[Technique: -20 points (Orc-like technique)]

[Total score: -80 points (Hominid, breathing primitive)]

[Undergraduate: Oknodie] – 2nd place in the group

[Running: +18 points (Reversed running stands out)]

[Obstacle: +20 points (Orc’s power through obstacles)]

[Accuracy: +15 points (Hits targets well)]

[Calmness: +20 points (Guardian’s composure)]

[Technique: +16 points (Daring technique)]


[Total score: +89 points (Better than the instructor – 2)]

1st place, Skolla

2nd place, Oknodie.

3rd place, Mob.

Unfortunately, Oaknodi failed to achieve 1st place.

“I’m sorry, Mob.”

“Why apologize? Just looking at the scores tells me everything. I can imagine how hard you worked against that monster.”

Mob was satisfied.

Although not in 1st place, everyone acknowledged her.

They all recognized Oknodie’s true worth.

Heir of the Divine Archer.

Against the unbeatable 1st place holder with 95 points to 89 points.

It was a somewhat regretful match, but an exciting showdown unfolded.

“Skola. Your skills truly reflect those of an archer.”

“Thank you.”

“Oknodie. You exceeded expectations as well. Although the backtracking during the match was a bit much.”

“Hehe. It’s embarrassing to be praised like this.”

“It’s not praise. You idiot.”

The instructor, glancing discontentedly at Oknodie, turned to Mob.

“Mob. Are you rebelling?”

“I’m sorry. I just wanted to boost Oknodie’s morale so she wouldn’t fall behind and could stay ahead.”

“Mob’s attitude during the test was the worst. Multiple deductions for deviating from the course, and because of a group ahead, you couldn’t even run properly as an injured person. Having such baggage in a real situation would be nothing but trouble.”

It was a scathing criticism that made it hard for him to lift his head.

However, the instructor didn’t just scold him.

“Still, you were much better than the other two. Your driving spurred Oknodie’s determination, and despite being injured, you successfully completed the race.”

“T-thank you!”

“Carnegine. You spent too long in the swamp.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Liv. Test your abilities only after thorough training.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

The race that had everyone’s hearts racing had ended.

“The next lecture will be tailored to each individual based on today’s grades, strengths, and weaknesses.”

“By the way, both those who failed to complete the race and those who scored negatively are all required to attend the makeup session on the weekend.”

“Alright then, dismissed!”

The students dispersed.

Behind them, the cries of the third-year students could be heard.

“Oh no! I missed third place!”

“That kid… he drove well but blew the points.”

“How can we even match this…?”

“But still, didn’t it ignite something in your heart?”

“Even though we lost points, it feels like something passionate was reignited.”

“So, what happened to our lost scores?”

“…So this is why our passion disappeared.”

“I’ve realized things I didn’t even want to know…”

***

<Long-range Weapon Course>. Achieved 2nd place in the class.]”

[Acquired 10 points as a reward.]

[Showcased excellent performance and skill.]

[Acquired 100 points as a reward for outstanding support.]

[A Group students were deeply moved by the spirit of saving a comrade even during a point-scoring match.]

[The overall favourability of A Group students, upon hearing rumours, has increased significantly.]

After the lecture, students gathered around Oknodie and Mob.

“How did you do it?”

“You’re so good at cliff climbing.”

“How did you pass the fourth course?”

“I hung from a branch and shot the arrow.”

“Wow… you hung from a branch with your legs and shot the arrow? Your core strength must be incredible.”

Students who had faced the same test asked about the challenging sections.

“It wasn’t that difficult! I’ve done it before.”

“You’ve done this before? Where?”

“Oh, uh… it’s similar to that… thing!”

The students’ gazes became meaningful.

Oknodie’s assassin education theory gained more credibility.

“But still, you thought of doing it together. What a reverse approach.”

“I’ve done a lot of solo ventures before. I thought, why not try it together this time?”

“What about the friends you competed with before? Are they as strong as Oknodie?”

It was a difficult question to answer.

They were academy friends, but those were past encounters.

Strictly speaking, it was impossible to meet those she interacted with in past again.

“Some were strong, some were weak, but I can’t meet them all now.”

The student who asked the pointless question was jabbed in the side and lightly kicked by the others.

“Ah… sorry. I didn’t know and asked such pointless questions.”

“It’s okay. I have all of you now, right?”

The people have changed.

With such casual words, the students’ emotions grew even stronger.

“Dee was always such a kind kid!”

Arcadia appeared among the students and hugged Oknodie tightly.

“A kind kid like Dee wouldn’t go around hitting people or making threats.”


“Anyone who spreads rumours about Dee threatening or assaulting students, this Arcadia won’t forgive!”

‘…I feel like I know the reason why rumors are spreading.’

Awkwardly, Oknodie, smiled and avoided Arcadia’s gaze filled with infinite trust.



TL Note: I think when she said she cant meet her past friends. everyone thought there was some kind of killing or something~



 
  
    Chapter 72: The Return of Horror in the 5th Period


Wednesday 5th period (17:00 ~ 19:00).

Professor Sadako’s lecture time.

In the classroom for “Nighttime Activities of Adventurers,” there was a large rocky wall leaning against a door, giving it an ominous appearance.

Thump, thump. Thump, thump.

With a spine-chilling laughter echoing, Professor Sadako, with her hair trailing long and eerie, hesitantly greeted the students in the classroom.

“Welcome…”

“Oh, where’s Oknodie?”

“Here!”

“Eek! Why are you popping out from inside the door?”

“Just wanted to give you a scare?”

[You hid inside the door for 3 minutes and surprised your friend.]

[Hidden Experience +3]

[Fear Induction Experience +3]

Actually, she wanted to gain this experience, so she came early to the classroom and hid for 3 minutes.

When she asked if it was okay to hide inside the door, Professor Sadako gave a a look as if to say, “Necromancer potential?” which made her feel uneasy, but oh well, it should be fine.

Professor Sadako doesn’t cultivate students like that!

“Um, Professor Sadako. I’ve been curious since earlier. Why is there such a huge rock wall set up? We didn’t have something like that in the last lecture.”

“The 3rd-year students brought it in for today’s lecture.”

“3rd-year seniors? I have a bad feeling about this.”

Jiang had experienced a lecture involving seniors before, like the one with “Long-Range Weapon Course.”

During her practical exam with the non-magic faction, the seniors of “Genege’s Tactics” played mind games.

She couldn’t predict the outcome, but having dealt with seniors who treated her like a racehorse, she was concerned about what the inside of the practical terrain she was supposed to give to the freshmen would look like.

“I finally realized it after only three days. There’s nothing but garbage among the 3rd-years.”

“Professor, so why did you set up the door?”

“To house the corpses inside.”

“….”

“The living dead. The realm of the unclean, wandering the night.”

Thump, thump.

As Professor Sadako laughed, a sound that made you wonder what kind of smile she was wearing beneath her hair echoed.

“Um, I, I, I want to drop this course…”

Titosso was trembling so much that her legs were shaking.

Her pathetic figure, holding onto the lightning stand, was so desolate it was almost pitiful to look at.

“Well, that’s not possible. Just entering and exiting gives you a 10% practical evaluation score.”

“10%?!”

“And if you manage to reach the exit within 30 minutes on your own, you get up to 500 points for the maximum escape success reward.”

“500 points!!”

“I was even going to allow students to bring their own light sources for those who are faint-hearted, but if you don’t want it, there’s nothing I can do.”

“I’ll go first!”

“Titosso can do what she wants!”

Jiang  and I waved our hands, sending off Titosso with enthusiasm.

Titosso entered through the entrance.

As the lights went off with a click, we could only imagine the timid figure of Titosso wandering around. 

Suddenly, a scream pierced through.

“Aaah!!”

“…Is she dead? That sounded serious.”

Even Jiang, an assassin, was scared enough to scream realistically.

Jiang, feeling goosebumps, quickly brushed off my arm with her palm.

“Don’t come near! Don’t come near meee! Aaahhh!!!”

A piercing scream rising up.

The sound of straining, with strength in the abdomen and the throat losing its strength, creating a perfect sound of a singer.

From B5 to D6, and all the way up to C7, a three-octave high note rang out, echoing far beyond the rocky wall before abruptly cutting off.

“I want to go back.”

Jiang, who had lost all thoughts of grades, points, or anything else, looked pitiful, like a slaughtered animal being dragged into the slaughterhouse.

“Time’s up.”

As Professor Sadako lightly grasped the orb in her hand and projected her will, a black light faintly flowed from it.

Moments later, with unnaturally halting footsteps, the undead emerged.

Walking out hand in hand with the light stand, Titosso and the undead, with meticulously preserved features resembling the former self, appeared as if they patient being wheeled out of the ward.

“… Please save me…”

Ignoring the sleepy Titosso’s mumbling, Sadako turned to us with a stern expression.

“Okay, who’s next?”

“I’ll go first!”

It might seem a bit scary at first glance, but once you gain experience, even the toughest lectures aren’t so bad.

“Alright… How difficult do you want it?”

“The highest!”

With a satisfied look, Sadako pulled the lever attached to the rock wall and the pipe at the end.

Clank, clunk, clunk, thud, thud…

The sound of bodies pouring over the rock wall echoed as if drinks were pouring out of a vending machine.

“Go in.”

“Yes.”

“Whoa, Oknodie? Are you insane?!”

With JIang’s astonished farewell, I entered the entrance in the rock wall.

Inside was pitch black.

Moaning sounds of the dead echoed from everywhere.

One couldn’t see anything ahead, but if you kneeled and crawled along the floor, you could sense it.

A undead was 5 meters ahead.

At the next intersection, there were faint sounds indicating undeads beyond the blocked wall on the right.

In summary, it was a tough lecture!

[You have successfully escaped the highest difficulty rock wall undead maze within 10 minutes.]

[Hearing experience +15]


[Detection experience +10]

[Nighttime activity experience +5]

[You have successfully escaped the highest difficulty rock wall undead maze without encountering or engaging in combat with a single undead.]

[Acquired title <Night Guest>.]

[As a reward for achieving the challenge <Highest Difficulty Passed>, you receive 500 points.]

Night Guest: Successfully passed the trials of the night without causing friction with the underworld and smoothly overcame the night’s trials.


	Title effect: Increased undead detection ability.

	Title benefit: Increased detection ability in darkness.



Compared to the difficult battles fought with a war cry in the long-range weapons course class, this was like doing something that suited my aptitude with minimal effort and getting much greater results in return.

Indeed, practical tasks that can be easily accomplished and exploited are the best in the world!

“Was it unexpectedly enjoyable?”

“Yeah. It was ridiculously easy, wasn’t it?”

“…Alright. Then I’ll give it a try too.”

With trembling legs, Jiang stood at the entrance in the rock wall.

“Go in.”

“Professor? Aren’t you going to ask about the difficulty level?”

“There’s no need to ask.”

“Don’t you have a narrow-minded view that assassins should naturally challenge the highest difficulty?”

“I don’t think like that.”

Even to a student who spoke rudely, Sadako the professor replied kindly.

“Human beings become mere cold corpses when they die…”

“How’s your class, how’s your aptitude.”

“Once you’re dead, anything that happened in life doesn’t matter.”

With her characteristic chuckle, Jiang crossed her legs as if she might wet herself.

‘Since everyone is going to die anyway, they don’t hold such narrow-minded views, it’s too scary!’

“Isn’t it basic human decency to not have this level of discrimination for the sake of humanity?”

“Are you done with your nonsense?”

“…Can I take a quick trip to the restroom?”

“There was enough time for a bathroom break. Hurry up and go. Everyone’s waiting inside.”

“Wait a moment. The difficulty. You haven’t adjusted the difficulty yet, have you?”

Maybe if she lower the difficulty, it might be worth a try.

But Sadako-sensei dismissed Jiang’s expectations mercilessly.

“Closing the lever won’t make the corpses go back in. Once the difficulty goes up, it doesn’t come back down.”

“…Oknodie!”

“But I gave you the chance to go first!”

In the end, Jiang went into the highest difficulty cliff.

***

And in just 5 minutes, she hacked through eight undead corpses and ran out screaming.

“That was scary!”

“Ahh! You running towards me with blood on your face is scarier!”

Titosso, who had just regained consciousness, screamed at the sight of Jiang, covered in the blood of the dead, running towards her.

“You seem to have enjoyed it a lot.”

“You naughty professor! I didn’t enjoy it at all!”

“The kids say it too. It felt really good to breathe in the cramped space with fresh, young skin after a long time.”

“…It’s creepy.”

“Next time, I’ll definitely kill and eat the organs, so stay healthy until then.”

Jiang decided.

This darn lecture, she won’t come to it starting next week.

“…Professor… What was the point of this lecture in the end? All I remember is screaming and passing out…”

Fear instills etiquette.

Titosso, who had been just as freely speaking informally as Jiang, asked cautiously with a completely stiff face.

To Titosso’s unjustly filled question, Sadako-sensei replied with what seemed obvious.

“You learned about adventurers’ night time activities.”

“We just went into a undead-infested cliff maze, that’s all.”

“And naturally, you learned how to survive in the dark with the fear of dying if caught.”

Titosoo was so astonished she could only stutter.

Sadako-sensei’s cold hand patted her on the shoulder.

“Don’t worry… You’re still first years. Failing a practical won’t get you locked in a cell for two days or buried in a graveyard to enhance your darkness affinity.”

“Will second years get such harsh treatment?!”

Sadako-sensei didn’t reply.

This is a bit scary even for Oknodie.

But still, if she did well, she won’t end up in a cell, right?

“The three minutes in the cell weren’t so bad!”

“Would it be the same as two days? What kind of training do you need to be able to talk like that with such a fresh face?”

Even Jiang, an assassin, made a disgusted face.

Why is she like this?

If you’re scared, just don’t fail the practical.

“The lecture is over. You did well not eating dinner before coming, didn’t you?”

Looking at Jiang and Titosso, who were out of it, Sadako-sensei nodded satisfactorily, her complexion still intact compared to mine.

“I know. You had enough leeway for your level.”

“I’m fine at my current level!”

“No. The lecture should be prepared according to each student’s level.”


“I hope it’s adjusted based on the underachievers.”

Sadako-sensei didn’t even pretend to hear Titosso’s hesitant murmurs.

“You can expect it. After the next lecture, you’ll definitely gain confidence in night time activities.”

A vague premonition came over me.

This, next week, I will be the only one attending the lecture.



 
  
    Chapter 73: I’m right, aren’t I, Oknodie?


Hestia entered her room, 112, and spoke to no one in particular.

“I’m back.”

She hung her enormous double-headed axe on the wall, removed her coat, and hung it on the coat rack.

After unbuckling her belt, she draped it over the chair and stripped off her training clothes, tossing them into the laundry basket.

The weighted vest, laden with weights to compensate for the absence of her armor’s heaviness, was removed with a loud thud.

-Crack.

The sound of her shoulder bones was disconcerting.

She put the innerwear she wore beneath the weighted vest, which protected her from chafing, into the laundry basket as well.

‘My chest feels tight.’

Dressed only in her underwear, she began stretching, checking her joint mobility and meticulously loosening the muscles around her shoulders.

She didn’t forget to massage her chest muscles either, working out the knots as she finished her routine.

As she was engrossed in checking her body and wrapping up her day, there was a knock on the wall.

It was a sound Oknodie often made when she was ready to talk.

“Sorry. I’m a bit late today, aren’t I?”

Hestia, excited, sat on the floor next to her bed and spoke to the wall.

-I’ve been waiting.

A motherly smile spread across her face.

‘I’ve been waiting,’ she said.

It was a heart-warming response, like a pet eagerly awaiting her return.

“Today, I practiced destroying weapons with a double-headed axe at the training ground. I broke twelve wooden weapons and three metal ones. The last one was a great sword made of iron.”

As she vented about her day, Oknodie as always, listened to everything without any sign of annoyance.

-That’s impressive.

“Isn’t it? None of the mercenaries were as good at weapon destruction as I was. I was worried I might be rusty since joining the academy, but thankfully I still remember the technique.”

Just like the body remembers how to ride a horse once learned, the technique for destroying weapons stays ingrained once mastered.

“But occasionally, I lose the knack, so it’s necessary to focus and train intensely from time to time.”

She talked about the lectures she attended, the professors, the classmates, and how she didn’t like some of them.

As she went on about her day, she glanced at the magic watch on her wrist.

[9:00 PM]

“It’s already this late. Oknodie, you’re small, so you need to sleep early. We’ll continue our talk tomorrow.”

-No. I want to play more.

“I’m going to take a shower and go to bed. Muscles need rest to grow after a workout. You should sleep too.”

She put her underwear in the laundry basket and stepped into the personal shower, letting the water cascade over her.

Adjusting the temperature to find the perfect balance, she felt her body relax.

“Ahh.”

The mirror was fogged with steam.

Wiping it with her hand, she felt a pleasant, squeaky clean sensation.

A body covered in muscles.

Her legs were as thick as an adult man’s waist, and her arms as big as an average man’s head.

Standing nearly 190 cm tall with a physique honed to a deadly weapon, femininity was hard to find.

Yet, she insisted she was a woman, as evidenced only by her private parts, a source of secret shame.

‘What weak thoughts are these?’

Hestia splashed water on her face with both hands.

She had lost her home, family, and kin because of the weakness of her feminine youth.

Hadn’t she vowed then and there?

Never to be weak again.

Even as she trained her body to the point of losing her feminine appearance, she never forgot that vow.

‘If only I had access to the Mana Refinement Technique.’

With it, she could have achieved both beauty and strength.

But it was a foolish dream.

The Mana Refinement Technique was the exclusive domain of noble families.

Or the secret of warrior clans.

It was a privilege not granted to mere mercenaries, not something shared freely by the upper echelons.

Grit.

She remembered how desperately she had sought the Mana Refinement Technique, visiting many noble and warrior families.

The nobles often dangled the promise of the technique, only to exploit her as a mercenary, eventually giving her some money and sending her away or assigning her to deadly missions.




Many of the secret techniques of martial families were nothing more than scams, not proper methods of training.

‘Gift Academy is different. Here, they truly teach students the skills they desire and provide valuable vision.’

Even though it was still early in the training, it was easy to tell.

Most of the training was practical, but within the practical training, students naturally acquired the necessary theory, knowledge, and tips.

Though the theoretical education was sometimes overly abundant or too difficult, the education itself was clearly conducted.

There were no arrogant private tutors looking down on paying students, nor any frauds muddling through with bogus training.

‘But still, I’m getting anxious.’

Unlike the outside world, where it was hard to find someone superior to her, the Gift Academy was filled with excellent talents from both the fringes and the empire.

Someone she had to be on guard against was present in every hallway she crossed.

The advanced classes were like a dragon’s deep lake and a tiger’s den.

They were filled with dangerous talents.

There was Xing, a swordsman who emitted killing intent every time he saw her, and Jiang, a girl who smiled like she wanted to see blood, both of whom were concerning…

But the one who stood out the most was still Oknodie.

‘I want to protect her, but that’s not all. Is she really someone I should be protecting?’

When she had stopped the attack on Lotto, Oknodie had clearly used mana techniques.

She knew from the moment she witnessed her using that strength, which didn’t match her thin arms, that the compression rate of her muscles was unusual. 

But the sensation of directly receiving a blow was beyond imagination.

“Oknodie. Can I ask you something?”

-It’s past 9.

The curt response, as if she was sulking, made her smile.

She sat down heavily next to the bed with her body still wet from the shower, and the question she wanted to ask came to her mind.

“The mana technique you learned, Oknodie. If it’s okay…”

“…Never mind. Forget I asked.”


It was an unreasonable request.

Knowing that she might have been raised as an assassin for a noble family, it was idle to make such a request.

Feeling frustrated, she got dressed and went outside for some fresh air, when she saw a small figure staggering back to the dormitory.

“Oknodie?”

“Not Oknodie.”

“Jiag, is it.”

Jiang, who was as small as Oknodie, had a very exhausted look on her face.

“Did you attend the class?”

“Fifth period. Oknodie attended too.”

Hestia stopped.

“That can’t be. Oknodie was just talking to me a moment ago.”

“She’s already back in her room? No way. I definitely came back first.”

Jaing looked puzzled.

As if claiming that the person she talked to wasn’t Oknodie, Hestia scoffed.

“Oknodie was talking with me until just now.”

“I’m telling you, she attended the fifth period with me.”

“I’m not falling for that.”

“Why would I lie to you?”

Hestia and Jiang both felt extremely uneasy.

‘What’s this, kid/bulk.’ (thoughts of both)

Why is she insisting she was with Oknodie?

It felt like a joke, but her expression was too genuine.

She clearly believed what she was saying was true.

Hestia, with her mercenary intuition, vaguely sensed the truth, and Jiang, with her trained assassin’s ability to read expressions, realized it too.

“We’ll know for sure by asking Oknodie.”

“I was about to say the same.”

Hestia and Jiang knocked on Oknodie’s door.

Knock, knock.

A moment later, Oknodie appeared in the hallway.

Jiang’s face said, “See?” and Hestia’s face turned as if she had seen a ghost.

What on earth is going on?

***

Oh no! Something happened!

“Oknodie, we were just in the lecture together, right?”

“No, Oknodie? We were talking in the room.”

Hestia and Jiang are both claiming they were with me.

I quickly figured out what was happening.

Jiang is claiming we spent 5th period together, but Hestia, who had been talking to <The Answering Door> during that time, met her and was now arguing with her.

If I affirm Jiang’s words, Hestia’s mental state could take a severe hit.

“I was talking with Hestia.”

“See?”

Hestia breathed a sigh of relief.

But now, Jiang’s expression became strange.

“Why are you lying? We were definitely in the lecture together. The <Nighttime Activities of Adventurers> lecture.”

We did attend it.

But I can’t admit that.

Hestia might lose her mind!

“Is there even a lecture like that in 5th period?”

“What?”

“I only have classes until the 4th period on Mondays and Wednesdays.”

So, I lied.

Jiang muttered with a very pale face.

“Then who was the Oknodie I attended the lecture with?”

“I dunno.”

“Are you joking? That’s your going-out clothes.”

Jiang, clinging to the hope that I was joking, looked desperate.

“Really?”

Hestia seemed to have sensed something suspicious.

She pointedly asked me.

“Where are you coming from? It’s almost 10 o’clock, curfew time.”

“I really didn’t attend the lecture! I went out to prepare.”

“Prepare for what?”

Suddenly, I recalled what The Answering Door had said.

-At 2:22 AM, if you go up the central stairs on the 2nd floor of the main building, you can reach a hidden room.

The hidden piece that the lonely door had revealed to the player out of desperation for communication.

If the door, which gets very lonely, talked to me, it must have mentioned it to Hestia at least once.

“Prepare to go to the second floor of the main building.”

My guess was spot on.

As soon as I said that, Hestia looked very guilty.

“Have you been going every day?”


“Yeah!”

With this, I can probably cover for attending the lecture with Jiang during the 5th period, right?

I’m such a genius!

I was feeling proud when Hestia suddenly said. 

“I’m such trash. I left Oknodie alone,” falling into self-deprecation, while Jiang, shivering and muttering like a broken robot, kept repeating, “A ghost? Really? A ghost?”



 
  
    Chapter 74: Secret Actions for a Lonely Child


Every morning at precisely 2:22 AM, Oknodie would go up to the second floor of the main building and wait for her.

Hestia, who had thought of giving up today as something beyond her capabilities and was planning to rest, now felt immense guilt.

Oknodie must have snuck into the main building, bypassing strict guards and patrols late at night, just because she wanted to play with her. 

Yet, she had left the child alone all night.

‘She must have felt lonely.’

The loneliness of waiting for someone who never shows up is something you can’t understand unless you’ve experienced it yourself.

It must be agonizing to guard a home alone, knowing your family isn’t coming back because they’re dead. 

How much worse would it be to know they’re alive but still unable to meet them?

Was she abandoned?

Was she annoying?

Was she boring?

Oknodie, sitting alone in a dark room, curled up and waiting for her, only to dejectedly return to her room when she didn’t show up.

Hestia couldn’t imagine the feeling of talking to a wall, pretending everything was normal, as Oknodie did.

“Hey, Jiang.”

“…Are you here to tease me?”

“That’s not it.”

Hestia made up her mind.

Though she wanted to keep it a secret between them, the academy’s night security was too strict.

She couldn’t manage it alone.

“Oknodie goes to a secret room somewhere in the main building every morning at 2:22 AM.”

“Why would the academy have such a secret room? How does Oknodie know about it? And why do you tell me?”

“Oknodie is in the next room. She has always known a lot… I think she wanted to tell me so we could play together. But the security is too tight, making it hard to get there.”

“Why don’t you manage somehow? It doesn’t concern me.”

“Aren’t you curious about what Oknodie might be doing there? If you could get past the security that Oknodie bypassed?”

So, she looked for a guide and stealth helper.

Jiang showed considerable curiosity.

“…It’s really Oknodie, right?”

“Probably?”

“Sigh. I don’t understand the situation, but that makes me more uneasy. I don’t think it’s a fake Oknodie, but we might have been tricked by that ghostly professor…”

“Ghostly professor?”

“Yes, there’s someone like that. Anyway, I feel uneasy about this, so I’ll go with you. What’s the exact location?”

“I’m not telling you. It would be troublesome if you abandoned me and went alone. I’ll tell you when we enter the main building at 2 AM.”

For someone who looks like a bear, she’s surprisingly meticulous.

Jiang clicked her tongue inwardly.

***

-Meet me at the pavilion outside the annex first. If you can’t make it there, it’s a wasted effort, so I’ll just go back.

Due to Jiang’s conditions, Hestia came out into the hallway, her heart pounding.

‘I eavesdropped, pressing my ear against the wall. The patrol cycle of the first-floor hallway is one hour.’

One instructor patrols each floor every hour.

Even if she leaves the hallway, that’s not the end.

One person stands guard in the lobby leading to the exit through the central staircase of the dormitory.

Outside, two more are patrolling, and the searchlight from the nearby guard post sweeps the area.

How many instructors and standby personnel are in the guard post?

An enormous force is deployed.

Considering the academy’s value, such a force might not seem excessive, but it’s frustrating for someone who has to sneak past them.

‘You have to avoid both the instructors and the lights.’

The instructor had said.

For first-year kids, the academy’s night is dangerous.

For those kids, it’s overprotection.

‘Will a ghost appear?’

Stealthily.

She crawled out the window and moved into the bushes in a prone position.

It’s 200 meters to the pavilion outside the dormitory.

At a pace of 3 meters per minute, it would take over an hour.

It might seem overly cautious, but Hestia recalled the time she got caught before and acted carefully.

Thanks to that, she could see it.

‘A detection magic used in hideouts to detect intruders!’

A faint glow of mana passed at a height that could certainly detect a person, not small animals.

Oknodie would have called it a “laser beam security system!” with shining eyes.

The reason she was caught last time when she walked fearlessly over the window and was caught by the guard post’s light must have been because her body touched that glow.

‘I’m going to die from exhaustion.’

I’d rather smash things with my body.

Being large, she had to be especially careful to avoid the lasers.

Of all times, a particularly low detection magic light appeared in her path.

Who knows how long it would take to navigate around it.

This light was faint enough to see if you paid attention in the dark, but it was invisible to the naked eye from more than 10 meters away.

Thinking that the same kind of light might appear elsewhere if she tried to go around, she resolved to get through it here and now.

Clench.

When she tightened her buttocks and chest, her gluteal and pectoral muscles contracted tightly.

Thanks to this, she could carefully pass through with small movements.

Just as she was painstakingly making her way through, she heard a window clattering open in the distance.

“!!”

Who the heck opens a window so loudly?

Fearing the instructor’s attention, Hestia froze and lay flat.

She heard the voices of students in her ear.

“If we want to get more flags, we have to do it tonight! Sister, come on out!”

“Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church does not permit sneaky actions under the cover of night.”

“So, do you want to be looked down on for collecting fewer flags than the Empire’s folks? Even the god of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church will call a disciple who brings disgrace incompetent!”

That distinctive voice in the dark, with its peculiar meowing end, belonged to Xenia, a beast martial artist from Group A’s advanced class.


Cats are nocturnal creatures, and even her voice sounded full of energy.

“…As a sister of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church, I cannot bring shame to the Holy Radiance of Madeus. Please forgive the sin of moving stealthily like a rat under the cover of night.”

Sister Nise of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church.

She, like the beast martial artist Xenia, was one of the advanced class students collecting flags together.

Thursday, third period.

Their courage to gather flags early before the principal’s class was commendable, but their timing was terrible.

She already felt the presence of the bored instructor passing the time far away.

Pop! Pop!

Searchlight beams shot toward the reckless night movers who dared to make noise.

“You lot, go back to bed quietly. This time it ends with a warning, but if you get caught again, next time you’ll pay with points or end up in the punishment room…”

“They’re escaping in both directions!”

“Lord Madeus, please grant me legs faster than the instructor’s.”

A nun, using the agility typical of cat beastfolk and the physical enhancement effects of divine magic.

At the absurd audacity of the students of the advanced class escaping, the instructor blew a whistle.

“Catch those girls!”

“Runaways? If we catch them, that’s 100 points each for free!”

“Stay put, points!”

Night patrols and on-duty instructors poured out of the dormitory and guard posts.

‘That damned cat girl!’

Hestia was furious.

Her 30 minutes of crawling might be wasted because of the troublesome cat girl who suddenly appeared.

‘If I get caught because of her, I’ll never forgive her!’

***

“Tie the rope tighter.”

“Nyaa! My tail hurts, nya!”

“Shut up. If you get caught, you should surrender quietly. Why do you try to run away arrogantly?”

“Hiyaaa!”

Xenia trembled all over as she was dragged, tightly bound by the rope, each time the instructor pulled her tail.

Sister Nise from the  Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church followed behind Xenia and the instructor, the clanking sound of her armour echoing as the noose around her neck rattled.

“Even though you’re a nun, you can’t even raise your head. At least you have the decency to feel ashamed of what you’ve done.”

“You thieving cat. You should go along quietly like her. Hey, hey!”

“Heuuuung!”

“But don’t you think this one’s shaking her hips too much?”

“Doesn’t her expression look… a bit obscene?”

They night get reported for sexual harassment.

Hestia, who was silently cursing the instructors, suddenly realized that Nise, who had been walking with her head down, had turned to look in her direction.

Nervous.

Her eyes darted back and forth frantically, revealing her trembling emotions.

‘You wouldn’t rat me out, would you?’

“Instructor.”

“What is it, Sister?”

“Xenia’s tail is an erogenous zone. Grabbing and pulling her tail like that is akin to stimulating her genitals.”

“What?!”

“Instructor, are you trying to harass a student by abusing your position?”

“N-no! I thought her reaction and expression were a bit erotic, but that wasn’t my intention at all!”

The instructors’ faces were filled with distrust.

Sister Nise quietly proposed a deal.

“If you pretend you didn’t see us and let us go, I won’t report that several instructors were sexually harassing a beastman female student.”

“Damn, no, ugh.”

“Damn it. Because of you, look at the mess we’re in.”

“This is bad, really bad.”

The instructors, wearing sullen expressions, let the two go.

Nise glanced back at Hestia and held up one finger.

-You owe me one.

The voice of the serene nun echoed directly in her mind.

Twitching, Hestia nodded, and the two students bowed their heads deeply as they returned to the dormitory entrance.

‘Phew… I really thought I was caught.’

“Why are you so late?”

“The instructors were hanging around outside because of other students.”

“We still have to walk more to reach the main building. Hurry up and follow me.”

Jiang joined her at the pavilion.

How long would it take to get to the main building?


Hestia suddenly realized that, in all this chaos, she hadn’t even seen Oknodie’s face.

“As expected.”

An assassin raised by a noble family.

A world apart from a stray cat.

Recalling the rumours, she nodded to herself in understanding.



 
  
    Chapter 75: The Secret Room


As they headed to the main building, Jiang and Hestia’s anticipation grew.

They had already bypassed a formidable security system just to leave the dormitory.

At the special time of 2:22 AM.

What could be waiting in the special secret room that could only be reached at this time?

They were extremely excited about the secret room where Oknodie was supposedly waiting.

‘As fellow assassins, I might lose in a test of courage, but I won’t lose in stealth.’

Jiang was filled with pride in her skills.

A ghost?

An undead?

Professor Sadako?

That might be a bit too much. Just a bit.

But stealth was something she excelled at when there wasn’t any supernatural threat.

‘This time, I’ll show Oknodie clearly.’

Although she often lost face in the Nighttime Activities of Adventurers course, this time she would show just how skilled an assassin she truly was.

An assassin whose skills were on par with Oknodie.

“Someone’s coming. Hide behind this tree.”

They were walking boldly along the roadside, exploiting a gap in the security, when a group approached from the main road.

“I’m too big to hide completely.”

“Just stay quiet and don’t scream.”

Jiang poked Hestia with her finger, causing a pain that felt like her bones were twisting.

Hestia, with great patience, suppressed a scream. 

Just as she was about to get angry at Jiang, she noticed her arm’s thickness had visibly decreased.

Surprised, Hestia saw jiang smiling coldly with gleaming eyes.

“One of the secret techniques from the Eastern assassins. It’s called <Shrinking Bones>.”

It reduced and transformed the size of bones and muscles.

A body manipulation technique that could artificially achieve effects similar to mana refinement.

A useful technique when one was too big to hide.

‘It hurts so much.’

Hestia shed a tear.

Although her body was used to pain from being a mercenary, this was hard to endure.

Suppressing even a groan was the best she could do.

She knew that magic included transformation spells, which could temporarily alter a person’s body without pain.

Why would she learn such a painful technique instead of those painless ones?

‘Isn’t this really a torture technique?’

While she endured the pain with true suspicion, something with a zombie-like staggering walk appeared on the main road.

‘Z-zombies?!’

Jaing was startled.

Zombies? Why? Could it be that Professor Sadako had shown up?

“This night class is driving me crazy driving me crazy driving me crazy.”

“All I can think of is killing the professor…”

“Professor, I’m taking other classes too. Please don’t assign weekly projects that take up all my time. I feel like I’m going to die…”

“Boil the three elements of green and blue in a 1:2:3 ratio over high heat for 30 minutes, add ground Engulquid stalk and the leaves of magic mugwort, simmer on low heat for an hour, and if the professor takes all the awakening potion, what am I supposed to do, what am I supposed to do??”

“Kill the professor, kill the professor, kill the professor…”

Fortunately, it wasn’t the appearance of Professor Sadako.

It was the upperclassmen of the academy, looking zombie-like from the harsh academy schedule.

“…….”

“Isn’t this more dangerous rather than reassuring?

Is that really the future for first years?

Jiang seriously considered escaping from the academy.

How would Oknodie react?

‘Phew. They’re just unfortunate seniors!’

Surely, she’d say that with an innocent face.

She is getting a bit scary now.

The Oknodie she knows isn’t the real Oknodie.

What is the real Oknodie like?

Does a person named Oknodie even really exist?

Creepy.

She get chills up her spine.

“Hey… it hurts too much… let me go…”

“Ah, sorry.:

The longer her technique is apprield, the more it hurts.

Hestia’s eyes were full of resentment.

“Why do you have such a painful technique?”

“It’s originally used for torture.”

“…Do you want to die?”

It really was a torture technique.

“What did you expect from an assassin’s technique?”

“You, you’ll get what’s coming to you one day.”

Jiang stuck out her tongue and took the lead again.

Actually, the technique isn’t inherently a torture technique.

It’s just that her master saw the potential to use it for torture, developed it into a torture technique, and taught her.

‘There’s no need to explain all that.’

They reached the main building along with Hestia’s minor complaints.

Fortunately, the main building wasn’t equipped with a laser beam security system.

First years who need to be isolated for safety are in the dormitory, not around the main building.

‘Why exactly is the academy’s dawn so dangerous for first years?’

Until now, she had thought of things like Professor Sadako’s practice zombies wandering around the campus or assassins infiltrating to steal academy secrets.

But now, she couldn’t help but think that it might be to protect first years from the senior students who look like zombies.

Or it might be a rule established to protect first years from professors who relentlessly hold midnight lectures.


‘Either way, it’s scary.’

They arrived at the main entrance, but since it wasn’t yet 2:22 AM, they hid nearby for a while.

“The seniors seem pretty weak. Lack of exercise? Weak lower bodies? Looks like it.”

“…Don’t you lack empathy?”

“I don’t want to hear that from an assassin who uses torture techniques on classmates.”

They saw groups of seniors pass by three more times.

Seniors who walked by, laughing for no reason, talking to the air.

Seniors carrying huge boulders on their shoulders as they passed through the forest on the other side of the main building for reasons unknown.

“Isn’t that a monster?”

“Don’t go, Hestia. Let the seniors handle it.”

“Are they scared? Why do they keep looking back?”

A monster running out of the main building, its nape pierced by poison darts. It fell with a thud.

A senior cursing as he dragged the paralyzed monster away.

“I’m starting to get a little scared of this academy.”

“Agreed.”

Hestia and jiang, who didn’t get along very well, realized that in the unsettling dawn of the academy, the only ones they could rely on were each other.

“It’s 2:20 AM. Let’s start heading in.”

With a sudden closeness, the two entered the main building lobby.

At exactly 2:22 PM, Hestia took Jiang’s hand and ascended the central staircase to the second floor as Oknodie had instructed.

“Half of me thought this might be a joke,” Hestia had doubted.

“What? What is this place?”

“It’s real. There really is a secret room.”

At the end of the stairs, instead of the second-floor lobby, a closed door awaited them.

“Oknodie, have you been waiting long?”

“Wait, I don’t sense anyone inside.”

Ignoring Jiang, Hestia pushed the door open and walked in.

Room 222 was filled with numerous paper strips hanging on nails, covering the walls.

The space felt eerie, like stepping into a shaman’s room or a black magic curse chamber.

“What is this place?”

Jiang examined one of the paper strips hanging on the wall.

141-1: Professor Plato often cooks <Protein Shake> for free if students pester him enough.

“What the heck is this?”

As she flicked the paper with her finger in disbelief, it spun around to reveal the back.

141-2: Cadets who consume Professor Plato’s <Protein Shake> more than five times are inevitably dragged into the <Become an Ironman> lecture in their third year.

“What… what is this?”

Good news on the front.

Bad news on the back.

Professors, lectures, objects, places, events.

All sorts of elements were written on them.

It was scary to laugh it off as a joke, and even scarier if it was true.

“Oh, you guys came first?”

At 2:22:57, Oknodie spoke brightly as she closed the door.

Jiang jumped like a startled cat.

“What, what, what is this! Oknodie, why did you lure us into this suspicious room?”

“I didn’t call Jiang. I just told Hestia about this room!”

Hestia confirmed.

“Oknodie was bored in the early morning and wanted to hang out here, so she called me. I’m just sorry for making you wait alone for two days.”

“No, I didn’t wait!”

“Oknodie is always so kind. She us hiding the truth to spare my feelings, pretending she didn’t wait without sleep.”

Jiang thought Oknodie’s awkward smile suggested she might have dozed off at night and missed coming out.

“So what is this room?”

“It’s the room of double-sided strips!”

That wasn’t the question though.

“…Alright, the room of double-sided strips. Why does this room exist?”

“It’s a room where seniors have collected the academy’s secrets for juniors!”

“So you’re saying there were victims who experienced all this? There was a senior who was dragged into the <Become an Ironman> lecture just for drinking <Protein Shake> five times?”


“If you don’t believe it, you can ask Professor Plato yourself tomorrow, can’t you?”

“No, that’s scary.”

Jiang thought.

Given the professors’ personalities described here, they wouldn’t let a student who discovered the secret go easily.

They might shove a soul contract saying “I will take the <Become an Ironman> lecture in my third year. Of course, I will keep the secret too.”



 
  
    Chapter 76: Lecture of the Iron Man


It was a good thing I went out, just in case I really bumped into them in the hidden room.

‘Wow, I almost got caught lying!’

I said I was waiting every day, but imagine how betrayed Hestia would feel if she didn’t see me on the day she arrived in the hidden room!

On top of that, since Jiang was with her, it would have been clear that I wasn’t the one she talked to during the fifth period as well.

Luckily, I managed to prevent that flag of Hestia turning dark.

“There’s a reason why the master highly praised this academy, saying I must visit it at least once since I am an assassin. How strong can assassins who graduate from here become…”

“The future as a second-year student scares me.”

Jiang and Hestia’s eyes were incredibly dark, but it must be because they stayed up late!

“From now on, feel free to come visit often, just the two of you!”

“Oknodie isn’t coming?”

“I’ve memorized everything!”

Hestia looked around the room at the sashes.

She saw the numbers on the opposite wall, going up to the thousandth place.

“Oknodie, you’re really smart, huh?”

“She is the top student. Of course, she is.”

“Phew. We have no choice but to take it and memorize it ourselves.”

Oknodie immediately waved her hand.

“Oh, you can’t do that. If you take the sash out of the secret room, it will burn up and disappear by itself.”

You can only succeed in memorization checks through the game function or memorize it with your real-life brain.

“I hated training not to sleep even when I was learning it…”

“Looks like we won’t be able to sleep at night for a while…”

***

Thanks to sneaking into the room with the double-sided dash last night and creating an alibi, I successfully deceived the two of them.

Seeing their bleary eyes at Professor Plato’s outdoor training ground, it was clear they had no room to doubt me after staying up all night memorizing.

‘But wasn’t Professor Plato’s second lecture originally supposed to be in the mountains?’

First period on Thursday.

Professor Plato, who should have been wrecking the students’ lower bodies with the <Advanced Physical Training> lecture from the early morning, had for some reason taken the students to the riverbank connected to the mountains.

The students were happy, thinking the lecture had been replaced with a light run, but Professor Plato would never do such a thing.

‘Seeing more than half of the students return with their legs still intact, I must have not taught them enough!’

If even once, the students got so determined to improve their fitness and could endure the professor’s lecture with ease, he would blame himself as if he had committed a grave sin!

Of course, the next lecture would begin an extremely cruel physical grind that no one could finish while standing.

‘A mere jog for Professor’s lecture? Not a chance.’

As expected, as soon as Professor Plato arrived at the river, he revealed his true colours.

“Well, have you all had enough rest?”

“…Professor. We’ve been here for 30 seconds.”

“What does that have to do with rest? Didn’t you warm up with a light jog?”

“……!!”

Honor, the spearman from the Fried Chicken family, couldn’t help but sigh like a hero sensing his tragic fate.

Dark clouds of concern spread across the faces of all the advanced students from both the border and the central.

However, considering the fate they were about to face, calling it mere concern seemed dubious.

“First, I’ll ask. Have you ever heard of the Ironman Triathlon?”

Arcadia timidly raised her hand.

“It’s a proud culture of our Florence Kingdom, competing in swimming, horseback riding, and running.”

“Half right. If mixing everything from other cultures to make it your own can be called culture, that is.”

“……”

“Don’t worry. I’m someone who calls that culture. The ones who just sneered, you’ll all lose 5 points. Make sure to know the professor’s home country when attending a lecture.”

The Empire’s advanced class students who had mocked Arcadia all looked like they’d swallowed something bitter.

The Florence Kingdom, which had no solid foundation, was a maritime nation with few talents, so when someone said they were from Florence, the usual response was, “The country that gets raided by pirates every now and then?”

Who would have thought that such a country would produce a crazy professor who devoted his healthy mind to placing his soul into a healthy body!

“Hehe.”

Arcadia felt pleased for no particular reason.

From now on, she could proudly say that Florence Kingdom was the country where Professor Plato was born.

‘Can that even be called a boast…?’

From my perspective, it seemed doubtful, but if she’s happy, who am I to dampen her spirits?

She’ll have plenty of reasons to be disappointed soon enough.

“The truth is, the triathlon was developed as a comprehensive training course, combining various sports to become a true ironman before enrolling in the academy.”

“Originally, I would have had you practice running for a month to learn it thoroughly, but I was deeply moved by the last lecture and changed my mind.”

“Since one in five students can push themselves to their physical limits, how could I confine you to just running?”

One in five?

Considering there were about forty students in the advanced class, this meant more than eight students succeeded in the last lecture.

I was puzzled by this number, which should have been impossible, but then I realized, seeing Son Ohchun’s nostrils flaring and Dorothy looking somewhat proud.

Its those who wouldn’t have even passed the academy exams managed to get into the advanced class thanks to me!

“So, today’s lecture is swimming. Students who can swim across this river can finish the lecture immediately.”

“Conversely, those who can’t cross the river by the end of the lecture will have weekend supplementary lessons!”

The students screamed in dismay.

“Supplementary lessons? How could you do such a terrible thing!”

“Isn’t the weekend for going hunting with friends or visiting the tavern for drinks?!”

“Then when are we supposed to have our weekend tea parties?!”

In this relatively comfortable world with a five-day workweek, weekend supplementary lessons were as bad as slave labor.

Among the students expressing their outrage, Hestia and Jiang glanced at me.

‘You noticed that too?’

130-1: First-year students with good grades don’t have to take supplementary lessons.

130-2: From the second year, some professors call all students for weekend supplementary lessons to cover what they couldn’t teach during regular hours.

The professors’ ruthless supplementary lessons that don’t allow students a free weekend!

Knowing that it’s an inevitable fate for second-year students, the struggle to avoid immediate supplementary lessons seemed both futile and pitiful.

“Silence! Who cares about hunting or tea parties. The practical training has already begun. Those who can swim, enter the water immediately, and those who can’t, gather in front of me.”

The students, faces clouded with anxiety, hesitated at the river’s edge.

Not many students were eager to jump into the water right away.

“Nya-nya! This is water torture!”


“The nun’s clothes of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church includes chain mail under the veil. If I enter the water, I’ll sink…”

“Oh damn. I hate getting my fur wet. Telling a monkey demihuman to enter the water is racial discrimination, isn’t it?”

While some students grumbled, Arcadia covered her mouth with one hand and stepped forward, laughing.

“Hehe. Swimming is nothing to a princess of the maritime Florence.”

“Arcadia, let’s wait a bit before going in!”

“Dee? Are you afraid of the water?”

“It’s not that, it’s because that person is there!”

“Ah. The Northern Grand Duchess……”

The Northern Grand Duchess Irene, who had blocked everyone’s path with a massive ice wall in the advanced physical training class last time, showcasing her incredible skills.

She was so powerful that even on flat ground, there were few who could match her, and now she was confronting the water.

Crack!

As soon as she lightly stepped on the water’s surface, it froze with a cracking sound!

If you got caught up in the river that was freezing like a winter ice field while swimming, you would experience the fear of being stuck and unable to move, or getting trapped under the ice.

“That’s a bit much.”

“Didn’t Oknodie follow the Northern Grand Duchess in last time?”

“Shall we try that too?”

Irene, who easily crossed the river, secured the first place effortlessly.

Spearman Honor, who followed her onto the ice, screamed and fell into the water.

“Thin ice?!”

“I’m not a fool. I won’t allow free rides twice.”

She only left the ice she needed to cross, making sure the ice she passed over melted and shattered behind her!

It was a method that, although sneaky, could certainly keep her in first place.

That is, if crossing the river by means other than swimming was allowed.

Professor Plato dipped his hand into a washbasin and pulled it out quickly, causing the river water to rise and push Irene towards the entrance.

“?!?!”

Irene, who was swept to the entrance without knowing why.

“I said to ‘swim’ across the river. Cheating is not allowed!”

“Wow, what a fair competition!”

“If it’s like this, it might be doable!”

Naive students noticed the fairness of the lesson.

However, clever students noticed the washbasin.

“What was that just now??”

“The water in the washbasin rose, but why did the river water rise too?”

“Is it possible that when the professor messes with the water in the washbasin, the river water moves the same way?”

“…Is he trying to prevent anyone from crossing the river?”

“For what reason?”

“Because it’s fun?”

“Ha ha ha, no way.”


“Right?”

“…….”

“…It can’t be….its a joke, right?”

Listening to the other students’ conversation, I thought to myself.

‘It might not be a joke!’



 
  
    Chapter 77: The Child who is not afraid of Water


Professor Plato was more dedicated than anyone else to nurturing philosophers.

A healthy mind dwells in a healthy body.

A healthy mind gives birth to healthy wisdom.

Healthy wisdom builds a healthy nation.

The rootless maritime nation of the Kingdom of Florence needed rooted philosophers, and the patriot Professor Plato could abandon his flesh and blood body but could not abandon his patriotism.

‘This 981st upper class has quite the tenacity.’

Even compared to the 980th class just above them, there is a noticeable qualitative difference.

Most importantly, the warrior chosen by the monotheistic deity <Sofemia of the Sun>, <Ishtar>.

Her presence made the talents of the imperial aristocracy enrol in the same class.

‘Companions of the warrior. Friends of the warrior. They must have sent their cherished children aiming for such positions.’

The three great meritorious families of the empire.

Honor Fried Chicken from the Fried Chicken Artisian Guild.

Cheddar Potato Pizza from the Potato Pizza Ducal House.

Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue from the Iron Charcoal Barbecue Ducal House.

From the three great meritorious families, who had usually sent only collateral relatives or adopted children, promising young talents, those with the most legitimacy or the highest abilities, have all gathered.

Thanks to this, other families, mindful of the three great meritorious families, also sent their outstanding talents en masse.

Consequently, named talents from the far corners of the world also flocked intensively to the 981st class.

‘Everyone’s secretly watching Ishtar while pretending not to. If they can make the female warrior a member of their family, their family’s status will greatly rise.’

If the children even accidentally fell for each other and had a child, it would be a great welcome.

Who would oppose and make an enemy of the warrior by objecting to taking responsibility for the warrior and her child through marriage?

Most importantly, this warrior does not yet have an adversary.

An era of peace.

A time without war.

The fact that the enemy has not materialized means the warrior has ample time to prepare for growth.

That’s why the warrior entered the world’s greatest educational institution, Gift Academy.

There is also a calculation to make the world’s greatest talents her companions in the warrior party.

To put it bluntly, if the warrior shouts, “You, become my companion!”, that talent would instantly gain a guarantee of success and advancement chosen by warrior Ishtar.

So everyone tries their hardest to swim around Ishtar magnificently, and those who can’t swim yet are desperate to learn.

‘It’s commendable that their concentration is high, but their impure intentions are displeasing.’

Of course, there are also rare talents who don’t aim for the position of the warrior’s companion or spouse.

Representatively, in the empire, the second princess, Masugaki.

“Aha. Are you a hippo or something? You’re drinking too much water. Gulp♥ Gulp♥ Gulp gulp gulp♥ How much are you planning to drink~? Worthless follower. You swim so poorly-!”

“Ugh, I-I’m sorry, gulp, glug glug!”

“Just wait a little longer, Princess. By the end of this lecture, ugh, I will definitely master freestyle swimming and be of help underwater!”

“Pffft~ I can’t wait until the end of the lecture. Hey, hey!”

“Ugh, I’m sinking, sinking…blub blub!”

“Ahaha. If you sink just because I climbed on your back, how can you properly enjoy the lifelong glory of being the princess’s chair in the water~?”

Even Professor Plato, who was infamous for his bad personality, wondered if this was right, watching the second princess delight in teasing her followers. 

The followers, despite being bullied, blushed with joy, but all of them were set for supplementary lessons.

They had basic athletic ability, so they quickly caught on, but it would take a while to reach a swimming skill level that satisfied him.

“Ugh, the princess’s chair has become an underwater chair…! Glub!”

…Well, if they don’t want to drown, they’ll adapt quickly enough.

The northern duchess Irene, who froze everything first no matter what, was learning to kick her feet while holding a buoy due to her terrible swimming skills.

“Why do I have to do this……”

Bubble bubble.

Her half-submerged mouth blew bubbles instead of complaints.

“?”

Bubbles.

“!”

More bubbles.

Complaining that swimming was just child’s play seemed like a distant memory as she now did it fully.

It was amusing to see the unexpectedly childlike side of the mature and cool dere girl, but at this rate, supplementary lessons were inevitable.

“Now, this is how you swim. Do you understand the greatness of Arcadia now?”

“Nyaaah! It’s amazing nya!”

“So, what’s the method to swim while wearing armor?”

“Method? I showed you all the swimming techniques. Can’t you follow along by watching?”

“…You’re so annoying nya!”

“…I think learning an underwater dolphin kick just by watching is unrealistic.”

Compared to the beginner-level Irene, Arcadia, who was effortlessly gliding through the water, even performing dolphin kicks and side strokes, seemed completely at ease.

While her attitude of raising the level by teaching lagging students was commendable, her teaching method was abysmal.

‘The last group, huh.’

Originally considered the most likely to fall behind, it was questionable how this most unique group made it to the advanced class.

Jezel and Son Ohchuon, Isabel.

Dorothy and Rockwell.

Jigoku and Hestia, and even Lotto.

An eclectic mix of members, the Oknodie group.

“Surprisingly, splashing water is quite fun. It’s rare for me to surpass Mr. Son Ohchun in physical activities.”

“Ahaha! I might be dumb, but I’m a genius when it comes to using my body. I’ll master this swimming thing in no time.”

Splash, splash.

“…Hey, could you stop making water cannons with your feet? Swimming isn’t just about hitting the ground with your feet as hard as you can.”

“Ahaha! I can’t hear weaklings splashing around.”

“……”

Son Ohchun, who was making cannon-like splashes, and Dorothy, Rockwell, and Lotto, who were getting drenched and screaming from behind.

“Ugh, the waves keep coming, and I drank too much water, I’m dying here!”

“It can’t be helped. Our specialty is the forest. Even the renowned swift swordsman, Rockwell, finds this class tough…”

“I don’t care, can someone deal with that brute monkey first?”

Son Ohchun, who was relieving his frustration over not being able to swim by bombarding his comrades with water cannons, got drenched by an enormous water cannon.

Hestia, with equally strong leg muscles, was smirking as she applied force to her legs.

“Now, you can hear me clearly, right?”


“You bastard, you did it?”

The swimming lesson turned into a water cannon fight between the two, completely side-racking from swimming.

Among the swimming novices causing a ruckus, only one student from the Oknodie group was earnestly attempting to cross the river.

However, Oknodie’s speed was unusual.

‘What’s this? Why is this kid better at swimming than a gun-crazed pirate or the lady of Florence?’

***

Jigoku is a pirate.

His specialty is shooting.

He loves shooting.

Shooting is all he knows.

The woman obsessed with pulling the trigger has an unexpected weakness.

“Aren’t you going to swim, Jigoku?”

“No, I hate water.”

“…Didn’t you say you were a pirate?”

With an incredulous look, Hestia, who had just finished her water fight with Son Ohchun, listened to Jigoku’s shameless answer.

“Gyahaha! If I shoot all the visible enemies, there’s no need to fall into the water, right? No need to swim.”

“…That’s such a refreshingly garbage response.”

“Of course, it was a lie.

Sure, if you kill the enemies first, you don’t need to swim, but that’s only because if she don’t want to swim, not because she can’t swim.

‘If I enter the water while disguised as a man, my body will be revealed. Swimming with clothes on feels soggy and uncomfortable.’

Even if I was not disguised, I wouldn’t want to do such meaningless swimming.

Swoosh, swoosh

As soon as someone crosses halfway through the river, waves start forming, and by the time they’re three-quarters across, the current becomes so strong that you start to seriously doubt if they’ll drown.

The professor, who went so far as to attach automata to a magical washbasin to prevent us from crossing the river, is wicked, but Oknodie’s determination to get through it is astonishing.

“You can’t even shoot a gun at the professor’s head, and the waves will just keep going endlessly. Why go through all that trouble? The more you struggle, the more exhausted you’ll become.”

‘Wouldn’t it be faster to learn a spell to calm the river instead of swimming?’

While the female warrior seriously pondered this and struggled for a while, Oknodie surprisingly popped her head out on the other side of the river.

“First place!”

Surprised, Jigoku immediately ran to Oknodie.

“How did you do it? You failed several times. You get more exhausted the farther you go. How did you get through?”

“The surface is like that, but underwater, you actually gain speed. The water was circulating clockwise.”

“That means you had to go all the way to the riverbed!”

“Right?”

“You held your breath all the way to the riverbed and then rode the swift current up? Is that even possible?”

Oknodie answered cheerfully.

“It worked for me.”

“…Aren’t you afraid of drowning?”

“Is there a reason I should be scared?”

I’d heard rumors that this kid received assassin training, but did they really undergo underwater training too?

Even as a pirate, the thought of it is enough to make me realize how insane it is, yet this kid doesn’t even seem to grasp the danger she has just escaped.

Unless she did it without knowing any better, it must be that she learned through experience that this level of activity won’t kill her.

‘Considering her competence in various areas, this isn’t a skill she learned steadily over time.’

It must be a technique honed through real-life experiences where her life was on the line, learned in a short period.

How many children who entered such training survived, and how many died?

Just imagining it makes my head spin.

“Jigoku-san? Is there something on my face?”


Having once lived through the hellish life of a ship slave and endured water torture, I understand it well.

The fear and torment of being forced into the water against your will are beyond imagination.

“Jogoku~san~~?”

“…No. It’s nothing.”

But Oknodie, how can you stand there with such an innocent face?



 
  
    Chapter 78: The Troll’s Dilemma


Jigoku took a bullet out from inside his jacket.

“Hey, take this.”

“A bullet?”

“It’s a bullet I particularly treasure, but I’m giving it to you.”

“?”

“Do whatever you want with it—sell it for points or carry it around.”

He doesn’t dislike those who don’t value their lives.

That’s why he doesn’t want such a person to die suddenly.

If luck doesn’t follow, she will end up dying abruptly.

That’s why he handed over the lucky bullet.

***

Suddenly, I received Jigoku’s favourability item.

What’s going on?

Is the water-element pirate who swims well fond of me?

‘Would she like it if I invited her to Professor Sadako’s lecture about water spirits next time?’

As I dried off and changed clothes in the locker room, fiddling with the bullet, I ran into the Warrior.

As expected of the strongest cheat character of the 981st generation, it seems she managed to cross the river through sheer skill without the player’s knowledge and tricks despite the interference of the magical washbasin.

“Oknodie. That was your name, right?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like to join my party?”

“Yes??”

I received an even more unexpected recruitment offer than the magical bullet.

“Suddenly? Why?”

“There’s only one reason a pirate would talk to a kid. He must have seen your talent and asked if you’d join his pirate crew, right?”

“Not really.”

“Then what did you talk about?”

“He gave me a present. A bullet.”

“…A person who goes crazy if he doesn’t shoot a gun every day gave you a bullet as a gift? Isn’t that basically a recruitment offer?”

Oh, is that what it was?

“I plan to board the pirate ship for an event once, but I have no intention of becoming a full-fledged pirate crew member.”

“Then what do you think about joining the Warrior party?”

“Me? Really?”

“Really.”

“Why?”

Because I’m the top student in Group A?

Because I showed outstanding skills in the advanced physical training class?

Because I’m highly regarded for my potential at a young age?

“Because of the attribute allocation system.”

“…What?”

“The sea. Volcanoes. Mines. The Warrior’s enemies hide in various environments, and the party travels through diverse battlefields. Oknodie, you’re the top candidate for the water attribute member.”

Ishtar is quite a smart Warrior.

Rather than forming a warrior-only party or a party of five thieves on the brink of betrayal, she plans to distribute positions and abilities thoroughly?

For Ishtar who tends to get fixated on some odd concept in any playthrough, this is a rather sensible idea.

“Thank you for the offer, but I’ll decline.”

“Why?”

“There are people I want to hang out with.”

“Those people?”

Ishtar pointed to Son Ohchun and Hestia, who were splashing around in the water with their muscle power after giving up on swimming, and the other students watching them.

“Yes. Looks fun, doesn’t it?”

“It does.”

A shadow fell over Ishtar’s face.

A bit of longing and loss.

Her eyes, which were looking back on the past, returned to normal as she shifted her gaze.

“Let me know if you change your mind later. I’ll keep your spot open for at least a year.”

“Okay.”

“And.”

“?”

“The professor said to tell you that if you’re hungry, he will make you free protein shake.”

“I’ll pass on that…”

That is crossing the line.

You don’t mess around with that food!

***

Ishtar recalled.

She remembered the kindnesses bestowed upon her by the lords of the territories she visited on her way to the academy to become a student.

The arrogance of noblemen who proposed engagement for a child barely four years old or asked what she thought about marrying someone over thirty was rudeness beyond measure.

The commoners were no different.

Turning their lives around, rising in status, getting rich overnight.

The people blinded by desire, trying to forge even a slight connection to be accepted as her companion, it only brought Ishtar heartache.

Among these people were her childhood friends who had grown up with her.

“Ishtar. You made an offer to that kid, didn’t you?”

“Sorry, Yupi. I should have consulted you first.”

“Hmph. As long as you know.”

Saint Yupi, chosen by Golgotha of Beheading, one of the 12 deities, just like she was chosen by the Sofemia of the Sun

She was the only one among her friends who, with no personal ambitions, hoped to become a companion on equal footing.

Though Yupi pretended to pout cutely, the cross she carried weighed over 30kg.

‘No matter the profession, those without strength become weak both in body and spirit. Even if it’s not as extreme as Professor Plato, some degree of strength is necessary.’

Oknodie hadn’t realized it, but this round Ishtar was fixated on strength.

Though she considered the profession and attributes, the stat she prioritized was, inconveniently, not the essential stat for each profession but ‘strength.’

Withstanding the pressure while diving to the riverbed and swimming upstream in a swift current—what ordinary strength could accomplish that?


There were even rumours about her being a half-orc, she had orc-level strength, which was even more appealing.

“Ishtar.”

Knowing exactly what her friend’s selection criteria for companions were, Yupi spoke with a sulky expression.

“In that case, wouldn’t the large monkey demihuman, Son Ohchun, be a better candidate? He’s strong and big.”

“That’s difficult.”

“Because he hasn’t mastered the mana refinement technique?”

“Because I’m allergic to fur.”

“Oh…”

So that’s why she freaked out when the cute cat demihuman came to greet her.

Yupi’s curiosity about that was resolved.

***

Today, thanks to finishing my lecture early, I was able to attend the second period without any issues.

“Hello, Professor Destroyer!”

“Yes.”

The professor looked at my face with a strangely uneasy expression.

Seeing his anxious and restless look, like a programmer facing an inexplicably malfunctioning program, made me feel uneasy too.

“What’s wrong?”

“Do you often have lucid dreams?”

“No? I never dream when I sleep.”

“Then how could you break through the trial of nightmares so easily?”

“?”

“…Forget it. Looking at your innocent, clueless face makes saying this feel pointless. Let’s start the second lecture.”

Ridiculous.

This professor must be bored, showing off every day with no friends.

“Aren’t you thinking something really rude right now?”

“No?”

Destroyer looked at me suspiciously, then snorted and leaned back in his chair.

“Last time, I told you about the <Inexhaustible Sheep>. Today, I’ll tell you another story.”

“What kind of story?”

“Today’s story is <The Troll’s Dilemma>. It’s a story that will make you never want to travel on foot again.”

Thursday, second period: <The Adventures of the Retired Hero>.

Professor Destroyer’s second story began.

***

About 14 years ago from now.

During the time when they were performing various tasks, including the commission of “The Inexhaustible Sheep,” in the borderlands and were earning their public reputation.

The party of heroes stopped at a trading hub between remote villages and pioneering settlements.

“Hey, you ignorant stamina fools. You’ll break your legs! What’s the point of earning money if you’re not going to spend it? Let’s take a carriage, you bastards!”

Destroyer couldn’t help but curse out loud.

With the blessing of a Gods, Ni’alarothop, and his first companion, the warrior Alpha.

Even though he was blessed with the strength of a hero, it always ended up being 2 to 1 in favor of walking or riding a carriage due to Alpha, who seemed to have been blessed with muscles, whenever they had to decide whether to walk or ride a carriage.

“Destroyer seems to be having a hard time. How about we decide fairly through a majority vote?”

“Walk.”

“Haha. I also think that it’s more enjoyable to walk on one’s own feet during an adventure. Therefore, the decision on our mode of transportation has been made through a majority vote to walk!”

“Damn it.”

Today, once again, the second companion of the hero Ni’alarothop, the rogue Destroyer, suffered abuse from the majority’s violence.

A helping hand was extended from the side, from the coachman who was driving their carriage.

“Hehe. It’s good that young adventurers have shattered economic concepts, but sometimes, wouldn’t it be nice to listen to a companion’s tantrum?”

The hero party, who had earned several titles of “Saviours” in the village, advanced to their next destination, a distant mining village that would take a month to reach on foot.

It was a point where Destroyer, who had been exercising patience so far, couldn’t take it anymore.

“Are you offering us a ride?”

“As long as you act as escorts for the carriage.”

The kind-hearted coachman offered them the carriage for free.

Three men, wearing shabby gear covered in dust.

It was rare for someone to hire such a rough party to escort them.

Destroyer, the rogue, had higher social skills related to interpersonal relationships than his other companions.

So, he could tell.

The coachman didn’t really expect an escort, but rather extended his kindness to those poor souls.

“This carriage journey feels good. It’s going to be very fun. Hehehe.”

“…I want off the carriage.”

“Is something else going to happen again? Oh man, I’m starting to want to walk too.”

After Ni’alarothop made that annoying laugh, trouble always ensued.

Although he really wanted to walk, Destroyer, who couldn’t muster the courage to walk and sleep outdoors for a month, reluctantly gathered his courage.

Whatever happens, if a problem arises, they can deal with it and that’s it.

“Don’t worry. This road is the same one that six mercenaries took a few days ago. If something happens, they’ll experience it first. If they come back in pieces, we can turn the carriage around then.”


The coachman’s words were convincing.

“I, Troll. Tear humans apart.”

“I’m full right now. I’ll spare you for fun.”

“You will choose one path. If you pass by at full speed, I’ll let you live.”

Until a crazy troll proposes to drive past one of the two paths, one where five mercenaries are tied up and the other a steep cliff path where one mercenary is tied up and they will need to ride.



 
  
    Chapter 79: Unusual Position


A hero is someone who embodies justice.

The one who became a hero.

One should not commit evil deeds.

That’s common sense even for rookie hero parties.

That’s why they were even more distressed.

“Alpha. Can you take down that troll?”

Alpha confidently replied, flexing his arm as thick as the waist of a destroyer.

“Three seconds is enough.”

“Oh.”

“Until my waist folds and dies.”

What a conceited and utterly useless jerk.

Destroyer cursed inwardly.

“Destroyer. Can we go back the way we came by deceiving the troll, or can we release the mercenaries and fight together?”

“It’s futile. Look at that troll, with its eyes gleaming. If you try any tricks, it’ll start by smashing the rocks it’s holding, smashing the carriage, and then us.”

Even Destroyer, who was secretly cursing inside, was just as useless.

Originally, trolls are medium-sized monsters.

Even if a hundred armed soldiers gather and pierce it with spears that are 3 meters long, it would take three days and nights of relentless stabbing to defeat it, assuming there are knights or shield bearers tanking upfront.

If there’s no tanking, the hundred spear soldiers will become a buffet in front of the troll.

“Let’s just pick one and fight it.”

“Is that really okay?!”

Destroyer was honestly flustered by Ni’alatotep’s cool response.

“Uh, isn’t there something like losing the qualification as a hero if you do unjust acts or something like that?”

“Justice is relative. If I do irresponsible acts that can even make innocent bystanders die together, wouldn’t that be the most unjust end?”

Ni’alatotep was a pragmatic hero.

“Let’s just pick one and be on our way.”

“No, seriously?”

“Words are timid creatures. If we say we’ll save five and only strike one, then we will be too scared to run at full speed down the cliff path. Then we’ll have to abandon the troll’s demands.”

Destroyer’s analytical skills were quite sharp, even in his opinion.

Though as a hero, he was somewhat questionable.

“If we try to save a few people recklessly and end up killing ourselves along with the people on the carriage, ultimately everyone in this place will die. Those who can be saved should be saved.”

Thanks to this, the comrades who could have lost their lives kept their mouths shut and followed the hero’s decision.

The troll kept its promise and let them go unharmed.

After passing the crossroads.

Ni’alatotep chuckled with his characteristic laughter.

“We might have just met the smartest troll in the world.”

“He’s just a troll asking annoying questions.”

“Oh dear. Destroyer. Haven’t you realized yet? The reason why that troll is truly intelligent.”

At that moment, Destroyer didn’t realize.

He just thought of Ni’alatotep as an annoying guy.

What did he realize?

What was he trying to say?

He reached the same answer as Ni’alatotep later on, while finishing his adventure and walking alone, retracing his old adventure path from the beginning.

“This was definitely the town, right?”

He sopped by the trading village, and coincidentally met the coachman who had experienced the smartest troll in the world together.

Destroyer exchanged polite greetings with the coachman.

“I don’t see your companions.”

“Well, that’s how it is.”

“It’s also a kind of fate. Would you like to accompany me to the path you’re going?”

“Surely.”

“That’s fate for you. People meet, people part. It’s just the way of the world.”

“Wow, you’ve got a thick skin.”

Destroyer sat next to him.

A path leading without direction.

He exchanged questions and answers with him three times, finally learning what Ni’alatotep had realized.

***

“So this time it’s the turn of student Oknodie. Imagine yourself as the veteran warrior Destroyer and throw three questions at the coachman.”

“Destroyer seems to really enjoy the questions!”

“Is that a problem.”

“Did you really ask three questions every time?”

“Did I? If you keep annoying me, I’ll count that as a question too.”

As always, the stories of Destroyer’s adventures change with each session.

This time an interesting story emerged.

“Is the motif the trolley dilemma?”

A well-known ethical thought experiment for modern people.

When faced with a clear-cut choice where the consequences are starkly divided, can you, by your own will, change the scenario from more people being sacrificed to fewer, or will you passively allow more people to be sacrificed?

‘Doing ethical experiments with humans, what a strange troll!’

But just as there was a hint in the story during the first lecture, this time there’s a hint too.

The three questions are just a process of reassurance; the hint has already been grasped.

“Are there any spare wheels on the carriage?”

“That’s a good point. You can find spare wheels stashed behind the carriage.”

Thanks to that, it became certain.

Coachman wants to conceal the fact that he solved the dilemma.

That’s why he made such elaborate preparations as to have spare wheels ready.

“Second question. Were there people who took shortcuts before the carriage?”

“Coachman would answer yes to that.”

“Last question. Have the territorial guards or adventurer guilds ever attempted to exterminate trolls?”

“Coachman answers with considerable confidence that he doesn’t know of any such attempts.”

“Okay then. I think I have a rough idea.”

“Then try to guess.”


It’s not a difficult question.

If the questions and answers are hints related to morality, then the correct answer should also be related.

“The ethical experiment with troll ultimately turned humans into ‘accomplices’.”

“The noble coachmen, willing to risk their own lives to save their kin, ended up killing everyone while trying to pass by a cliff.”

“On the other hand, selfish coachmen, willing to trample the majority to save themselves, coldly killed the majority and escaped.”

Destroyer nodded, urging him to continue.

The dilemma of the troll isn’t really about the fork in the road itself. 

The cliff path is a ‘trap’, and the highway is the ‘correct answer.’ 

The real dilemma lies beyond that.

Will you cooperate in the troll’s ethical experiment, informing the local authorities or guild about the five people you’ve killed and branding yourself as a murderer, or will you pretend nothing happened, keeping your mouth shut and prioritizing your safety?

Choosing the former eliminates the risk of the troll being stationed near the trading village, but your own safety is compromised. 

Choosing the latter maintains the danger to the local community, but you remain safe.

Are you willing to risk becoming an enemy of human society?

Are you willing to tolerate the existence of humanity’s enemies?

The troll’s dilemma induces a remarkably intellectual anguish.

And those who pass through this dilemma.

All end up as passersby on the highway, having killed five along the way.

Those who prioritized self-interest over altruism in the decision-making process are more likely to later make judgments where self-sacrifice is assumed rather than inevitable.

The surviving passersby become accomplices and keep quiet about the dangers on the path they’ve taken.

There’s even the possibility they actively conceal and distort information about the deceased.

Because it would be troublesome if their own crimes were revealed!

“Did the former hero, Ni’alatotep, realize this fact in an instant from the beginning of his adventure?”

“That’s correct. Conversely, it’s intriguing. How did you realize that fact so quickly?”

“Because Ni’alatotep holds a selfish sense of justice different from universal justice!”

Because I am the player, I know.

In any story, if the player dies, you can’t watch what happens next.

So sometimes, players with weak specs make choices knowing they’re morally wrong or unjust.

In the days before, I played games with all sorts of secondary characters, so I know better.

Weak individuals may need to be cowardly and selfish to survive.

Ni’alatotep is a hero, but he realized this fact and made a calm judgment.

It’s as if he’s in the position of a ‘player’ enjoying the game.

What a strange NPC, isn’t he?

“If you were born 15 years earlier and became Ni’alatotep’s comrade, you’d have fit in well.”

“Ugh. I don’t like that idea.”

“Even though you could enjoy the honour of being a member of the hero’s party?”

“That’s because weak people would think like that. I’m strong, you know?”

Bending her arm as if to make a muscle, with a face that said, “I am strong.”

“Hmm? Why is your face suddenly turning red? Disgusting.”

“It’s not disgusting! It’s just… Nowadays, whenever I say I’m strong, everyone makes orc sounds or something, but you’re the first person to react calmly like this, Professor.”


“Hmm.”

Destroyer said, sticking out his tongue.

“A tsundere disciple, how troublesome.”

“What are you talking about!”

My gratitude just vanished!



 
  
    Chapter 80: The bothersome part


The troll turned the coachman into an accomplice, and the coachman decided to join in.

Although the answer was correct, the story was not over yet.

“Then let me tell you the rest of the story.”

The Destroyer recalled.

The eerie wisdom of a monster who understood the human heart.

And the twisted, cruel resolve of a human who had sided with the monster.

***

Once again, the Destroyer asked as he watched the carriage heading for the shortcut.

“Isn’t that the path where the troll appeared back then?”

“There’s no other way. Over the past ten years, the main road to the north has been blocked by landslides. The lord has given up on fixing it after multiple attempts.”

It was because nature was angry.

It was because the lord was incompetent.

The coachman gave various explanations, but the Destroyer knew they were mere excuses.

“Do you know the law of scarcity?” the coachman said.

“Imagine you’re selling axes at a lumber camp with a hundred lumberjacks. If you have ten thousand axes, the lumberjacks will think, ‘There are so many axes, there’s no need to pay full price. We can buy them cheaper.'”

“Conversely, if there are only ten axes for a hundred lumberjacks, and those who get an axe can cut more wood and sell it for a higher price, they will pay extra to get one.”

“To me, taking this shortcut has that kind of significance.”

The modified carriage, with a cargo hold longer than the passenger compartment, was loaded with goods.

There was no way an ordinary coachman could have earned enough money in ten years to expand and modify his carriage just from fares.

He had made a tidy profit from trading between villages.

“Even with the troll there?”

“That’s why I only used it when others went ahead.”

“Didn’t you feel any guilt?”

“This is merely an exchange. The troll conveniently paves the way, and I can increase the scarcity of goods. It’s a convenient trade route that only I can use.”

“Then why did you get back on this carriage?” the coachman asked.

“You know this shortcut is faster, and taking the long way around would take several more months, so you had no choice but to compromise, didn’t you?”

We are accomplices.

Don’t blame me.

After the coachman’s indirect warning, there was no further conversation.

They reached the crossroads where the troll appeared.

They arrived at the path where people were tied up, as before.

One person on the cliff path.

Five people on the main road.

The troll had prepared the same test as before.

Seeing this scene, the Destroyer made up his mind.

To behead the monster.

As a seasoned hero, not a rookie party member, the Destroyer’s hand did not waver.

The monster’s head fell without hesitation, and the Destroyer, holding the reins, stopped the carriage.

The coachman’s head rolled under the carriage.

***

“Do you understand now? Why the seasoned hero Destroyer killed the coachman.”

“Because the coachman’s humanity, using people’s lives, was no different from that of the monster, right?”

“Is that all?”

The spare wagon wheel.

The road even the lord had given up on.

The fact that no one else would use such a path.

I have enough information.

No more questions needed.

“The Law of Rarity was just an excuse.”

“Why?”

“The return on investment was too high compared to the risk.”

It’s not a difficult problem.

“The coachman sent sacrificial people ahead of himself every time, but can six sacrifices always be caught by the troll?”

“What if the troll accidentally eats one? What if a mercenary slips away unnoticed? What if some fall off a cliff during the fight?”

“There’s no guarantee that the six sacrifices won’t include himself. There’s no guarantee that there will always be six sacrifices. Yet the Coachman was confident.”

This path turns into money.

It can be exploited.

And indeed, it has been exploited and wealth accumulated.

“The Coachman might have been lucky, but… even if he visited once a year, that’s 10 times. Can all of that be attributed to luck?”

Destroyer is a retired former mercenary.

A person who has seen countless human faces.

Being sceptical and not easily trusting is a necessary skill for long-lasting adventures.

Distrust towards humans.

Trust towards distrust.

That was enough to satisfy the Destroyer.

“Of course, it’s not luck.”

“The Coachman’s hidden identity is a monster trainer who made a deal with the troll. The essence of the smartest troll in the world was staged by a monster trainer who periodically supplied it with prey once a year.”

“This place is dangerous. You shouldn’t dream of subjugating it lightly. It was a trick to instil the perception that you shouldn’t.”

Troll’s dilemma.

The main issue lay with the human troll who betrayed his kin rather than the monstrous troll.

Well, it’s like that in games and everywhere else – trolls are scary!

“Did you get any lessons from this story?”

“Let’s be careful of trolls who give quizzes?”

“Don’t trust humans lightly when you go to unfamiliar places. Especially if they show kindness.”

“Yes, sir!”

“What’s with the ‘yes, sir’? Even at the Academy. Don’t just passively accept snacks or potions from unfamiliar professors.”

You never know when or where you’ll encounter a troll who enjoys trampling their kin underfoot.

***

After Oknodie left.


Destroyer returned to his private quarters.

Slaughtered sheepskin. 

Double-barreled shotgun. 

Tobacco pipe.

Among the decorations hanging on the wall like exhibits, what caught his eye was the tobacco pipe.

That day, what the Coachman loaded onto the carriage was a large quantity of tobacco and tobacco pipes.

“Using drug-laced tobacco to tame monsters. He was quite the audacious fellow.”

Though he didn’t know what was mixed into the drugs, even a veteran hero like him couldn’t hide his astonishment when the headless body suddenly stood up and inserted its neck back into its torso.

“No one would have guessed that the origin of the drug that caused a stir on the continent was there.”

A drug that, when smoked for a long time, heals any injury or wound, and even resurrects one as an immortal, even if the heart stops or the brain is destroyed.

Of course, with such miracles, there were inevitable side effects.

Brain damage and decreased intelligence.

The body turns green and gradually enlarges.

In the end, it becomes a huge mass that cannot be stopped, swelling uncontrollably, unable to live or die.

By increasing the number of cell divisions infinitely to recover from injuries, the division explodes to the point where it swells up to ten times the size of a human, unable to maintain its current form.

It’s a drug that makes a “sacrificial human,” which sacrificial sorcerers love so much.

“Well, if you burn all the flesh without leaving a single piece, the person then dies.”

If the true nature of the cigarette had not been identified through drug discrimination later on, he would have almost handed the cigarette over to the guards without thinking, and the drug of the coachman would have spread heavily in the vicinity.

Looking back, it’s a dizzying job.

On the other hand, there were doubts.

How much did the hero Ni’alatotep know?

Did the troll intend to make humans accomplices?

Was the Coachman actually a demon?

Was the troll’s cigarette the Coachman’s drug, and what were its side effects?

Even the future of sorcerers who distribute drug cigarettes to poor villagers and perform summoning rituals?

Whatever it was, now that he is alone, it’s all things he don’t know.

From that perspective, Oknodie is lucky.

If it was the age of war now, the academy’s lectures would have become more practical.

15 years ago.

And 5 years ago.

Oknodie would have experienced what he experienced during his time as a rookie and veteran with his comrades.

“But… that dream bothers me a bit.”

After the first lecture.

He went to the alchemy professor and entrusted the person with the manufacture of drugs necessary for sleep training.

It was a dream to identify Oknodie’s shortcomings and research the curriculum to supplement them in the next lecture.

The lucid dream wasn’t about using extraordinary power beyond common sense.

It was about movements that clearly understood the performance of the body and the power that muscles could exert.

As if she had watched and analysed the movements of the body and muscles closely for a long time.

“It must be an instructor if it’s not her.”

Before entering the academy.

The instructor who taught Oknodie.

“It’s been a while since I used external communication.”

Destroyer raised his hand to the communication magic array.

He said.

The specs he saw in Oknodie’s dream.

“The strength of the person who is her master was extraordinary. Try to carefully grasp his identity.”

A response came from the other side of the communication magic array.

-Wiheomhae Foundation.


-Is it okay to dig information about a child from the foundation?

“It doesn’t matter. I’m a retired former hero. There’s no need to worry about the eyes of the suspicious foundation chairman.”

P-lease set a policy for when problem occurs.

Destroyer replied to the communicator’s request.

“In safe situations, avoid combat. In case of identity exposure crisis, immediately eliminate. After identity exposure, deal with it decisively. It’s okay to kill everyone except Oknodie’s master.”



 
  
    Chapter 81: Maybe it sounded a bit strange


[Guessed the true purpose of the Troll’s dilemma in the lecture by the retired war hero Destroyer.]

[+15 Situational Understanding Experience]

[+10 Analytical Thinking Experience]

[+5 Willpower Experience]

[You have gained 500 points as a reward for achieving the challenge.]

The reward for this hidden lecture was less than last time.

Honestly, the first lecture was harder!

A shepherd who skins a lamb and stuffs a human corpse inside.

A human troll who trains a monster troll with drugs to exploit it.

The context is similar, but the difficulty is easier.

Distrust of humans.

Mistrust was already instilled in the first lecture.

It’s much easier to find the crime of someone you were already suspicious of than to find the crime of someone you never suspected, isn’t it?

‘But it feels different somehow.’

If the incidents at the academy stem from ‘difficulty’, Professor Destroyer’s adventure stories stem from fundamental human ‘desires’ and ‘evil’.

There are many characters with a bad disposition at the academy, but truly wicked people like that are rare.

‘What kind of adventures has Professor Destroyer been on for the past 15 years?’

I feel a bit uneasy.

If I don’t graduate from the academy with excellent grades, does that mean I’ll have to live in such a harsh world?

Just listening to two adventure stories shattered my romantic notions about rural villages.

If I go down to farm, I’d have to worry about being captured by the villagers and used as fertilizer.

It’s not just the villagers to be wary of.

A passing dark wizard could destroy the village and me in a day.

For a comfortable life in another world, I need to accumulate wealth, honour, and power to sustain myself even in the expensive big city after graduating from the academy.

‘To do that, I need to diligently collect points.’

The result is the flags spread out in the principal’s lecture hall.

“Flags for sale!”

The senior students looked at the flags with gloomy faces, constantly licking their lips.

“Crazy. How many are there?”

“Living life solo.”

“This is depressing.”

It’s nice that they come to look.

It would not hurt to buy some?

“Flags for sale!”

“Wow. There’s even a purple flag.”

“Flags for sale!”

“Gosh, I really want one.”

“Flags for sale!”

“Did you enjoy the accordion pork belly at lunch today? It was annoying that they charged 10 points per piece as an extra menu.”

Nobody is buying.

As tears welled up from sorrow, the chatting students became flustered and hurriedly tried to comfort me.

“Oh, don’t misunderstand. We’re not making fun of you.”

“Then why isn’t anyone buying?”

“We’ve all spent our points.”

“What? Was the accordion pork belly that good?”

“It was good, but that’s not where we spent all our points. We bought flags too.”

“Others don’t have as many flags as I do!”

“There is one person.”

Just then, someone entered the lecture hall.

The person, whose face was so bright it seemed like it was glowing, was Jezel, whose bag was completely empty.

“Oknodie. You’re a bit late.”

“Jezel, everyone says they don’t have any points. How many flags did you sell?”

“I sold out. I even sold the last fake flag.”

If I had known, I would have sold all the remaining flags to Jezel!

Thanks to him, the total number of flags for our team increased significantly.



□Oknodie Team – Total 63 Flags

-Oknodie: 30 flags

-Jigoku: 14 flags

-Hestia: 11 flags

-Lotto: 8 flags

===

But this situation has become quite tricky.

Jezel’s fake flags.

He must have sold quite a few because every senior team has at least thirty to forty flags.

“Our team has 112 flags!”

“Haha. Don’t underestimate the wealth of the maritime nation of Florence. It’s no big deal for a team led by Arcadia to buy 100 flags!”

“Don’t underestimate the wealth of the Empire. Our fried chicken faction has secured a whopping 122 flags!”

“Even 112 is too few?!”

That’s right.

The total number of flags has increased.

Almost to an inflation level.

“How are you planning to clean up this mess after selling so much?”

“I just sold the goods as per the pre-disclosed odds.”

Seeing Jezel smile warmly makes me realize once again that he is a crafty merchant.

More than half of the flags that other teams have are fake.

The chances of collecting only the real flags are almost non-existent.

“Hey, Oknodie. Did you just say you were selling flags?”

“Oh? Are you going to buy them?”


“If possible, I’d like to buy just three.”

“Then it’s 100 points each, so 300 points… oops!”

“Oh dear, Miss Oknodie made a slip of the tongue. It’s 1000 points each. A total of 3000 points.”

Jezel, who was next to her, covered her mouth and named an outrageous price instead.

The student who was considering the purchase openly expressed dissatisfaction.

“I’m dealing with Oknodie, not you, Jezel. Don’t butt in and raise the price.”

“Miss Vanilla. The value of an item varies depending on the situation. Moreover, this flag guarantees a 100% chance of winning without any probability tricks. Naturally, its value increases.”

“Could you not call me by my name so casually? I don’t need your lectures. Who are you to interfere with Oknodie’s business?”

Of course, he is my colleague!

As I was about to answer enthusiastically, Jezel covered my mouth again.

“Miss Oknodie is still a bit naive. She might not fully understand the importance of commerce. I’m helping her as an advisor to ensure she benefits.”

Even so, 1000 points each is way too much.

Jezel knows the value of points, so what is he thinking?

“A thousand points is unreasonable.”

“Then, unfortunately, no one will own the flags.”

“Grr… Fine. I’ll buy them for 3000 points!”

But she’s actually buying them?!

The flags aren’t worth that much!

“Heh. I thought Miss Oknodie would react this way.”

Jezel said with a smile.

“Can I talk to Oknodie alone for a moment before the sale?”

“I don’t know what your business is, but make it quick. The class is almost over, and the principal could come at any moment.”

Grumbling, Vanilla waited obediently.

Standing a bit away from her, Jezel spoke in a low, gentle voice.

“Miss Oknodie, you said before that the value of a flag is 100 points.”

“Yes.”

“That’s probably because you meticulously considered the benefits you can gain from the flags and their quantity. Indeed, the actual value of one flag is close to 100 points.”

“That’s right!”

“That’s the problem. For some reason, while you know the value of the goods and are confident in it, others do not.”

Now I understood what Jezel was trying to say.

“Since others don’t know how expensive the items are, they will buy them even if you raise the price!”

Collect the flags.

That’s all the principal said.

What the reward for collecting many flags is, how precious the reward is.

What the penalty for collecting fewer flags is, how severe the penalty is.

No such information was provided.

Unlike the actual value of 100 points per flag.

The value of the flags can vary greatly depending on each student’s imagination and fear.

“Even considering that, isn’t 3000 points too outrageously high? Moreover, it was because of you, Jezel, that the number of flags got all messed up.”

“Though the number three might sound strange when no one knows how many real flags there are, Miss Vanilla must have her own calculations.”

The team Miss Vanilla belongs to is the group of the third princess, who is considered an outcast among the imperial upper class.

“She’s in Yayoi’s group?”

“…Are you calling the third princess by her name?”

“What does it matter? We’re peers in the academy.”

“It’s quite brave of you, even if she’s a powerless princess. Sometimes I envy your courage, Miss Oknodie.”

“Maybe taking theNighttime Activities of Adventurers class will boost your courage. Want to join me?”

“It’s tempting, but I’ll pass. I’ve already chosen all the classes I want to take.”

Unlike the second princess, Masugaki, who has a group of followers, the third princess, Yayoi, has no supporters, friends, or external backing.

Even the students in her group reluctantly teamed up with her because they didn’t want to associate with the outsiders, not because of her personality or power.

Of course, this character is also one of the playable characters, classified as a “late bloomer” type.

She’s a character who might struggle now but will eventually become valuable like a blue-chip stock if you hold on long enough.

‘Would a team with such weak bonds really invest 3000 points just to win a group project?’

===

□ Yayoi Team – Total 69

□ Oknodie Team – Total 63

□ Ishtar Team – Total 58

===

If we consider the teams that would benefit if our team’s 3 flags were moved, it’s the Ishtar Team, the team with the female warrior, rather than the Yayoi Team.

If our team loses 3 flags, we would have 60, and if they team gain 3 flags, they would have 61.

The flag rankings would be reversed.

“……?”

But that’s only valid if there are no fake flags in the count.

Is it even possible for a team to gather that many without any fake flags, like our team?

“Oknodie. Can you decide quickly? Are you going to sell it or not? I offered you 3,000 points. Let me tell you in advance, I won’t raise the price anymore!”

“Sorry. We’ve decided not to sell the flag.”

“Why?! I’m offering you 3,000 points!”

“3,000 points is probably because you desperately want to get a real flag, right? There’s a possibility that the other teams might have fake flags mixed in their count.”

“If you know that, then sell it quickly!”

“But Vanilla, you’re not buying the flag to use for your team, you’re buying it to give to the hero, right? To gain the warrior’s favour.”

“…!”

“I don’t want the flag to go to the third-place team.”

Vanilla was so shocked she hiccuped.

“H-how. How did you know I was planning to give the flag to the Warrior?”

“All the classes you take are the same as the ones the Warrior takes.”

All students in the 981st upper class are basically playable characters.

Each character has their own goal in the academy.

Vanilla’s goal is to surpass the saint Yufi, who sticks to the Warrior like a best friend, and become the hero’s closest best friend.

What kind of character she is.

What she’s thinking.

What principles drive her actions.


If you put your mind to it, you can figure it all out.

“…Oknodie, how did you know that Vanilla takes all the same classes as the hero?”

“Um… it’s a secret!”

Admiration and suspicion shone in Jezel’s eyes, while fear and caution appeared in Vanilla’s eyes.

Did that statement sound strange to the NPCs who heard it…?



 
  
    Chapter 82: Fake Flag


In the end, Vanilla failed to purchase the flag.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. It’s what I asked for.”

“I’ll refund you the deposit points.”

“The 10 points are the deposit I give. Regardless of success or failure, please take it and use it for dinner tonight.”

“Thank you!”

Ishter couldn’t hide her disappointment.

Although she had tried to purchase the flag through someone else to avoid raising suspicions if she acted directly, the shrewd Oknodie saw through the proxy purchase.

But she was not as disappointed because she had obtained equally significant information.

“She knew all about Vanilla, Oknodie’s information-gathering skills are impressive.”

“I thought I was going to die of fear! Please pat my shoulder, Madam Ishter!”

“I’d rather not.”

Ishter, with a stern face, pushed away Vanilla’s attempt to embrace her.

Although she pretended to be indifferent until Vanilla left, her lips curled up slightly as soon as Vanilla turned away.

“Ishter, what do you like?”

“Yufi. Did you hear? Oknodie seems interested in me.”

“…That kid is an assassin.”

“She is my top candidate for a future comrade.”

“Assassins usually only gather information for one reason.”

While Ishter was pleased that Oknodie had investigated the list of students in the same class as Vanilla, Yufi, expressing her unwillingness to become her comrade, was nervous.

“In my opinion… if Oknodie is approaching with the support of an organization, she’s undoubtedly an assassin who received an assassination order from the current leader.”

“Don’t you think you’re worrying too much? Oknodie is just a 10-year-old kid.”

“Don’t underestimate the top of Group A. Ishter. She is a formidable opponent compared to you, the Warrior.”

Skola, who was in the same class as them, interrupted their conversation.

“That kid’s archery skills are exceptional. I think she’s second in the 981st archery ranking. Of course, the first place belongs to me, heir of the divine archer.”

“Did you hear? If she’s skilled in archery, she might be able to <snipe>. Don’t let your guard down.”

Ishter’s only official party member was the saint Yufi.

While Skola believed he was the top archer in the 981st ranking, could take companion place, Ishter seemed more interested in Oknodie, who ranked second.

“Really? How about Oknodie’s archery skills?”

Skola recalled her archery skills.

“She was excellent at testing mobile shooting races. Her feet were light and her body was agile. Her core muscles were developed enough to put power into her arrows even in unstable positions.”

“Her strength might make her adept at using Power Shot… Hmm, what else can we highlight? Perhaps her wide field of vision.”

“But she also had a rough side, enough to reverse the track during the race to take care of classmates who fell behind. In the end, she’s just a kid.”

Skola added a hint of criticism at the end, perhaps to highlight the superiority as an archer compared to Oknodie’s, but Ishter’s expression remained cold.

“I’m disappointed, Skola.”

“Madam…? It’s a misunderstanding! I wasn’t trying to criticize that kid, I just…”

“So it’s derogatory. I seem to consider it common sense to treat compassionately whenever you see a just and kind heart. So, does that mean I look like a child in your eyes, even though I’m a justice-revering Warrior?”

“Not at all!”

“No need to make excuses. I’m fine with it if that’s how you live your life. It just means we’re not compatible.”

Skola felt bitter at the thought of losing the position of a companion of the Warrior party right before their eyes.

‘As expected, comrades need to be strong.’

Meanwhile, Ishtar felt good.

With the addition of archery, there were plenty of reasons to pick Oknodie, add strength bonuses, and she should even be given recruiting priority 0.

She must have her own intentions, having even investigated interpersonal relationships.

She seems like a tsundere!

‘I thought if I showed the Warrior’s competence in this class, Oknodie would stop pretending and become an honest comrade… It’s a shame.’

Today is not the only opportunity.

The Warrior resolved to await a future chance.

***

“I’m here!”

In the end, Ishtar failed to turn the tables by collecting more flags than expected until the principal appeared.

“Put the flags each group collected into their respective baskets. I will rank them according to the total number of flags.”

Dragon Principal expected each team to have ten to twenty flags at most.

The Dragon Principal never imagined the baskets would be overflowing with flags, let alone piles of flags stacked high like towers.

“Why are there so many flags?”

The students secretly hoped.

If fake flags were counted as real, their rankings could skyrocket with these flags!

“Who released fake flags?”

“A whopping three hundred.”

“So bold.”

If the skill of a merchant is determined by selling fake flags, Jezel was the top candidate.

===

□ Fried Chicken Team (B) – Total 122 flags

□ Lady Arcadia Team (A) – Total 112 flags

□ Yayoi 3rd Princess Team (B) – Total 69 flags

□ Oknodie Team (A) – Total 63 flags

□ Ishtar Warrior Team (B) – Total 58 flags

□ Masugaki 2nd Princess Team (B) – Total 55 flags

□ Jezel Team (A) – Total 8 flags

□ Anderson Team (A) – Total 6 flags

□ Kasia Team (C) – Total 5 flags

===

Flags overflowing in all directions!

The lower two teams, who had used their efforts on competing honestly, and the Jezel team, who had swept away all the fake flags, were the only ones left with points. 

Oknodie team, which originally had a lot of flags, was also in the mix.

Everyone thought so, but there was still one team here that didn’t have any fake flags.

“Of course, all fake flags are invalid!”

“Even now, if you confess, I will see your commendable sincerity and go easy on the penalties.

When Dragon principal  showed mercy, the students emptied their flags one by one into the baskets.


“Oh? Wait a minute. Was this one fake or real?”

“I don’t know. They all look the same.”

“Principal , what happens if we put down a real flag?”

“It obviously won’t count.”

“Then what if the fake flags are left in the basket?”

“You’ll have to be prepared for penalties, won’t you?”

The students glanced resentfully at Jezel. 

They had poured points into the gacha, even the veterans, only to be met with harsh penalties!

“We need to find a pattern. What did the real flags look like? Is this one real? Or that one?”

“We’re doomed! That fried guy, he bought so many unnecessary flags just to get the real ones!”

“You agreed to it too! You’re the one who spent the most points in the first place!”

“What do you mean you didn’t know! You’re the leader, so take responsibility!”

“A letter to the homeland can’t contain such content, about the inferior student who got penalties in the first week of the academy…!”

Students rummaged through flags in confusion, unable to accept reality, or grabbed each other by the collar.

Amidst the chaos, Masugaki slammed her desk with a bang.

“Attention!”

Imperial side students, who were caught up in confusion, turned to look at Masugaki. 

No one dared to ignore the call of the Second Princess.

“You all look pathetic, don’t you? Incompetent♥ Inferior student♥ There’s still a chance for a last-minute reversal♥”

Masugaki came up with a shocking idea.

“If we mix fake flags into other team’s baskets, then all teams will receive penalties, right~?”

“!!!”

“What a brilliant idea!”

“As expected of the Princess!”

“The team without fake flags is the Oknodie team, the Jezel team, and the team of five from C Group, Andersen, right?”

As the situation turned unfavourable, Jezel hurriedly whispered to Dragon Principal.

“Isn’t the submission already over?”

“I said to bring the flags by Thursday, but I never said anything about the deadline being when the class starts, did I?”

What Jezel overlooked was that the dragon principal’s personality was more vicious than imagined!

“In life, there are often unexpected changes to deadlines.”

“Just as the deadline for submitting papers to the conference suddenly changed from 1 p.m. to 2 p.m., there could also be an unexpected attack by a mysterious villain who sets fire to the papers during that one hour!”

“It’s about protecting the team’s achievements even amidst changing deadlines.”

“This is a valuable experience that you must go through to survive not only in the academy but also in the harsh society in the future.”

It was so strangely specific and plausible that the students wondered if that was really what happened.

“Wasnt it the principal change the time?”

“Maybe the principal set it on fire. too”

“While criticizing the paper on ‘Dragon Reproductive Behaviour: Which state is it carried out in, Dragon or Human?’, the dragon principal should have bee criticizing herself for being immature!”

As the students looked at the principal with suspicious eyes, one particularly small student looked at the Dragon Principal with confident eyes. 

The principal announced the final submission deadline.

“The deadline is 30 minutes from now.”

“During that time, whether you burn the other team’s flags, steal them by force, or mix fake flags as you please.”

“Evaluation will be done in 30 minutes based only on the flags in each team’s designated basket.”


In short, 30 minutes from now. 

The teams with 100% pure real flags will have to defend their flags against their top-tier classmates.

The most attention was naturally on team Oknodie, which had gathered the most real flags.

‘Huh? Could this be a chance for Oknodie to honestly become ally?’

Warrior Ishtar’s eyes twinkled too.



 
  
    Chapter 83: Flag Battle


The Oknodie team, with the most flags, became the number one target for all the teams.

“We’ll take down the first ones to come at us.”

“Can I shoot?”

“I’m a melee fighter too!”

“If anyone crosses this line, I’ll kill them all!”

One of the followers of Masugaki reported to the principal when I threatened them and drew a line on the ground with chalk.

“Principal! She said she’s going to kill us!”

-Oh dear. Killing is not allowed!

“Really?”

-You’re only first-years.

“Oh, right. I forgot.”

The students were shocked by their conversation with the principal.

“Then does that mean it’s okay to kill if we’re not first-years?!”

“At what grade can we start?”

“No wonder the quitting rate at Gift Academy is high and the graduation rate is low!”

The shock was short-lived.

Honor Fried Chicken, a member of one of the Empire’s three great noble families and a highly competitive individual, stepped forward with a spear.

“Alright, I crossed the line. What are you going to do about it?”

“He crossed the line. Teach him a lesson, Hestia!”

Hestia walked out with an expressionless face.

Holding a large double-headed axe as if it was a light iron pipe, she was quite intimidating.

Not wanting to be outdone, Honor twirled his spear shaft to show off.

In response, Hestia took a hand axe from her waist and threw it at Honor.

Clang!

“That was dangerous!”

“I threw it to be dangerous.”

He wasn’t just twirling his spear for show.

Everyone admired Honor’s skill in deflecting the hand axe, but I noticed it.

He was sweating nervously.

This guy, he blocked it by luck!

“Want to try blocking the next one?”

As Hestia showed three more hand axes on her waist, Honor turned pale and shouted.

“What are you all watching for? Charge!”

“He’s our faction leader, but that’s really pathetic….”

“If he’s going to do that, he shouldn’t have stepped up in the first place.”

“He’s a sucker, but he’s our leader, so let’s at least save him.”

Reluctantly, his teammates followed him.

Bang!

A bullet hole appeared at their feet.

“No trespassing beyond this point. I’ll shoot for real.”

“You already shot!”

“The red-haired pirate in the triangular captain’s hat… I have a grudge against him for stealing our flag last time.”

“It’ll be different today, Jigoku.”

“Get him first!”

“Guys, where are you going? Aren’t you here to help me?!”

Fried team members charged at Jigoku.

Left alone, Honer deflected the trajectory of the double-headed axe aiming to cleave his torso with his spear.

“Ouch, it hurts so much!”

“There’s a hole in my thigh…!”

“Idiots. Look at the muzzle and dodge the firing line!”

As expected from the advanced class, one student skilfully dodged Jigoku’s gunfire and charged forward.

Smack!

“Lotto! Where is your dignity as an imperial noble, protecting a border pirate?!”

“Shut up. Do you think I want to protect them? I have no choice if I don’t want to get penalty points!”

“Kya-ha-ha! Well done, brawler. If you board a pirate ship, I’ll give you the position of deck officer!”

“I don’t need that at all?!”

Despite their bickering, Lotto pushed the students trying to side with Jigoku away with close combat.

Perhaps because of their good teamwork, they managed to nearly wipe out a whole team without me having to step in.

“Are you all just going to stand there?!”

“Hmph. The reputation of the three great noble families of the empire is wasted on you.”

“That guy was the weakest among us.”

“I haven’t lost yet?!”

Ignoring Honor’s cry, Cheddar Potato Pizza with his grotesquely large hands and Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue stepped forward.

“Princess Yayoi. As a member of one of the empire’s three great noble families, I, Cheddar Potato Pizza, will assist in the assault. I’ll flatten their weapons like dough with my ‘Dough Spreading’.”

“Take this, you border brats, the iron charge technique of Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue!”

At their bold shouts, the team led by Duke Andersen, who had been swiftly dealt with, lay sprawled on the ground.

“Damn it. Be careful, Oknodie. These guys are strong enough to handle even someone like me who took the ‘How to Use Sacred Arts without Faith’ class.”

“…Aren’t you underperforming because you took a class that makes you roll around without faith?”

If you take a course on rolling on the ground without believing in God, no wonder you’re useless at a critical time!

“Damn. I shouldn’t have taken the same classes as the duke……”

“I should have relied on the power of faith instead of trying to calm down rampaging bulls with brute strength……”

“I couldn’t sleep well because of the ‘Quality Sleep Anywhere,’ class I took with Duke Andersen……”

You took that one too?!

You attended every trap class!

“You’ll regret not selling your flag. We’ll teach you a harsh lesson!”

“Lotto. It’s pitiful to see you serving a lowly pirate after being cast out. I’ll end the disgrace of an old comrade myself.”

Vanilla, who attempted to buy the flag at the last minute, and Lotto’s former comrades appeared.

Unlike their confident team members, the actual team leader, Third Princess Yayoi, didn’t budge from the basket.

“I’m sorry, Oknodie. It seems you’re our next target.”


“Powerless princess, just guard the basket and watch closely. Witness the prowess of the heirs of the empire’s three great noble families!”

With Cheddar’s enthusiastic shout, Yayoi’s team, minus Yayoi, launched their assault.

Hestia, Jigoku, and Lotto each marked one opponent, leaving Cheddar Potato Pizza, who had a mouth-watering name, for me.

“Group leader Oknodie. This is my chance to show you the power of my ‘Dough Spreading’!”

Cheddar’s Dough Spreading is a technique that flattens an opponent’s weapon like pizza dough.

Using mana manipulation, it destroys the structure of objects, transforming them in an instant. 

This secret technique of the Potato Pizza family can turn even a precious sword into trash.

Getting caught means certain disadvantage.

So I made a decision.

“Are you running away?!”

Yep, I’m running.

No way I’m fighting.

“Face me head-on!”

“Calling it a fair fight when it’s 4 against 9, have you spread your conscience like dough too?”

“If you’re the group leader, you should be able to!”

With things as they are, I decided to form a united front with Jezel’s team, but it turns out Jezel’s situation was even worse.

“…Princess Masugaki is right. After losing out because of the fake flag, we won’t let you pass this assignment without any penalties.”

“Cold-hearted princess, stop binding our feet and face us fairly in hand-to-hand combat!”

The Northern Grand Duchess Irene had Son Ohchun at her mercy.

“Let’s sprinkle salt to melt the ice!”

“Do you think we can find precious salt around here?”

“Oh, if it’s salt, Isabel has plenty. I lent her some for cooking this morning.”

“You think I’ll let you use it for sprinkling? Guys, attack!”

“Don’t let that monkey get away!”

Isabel and Jezel, who were trying to help Son Ohchun, were suddenly swarmed and beaten up by the Empire’s 2nd Princess Masugaki and her followers.

“Dorothy, run with the basket… argh!”

“I’m sorry to directly target you, but if you’re friends with Dee, then I can’t hold back. Blame your association with the unscrupulous merchant who sold fake flags.”

“Cat Punch Meow!”

“I’ll show you the Thunder Punch of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church.”

Surrounded by elites in the advanced class, Jezel’s team was targeted by multiple groups and failed to escape or resist, ending up being brutally beaten.

“Hey, when are you going to let go of the basket? I’ll keep poking until you do.”

“Argh! I’ll let go, okay?!”

Dorothy, tightly clutching the basket, had her side repeatedly poked with a dagger handle by Jiang.

In the end, Jiang snatched the basket and poured out the fake flags.

“Ah, Oknodie?!”

It was at that moment that Jiang and I met eyes.

In front of me was Jiang, behind me was Cheddar Potato Pizza.

In a dire, no-way-out situation.

Jiang cautiously stepped back.

“What are you doing! A rustic from the frontier can’t even properly block my path?”

Even though Cheddar provoked, Jiang retreated further.

Jiang’s reaction was undoubtedly…

She is letting me go out of camaraderie from attending the same class!

“Thank you, Jiang!”

“Gratitude? Don’t tell me… you’re in cahoots with that woman!”

Cheddar, having no trust in anyone, swung his hand towards Jiang.

With a smooth glide, Jiang dodged the attack, her eyes cold and focused.

“Don’t regret it. You started this.”

“A rustic from the frontier dares to talk big… huh?!”

Without a sound, Jiang’s flying dagger approached.

Cheddar tried to move his feet to avoid it, but they were stuck to the sticky ground.

Desperately, he moved only his upper body to evade, but Jiang’s swift attacks, alternating between throwing black cloths and daggers, kept blinding him and hitting vulnerable spots.

“Haa~? Why are we fighting each other in the middle of a joint attack? These attention-deficit fools♥ Do you even remember what you were trying to do♥”

“He started it first, though?”

“Fight later, and tell us where Oknodie ran off to♥”

Barely calming down from the rebuke of Masugaki, Jiang pointed in the direction I had escaped.

“Probably that way…”

“There’s no one there♥”

“Huh? Maybe this way?”

“Nobody here either♥”

“What? Uh? What the…?”

Jiang fell into confusion.


But no matter how much they searched, I didn’t think Jiang would find me.

[You have hidden under the huge face of Principal Dragon for one minute.]

[Hidden experience +3]

[Guts experience +10]

No one would think to search here, everyone gets scared just by making eye contact with Principal Dragon!



 
  
    Chapter 84: Difference between Real and Fake Flag


Hiding under the principal to evade the students’ pursuit was a good idea, but instead, I felt a much more immense presence.

-You impudent child of the Wiheomhae Foundation. What are you doing under my nose?

“Can’t I just stay hidden for a little longer…?”

-If you want to be crisped to a snack while I sneeze fire out of my nose, I won’t stop you. You’d make a perfect pre-dinner snack.

Ugh. Seems like the principal’s leniency only lasts for a minute.

I understand.

It would be annoying if students all rushed to hide around a person’s face.

Reluctantly, I crawled out from under the principal’s nose.

…But in that brief moment, the situation had changed dramatically.

“Oknodie is missing!”

“That’s because you’re lazy!”

“We moved according to Princess Masugaki’s orders! Are you calling the princess lazy now?”

“Do you think you’re the only ones with a princess? We have Princess Yayoi too!”

“Ha. How shameful to use a fallen princess who’s even lower in the succession rank than a shield.”

“Have you finished talking?”

“Yeah, what are you going to do about it?”

“You’re dead today. We’ll stack your basket with fake flags!”

Having lost their target, the students started fighting amongst themselves, causing a huge mess.

Well, uh.

It’s not my fault!

I stripped off the jacket of a nearby fallen student and slipped into it.

‘Phew, I dodged a bullet.’

Just as I was about to wait out the remaining 30 minutes hidden inside the jacket, someone picked it up.

Oh no, I’ve been found!

“Oknodie is here…!”

Jiang, about to call the other students loudly.

I shoved a flag into her mouth.

“?!”

“If you don’t rat me out, I’ll give you two more!”

Jiang narrowed her eyes like a flatfish and held up three fingers.

“Okay, three!”

I shoved four flags into her mouth and was about to cover the jacket back over her when she suddenly poked her head inside.

“Was what you said last time true? Have you really never taken the Night-time Activities for Adventurers,?”

An unavoidable situation.

A cramped space inside the jacket.

Holding my wrist so close that our breath mingled, Jiang stared, determined to catch any lie through every possible sign – pupils, breath, pulse.

“Actually, it was a lie.”

“I thought so.”

Giving up on deceiving her, I confessed.

Jiang couldn’t hide her disappointment.

“Why did you do it?”

“I didn’t want Hestia to find out I was taking the night class.”

“Why?”

“I can’t tell you the reason.”

“Don’t want to be disliked? Do you want to be friends with that gorilla-like muscular girl?”

I nodded carefully to avoid making the jacket move from the outside, and a mischievous look appeared on Jiang’s face.

“You and Hestia, just like Son Ohchun, you seem to like muscular people, regardless of gender?”

“Not at all.”

“A strong denial is an affirmation!”

“Yes, you’re right.”

“See? You admitted it.”

Seriously?

I glared at her in annoyance, and Jiang giggled.

“Okay, I’ll keep your secret.”

“Really?”

“Because Oknodie showed me something good this morning too.”

As an assassin by nature, it’s rare for Jiang, who has a malevolent disposition, to show kindness.

If she hadn’t shown the two-sided scroll’s room, her attempt to silence Jiang would certainly have failed, right?

“Are you going to keep hiding?”

“Because I’m confident I can hide!”

“True. I came in here to hide because I was too lazy to go anywhere else, but I didn’t expect someone to be hiding here already!”

I think I know.

Aside from me, the shortest in the academy, and Princess Masugaki, who’s already fully grown, the next shortest person is Jiang!

Considering our similar height and build, it’s understandable that we picked the same spot to hide.

“What about outside? Have the Warrior’s flags been taken down?”

“Not at all?”

“Then what is the Warrior’s team doing?”

“Nothing.”

“Just watching?”

“Yeah.”

This is not good.

You can’t show such leisure unless you’re quite confident.

It seems my intuition that all the Warrior team’s flags might be real was correct.

“Then we need to disrupt things.”

I felt bad for the newbies living life just once, so I didn’t want to be this petty, but missing out on first place because of leniency would be the most ridiculous outcome!

***

The Warrior felt a pang of regret.

She was always ready to help Oknodie if she asked.

But she ran away without looking back and hid, leaving no chance to help.


“That person fights really well.”

“Indeed. Just based on strength alone, I’d want to recruit her as a Companion.”

Compared to Jigoku, who ran away because he was out of bullets, and Lotto, who was dragged around by her hair, Hestia was remarkably holding her own.

Bang! Bang!

With all her strength, she shoulder-checked, and they both grasped each other’s hands tightly, pressing down. 

The one who lost the fierce contest of strength was Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue

Instead of exclaiming something common like ‘This brute of a woman, to have such strength without mana refining!’, Leff activated his mana refining technique.

Fwoosh!

Sizzle—

Hot steam erupted from his armor, and the temperature of the grasped armour rose alarmingly.

“My steel plate armor and gauntlets can heat up from 50 degrees Celsius to 150. If you keep holding on, those big hands of yours will get roasted red.”

“And your hands?”

“Protected by the mana refining technique.”

“That’s cowardly.”

“Why not just give up?”

“I don’t care.”

Among the apprentice knights of her age, it was rare to find an opponent who showed this level of endurance.

“Don’t be reckless. Your main weapon was a two-handed weapon, right? What will you do if you lose both hands? With that disgustingly large body of yours?”

“That’s none of your concern.”

“If it was up to me, I’d discard a warrior who can’t wield a weapon. Charcoal that has burned out and fulfilled its purpose is nothing but trash. You, in this state, will be discarded by Oknodie.”

Hestia snorted.

“Oknodie never showed any dislike while dealing with all sorts of scandals surrounding me. That honest and kind kid trusted me and let me face you.”

“150 degrees Celsius? The power of the empire’s three great noble houses? I’m neither curious nor interested.”

“There’s only one thing I’m curious about and want to know.”

Her muscles swelled dramatically.

“Your scream will be heard tomorrow!”

Despite the scorching heat, she clenched her fists tightly with all her might.

“?!?!”

Crack! Clank!

The steel gauntlets made cracking sounds as they shattered, and the bones in his hands made a wooden thud as they collapsed.

With just a little more pressure, his entire hands could have been crushed.

“Lord Charcoal Barbecue 3rd Imperial Noble Family’s Platter – Inferno Pressure Bullet.”

Clank!

Wheeee- Bam!

Steam erupted from the vents on Leff’s wrist armour, releasing immense heat.

The explosive force of a cannon erupted, forcibly separating Hestia with a burst of hot air.

A steam burst akin to a cannon explosion forcefully pushed Hestia away.

Whack.

Using the martial arts technique passed down in the family, Hestia barely avoided having her fists turned to powder.

“Honor Fried Chicken. What are you doing? Didn’t we agree to fight together?”

“I distinctly remember saying that? We agreed to a ceasefire.”

“What?”

“Maybe you were too busy fighting to hear, but Oknodie proposed it to everyone.”

As Leff and Hestia fought fiercely, everyone was taken aback by the surprising news.

“First, we’re going to gather all the flags from each team and then pick our flags freely.”

“Then why did we fight?”

“Well… to watch others fight?”

Embarrassment flooded over them as they realized they had fought fiercely only to find out about Oknodie’s proposal afterward.

“Hestia, that woman, is no joke.”

“She faced two successors of the 3 Great Noble Families alone.”

“But still, she’s a berserker.”

“So what?”

“Don’t berserkers become stronger when they bleed?”

Honor, trained in swordsmanship, and Leff, skilled in Iron Charcoal Barbecue style, faced off. 

Despite facing two formidable opponents, Hestia showed no signs of fatigue.

Even without bleeding, facing opponents of that calibre without showing any signs of fatigue was impressive. 

It was terrifying to think how much stronger she could become if she bled.

“Good job, Hestia!”

“Sorry. I couldn’t handle both of them, so Lotto got beaten up by the rest.”

“It can’t be helped. Both of them were strong opponents!”

“Did I help?”

“More than enough. Thanks to Hestia’s perseverance, we were able to persuade the others and reset the game.”

Threatening to go after the teams that didn’t agree to reset their flags, everyone reluctantly followed Oknodie’s proposal.

They gathered the flags and then chose their real flags.

It was the last chance for those who couldn’t gather many real flags and had a pile of them to turn the tables.

“Oknodie’s flags were among those piles over there. I remember.”

“Hah, everyone will go for those. I wonder how many we can get.”

***

While nearby students were anxious, Warrior Isthar calmly unbuttoned her wrist and rolled up her sleeves.

Most first-year students added ice to their flags or bent the poles with their hands to mark them uniquely.

But there was another way to distinguish real flags without such markings.

“Jezel’s fake flags look quite sophisticated, but they have a 13g weight difference.”

The weight difference in the flags’ materials was the key!

“Let’s mix our flags too. We can pick again anyway. We’ll take others’ flags as well.”

After gathering the flags and winning first place, Isthar will extend her hand to Orknody.

Oknodie, who collected the most flags, and Isthar, who knew how to pick real flags, together, they could overcome any challenge in the future.

“A clever person can move ahead faster than others even in the same circumstances.”


With three minutes left and flag gathering started, Isthar saw someone else grab the real flags she was aiming for.

With nimble hands and a mischievous grin, her competitor swiftly grabbed other flags too.

“Did you also manage to distinguish them?!”

Oknodie.

She also distinguished the real flags mixed among the fakes, and even faster than her, without weighing them or anything.



 
  
    Chapter 85: Snowball


In the flag competition, students collected a total of 498 flags.

Among them, 300 are fake, leaving 198 real flags.

Most students aimed for the safe flags of the Oknodie team, whose authenticity had already been revealed.

There were a whopping 63 real flags nearby.

“Let’s just quickly grab ours and rush to get Oknodie’s flags!”

“Our team’s real flags are secure, so please go get Oknodie’s flags.”

The strategy of most teams was the same.

While a few members grabbed their team’s marked real flags and guarded the basket, the rest rushed to grab as many Oknodie team’s flags as possible.

“Oknodie. Jigoku lost all his bullets and Lotto got his hair pulled out and It’s embarrassing, but I’m also pretty exhausted. It looks tough to guard the flags.”

“Don’t worry. We can throw away all our flags.”

“Our flags, all 63 of them?”

“No! What do you think I resisted while having my hair pulled out? Don’t give up on the mission!”

Lotto exclaimed tearfully.

Whether it was because she thought we were giving up the flags or the pain of having her hair pulled out still remained, or both, it seemed incredibly painful.

“Don’t worry. I have a solution.”

“Really?”

“Actually, I can tell real flags apart.”

“What?!”

“Shh! Gather around, everyone. I’ll teach you how to distinguish real flags.”

How to distinguish real flags.

It was very simple.

“Real flags have a light transmission rate of 10%. If you look closely, you can see light shining under the flag!”

“And fake flags?”

“Fake flags have a mess of light transmission rates ranging from 20% to 90%. Even if you manage to get the flagpole, you can’t get the right fabric for the flag!”

Light transmission rate!

“Where did you learn that?”

“What?”

“The light transmission rate. The amount of light shining under the fabric.”

“Early education?”

“Wow. A household that teaches such things, and a person who learned and applied them in real life, it’s amazing.”

From the perspective of Lotto, who couldn’t even fight like Jigoku or learn as fast as Oknodie, was this referred to as genius?

“But how do you distinguish between 10% and 20% transmission rates? It seems obvious but also confusing.”

“Huh? How can that be confusing? It’s like the difference between really thick stockings and slightly thick stockings.”

“Ohh. Saying it like that, it seems like I know, but also don’t know…”

Amidst the rushing students searching for flags, the Oknodie team rushed in.

The first person to swiftly grab a flag was, of course, the ace.

[You successfully grabbed 10 real flags in a row with excellent judgment.]

[Observation XP +10]

[Visual XP +1]

[You successfully grabbed 20 real flags in a row with excellent judgment.]

[Observation XP +10]

[Visual XP +2]

[You successfully grabbed 30 real flags in a row with excellent judgment.]

[Observation XP +10]

[Visual XP +3]

Experience points steadily increasing.

The reason for deliberately resetting and picking up the flags with my own hands was for this.

Knowing how to pick real flags maximizes efficiency with this method!

“Mm… same transmission rate as stockings, same transmission rate as stockings…”

Lotto compared the flags while taking off the stockings she was wearing.

“Lotto, can you also take off the stockings on the other side?”

“Why should I listen to you?”

“As you can see, my legs are thick, so I don’t wear stockings.”

“…With that thickness, there probably aren’t stockings that fit.”

Lotto obediently took off the stocking on the other leg.

However, neither they nor I had imagined the unexpected ripple effect it would start.

***

Students were shocked to see Lotto taking off the stockings.

“Lotto, don’t you have any dignity as a noblewoman?!”

“Taking off stockings because she was threatened by some strong thug from the outskirts!”

“Oh my! It’s so dreadful!”

Scenes of harassment, intimidation, and sexual advances!

“Wait. Didn’t that gorilla woman, Hestia, move under Oknodie’s command?”

“Oknodie, that terrifying kid! She deliberately left her team just to harass Lotto, who had submitted to her before the entrance ceremony!”

“Wow, it’s really shocking… Are the outskirts people that stubborn? Even more so than imperial nobles.”

Amidst students condemning Oknodie’s actions, Masugaki shouted out.

“Are you all fools~? They are comparing stockings with the flags. That’s the strategy♥ You should take them off too♥ Quickly♥”

“Indeed, by comparing stockings, we can understand!”

“Oh, the warrior was already taking off her stockings!”

While Masugaki urged her followers, the hero Ishtar had already taken off her stockings, comparing the flag and the rate of light transmission.

“Ugh. This method won’t work. The method is not picking up speed.”

“No, it’s fine for us. Anyway, apart from you, Ishtar, there was no one else who could feel the weight difference and choose the real flag.”

Following Ishtar and the Saint Yufi, other female students also realized and began to differentiate, pulling down their stockings slowly with their fingers clasping onto their thighs.

“Oops.”

“Hey, look over there.”

“What’s going on here?”

Male students blinked their eyes instead of searching for flags.

Female students everywhere were leaning against the ground, raising their hands to their buttocks or thighs, groaning softly as they revealed their graceful lower bodies.

It was a scene where one could truly feel the joy of the eyes, a sight that even the heirs of the empire’s three major influential families, the duke Andersen from the outskirts, and the cunning monkey sage Son Ohchun couldn’t escape.


“Whoever came up with this idea, I don’t know, but thank you so much!”

“I don’t want to look like a pervert, but I agree this time.”

“Stop blabbering and come help, Jezel.”

When Isabel gestured, Jezel’s eyes widened.

“H-Help? With what?”

“What else? My stockings won’t come off quickly. I prefer leggings, so stockings are difficult for me.”

Even if it was a colleague, one usually didn’t think to receive a request to take off stockings. 

This made his made the heart flutter, he understood thought that it was for gaining an advantageous position in the assignment.

“Why would someone make such a request?”

Seeing the subtle gaze from her side, Dorothy made a triangular shape with her eyes and sharply retorted.

“Don’t even dream about it. I’ll never allow anyone to touch my legs.”

“…I haven’t even said anything yet.”

“Just looking is sexual harassment!”

Seeing that sharp reaction, it was clear that the request to take off stockings wasn’t something anyone could make.

“Adventurer’s legs are unexpectedly soft.”

From the thighs covered in flesh to the calf muscles sticking to the palm, the sweet scent of a woman’s legs inexplicably enveloped me.

Even after taking off the stockings, Jezel felt genuinely grateful towards Oknodie for the sensation that lingered in his hands.

“Oknodie. Thanks to you, I had a good experience.”

Apart from Jezel, sincere looks of gratitude from male students flew towards Oknodie from all directions, thanking her for the enjoyable spectacle!

***

-1 minute left.

The male students who had been distracted suddenly regained their senses by the Dragon Principal’s nonchalant urging.

However, taking advantage of the gap in their guard, there was someone who sprang out first.

It was Sing, the dangerous Eastern swordsman who had been lying in wait, holding his breath, waiting for the right moment to intervene.

“The eye of a swordsman is to chose who to kill.”

While Sing said that, the implicit ceasefire was ignored as everyone rushed towards me instead of fighting each other, trying to get my flag.

“Hmph. Who said I’d let you have it?”

[You anticipated the enemy’s ambush and planned ahead.]

[Action Prediction XP +8]

[Tactical Planning XP +4]

Thanks to having warned Hestia in advance about the possibility of being ambushed, she intercepted Sing’s movements.

“Oknodie is untouchable!”

“You’re in the way, woman.”

“Ugh. Of all times, my arm is feeling weak…!”

Hestia, her arm fatigued from the previous battle, lost her axe from her hand.

A moment of hesitation after losing her weapon.

Taking advantage of that moment, Sing rushed in, kicking Hestia’s leg to destabilize her stance and striking her chin with the hilt of his sword, causing her to fall.

Sing broke through her defense faster than Hestia could fall.

His lightning-fast strike aimed directly for my flag.

‘If I don’t let go of the flag, he’ll break my arm!’

But if I let go of the flag or draw my sword, I can’t keep up with the pace of the swordsman.

Sing’s steps were relentless, leaving no room to believe I could escape by running away.

I had to come up with a different plan here.

In this moment of crisis, I blinked hard.

A daring response only possible because I’m a 133cm short girl character, not a 230cm muscular guy.

Operation “I’ll Cut Down Such a Cute Kid Like This?”!

Unexpectedly heirs of the Empire’s Three Great Noble Families rushed in front of me, apparently affected by my cute gesture of begging towards Sing.

Clang clang clang!!

In an instant, a terrifying sound of swords resounded as the armour of Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue’s plates cracked, the gauntlets enveloping Cheddar Potato Pizza’s large hands were torn apart.

Lastly, after three collisions, the spear of Honor Fried Chicken managed to barely push Sing back.

“That guy. He cut through the armour with a sword?!”

“I thought my hand was going to fly off if the sword had gone any deeper!”

“I thought my spear was going to break.”

The heirs of the Empire’s Three Great Noble Families were astonished.

Sing clicked his tongue and scoffed at them.

“I missed a golden opportunity because of you calves.”

“What did you say?!”


Just as the angry trio was about to retort, the Principal’s voice echoed throughout the classroom.

-30 minutes have passed.

-Everyone submit your baskets.

Sing was strong so I owed my survival to the Three Calf Brothers.

Thank you, Three Calf Brothers!



 
  
    Chapter 86: Principal’s Teachings


The flag capture game that felt as long as three days.

The time for scoring had arrived.

===

□ Ishtar Warrior Team (B) – Total: 65 flags

□ Oknodie Team (A) – Total: 62 flags

□ Jezel Team (A) – Total: 15 flags

□ Andersen Team (A) – Total: 11 flags

□ Masugaki 2nd Princess Team (B) – Total: 9 flags

□ Princess Arcadia Team (A) – Total: 7 flags

□ Kasia Team (C) – Total: 5 flags

□ Fried Young Master Team (B) – Total: 4 flags

□ Yayoi 3rd Princess Team (B) – Total: 3 flags

===

The students were surprised by the unexpectedly high score of the Ishtar Warrior Team.

“When did the Warrior gather so many flags?”

“Probably because she is the top student.”

“Too bad… If we had pressured the Oknodie team a bit more, they wouldn’t have been able to gather flags.”

“Instead, we got to watch a great show.”

“That’s true.”

“We’ll never forget what we saw today.”

The boys, overwhelmed with emotion as if they had seen a world heritage site, were met with cold stares from the girls, who looked at them as if they were trash.

“What’s wrong with those guys?”

“I don’t know.”

“They’re looking at me strangely too. Why are they giving me sympathetic looks even though I am on the second-place team?”

Lotto was equally bewildered, but it didn’t matter much.

“Don’t worry about it. We’re in first place anyway!”

Hestia and Lotto’s expressions turned complicated.

“Oknodie… I’m sorry. We weren’t strong enough to keep first place. If I had stopped Sing, we could have gathered more flags till the end.”

“We miscounted the flags, Oknodie. We gathered 62, and the Warrior Team gathered 65.”

Unlike the two who were in a gloomy mood, Jigoku had a nonchalant expression as he scratched his side with an empty revolver like it was a back scratcher.

‘Who cares about the flags? I had fun shooting, so now I want to feel the afterglow of that, have a drink, smoke, and slack off.’

He looked like that was all he was thinking about.

Shooting, drinking, smoking, and slacking off.

These are the essential elements of a pirate.

-I will now announce the scores.

Skola from the Warrior Team raised her hand in surprise and objected.

“Scores? The ranking has already been shown. Aren’t we in first place?”

-As expected of a poor student, your attention span is lacking. Did you think the different coloured flags were given randomly out of boredom?

“……”

‘It’s a good thing I didn’t step up.’

Sun Ohchun, Andersen, and some students from each team sighed in relief and lowered their half-raised hands.

-The flag colors are red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet. Each flag has different points based on its difficulty to obtain.

“Among the flags, the one with the most common colour was orange, not red though?”

“Ah, that’s because I only had orange cloth to make the flags, so I used that.”

“……”

Arcadia glared resentfully at Jezel.

“Shall I make them violet next time?”

“No, thank you!”

A late realization dawned on Ishtar’s face.

The flags in her team’s basket didn’t consider color.

Naturally, the flags they gathered were red and orange, which were easy to collect and had low points.

In contrast, my team’s basket?

It was full of flags of various colors.

We had managed to offload all the low-point flags to other students and collected higher-point flags under the pretext of resetting!

“What the heck? So we just had to avoid the orange flags from the start?”

“Why did they take off their stockings?”

“Anyway, thanks to that, we made some good memories.”

The boys nodded their heads.

Does the color of the flags matter right now?

They had just witnessed the rare sight of all the girls hurriedly taking off their stockings together!

“We even went swimming together, so why are they making such a big deal about the stockings?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they’re perverts?”

Among the girls, who were reacting with disgust, one girl with a whip laughed softly. 

“Hoo-hoo.”

“All men are basically dogs. Women are the masters. Why don’t you take this opportunity to pick a pet man? Surprisingly, it’s more fun than keeping a real dog.”

“Oh my, how outrageous.”

“How can you treat a person like a pet? To think of such an inhumane idea. It’s so, so brilliant! I definitely want to try it too!”

“My father was right. All men are beasts and perverts. So maybe taming a wild male into a pet isn’t a bad thing after all.”

The noble girls were starting to awaken to a strange new world, but some of the boys, while taken aback, also sent hopeful glances at the girls.

‘Hmph. Pathetic guys. A man should build muscle and strength to win over his woman, not want to become a pet!’

If even upper-class boys are like this, how much more would the lower-class boys, who are far behind in skills and economic power, be tempted by the upper-class girls’ offers?

The seeds of next year’s chapter boss, who will be in full swing in the first semester of the second year, are already sprouting.

‘It’s still too early to step in. Besides, is there really a need to interfere?’

Knowing the future events and their impacts that the sadistic girl would cause, they seemed like crazy people.

But it’s understandable that adolescent boys would want to get closer to pretty girls, even if it’s like this.

Well, as long as Jezel and Son Ohchun don’t end up like that, it’s none of my business.

-Now the scoring based on flag colors is over. Here are the team scores.

===

□ Oknodie Team (A) – Total: 101 points, 62 flags


□ Ishtar Warrior Team (B) – Total: 82 points, 65 flags

□ Kasia Team (C) – Total: 30 points, 5 flags

□ Jezel Team (A) – Total: 28 points, 15 flags

□ Andersen Team (A) – Total: 17 points, 11 flags

□ Masugaki 2nd Princess Team (B) – Total: 11 points, 9 flags

□ Princess Arcadia Team (A) – Total: 8 points, 7 flags

□ Fried Young Master Team (B) – Total: 4 points, 4 flags

□ Yayoi 3rd Princess Team (B) – Total: 3 points, 3 flags

===

As a result of the scoring, two teams’ rankings have risen.

Our team, which was in 2nd place, moved up to 1st, and the Kasia team, which was competing for the bottom, jumped to 3rd place.

“The scores of those in Group C are that high?!”

“They only had 5 flags. So each flag was worth 6 points?”

Students from Groups A and B were shocked.

The students in Group C had quietly watched from the sidelines while the fights were happening.

They neither gave up their flags during the reset nor participated in any way, just passively observing.

Their ranking was the lowest.

They had no intention to participate.

They were pitied and left alone by the other students, but in the end, those who just watched quietly jumped to 3rd place.

-Do you start to understand the meaning of forming and uniting as a team in the academy?

-Unity is for the weak!

-True strength lies in using and preying on the unity of the weak.

-This task was actually won by a cunning flag merchant, a mischievous child who deceived everyone with an innocent face, and voyeurs who quietly enjoyed the value of their prey!

“Principal, the 2nd place team is the Warrior Party.”

-Shouldn’t you be ashamed to be 2nd with the title of Warrior? If it was me, I’d be kicking my blanket for a week.

“……”

Despite the principal’s cruel mockery, most students had no choice but to conform to the visible results.

***

[You have achieved first place in the first assignment of <Teachings of the Principal> class.]

[Observation experience +30]

[Deception experience +20]

[Detection experience +10]

[Dodging experience +10]

[Vision experience +10]

[As a bonus for achieving first place, 3000 points are awarded to the team leader, Oknodie.]

[Each team’s points can be distributed to team members at the discretion of the team leader.]

The cost-effectiveness of the flags comes from this.

Points awarded to the team leader decrease by 100 points for each rank they drop!

Usually, the team rankings are determined by a single flag, so the price of each flag is valued at a maximum of 100 points.

‘Whether it’s because of me or not, even the Warrior gathered a lot more flags than usual this round.’

Though there was some inflation, the team leaders still received a large amount of points.

This is where the principal’s wickedness can be seen.

The notification only sent to the team leaders, not the team members.

It’s designed to stimulate human greed.

Don’t form teams.

Group life is nonsense.

Middle managers and leaders will embezzle your rewards.

A deliberately designed lax distribution system to expose the cruel reality!

‘When I first took this test, I was thrilled thinking each person would get 10 points.’

Attending the lecture would mean two meals from the cafeteria!

Realizing that the team leader was pocketing 500 points per person and only distributing 10 points as a token gesture, I smashed that bastard’s head with a great sword.

Thinking back, committing murder and moving on to the next round was indeed the right choice.

‘But my kids are nice and hardworking, so I should distribute the points fairly.’

[750 points have been sent to Hestia.]

[750 points have been sent to Lotto.]

[750 points have been sent to Jigoku.]

Coolly completing the transfers on the spot, I spoke out loudly to everyone.

“The 3000 points have been divided equally into shares! You all received yours, right?”

Other team leaders glared at me resentfully.

Hmph. 

Do you think I’ll be scared by that?

“Oknodie, you definitely need to become a member of the Warrior party.”

“Ugh, no way. Why would I do that?”

“Heh. Do you still find it insufficient in your eyes? Fine. Watch closely as I, the Warrior Ishtar, continue my academic journey in the academy. Someday, I will definitely gain your recognition.”

Watching Ishtar, making her resolve and walking away, felt incredibly burdensome.

If there are idiots who still want to be heroes after attending Professor Destroyer’s lectures, you have to question their intelligence.

“Oknodie, now that the lecture is over, what are you going to do?”


“I’ve finished all my lectures, so I plan to visit some clubs for a while.”

Isabel, who had started the conversation, turned away with a weary face.

“You sure have some energy left. I’m exhausted and heading back. It’s also annoying that the boys keep staring at my legs.”

Instead of wasting time preparing for bizarre adventures with the Warrior’s party from the second year, it’s better to prepare to enjoy a comfortable campus life by defusing the hidden bombs in the academy.

In this insane academy, there are as many crazy seniors as there are mad professors, and the bomb to be defused this time was created by one of those seniors in a club.



 
  
    Chapter 87: April’s Investigation 2


While Oknodie was actively attending lectures and excelling, April, a spy for the Foundation who had infiltrated the Academy, received a new directive.

“Tail Oknodie and fill in all the blanks in the following 50-question questionnaire.”

This mission was sent from a different line than before.

Having been tasked with confirming the reality of the women’s dormitory room 111.1 and reporting any hazards, April immediately realized the situation.

This earlier mission was to investigate the dangers surrounding Oknodie.

Tail Oknodie.

This mission was to treat Oknodie herself as a potential threat and investigate her.

“Is there an unseen battle within the upper ranks of the Foundation over this child, Oknodie?”

She pitied the child who was caught in the middle of the adults’ sordid conflicts.

“Woof! April, you’re so quick with your hands!”

“It’s normal.”

“Woof! Happy has not even finished half yet!”

“It’s normal.”

“Grrr. April, you’re so annoying.”

April had finished her work far ahead of her fellow cleaning maid, Happy, who couldn’t even manage to finish half of her tasks.

April didn’t pay any attention to Happy’s unfortunate fate, who had to endlessly groom, shedding fur all over, while holding a broom.

In her early days as a newcomer, April used to help Happy with her grooming, but it only resulted in an endless war against the never-ending dog hair.

“This job assignment is so bad that it makes you want to admire it. Isn’t it like being bullied by the head maid?”

Her thoughts for her unfortunate coworker went no further than that.

In an empty room, with no one else watching, she quickly reviewed the questionnaire.

A 50-question survey about Oknodie.

Filling in some of the blanks was easy.

Q13: What does Okdnodie like to eat?

A: 1st choice: Poison Candy. 2nd choice: Any food she tries for the first time. 3rd choice: Pebbles smaller than her fist.

Q14: What does Oknodie dislike to eat?

A: Any unappetizing health food she has tasted once.

What could they possibly use this for?

Are they planning to poison her favorite food as a gift?

She felt even more pity for Oknodie.

While others might see her as a lucky child chosen by the Foundation to enter the world’s best educational institution, the reality was that she had to worry about her favorite food being poisoned, caught in the middle of the adults’ factional fights.

Unless she had undergone poison resistance training, she would undoubtedly face a day when she would cough up blood and die.

“I shouldn’t get too involved. After all, she’s just one of the Foundation’s scholarship students.”

The Foundation’s management goal was not as innocent as its outward purpose of finding and nurturing talented children who couldn’t afford to enter the Academy.

Its true, nefarious goal was to use these talented children as weapons to threaten the Academy’s professors and exploit their power, wisdom, and authority.

Even if she pitied the child’s situation, getting involved rashly would result in the Foundation sending someone after her.

And then?

Swoosh.

She would disappear without a trace, and the number of prospective scholarship students ready to be sent to the Academy next semester would simply increase by one.

Jonnas Wiheomhae, a scholarship graduate from Gift Academy and renowned within the Foundation for his exceptional skills.

Even he ended up raising prospective scholarship students, as ‘butler’ instead of field agent, due to acting on misplaced sympathy.

As a mere spy, April wouldn’t even have the luxury of such a ‘next chance.’

At worst, she would be summarily executed; at best, she would be reassigned.

Reassigned to some remote research camp, most likely.

A place with a 0% chance of survival, where one would have to die and become a corpse to leave.

While the spies for the Foundation had it slightly better, the scholarship students were in a similar predicament.

“That’s why most scholarship students enter the lower classes, hide their affiliations, and quietly focus on their studies.”

If their identity was revealed, the Academy would either try to expel the child or pressure the Foundation to exclude their influence.

Compared to that, Oknodie, who revealed her identity from the entrance ceremony, was distinctly different from other scholarship students.

Her expressions of emotion were clear.

Her personality didn’t seem like an act.

She did whatever she wanted.

Does everything that comes to mind.

From the start, what the foundation demands from its scholarship students is grades.

Outstanding achievements.

A student who achieves such remarkable results that they cannot be discarded, even if their true identity is revealed.

In that regard, Oknodie was the ideal talent the foundation desired.

‘It’s unfortunate for Oknodie that Jonnas is in charge of her.’

Some scholarship students survive by selling out other students to escape danger.

Or they cooperate with those who know their identity only to betray them later for points or grades.

Therefore, it’s best for scholarship students to hide their identity at all costs.

Cooperation.

Collaboration.

These are things sought by the weak, and the fate of the weak is almost always betrayal or being betrayed.

From the perspective of those weak individuals or their supervisors, Jonnas was an irritating thorn in their side.

Their failures were more prominent, and the fact that Jonnas was a graduate of the Gift Academy must have been unsettling.

Scratch, scratch.

Black letters filled the questionnaire paper.

This was all the information that could be filled in directly.

The rest would need to be gathered by personally monitoring or tailing Oknodie.

***

“Peep peep? Clean the windows! Clean the windows!”

“I did.”

“Peep peep? Do the mopping! Do the mopping!”

“I did.”

“Peep peep? Clean the windows! Clean the windows!”

“I told you I did, you idiot.”

After finishing the verbal spat with the dumb bird-brained Dumur, the afternoon cleaning maid, April started tailing Oknodie, timing it with the end of Oknodie’s lecture schedule.

Once the official class activities ended, it was free time for the students.

It was a good opportunity to see what Oknodie usually thought and did.


‘This path leads to the student union building. Freshmen wouldn’t have been guided here yet, so how did she get the information so quickly?’

Unlike most upper-class freshmen who, looking exhausted, wandered like zombies towards the infirmary or lounge, and a few tough ones who searched for the next lecture hall or training room, Oknodie’s afternoon schedule involved looking for clubs.

“Wow. Did we have such a small kid in our school?”

“Haven’t seen that kid before. Must be a freshman.”

Students, overwhelmed with their own grade’s affairs, didn’t recognize the top student from a year below.

“This time must be when the 2nd-year Production Department’s <Metal Crafting for Dull Students> lecture ends, right?”

“She could be a senior from the 3rd-year Administration Department who just came from a <Pandology> lecture.”

“At that height, could she be a 3rd-year?”

“Yeah, right. Maybe a 1st-year.”

“A 1st-year wouldn’t even know where the student union building is yet, so how would she get in here?”

“You’re right. Then she must be a 2nd-year.”

The students wandering the union building concluded.

A poor kid taking a lecture for dull students!

“Hey there, how about joining the <West Union> club with us? It’s full of nice and kind people from the west. Your hair looks like you’re from the west, so I thought I’d recommend it. You’re from the west, right?”

“Don’t listen to her. Come join the <Board Game> club with me. The guys here will play lots of fun games with you. There are tons of interesting games. Hehe.”

Irritation flashed in Oknodie’s eyes.

She instantly realized their intentions for approaching her.

What if she gets so angry that she kills someone?

Foundation kids have a boiling point different from ordinary people.

They always have at least one psycho trait that could make them snap unexpectedly.

Just as I was wondering if I should keep more distance, Oknodie reacted unexpectedly.

“No! Don’t! Stop it!”

As the doors of the club rooms filling the student union building suddenly flew open, students poked their heads out.

“What’s going on?”

“It’s those guys. Didn’t they do something?”

“Who kidnaps people in broad daylight just to fill up their club membership?”

“What scumbags.”

“Isn’t this a crime?”

“They look like perverts too.”

“I heard it earlier. That guy was laughing like ‘hehehe.’”

“Ugh, that’s disgusting.”

“So gross.”

“Go die, you idiots.”

“Which club are they from?”

The students who had suddenly been bombarded with criticism and curses were on the verge of tears.

“It’s a misunderstanding! We were just kindly asking if she wanted to join our club. We hadn’t even locked her in the club room or forced her to sign yet!”

“Me too! I only thought about sweet-talking the naïve one into signing up, but we haven’t done anything yet! Hey, you say something too….”

“Huh? Where did she go?”

“Did she run away, leaving us behind?!”

As the gazes towards the remaining two students grew even colder, Oknodie took advantage of the confusion to move freely inside the student union building.

Moving as if she knew how to avoid people’s eyes, causing a commotion skilfully, and walking naturally as if she knew where everything was.

‘Did she find a way to bypass the non-disclosure restriction that Jonnas put in place regarding the academy?’

Entering the inner garden of the student union building, Oknodie’s eyes sparkled as she discovered something.

“Heheh. Found it.”

‘She’s cute.’

Captivating April’s heart, she took out a cup containing culture fluid from the cultivation room near the garden.

Culture fluid?

April couldn’t hide her puzzlement.

‘Does she think drinking culture fluid will make her grow taller to reach the 230cm she always talks about?’

Unless she’s a plant, drinking plant culture fluid wouldn’t make her grow taller.

But it was useful enough to include in the report.


Q33: What is Oknodie’s current goal and what efforts is she making to achieve it?

A: She seems to believe that drinking plant culture fluid will help her grow taller to 230cm.

I’ll need to obtain the component analysis of the culture fluid to determine if there are any harmful ingredients.

‘She’s really a handful.’

Now I understand why Jonnas dotes on her so much.



 
  
    Chapter 88: April’s Investigation – 3


Instead of leaving the garden, Oknodie continued deeper inside with a bottle of plant culture medium in hand.

‘Does she still have business to attend to?’

A leaf lightly brushed against April’s collar as she hurriedly followed her.

Rustle.

Despite the small sound, Oknodie quickly turned her head and looked directly in her direction.

“Huh? Is someone there?”

“!!”

She was caught.

Even the slightest movement or a single misstep in breathing, and it would be all over.

April had personally observed and filled out the Q&A panel, noting that Oknodie could sense and avoid mana traps installed on the academy dormitory’s exterior walls.

She couldn’t afford to let any mana escape.

Just as she held her breath, she had to trap her mana within and not let it seep out.

“Hmmm?”

10 seconds.

“Hmmmm??”

20 seconds.

“Must be my imagination.”

Just go already, you damn brat.

Even as she cursed her silently, the sound of retreating footsteps wasn’t heard.

Instead, the presence was getting closer.

Cunning thing.

As expected of the Foundation’s special scholarship student, her actions were anything but ordinary.

“Found~ you!”

Snap.

When Oknodie finally reached into the bush, April thought she was caught.

Rustle rustle!

Flutter flutter.

A squirrel suddenly darted out from the bushes at that very moment.

It was the squirrel Oknodie had targeted.

“You little rascal~”

Holding a large chunk of a big turnip grown in the garden with both hands, the squirrel glared at Oknodie with disapproving eyes, hissing.

“Oh right. I shouldn’t be doing this now.”

Abandoning the squirrel, she quickly dashed further into the garden’s depths.

<No Entry Beyond This Point> 

<Entering Without Permission May Be Life-Threatening>

April flinched greatly at the sign Oknodie ignored.

-Woof woof! I almost got in big trouble when I chased a butterfly into the garden!

That silly dog-person, Happy.

She remembered the firsthand account from Happy.

-Woof woof! The clubs at the student hall have security measures to block intruders from rival clubs!

-Woof woof! I got caught by a plant that sprinkled strange powder, and I woke up a month later!

She could end up sleeping like a princess in a forest for a month if she wasn’t careful.

It was dangerous for her as a spy, but even more so for the freshman Oknodie.

‘I might have to help her depending on the situation.’

April secretly followed her into the glass greenhouse.

At the entrance of the greenhouse, where temperature, humidity, wind direction, fine dust, ozone, and harmful gases were strictly controlled, a large flower about the size of a person was dozing off.

It was a <Nodflower> that emitted sleep gas to subdue predators or prey when it sensed danger or found food.

Nod… Fwoosh.

Nod… Fwoosh.

Watching the flower dozing off with a snot bubble forming at its nose, Oknodie carefully crept past the Nodflower.

“???”

How did she manage to get through without being noticed?

Just in case, April stealthily walked closer.

…On the contrary, now that she think about it, how did Happy get caught?

The Nodflower was so deeply asleep it was hard to believe. 

Surely Happy must have been running around barking 

“Woof! Come here, butterfly!” or “Woof! Sleeping flower!” and woke it up.

Considering Happy’s intelligence, she should be thankful she only ended up asleep for a month after being caught by the security plant.

‘That’s a vine trap that catches anyone who steps on it and suspends them in the air.’

‘And those fibrous threads from the main body stick to your body all day like parasitic bloodsuckers.’

‘…That’s a plant I’ve never even heard of at the academy. Did Jonnas teach Oknodie about those as well?’

This level of information isn’t something you just get from a hint.

While April was considering that Jonnas and Oknodie’s relationship might not be a typical butler and scholar relationship, Oknodie reached the deepest part of the greenhouse.

The plant club’s inner sanctum, guarded by stringent multi-layered security measures, could lull you into a false sense of security with the seemingly innocuous Nodflower, but you’d be in for a rude awakening with the vine traps and parasitic bloodsuckers.

At its core was a mana-board lock that recognized a person’s identity and opened the door when touched.

“Huh…?”

Judging by the surprised sound, this level of security was unexpected even for Oknodie.

She peeked through the glass, pressing her cheeks against it in an effort to see inside.

“Hmph.”

Disheartened, she made a sad sound, indicating she couldn’t find what she was looking for inside.

Okay, let’s give up and go back now.

The one tailing her is getting nervous too.

“I wanted to get the perfect crime bonus, though.”

“???”

Did she just say perfect crime bonus?

While April was doubting her ears, she witnessed an unbelievable sight.

Thud.

Oknodie lifted a large rock up to her head height.

No way, right?


If Oknodie could see April’s trembling eyes, she’d probably respond with a “Yes, that’s right,” and then she vigorously smashed the rock down on the security booth with the mana-board.

Crash!

The sound of the booth shattering into pieces was accompanied by the wailing of the alarm.

‘She broke it!!’

Having abandoned the perfect crime, Oknodie went for brute force.

Stepping over the debris, she rushed inside and began digging through the dirt. 

Her gloved hands rummaged around until she looked delighted, as if she had found a ginseng root.

“Eureka!”

Oknodie triumphantly held up her prize—a rare, human-shaped, ultra-rare plant, the <Mandragora>.

April’s mind rapidly recalled all information related to Mandragora.

Mandragora.

A plant that screams when uprooted.

Hearing it causes fainting.

Here it is a crime scene.

If caught, academy interrogation for her.

If she is fired as a cleaning maid, she would be silenced by the foundation.

Basically, certain death!

“Eek!”

April, engulfed in fear, tried to raise her hands to cover her ears, but even as she did, she instinctively realized.

The speed at which the Mandragora’s gaping mouth would scream would be faster than her hands could cover her ears.

I’m doomed.

Goodbye, my life.

To die a death even stupider than Happy’s.

With two maids already fallen victim, this garden will henceforth be known as the maids’ graveyard.

As she braced herself for the end, the Mandragora’s loud scream pierced her ears.

“Waaaah-!”

But it was accompanied by the sound of a baby crying.

“Huh?”

“Ah, I knew someone was here!”

“Ha!!”

Even the Mandragora seemed confused, she wondered if there was a baby, and April let out an involuntary sigh of relief for surviving.

Realizing she had been discovered by Oknodie, she immediately fled.

Being near the entrance, April managed to escape the garden before Oknodie.

“Why steal a baby Mandragora? And who put her up to this in the first place?”

The mention of a bonus for a perfect crime implied someone was willing to reward her.

Who could it be?

Someone who would reward Oknodie for criminal activities.

A higher-up in the Foundation?

Her personal butler, Jonnas Wiheomhae?

No, it’s not someone from the Foundation.

There’s another person who fits the bill.

A professor more familiar with thievery than anyone else.

One of the lecturers Oknodie was taking a class from.

“The noble thief, Professor Bronze de Estrada!”

Oknodie must have had received a secret personal assignment from the noble thief, Professor Bronze.

With this thought, everything made sense.

“Intruder!”

“There’s a thief in the garden!”

“It must be those alchemy club bastards.”

“Trying to steal rare herbs for free!”

“Unforgivable!”

“Let’s bury their bodies in the garden as fertilizer!”

“Don’t dig them up until they’ve grown twice the herbs they stole!”

As Oknodie tore through the greenhouse film, climbed a tree, and escaped through a second-floor window, the students of the plant club, filled with not just determination but madness, charged into the greenhouse. 

In the chaos, Oknodie vanished from sight.

Watching this, April thought the students looked familiar.

“Crazy professor Weird !”

Yes, they were students from the lectures of the crazy professor Weird, who was known for sticking flowers in her hair.

There was a commotion when she made fourth-year students eat stones, which led to them vomiting and spitting out stones, resulting in a classroom floor covered in saliva. 

April remembered having to clean up those stones and mop the floor as overtime work.

“Professor Weird was also the advisor for the club.”

And Professor Weird was teaching one of the first-year classes that Oknodie was taking.

In fact, Professor Bronze’s class was in the second period, followed by Professor Weird’s class in the third period.

“From day one, she must have set Oknodie as her target for an apprentice and given her the task of stealing Professor Weird’s precious item.”


If Oknodie managed to steal the baby Mandragora despite such stringent security, she truly deserved to be called a thief.

April diligently wrote her answers with a magic pen.

Q10: Oknodie’s Future Ambition

A: To become a noble thief like Professor Bronze de Estrada.

Especially when filling in the blank for question 10, she wrote with 100% certainty and without a moment’s hesitation.



 
  
    Chapter 89: The Thief


April, who had escaped from the chaotic garden, finished writing her report in a nearby empty room. 

She doubted whether her superiors actually wanted such a report, but the thought that she narrowly avoided ruining her life by getting caught at the scene consoled her.

Suddenly, a surge of resentment rose within her against the higher-ups in the foundation who, enjoying safety, only assigned the hard tasks.

‘If they didn’t want this kind of report, what can they do? If they’re so upset, they should come out and do the spy work themselves.’

In the morning, she cleaned with barking dog-kin, at noon with chirping bird-kid, and in the evening she cleaned stables with neighing horse-kin.

Balancing the grueling cleaning schedule of a maid with spy activities put her at constant risk of being discovered and ending her life on the spot.

The only reward for overcoming all this hardship was a small amount of gold coins and the relentless daily routine of a cleaning maid.

‘The money was good at first, but when you have to continue this half-forced job where you never know when you’ll die or retire, the money doesn’t seem worth it anymore.’

Considering the effort put into her spy activities, her superiors should tolerate a margin of error in the accuracy of her information.

‘Time to head back.’

On her way back to the stables, she remembered something.

‘Oh right, the tail.’

April took out the horse tail from her handbag. 

Having gained entry into the Academy cleaning maid position through the Demihuman quota system, she was recognized as a ‘horse-kin’ and had to display the tail when necessary. 

Usually, she hid it under her skirt or pants, but she had to wear it properly when in sight of others.

Of course, transformation magic was difficult, and she was reluctant to waste magic on maintaining it. 

Therefore, the foundation provided her with this cost-effective disguise tool: the horse tail.

“Sigh.”

‘It feels weird on my butt if I wear it for too long.’

Despite her grumbling, April dutifully attached the horse tail.

***

“Nice, this is the best pattern we could get!”

After the summer vacation ended, the second semester of the first year began, bringing new chapter bosses and new crises to the Academy. Typically, three different crises would compete to determine the real chapter boss, and one of these contenders was the Mandragora.

“Goo goo.”

In a bottle filled with culture fluid, the baby Mandragora swam around, waving its hand-like roots. 

It’s cute now, but once it grows, it will spread its roots throughout the entire Academy garden and become a Giant Max Mandragora that can even break through the student council building.

That thing could grow to 230 meters?

I kind of envy it.

The cause was the special culture fluid X-13 developed by the Alchemy Club. 

During the midterms of the first semester, seniors desperate to meet assignment deadlines would raid the student council clubs to procure the necessary reagents and products. 

If the Alchemy Club was raided during this event, they’d sometimes bury unnecessary chemicals in the ground.

The plant that first extended its roots to the special culture fluid X-13 would experience a massive growth event.

‘Giant Max Plant Event!’

If a dandelion-type plant reached it first?

The Giant Dandelion Colony Event would begin, scattering huge dandelion seeds all over the Academy.

If a tree reached it first?

The Jack and the Beanstalk Event would open, with a tree soaring sky-high.

But if the Mandragora reached it first?

‘In the worst case, it’s an instant apocalypse for the Academy!’

The Giant Max Mandragora, born from a series of coincidences without any malicious intent, would scream, causing thousands of students to die.

If Professor Weird, who embodies nature and wraps herself in vines, fully displayed her dryad prowess, the situation might be resolved safely.

But if the 600-to-300-to-99-to-1 rule of bad luck strikes?

“An incident occurred in the club overseen by a borderland professor. We can’t trust this person’s ability, so let’s leave it to our imperial professors.”

Imperial professors would step in to handle the aftermath. 

While there are competent professors in the Empire, which would be good, the border professors would lose power, imperial professors would become more arrogant, discrimination would intensify, students would suffer, and numerous conflict flags would be strengthened.

But at least no one would die immediately, right?

…But if bad luck strikes again?

If an incompetent imperial professor is involved?

A minor mistake could lead to dozens or hundreds of deaths, including professors. 

This would create a tempting situation for global governments and secret organizations eager to insert new assassins into the Academy.

Students attending lectures might start disappearing, or some might experience lower abdominal pain and morning sickness, making the Academy atmosphere strange. 

But it would still be manageable.

At least no one would die immediately.

…What if a professor secretly planted by a world-ending organization decided to seize this opportunity?

The academy will explode on that day.

With a 0.1% probability, we have to consider it ruined.

To summarize:<Theft Event>

9.9% chance of winning the favour of chemistry/alchemy club.

Theft event – Special Culture Fluid X-13 is buried in the ground.

<Special Culture Fluid X-13 Event>

60% chance of <Giant Dandelion Colony>

Follow-up event – Difficult Commute to School

30% chance of <Jack and the Beanstalk>

Follow-up event – Unwelcome Guest on the Tree

9.9% chance of <Giant Max Dog>

Follow-up event – Giant Guard Dog

0.1% chance of <Giant Max Mandragora>

Follow-up event – See below!

<Giant Max Mandragora Event>

60% chance of Professor Weird containing the situation.

Follow-up event – Special Natural Magic Education Week for All Students

30% chance of Imperial Professors containing the situation.

Follow-up event – Frontier Discrimination

9.9% chance of Imperial Professors causing a major accident.

Follow-up event – Joint Funeral. Suspicious New Professors.

0.1% chance of a Spy Professor blowing up the academy.

Follow-up event – None. Life’s ruined!

“Oh, horrible!”

The chain of events branching out like a spider web all ended because of today’s action.


The prototype of Special Culture Fluid X-13, Special Culture Fluid X-1, was destroyed, and just in case there were samples left, and Special Culture Fluid X-13 could be made again, the Mandragora was kidnapped.

It has long been verified that X-1 doesn’t cause rapid growth even if the Mandragora eats it!

“Still, I hope it grows quickly!”

Mandragora scream when pulled from the soil but become valuable elixirs.

On the other hand, when grown in water, they don’t kill people and grow gently, but the Mandragora itself doesn’t have elixir effects.

Instead, the water in which the Mandragora grows becomes the elixir.

“Hehe. You prefer water over soil, right?”

“Goo goo.”

I now have a plant friend to keep in the dormitory.

***

The Mandragora was missing.

<Orcatch>, the head of the Botany club, felt his neck veins stiffening as his blood boiled.

Unless the plant had gotten up and moved on its own, it was clear that an intruder had stolen it.

“President, there are no stolen plants in the greenhouse.”

“It seems that only the plant in your personal security booth is missing.”

“What on earth were you growing that someone would break in before dusk?”

“You don’t need to know.”

The Mandragora was a super-rare plant, one that even the Botany Club, which grew all kinds of rare plants, would covet.

Orcatch was certain that if the club members found out he was growing a Mandragora, they would immediately grab their shovels and storm the security booth.

“Be honest. You guys stole it, didn’t you?”

“No way! We didn’t even know what was inside, how could we steal it?”

Though he didn’t fully trust them, he knew they wouldn’t go this far.

‘Two sets of footprints.’

One set stood watch at the entrance.

The other set infiltrated the scene to commit the crime.

The strange thing was that both sets of footprints were so peculiar that it was impossible to determine their size.

“President, those alchemy club guys are suspicious.”

“Yeah, they only take requests for making fertilizer and never give us the special cultivation liquid on time.”

“Oh, right. Wasn’t today the day they were supposed to give us the cultivation liquid?”

“They said they did give it.”

“Looked for it, but it wasn’t there.”

“…Those guys, they must have heard about the theft and lied about giving us the liquid they never made!”

The members grumbled among themselves before charging towards the alchemy club.

Orcatch stood alone in the garden, staring at the sky, feeling the emptiness of losing the Mandragora.

‘This isn’t the work of some common club thief.’

Orcatch decided to visit Professor Bronze, who was renowned as the best thief in the world.

“Excuse me, are you there, Professor?”

“Come in.”

Following the calm voice from inside, Orcatch opened the door.

It was early evening; maybe the professor was thinking of taking a nap.

The professor was lying on the sofa, and even in sleep, the stylish beauty was a sight to behold.

With her white jacket draped over the chair and dressed in just a shirt and slacks, she reclined gracefully.

She lifted the silk hat covering her face with one finger, a chic gesture that drew attention to her fully blossomed chest under the shirt.

“You’re not one of my students.”

At her remark, which seemed to draw attention back to his face, Orcatch belatedly shifted his gaze from her chest to her face.

Given her skill, the professor had surely noticed his gaze.

It was a relief she didn’t reprimand him.

“I came to seek your advice.” 

“Tell me, and I’ll decide.”

“A short while ago, a super-rare plant we were growing in the deepest part of the botany club was stolen.”

“What about security?”

“We used Nodflower, vine traps, blood-sucking parasites, and a mana-locked glass. All the first three were avoided, and the last was smashed with a rock.”

“…With a rock?”

“A rather large boulder. It must have been an upperclassman, who knew where I kept my most prized plant, sneaked in, and had the audacity to smash the lock with a boulder.”

“An upperclassman, you say.”

“One who’s a habitual thief. Otherwise, they couldn’t have escaped within the 20 seconds it took for the members to respond.”

Professor Bronze gave a meaningful smile.

Listening intently, Professor Bronze suddenly fell silent.

No answer came.

Was she uninterested?

The longer the silence, the more anxious Orcatch became.

“I’ll look into it.”

“Thank you.”

Professor Bronze gave a silent cue for him to leave.

“Thank you. Please, find the stolen item…”

The silence grew longer.

This silence felt more ominous than the previous one.

Seeing the professor’s smile, Orcatch could guess her thoughts.

Of course.

A thief wouldn’t simply return stolen goods.

“You’re a chivalrous thief, Professor.”

Trying to appeal to her conscience, Orcatch threw in one last plea.

The professor coolly countered.

“You stared at my chest, didn’t you?”


Orcatch’s face turned beet red, and he shouted, “I apologize!” as he fled.

It was too overwhelming for a single, inexperienced male student to handle.

As Professor Bronze watched Orcatch disappear into the dark hallway, her mind turned to another student.

“Heh.”

She saw an opportunity to make Oknodie her apprentice sooner than expected.



 
  
    Chapter 90: Professor’s Interest


===

<Professor Bronze’s Note>

The professor has sent you a note.

When a professor shows interest in a student, it’s a sign of impending doom.

What terrible event is about to unfold?

===

Also, an event notification.

My head throbs involuntarily.

As I unfolded the note, the headache worsened.

[It seems that a mischievous raccoon with a penchant for the garden has appeared.

If you’re interested, come to my lab.

-Bronze de Estrada]

I sensed that the imperial professor had caught wind of the theft that took place yesterday.

“Wow. How did she catch onto this in less than 24 hours?”

Considering I woke up early in the morning, it’s practically within 12 hours.

I wonder if she already know who the culprit is?

It’s too scary.

I feel like burying my head in the sand and hiding, but if I do that, the professor might come along later and say, “You’ve buried yourself nicely,” as she shovel dirt over me.

Or she might misunderstand and emerge hours later, laying her clothes on the laundry magic circle and while she heads for a shower.

I need to muster up the courage.

I went to the professor’s lab to confirm if the crime had been discovered.

[Followed Professor Bronze’s Note.]

[Follow-up event awaiting activation.]

[Unlock the event through appropriate communication.]

***

“Do you like cookies?”

“Yes!”

“Too bad.”

The professor nibbled on the soft cookie as if offering it to me, then proceeded to eat it alone.

There’s a rumor circulating among players that a professor cannot become a professor without losing their humanity, and now seems like the time to support that hypothesis.

‘I need to calm down.’

If I get emotionally rough, I might inadvertently reveal my inner thoughts in response to a casually thrown question.

Suppressing the desire for cookies and frustration, I hypnotized myself internally.

‘That’s probably a cookie with wasabi in it. Or maybe it’s a vinegar cookie with a very sour taste.’

Suddenly, the professor asked. 

“Do you like tea?”

“… Can I have some too?”

“I was just asking out of courtesy.”

Such an impolite person.

Arcadia, who freely offers snacks and tea, now seems even more generous.

“Are you enjoying life at the academy?”

“Very much.”

“You’re enjoying it very much?”

“Yes.”

“That’s fortunate.”

The professor put down the teacup and said. 

“Soon, something unpleasant will begin.”

“…….”

Was this person like this in the game too?

I generally only remember their appearance, not much else.

I knew I was weak to beauty, but I never imagined I would latch onto people like this.

From now on, I should remember people not just by their faces or figures but also by their personalities.

“I have three pieces of news.”

Despite the professor’s seemingly harmless name, she exuded an unsettling aura.

“But a thief must obtain what they desire with their own hands. Pay the appropriate fee for each piece of information, and I will divulge it.”

===

<Three Pieces of Information>

The professor has presented three pieces of information.

Choose the information you wish to purchase and offer an appropriate payment.

If you lack sufficient payment, the deal may fall through.


	Information on the <Weekly Event> at the academy

	Information on the <Thief who Stole the Treasure> from the Botany Club

	Information on how to receive training in skill at the academy



===

“Are you asking for a bet?”

“There’s also a way to repay with the same information. Don’t you have at least one? Information that holds such value that you can expect gratitude if you share it with someone else.”

“Well… I guess I do.”

“Then go ahead and call it. What do you want?”

“I don’t have any information I want to buy!”

“…Oh.”

Surprise flickered across the professor’s face.

“You must have known that the Gift Academy isn’t your typical academy. You must be curious about the value of treasures too. And if you seek strength, you might be interested in acquiring skills.”

‘But not wanting anything at all?’

‘Don’t lie.’

The professor warned with a wary look, as if chastising a wary child.

“Don’t worry about not getting your worth. I swear by the honor of the Empire’s top rogue that I won’t cheat you or deceive you. This offer itself is an act of kindness towards you.”

But it really is information everyone knows.

Weekly events follow a set pattern, thieves appear, and the way to receive skills is to carry out the professor’s requests.

But not wanting anything seems a bit lacking in charm.

Efficiency freaks lack style.

True connoisseurs sometimes know how to take inefficient routes!

“I’m curious about skill transfer.”


“The fee is simple. Display your skills. If it satisfies the rogue, I’ll teach you a skill that matches it.”

If you’ve honed a ‘low-tier skill’ to sufficient proficiency, the method is to receive a higher-tier skill or a related skill. 

It’s a method suitable for any drill instructor at a training ground, but in reality, professors are also an extension of drill instructors.

Some professors primarily teach theory, while others teach practical skills beyond knowledge.

The skill Bronze Professor will teach.

It’s delightful to have a good appetite, but to have your own appetite grow is somewhat… psychologically resistant.

As a man, I have a past as a ‘child,’ but not as a ‘woman.’

“May I borrow an empty cup?”

“If you wish.”

“One more, please.”

The professor nodded.

“Just one more!”

“If you ask for one more, I’ll take back tears in return.”

The Bronze Professor slammed her palm into the air.

The ominous sound was enough to make my skull feel like it would cave in and die.

“Three are enough.”

Whether she was absorbed in Eastern pottery or not, each of the three cups had different patterns engraved on them.

“Put a coin in one paper cup and mix the other two. I’ll turn around and not look.”

“Are you challenging me to a guessing game against a rogue?”

“How about it? It’ll be fun, right?”

“You’re guessing without seeing it. Can you do it?”

“Hehe. There’s no rule saying I can’t guess without seeing it, you know?”

Challenging me provocatively, the professor took out a coin.

“This is a commemorative coin issued by the Holy Central Empire in the year 777. It’s known as a lucky coin, with only 777 pieces ever minted.”

“Wow! That’s amazing.”

“If you guess correctly, I’ll give you this coin.”

“Really?”

It’s not an item you can simply possess because you want it.

Items related to luck are especially so.

Mostly, you can only obtain them if you’re really lucky!

“I must have it!”

Feeling excited, I turned around, and the professor whispered softly.

“Then let’s begin.”

“Sure~.”

The professor made a crisp sound as she dropped a coin into a cup.

Then she picked up two cups without coins and mixed them together.

“Done.”

“Hmm~ Where could it be~”

I pretended to ponder, but I already knew.

I heard everything through the ‘sound’!

“Is it hidden here?”

[Using sleight of hand to entertain Professor Bronze with finding the hidden coin in the cups.]

[Find Experience +1]

[Empathy Experience +1]

[Social Experience +1]

[Joking Experience +1]

The professor smiled satisfactorily.

“You’re really good at this.”

“Hehe. Give me the coin!”

“Alright. If you manage to guess correctly two more times, that coin will be yours.”

“What? Where’s that rule from?”

“It’s right there.”

There was a [1st Round: Successful Challenge] [2nd Round: ?] [3rd Round: ?] sign on the table corner that the professor pointed to.

“It was there from the beginning, but you didn’t see it?”

“Ugh. So, if I guess correctly three times, it’s actually 7 rounds and 4 wins, isn’t it?”

“I won’t torment you that much.”

“Fine. Then it’s the second round.”

As I turned my head, the professor immediately spoke.

“It’s over.”

“Huh?”

I didn’t hear a thing.

There was no sound of lifting the cups, dropping the coin, putting down the cups, or mixing the cups.

It was a moment of sudden soundlessness.

This professor, she skilfully used <Acceleration> and <Soundproofing>!

I turned my head with resentment, but the professor just chuckled.

“Try guessing now. If you can guess even like this.”

“Hmph. You dislike a student’s antics?”

“If you were trying to guess the coin’s location just by the sound, I might be a bit disappointed.”

As serious as she was with the challenge, I didn’t ask for any special treatment.

In a serious contest, pleading “I’m just a kid!” doesn’t fly with the seasoned ego.

After all, finding the coin isn’t solely about ‘hearing’.

“Is it here?”

“You’re really good at guessing.”

It’s a simple trick.

The cup with the hidden coin remains in place, but the other two cups undergo a single mixing process.

By memorizing the specific ‘patterns’ of the cups, you can tell which cup is in its original position and which cups are mixed.

For instance, if the coin is in cup 1:

When cups 2 and 3 are mixed, cup 1 remains in place, and the pattern of cup 1 can be found on cup 1.

If the coin is in cup 2 or 3:

Cup 1 is mixed with another cup, and its pattern can be found in a different position.

The fact that the patterns of the three cups are all different is the first thing to check as soon as you receive the cups!

[Entertaining Professor Bronze with the skill of finding the hidden coin using sleight of hand.]

[Find Experience +2]

[Memorization Experience +2]

[Visual Experience +2]

[Social Experience +2]

[Joking Experience +2]

A broad smile spread across the professor’s lips.

“Next time, I should learn how to hide my gaze.”

“…You didn’t catch on, did you?”

“Heh. Turn around quickly. We should start the last round, shouldn’t we?”

I turned around with a prayer, but almost immediately, the words “Done” came back.

On top of the three cups were, bizarrely, even larger cups.

“Now. Find it. Which cup do you think the coin is in?”


This wicked professor employed [Soundproofing], [Acceleration], and [Covering Up] all at once in that short time.

“Surely putting cups on top of cups is not considered cheating? After all, we never established such rules.”

Is this the despicable and deadly cunning of a rogue?

The wickedness of an academy professor facing a child’s antics with genuine seriousness.

I trembled at the sinister power of the academy professor.



 
  
    Chapter 91: The Sin of doing too Well


The professor’s trick was meticulous.

When I found the game coin by sound, she took away the sound. 

When I found the coin by pattern, she took away my sight.

She even handled the entire process in an instant using “Acceleration,” despite not being instructed to do so!

A truly terrifying skill befitting the world’s greatest righteous rogue.

Honestly, I felt a wall.

“Just so you know, even if you don’t guess correctly, I’m still thinking of passing on the technique.”

“Really?”

“The technique shown by the new student Oknodie was interesting in many ways.”

“What about the coin?”

“If you don’t guess correctly, there’s no reason to give it to you.”

“Hmph.”

“Acting pitiful won’t work. I’ve even taken toys from three-year-old children.”

‘Your identity as a righteous thief is in danger, Professor.’

Not that it’s a situation where I can worry about someone else.

‘Annoyingly, even the patterns are identical.’

The larger cups covering the original cups had the same patterns.

Because of that, I was suspicious.

Isn’t this actually just transforming the original cups rather than covering them with bigger ones?

I overlaid a mana barrier on my eyes like color lenses, and the mana composing all things in the world became visible.

“You can also use Search Eye?”

“Of course.”

Search Eye.

The Eye of Perception.

A technique that overlays mana on vision to sense mana.

“It’s a usage method that will damage your eyes if used for too long.”

I didn’t respond to the professor’s words.

More accurately, I didn’t have the leisure to respond.

As she said, this technique comes with a penalty.

It was a result of my lack of proficiency.

Even if there’s no technique unknown to veterans, there’s a difference between techniques used frequently and those that aren’t.

The Eye of Perception fell into the latter category.

Mana traps?

Mana organisms?

In front of the ‘serious punch’ of a 230cm muscular giant, everything breaks, so why care about them?

Because I’ve been playing with that concept, I’ve relatively less interest in playing petty tricks with eye scams.

I occasionally used the Prognosis Eye, which detects muscle movements precisely to foresee the opponent’s next move a step ahead.

If the proficiency of Prognosis Eye was 100, the proficiency of the Eye of Perception didn’t even reach 10.

Most of it was just theoretical knowledge.

‘Even so, it’s enough.’

All three cups were indeed ‘transformed.’

As expected from the professor teaching <Developing Insight>.

She laid a trap to test my insight.

Was this an extension of the previous lecture?

However, this method couldn’t find the real cup.

‘It’s not just transformed.’

A clever mana concealment barrier was deployed.

A thin layer, like coating, surrounded the surface of the cup.

I couldn’t read the internal patterns of the cup.

In other words, the patterns visible on the cup’s surface now were fake patterns disguised by magic, not the original cup’s patterns.

Considering the pattern on cup 1 was in the original position, it seemed cups 2 and 3 were swapped, and the coin was in the unshuffled cup 1, but that was a trap.

It felt like she was mocking me by perfectly reproducing even the pattern I had memorized.

‘Ugh. I don’t want to lose.’

I don’t want to lose.

But as the information increased, my mind became more complicated.

My brain is overloading.

“Huh?”

Then, I noticed something off in a corner of my vision.

At the same time, 3 seconds had passed.

I immediately deactivated the Eye of Perception.

Three seconds, the limit to preserve my eyesight.

I stopped just at the limit.

A smile spread across the professor’s lips.

“You found something.”

“I did find something. The mark signalling ‘three attempts’ appeared on the opposite side.”

This person not only carried out all those processes in an instant but even rotated the desk 180 degrees.

How leisurely can you be!

It’s frustrating, but Professor Bronze is strong.

Her speed is on a different level compared to mine, incomprehensibly fast.

“Do you think you can find the cup with the coin in it?”

“Not at all.”

“Oh dear. Haven’t you seen through the ‘pattern’?”

Is she teasing me or giving me a hint?

It’s a statement that’s impossible to decipher.

I erased the confusing words from my mind.

You shouldn’t base your judgments on uncertain information.

Decisions are made based on information you gather yourself.

Do not rely on others’ records or seemingly plausible statements.

Follow through solely with your own strength.


That is the truth I know.

‘Let’s think.’

If the camouflaged pattern on the cup is the same as the real pattern, the coin is in cup number 1.

However, due to the mana shielding, ‘uncertainty’ has arisen.

There is a possibility that the altered pattern on the cup is a fake pattern quickly created by ‘Acceleration’.

In this case, any judgment based on the pattern is completely false and deceptive.

Therefore, cup number 1 is the farthest from the correct answer.

‘The real one is in either cup 2 or 3. Psychologically, that’s the only reasonable conclusion.’

Until the signal indicating the three attempts appeared on the opposite side.

That is not a mark forged by the ‘Covering Up’.

Soundproofing.

Acceleration.

Transform.

Covering Up.

The addition of another process called ‘table switch’ to these four actions is concrete evidence.

It is a reliable basis for judgment.

The table was flipped 180 degrees.

Naturally, the positions of the cups were also flipped 180 degrees once.

I thought cup number 1 was in its original place, but it might have moved to position 3 and then returned to position 1 after the 180-degree switch.

Whether the cups were shuffled first or the table was turned first, there is a possibility that cups 1 and 3 got mixed up.

Thus, cup number 2 becomes the closest to the correct answer.

‘The existence of the Covering Up makes all these assumptions mere possibilities.’

It’s the most difficult challenge.

A single layer of Covering Up.

A membrane thinner than a fingernail has thrown all the information and truth about the cups into a labyrinth.

“Can I ask a question as a hint?”

“Go ahead.”

“Could you remove the Covering Up?”

The professor did not respond.

“Professor?”

“Why?”

“I asked a question.”

“And I listened, didn’t I?”

“…….”

Does she think this is a counselling session?

Shouldn’t she give me an answer?

‘Huh? Wait.’

Maybe the lack of a hint itself is an unexpected hint.

Based on what I’ve seen so far, Professor Bronze is someone who really hates losing.

The technique I used was countered right in the next turn, and in the end, she countered my trick with her own trick, even using psychological counters.

An eye for an eye.

Give back as good as you get.

A principle of retaliation like “an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth” found in the Code of Hammurabi!

“The answer is cup number 1.”

When the cup was flipped, indeed, there was a coin inside.

The coin was in the cup farthest from the correct answer.

“How did you know the coin was there?”

“When the marker indicating the third challenge appeared on the other side, the position of the letters was reversed, but the order of the letters remained the same.”

In other words, if the letters were written in the order 1, 2, 3, and the table turned 180 degrees, the letters should have been in the order 3, 2, 1.

However, the numbers on the table remained in the order 1, 2, 3.

“There were no traces of a mana barrier. It means it wasn’t a hallucination or a mistake… The idea that the table was turned 180 degrees was an ‘intended deception.'”

“I don’t know what technique was used, but if the intention is deception, then you just have to follow the opposite.”

“With this, I could see the intention was to make cup number 2 look like the closest to the correct answer, so I naturally excluded number 2 from my choices.”

The professor countered.

“You don’t know what’s beyond the barrier. There’s no evidence to support your reasoning.”

“But I can understand the tendencies.”

“Tendencies?”

“A swordsman confident in thrusting will use thrusts frequently, and a government official wanting to confirm their superiority will mostly deal with those who will elevate their influence.”

This applies to Professor Bronze as well.

“Professor, you showed the principle of retaliation in this game every time. I can be sure that you returned my method exactly in the third response as well.”

“In academia, that’s called confirmation bias. It’s the tendency to selectively pick information that supports what you want and ignore what doesn’t. Isn’t the student Oknodie simply seeing what she wants to see in me?”

“Maybe so. But it worked, didn’t it?”

If it succeeded, that’s all that matters!

The professor had no choice but to agree, faced with an undeniable argument.

“What made you choose cup number 1 out of 1 and 3?”

“The existence of the ‘Covering Up’ made picking number 1 seem uneasy. I thought the most unlikely option, number 1, had potential.”

“Curious. Your body is so young, yet the wisdom you display is like that of a seasoned general or warrior with deep insight.”

“??”

“A sharp corner can bring down a mountain peak. This refers to exploiting the tendencies you mentioned.”

Using the opponent’s strengths, specialties, habits, and thought patterns to read their moves.

It’s a strategy naturally acquired by veterans who have gone through many iterations.

I never thought such a technique would have such a grand name!

“A promise is a promise. That commemorative coin is now yours.”

Yay, I won the bet!

But why?

Why do I feel like I made a huge mistake?

[Using the game to find the coin, you demonstrated a unique trait of ‘exploiting tendencies,’ making Professor Bronze the most entertained she’s been in the past year.]

[Psychological Prediction Experience +15]

[Action Prediction Experience +15]

[Find Experience +10]

[Analytical Thinking Experience +10]

[Mana Detection Experience +10]

[Boldness Experience +5]

[Social Experience +5]

[Cute Trick Experience +5]

“???”

What’s this overwhelming flood of experience points?

A growing sense of unease.

The professor’s increasingly friendly gaze.


And as if to deliver the final blow, the professor said,

“New student Oknodie. Have you considered receiving personal training under me? I’d like to teach you more beyond regular lectures.”

Now I get it.

I understand where this unease comes from.

It’s because the professor is going to ask me to become a graduate student!



 
  
    Chapter 92: Slave Contract


“Freshman Oknodie. Your discerning eye is certainly suited to become a righteous Thief.”

“Me??”

“Would you like to become my disciple?”

“A disciple? Isn’t that usually a graduate student?”

“A graduate student? In the sense of studying deeper into the great knowledge, you’re not wrong.”

I’ve made a mistake.

In front of the professor, I should perform moderately well, but I did too well and caught her eye!

‘I absolutely refuse!!’

I desperately want to reject her firmly, but doing so would only bring bigger trouble.

“Where do you get the audacity to speak so boldly? It’s not enough that you reject the favour of a professor, but to do so rudely as well?”

If I get such a response, I have to assume my grades are done for.

“It’s too overwhelming for me. I’m still young and timid.”

“Being coy is also a trait of a righteous bandit.”

“I’m too lazy for that. I have many lectures and I enjoy hanging out with my friends!”

“When you become a righteous Thief, all the treasures of the world can become your friends. It’s even more enjoyable to steal and play with others’ treasures. This is the joy you can experience as my disciple.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Take your time to think until the next lecture.”

Only after I gave a vague smile could I escape from Professor Bronze’s den.

‘The efficiency of gaining skill experience is crazy, but something feels off. There’s no way the professor would be this kind.’

I’ve heard stories about poor students being tricked into becoming graduate student slaves over a meal.

This is clearly a wicked scheme to lure me with skill experience points!

But what if she offers such a sweet deal next week too?

Could I take advantage and then bail?

What if I end up as a disciple-turned-graduate student?

With numerous worries, I distanced myself from the research building.

***

Diligent students who crammed their lecture schedules from Monday to Thursday enjoyed their freedom on Fridays.

“I’m hungry.”

“I could eat rocks.”

“Doesn’t that grass over there look tasty?”

The freedom to starve that is.

Without lectures, there are fewer opportunities to earn points.

The students yearned for them.

“I miss the custard dishes we used to have for dinner.”

“From now on, I won’t skip a feast even if I’m full.”

“I miss the hot and heavy petticoats. I want to hang out with friends I made at dinner parties.”

Of course, these were the luxurious complaints of imperial nobles.

Passing by and overhearing these complaints, border nobles sneered.

“Let them complain all they want. Do points just fall from the sky?”

“Watch out! First-years down there!”

“What?”

“A contract worth 10,000 points fell. If you pick it up carelessly, you’ll be in big trouble!”

“!!”

Points really did fall from the sky!

Imperial nobles, who everyone expected to snatch up the fluttering contracts, surprisingly displayed cautious attitudes, putting their hands behind their backs.

Despite their extravagant thoughts and complaints, they are still nobles.

They have been raised with strict household and extracurricular education.

They’ve been told repeatedly not to touch suspicious contracts.

‘But I’m curious.’

Arcadia felt intrigued.

Every summer, she would board a warship to blow up pirate ships with cannons to escape the heat.

She didn’t think looking at a contract would be a big deal, so she reached out for the falling contract.

“Don’t!”

“Oknodie?”

The passing Oknodie enthusiastically ran forward and abruptly grabbed the hand attempting to grasp the contract.

“Hey! No matter how glad you are to see me, it’s not right for a girl to recklessly grab someone’s arm in front of strangers.”

“Arcadia really did something serious this time. That contract is enchanted with a compulsory marking spell where the person who grabs it has to imprint their thumb in a designated square!”

“What?!”

Arcadia, coming to her senses, looked around and noticed a student casually imprinting their thumb on the contract.

“Freshmen, be careful! If you accidentally get ink on your fingers, you might drop the official school seal that holds legal power!”

A senior holding ten seals in his hand threw them out the window.

“Argh, my body is moving on its own!”

“Someone stop me!”

“This guy, why did he suddenly become so strong? Hey, you come here and and help me stop too!”

“Stay still. You might end up leaving your fingerprints on a suspicious contract!”

New students ran and stared at the spell.

Watching the poor students of the lower class, Arcadia was engulfed in shock.

“The seniors are the ones who do terrible things!”

“Stay calm, Arcadia. The other person is a sophomore. If you go looking for it, you’ll get in trouble.”

The students who grabbed the contract and imprinted their thumbs on it were peeping at the contents of the contract.

===

Delivery contract

[Recipient – Velocasio] (hereinafter referred to as “A”) and [Supplier – Contractor] (hereinafter referred to as “B”) agree to trade under the following conditions: A receives the goods supplied by B and pays points to B.

Article 1 (Transaction details)

Item name – unit price

etc.

….

….

Midterm exam question book for 2nd graders – 10 points per subject


Numbering incoming students introduction – 10 points per person

Article 2 (Quality inspection)

○ If A determines that the quality of B’s supplied materials does not meet the standard, A may refuse to pay points.

○ If B fails to supply materials within the deadline set by A, B shall pay a penalty or fulfill the punishment of double the fine.

○ Inspection details are as follows: “Damage to materials,” “Freshness of materials,” “Weight manipulation with additives,” “Presence of magical disguise.”

Article 3 (Payment deadline)

A must pay the value of the materials supplied by B within a week using a magic watch.

If A fails to meet the payment deadline, the contract will be terminated immediately.

Article 4 (Cost burden)

All costs incurred in delivery shall be borne by B.

All costs incurred in inspection shall be borne by A.

….

….

Article 12 (Dispute resolution)

Any disputes arising from this contract shall be finally resolved through mediation by the student council.

===

“What kind of contract is this, so formal?”

“No, but I can get some points?”

“Isn’t this kinda awesome, though? Even if you’re not good at studying, you can earn points, although the method feels a bit unpleasant and shady.”

“Just hauling 50kg of sand earns you 5 points for a meal?”

“It counts as weightlifting too, isn’t that nice?”

As the poor students of the lower class hesitated, the student who first held the contract drew an ink stamp on his thumb and stamped it.

Seeing this, the other students glanced at each other and fought to pick up the contract that had fallen to the ground.

“Hey, I’m interested in that contract too.”

“Don’t fool yourself. How would you manage if you don’t even know the true value of the items while hastily making a contract?”

“No, you see. If I get that contract, I can prepare in advance for the materials needed when I’m a second-year. If I monopolize those items, the value goes up… Hehehe.”

Ah, Arcadia is scary!

Seeing Oknodie looking frightened, Arcadia felt bad as if she might be disliked for no reason.

“Oh, don’t make that scared expression, Dee. It just reminded me of helping with family affairs. I’m still your kind and gentle older sister, right?”

‘Unfortunately, let’s give up on the contract.’

We can get it later through the successful applicants of the Class of Servants of the Arcadia.

There is only one student of the Western Union Union Class accepted for advanced classes, but there are quite a few students accepted for the lower class.

[Prevent the Slave Contract (Arcadia) event achieved.]

[Arcadia becomes a free person.]

I was worried about the early random event that happened at this time.

She almost became a slave!

The contract, at first glance, seemed to provide a way for poor students to earn a living while studying, but in fact, it was a cunning contract.

Year 2 Velocasio.

He is a character with a disorderly personality in 980th class, one higher than 981st, and exploits students wildly according to the rules of the contract he made.

He assigns an enormous amount of supplies and a short deadline to suppliers who defy his conscience.

Refusal right is three times a year.

Supply requests can be executed once a week.

After three weeks, on the fourth week, it is a demon contract that must be fulfilled.

Depending on the weight, more than 100kg of supplies must be supplied within a week.

Even students who thought it would be because of ‘sand’ are shocked when they see a list flooded with over 100kg of rare items.

-You can’t get this at all!

-Please just look once!

Even if you manage to obtain supplies with difficulty, unless there is a compensation item, you must request help from the student council.

Can you schedule a dispute management and follow the procedure by submitting a petition to the student council even if it is difficult for 1st graders to bear the storm of tasks that will rush from next week?

Normally, I didn’t know there was such a thing.

Before that, several small delivery failures confidential, secret duty, additional breach fee are attached, so law-ignorant students just helplessly accept.

Even noble students are caught in trouble, but what about uneducated common students?

They literally become slaves.

Rather than paying a huge compensation for nothing, they become supply slaves who must supply all the requested materials for a certain period of time and barely ensure their meals.

‘You’ll have to give in to that later, but isn’t it time to leave it alone now?’

Near the beach, I found a scene where Arcadia and Jezel were talking near the dormitory.

“Little lady made a sandcastle.”

“Oh my. Why is Dee so cute like that?”


“What are you two doing?”

“We’re discussing business. It’s still a difficult story for Oknodie.”

“We thought of a good profit model that we can use as well by looking at the business model of our seniors.”

…I started to fear what these people were planning more than what the seniors were doing.

What kind of trouble is Jezel, who caused a riot with a fake flag, going to cause this time?



 
  
    Chapter 93: Nourishment of the Heart


What is the scariest problem during school days?

A multiple-choice question type where no one tell you if the answer is 2 or 3?

A problem where you want to hit the professor’s head hard for being outside the scope?

I, Oknodie, am confident.

The scariest problem isn’t those. 

It’s a problem that doesn’t have an answer related to the test paper!

“980th year, second-year contract fraudster Velocasio.”

What this person does may be terrifying enough to make beginners cry, but to players who have gone through multiple rounds, it’s not that threatening as they have acquired strategies.

You can also figure out how to move the student council, and sometimes ignite sparks to provoke fights with other dangerous students.

“I don’t have just one solution, I know five!”

But this is different.

“The items on the contract are not usually diverse.”

“Still, I can roughly estimate what materials are needed for which lecture. If we use connections, we can do similar things.”

“Miss Noble Lady’s power is amazing. The problem is monopolizing the lecture. Depending on our choice, we could indirectly manipulate the grades of specific lecture attendees….”

Arcadia and Jezel.

A combination never seen even after multiple rounds.

The emergence of a completely new character named Jezel.

This should be an icon of versatility, combining with Arcadia for a synergistic effect of versatility.

Based on the topics being discussed, it seemed that a new malicious black duo would soon be born at the Academy.

“What are you two doing from noon this weekend?”

Sniff.

When I stuck my head out of the window and asked, Jezel and Arcadia immediately stretched their hands forward to sweep away the plans and pens under the table.

“We were stretching.”

“Oh, really? That’s a lie.”

“A good kid would say, ‘Wow! You were stretching!'”

“Wow! You were stretching!”

“Good job.”

It’s a sight that feels bitter, like when parents caught working at night tell their children they were playing wrestling. [TL Note: Working? LMAO]

The were desperately trying to cover up, it looks so typical that I just pass it once.

“Dee. Aren’t you going to build a sandcastle on the beach today?”

“Warning: Giant King Crab alert.”

The Giant King Crab cuts even iron swords with its pincers.

Arcadia seemed to think this wasn’t it and recommended another place.

“On a sunny day like this, how about going hiking?”

“I don’t have sunscreen.”

If you go hiking on a day like this, your skin will burn!

It was a story where Arcadia, who had been indoors to avoid the sun, had nothing to say.

“Then there’s a rumor that there’s a library somewhere in the school, but no one has ever reached the library, would you like to look for the library?”

“Why do you keep trying to send me somewhere else? Are you uncomfortable if I’m here.”

When I pretended to sulk, Arcadia couldn’t help but put her hands together in front of her chest.

“No, Dee. How could I make you uncomfortable? It’s just that now is not a good time for you to talk about secretive business.”

“I can do business too!”

“Oh, really? Then I’ll give you a simple problem to solve. If you solve it, I’ll allow you to listen to our conversation.”

<Arcadia’s Exam Event>

Arcadia also has experience in business.

If I passes her test, I may have a chance to take a big opportunity.

“Okay!”

“First, let’s assume you have decided to jump into Dee’s favorite pastry market.”

“I like chocolate Teddy Bear cookies!”

“Hehe. Okay. You want to make chocolate Teddy Bear cookies, but if you make too few, they’ll sell out and disappoint customers, and if you make too many, you’ll have leftover cookies, right?”

“I’ll eat all the leftovers!”

“Then the bakery nearby, which dominates the surrounding business area, will spread rumors that Dee’s shop is a place where cookies don’t sell well even if it’s open all day.”

“Should I knock them out?”

“There’s a better way.”

Arcadia said with a mature smile.

“Analyzing competitors’ revenue, flagship products, customer age groups, and peak sales hours to strategically plan events targeting those demographics and time slots for maximum profit with minimal investment is the goal here.”

Arcadia, meticulously filling in numbers in a table detailing the primary usage hours, popular products, and average sales figures by age group, extended a pen towards me, asking. 

“To achieve maximum profit with minimal investment, which age group, time slot, and product should we target to compete and gain market share? Please write around 500 characters.”

This is getting too serious.

After much contemplation, pen in hand and a puzzled expression, I cautiously responded:

“(>﹏<。)o尸”

“… What is this?”

“A forfeit…”

“Sorry for troubling you with such a difficult question. Perhaps it was too early for Dee to tackle.”

[Arcadia’s Exam surprise event failed.]

[Arcadia’s Business: You do not qualify for participation as a business partner.]

While I can memorize and follow answers, solving problems that require real intelligence is beyond my capability.

Sure, brainiacs who can really solve such problems might exist somewhere in the real world, but I was generally more about filling my body with physical experiences.

“Oh, by the way, if you go to the annex, Isabel and Mr  Son Ohchun should be there.”

“What are they doing there?”

“They’re feeling down after failing the test.”

“…”

***

“You too?”

“Yeah.”

Finally, I came.

A gathering place for pessimistic soldiers.

“Those who roll their heads are working. They ignore people whenever their specialty comes out.”

Mr. Son Ohchun ignored people every time he worked hard. 


I held back my remarks because I thought he was the same pessimistic soldier.

“Is Isabel upset?”

“Did I look like that? It’s hard to worry about things. There are also experts in the explorer’s group, and the rusty armor is like a zombie knife.”

“Isabel was working on?”

“Professor’s assistant.”

“Wow.”

It was like a feeling like the next ace in the sun.

Son Ohchun also has a different eye for Isabelle.

“I thought you were just a good girl who cooks food.”

” … You won’t get dinner.”

“Hahaha. Joke.”

“Its not a joke.”

“I was wrong! Please forgive me!”

Sun Ohchun, who occasionally received penalty points for his violent actions, was in a situation where he could not be relieved even if he had many points.

“Anyway, I have a lot of time at the weekend. Why don’t we go to the library together?”

“Isabel also looked for it?”

“I heard that an unusual amount of assignments would be poured from next week. I think it would be a pity to look for a library when you don’t even know where it is.”

It is.

“Isabel are you the type where the process is important, or is the type where the result is important?”

“Suddenly? If I had to choose one, I’d say the result is important.”

“Really? I thought if you’re an explorer, the process of embarking on adventures with comrades, overcoming trials and hardships to find treasure was more important.”

“If after all that struggle, someone else snatches the treasure first, we’d starve.”

“I see.”

Survival is crucial.

Struggling through hardships and not earning money means not being able to publish a bestiary. 

How pitiful would that be?

Above all, this is a world where monsters exist.

Outside the village, goblins shoot poisoned darts from the hills, and those monster creatures have increased in size due to survival competition with wild animals.

It’s difficult for civilians to visit other villages, and the food they eat is the same food they always eat in the village.

“So, if you catch a pig and have it slaughtered, the village will hold a festival or if Golden Bell ring at the bar paying for someone else’s drink.”

In difficult times, there is no beauty in the process.

So I decided to tell you the result first.

“The library.”

“Yeah.”

“If you order a book from the corner store on the first floor of the main building, please lend it to me.”

“Uh?”

“Then you don’t have to go to library.”

“No, no, no. Wait.”

Isabel staggered and grabbed the wall.

“How borrow a book from that store?”

“There’s a dining corner in the shop.”

“I don’t know why there’s something like that in the store. So?”

“Books are spiritual food!”

“…Really? Because of that?”

“If you can’t trust me, go see.”

Even if you know.

***

“It’s one point a day. If you return the book on time, the points will be returned, and if you exceed the deadline, you will deduct ten times the points per day, so be sure to return it on time.”

Isabel couldn’t hide her bewilderment, holding a major book in her hand.

A shop selling meal kits that automatically cook food on a mana board.

Among students eating hamburger steak meal kits and shrimp risotto meal kits, the students did not pay any attention to her awkward passing with the book.

“How is it? Isn’t it a miracle?”

“… I understand that looking for a library is a complete waste of time.”

“Still, the only books you can borrow here are those that accurately named ‘menu item.’ If you say ‘Give me that’ or something, it would be lucky if they dont swear at you.”

But if you only use it here to borrow books for assignments from the professor, you can take off the tension of the next week.

Isabel was able to cross the next week’s pass thanks to Oknodie and could not hide her doubts.

“How did Oknodie know about this?”

“She probably asked for all the food she could pay with points on the menu, so she got a lot of books…”

“…. It’s possible.”

Oknodie likes the food she eats for the first time.


“The borrowed books?”

“I was angry and chewed on paper and then paid a fine.”

“Uh-huh! You little mouse, I should call you a goat from now on.”

Son Ohcun sat next to me and laughed loudly.

Isabel had to muster all her strength to hold back her sadness and think of something to laugh about.



 
  
    Chapter 94: Weekly Event


“Hey, where the hell did Sunday go?”

“Why is it Monday when I open my eyes?”

Monday began with the indignant cries of students full of resentment.

The morale of the advanced class plummeted from the first homeroom lecture. 

Even the seasoned veterans who had spent their weekends well couldn’t help but feel the characteristic slump of Monday, so I, too, sat at my seat with a slightly glum face.

“Good morning, Oknodie.”

“Good morning, Hestia.”

“Did you go to the mountains over the weekend, Oknodie?”

“No. I didn’t have any sunscreen.”

“You should go sometime. It’s fun when the rocks suddenly get up and attack you.”

“Oh.”

We decided to call that a golem though.

“Glad made back alive.”

“Right? I had a bit of a hard time keeping it alive.”

Hestia rummaged through her pocket and pulled out a palm-sized stone.

“Hey, wake up.”

“…?”

“If you don’t wake up, I’ll smash you.”

As Hestia exuded a menacing aura, the stone twitched and then, like a transforming robot, extended limbs from its corners and stood up on her palm.

“A mini-golem!”

“When I reduced it to the smallest size possible without damaging the core, it ended up like this.”

Usually, when one encounters a golem, the concern is how a human would survive, but Hestia was more focused on how to keep the golem alive.

Bosses were definitely different in their own ways.

“I’ll give it to you.”

“This? To me?”

“Oknodie, you like stones, don’t you?”

Well, I do like them.

This mini-golem, its gaze has been fixed on my stone pouch for a while now.

The pouch obviously contains stat stones.

“I don’t like stones that move.”

“Really? Then should I smash it so it can’t move?”

The mini-golem trembled like a leaf.

“Why don’t you just raise it, Hestia?”

“Me? This weak thing?”

“It’s weak because it’s been eating random stones off the street. If you feed it expensive and sturdy stones, it’ll get stronger.”

If most monsters evolve like Pokémon and can’t devolve, golems are like Digimon. 

As long as the core remains, they can be reverted back to baby mini-golems and raised anew from scratch.

“Then should I smash all the useless stones and start feeding it some solid iron?”

The mini-golem trembled pitifully again, like a puppy being mistreated by its owner.

“They say the durability of a golem’s core greatly decreases if it isn’t attached to any minerals.”

“Really? Lucky you. You owe your life to Oknodie.”

“…”

“Hey, turn back into a stone. I need to put you in my pocket.”

The mini-golem bowed its head weakly in a gesture of thanks and folded its limbs, turning back into a proper stone.

It went back into the inner pocket of Hestia’s school uniform.

I hope that poor thing is male. 

If it’s a male golem, at least it could consider living in a girl’s chest as somewhat fortunate, right?

Not that golems have genders.

‘Did Hestia’s affection for me increase quite a bit?’

If she’s willing to give me a pet as a gift first thing in the morning, it seems her affection level is pretty high.

[Your understanding of the character <Hestia> has increased.]

━━━

Hestia’s Understanding

No Friends (Understanding 10) – Hestia, who has advanced to the Berserker class, has lived a life without friends.

Monsters are Toys (Understanding 20) – The berserker, who gained power inversely proportional to her friendships, treats monsters that others struggle with as mere post-meal exercise.

Favoring the Strong (Understanding 30) – Growing up seeing those weaker than herself harbor envy, jealousy, and malice, Hestia despises the weak and, conversely, feels at ease with the strong.

━━━

[Your understanding of the character <Hestia> has exceeded 20.]

[You are already enjoying the first perk <Hestia’s Monster Friend>.]

[The rate at which <Hestia>’s favourability increases has risen.]

[Your understanding of the character <Hestia> has exceeded 25.]

[You have acquired the bond function <Empathy – Hestia>.]

[You become sensitive to Hestia’s emotional changes.]

This is all good, but it’s a bit sad that she has no friends…

I’ll have to help her make lots of new friends in the future.

“Gahaha! Have you guys ever tasted the flesh of a Giant King Crab? This is a hit, a real hit!”

Except for the pirate who put a giant king crab leg on the desk, reeking of the sea since morning!

“Jigoku-san. Did you go to the beach?”

“They were delicious. It’s hard to find a king crab over 3 meters in the south, but the academy’s beach is full of 5-meter king crabs. It’s absolute heaven, isn’t it?”

“You managed to hunt them well. It must not have been easy to crack the shell of a 5-meter Giant King Crab with revolver shots.”

“Oh, that?”

Jigoku took out a rock the size of a bag from the backpack slung over his shoulder.

“I smashed the shell with a rock, and it broke pretty well.”

“…”

Why is this person carrying a rock around?

“I understand now why Oknodie carries a stone. It’s very handy. If a monster can’t be caught with a rock, you just need to consider if it’s a weight issue and solve it. Gahaha!”

“Who knew there were such uses for a rock… There really must be a reason why Oknodie carries stones…”

The muttering of Irene, the Northern Grand Duke’s daughter, in the corner made me feel guilty for some reason.

It seems people have started collecting rocks after seeing me gather stat stones and misunderstanding something.


“What, aren’t rocks actually amazing weapons?”

“You don’t have to worry about them breaking like blades.”

“Did you see that? The mini golem. It was adorable.”

“Oh. Maybe I should pick up a pet rock too.”

“Fool, it’s not a pet rock, it’s a pet golem.”

“If you keep telling it how cute it is, who knows, it might sprout limbs? I’ve already named it. I’ll call it Elizabeth-stone.”

…I don’t know.

It’s not my responsibility.

“You should have moderated your rock collecting.”

“I’m reflecting on it…”

I could only lower my head at Isabel’s scolding.

Just as I was feeling like an unintentional criminal, I was saved by the massive stone golem that came in to start homeroom.

“Monday, first period, it’s time for fun homeroom. You haven’t forgotten my face already just because you don’t see it often, right? I’m Mahabharata, the first-year student council head.”

“…Professor, why have you shown up as a stone golem today?”

“Everyone seemed to be having fun talking about stones, so I thought I’d join in. Kids these days seem to like this kind of stuff.”

It wasn’t about rescuing someone; it was that there was one less victim.

I really have no face to show.

***

Professor Mahabharata, the shapeshifter, soon returned to human size with a pop.

An annoying professor who likes to scare students, his only flaw is his mischievous personality. 

He is in the top 10% of professors at the academy with no controversies about his character or murderous amounts of homework.

“Alright, everyone, focus. I understand that it’s Monday and you’re feeling down, but today I have an important announcement. If you don’t listen, you’ll regret it.”

The advanced students, who had already spent an extraordinary first week at Gift Academy, tensed up and paid attention.

“The important announcement is about a special event that happens every week at the academy. It’s the weekly event!”

Homeroom exists to tell us this.

And the start of the weekly event is truly the beginning of the academy.

‘In a disaster situation without water, we have the <Weekly Event – Drought>, and when the phase of the universe is unstable, <Weekly Event – Meteor Alert> is issued.’

Andersen, the top student in the department and a master at choosing the wrong lectures, raised his hand.

“Why must such unreasonable weekly events exist at the academy?”

“Because it makes the principal happy.”

“…”

In an academy ruled by a dragon, where even the influence of national education departments or international education unions cannot reach, the will of the dragon principal is practically law!

If the principal wants it that way, there’s nothing we can do.

“For your information, this week’s event is <Weekly Event – Heavy Rain Week>. Please be especially careful with outdoor classes and activities in low-lying areas.”

No sooner had he finished speaking than the sound of rain began to pour down outside.

When the students sitting by the window looked out in surprise, it was raining so hard that it seemed like the world was going to be submerged.

It was difficult to even make out the shape of the tree right in front of the schoolyard.

“Damn. We have the second period <How to Use Sacred Arts Without Faith> class outside today. What do we do?”

“Andersen, is there any chance the class might be canceled?”

“…It’s probably quicker to prepare for rain. Everyone, get ready to stop by the store.”

The students became visibly glum.

Among the students making grim faces, I was the only one smiling.

“It seems our little lady is happy because it’s raining.”

“Why do you like it so much, Oknodie?”

“Because when it rains, clothes get wet!”

“What’s so great about that? Clothes stick to you, and your body feels heavier…”

Isabel narrowed her eyes as she spoke.

Her eyes, as narrow as Jezel’s when she squinted, seemed to pierce through me.

“Oknodie, you’re a girl, so why do you keep paying attention to things like a pervert?”

“Ha ha ha. What’s the harm in paying attention? I support this fine taste of hers. After all, wet clothes on a rainy day are worth seeing.”

With a booming voice, Son Ohchun confessed his taste, and he was met with the disdainful gazes of the girls around him, as if they were looking at trash.

Even Arcadia glanced at him with slightly disgusted eyes, then turned her gaze to me.


“Dee, were you thinking such shameless thoughts too?”

“Not really? At all? No?”

“You little mouse! Are you cutting ties with me now?”

Good kids don’t know about naughty things.

I wasn’t thinking anything at all.



 
  
    Chapter 95: King Crab Apocalypse


Homeroom time.

In the game, Professor Mahabharata only announced weekly events like a notification bot, but now that the game has become reality, he continued the guidance.

“During the heavy rain week, some facilities may be closed due to the risk of flooding. Additionally, access to the first floor may become impossible, so entrances to each floor will be opened and closed according to the water level.”

“Question… Which facilities will be closed?”

Xenia, a cute cat-person speaking in a cat dialect, lowered her ears and asked with a dejected face.

Just as cats dislike water, cat-kin are also weak against water.

“Assume that the training building will be generally unavailable. You probably won’t have time for training anyway with all the assignments.”

“Meowww… I miss the meadow field…”

How sad it is to be a melancholic beast on a rainy day.

But it’s fine.

Because my eyes enjoy watching it!

“I hate this academy… There’s no doves to hunt, the ground is a mess of water, and huge king crabs are washing ashore… It’s the worst…”

“Xenia. Don’t be too down. According to the ancient words passed down in the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church, lightning can strike even in clear skies, meaning life is inherently unlucky.”

“…How is that supposed to lift my spirits…?”

“Just think of worldly life as something that can be turned to ashes by a single bolt of lightning from the gods. If you consider your life as already messed up, you can accept any hardship with resignation.”

“Yikes! Your church’s teachings are scary, meow!”

Nise, a nun of the Thunderbolt Celestial Church, offered words of non-comfort, causing the surrounding students to chuckle.

“Are all religious people like this?”

“She’s probably joking to cheer her up.”

“No. She was definitely serious.”

One male student said, looking serious.

The surrounding students cast reproachful glances at him.

“Yeltsin Brownie. Get a grip on the atmosphere. Everyone’s trying to lighten the mood.”

“Still, facts are facts. Maybe not others, but I and Duke Andersen are certain.”

“Who do you think you are?”

“We are students of the <How to Use Sacred Arts Without Faith> course.”

“Ah… That infamous one…”

Relying on faith for easy lectures vs. Extreme experiences without faith.

The notorious reputation of this course was well known even among the advanced-class students, who expressed sympathy towards the two.

Isabel, overhearing the conversation, curiously asked,

“What does Oknodie think about the church?”

“A place to stack prayer skill?”

“Pffft. What is that? It’s not wrong, but it’s strange.”

“By the way, Isabel, if you ever need to go to the church, try it at night.”

“What do you mean, try?”

“If you crack open the church’s food storage, there’s a ton of food blessed with holy power and disaster relief rations stored as emergency supplies, so you can massively fill up your food encyclopedia!”

How about it, isn’t it amazing?

Tips from veterans are always helpful like this!

“…Oknodie. I’ll make you a meat dish for dinner tonight.”

“Really?”

For some reason, Isabel patted my shoulder with sad eyes.

When Isabel feels sad, she makes meat dishes for dinner.

I stored this new (strategy) information in my head.

I should borrow a book of tear-jerking stories from the store later.

“Wait a minute. Didn’t you just say king crabs were coming ashore?”

“It’s true. Look out the window.”

“Real king crabs are coming!”

“This is insane. They look so delicious.”

“Can we eat that?”

Drool dripped from the mouth of a hungry girl as she wiped her mouth with her sleeve, blushing.

After living a hungry and impoverished life at the academy, even a land-walking king crab might look like a free meal walking straight to them.

However, when the student, who was about to bravely approach the king crab by opening the window, couldn’t lift her foot over the windowsill.

“Huh? Why is it getting bigger?”

The students, who judged the size of their opponent only by its apparent size, began to panic.

And for good reason.

This was a ‘Giant King Crab’.

Even the regular ‘King Crab’ was already bigger than normal crabs, but this one had the prefix ‘Giant’ to indicate it was even larger.

These creatures, coming from the sea filled with overflowing seawater, weren’t just regular big; they feasted on the shells and flesh of all sorts of sea monsters.

“Woah!! Close the window!! Look at the size of its claws. If it grabs us, we’re dead!!”

“Too gross!!!”

“How can a crab be bigger than a large dog?!”

“It’s a crab so big that a family of four commoners could freeze it and eat it for a month!!”

Amidst the shock of the nobles, one commoner muttered softly.

“Commoners don’t even have freezers at home to store food…”

Isabel warned Oknodie.

“Households with freezers enchanted with freezing magic are middle class. Oknodie, remember this common knowledge.”

“Why?”

“Because saying things like that in front of commoners makes you look really bad.”

“Ah.”

Isabel and the other commoners looked extremely angry, their eyes practically turning into triangles with rage.

But the Giant King Crabs, angrier than Isabel, started charging at the building and smashed the window with all its might using the claws.

Thud. 

Thud. 

Thud.

“King Crab Apocalypse!!!”

“We’re all going to die!!”

“Screaming won’t help! Pile the desks in front of the window!!”

“Mommy!!”

From a distance, the screams, shouts, and cries of lower-class students could be heard from another classroom.


In the increasingly serious atmosphere of the classroom, Professor Mahabharata smiled cheerfully.

“No need to worry. These are protective windows. They have protective magic cast on them, so they won’t break.”

Rattle rattle rattle.

Clang!!

As soon as the professor finished speaking, the sound of something falling off could be heard, followed by the sound of the Giant King Crab’s legs moving around in the ceiling.

“Oh, the ventilation duct.”

So, ‘only’ the windows had protective magic?

Seeing the students turn pale, the professor chuckled.

“Don’t take it so seriously. If left alone, the senior students will take care of it. Many of them hunt to save points whenever there’s prey.”

The homeroom lecture ended in a chaotic atmosphere, and the students’ main concern was, of course, the Giant King Crab that had infiltrated the school through the ventilation duct.

***

The dragon principal glared down at the professors who had barged into the office.

The professors, whose lectures had been disrupted, were furiously ranting without any regard for decorum.

“Principal! What kind of atrocity is this? Today was the day for third-year students to practice flying on their magic brooms, but you’ve worsened the weather like this!”

“My ‘Let’s Learn Fire Elementalism’ lecture is in a mess too. The fire hound we captured from the elemental plane yesterday is now peeing and whining all over the place!”

“And my ‘Let’s Learn Horticulture’ elective… Wait a minute. When a fire hound pees, does it come out as water or fire?”

“It comes out as liquid flame.”

“Oh, that’s quite fascinating. Anyway, my horticulture class is also having trouble because of the king crabs swarming into the garden.”

-So what do you want me to do about it?

“Take responsibility and fix this situation!”

“Stop the rain immediately.”

“And send all the king crabs back to the sea.”

The dragon principal’s face twisted into a sullen scowl, like that of a seven-year-old child in a foul mood.

-I understand your grievances.

-Let’s do this, then.

The principal proposed a solution.

-Cancel the classes.

“No, that would mean we lose our weekends.”

-If you aspire to be called the best in the world in your field, shouldn’t you overcome adversity and either conduct your lecture or schedule a make-up class? Isn’t that part of the job?

Annoyed by the principal’s unyielding logic, the professors left the office fuming.

Professor Mahabharata, returning from homeroom, saw the professors leaving the principal’s office and chuckled.

“The principal was too harsh.”

-I hear that every week. No matter what I do, two or three of them always make a fuss.

‘Then just get rid of the special week altogether.’

Mahabharata thought to himself. 

Given the principal’s petty nature, saying it out loud would do no good.

-Think about it. How pitiful are the new students growing up without points?

-Just in time for the spawning season, giant king crabs are coming up to the coast. They must be incredibly delicious. I cracked open a few shells yesterday, and they were irresistible.

-The students should grow up eating such things too.

“Ah. Such a compassionate thought.”

The principal’s so-called compassion was to drench the coast with rain so that giant king crabs, which had proliferated to the point of warranting a king crab advisory, could be easily caught on land.

‘The students probably won’t like that.’


But just as professors had college students to boss around, dragons had their guardians. 

Upsetting the principal might result in an assignment like fetching the claw of a hyper-giant king crab sleeping in an underwater trench as educational material, which was a terrifying prospect.

“Indeed, the principal is a truly noble person! There is no other academy in the world with a compassionate principal who ensures students can hunt king crabs for every meal!”

Except for the fact that the giant king crabs were eager to eat the students, and most students were weaker than the giant king crabs.

Well, one could say the principal was trying to be generous in own way.



 
  
    Chapter 96: A Child who value friends


Second period on Monday.

Professor Bronze’s Developing Insight Classroom.

“Upperclassmen!”

“Can we ask you something?”

The freshmen, having realized after the last lecture that the upperclassmen were unexpectedly skilled, ran over to them.

“What’s going on? Freshmen are following us so eagerly.”

“We heard from the advising professor that you guys are going to catch the giant king crab that invaded the campus. Is that true?”

“Please catch the king crab that’s in the first-floor lounge… We have nowhere to sit and do our assignments…”

Bixton started to sweat at the freshmen’s complaints.

“Oh? Oh, well, if I’m hungry, I’ll catch it. But I’m not really hungry right now.”

“Don’t lie. You’ve been skipping breakfast to save points…”

“Whoa! Shut up, Lizna!”

Bixton, wanting to show off in front of the gathered freshmen but too scared to face the giant crab, got a comment from his peer, Moss.

“Just admit you can’t do it before you embarrass yourself more.”

“Moss. Don’t you want to make a good impression on the freshmen? We’ve been humiliated and ignored all year, and now we have a chance to stand above someone with our senior title!”

“Bixton. You look like a real jerk right now.”

As Moss said, the freshmen’s faces showed regret, realizing they shouldn’t have relied on this upperclassman and wondered why they approached him in the first place.

“If you try to show off beyond your abilities, you’ll get hurt. They probably didn’t expect much, just came to vent because they’re desperate. Why not just be honest?”

Unlike Moss, who was always focused on his own tasks and was annoying, Lizna, who Bixton admired, wasn’t flashy but had a subtle beauty and a nice fragrance from her clothes.

Receiving sincere advice from her, Bixton decided to set aside his pride and answer honestly.

“The giant king crab is an incredibly strong monster. Its huge front claws are extremely resistant to physical attacks, and ordinary metal weapons would snap if caught in its pincers.”

“Really? So, you can’t catch it either, senior?”

“Of course not! Only the top students or a few highly skilled ones among the sophomores could catch it. Maybe the lower-ranked juniors could, but I’m not sure.”

Though disappointed, the freshmen now understood the harsh reality.

If they messed with the king crab, they could end up as its meal!

“If you find it, you guys should never even think about catching it. If you see it, run away immediately. Especially if there’s water nearby, it becomes very fast, so get out of the water at once.”

“Yes, sir.”

Initially doubtful, the freshmen felt relieved after Bixton’s honest advice and encouragement, realizing they had made the right decision to approach him.

Bixton felt proud, too.

Sincerity indeed communicated. 

Following Lizna and Moss’s advice to be honest had earned him the freshmen’s respect.

Right, great skills aren’t always necessary.

Sometimes, sincerity alone can convey your heart!

Clunk.

“Ugh, it’s so heavy.”

Amid the students listening to Bixton’s advice, Titosso suddenly stood up and shouted.

“Oknodie? That’s a giant king crab on your back! How did you catch it?!”

“Oh, this? It was blocking the hallway recklessly, so I caught it. There are already plenty in the cafeteria; it might not fetch a good price, so I thought I’d cook it for dinner.”

“I heard it’s highly resistant to physical attacks.”

“Then just flip it over.”

“Flip it…?”

“Crabs can’t right themselves once flipped over on land. Unlike their claws or shells, their belly is easy to stab and breaks easily.”

How do you do that?

To the bewildered freshmen, Oknodie demonstrated lightly.

“Heave-ho!”

① Grab the giant king crab’s back legs.

② Lift it up and slam it down.

③ Stick a knife into its belly, and that’s it!

“See? Easy, right?”

“Can it be overturned?”

“How do you approach it?”

Amidst the bewildered students, Bixton quietly sat at his desk with his head down.

“I can borrow a steamer and strong kitchen scissors. I’ve borrowed cooking utensils from the cafeteria before.”

“Wow! Oknodie, you’re the best!”

“Isabel is going to be the world’s greatest chef someday! We’ll definitely cheer you on!”

“No, I’m going to be an expedition leader…”

“Come visit our family during the holidays. I’ll show you the cooking sword that only 3-star chefs are allowed to use!”

The underclassmen who quickly stole the popularity that Bixton once enjoyed.

Lizna patted the shoulder of the pitiful senior.

“Cheer up. They’re in the advanced class of talented students.”

“Ugh. I’ll get stronger. I’ll work hard and become much stronger than those filthy advanced-class students!”

“Ah. Seniors, would you like to join us for dinner? The size is so big that it might not be enough for us to eat alone.”

“Sorry. Bixton is emotionally wounded right now…”

“Of course, we’ll go!”

“…Bixton?”

“…If I want to get stronger, I need to fill my stomach!”

When faced with hunger, pride didn’t matter.

Despite being the third session of the “Developing Insight” lecture, everyone’s eyes were glued to the giant king crab as they eagerly awaited dinner time.

The students’ interests were neither in the lecture nor in the righteous professor with a big sense of justice teaching them.

Shhhhh!

It was pouring so hard it was hard to tell if this was the academy or a rainy-themed café with artificial downpours.

Distracted by the sound of rain, which made the way home seem bleak.

Honestly, I’m a bit scared too.

“If we get swept away by that, we’ll drown immediately, regardless of our experience!”

Given the chaotic atmosphere, today’s lecture was a straightforward theoretical class rather than a practical session that required focus.

“Additionally, in the next assignment period, we will be having a lecture on developing insight into asset evaluation, which noble students will particularly enjoy. Investigate relevant books or official documents.”

“Professor, where can we find books or official documents?”

“You can find books in the library and official documents at the academy’s administrative office. It’s generally difficult for outsiders to borrow or take them out, but if you prove you’re attending my lecture, it should be possible.”

Learning how to naturally utilize the library and visit the administrative office for assistance is a valuable opportunity for academy students.


Despite her bizarre lectures that constantly test students, the professor surprisingly included subtle considerations to help students adapt to the academy.

“If that’s all, it might not be motivating enough. So, I’ll add extra points.”

Of course, the professor wouldn’t be a Gift Academy professor if she was only kind.

Professor Bronze revealed her evil nature.

“I’ll select the students who bring the most relevant books and documents for the next lecture, three students for each category, and give them extra points, so work diligently.”

Titosso pressed a button on the lighting control panel, making white lights flicker on the lightning stand.

“Professor! I have a question!”

“That’s distracting. Turn that off before you speak.”

“Oh, yes.”

After turning off the lights, Titosso asked.

“There are three second-year seniors attending the lecture, but if only three students are selected for each category, wouldn’t that put first-year students at a disadvantage in the extra points competition?”

“Of course.”

The professor agreed readily.

“So?”

“Pardon?”

“Are you asking to increase the number of bonus point opportunities exclusively for first-year students since the second-year students have an advantage?”

T.O. Table of Organization.

This term, which means an organizational chart, is commonly used to refer to the availability of positions, such as job openings or new employment opportunities.

In this context, it means to increase the number of opportunities or slots for receiving bonus points.

“Ah, that wouldn’t be good.”

A cruel smile appeared on the professor’s lips.

“Alright then. I’ll add three slots exclusively for first-year students.”

“Wow!”

“Thank you, Titosso!”

“Thanks to Titosso, we have more chances to earn bonus points!”

“Professor! If multiple students prepare the same book, do they all receive bonus points?”

“Sure. If they prepared exactly the same, they all deserve praise.”

Titosso, who was nothing more than the weakest coward in the Nighttime Activities of Adventurers, was a top student receiving recognition and gratitude from her peers in the second-period Developing Insight class?

This otherworldly experience-like evaluation was completely overturned by the professor’s next words.

“But according to the Gift Academy’s academic performance regulations, the amount of bonus points exceeding the standard must also increase the penalty points by the same amount.”

“So, let’s do this. The bottom three students with insufficient preparation will receive as many penalty points as the top three students receive in bonus points.”

The classroom became as cold as ice.

The professor’s verbal assault didn’t stop.

“Of course, with shared bonus points, there must also be shared penalty points. Students with no preparation at all will all receive penalty points together. I hope you prepare enough points in advance.”

“Titosso, you piece of trash!”

“Are you even human?”

“You villain!”

“Professor’s minion!”

“You’re the demon of doom calling for penalty points!”

“You don’t even deserve to eat the flesh of a Giant King Crab from Oknodie!”

Titosso, who used to light up the podium with comments like “Isn’t she cute?” and “She is like a little sister I left at home,” suddenly became a major criminal.

“Oh, it’s a misunderstanding. Please don’t look at me like that. I just wanted to help everyone…”

Despite Titosso’s excuse, the condemnation didn’t stop.

“An idiot who’s wasted her age!”

“A fool who carries around toys!”

Finally, even the lightning stand, which had risen to be a charming point, became the target of personal attacks, and tears welled up in Titosso’s eyes.

“Waaah!”

Crying, Titosso ran out of the classroom.

“Oh dear, that’s unfortunate.”

“Sigh. I knew she was overdoing it. I’ll go comfort Titosso for a bit.”

“Ah, student Oknodie. Have you made a decision on the discussion we had last time?”

“I’ll answer you later because of Titosso!”

Oknodie is a kid who values friends.

Comforting a friend is more important than answering the professor’s offer to become a graduate student!


It’s definitely not because she doesn’t want to become a graduate student and is using this as an excuse to run away!

“Wait, wait a minute! Oknodie, if you leave me alone, how am I supposed to carry the Giant King Crab?”

Oknodie is a kid who values friends.

Comforting a friend is more important than struggling to carry the Giant King Crab for dinner!

It’s definitely not because the Giant King Crab is much heavier than expected and she’s using this as an excuse to run away!



 
  
    Chapter 97: The Bad Kid


“Waaah.”

“Don’t cry, Titosso!”

“They all laugh at me. Sisted said I’ll be popular, but the lightning stand just makes me a laughingstock. Waaah.”

Titosso cried bitterly, enough for anyone watching to feel sorry for her.

“They’re just stupid! Theygot  kidnapped and didn’t pay up, then blame you for their own mistakes.”

“But Professor isn’t a kidnapper.”

“If you want your grades back, they make sure you do assignments.”

“Really…?”

Finally, Titosso stopped crying.

“Don’t cry like that anymore. How will you survive in this tough academy?”

“Sob. Okay. I’ll try to be stronger.”

Titoosso stopped crying after being comforted.

“Oknodie. After this…”

“Sorry, I have  Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course at 3rd period.”

“What about 4th period?”

“That’s Long-range Weapon Mastery.”

“5th period… isn’t that Night-time Activities for Adventurers?”

“Yeah.”

Titosso looked at Oknodie like I was the saddest person in the world.

It seemed fair that a student who was about to start going to so many lectures from Monday was getting such looks.

“Oknodie. I was going to stop going to the 5th period lecture starting this week.”

“Really?”

“But still, I want to try one more time. Today I’ll attend the Night-time Activities for Adventurers and not faint.”

“… Is it right to continue going to the lecture at that point?”

“No! I must go. I can’t let Oknodie attend such a scary lecture alone. We are friends!”

Whoever worries about whom, Titosso took courage and parted ways.

Rather than being difficult, she had a kind heart, so I decided to encourage her will.

If I had been a performance player, I wouldn’t have cared if she was ridiculed and expelled.

In the case of an enthusiast, the heart is more important than performance.

That’s why I have to help Titosso!

[You consoled pitiful Titosso with appropriate communication and strengthened friendship.]

[Rhetoric XP +3]

[Kind Kid XP +1]

The next lecture seemed a little easier to attend.

***

[You have completely mastered 5 types of Mana puzzles and 20 basic combinations.]

[100 points awarded as a reward.]

[Memory XP +3]

[Mana Magic XP +3]

The light steps turned heavy with a sigh.

Because Professor Wizard piled up assignments like a mountain.

“Memorize all 20 formulas. There will be a pop quiz next class. Also analyze 5 examples where each formula was used. Collect one real material where each formula was applied, just in case.”

Dorothy asked,

“Professor… The assignment is due next Monday, right?”

“The next class is on Wednesday. Why postpone the deadline?”

“Isn’t the workload a bit heavy?”

“If you knew how much more homework I can assign, you wouldn’t think so.”

Dorothy’s face turned pale at the professor’s grim words.

“I almost saw Titosso 2.0!”

Instead of the heartbroken Dorothy, the apprentice sorceress of the Red Tower, Rosgini, lit up with a fire in her eyes and protested.

“Professor, we’re not just taking this class, but others as well. We don’t have enough time to complete all these assignments. Could you please reduce them a bit?”

“Who told you to take other classes?”

“What??”

“Magic is supreme with nature magic. Academic studies also excel in natural sciences. Not acknowledging this and taking useless other classes leaves you with insufficient time.”

“But if we don’t complete enough credits, we can’t advance to the second year.”

“It’s okay. Once you’re in the professor’s lab, even if you’re not advanced to the next year, you can take upper-level courses. Just get a recommendation letter, and you can do anything.”

The crazy professor revealed her true colours in just the third lecture.

Now in their second week at the academy, the freshman who had just started to adapt were already enslaved by the professor, forced to live as if under a lien on their futures.

As Rosgini’s face turned a shade of anger, matching the colour of her Tower, the yellow Tower mage Sandkooker, who had already become the professor’s assistant, spoke up.

“Professor… You didn’t mean to appoint us as assistants with such intentions, did you?”

“Then you don’t want to?”

Students realized.

How cruel and ruthless a creature a professor intoxicated with the brutality of nature could become.

But like the famous apprentice mages of the yellow Tower, Sandkooker, known for her strong mentality, did not break and continued clearly with her words.

“What’s done is done. We finished registering before we could take Professor Weird’s excellent lectures. Please show mercy and consider it as the inexperience of freshmen.”

“Hmph. Foolishness. But last year’s first-years knew more than you do. I was lenient. You don’t have to collect physical materials for the task with the formula.”

One assignment was reduced.

Clap clap clap.

A round of applause poured into the classroom.

I clapped too.

Because Sandkooker, who had the courage to stand up to the professor, was truly admirable.

“But students who want to do it can still do it.”

Students thought it was a joke and laughed.

“There’s no way that I will even if there’s leftover time.”

“That’s right. Even though we heard we don’t have to do it.”

“Do you think it’s really weird, Oknodie? No way anyone will do that extra assignment.”

I awkwardly laughed and avoided eye contact at Dorothy’s words.

“Oknodie?!”

Sorry, Dorothy.


I can’t resist the bonus points.

Unlike the relatively mild atmosphere that ended with the understanding lecture on natural magic, Monday’s fourth-period lecture on “Long-Range Weapon Mastery” was horrific compared to the “Developing Insight” lecture.

“Today, due to a flash flood warning, we will conduct indoor classes instead.”

Students practicing shooting targets, throwing darts, or shooting guns indoors.

It seemed that Professor Evening Shooter, who had been rushing the curriculum crazily since the second class, did not like this indoor substitute class very much.

“Today’s lecture was relatively easy, so instead, I will give you an assignment. Everyone should wear this bracelet on the wrist of the arm for use in the Long Range Weapon Mastery.”

“Professor, what is this?”

“Ah, this is an automatic recording bracelet. It will only come off your wrist after a designated number of shots and throws. The usage is simple. Sergeant, demonstrate.”

A skilled instructor pressed a button on his bracelet and aimed a laser at the wall. 

When he pressed the button again, a virtual target appeared at that spot.

“You earn points based on how close you hit the target’s center. Collect a total of 1000 points each at distances of 50m, 100m, 150m, and 200m.”

“To prevent accidents, it won’t operate near living beings, so don’t complain it’s broken. That’s all.”

Targets range from 10 to 0 points.

It’s a demanding exercise requiring an immense number of shots or throws—minimum 100 each, but likely more!

Students are starting to realize this might wear them out.

“Oknodie. Trying to finish this would take more time than we have, even if we stay up all night. Isn’t there some other way?”

“Really? Let me show you!”

“Is there a way to cheat?”

“If you create the targets from a high place, you can shoot a lot of arrows with less effort!”

“Oh. That’s a great idea. But where would such a place be?”

“Mountains or cliffs?”

“…Outside, in that weather?”

‘Maybe she’s just a junior student trying to act tough.’

“If you want to make the assignment easier, you have to accept that much!”

“Going through that rain and avoiding giant crabs to find mountains or cliffs seems much harder!”

“Mob is being overly dramatic.”

“Ugh! I’m so mad. It’s infuriating.”

Mob agonized, clutching his chest.

“Your harsh advice frightened the junior students.”

[Intimidation XP +3]

[Bad Girl XP +1]

Why?!

I only gave kind advice!!

After tumultuous lessons.

As evening approached, Isabel, visibly upset, confronted Oknodie.

“Oknodie. You left me alone with this giant king crab.”

“Sorry. Hehe. But Titosso can’t be left alone, right?”

“I’m not angry.”

Isabel sighed lightly, tousled my hair roughly, and pointed at the table.

“Come and tear off some legs. The claws are too tough, and we need more people to break them.”

With determination to eat the king crab’s meat, students from the “Developing Insight” class gathered, breaking legs and shells to fit them into the steamer.

“Yes.”

Those who don’t work, don’t eat.

That’s a good saying.

She sang and cracked legs with her hands, but the second-year senior sitting next to them opened his mouth wide.

“Hey…”

“Yes?”

“We haven’t been given steel scissors for cutting legs yet… Are you tearing them off bare-handed…?”

“Why would we need scissors?”

[The students around you were terrified by your demonstration of strength.]


[Daring XP +1]

[Bad Girl XP +1]

…Why do I keep getting labelled a bad girl?

Today, the system’s output messages are irritating.

If it keeps up, I might really go crooked.



 
  
    Chapter 98: Gourmet Event


In the evening, a fierce cooking competition unfolded in the Academy’s main building kitchen.

“Isabel is amazing!”

“She’s using six steamers at once.”

“Such a skilled chef. So impressive.”

Isabel expertly prepared giant king crab using her high culinary skills.

Watching her receive praise, noble central students bit their handkerchiefs in envy, while border-born students swallowed their saliva, unable to ask for a share.

“Um, excuse me…”

Despite their embarrassment, central-born students hesitated to ask for just one bite but were blocked by Arcadia and border students.

“The empire’s kids usually look down on the border. They wouldn’t dare ask for some food just because they’re a bit hungry, right?”

“Never. If they lack that much shame, they don’t deserve to call themselves central-born. Isn’t that right, Lady Arcadia?”

“Hoho. You’re absolutely right.”

Shamefaced, the students couldn’t raise their heads and retreated.

They could only watch as other students savored the giant king crab and enjoyed the tantalizing aroma.

“Hmph. When I get home, I can have a Françoise 3-tier cake anytime. I’m not particularly interested in that giant king crab’s meat!”

“You’re drooling…”

“Oops!”

“Why can’t we eat such things?”

“Yeah, right. Why not try cooking ourselves?”

At these words from one enlightened student, the central-born students’ spirits lifted belatedly.

Rush.

They quickly found cooking utensils and set out to catch giant king crabs.

“They won’t stand a chance!”

“As long as no one gets hurt, it’s okay.”

The high-level local-born students shook their heads.

If it weren’t for the Oknodie, they couldn’t even think of eating such food.

Cooking is okay if you just boil it.

And they can just borrow the cooking utensils.

Who will catch the giant king crab and break the hard legs into a size that fits the steamer?

“We’ll have plenty to see tonight.”

For a while, local students were all smiles as they thought about filling their self-esteem with ridicule of the central-born students.

However, the empire is not just an empire, and the central-born students are not just food name families.

“Why do humans bring in steamer and magic oven?”

“I changed everything with point.”

“What?! You spent that expensive point on preparing such cooking tools?”

“It’s a great thing. If you’re a noble family, you can also afford such extravagance.”

The students thought.

It’s not worth the money.

But thanks to that, you can eat delicious food.

The sweet taste of a noble family is so good!

“Oh, we’re late.”

“What should we do? Isabel, can’t you make another dish?”

“Help me.”

Isabel pressed the border students who were urging her.

Though it was a waste of the crab that Oknodie had caught, the moaning students, as if vendors who pick up moths, felt very bitter.

“There is. If it’s another recipe, I know one good thing.”

“Lady Arcadia!”

“Of course, Princess of the Maritime Kingdom Florence! When it comes to seafood, there’s nowhere else to go but her!”

Even though it was a kingdom of pirates which robbed others and was ridicule, Florence was a great country today.

It was a great country that had protected the honour of the border against the empire.

“First, let’s clean out all the crab meat.”

“What kind of dish are you trying to make?”

“It’s crab salad and crab rice.”

Students’ eyes lit up.

“A cooking method that preserves the natural taste of the ingredients!”

“Even without using expensive cooking tools, we can still make it!”

“Even slow technological progress and impoverished students from the border can make dishes just by cracking the shell. Arcadia must have thought of convenient cooking for our common people!”

“Wow!”

“Hooray for Arcadia! Long live the Kingdom of Florence!”

As festivals unfolded on both the border and imperial sides, new students arrived one after another.

“I heard there was a crab festival in the cooking room!”

“Give us just one plate too!”

“Is this really a free dining hall…?”

Students naturally gathered in their respective cooking areas: the border in their border-style kitchen and the central in their central-style kitchen.

The crabs, originally thought to be enough if even even half was eaten by the end of the day, quickly dwindled due to the fierce appetite of the students.

“What do we do? We’ve eaten all the crabs!”

“Let’s go hunt some more!”

“It’s unfair that we’re the only ones who can’t eat!”

Though normally a first-year wouldn’t dare to hunt, with dozens of students each possessing various abilities, they succeeded in hunting down several giant king crabs.

“Incredible. Freezing its bodily fluids to kill it. Now I understand why Lady Irene of the Northern Duchy is praised!”

“And Madam Ishtar, the warrior, is also remarkable. She swept away all the pincers with her incredible swordsmanship and shoved a sword into its mouth.”

With the gathered crabs back in the kitchen, students returned to cooking, enjoying a late dinner.

Unusually, nearly all of the 981st batch of students had a satisfying meal that day.

“Woo hoo! Looks like we can open a restaurant, Isabel.”

“Shut up. Do you know how tough it was for me to become a chef?”

“But where did our little missy go?”

“I don’t know. Haven’t seen her since halfway through.”

“There she is.”

As they searched for Oknodie among their entrance exam comrades, they looked towards the central table upon Jiang’s comment.

And they found her.


Oknodie was smoothly blending into the central students, receiving food.

“You sneaky little mouse, using assassin skills in a place like this? Such skills are wasted.”

“Don’t be so harsh. She has experienced harsh training, growing up starving on the outskirts and sneaking into church warehouses to steal disaster relief supplies.”

“…Is that true?”

As Isabel nodded seriously, Son Ohchun suddenly felt like a bad adult for teasing her.

“Tsk. Sneaky little mouse. Next time I see her, I’ll have to reward her with 10kg of bananas.”

“Where are the bananas?”

“In the deep forest, where the fierce Reddish Monkey with blue back fins is devouring bananas.”

“…That sounds like a very powerful monkey.”

“Isabel, Jezel. We have to find something to soothe the sneaky little mouse’s mouth. If we have time next weekend, let’s go pick bananas together.”

Both sighed deeply.

“If you say so, I can’t refuse to help.”

“Just this once.”

━━━

[You have eaten Giant King Crab Steamed.]

[You have eaten Giant King Crab Surimi Salad.]

[You have eaten Giant King Crab Surimi Rice Bowl.]

[You have eaten Rare Dish Giant King Crab Cheese Oven Grilled.]

[You have eaten Rare Dish Giant King Crab Iron Plate Stir-Fried Rice.]

━━━

[Cooking Handbook <Normal><Rare><Seafood><Giant Species> stack increases.]

[Total Dish Collection increases by 5 kinds.]

[Normal Dish Collection increases by 3 kinds.]

[Rare Dish Collection increases by 2 kinds.]

[Seafood Dish Collection increases by 5 kinds.]

[Giant Species Dish Collection increases by 5 kinds.]

━━━

[Collection Effect]

Collecting all dishes 150 types – Item drop rate increased by 1%. Health increased by 1.

Collecting seafood dishes 20 types – Underwater additional damage increased by 1%.

━━━

Rare dish [Giant King Crab Cheese Brick Oven Roast] collected – Defense penetration increased by 1%.

Rare dish [Giant King Crab Iron Plate Stir-Fried Rice] collected – Physical resilience increased by 1%.

━━━

[When you engage in a moral battle among the crowd, you acquired a Silly that raises the collection rate of the Cooking Handbook.]

[Trickery experience +2]

[Concealment experience +1]

It was a valuable mealtime.

Immersed in satisfaction, as I left the kitchen, a cheerful voice filled with happiness echoed from within.

“Wow! This crab is amazing. I never imagined it would taste like this from its innards!”

“Oh, Your Highness! Your composure is deteriorating. If you do not pay attention to your vocabulary, the reputation of the imperial family…”

“Ugh…?”

“You’re too noisy with your nagging about things you can’t even cook.”

“Hehe…”

“After learning at least half as much as the Iron Charcoal Barbecue Cooking Family, then you can nag me♡ This mediocre♡ lowest culinary skill♡ can’t even cook a wooden fruit♡”

“Oh, I’ll start from today! I’ll roast everything from wooden fruit to leaves and chopsticks as they come! Wooah!”

With tears streaming, the follower of the princess rushed out.

It would be nice if they practiced hard and made delicious dishes!

“I might go to bed early today.”

“It’s so delicious, I just want to rest like this.”

“And the assignment…”

“Ah.”

Students who momentarily forgot about their assignments while enjoying their food.

It was painful for both them and me.

“Ugh. We have to go to the fifth period lecture.”

It is written that the lecture is held outdoors where the rain is blowing.

Hesitating to go to the lecture hall, or waiting in the corridor near Titosso, who will probably not attend the lecture for fear of being caught and eaten by the Giant King Crab.

“Have you seen the magic watch, Oknodie? Is Professor Sadako really crazy?”

“I think so too…”

“On days like this, why don’t we just have indoor lectures instead of doing Night-time Activities for Adventurers lecture in the suburbs where Giant King Crabs are wandering?”

“Did you bring your raincoat?”

“Duke Andersen gave me three raincoats because of suffering from attending his lecture.”

“Raincoat?”

“Students who take the Quality Sleep Anywhere, and Dealing with Nocturnal Animals course came in and gave up on the lecture to avoid the rain while hearing the footsteps of the Giant King Crab. They said there were three raincoats left.”

“Three?”

“Four of them stayed and the Grand Duke went to attend to that lecture. He looked really pitiful.”

“?!”

Was the Duke a mentally strong person?

It wouldn’t be.

I tilted my  head and realized the variables.

Gourmet event!

When you eat delicious food, your morale goes up, and sometimes you do activities that you wouldn’t normally do.

“Ugh. Who would worry about whom?”

“That’s right.”

“What should I do with the remaining raincoat?”

“I’ll put it on the spotlight!”

Titosso, who cherishes the lightning stand (with waterproof function), is trying hard to cover it with the raincoat.

Covered with a raincoat, the shadow stretched to the end of the corridor.


While turning her gaze along the shadow, someone suddenly hid her head.

“?”

A moment later, a head popped out.

I found Jiang, who looked resentful of the raincoat covering the spotlight.

In the gourmet event, morale goes up and students who would normally give up on classes instead go to lectures but it seems it wasnt only Duke Anderesen.



 
  
    Chapter 99: Old is Gold


“Titosso.”

“What?”

“I think there’s someone who could use that raincoat.”

Titosso’s side-tail ponytail adorably swayed as she tilted her head in curiosity.

“Who? It can’t be Jiang, right? She swore she’d never attend such a terrifying lecture. Or are you suggesting we give it to Professor Sadako?”

Jiang peeked out from around the corner, looking distressed.

She urgently signalled for us to hurry up and do something.

When I blocked her with my body and subtly pointed to the corner, Titosso glanced back and giggled.

“Oh, what should we do? I don’t want to give it to Professor Sadako who insists on outdoor lectures.”

Jiang’s face brightened.

“But I don’t want to give it to Jiang either, who always teases me for fainting all the time.”

Jiang’s face darkened.

“Should I? Should I not? Maybe if Jiang apologized, I could think about it?”

“Tito, isn’t this getting dangerous?”

“What’s dangerous?”

Jiang’s face turned cold as she realized something.

“The only thing in danger is Jiang’s grades! There’s nothing more dangerous than Jiang’s grades as she sadly returns to her room without a raincoat!”

“I warned you?”

“Humph. No need to warn me. Now the real coward isn’t me. Jiang is the biggest coward in the world, a super coward!”

Jiang leaped down from the ceiling and clung to Titosso’s back.

“Who are you calling a super coward?”

“Eeeek!!”

In the end, Titosso fainted for a moment, and only after waking up did she give the raincoat to Jiang.

“Didn’t you say you weren’t going to attend?”

“Humph. I just ate too much dinner and wanted to move around a bit. For dieting.”

What a scary friend to diet with.

After walking for about ten minutes, stopping dead in our tracks at the sound of giant king crabs’ steps beyond the pouring rain, we finally arrived at the lecture hall.

What awaited us was a skeleton who had overdone the diet to the point of being all bones.

“Rattle rattle. Are you the freshmen Sadako mentioned? You’ve got some guts, braving this rain to attend the lecture.”

“Um… Mr. Skeleton? Skeleton sir?”

“Call me Drill Sergeant Skeleton.”

“Drill Sergeant Skeleton, where is Professor Sadako?”

“She caught a cold and didn’t come.”

Jiang clenched her fists in triumph behind her back.

Titosso was also extremely happy, even though she couldn’t say it out loud.

From my veteran perspective… even if it’s due to a cold, a professor’s absence is not a good sign.

‘Professors are usually specialized in their fields, even if their malevolence is at a high level.’

In contrast, this stand-in, Drill Sergeant Skeleton, is not a professor but a sergeant.

He may have achieved exceptional results in some combat skills or knowledge areas, but he has no educational technique for how to moderate his malevolence.

In other words, he might implement the worst of his malevolence without hesitation.

‘In terms of extremes, this lecture could be more vicious than one conducted by Professor Sadako herself!’

Titosso was simply happy that it wasn’t Professor Sadako’s lecture and smiled brightly.

“Drill Sergeant Skelet~on. So, what are we doing today? Can we finish early?”

“Oh dear, you must be very tired!”

“Yesss. We have too many assignments.”

Jiang and I widened our eyes at Titosso’s voice, laced with charm.

How can she make such a cunning voice?

Jealous.

If I had those kinds of charming skills, I could completely captivate my professors and rake in all the rewards!

Because my communication skills have relied heavily on intimidation in the past, it was a cutesy voice that even the assassin Jiang couldn’t hope to muster.

“Hehe. I feel sorry for the freshmen who are already lacking sleep, so I came up with something.”

“Ending the lecture early?”

“Something even better. Actually, on my way here, I got inspired by a lecture on ‘Quality Sleep Anywhere.'”

“…Why on earth would you get inspiration from that?”

“Adventurers’ nighttime behavior. We’ve learned a lot about what to do while awake, but we’ve never been taught about the precautions to take while asleep. Isn’t that right?”

I had a bad feeling from the start, and sure enough, the skeleton instructor suddenly went into overdrive.

“Talking or moving in your sleep and making noise that alerts the enemy – only an adventurer who’s experienced it knows that dreadful feeling.”

A supercar revving up to its V12 engine, hitting 0 to 60 in three seconds.

“Instructor, Titosso falls asleep quietly in every lecture, so there’s no need for her to practice that.”

“Oh. Then Titosso can quietly observe next to the instructor today.”

Jiang looked bewildered, as if wondering, ‘What did I do wrong?’

Titosso ran over to hide behind the skeleton instructor.

Peeking out from behind the skeleton legs and sticking her  tongue out in a provoking manner, Titosso’s teasing skills were remarkable.

Despite her whining, Titosso’s natural talent for irritating others highlighted her contrasting charm.

Maybe it’s just a typical attitude of a prospective undead, a commendable quality for Sadako-sensei’s students.

“Instructor Skeleton, I’ve also received assassin training, so there’s no worry about me talking in my sleep.”

“There’s no professor evaluation to prove that in your student record!”

“What about Titosso! She hasn’t done anything special either!”

“Two records of ‘sleeping quietly as if dead.’ Properly entered.”

“Ugh!”

Trying to argue against the necessity of the lecture only ended up making Titosso exempt, leaving Jiang feeling bitter, like her cousin had just bought a piece of land.

“Jiang, let’s give it our all, just the two of us.”

“Oknodie.. I’m counting on you…”

The only way to help sleep better in a sleeping lecture is to make her pass out.

If it gets too tough, I’ll just give her a power slap to knock her out.

“Now, go to sleep!”

“…Pardon?”

The pouring rain made our raincoats heavy, and lying on the ground would mean swimming first.

Not to mention, a passing giant king crab would see this as a buffet and come running.


Jiang asked.

“Is this right? Are you sure?”

Even the assassin doubted the sanity of the lecture.

But the skeleton instructor was resolute.

“If you can’t sleep on your own, I’ll put you to sleep myself.”

“How?”

I thought he was a skeleton magician who would put us to sleep with a sleep spell, but the skeleton instructor made a motion of striking someone on the head with a sword.

Turns out he was a warrior, not a magician. 

I couldn’t help but acknowledge him as a fellow practitioner of physical magic.

“If you can’t fall asleep within ten minutes, I’ll put you to sleep myself. Unlike Professor Sadako, I’m quite kind, aren’t I? Hehe.”

“Whether its a professor’s assistant or a colleague, someday I’ll definitely kill that person myself.”

“So, Jiang, where are you going to sleep?”

“We can’t sleep on the ground. Let’s climb up a tree.”

“Want to climb the same tree?”

Jiang quickly propelled herself up the tree with a swift kick, using her leg strength to climb.

She looked at me as if asking how I was going to climb up, and I laughed, jumping towards the longest hanging branch.

“Hiya!”

Pulling the branch down to the ground, I grabbed it and climbed up.

Jiang looked at me as if wondering who would be so brute as to do that.

“What kind of assassin makes such a racket?”

“I’m not an assassin. I’m a magic swordsman.”

“Sure. Dream big.”

We climbed the tree to avoid the rain, and below us, I could see Titosso standing nervously beside the skeleton instructor.

“Um, Instructor. It’s raining too hard, and I’m cold.”

“Oh, poor thing.”

“I’m shivering, and it’s scary. Can I go inside to watch?”

“Oh, poor thing.”

“…I can’t, right?”

“Oh, poor thing.”

“…”

She looked even more pitiful standing there by herself.

“Hey, look, a giant king crab!”

“Hm?”

“It’s dangerous if a giant king crab comes. Instructor, you’ll protect me, right?”

“Oh, poor thing.”

“You can’t just say that! Please protect at least one student!”

The skeleton instructor laughed with a grinning face.

“…You can just climb the tree too…”

Realizing the instructor had no intention of protecting her, Titosso belatedly tried to climb the tree.

Of course, climbing a tree isn’t easy for the inexperienced, and it was just a painful and sorrowful labor.

“Grab this and climb up!”

“Thanks, Oknodie…!”

Holding onto the portable rope I lowered, Titosso climbed up, looking quite exhausted.

“See that? It’s a light.”

Jiang pointed to a nearby clearing.

Listening closely, I could hear students screaming and the sound of metal being chewed and pounded.

“Looks like it’s already started over there.”

It was the unfortunate screams of students experiencing the extreme challenge of trying to sleep while avoiding giant king crabs inside an iron cage.

I hoped the giant king crabs would all be dragged there, but the skeleton instructor was crazier than we thought.

“Time to eat, king crabs!”

The skeleton instructor dumped a feed bucket, scattering shrimp and clams, which the king crabs loved, all over the ground.

Before the students could even scream, sounds of the crabs’ movements surrounded them.


Titosso was on the verge of tears.

“What’s going to happen to us now?”

“Maybe we should just pretend to sleep?”

“I never thought I’d say this, but I miss Professor Sadako.”

Jiang, who feared Professor Sadako as much as Titosso, mumbled with a gloomy face.



 
  
    Chapter 100: How to overcome Fear


As the giant king crabs skittered around the base of the tree and the rain poured down in sheets, drumming on the leaves above, we sat in silence in the tree.

Sleep wasn’t something that would come just because you wanted it, and so many thoughts filled my mind.

“This reminds me of the old days.”

Jiang and Titosso turned to look at me as if I’d lost my mind when I absentmindedly uttered the sentimental words.

“Don’t get me wrong. I’ve never had the experience of trying to sleep in a tree to escape from giant king crabs!”

“Then what kind of experience?”

“I’m curious. What kind of memories do other assassins have?”

Both of them seemed interested, so I shared a little story from the past.

“It wasn’t rain, but there was a time when it snowed heavily, and I found myself dangling from a cliff after a misstep.”

“How did you end up in such a dangerous place?”

“To make the legendary snowflake shaved ice.”

Jiang looked at me like I was an idiot.

“I wanted to eat it! The collection effect of that legendary food is amazing!”

“Isn’t that something from a fairy tale?”

“The legendary snowflake shaved ice really exists!”

Titosso patted my shoulder.

“I understand the sentiment. I believed in Santa Claus until last year too.”

“Santa Claus is real too!!”

He appears as an event NPC during Christmas!

My exclamation, stemming from a player’s experience, probably seemed nonsensical to these NPCs.

Titosso looked pleased, while Jiang seemed worried.

“Look, you’re ten years old. It’s time to start preparing to be an adult. At that age, the village kids are already digging up potatoes, weeding, and hauling firewood. You need to grow up.”

“Why do I have to be called childish when both the legendary snowflake shaved ice and Santa Claus are real?”

“Adults don’t believe in such things. Got it, Oknodie? For an assassin, money is everything. The world is full of conmen who’ll cheat you out of your fees with suspicious promises!”

For some reason, I was even getting scolded now.

“Neither of you believe me, right?”

“Haha, I think it’s fine. When a girl believes in such things, it’s kind of cute, isn’t it?”

“Foolish Nodi. You’ll regret it if you get scammed because you didn’t listen to me later.”

“I hate you both, Titosso and Jiang!”

They really do exist.

I saw them. 

Hmph.

“Haha, sorry, sorry. Cheer up, okay? I’ll shine a happiness-inducing light on you later!”

“…In pink?”

“You like pink?”

“…Yeah. It increases the skill proficiency rate.”

“I like pink too!”

After such a chat, I felt a lot better.

So, what were we supposed to be doing again?

“Kehl kehl kehl. You lot, you’re as distractible as goblins.”

“Ugh. Sorry. We’ll go to sleep quickly.”

“No need. You’d wake up soon anyway.”

“Huh?”

“The thing about giant king crabs is, they can actually climb trees!”

“What?!”

When the skeleton instructor splashed shrimp-smelling water onto the tree, the giant king crabs swarmed up.

Skitter skitter skitter.

Not only did they tear off the bark with their claws and chew on it with their mandibles, but they also started shaking the tree wildly as if it were a shrimp tree.

“Eek! I, I’m going to die. I’m really going to die!”

“Don’t make such a fuss, Titosso. As long as you keep your balance, you won’t fall from the tree.”

Jiang would lightly push Titosso’s shoulder or poke her leg whenever her posture and balance became unstable, helping her not to fall.

“Oknodie, what should we do? We’re fine because we’ve had survival training, but Titosso is in danger like this. That instructor has no intention of helping.”

“I know that animals or monsters run away when they hear the cries of their natural enemies!”

“A natural enemy? Does a Giant King Crab even have one?”

Not many.

Even regular King Crabs don’t have many natural enemies around, so they breed easily and fill the seabed. 

Giant King Crabs are even more formidable.

But Giant King Crabs aren’t the only monsters in the sea.

“An octopus is a natural enemy of the King Crab!”

“With that size, a normal octopus would just get sliced up. A Giant Octopus…? Does that even exist?”

“It’s called a Kraken!”

“I see. A Kraken… Wait, a Kraken? The crazy octopus that’s said to swallow up large ships once it appears?”

“Yeah.”

“There’s no way we know what that thing’s cry sounds like!”

“Then should I try making it?”

“You… You’ve seen a Kraken before?”

“Of course. I’ve hunted all the rare monsters.”

“Hunted?”

Oops. 

I boasted about the player’s experience without thinking.

“I mean, not me, my master! I watched my master hunt it.”

“Wow. Your master is amazing, Oknodie. An assassination school that even has techniques for catching a Kraken.”

“Whatever! Just hurry up and chase them away!”

Titosso was on the verge of bursting into tears.

There’s no choice.

I’ll have to take the lead for my weak friend.

“Ahem.”

I cleared my throat once and shaped my mouth.

The point is to use the internal and rectus abdominis muscles to vocalize!


“Mwooooooooong!”

“Pfft.”

“Oknodie. This isn’t the time to joke arou… huh?”

The Giant King Crabs, which had been hanging on the tree until just a moment ago, were startled and fell off the tree.

Click-clack.

One Giant King Crab, looking suspicious, approached the tree again.

How dare you!

“Mwooooooooong!”

When I imitated the Kraken’s cry loudly, as if to intimidate, the Giant King Crab, which had dared to approach, jumped and backed off five steps.

“Haha, Oknodie. That’s hilarious!”

“It’s a funny sound, but it works, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t just laugh, help me! We’re so small they think we’re baby Krakens. Even natural enemies might try to kill a baby!”

“So what should we do?”

“Let’s make the cry together!”

A frantic fight began.

“Mwooooooooong!”

“Mwoong! Mwoong!”

“Mwooooooong.”

We were perched on a tree branch, making Kraken sounds to fend off the giant king crabs that were continuously trying to approach us from various angles.

Realizing that our efforts were not enough to end the standoff, we decided to use a special tactic.

“Everyone, raise your arms and move them like tentacles!”

“What good will that do?”

“It’s an aggressive gesture that means ‘I’m going to eat you’ to them!”

“Haha, this is so fun!”

“Ugh. I could never admit doing something like this at night. This is a new low in my life.”

Titosso, who was smiling brightly, and Jiang, who wore a gloomy expression, both extended their arms and wiggled them like tentacles.

Finally, the giant king crabs fled.

“Seriously, they chased away all the giant king crabs I had gathered. How annoying!”

“Hmph. We just need to sleep, right? There’s no rule saying we can’t chase away the monsters we’ve gathered, is there?”

“No, there isn’t.”

The skeletal instructor admitted it readily.

“So, what do we do now?”

“Let’s just sleep.”

Finally feeling secure, we closed our eyes and began to rest on the tree.

After about ten minutes of having our eyes closed, the sound of raindrops pattering on the leaves and the rain pouring down beyond the trees served as a pleasant background noise, lulling us to sleep.

Click-clack-click-clack.

“Gle-gle-gle. There’s no rule saying I can’t gather the crabs that ran away again!”

“…Oknodie, is there no sound that can scare away skeletons?”

“No such sound exists.”

[You cleverly defended your makeshift sleeping area from the giant king crabs’ attack with your friends.]

[Imitation experience +7]

[Crying experience +5]

[Hanging experience +3]

[Climbing experience +1]

[Good child experience +1]

We barely survived the <Nighttime Activities of Adventurers> lecture.

“It’s such a shame that the lecture had to end just when I had the opportunity to teach.”

We kept our mouths shut and didn’t say anything like “We think so too,” fearing we’d end up hanging from the tree all night.

“Instructor, you’re too much. Do you know how scared we were?”

“Gle-gle-gle. Only freshmen who overcome hardships can become sophomores. Thanks to today’s lecture, you’ll be able to sleep soundly wherever you are from now on without talking in your sleep.”

“I think I’ll be shuddering from nightmares.”

It seemed Titosso didn’t find the lecture very useful. 

Jiang appeared equally dissatisfied.

“Oh dear. That’s unfortunate.”

The skeletal instructor seemed visibly dejected.

“I didn’t want to give such a lecture, you know.”

“Could it be Professor Sadako ordered you to…?”

Jiang, who still held a strong sense of caution towards Professor Sadako, asked carefully.

“I did it to show you how uncomfortable the frail shell of flesh is and guide you towards becoming a skeleton.”

“Eek!”

“You psycho!! You’re insane!!”

“Once you shed your flesh and become a skeleton, you won’t suffer from unnecessary activities like sleep. Why worry about sleep-talking then? Gle-gle-gle.”

The sinister skeletal instructor revealed his true colors.

“So, how about it? Do you now feel like becoming a skeleton? Just say the word, and I’ll teach you the <Skeletonization> spell anytime! It’s a spell that will ensure you never turn back into a human! Gle-gle-gle!”

“Waaah!”

“Oknodie, let’s attack together!”

The skeletal instructor, laughing loudly, Titosso, who burst into tears, and Jiang, who looked like an angry cat, were ready to attack.

Suddenly, a magic circle appeared around the skeletal instructor.

“Ah, this is Professor Sadako’s summoning magic circle? Damn. If I had known, I would have ended the lecture ten minutes earlier and taught the spell…”

The magic circle folded space like origami, swallowing the skeletal instructor.


“…Is he gone?”

“Yeah.”

“If that skeleton shows up in the next lecture instead of Professor Sadako, I’m going to run away immediately.”

Jiang emphasized repeatedly that she was serious.

It’s best to keep it a secret that summoned creatures tend to resemble their summoner.



 
  
    Chapter 101: Accidental Encounter


After the exhausting fifth period ended,

I wished I could hang from a tree and sleep without worrying about becoming food for predators, but I had too many assignments to do.

The most troublesome one was the “Long-range Weapon Mastery” class.

For the shooting training assignment, I had to hit targets at 50m, 100m, 150m, and 200m distances for a total score of 1000 points. 

Even if I hit only the 10-point targets, I would need to shoot at least 400 times.

To make matters worse, the weather was terrible, so the outdoor shooting range was filled with miserable students shooting arrows while getting drenched in the rain late into the night.

“Not here.”

For safety reasons, I could ask an instructor to accompany me while shooting arrows, but the instructors strictly enforced dormitory curfew times.

Even though I could sneak out again, it would waste valuable time going back and forth.

“At times like this, I should use the secret training ground!”

Looking at the double-sided tape alone, it’s clear that the Gift Academy has a lot of hidden support for juniors from their seniors.

Murderous assignments.

Inhuman professors.

Physically impossible remaining time.

Sympathizing with the overworked juniors, the seniors in the Magic Department had created a special training ground for them.

“A private secret training ground available 24/7!”

Since it was only accessible from the Magic Department building, I headed there through the pouring rain, only to see a first-year student looking at me even at this late hour.

“Huh? That’s Kasia, right?”

Group A from the Border/Frontier.

Group B from the Empire/Central.

Group C for special cases.

If the Empire’s proud students and the poor frontier students, who suffered regional discrimination, formed opposing factions, Group C was an entity that both sides found unsettling.

Unknown identities.

Stateless individuals.

People without nationality.

Pseudo-humans.

A group of individuals who were not recognized as humans in society, often considered less than beastmen or too dangerously shady.

Perhaps I could have belonged to that group myself.

A Group C student always had to be accompanied by an instructor, so an instructor was waiting near Kasia.

Quietly.

Suddenly, I felt like playing a prank.

I hid my body to avoid the window and sneaked under it quietly.

Then… just as I reached right in front of the window, I jumped up with my arms raised to startle them!

“Mwoooooong!”

“…Idiot.”

“Huh? How did you know?”

I was sure Kasia was sitting by the first window seat next to the entrance before I approached.

Despite my roundabout attempt to startle her, Kasia had moved to the second window seat by the entrance and laughed at me popping up beside her.

“Just knew.”

For some reason, I felt a sense of challenge.

“Hi-yah!”

“Idiot.”

When I aimed for the second window, she moved to the third seat.

“Yah!”

“Moron.”

I tried to catch her off guard by appearing at the second window, but she stayed at the third window.

“Just once, let me surprise you!”

“No.”

I went to the third window and then back to the first window, but this time she was at the second window.

Was I, who could even beat Professor Bronze at this shell game, has 0 win and all losses against a Group C student?

I was angry, but it also helped me understand.

“This round’s Kasia is performing well?”

Kasia’s abilities varied significantly with each round, and this time she seemed exceptionally strong.

For a player, it’s just a matter of saying, “She is lucky.” 

But for her, having excessively strong abilities made everyday life difficult.

“You sensed it with bioelectricity, didn’t you?”

“…You’re not an idiot?”

“How could the top student in the group be an idiot!”

Kasia was an electric-type ability user.

She can emit electricity more as a power than as magic.

A well-trained Kasia can grow to the point of becoming a human generator, capable of replacing the electricity supply of an entire city.

If you need an electro-type ability user, seeking out Kasia is an absolute must!

“Aren’t you going back to the dorm?”

“I can’t go back.”

“Why?”

“It’s dangerous.”

For most students, ‘dangerous’ means the Giant King Crab, but not for her.

When she says dangerous, she means everyone except herself.

“If you are not careful, you’ll die.”

A ticking time bomb who can’t fully control her overwhelming power.

That is the concept of the playable character, Kasia.

“Student Oknodie. Curfew is approaching. Prepare to return to the dormitory.”

As her supervisor started to lecture me, I continued on my way.

“Well then, goodbye~”

“…Hmph.”

Kasia turned her head brusquely.

A classmate I can’t get close to before advancing to the next grade.

Just as a later-stage character is in a different league of strength, her aloofness is also extraordinary.

‘Well, just knowing each other’s faces is enough.’


Without hesitation, I headed to the secret training ground.

**

Although Kasia turned her head, she could clearly sense Oknodie leaving.

“Did you like that kid?”

“Not at all.”

“For someone you didn’t like, you spent quite a bit of time with her.”

“She is better than you.”

“That’s disappointing. As an instructor, I’m diligently monitoring and protecting the academy students for their safety. Instead of gratitude for my hard work, you give me the cold shoulder.”

The instructor joked, but Kasia’s eyes were even colder than when she was dealing with Oknodie.

While the previous coldness was to push people away, this coldness was to guard against an enemy.

“The students you protect aren’t me, but everyone else. There’s no reason for me to thank you.”

“I’m making sure you don’t carelessly use your power or do anything dangerous that would turn your classmates into electric roasts. So, you could say I’m helping you too.”

“Yet you’d cut my throat the moment I make a mistake.”

“I wouldn’t cut your throat on the first mistake. I’d knock you out to prevent further damage, then sever your tendons.”

“…You’re trash.”

“Even someone like me is better than the people from where you came from. You should always be grateful for that.”

Kasia is a fusion creature created in a lab.

A non-human entity with a human ego implanted.

-If a creature is difficult to control with human strength, wouldn’t it be easier to handle with a human ego?

Life, mind, soul.

Kasia, an electro-ability user born from a horrific lab that thoroughly uses all human elements for experimentation.

She has no place to return to.

At best, she was sold to the academy for a huge amount of money.

Leaving the academy would mean paying back the money to the lab.

The lab director would never let her live.

Maybe a future worse than death is awaiting her.

Being a student of Group C means exactly that.

Someone with no place to return to, and no right to return.

Someone who cannot live outside the Academy.

‘I thought you were definitely one of us.’

Normally, she wouldn’t even think about responding to such a childish prank.

Because it’s difficult.

Dealing with students who live ordinary lives.

Being careful not to let them die.

Every single move is annoying and requires caution.

If a stray bolt of lightning were to shoot from her fingertips, it’s an everyday occurrence for someone to be burnt to death.


	So, choose. Will you kill someone, or will you kill yourself?



Higher intensity.

Longer output.

The things the lab did to enhance her abilities were horrendous.

‘I thought a kid trained in assassination would be in the same situation as me.’

Oknodie was the same, yet different.

She had an adult to vouch for her identity.

That one small difference split their groups.

Oknodie was placed in Group A, not Group C.

And she made many friends, becoming popular among the upperclassmen.

The rumors and her reputation both are excellent.

She doesn’t discriminate against underclassmen, nor is she intimidated by those from the Empire.

She mingles freely with students from the Empire, shares meals with them, and when necessary, stands up against injustice for her weaker friends.

‘Even her skills were extraordinary.’

Just a moment ago, Oknodie was approaching from outside the window.

Kasia had been watching her closely.

People have something called bioelectricity.

Most people neither know nor feel it.

Even with training, most can only perceive it when skin-to-skin or within the same space.

‘I am different. Half of me isn’t human.’

The non-human part of her body detects it.

The flow of bioelectricity operating within others.

Even through windows.

Even through magical barriers.

She can visually perceive faint bioelectricity through physical and magical barriers.

The first three times, she evaded lightly.

Dodging Oknodie was effortless.

‘The fourth time was different.’

When she moved towards the right window, Oknodie followed.

When she moved towards the left window, Oknodie again changed direction to follow.

Oknodie was clearly reading her position.

She wanted to test it.

<Electrical Phenomena Manipulation>

Despite the instructor’s murderous intent behind urging her to stop, she used her ability.

She created a double with the same form as herself and set it in place.

Oknodie, tilting her head beyond the window, glanced at the second window.

“Yap!”

Without certainty, Oknodie poked her head out of the first window.

When she deactivated her ability, only empty space remained, and there was Oknodie moving to the other window and the instructor silently pressuring her to end the prank.


‘It wasn’t electricity. She sensed the mana.’

Kasia realized.

This child is indeed special.

Maybe next time, she’ll greet her.

She liked her much more than her Group C peers, who stuck together out of similar circumstances.



 
  
    Chapter 102: Friends Doing Homework


There are countless duties in the world.

The duty of a student to adhere to the academy’s rules.

The duty of a freshman not to wander around late at night.

The duty of a student to diligently complete assignments.

Unfortunately, it’s difficult to fulfill all these duties simultaneously.

“How am I supposed to follow the rule of not wandering around late at night when I need to create targets 50m, 100m, 150m, and 200m away to do my assignment?”

Jiang was full of complaints.

Hitting targets wasn’t difficult.

She had learned target-hitting techniques from her master until she was sick of it.

She could hit them with her eyes closed, while coming out of a window, and even while jumping off high buildings or tall trees.

The problem was that there were no suitable targets indoors, and once she threw a shuriken, she had to go out to retrieve it.

‘Looks like I won’t be getting to bed early tonight either.’

Her master had warned her that wandering around late would stunt her growth and advised her to get enough sleep once she entered the academy.

It seemed she would hold the title of the third shortest student among the 981st class for a long time.

“Hey, have you seen Oknodie?”

“Nope.”

“Really?”

“I was so bored I just kept looking outside the lounge. I’m sure.”

“Thanks. I’ll let you have my fish next time it’s served at the dining hall.”

“Wow! You’re so kind!”

According to Xenia, a quick but dim-witted cat person, Oknodie hadn’t returned to her room.

Considering that Oknodie was taking the <Long-range Weapon Mastery> class like her, this was quite meaningful.

‘She’s probably doing her assignment outside too.’

Oknodie knew an unusual amount about the Gift Academy.

Jiang now knew the source.

The Room of Wisdom, where the wisdom of the seniors was written on double-sided strips.

A secret place that could only be entered at a specific time and place.

The Room of Double-sided Strips.

‘There must be a hint there.’

Although she couldn’t read and memorize all the strips due to their sheer volume, it was the only place to find the academy’s hidden secrets.

2:22 AM.

While she was waiting for the time, creating targets on trees outside and throwing shurikens, she heard a commotion.

Thump thump thump!

“Stop right there!”

“Unauthorized runaway! If you don’t return to the dormitory immediately, we’ll give you ten times the penalty points!”

A student was being chased by the guards.

The student had been caught trying to sneak out of the dormitory past curfew.

‘So clumsy.’

If you’re going to sneak out, at least hide well.

If you get caught, at least run well.

Because of his clumsiness, he was being chased by the guards.

Jiang was about to ignore him with disdain, but her thoughts changed when she saw the runner’s face under the streetlight.

She jumped down from the tree and hid in the nearby bushes. 

When the runner passed by, she grabbed his arm and pulled him into the bushes.

“Ugh!”

“Shh. Stay quiet. You don’t want to get caught, right?”

While Jiang covered the runner’s mouth and quieted him, the guards ran past.

“You’re Mob, right?”

The runner was Mob, a student who took the <Long-range Weapon Mastery> class with Oknodie and had received a huge number of demerits.

“Who are you?”

“Oknodie’s friend.”

“Thanks for helping me. I was in a hurry to do my assignment, but the instructors wouldn’t let me out, so I snuck out and got caught. Those guys are really blockheads.”

Jiang scrutinized Mob carefully.

“Hmmm.”

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s strange. Oknodie likes strong people.”

“Ugh. I know I’m weak.”

“Are you good at cooking?”

“I can fry an egg.”

“Do you buy food often?”

“I’m out of points. I only eat one meal a day.”

“That’s strange. What does Oknodie see in you?”

Titosso is a coward but rich.

You can tell just by the ridiculous treasure she carries around like the lightning stand.

She herself is highly skilled.

That’s why Oknodie has no qualms about associating with her.

But Jiang knows.

Oknodie is unusually indifferent to students who are neither wealthy nor strong, and although she responds when spoken to, she shows no intention of mingling with them.

‘She must sense it subconsciously. The value of the person.’

Assassins undergo such training.

To instantly determine whether an opponent is someone they can kill at any time, someone who needs preparation, or an extremely difficult opponent.

‘Cooking and wealth are the only two exceptions where Oknodie associates with people she can kill at any time.’

Mob didn’t fall under those two exceptions either.

He was a true exception among exceptions.

That’s why it was strange.

What did Oknodie see in this kid?

He looked ordinary and his skills were average too.

“Ah! I remember now. You also take the <Long-ranged Weapon Mastery> class, right? You use throwing weapons, not a bow.”

“Do you remember now?”


“Sorry. You even talked to me after the race last time, right? I was so exhausted then that I didn’t remember well.”

“Your memory is average too.”

“Ugh. Sorry for being so average. Anyway, thanks for saving me. I have to go now, I need to work on my assignment.”

If there was one redeeming quality, it might be his seriousness.

“It’s useless.”

Jiang tried to provoke Mob.

“Unless you’re a skilled person like Oknodie or me, a regular person like you won’t be able to complete the assignment of scoring 1000 points per distance even if you work all night.”

“Maybe, but I still have to do it.”

“Why? Failing the assignment just means a small penalty. You already got plenty of penalties for finishing last in the last race, right?”

Mob’s score was already beyond recovery.

It was abysmally low.

“If I give up now, it means that’s all I amount to.”

“Huh?”

“I know. I know everyone looks at me that way, from the instructors to the friends and even the other groups.”

Mob wasn’t stubbornly persisting out of ignorance.

It was precisely because he knew that he was desperate.

“But one person believed in me.”

“Really.”

“That person is the coolest person I know.”

“That was Oknodie?”

“Don’t tell Oknodie. It’s embarrassing.”

“Did you fall for her?”

“No! I just don’t want to see Oknodie get criticized and ridiculed because of me.”

Mob remembered.

“Last time during the race, the seniors watching us said things like, ‘Even the top of Group A isn’t a big deal, people from the outskirts are still just from the outskirts.’”

“What annoying people.”

“It was because of me. Oknodie got criticized because she ran back to help me who was falling behind.”

Someone else taking the blame for him.

If asked what was the worst way to humiliate a man, Mob would count that moment as the worst.

“I don’t want people to say that Oknodie stepped back to help someone like me. That’s why I can’t give up on this assignment.”

“How boring. It’s such an average and dull story that it makes me yawn.”

Jiang wiped away her tears and walked ahead.

Even if he was ignored, there was nothing he could do.

As Mob gave a bitter smile, Jiang spoke to him.

“What are you doing? Aren’t you coming?”

“Coming? Where to?”

“A place where freshmen can train at night without worrying about the instructors. I think I can find one.”

There are two kinds of people in this world.

Those who take assignments lightly and those who treat them as life-or-death tasks.

Assassins are the latter.

If they fail to eliminate their target, they themselves get eliminated.

With such a belief, she found underclassmen who weren’t serious about everything to be detestable.

-This is too much. I give up.

-Should we go get something to eat?

-On the way here, I saw we could rent cards at the store. Let’s play some card games.

They’re the type to even give up on archery assignments.

Could they handle a mission with their lives on the line?

Of course not.

Once a dropout, always a dropout.

Yet, the dropout in front of her was desperately trying to be the latter.

‘I think I understand a bit. Why Oknodie recognizes this guy as a friend.’

It was 2:22 a.m.

Jiang entered the room of Double Sided Strips and got the information she wanted.

“Alright, follow me. There’s a secret training ground in the Magic District.”

“Wow, amazing. To move in and out of buildings without a sound.”

“Ha, don’t be so amazed by such trivial things. It’s so uncool.”

Despite grumbling, Jiang kept looking back every ten steps to make sure Mob wasn’t falling behind.

Moved by her consideration, Mob felt his determination grow even stronger.

“Hey, aren’t you… from Group C?”

“…A late-night date?”

“No way? We’re just going to the training ground. What about you?”

Near the entrance of the Magic District, by a window seat.

Kasia, who was under a blanket, was staring straight at Jiang.

Jiang was surprised.

Her eyes, full of an assassin’s intent to kill, were not easy for just anyone to meet.

Even instructors would sometimes look away when accidentally making eye contact with her.

But this girl named Kasia met her gaze without wavering, almost provocatively.

“Just. It’s comfortable here.”

“What a peculiar kid.”

Comfortable, my foot.

The chair was uncomfortable and her muscles were tense.

It’s a place you wouldn’t be able to sleep in even if you were paid.

Not to mention, there was an instructor full of killing intent behind her.

If someone told her to sleep here, she’d reach for her dagger first.

It was a highly intriguing sight.

If it was Oknodie, she would definitely interfere.

‘If you don’t want to talk, then don’t.’

But that’s as far as it goes.

She’s not Oknodie.

There’s a normal guy trailing behind her.

Not a good situation for a showdown.

“You’re quite strong, aren’t you?”

“You’d lose.”

“Let’s have a match sometime.”

“…Hmph.”

Leaving the sassy girl and the fierce instructor behind, they headed for the entrance to the secret training ground.

“The instructor is pitiful. Sleeping uncomfortably next to a student sleeping by the window.”

“The kid is probably more uncomfortable than the instructor.”

“Why?”

“Haa. Just forget it if you don’t get it.”

The secret facility was disguised as the door to a student-only restroom’s cleaning supply room.

‘What a clever setup.’

If you just open it, it appears as a normal cleaning supply closet.

But if you channel magic in a specific way to the magic pass?

The entire closet moves aside, revealing an illegally modified training ground.

“Wow.”

As she entered with an amazed Mob, a male student guarding the entrance to the training ground looked at them in disbelief.

“How come three freshmen are entering the secret training ground in the second week of school?”

Beyond the amazed boy, Oknodie, who was shooting arrows at a target, waved her hand.

“Wow! It’s jiang and Mob! How did you find out about this place?”

“We found it thanks to Double Sided Strips Room. Didn’t you do the same, Oknodie?”


“Y-Yeah! That’s right! Hehe.”

Liar.

If she hadn’t seen it at Double Sided Strips Room, how did she find out about this place?

She’s undeniably intriguing.

A smile appeared on Jiang’s lips.



 
  
    Chapter 103: Whoever picks it up first gets it!


There is no concept of transferring to Gift Academy.

No academy in the world is inferior compared to Gift Academy.

“What the hell!! Principal!!!! How can an outsider who hasn’t gone through our Gift Academy’s first-year curriculum just become a second-year student like that!!!”

“This is an insult to our dignity!!! It’s disrespect towards us who have overcome the hellish first-year education of this academy!!! Ughhh!”

The existing students who felt unfairly treated, especially the second-year students, protested vehemently.

Protests stemming from a selfish feeling that others should experience the injustice I experienced!

Conversely, most of the second-year students felt resentment towards the juniors who were scheduled to undergo the hardships they had endured.

“Is that really a new student?”

“Isn’t that an old-timer who has been in the first year for about 5 years?”

“Good grief, this absurdity. Is the kid about 11 years old but spent 5 years in there? Then what age did they enter?”

“Wait, wasn’t that illegal? Does that make sense?”

“What the hell is this crazy guy saying to the kid? Hey, gather around! Step on this guy!”

“Ack! Ack! I didn’t know, I didn’t mean to!”

The senior who complained about the legality looks a bit pitiful.

Honestly, even I think it would be difficult to be treated my age after thousands of experiences.

…Well, as long as I’m not caught!

***

Jiang and Mob wandered in confusion while using unfamiliar facilities.

“Hey, new students. How did you get here without knowing how to use the facilities?”

“I read advice in the Double Sided Strips room.”

“What’s that?”

Jiang inwardly admired the flustered expression of the second-year senior.

Oknodie got information that even seniors didn’t know.

It felt strangely superior to access the information written by seniors higher than the second year.

Age is wasted.

Mob, who feels pride inwardly, said to the second-year seniors with a clicking sound.

“What are you here for? Tell me. I’ll teach you how to use it. Don’t tell me to tell you twice. I’m going to teach you only once. Okay?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, I understand!”

The second-year senior laughed at Mob, who was nervous.

“Relax. I wont eat you up.”

“Ha-ha…”

“I am.”

“… Are the other seniors going to catch?!”

“You’ve probably heard it too. It’s about a 2-year-old student who throws a scam contract.”

“Oh, throwing that errand contract…”

“Be careful with that. If it goes wrong, you’ll be picking stuff like a slave for a year.”

Jiang thought inwardly.

This senior is pretty kind.

When recalling the harsh education of the academy, it might be surprising that there are seniors with such good personalities.

Of course, not all seniors were kind.

“I can’t believe it. Even first-year students are already sucking honey at the secret training ground. In my day…”

“Shut up. We were all first-years once too. Want me to tell the story of when your credit fell apart?”

“You know, seriously. Why are you like this?”

The second-year student was muttering with an absurd glance.

“…Would Professor praise me if I bring that smart-looking freshman to our lab?”

“Hey, are you even human? How could you say such a harsh thing to an innocent freshman?”

A third-year student, exuding a sinister aura from the corner, devising a wicked plan.

“…Professor said not to touch the freshmen. We have to endure. We have to endure. We have to endure…”

“Wow, those seniors look scary even to us. Can someone please chase them away?”

“No, we’re scared too.”

Within the same space where only freshmen roamed, there were many unsettling seniors, like a hunting ground for novices.

“Hey, Oknodie. Any tips for using this facility? You know, safely.”

Oknodie replied with a bright smile to Jiang’s question.

“I do! About three things.”

“Three things?”

“First, don’t get too close to the seniors!”

“…And?”

“Don’t talk to the seniors!”

“…”

“Lastly, don’t make eye contact with the seniors!”

Treating them like ghosts.

She is not skipping fifth period lectures, right?

Not wandering in the rain due to some spell?

Jiang felt uneasy no matter what.

With fierce determination, Oknodie avoided eye contact with anyone and focused solely on hitting targets with arrows.

‘Was coming here a mistake?’

Jiang and Mob felt that they might understand why there are rules now, like not leaving the dorms after midnight.

Perhaps those rules were minimal safety measures to protect freshmen.

Maybe rules allowed for doing bad things to freshmen who walk outside the dorms after 10 p.m. could exist for second-years.

“…Let’s finish quickly and go back.”

“Yeah…”

And so the three freshmen silently finished their assignments.

Among the barrage of assignments in the lectures, there was one lecture that stood out for its clean absence of assignments.

It was Professor Plato’s advanced fitness lecture on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

“Ugh. I swam for three hours in weekend supplementary education.”

“If I add up all the water I swallowed, I might have drunk as much as I’ve drunk in my lifetime.”

“Haha! They’re really weaklings, aren’t they?”

Following the previous lecture, this one was also scheduled for swimming, catering to students weak in water.


Unlike the last lecture where over half the students needed practice just to float, this time most had mastered swimming and breathing techniques.

“So today’s class is even more challenging!”

Despite attending a lecture without assignments, the students felt not gratitude but fear.

No student could rejoice in a lecture promising to harm students solely through teaching without assignments.

Above all, there was a reason why swimming was currently impossible for most.

“Due to the ongoing torrential rain causing the river to overflow!”

“Is this a relief class?”

“Is there an alternative lecture?”

“Wow! A swimming pool!”

“We will proceed with a lesson where we pass through the flooded river!”

“We’re going to die!!!”

“Even though we are just first-years, we won’t say yes to everything, you know?!”

“Are you planning to kill the empire’s precious treasures!!”

No matter what, this is going too far. 

Everyone, regardless of their group, firmly refused this time.

Even C-Group’s Kasia was shaking her head and showing signs of refusal.

The instructor who was in charge of her looked at Plato and said.

“Have you lost your mind, professor?”

“Geez. They’ve become weaklings.” 

Muttered Professor Plato.

“The old ones were different. When you spoke, they trembled and answered confidently when asked ‘Yes!’. But these days, even the principal seems to have mellowed with age…”

“Was it even worse in the past?!”

Shocked students aside, from my perspective, this kind of lecture is troublesome.

“Professor!”

“What is it, Oknodie?”

“Can we take a break today and instead work twice as hard over the weekend?”

“Twice as hard?”

The classmates nodded enthusiastically.

“Just fine! If Oknodie, who always had the best grades, says so, and the rest agree, as a professor, I have to consider students’ opinions.”

“Wow!”

“We’re saved!”

“Thanks, Oknodie!”

“But… you said it first, right? That you’ll work twice as hard.”

Making a deal with a professor is like making a deal with the devil.

Today’s happiness is tomorrow’s misfortune.

The students began to tremble with inexplicable anxiety.

“Actually, wouldn’t it have been better to attend the lecture now?”

“If the Giant King Crabs are gone, what if even more terrifying monsters come for the next lecture?”

“I’m so scared…”

Whether belatedly trembling with anxiety or not, the students were chased out of the lecture hall.

As the weekend approached, everyone’s imaginations ran wild, speculating whose idea was the most dreadful in this frivolous game.

In the midst of such trivial play, Jigoku, who had no interest in it, approached me briskly.

“Hey, Oknodie. Do you have some time right now?”


“Until before second period, yes.”

“Let’s go on a treasure hunt together.”

Jigoku glanced around and whispered discreetly.

“I heard that one of the seniors’ warehouses got swept away in the recent downpour. You know, at the sea, whoever picks up the ownerless items first becomes the owner, right?”

If the Academy campus turned into a sea due to the storm, calling it a sea wouldn’t be entirely wrong.



 
  
    Chapter 104: Random Warehouse Event


Do you know the code of the pirates of the sea?

Lost items belong to the first person who picks them up!

With the campus flooded and the seniors’ storage sheds washed away, a pirate has started to exhibit her professional dedication with the abandoned storage items.

Join her cause or stop her!

This is a rare random event, making a return after the <Random Papa> and <Giant Plant> events.

The floating storage sheds are random.

The contents of the storage sheds are random.

Sometimes a monster storage shed might float by, and opening it will release all sorts of captured experimental beasts.

A weak character might die instantly upon opening it—an absurd event!

‘Well, it’s not a big deal. If you just listen carefully for any sounds inside, you won’t die recklessly!’

I’m very interested in the contents of the sheds.

If it’s a food storage shed, you can get a lot of rare ingredients.

If it’s a medicine storage shed, you can keep the items well and sell them to the seniors for a lot of points, or use long-lasting ingredients in your second year.

If it’s a weapons storage shed, you can melt the items down and create new weapons, effectively laundering the metals!

“Alright!”

“Gya-haha! You’re bolder than you look. Let’s start right away.”

Jigoku temporarily took shelter from the rain under a nearby building’s roof, sweeping away the rainwater and taking out a blueprint.

I was surprised to see that it was a detailed map of the academy campus.

“Where did you get that?”

“Huh? I surveyed and drew it myself. If I need to know everything about a ship I’ll be on for three months, I should know even more about an academy I’ll be attending for over three years, right?”

“A pirate making sense?!”

“Are you looking down on me because I’m a pirate?”

“Sorry. Honestly, a little?”

“Gya-haha! I like your honesty. Consider yourself lucky you didn’t get shot.”

After all, Jigoku is talented enough to be admitted to the world’s best educational facility, Gift Academy.

When she was a guy, we fought so much, shooting and throwing things at each other, that I didn’t realize, but maybe this was always the real Jigoku.

“Based on the slope and drainage, the storage shed would have drifted from here to this direction. These are the three locations we need to investigate downstream.”

Honestly, I was quite surprised.

The places Jigoku pointed out were the well-known spots where drifting storage sheds were usually found.

Jigoku had perfectly pinpointed these locations based solely on an understanding of water flow and object movement.

A trigger-happy maniac.

A ruthless pirate.

Yet, behind it all, a surprisingly smart analyst!



[Your understanding of the character <Jigoku> has increased.]



Jigoku’s Understanding:

Trigger-happy (Understanding 10) – She enjoys shooting! If it’s not fun, she shoots anyway! She just shoots!

Ruthless Pirate (Understanding 20) – Jigoku shows no mercy with her hands.

Unexpected Intellectual (Understanding 30) – While impulsive, she doesn’t shy away from knowledge or academia.



[Your favourability with the character <Jigoku> has exceeded 20.]

[You are already enjoying the 1st perk <Treasure Hunting>.]

[Your rate of favourability increase with <Jigoku> has accelerated.]

[Your understanding of the character <Jigoku> has exceeded 25.]

[You have acquired the bond skill <Empathy – Jigoku>.]

[You are now sensitive to <Jigoku>’s emotional changes.]

“Amazing!”

“Gyahahaha! You can praise me all you want later, but let’s start by looting the closest places.”

The third target for unlocking favourability bonus after Arcadia and Hestia!

It turned out that I understood the key characters better than the people I accidentally got close to, but this was only natural.

Who would you know better after playing thousands of times: the important characters you focus on every time or the extras you meet for the first time in this round?

Of course, you know the ones you’ve experienced thousands of times better.

Even though the elements that make up a person’s main personality change randomly each time, there’s a tendency for certain elements to appear more frequently and overlap.

“The first candidate is here!”

[Animal Husbandry Facility]

This place, where the academy keeps animals it raises, houses animals that have grown larger or evolved to survive against wild monsters.

Some of them have eaten monster magic stones and undergone a transformation, while others are just strong enough to knock the heads off monsters in their natural state.

Or they’re just weak animals that get beaten and eaten.

“Wow. Those giant crabs are swarming all over the place.”

“Maybe they smelled the animals.”

The animal husbandry facility was in the midst of an unexpected siege.

“Get away, you damn crabs! You won’t touch a single hair on our bunnies!”

“Until we’ve finished investigating the disease symptoms and the disease itself that developed 72 hours after the rapid decomposition spell was applied to Bunny LX-10229, not a single crab gets in!!”

“Just try to come in! My next research paper will be on parasitic plants growing on crab shells!!”

The upperclassmen’s frantic shouts and the production department seniors stabbing their spears and throwing deadly poison ampoules to shake off the crabs clinging to the walls!

It makes sense why the production department exists alongside the superhumans who wield swords and magic.

These people will graduate, conduct unauthorized experiments, create dungeons, get caught by the state, and wipe out hundreds of adventurers who swarm in like clouds, then disappear like dungeon makers.

Even as a veteran, these people give me chills.

“Gyahahaha! Looks fun.”

“…That?”

“Should we join in?”

“…I don’t think this is the place. Let’s just go. You said we’d help only until before the lecture.”

“Oh, right? I’ll come back here to play later.”

“…”

True madness.

How can you even think about playing in a place where those terrifying seniors are fighting?

‘You have to be that crazy to be a pirate.’

No wonder pirate kings are always stronger than bandit kings. 

True madness can’t be helped.

We kept a reasonable distance to avoid drawing the giant king crabs’ aggro and moved to the next location, presumed to have been affected by the washed-away storage.

“The second candidate is here!”


[Restricted Area for First Years]

[Warning! First years not accompanied by a guardian, can face life and death]

A warning sign snapped in half by a claw.

Jigoku stared at the half-remaining warning sign, then nudged it with his foot.

When the sign spun 180 degrees and the writing disappeared, Jigoku confidently took the lead.

“Alright, let’s go in.”

“…Just for a little while.”

…Lucky guy.

You should know I’m going with you so you don’t wander off and die a meaningless death.

“Oh, and according to preliminary research, there’s a forced labor facility here, but it’s not that dangerous.”

“Despite the warning sign?”

“If it were truly dangerous, there would have been guards at the entrance. A watchtower would have been set up, and instructors would be patrolling nearby. Don’t you think so?”

It was a reasonable point.

BEEP BEEP BEEP!

[Emergency! Emergency! A fugitive has been detected within the facility!]

[A fugitive has been spotted in Block B3-7. All guards in the facility, please mobilize.]

[Repeating, a fugitive has been detected within the facility!]

“……”

Before the emergency alarm reached the entrance of the facility.

Jigoku spoke with an embarrassed look.

“Oops.”

Oops, my ass.

If either of us had been a man, I would have smacked him on the head.

There’s probably no one else in the world like her—a tomboy with a personality that stands out more than her gender.

“Let’s head to the last facility.”

“Let’s do that.”

At the Academy, the farther you get from the main building, the more dangerous the facilities become.

The <Animal Husbandry Facility> managed by senior students in the Production Department, the <Forced Labour Facility> for criminals dragged into the Academy, and the third facility we’re heading to now—all fit this pattern.

In terms of the order, the next facility is the most dangerous.

And I know what’s coming up.

“Ta-da~! The last facility where the warehouse is most likely to have drifted is right here!”

A large underground cavern with a hole so big a dragon could easily pass through vertically.

Stairs spiral downward with railings to prevent anyone from falling, and a warehouse is lodged in the middle of one of those railings.

“Jackpot!”

“Are we really going there?”

“So what? We’re just going to sneak in and take some ownerless items.”

The fearless, reckless pirate strode ahead confidently.

[A01 – Goblin Dungeon (In Use)]

[A02 – Lowest Grade Mana Stone Mining Dungeon (Under Maintenance)]

……

….

[A14 – Spider Nest (Accessible)]

Various dungeons can be accessed through holes in the walls as we descend the spiral.

The true identity of the underground cavern is a <Comprehensive Dungeon Theme Park> filled with all sorts of dungeons for the students.

For the record, the official name of this facility is not the underground cavern but the Comprehensive Dungeon Theme Park.

“Phew. It’s a relief it didn’t drift down to Zone B.”

“What’s there?”

“Dungeons that can’t be completed in a day? Automatic record magic that logs entries? Anyway, it’s not good.”

Jigoku’s eyes sparkled.

“You really have the makings of a great pirate. You secretly wanted to go on an adventure to find treasure, didn’t you? That’s why you collected information about the Academy’s facilities!”

“It wasn’t exactly for that purpose…”

“Then why did you gather the information?”

“It’s more like I naturally picked it up, a bit of a professional habit.”

“Sure, sure. I understand everything. Pirates also sometimes casually mark places they want to loot when they’re drunk.”


I really wish she wouldn’t try to form a forced bond over something I can’t relate to at all.

Let’s just crack open the warehouse and get out of here.

I pressed my ear against the warehouse wall and heard thumping and screeching sounds from inside.

“…We shouldn’t open this.”

Of all things, it had to be a monster warehouse that drifted here.



 
  
    Chapter 105: The Stronger the Adventurer, the more dangerous the Monster


Jigoku was brimming with confidence.

“Gya-ha-ha! You coward. Did your confidence suddenly vanish after coming this far?”

“With who knows what kind of monster inside, why should I open this?”

“Monsters? Who in their right mind would lock a monster in a warehouse! It’s not like it’s a rare animal or anything.”

“This is Gift Academy, you know.”

“…Is that so?”

Despite her audacious personality, even Jigoku thought it was plausible for such a peculiar academy to have a monster warehouse.

“Well, there have been plenty of scholars who would pay pirates to capture rare sea monsters or unusual races living on islands.”

There are always a few high-ranking individuals who, offering huge rewards, commission pirates to venture into regions shunned by nations for their danger.

“Jigoku… did you really do such bad things…?”

Not all pirates are the same.

Some are survival pirates, raiding merchant ships to make a living from their extremely impoverished seaside villages. 

Others are devilish pirates who revel in committing atrocities and even deal in slaves.

There are also privateer pirates who collaborate with governments to hunt down other pirates and sometimes legally plunder enemy merchant ships.

Jigoku was a privateer.

That’s the basic understanding, though in the twisty paths of “Graduating from the Gift Academy,” there’s no guarantee she hasn’t turned into a devilish pirate under some circumstances.

“What do you take me for?”

Flick.

“Ow!”

“You need a good beating. How dare you lump me with those trash?”

“Sniff. I’m sorry.”

“I may shoot for fun, kick the legs of wimps as I pass, or shoot between the legs of lower-class guys if I feel like watching them dance, but I don’t deal in slaves! Got it?”

“Yes…”

But wasn’t that my mistake?

Even so, doesn’t she seem a bit too extreme? 

Or is it just my imagination?

I wanted to ask, but I held back.

Jigoku is stronger than she looks.

She even held her own against Son Ohchun in a test of strength.

While Son Ohchun is more about endurance than raw power, it’s still impressive considering he isn’t a weakling by any means.

The fact that Jigoku, with less muscle mass, won in a test of strength suggests one thing.

A practitioner of mana refinement techniques that significantly boost muscle strength!

Given the rarity of sea mana refinement techniques compared to physical-based ones, there’s probably no one in the entire academy, not just the 981st class, who could match her in water-based attributes.

She’s considered top tier (1st-5th place) in maritime fields.

“Then, I’m opening it.”

“Ack!”

Despite this, Jigoku is ranked in the 1st tier (11th-15th place) rather than the top tier or 0.5 tier in maritime fields due to her unpredictable and capricious personality, which is now on full display.

Bang!

With the sound of a gunshot, the door creaked open.

From the dark monster warehouse, <Sludge Gloops>, which eat filth, started to spill out.

“You got scared over this?”

“There’s more inside!”

Following the sludge, small creatures with blade-like claws called <Claw Men> crawled along the walls.

“Hah, still just minor nuisances.”

Adventurers also have ranks.

Stone, bronze, iron, silver, gold, and platinum.

Sludge Gloops are the lowest-ranking monsters, usually dealt with by stone-rank adventurers during sewer cleaning.

But it’s common to find Sludge Gloops in monster warehouses.

They clean up the filth created by other monsters, maintaining a hygienic environment.

The real problem was the Claw Men.

‘They normally don’t keep those in the same warehouse because they injure other monsters.’

Though typically dealt with by bronze-rank adventurers, their aggressiveness requires strict isolation.

Yet, they weren’t isolated here.

Because their aggression was being controlled.

By another monster in the warehouse.

“Kyaa!”

“What?”

Seeing the ferocious monster behind the Claw Men, Jigoku’s face hardened.

A monster infamous even among sea pirates had appeared.

A creature with the troublesome attributes of <Fungi>, <Carnivorous>, <Parasitic>, and <Gas>.

The monster <Red-Fanged Mushroom>, with its shark-like teeth growing from a mushroom stalk, capable of biting through flesh.

“Move aside, Oknodie! We need to shoot it dead right now!!”

“Don’t! If you cut or damage a Red Fanged Mushroom recklessly, it will spray spores everywhere like crazy.”

This is why fungal monsters are so terrifying.

If you defeat them carelessly, you’ll be poisoned by the biological gas they release, causing small mushrooms to grow inside and outside your body.

Anyone who has heard the horrifying tales of unlucky creatures near a slain Red Fanged Mushroom, which grows by feeding on their flesh, can only agree.

The most common yet most horrific monsters are mushroom monsters.

And that’s not even the end of it.

“Kiyaaak!”

“Kiyak! Kiyak!”

Multiple Red Fanged Mushrooms pouring out in succession.

Thud. Thud.

Beyond them, a much larger mushroom monster is pushing its face through the warehouse door.

<Mother-class Red Fanged Mushroom>

An upper-tier entity that spreads spores on its own, even without being attacked.

A Mother-class Red Fanged Mushroom has appeared.

“Run, Jigoku. Go get the instructor.”

“What about you?”

“I know the sound that calms the mushrooms.”


Just as a giant king crab fears the cry of its natural enemy, the octopus, Red Fanged Mushrooms also fear the cry of their predator.

Even these parasitic mushroom monsters, which grow on the bodies of their attackers, have natural enemies.

<Flame Spirits>, on which they cannot parasitize.

The fire burns all the spores, and even if they try to attach, their bodies are made of fire, not flesh, so the mushrooms can’t draw any nutrients from them—a hard counter species.

The most common Flame Spirit in the world is the Flame Hound!

“Woof! Woof woof!”

The mushroom monsters recoiled at the barking of the fire-type dog.

Realizing that I wasn’t lying to save myself, Jigoku gritted her teeth and ran back.

“If you die first, I will be sorry!”

“Woof!”

Barking in reply, Jigoku bit her lip and ran towards the main academy building.

10 seconds. 20 seconds. 30 seconds.

Once I was sure Jigoku was far enough away, I stopped barking.

“Whew. Even I was startled!”

Looking closely, the mushrooms were wearing fungal suppression devices.

Their internal spore-spraying mechanisms were suppressed, so they wouldn’t spew spores unless attacked first, and their aggression was controlled.

Even the Claw Men, clicking their claw-like nails, were under the control of the Red Fanged Mushrooms, their aggression subdued according to the mushrooms’ will.

Trembling.

On closer inspection, they were fearful every time they made eye contact.

They were originally captured by humans, modified to prevent them from releasing spores, and trapped in the dark monster warehouse.

They were too scared of humans to even think of attacking.

The reason for pretending it was an emergency.

“Hmph. Jigoku needs to learn a lesson.”

It was to correct Jigoku’s bad habit of touching things recklessly.

Opening the monster warehouse carelessly could have caused a big incident.

Luckily, these friends were well-contained.

If there had been a truly ferocious monster inside, it could have been a disaster.

Even now, it’s only calm because I figured out the state of the mushrooms and stopped them from attacking.

Charging in with the simple-minded idea that monsters should always be attacked could have led to heavy spore infection before the instructors or professors arrived.

Dead-ending if she died before help came.

Even if she was luckily rescued, her body would not have been at ease in the intensive care unit.

A large chunk of points would be cut off for the treatment, and the penalty points given for the missed lectures were just an added burden.

She should be thankful that I saved both our grades and time, so a little bit of anxiety is worth it!

***

Jigoku couldn’t have resented her sea origin more than she did now.

Sea monsters are powerless when they come ashore.

She thought that land monsters would be easy based on her experiences, despite the differences in degrees.

Her hasty judgment led to an accident.

A dangerous mushroom monster that should never be attacked.

To make things worse, there were also aggressive Claw Men around.

Oknodie had to fend off numerous Claw Men while making sounds to drive away the mushroom monsters.

Until she could come back.

Until the instructors or professors arrived.

Continuously, alone, in this pouring rain and ominous dungeon entrance.

“Help!!! Anyone, please help!!!”

She ran frantically, shouting and asking for help.

The main building was too far away.

It had already taken 30 minutes to get here.

Even if she could shorten the distance to 3 minutes by running, that was still too long.

Oknodie might last 5 minutes, 3 minutes, or might make a mistake and collapse in just 1 minute.

In real situations, nothing could be guaranteed.

‘What kind of sympathy can someone like me have? I’m trash!’

Just last week, she had given Okdnodie a lucky bullet, feeling sorry for her for having to undergo real underwater training at such a young age, but now she had put Oknodie in danger with her own hands.

She wanted to cry.

She wanted to die.

But for now, she was the only one.

If she was late in gathering people to save Oknodie, Oknodie might really die or get seriously hurt.

“First, calm down.”

A clear voice forcibly calmed Jigoku’s anxious heart.

“You are… the examiner for the first part of the entrance exam!”

“Do you remember me?”

“Monk!”

“…That’s a shame. My name is Myung So.”

“Oknodie is in danger. She is being cornered by mushroom monsters and Claw Men that came out of a monster storage that drifted to a place full of dungeons!”

Myung So smiled kindly and reassured him.

“I will take care of it personally. Just in case, freshman Jigoku, please request medical support from the main building.”

The monk, dressed in a loose robe that looked like a combination of a monk and a Taoist, started moving tens of meters at a time as if using a teleportation technique, quickly disappearing from sight.

Jigoku, who watched the scene in a daze, came to her senses belatedly and started running towards the main building again.

‘Oknodie can live!’

Her heart was filled with hope and relief.

In contrast, Myung So’s face, running towards Oknodie, hardened coldly.

‘This is going to be a real mess.’

Ironically, the stronger the adventurer, the more likely they were to die when encountering a mushroom monster.

Weak adventurers wouldn’t even dare to fight and would run away, while moderate adventurers couldn’t guarantee victory and would cautiously retreat.

But strong adventurers would try to fight anything that seemed worth trying.

Those who knew the mushroom monster’s infamy wouldn’t make such foolishness, but those who didn’t?

They would die faster by getting covered in more parasitic spores.


Unfortunately, Oknodie was incredibly, overwhelmingly, exceedingly strong, even among the first-year students.

She might punch a mushroom monster and burst it alive, covering herself in spores.

If that happened…

She could die within the seconds it would take for Myung So to arrive.

Myung So’s steps quickened.



 
  
    Chapter 106: I reflected


Monk Myung So was determined.

Even to the point of dealing with the corpse of Orknodi.

It was right ahead.

The distinctive musty smell of a fungal monster wafted in on the breeze.

Bracing himself, Monk Myung So entered.

What he saw was a <Claw Men> holding its blade-like claws to Oknodie’s neck.

“Ack!”

Oknodie screamed.

Myung So’s hand moved like lightning.

“How dare you!!”

With a face contorted fiercely like a demon from hell,  Myung So struck out.

Following his hand, the body of the Claw Men was reduced to a handful of flesh, splattering against the dungeon wall.

Lest the spores spread, the Claw Men was instantly dispatched by a strike so powerful that it compressed the surrounding air and the body against the wall.

“Huh?”

Oknodie blinked, unable to comprehend what had just happened.

The pitiful sight made Myung So’s heart ache.

How much must this child have suffered, surrounded by such vicious monsters?

“It’s okay now. You remember me, right? I’m Myung So, who oversaw the first test in the entrance exam.”

“How could you kill it!!”

“You don’t need to worry about the spores. I took care of it completely because I wasn’t sure if it was under the control of the fungal monster.”

So there’s no need to worry.

Myung So tried to smile reassuringly, but his smile started to crack.

Oknodie was glaring at him as if asking how he could do something so terrible.

“Why did you do that!”

“…Wasn’t it a dangerous situation?”

“Of course not!”

Did he underestimate the student leader too much?

Oknodie wasn’t afraid of the monsters at all.

Far from it, she was grieving as if she had lost a pet.

What on earth had happened?

How could she show such boldness?

“What exactly were you doing here?”

“Cutting my hair!”

“Cutting your hair…?”

“Oh, come on. It might be fine for you, being bald and all, but my hair is long!”

“……”

Oknodie.

She had been using the Claw Men as a barber.

It’s commonly thought that wild monsters are bloodthirsty and merciless, killing and devouring each other at first sight, but surprisingly, many of them share symbiotic relationships.

For instance, Claw Men, which low-level adventurers often encounter, have a very distinct dynamic.

As weak monsters, they spread their claws and act wildly, but in front of strong monsters, they quickly prove their harmlessness.

They present themselves as friendly monsters.

They show they are convenient if left alive.

The part where they appeal this way is through grooming with their blade-like claws.

“Perfect timing. Cut my hair!”

The Claw Men stood there dumbfounded, glancing over at the Red Fanged mushrooms.

The Red fanged mushrooms shook their heads and sighed, telling it to just do as she said.

To them, humans were recognized as ‘strong.’

‘After all the seniors captured and experimented on them, would they see humans as predators? Definitely not prey.’

Monsters aren’t much different from animals.

They get scared by size, threatening cries, odd behavior, or colors.

I assure you, even if Titosso just waves the lightning stand, the top 20% of monsters worldwide would be terrified.

Stone level. Top 90%. Town drumming.

Bronze level. Top 50%. Monster.

Iron level. Top 10%. Dangerous.

Silver level. Top 1%. Regional evacuation order.

Gold level. Top 0.1%. National disaster.

Platinum level. Top 0.01%. Global crisis.

Monsters can be roughly categorized into these percentages.

The position of a Claw men is at a level where you can finally start calling them a monster.

It is dangerous, but if you show it the difference in strength, it will listen to you like a whining puppy.

“Just cut one more centimeter!”

Snip.

“Hey!! Who told you to cut it into a bowl cut!!”

When I shouted, its shoulders shrank, and it looked completely intimidated.

Seeing it watch out for humans, afraid of being harmed, it truly fits the profile of a mid-tier monster.

“Do you think you can survive in this harsh academy like this? At least you need to cut hair properly if you want to get a job as a hairdresser. Understand?”

Even dangerous monsters can coexist, so there’s no reason humans can’t.

Having them cut her hair is not just because her hair is too long and takes too long to wash.

It’s also to appeal to the academy that these poor creatures are harmless and help them get employed.

‘Taming monsters often enough gives you the Tamer title!’

A good deed for the sake of title farming and achievements!

Regardless of the impure motive, it’s a win-win situation for both sides.

I get to achieve titles and accomplishments, gaining stats or bonuses, and the monsters get a job with a salary instead of being test subjects for the senior students.

“Ouch!”

So they need to cut hair properly, but these stupid monsters cut it all crooked and carelessly.

When I yelled in frustration, the monk suddenly appeared and blew up the Claw Men on the spot.

That was the whole story of the incident I experienced.

“Have you finished your reflection paper?”


“Yes.”

In the end, I was dragged to the main building and ended up having to submit a reflection paper.

The reason: attempting dangerous acts without permission.

A student who hasn’t received proper taming training trying to discipline a monster is a clear violation of the rules.

“Mocking a bald person can be a terrible insult that could get you killed in the academy. It’s something you should reflect on more than treating a dangerous beast like a friend.”

“Yes.”

“I hope you truly regret it, not just saying the right things.”

Monk Myung So was so angry that he kept giving me warnings even after receiving my reflection paper.

Although I ended up missing the second period class “The Adventures of the Retired Hero”, thanks to Monk Myung So’s special consideration, I didn’t receive any demerits.

“You’re certainly an adventurer wannabe, pulling off an incredible adventure.”

Professor Destroyer personally came to the reflection room to scold me.

“Monk Myung So, may I take this child now?”

“Of course. I’m sorry for keeping your student here.”

“No, not at all. I’ll make sure to scold her thoroughly on your behalf.”

Receiving what seemed like a handover of me, Professor Destroyer stroked his rough beard and looked down at me.

“I’m sorry…”

“Forget it. You didn’t do anything wrong to me.”

“You’re not angry?”

“If I get angry this easily, I would have killed Ni’alatotep with my own hands more than a hundred times. That guy was really a troublemaker.”

“What kind of trouble did he cause?”

“He decided to experiment to see if the offspring of a flight monster with broken wings would also have broken wings. He did this in the rapid incubation chamber, and ended up creating the earth dragon Drake.”

“Wow.”

“Don’t be impressed. That Drake still devours 10 billion tons of grain annually in the western grain belt. It’s fortunate that the foundation he established makes a lot of money and pays compensation to farmers every year. Otherwise, the hero party would be nationally wanted criminals.”

It seems the former hero Ni’alatotep in this cycle led quite an interesting life.

But that foundation isn’t the Wiheomhae Foundation, is it?

“A friend is here. Let’s stop the sermon here. She must have been very shocked, so comfort her as you see fit.”

A wise adult knows when to step back.

The Destroyer ended the short conversation, shoved his hands into his pockets, and walked away.

“Oknodie!”

“Eek-!”

“Do you know how worried I was?!”

“Eek-!”

“I heard you even let a monster cut your hair! There’s no pirate as crazy as you!”

“Stop shaking me-!”

“What if you died? Were you planning to drive me insane with guilt?”

“…….”

I didn’t get injured by monsters, but I feel like I might get injured now.

My head is shaking so much I might get a concussion!

The student who had witnessed Oknodie’s and Jigoku’s encounter from the corner of the corridor quietly turned back.

“You made it out safely too. Be careful not to fall into the water channel again in the future.”

“Thank you, Monk Myung So.”

The lower-class student smiled awkwardly while reeving Monk Myung So’s greeting.

Once the monk’s concerned gaze left, the smile on the student’s face turned cold.

‘Bad luck. I thought it was the perfect opportunity to get rid of her without lifting a finger.’

Myung So often stayed close to Oknodie.

Whether it was surveillance or protection, as long as he was watching, there was no way to get to her.

I tried to distract the monk at the right moment to take advantage of this opportunity, but Oknodie came back safe and sound even after opening the monster warehouse.

‘As expected, the foundation’s top student isn’t easy to deal with.’

The anonymous lower-class student swallowed the disappointment.

There will be plenty of opportunities.


‘If it was not for you, I could have been the most successful student in this term. Whenever the chance comes, I’ll definitely take you down, Oknodie.’

The anonymous student was a scholarship student of the Wiheomhae Foundation.

A competitor aiming for Oknodie.

“Hoho. It’s interesting to see a student harboring hostility towards that girl.”

And Destroyer, who was walking upside down on the ceiling, had been watching the student’s actions.



 
  
    Chapter 107: I already ate it


[You have completed the “First Come, First Serve!” event.]

[You encountered the “Monster Warehouse” that appeared randomly and could have caused casualties, but you cleverly prevented any harm.]

[You earn a bonus of 3000 points for safely completing the event.]

[+5 Crying Sound Experience]

[+3 Taming Experience]

[+1 Good Kid Experience]

[Your mana has increased.]

Despite the various twists and turns, the gains were quite substantial.

I gained mana, and I received a hefty amount of points.

“Points are never enough, no matter how many you have!”

Points are used to obtain permits for possessing or using items, but that’s a secondary use.

The main use of points is to buy credits and use them for academic purposes.

“If you apply a little creativity, you can also check your status window.”

Although players could originally view their status window just by calling out “Status Window,” she couldn’t enjoy such game-like convenience now that the game had become reality.

Instead, there is a unique academy magic to view the status window: a spell for status window viewing.

Yet, there was a reason why I hadn’t checked my status window until now.

There is a cost associated with it.

10,000 points per viewing.

A paid status window that requires points to measure and view!

“If you ask a Korean to pay for something they used to get for free, they would absolutely avoid using it!”

Since I’m an experienced player, I don’t really need to see it.

I can roughly gauge my abilities and specs with my body and mind.

More importantly, what I need right now is not the status window.

“The principal said not to think of making excuses and to attend class on time. Go to the lecture room immediately.”

“Yes…”

Tuesday, third period.

The principal’s lecture was waiting.

***

The principal exhaled through the large, burdensome nostrils.

“Aaaah!”

“Too hot!”

“This is biological warfare!”

The principal, who had startled the advanced students, spoke nonchalantly.

-I heard that a student was wandering around the restricted area and caused an incident.

Why is everyone looking at me?

It might not be about me.

As I tried to hide behind Hestia, she grabbed my nape with her bear-like hand and lifted me.

“The principle of mercenaries is to take responsibility for what they did. Don’t hide, face it, Oknodie.”

“Ugh. It’s unfair to attack with reason, Hestia.”

Hestia did not tolerate my whining.

The principal stared at my face with a frown.

What are you looking at, you fat lizard?

As we stared at each other with such expressions, the principal opened the mouth.

And hexhaled forcefully.

“Ughyagyagyah!”

I was swaying for a while, hanging from Hestia’s arm, from the intense breath that felt like my face skin was being crushed.

It was a painful experience, as if I was in the passenger seat of a crazy sports car going 200km/h with the window open.

-You seem to have a lot of complaints between your brows, should I smooth them out more?

“No!!”

Smiling halfway between crying and laughing, I smoothed my brows, and the principal, once again displaying the majesty of a great being, exhaled a large breath.

-There are several facilities within the school that are difficult for first-year students to handle.

-If you wander around recklessly, you might end up in a serious accident, so if you see a facility you don’t recognize or encounter one for the first time, don’t follow it out of curiosity.

-It’s not a holy oracle space appearing because you’re a chosen hero, nor a fateful encounter; it’s likely 99.9% due to the mistakes of your inadequate seniors.

The curious cat-person, Xenia, raised her hand.

“What about the 0.1%?”

-It would be the holy oracle space.

The principal was indifferent, but the students were surprised.

The Garden of the Gods.

The Oracle’s Sanctuary.

The Holy Shrine.

In this place, whether you are called by the gods or arrive by chance, you can receive the voice or favor of the gods, sacred artifacts, or powers.

In plain terms, it’s an event brimming with blessings that only the fortunate, who have a lottery-winning chance of entering, can experience.

Players can also rarely step foot into this place.

‘But not all gods are good gods.’

As a player, I knew that being called to the Sanctuary of the Gods wasn’t necessarily a good thing, so I was indifferent, but the other students were fired up with enthusiasm.

-Enough with the sermon.

-Today’s <Teaching of the Principal> lecture will teach you how to cook monsters.

-The monster we’ll be cooking is… the Giant King Crab, the most common monster on the school grounds!

The principal has unique educational philosophy.

If you create a disaster event, you also have to present a solution!

Even if it causes suffering until the lecture starts, the goal of Dragon Principal is to make students think, “I can endure this after listening to his lecture.”

But Dragon Principal underestimated the students of the 981st class.

The students, who had already tasted the Giant King Crab in every possible way—grilled, steamed, stir-fried—were bewildered.

“Principal, we’ve already had a full meal with the Giant King Crab.”

Isabel, who rarely raised her hand, spoke up herself.

“Useless big shell♡ Just a big, delicious prey♡ Getting caught and eaten as crab meat salad♡”

Princess Masugaki also smiled with satisfaction, recalling the taste.


	Really? You’ve already cooked it?



“It’s true. We even borrowed a steamer from the cafeteria.”

At Isbael words, the Dragon Principal looked flustered, as if this wasn’t part of the plan.


All the students had a subtle look of expectation on their faces.

Even those known for their silence—Eastern Swordsman Sing, Northern Duke’s Daughter Irene, and Fusion Experiment Subject Kasia—showed a hint of anticipation.

Would today’s lecture end early?

Honestly, isn’t this a perfect opportunity to slack off?

-Then there’s no choice. We’ll have to cook the second most common monster on the school grounds.

“Ah…”

“Do we really have to go that far for a lecture…”

“This is really disappointing…”

The students openly expressed their disappointment.

Of course, the principal didn’t seem to hear them.

But what is the second most common monster?

Are there other sea creatures that got swept ashore with the crabs?

We were licking our lips in anticipation, but then our faces froze at the principal’s words.

-The second most common monster is the Red Fanged Mushroom. I’ll teach you how to cook mushroom dishes!

Even Jigoku’s face turned pale.

“Do, do we really have to eat that?”

“Principal, that’s really not a good idea. If we miss even one spore, it’ll be a disaster. Can we even cook it?”

Hestia, a former mercenary familiar with the notorious Red Fanged Mushroom, was also reluctant.


	The reason Red Fanged Mushrooms aren’t used as food is because of their parasitic spores. People are afraid of being eaten by them, but if properly cooked, they can be consumed!



As the Principal swung the hand, Red Fanged mushrooms were summoned under the magic circle that floated in the air.

Among them was a Mother-class Red-fanged mushroom, considered the leader.

“Kiyaaak!”

“Kiyak!”


	Quiet, you creatures!



“Kiing…”

“Kiiing…”

The red-fanged mushrooms trembled and collapsed in shock at the dragon principal’s roar.

This was what they called Dragon Fear. 

It was similar to how subordinates would foam at the mouth and have seizures from their superior’s scolding.


	By the way, from the Mother-class mushrooms and up, they store magic power in their caps. This mana-storing cellular organ, called the <Mana Spore Sac>, increases mana when consumed.

	This rare organ is a survival mechanism created by the Mother-class red-fanged mushrooms to evade predators. It’s due to second-year students illegally farming them to increase their mana that they have become the second most populous species in the academy!



I thought the numbers seemed strangely high. 

So it was the second-year seniors trolling!

“Class of 980 seniors are seriously out of line.”

“They’ve thrown away their dignity as nobles.”

“But isn’t it kind of ingenious? Should we secretly raise some later too?”

The dragon Principal glanced at the person who spoke last.

The students followed the Principal’s gaze, giving looks that said, “How could you say that out loud, are you out of your mind?”

The person feeling awkward from all the attention was Son Ohchun.

Sigh.

Feeling embarrassed to be associated with him, Isabel and Jezel pretended not to know him and subtly moved away.


	Now, you dumb oversized mushroom. Hand over the Mana Spore Sac immediately!



At the dragon principal’s threat, the Mother-class red-fanged mushroom sullenly reached into its cap and tore out the Mana Spore Sac with its own hands.


	Hm? What’s this? Why is it so small, like it’s already been ripped out once and given to someone else?




The Mother-class red-fanged mushroom looked around nervously.

It made a show of searching diligently, but of course, nothing was going to appear.

‘I am already hidden under Jezel’s cloak!’

The promise I made while boasting about becoming the goodwill ambassador for the red-fanged mushrooms, to help them live peacefully in the academy, was utterly destroyed.

Now that I’ve unintentionally become a thief of the Mana Spore Sac because of the Principal, I must avoid eye contact with those mushrooms at all costs!



 
  
    Chapter 108: How Good is this?


Dragons are often considered the wisest creatures in the world.

A lifespan spanning thousands of years.

Transcendent strength and intelligence.

The ability to freely create or destroy entire nations at will.

To count a being wiser than such a dragon, only immortals or demons challenging the gods could dare to compare.

When a dragon uses magic to find a hidden entity, there is no secret it cannot uncover.

<The Eye of Entelecheia Observing All Things>

<Conatus-like Comprehensive Reinterpretation of the Real Space System>

Particles of brilliant light flood the entire lecture hall, scanning it and deconstructing all forms of hidden, distorted, and misleading structures, etching them into the principal’s mind.

In the face of this high-level magic, Oknodie’s, hidden in Jezel’s cloak, was instantly detected.

Even the presence of the mana spore sac being digested in her stomach!

-You little rat. You’ll eat up anything with mana, whether it’s a rock or a spore sac!

How was I caught?

Surely Dragon Principal won’t pull it out now that I’ve already eaten it?

…I really feel like Dragon Principal might actually do that.

Oknodie’s gaze, filled with such suspicion, was palpable.

Seeing such impudence, the dragon principal was even more astonished.

There wasn’t a hint of respect towards the educator from this mischievous student.

-Do you think that tiny bit of mana will even reach my gut? I’m not going to extract it, so stop looking at me with such insolent eyes.

Sometimes students are mistaken.

They think Gift Academy is a demonic realm and the principal is a hidden demon king.

A prank that started for profit somehow continued for 981 years, but now, unlike the early days, the principal is genuinely dedicated to teaching.

To have one’s educational capabilities doubted, no matter how insignificant the ignorant prejudices of others, is unpleasant.

-Today, I will make sure to see respect in your eyes.

-I’ll show you the best way to cook mushroom dishes in the world!

With a gesture from the dragon principal, several Red Fanged Mushrooms floated into the air.

Squeak!

The mushrooms were lightly snapped at the neck, instantly killing them.

The spores, which are the biggest problem when dealing with mushroom monsters, were not released at all.

-First, when cooking mushroom monsters, you must completely subdue the monster and coat its entire body with magic.

-If you twist its neck or insert a knife in a sealed state without a single spore escaping, you can deal with it cleanly.

The students’ expressions fell apart.

Because they were disgusted.

Or because they had lost confidence from the first step.

-Mushroom monsters have different cooking methods depending on their colour and shape.

-Yellow Fanged Mushrooms are brewed into savoury broth, and Blue Fanged Mushrooms are added as the last ingredient in stews and stir-fries to retain their texture.

-Green Fanged Mushrooms, with their good texture, are often used as meat substitutes or in tempura.

-The prized Red Fanged Mushrooms are rich in nutrition and texture, used as the main dish. Today, I’ll make Red Fanged Mushroom Stew and Red Fanged Mushroom Soup.

As the mushrooms emitted a mouth-watering aroma similar to grilled meat, the students began to salivate.

“Are you crazy? Those are monsters.”

“Yeah. And they’re the infamous mushroom monsters.”

Ordinary adventurers could never cook them, and without a mushroom monster cooking certification, they shouldn’t dare to handle them as ingredients.

The infamous reputation of Red Fanged Mushrooms heightened the students’ wariness towards the principal’s cooking.

-All right, it’s done.

The principal’s culinary skills were indeed impressive.

The ability to conjure various cooking tools from thin air was amazing, and the skill to control water and fire entirely with magic was remarkable.

However, the idea of eating the resulting dish themselves was unsettling.

-Now, I will allow one person to taste it first, on a first-come, first-served basis.

-Why is no one coming forward? Are you doubting the culinary skills of this principal?

The students’ faces had already turned into grimaces.

So this is why the principal cooked. 

No wonder the wicked principal was acting unusually docile today—the Principal was planning to spring this dangerous culinary task on us.

Everyone’s thoughts were predictably similar.

‘If I eat that and get infected with spores, they’ll say I didn’t try hard enough to eat it without getting infected.’

‘As a skilled second-year student, would I get points deducted if I foolishly ate such suspicious food?’

‘It’s a dish made by the principal. Who knows what traps are hidden in it.’

As the students’ thoughts, filled with suspicion, swirled around, a sense of indignation was growing inside the Dragon Principal.

“Then I’ll eat it!”

A fearless little mouse.

A mischievous child of the foundation.

Oknodie stepped forward with a bright face.

***

“Oknodie! How can you volunteer to eat such dangerous food? If it’s cooking, I can make you as much as you want later, so apologize to the principal!”

“Listen to Isabel. No matter how curious you are about the new food, this is too reckless.”

“Listen to the adults, you little rascal.”

Isabel, Jezel, and Son Ohchun, the first companions I made in this world, immediately tried to dissuade me when I volunteered to taste the food.

“It’s okay. I won’t die from eating that!”

“You won’t die, but you’ll be parasitized by spores.”

“Even if you receive treatment, if even a tiny spore remains, it will require long-term intensive care.”

“Listen to the smart ones.”

I understand their concern, but it’s unnecessary worry.

The dragon principal wouldn’t mess up the cooking.

That principal is surprisingly serious about cooking.

I feel sorry for the mushrooms, but mushroom dishes are tasty.

Moreover, since mushroom dishes are tricky to prepare, it’s a rare chance to add them to my collection.

“Really, it’s okay. This isn’t the first time I’ve eaten dangerous food!”

Later, I’d have to drink Hydra poison soup, so I needed to build up resistance by eating 1,000 kinds of poisonous food. 

A mere mushroom dish was nothing in comparison!

I said this to reassure them, but for some reason, the students began to tear up.


“Why is she so pitiful?”

“Do they eat harmful foods like that in the borderlands because there’s nothing else to eat…?”

“No, no, it’s a misunderstanding! Even in the borderlands, it’s not usually this bad. Unless there’s a severe famine or extreme poverty…”

“It doesn’t have to be extreme poverty.”

Jiang said quietly.

“Assassins traditionally consume small amounts of poison or harmful food from a young age to build resistance. It seems Oknodie’s school trained her quite harshly.”

Tears welled up and rolled down the students’ cheeks.

“Waaa! Oknodie is so pitiful!”

“…I feel kind of sorry now. I always thought assassins were just creepy people in our maritime nation of Florence, but to think they grow up enduring such hardships…”

“She won’t get arteriosclerosis, at least.”

Amidst the students displaying their sensitivity, one student made an awkward comment that drew everyone’s attention.

The student, realizing the attention they were receiving, became even more flustered.

“Why? Red Fanged mushrooms contain ergosterol, which is good for arteriosclerosis. To keep your blood vessels healthy, you need to consume an appropriate amount.”

Honor Fried Chicken, a member of the empire’s three great noble families, had accumulated extensive knowledge on mana refining methods that keep the body healthy.

The knowledge passed down in the Fried Chicken family helped maintain the health of blood vessels meticulously.

Even small amounts of the red fanged mushroom can be taken as medicine.

When one progresses to the advanced stages of physical training, the process of ‘refinement’ becomes important.

In the process of improving a polluted and diseased body to a healthy state, one tends to gain miscellaneous knowledge by taking care of one’s health with various rare materials.

The accumulation of such miscellaneous knowledge becomes a family’s secret tradition.

Honor Fried Chicken had recklessly leaked one of the family’s secrets to the outside.

However, there were few who would gratefully accept or utilize that information.

“Do those Empire people have no blood or tears? How can they say something like that in this atmosphere?”

“Don’t mistake all nobles for being like that. The Fried Chicken family has always been a bit like that. It’s unrelated to our Iron Charcoal Barbecue family.”

To those who did not properly understand the medicinal efficacy of the red fanged mushroom, it was just a merciless statement from a heartless noble who did not understand the poor assassin from the outskirts.

Suddenly, a new rumor spread among the advanced class.

A cold-hearted Fried Chicken family that does not understand human emotions and has no blood or tears!

The Fried Chicken family are psychopaths who raise chicks themselves, then kill them, remove their feathers and innards, and fry them in oil!

It was an unfair reputation for the person involved, but it didn’t matter to me.

━━━

[You have eaten Red Fanged Mushroom Stew.]

[You have eaten Red Fanged Mushroom Soup.]

━━━

[Cooking Handbook <Rare><Mushroom Dishes> stack increases.]

[Collection of rare dishes increases by 2 types.]

[Collection of mushroom dishes increases by 2 types.]

━━━

Collected rare dish [Red Fanged Mushroom Stew] – Spore resistance increases by 1%.

Collected rare dish [Red Fanged Mushroom Soup] – Spore resistance increases by 1%.

━━━

[You have bravely and recklessly stepped forward to eat mushroom dishes in place of terrified students.]


[Boldness EXP +3]

[Good Kid EXP +1]

Many students were staring at me with astonished expressions, but I was just happy to collect rare dishes!

As I cleaned the last drop of soup from the spoon into my mouth and chewed, Son Ohchun approached and silently patted my head.

I didn’t know why, but I felt good and laughed as I entrusted my head to Son Ohchun’s rough and calloused hand.



 
  
    Chapter 109: Senior’s Secret Breeding Grounds


The principal’s reputation took another step towards ruin today, following the lecture that only I enjoyed.

-The next class will be a practical session. You’ll be cooking using the recipes we learned today, so make sure to practice hard!

“Principal!! Isn’t the Red Fanged Mushroom too dangerous for us to handle?!”

-Well, who told you to cook the Giant King Crab already? Teaching what you already know is pointless, so I accelerated the curriculum to match your level!

Dragon Principal had a point, but because of that, the advanced class students had to catch and cook the Red Fanged Mushroom, which was not as strong as the Giant King Crab but much more dangerous to handle.

But that was the other students’ problem. 

I had my own troubles to deal with.

Buzzing-

“Ugh, don’t look at me like that!”

The silent accusation from the Mother-level Red Fanged Mushroom and the pricking of my conscience!

“I did try, you know? I wanted to become an ambassador of peace and find a way to coexist without harming the Red Fanged Mushrooms, but what can I do with the principal acting like that?”

The Mother-level Red Fanged Mushroom’s gaze conveyed a refusal to listen to excuses, showing no forgiveness towards humans who used her species as ingredients, especially me.

[You failed to keep your promise to become an ambassador and establish peace between the species, despite having consumed the Mother-level Red Fanged Mushroom’s mana spore sac.]

[Speech Experience +5]

[Deception Experience +3]

[Bad Kid Experience +1]

But is it really all my fault?

They also eat people outside the academy, so doesn’t that make us even?

As I entertained slightly mischievous thoughts, Jiang approached and poked my waist, asking.

“What does it taste like?”

“Imagine perfectly sliced, incredibly clean, and deeply flavorful meat dishes well mixed with sauce.”

“Oh?”

“If you imagine that while eating, it’s bearable.”

“Pfft. What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It’s just barely edible!”

“Got it. I’ll go catch one then.”

“Alone? Are you sure?”

“You seem to forget, I’m a proper assassin too.”

Jiang flashed a sinister smile.

The deadly aura in her eyes, which seemed so innocent before, was unmistakably that of a killer.

“If you underestimate me too much, it’ll hurt my pride.”

“Um… sorry!”

“As long as you know.”

Jiang walked briskly into the shadows with a sassy demeanour.

“Oknodie. Is there no more class today?”

“Already cooking dinner? I’m full.”

“It is about cooking, but I need your help.”

“What kind of help?”

“Catching the Red Fanged Mushroom without hurting.”

If it was anyone else’s request, I’d have ignored it out of laziness, but I couldn’t refuse Isabel, who had helped me with many meals.

I nodded readily.

“What part do you need help with?”

“I can manage the cooking. Jezel has the cooking tools that can prevent the spores from spreading.”

“Oh, you don’t need to worry about permission for use. I’ve got plenty of points saved from the Flag Raid.”

How many points does he have to be able to get permission for that?

Well, it’s not too surprising, considering there are lower-class students who use their points with lightning speed.

“Is catching it the problem, or finding it?”

“Is there a difference?”

“Catching and finding the Red Fanged Mushroom are both problematic.”

“Can’t you help with both?”

“If I do everything myself, you three won’t grow.”

Son Ohchun said confidently.

“Finding it shouldn’t be too hard, right? They said it’s the second most common monster on campus. Just help us with catching it, Little Mouse.”

“That won’t be easy.”

An hour had passed since his bold declaration.

She had a bad feeling about it, and sure enough, Son Ohchun came back drenched from head to toe, looking utterly defeated.

“These damn crabs must’ve eaten all the mushrooms. I can’t find a single one!”

“Hehe. You’re not very good at hunting, are you?”

“Shut up. It never rains like this back where I’m from.”

Isabel and Jezel also gave up.

“We can’t find them at all.”

“Even looking for them is hard work. Could you help us?”

“Of course. Follow me.”

Leading the way with confident strides, the three of them gave him looks of disbelief.

“What? You knew where they were from the start?”

“Of course.”

“Then why didn’t you tell us?”

“To help you level up your tracking skills?”

Saying it out loud made my heart flutter a bit.

Caring about the growth of the newbies.

So sweet!

“This little brat, was she always this annoying?”

Son Ohchun’s fists trembled with anger.

“Actually, finding them isn’t that hard once you know the trick. Didn’t the Dragon Principal mention that the second-year students were illegally breeding mana spore sacs?”

“That’s right. This little lady has pointed out something quite sharp. The second-year students must have found a secret place to raise them.”

Jezel realized and sighed.

“So, are we going to investigate?”

“No. I have a pretty good idea of where it might be.”

“Did your family tell you that too?”


Isabel tried to act nonchalant but looked at Oknodie worriedly.

Isabel and the others had this strange habit.

Why do they keep feeling sorry for others?

To me, these people who seem so weak in trying to survive at the academy look more pitiable.

“Just… somehow.”

With that, we arrived at the art gallery, which was prepared for art-related lectures.

Walking through the gallery filled with paintings covered in cloth, memories of wandering this place in the past slowly came back.

Yes, bloodstains.

I used to hide behind the pillars stained with blood.

Click, click, click.

With natural movements, I rotated the decoration on the pillar 270 degrees clockwise, 180 degrees counter clockwise, and 270 degrees clockwise again.

Then? 

Ta-da!

With a grating sound, stairs leading to the basement opened up from beneath the pillar.

As I stepped onto the stairs, I felt their piercing gazes behind me.

“You’re like a professional explorer.”

Isabel’s chuckle was met with agreement from Jezel and Son Ohchun.

“Once I leave the academy, I never want to see an assassin again.”

Even ticket scalper Jezel subtly expressed his fear.

This is nothing serious.

They’re such wimps!

***

Descending into the basement, we found a cramped breeding room filled with Red Fanged Mushrooms, bursting at the seams, faintly emitting pitiful cries.

“Kieee…”

“Kiii kiii…”

The unexpected gruesome sight made Isabel frown.

“I’ve never seen monsters look so pitiful.”

“I agree. They’ve created an incredibly efficient yet inhumane breeding ground where the monsters are exploited for their mana spore sacs while just being fed.”

“Aren’t they just monsters? Don’t pity them too much. If released, they’d do the same to humans.”

Son Ohchun, a monkey Demihuman who had lived in the wild, didn’t sympathize with the monsters’ plight.

“What is all this?”

“This is an illegal breeding ground for Red fanged Mushrooms that the second-year students created without the student council’s permission!”

‘How do you know that?’

Isabel felt a bit creepy, but knowing she’d get a poor answer if she asked, she just opened and closed her mouth without saying anything.

“Think about it. Seniors want to get mana spore sacs from the Red Fanged Mushroom. So first, they have to provide a lot of nutrients until the mana spore sacs are formed, right?”

The three of them reluctantly agreed.

“The scared Red Fanged Mushroom must not attack the caretaker, and even if it does, there must be countermeasures. Also, other second-year students must not invade the breeding room, right!”

“Right…?”

“This place meets all those conditions. The Red Fanged Mushroom in this breeding room has a lever above the partition that, when pulled, releases a blade to stab its head!”

“Ew.”

“The spores are neatly purified inside the partition when you press the button next to it, and you can pull out the body, sealed in plastic! The facility is crude, but the senior must have quite a skill in handling corpses!”

Isabel was becoming increasingly scared, not just by Oknodie’s explanation but by the space itself.

“Is this really a second-year student’s breeding room? It’s not a potential serial killer’s murder workshop, is it?”

“Uh… well… even to me, this place seems a bit rare, even in the underworld.”

“Do you really want to mess with mushrooms in a place like this? If we make a mistake, we might wake up inside that partition tomorrow morning.”

Oknodie tilted her head.

“If you look closely, it’s all made with techniques learned at the academy. The partition was made by taking the liberal arts course ‘Basics and Understanding of Carpentry,’ and the corpse-handling tools were made by taking the required course ‘Traps of the Hunter’ in the first semester of the freshman year in the adventure department, right?”

“So any second-year student could do this?”

“Not exactly. Considering they’ve found a secret place and made a unique locking mechanism, they must have gained contributions in the ‘Dark Cult’ club to create an empty space with the ‘Altar of Secrets’ spell and made the lock with the ‘Dial Keeping’ spell.”

“Dark Cult??”

“Well, the official record shows the minimum number of members as five, but there might be several hidden cult members who are ‘apprentices’ and don’t have to be listed!”

“Hidden their identities???”

It started to feel more and more dangerous.

Isabel thought this wasn’t right.

“Let’s leave. I’d feel more at ease catching them elsewhere.”

“I really think this place isn’t right either.”

“Little Mouse, did you really have to bring us to a place like this?”

Despite the complaints, Oknodie also puffed her cheeks in discontent.

“Geez. If you don’t like such a convenient place, where else are we going to catch them? We just need to lower the pulley, press the button, and take out the vacuum-sealed bodies.”

“The cleanup is scary.”

“Other places will likely have ‘guardian monsters’ or ‘traps’ set up to protect the mana spore sacs, like the beast warehouse I found before. Are you really okay with that?”

‘Why do second-year seniors even prepare such things at the academy!!’

Isabel started to become scared of not just the senior who made this place but the entire second-year.

Bixton senior and Lizna senior from the second year, and Moss senior, who she saw in the ‘eveloping Insight’ class, were really nice people, though they had an annoying side where they only cared about their own scores.

“Hearing that, it seems better to just get it done here quickly and leave.”

Isabel boldly lowered the pulley and pressed the button.

The poor Red Fanged Mushroom made a choking sound as it died and came out beyond the ejection port, sealed in plastic.

Jezel and Son Ohchun also took their share of the Red Fanged Mushrooms with faces that questioned if this was the right thing to do.

“Son Ohchun, what are you doing up front? Hurry up and let’s get out.”

“What are you talking about, Isabel? I’m behind you.”

“…?”

Isabel lifted her head, carrying the body.

A figure so large she mistook it for Son Ohchun, wearing a suspiciously conspicuous black robe that Son Ohchun would never wear.


With hands cracked like a drought-stricken field and a face as cold and pale as a snake, exuding an eerie sense of emotionless eyes.

“Oh no.”

Jezel, seeing him beyond Isabel, sighed.

“The emblem on the neck. That’s a third-year’s mark.”

They had been caught right at the scene, just before escaping, after messing with a third-year’s secret breeding room.



 
  
    Chapter 110: Dealing with Seniors


The group was gripped with fear.

Even compared to the second years, who were annoying without any apparent reason, the third-year senior in front of them was on a different level. 

It felt like facing an urban serial killer or a mass murderer in the woods, a fundamental fear creeping up inside them.

“First-years.”

The senior spoke in a rough, cracked voice.

“Senior.”

Just as Jezel had recognized his year by the insignia on his collar, the senior also identified Isabel and Jezel’s year from their collar insignia.

“Three mushrooms.”

Counting the Red Fanged mushrooms on Isabel, Jezel, and Son Ohchun’s shoulders, the senior’s words made everyone except Oknodie tense up.

“If you’ve reduced the count, you need to replenish it.”

The three imagined a terrifying scenario of being trapped in a partition in the third-year secret facility for the audacity of stepping into it.

Oknodie grabbed Isabel’s hand just as she was about to draw her dagger.

“Can they be small?”

“That much, I’ll allow.”

“Oknodie! What are you talking about!!”

Isabel’s heart sank not because of the senior’s ominous atmosphere but because of Oknodie’s remark.

“Why would you go in there!!”

“Huh? Why would I go in there?”

“Were you planning to go into the partition instead of one of us!!”

The third-year senior looked incredulous.

“Who do you think you’re treating like a lowly necromancer?”

“Weren’t you asking us to go in…?”

“Red Fanged Mushrooms.”

“Oh…”

So, he meant we had to replace the ones we took.

As the senior nodded, a sigh of relief escaped them.

They thought they were really going to be kidnapped, confined, and killed.

“By when do we have to return them?”

“By the last day my patience allows.”

Jezel, finally relieved, laughed awkwardly.

“You are a generous senior. Thank you for being so lenient. We sincerely apologize for intruding into the facility and trying to steal the mushrooms.”

“Hahaha! Senior, you’re too intimidating! We thought you were some cultist demanding human sacrifices.”

Son Ohchun chimed in, backing up Jezel’s words.

But it’s always important to listen to the end.

“If the deadline passes… you go in.”

“Haha. Your jokes are chilling.”

The senior spoke in a very serious tone.

“I have never made a joke in my life.”

“……”

We quietly walked down the stairs in a very tense atmosphere.

“Oknodie! I told you! Why did you bring us to such a creepy place?!”

“Ouch! My cheek hurts!”

“I’m pulling because it should hurt. Do you know how scared I was? My heart is still pounding.”

I was a bit scared too.

Who knew we’d get caught in the act!

<Equivalent Exchange Event>

You were caught in the act of carrying three Red Fanged mushroom corpses from the third-year senior’s secret breeding ground!

The generous senior said he would forgive you if you bring back three live Red Fanged mushrooms, but if the last day of his patience passes, you might have to take their place in the cage.

Should you report this terrifying incident to the student council, ask a professor for help, or keep the promise?

This is a rather grim event for a surprise encounter.

Initially, this location isn’t one that first-years frequent, so it’s natural for a somewhat difficult event to occur.

Usually, students visit this place only after becoming second-years unless they take a related class.

“Thank you, Oknodie. Regardless of the circumstances, thanks to you, we survived and came out of that breeding ground alive.”

“Hehe. It’s embarrassing to be praised like that.”

“It annoys me a bit to see you so happy, but I’m genuinely thankful. By the way, you negotiated quite skillfully back there. Are you used to such negotiations?”

“Not used to it, it’s just an industry norm. If you don’t get caught, you can quietly take things, but if you do, unless you’re prepared to fight, you need to replenish the damage done to the property.”

As I spoke, a thought occurred to me.

“Did you want to fight?”

“How could that be possible? Unlike our little lady here, we are not that brave.”

“Ugh, what are you talking about? You’re treating me like I’m some kind of weirdo. I was scared earlier too, you know?”

Jezel flinched.

A hint of guilt flashed in his eyes.

“I’m sorry. I said something thoughtless to our little lady.”

“As long as you understand. I was worried because some people would demand twice the compensation, but at least he was only asking for the regular price. It would have been really creepy if he asked for the cost of the plastic bag in points.”

“…I take back my apology. Sometimes, it’s okay to be thoughtless.”

“Mr. Jezel, that’s mean!”

She hoped Son Ohchun and Isabel would take her side, but their looks that said, “You’re the one being too much,” really hurt her feelings.

***

“Something like that happened. Isn’t it really too much?”

“Yeah. People don’t have an assassin’s sensitivity.”

Since she wasn’t sure how close she was with Jiang, she was a bit cautious with her complaints, but she responded better than expected, which made her happy.

What did we do together again?

We took the “Night-time Activities for Adventurers” class every Monday and Wednesday during the fifth period, visited the “Double Sider Strips Room” at dawn, and met at the “Secret Training Grounds.”

‘This is enough to become close!’

Even the Eastern Swordsman, who is considered the most difficult character to get close to, would surely raise his favourability if I spent as much time I spend with Jiang.

“So how are you going to do it, Jiang?”

“I teamed up with Irene.”

“North Duke’s daughter, Irene??”

“I did a group project with her and Princess Arcadia’s. Her ability is convenient.”


Well, party play isn’t just about the protagonist grabbing NPCs and saying, “You, be my comrade!” 

They are people too, so if they can’t do something alone, they would go around in groups and such.

“I’ll tie down the mushrooms with a binding spell, Irene will freeze them, and then I’ll dismantle them. It’s easy to secure parts for cooking if we avoid the spore sacs when butchering.”

“Hey, that’s quite a good combo!”

“What about you? You promised to supply Red Fanged Mushrooms to the senior.”

“I’m about to go now. Want to watch?”

“Really?”

Jiang gave a meaningful smile.

“If it was another class, maybe not, but since we’re both assassins, I could learn your technique just by watching closely. Are you sure it’s okay to show me?”

“I don’t mind!”

It’s not like it’s some grand technique like Jiang and Irene’s combo.

“First step, search other warehouses where there might be Red Fanged Mushrooms!”

Jiang didn’t seem particularly surprised by the warehouse search, perhaps having gone through a similar process.

“Oh, a smuggled goods storage.”

“A potion storage? Ew, it’s moonshine stored in potion bottles.”

“Sniff sniff. There are a lot of blankets here and a strange smell, but no mushrooms!”

[You found the seniors’ smuggled goods storage.]

[Exploration experience +3]

[You found the seniors’ moonshine storage.]

[Exploration experience +3]

[You found the seniors’ secret hangout.]

[Exploration experience +3]

Jiang, who had been quietly following along, seemed amused.

“What are you looking for so eagerly?”

“The places where the 2nd-year seniors hide their spells and locations are all similar!”

“Unbelievable. So when are you planning to find the Red Fanged Mushrooms?”

“Huh? It’s as good as found already.”

“What?”

She called over a passing 2nd-year senior, carrying smuggled goods and moonshine from the smuggled goods storage and moonshine storage.

“Senior!”

“Huh? This voice… Ugh. Oknodie.”

In the class on Developing Insight, I encountered Bixton the dumbest and most easy-going of the seniors I frequently see, including Lizna and Moss.

“There’s no point in asking for the previous exam papers. If I give the Developing Insight course’s past exam papers to someone as smart as you, I’ll lose in the grade competition, so I’ll never sell them.”

“Instead of the past exam papers, I want to know where the storage for Red Fanged mushrooms is. How about an information exchange?”

“Hah, the young ones these days are so bold. Are you already eyeing mana cultivation? If the student council finds out, you’ll get hit with a bomb of demerits and be dragged around by compulsory requests.”

Jiang seemed interested in hearing about compulsory requests, but I wasn’t interested in listening to what I already knew and paying for it as information.

“Look. I’ve brought trade items!”

“This is… the 2000ml beaker, 1000ml distillation flask, and filter stolen from the ‘Let’s Learn Alchemy’ class. And is that moonshine in the beaker?”

“Yes!”

“Oknodie. Be honest.”

Senior Bixton looked around cautiously, then leaned in and asked in a low voice.

“Did you come from outside like Professor Bronze, doing banditry?”

“No way!”

Who’s he treating like a thief!

“Just say you don’t want to buy it.”

“No, who said I didn’t want to? I’m grateful. I also don’t like the guys setting up cultivation farms, but I’m scared that my identity will be exposed if I tattle to the student council. There’s one place I’ve kept secret. Do you want to exchange it?”

“…Oknodie. If you get caught there again, will you keep trading around? Just ask for Red Fanged mushrooms.”

Last time, we got caught because we were together, but if I was alone, I could have committed the perfect crime with <Stealth>.

“That’s what she says.”

Still, I can’t push too hard when my friend is worried!

“Alright. I can get you three of them right away.”

“But I’ll only tell you one of the moonshine storage or smuggled goods warehouse.”

“Then the moonshine.”

“Didn’t you get hit by a side effect from the alchemy class last time that makes you unable to lie, senior? The professor would probably like it if you returned the stolen goods.”

“I’m scared to talk to the alchemy professor. The third-year seniors drink mental awakening potions and work without sleep. It’s creepy when you make eye contact with them sometimes.”

“That could be true!”

“You don’t know. People become wrecks, their eyes look weirdly glossy, and they glow fluorescently even in the dark.”

“Oh. I was planning to buy those glowing eyes later.”

Bixton was speechless with disbelief.

In the meantime, Jiang chimed in.

“Senior, you’re quite weak-hearted. People like us usually sleep only an hour a day and still function.”

“What kind of people are you…?”

Jiang pulled out a dagger from her sleeve, spun it around, and threw it with a whoosh.

Seeing the moth fluttering by get pinned to the wall and die made Bixton’s face turn pale.

“People like this?”


Bixton’s voice significantly decreased.

He silently cursed with his eyes, wondering where I found another one like me.

“What’s wrong with Jiang!”

Though she’s from an assassin background, skilled in assassinations, and has a habit of silently appearing behind you, she’s a kind-hearted friend who’s also scared of undead.

Why does he look at her like that?



 
  
    Chapter 111: Unexpected Storm


Bixton, thinking that if he kept getting involved with these dangerous juniors, he wouldn’t graduate from the academy alive, immediately put on a gas mask and raided the Red Fanged Mushroom farm.

“Not even shift change yet, who’s here already… Ugh! Who are you?”

“Be quiet!”

When Bixton threw a vial from his pocket to the floor, gas erupted with a “poof.”

The guard, inhaling the pink gas, choked and collapsed while clutching his throat.

“Huh. Even that senior can get things done when he needs to.”

“Well, he is a second-year after all!”

“True. To survive until second year in this academy, you gotta give some credit.”

Jiang was genuinely impressed.

Amid the groaning, collapsed Red Fanged Mushrooms, they wrapped wide strips of cloth around the wrists of three of them, and the monsters were easily dragged away.

The gas contained <Sleep> and <Diffusion> properties, while the cloth had <Binding> and <Lightening> enchantments.

“Senior Bixton is unexpectedly talented!”

“How do you think I’ve survived my tough second year? With maniacs running around using sword energy and bombarding with magic.”

“True.”

Without skills, you must excel at alchemy and enchantments to survive as a support role.

“I’ve given you what you wanted, so the deal is done, right?”

“Yes, I wrote down the location, so please check it!”

“Hold on. I need to verify that the item is exactly at that location before handing this over.”

Instead of handing over the bound Red Fanged Mushrooms immediately, he requested verification.

“You’re so fussy. For a coward.”

“Being a coward makes me fussy. So I don’t get tricked.”

“It’s fine. If the deal partner is anxious, we can accommodate that. It’s not that difficult anyway.”

Besides, Senior Bixton is someone I’ll continue to see in future classes.

If the deal isn’t wrapped up clearly, it could cause trouble during class later.

“Here, you see? Just go in here.”

“…Pushing the painting on the wall to enter the space behind a ‘flipping wall,’ you must’ve had some courage to pull this off.”

Senior Bixton was surprised, knowing the secret of the art gallery.

Jiang asked curiously.

“Is there a problem with the painting?”

“The paintings protected by the gallery’s security magic will cause all the statues inside to come to life if tampered with.”

“Then just break them.”

It didn’t sound like an assassin’s statement, but Senior Bixton snickered and pointed at the statues.

“Those statues were delivered for security purposes, right? As far as I know, some of them were made as graduation projects by fourth-year students.”

“F-Fourth years?!”

Jiang, having witnessed the danger of upperclassmen first-hand at the secret training ground, finally showed fear.

“Oknodie. Did you know about this?”

“Huh? Of course, it’s clearly written in the Room of Double-Sided Strips. ‘Many treasures are hidden behind the gallery’s paintings, but if tampered with, statues come to life!’”

“How could you remember all that already?”

“Well, it is a lot.”

“Huh? Room of Double-Sided Strips? What’s that?”

“If you don’t know, it’s fine.”

Anyway, the deal was done.

Bixton got his moonshine, and I retrieved the mushrooms and returned them to the third-year senior.

“Though they’re a bit small… considering the quick delivery, I’ll let it slide.”

“Thank you, senior!”

When the senior declared this much forgiveness, it marked the completion of the event without any issues.

[You have completed the Equivalent Exchange event.]

[You have earned 1000 points as an early return bonus.]

[Your reputation with the third-year seniors has increased.]

[Your reputation with the <Dark Cult> club has increased.]

[Your current reputation is <Apprentice Member>.]

[As an Apprentice Member, you can apply to observe the <Ritual>.]

Suddenly, a route I wasn’t interested in, the Dark Cult, opened up.

It’s overwhelming, so I’ll just avoid talking to them.

This senior is also rather stoic, so it should be fine as long as I don’t initiate conversation.

I bowed my head and greeted, then turned to leave when the senior called out. 

“Wait.”

I really disliked it but turned back with a forced smile.

“Yes?”

“…Eat this.”

The senior placed a jelly on my palm.

The fingers that touched it were rough and scratchy, but the jelly was soft and squishy.

“Wow! Thank you!”

Despite his scary appearance and dubious club affiliation, he seems to be a kind person.

Yeah, even if he’s a bit harsh on monsters, as long as he’s kind to people, he’s a good person.

My personal trust in this senior went up by about 50 points.

“Eat it now.”

“Yes.”

“Oknodie? Isn’t that… kind of scary?”

Jiang was reluctant, but I didn’t mind and popped the jelly into my mouth.

It was a chewy jelly with the typical taste of cheap candy.

“…Is it good?”

“Yes!”

“If you join the Dark Cult, I can give you more…”

Jiang poked my side with her finger as I seriously contemplated the offer.

“Idiot. How can you fall for that just because they offer you food?”

“Well, but it’s delicious.”

The Dark Cult rarely has regular meetings or public tasks due to its nature.

Every few months, only trusted apprentice members are promoted to full members to participate in the real rituals and start full-fledged club activities.


Most members don’t know each other’s faces, as it is structured as a cell organization typical of secret societies.

“…Here, you take one too.”

“Ugh. No thanks. I’m not joining.”

“I’m just giving it to you.”

“Well, then thanks.”

Jiang also popped the jelly into her mouth, her eyes widening in surprise.

She clenched her fists and began to stomp her feet, indicating that it must indeed be quite delicious.

For me, it was just a familiar taste of cheap candy from Earth, but for Jiang, a resident of this world, the texture and taste must have been novel and refreshing.

“…Jiang, you remember what you said to me, right? You’re not joining just because they give you food, right?”

“Tsk. I know. I’m not that stupid.”

The Dark Cult recruiting apprentice members with jelly.

Jiang, who almost fell for it but barely managed to escape.

Such a cute club with a cute friend.

“Do they usually just give out jelly like this?”

Since I didn’t remember this happening in the game, I asked cautiously, and the senior shook his head as expected.

“Is it because we’re cute?”

At Jiang’s confident remark, the senior made a circle with his thumb and index finger.

He moved the circle in front of Jiang’s forehead and flicked it.

“Ow!”

“It’s not because you’re cute. It’s because you’re fellow students of the same professor…”

“The same professor?”

The senior, who looked every bit like a suspicious member of the Dark Church.

Only one professor came to mind.

“…Professor Sadako?”

The senior nodded.

Jiang’s expression turned openly displeased.

“What class of Professor Sadako’s are you taking?”

“<Understanding Structural Conflicts and Countermeasures with Undead Summons>.”

“…Wow. Just hearing the title makes me not want to take it. Why are you taking that class?”

“Because the professor is beautiful.”

Jiang looked at him with a smile, as if telling him not to lie.

The senior did not answer.

Jiang gave him a doubtful look.

The senior still did not answer.

Finally, the smile disappeared from Jiang’s face.

An odd silence fell over us.

“W-Well, that can happen! How a person looks is important. You can’t fight basic instincts!”

I defensively tried to support the senior, and Jiang, who was very annoyed, nodded, reading the atmosphere and deciding to let it slide.

On the other hand, my conviction grew stronger.

It must be that under Professor Sadako’s long hair hides a face so beautiful that everyone would be stunned.

Otherwise, how could anyone become smitten with that professor?

“What’s the prettiest part of the professor’s face?”

“Her lips.”

“…Really?”

“She had a beautiful smile.”

I couldn’t quite imagine what kind of smile would go with that professor’s laughter…

The more I tried to picture it, the more creepy it seemed, but we had no idea.

“…Putting aside the fact that we attend the same professor’s lecture, as a final piece of advice seeing your diligence.”

“Yes!”

“Attacking the Red Fanged Mushroom farms is like a declaration of war against the second-year students. You should be prepared for it…”

Unbeknownst to the carefree, cheerful first-year students, something truly ominous was about to begin.

Several second-year students, all managers of Red Fanged Mushroom farms and members of the 980th class, gathered in one place.

“Six of our Red Fanged Mushrooms have gone missing. They say they were kidnapped while still alive.”

“Over here, we found the remains of mushrooms that had been roasted on a griddle.”

“Was it the seniors’ doing?”

“No. After investigating, we learned that Dragon Principal  instructed the first-years to practice cooking with Red Fanged Mushrooms.”

“…The first-years touched our farms?”

“Is it true?”

“Did those kids really think we seniors would be so easy to mess with?”

As the farm managers raised their voices in anger, someone uninvited stepped into the secret meeting room.

“Oh dear, oh dear. What good is it to be angry at each other? The ones who need a lesson are the sticky-fingered first-years.”

“Who are you?”

“No outsiders were allowed at our meeting, were they?”

“Who brought this person?”

With no one stepping forward, the tense second-year students raised their staffs, drew their swords, and grabbed potion bottles or thick law books.

In the tense atmosphere, one student, after a moment of hesitation, exclaimed in recognition.

“Wait a minute. I remember that voice. That person is the <Advisor> who taught us how to set up the farms and advised on the curriculum in exchange for points!”

“What? So that’s the person who founded our Red Fanged Mushroom Management Association?”

The person who introduced the second-years to mana farming and helped them form an illicit profit group, even providing a meeting place and aiding in the establishment of their underground organization.

The unofficial hidden mastermind and external advisor of the Red Fanged Mushroom Management Association appeared.

“What’s your purpose? If it’s points, you’ve already received plenty for your criminal advice!”

“I’m not happy with the first-years’ actions. Especially since one of them interfered with my business.”


The villainous contract scammer Velocasio, who tricked classmates into servitude, found this Red Fanged Mushroom incident to be an unexpected opportunity.

Velocasio, holding a grudge against Oknodie for thwarting his plans, saw this as a chance to retaliate.

“I’m planning to teach those impudent juniors a lesson. Are you interested in joining?”

Velocasio, the mastermind among the 980th class second-years, proposed his idea, and the members of the Red Fanged Mushroom Management Association unanimously agreed.

A storm was about to descend on the first-years’ previously peaceful lives.



 
  
    Chapter 112: On the Way to School


“Get up─!”

I shouted as I opened my eyes wide.

What is this?

As I blinked, I realized it.

I was sleep-talking!

Feeling embarrassed, I casually retracted my fist as if I were about to stretch, and I felt an intensely sharp gaze.

The baby mandrake on the desk was staring at me pitifully.

“Ah, don’t look at me like that! It’s embarrassing!”

“Goo.”

The mandrake’s gaze turned toward the wall.

Wondering what it was looking at, I saw the wall, which was dented in the shape of a fist.

Knock knock knock knock knock

The <The Answering Door> living in the wall knocked like crazy, expressing its dissatisfaction.

“Sorry…”

I didn’t know what kind of dream I had, but I vaguely remembered feeling joyful, rampaging and smashing everything after a long time.

Maybe I was subconsciously stressed?

“I’ll call a cleaner later to fix it. I promise!”

Only after repeatedly apologizing did the knocking sound from the wall stop.

It seemed suspicious, so I decided to call someone as soon as possible.

Creak. 

Bang.

As I stepped out into the hallway, I saw the sisters in dolphin shorts, who usually prepared for exercise while enjoying the morning air outside the main entrance, staring blankly at the entrance.

“Hey, Oknodie.”

“Oknodie, just woke up?”

“Look outside. It’s crazy.”

As the orange-haired sister said, the area outside the main entrance was flooded.

The water had risen higher than the height of the main entrance, and you could even see fish swimming in the current.

With the torrential downpour continuing unabated, part of the academy had finally been submerged.

“Jogging is out of the question?”

“Definitely.”

“If you go out now, you’ll be a tasty meal for the giant king crabs.”

The aspiring knight sisters, looking disappointed, either returned to their rooms or started doing bodyweight exercises.

“Oknodie, want to join us?”

The orange-haired sister asked as she stretched her limbs.

“Hehe. Sure!”

“Then come over here.”

As she tapped the waiting chair next to the main entrance, I quickly sat on it, and her gentle hands helped me stretch my legs.

“Now just bend forward and touch your toes with your fingers! If you lack flexibility, just lightly touch your toes, or…”

“Like this?”

“Wow! Oknodie, you’re really flexible?”

When I was a muscle-bound tank, I had given up on flexibility due to my bulk, but now, with my baby-body, I’m aiming to be a dodging swordmaster, evading and deflecting all attacks while breaking skulls.

Improving flexibility and range of motion isn’t a choice, it’s a necessity.

“I think you can go a bit further down. I’ll press your back. Let me know if it hurts!”

As the orange-haired sister pressed on my back, a pleasant scent wafted from her.

It wasn’t perfume or soap, but a soft, feminine scent that made me smile.

‘100% job satisfaction!’

The energy I had lost from my sleep-talking mishap was fully recharged.

“Oknodie, you’re amazing. You’re not even an aspiring knight, yet you come out every morning without fail to exercise. I wish we could recruit you to our department.”

“Agreed!”

“I wish my little sister at home was this strong and obedient.”

As they laughed, stroked my hair, pulled my cheeks, and hugged me with their soft, impressive chests, I couldn’t help but smile contentedly.

“Alright, I’m in a good mood! Follow me, sisters. I’ll teach you something cool!”

The sisters chuckled, thinking Oknodie was about to perform a cute act or show them a pretty stone found yesterday.

Of course, I didn’t lead them there to perform a cute act or show them a stone.

“See, there are no curtains on the third-floor window, but you can see the curtain string, right?”

“Yeah, isn’t it really weird?”

“Right. The third-floor kids asked to have the curtains properly installed, but the dorm supervisor just kept saying no.”

“But this is the lower-class dorm area, how did an upper-class student like Oknodie know to come here?”

“Did you come to tell us in advance so we won’t be dazzled by the sun in the summer? How cute!”

“No, that’s not it! I came to show you the correct way to use this rope.”

This rope might look like a curtain cord at first glance, but it’s actually an emergency lifeboat call device used in disaster situations.

“This rope activates when certain conditions are met. If for some reason the first floor of the academy is completely submerged in water and you infuse magic into the rope, a means of escape will appear. Like this.”

When she pulled the rope, a lifeboat popped out.

The magically generated lifeboat displayed “1/12,” indicating it was a twelve-person boat.

“Wow! A boat appeared out of nowhere.”

“I was worried about how to get to class, but with this, we can get to the classroom!”

“Oknodie, you’re amazing!”

Surrounded by a shower of praise, Oknodie smiled brightly.

“But if too many students from the same department board, it’ll be hard to reach the classroom!”

“Why?”

“Can’t we just go with our junior? Oknodie, come with us. Please? Please?”

“Haha! I’ll tell you, so stop tickling me. If everyone has the same job, you won’t be able to handle other dangers.”

“Other dangers?”

“Like those.”

The monsters, startled by the sudden appearance of the lifeboat, gathered around, looking quite offended.

A large carp struck the boat with its body, a giant king crab tried to poke holes in the boat with its sturdy claws, and a flying monster that had landed on a nearby tree mistook the deflated boat for prey and grabbed it with its claws, flying away.

The giant king crab, caught in the air, flailed its claws in panic.

“Ah, it’s falling.”

The giant king crab, having lost its grip on the boat, fell into the water with a splash, creating a huge water column. 


It floated to the surface, making bubbles, clearly very angry at the flying monster.

“Tankers block the carps’ body strikes, shielders block the king crab’s claws, and archers or mages take down the flying monsters and provide support.”

“…Why does going to class feel like going through a dungeon?”

“I really hate the Dragon Principal.”

“I’m losing confidence in attending this academy…”

“But we forgive you because Oknodie is so cute!”

“Agreed!”

The senior students patted my head, regaining their energy, and I felt recharged by their touch.

This is what you call a win-win!

***

Member of the Red Fanged Mushroom Management Association, <Paper Company>, approached the first-year dormitory with a twenty-person boat.

“Is everyone ready?”

“We’ve kept twelve spots open.”

“Help the others get to school, but make sure those who messed with our fish farms are excluded and end up being ostracized. Don’t ever let the ones who use ice magic or have iron skin on board.”

The first step in the second-year students’ plan to bully the first-years: discriminating on the way to school!

“We’ll gain favour with the ordinary first-years while bullying the targets. This way, whatever we do later will be seen as deserved, and the first-years will think they’re being punished by seniors for doing something bad.”

Advisor Velocasio suggested a way to torment the targets while winning public opinion.

The association members found the proposal quite feasible, so they brought the boat to transport the first-years this morning, but something felt off.

“Aren’t there fewer first-years standing by the windows?”

“Yeah. Did they give up on going to school and go back to their rooms to sleep?”

“This academy isn’t soft enough to cancel classes just because of a little rain. The 981st class kids are really naïve.”

The second-year students, determined to wake up their foolish juniors, rowed diligently towards them, planning to make them row on the way back.

But when they approached the rooms with open curtains, there wasn’t a single student in sight.

“There’s no one here?”

“What’s going on?”

“Ah, there’s the dorm master.”

A second-year student, looking glum, knocked on the window of the passing dorm master’s boat.

“What brings a second-year to the first-year dorm?”

“I came to pick up the juniors, but I can’t find them. Where did they all go?”

The dorm master looked at the student sympathetically.

“They’ve already left for school.”

“What?! In this water current?”

“Letting the kids drift away in the water, isn’t that too cruel, dorm master?”

“The cruel ones are the first-years with bad habits.”

The dorm master replied coldly.

“They stole my precious pet rock. I had been cherishing it for a year. Ah, François…”

The second-years were very taken aback.

“François? Did you just name a rock?”

“So what? A rock is a harmless, quiet pet that doesn’t bother anyone. One of the seniors has a pet that’s a hundred-year-old oak tree.”

“But a tree isn’t a problem, right?”

“What if cicadas live on it?”

“…Damn tree lovers. If I see them in front of our dorm, I’ll set them on fire immediately.”

“Stop.”

Feeling dejected at the wasted effort of bringing out their 20-seat boat, Paper Company felt disheartened.

“If there’s no one to pick up, we should head back. It’s almost time for us to go to school too.”

“Right.”

“Sigh. What a waste of effort.”

Just as they were about to pick up the oars and sit down in defeat, there was a bang, and a boat appeared by the window.

“What’s that?”

“I’ve never seen anything like that in the academy!”

“Is there a magic spell to make lifeboats?”

“We experienced heavy rain last summer too!”

“But we didn’t have boats like that back then!”

The second-years were bewildered.

Seeing their disgruntled faces, the dorm master spoke.

“You never asked for a boat.”

“……”

“The first-years didn’t ask either, so I didn’t tell them, but they managed to figure it out.”

The dorm master grumbled, showing annoyance.

However, the second-years felt more betrayed by the fact that they weren’t informed about such a convenient means of commuting when they had to risk their lives to get to school.

“How could you do this to us!”

“You devil! Senior year project!”

While the second-years were arguing with the dorm master, some students descended from the window on ropes and landed on the boat.

“Why are you so late? We almost left without you.”

“Sorry, I was late preparing for a project.”

“Leave the rowing to me, Oknodie.”

“Heh. Found a fun toy, huh.”

Oknodie, who had delayed her departure, took off with familiar students like Isabel, Hestia, and Jiang on board.

“Hey, catch them! Let’s find out what’s going on with those guys. If they don’t answer, we’ll sink the boat-“


Just as Paper Company was pointing at Oknodie’s boat, their eyes blinked in surprise.

A small kid and a huge warrior started rowing, and the boat shot forward at an incredible speed, kicking up water as it disappeared beyond sight.

“How are they so strong?”

“They’re rowing faster than us?”

The remaining second-years were left in a daze.



 
  
    Chapter 113: I just decided


The Wednesday lecture schedule had begun.

Which means, the lecture on “Developing Insight” is starting!

With anticipation for what kind of lecture the professor, known for his strong sense of justice, would deliver, we entered the lecture hall, only to find an air of tension filling the room.

“Oh, you’re here, Oknodie?”

“Hello, Senior!”

“That thing you mentioned last time, I found it really useful.”

“Hehe, me too.”

After a light greeting with senior Bixton, senior Lizna, who was sitting next to him fixing her hair, looked over with suspicion.

“What? Since when did you two become so close?”

“He gave me something good!”

“Something good?”

“A mushroom that’s small but enough for one person!”

“…A mushroom?”

Senior Lizna glared at senior Bixton.

“What did you do to the kid? No way… right?”

“Of course not! We just made a mutually beneficial trade after school.”

Senior Bixton exclaimed in shock.

“Oh, I didn’t mean it was of bad quality. It was a small but excellent mushroom!”

Lizna’s gaze became even colder.

“What do you mean ‘of course not,’ you trash? Do you want to show a ten-year-old a ‘small but excellent mushroom’?”

“Say it’s a Red Fanged Mushroom, Oknodie!! Hurry, say it’s a Red Fanged Mushroom!!!”

“It’s a Red Fanged Mushroom!”

“…You should have said that from the start. If you just say ‘a small but excellent mushroom,’ it sounds weird.”

Conscious of Lizna’s gaze directed at his pants, senior Bixton crossed his legs and looked away.

“Why did you suddenly cross your legs, Senior?”

“Sorry, junior. I don’t know what crime I’ve committed, but I must have done something really bad. Could you please forgive me and leave?”

“Oknodie, why are you tormenting our poor senior so early in the morning?”

Isabel, sensing it was time to step in, told me to ease off, and I returned to the main topic.

“But why is the atmosphere in the lecture hall like this?”

“Don’t you know? It’s because of the assignment, of course.”

“Ah, I see.”

Due to an unintended troll move by Titosso, there were now both extra bonus points and extra penalties on the line.

To avoid group penalties, we had to go through the hassle of preparing related books and official documents on “Developing Insight on Property Evaluation.”

The increasing awkwardness and cold atmosphere among the first-year students were due to the tension and caution of trying to avoid penalties.

“Ah, hello, Oknodie…”

“Titosso, why are you standing by the entrance?”

“Ugh. It feels hard to enter.”

Well, the first-year students did say a lot of harsh things to Titosso after the last lecture.

“Everyone! Since Titosso is here, apologize!”

“Wah, Oknodie! How could you blurt it out so loudly!”

“It’s better to make up quickly for things like this!”

If left alone, grudges would build up, leading to more underhanded fights later, turning into hostile relations and making the academy’s atmosphere hostile.

There’s a future event where even same-grade students would end up fighting, but there’s no need to start a conflict so early in the semester.

“Why should we apologize?”

“We might get penalized because of Titosso.”

The first-year students grumbled with dissatisfaction.

“If you get penalized, it’s not because of Titosso, but because you’re lazy and didn’t prepare for the assignment!”

“What do you know to say that!”

“I’m the group leader, so you have to listen to me when it comes to studying and assignments!”

In school and academy, grades are everything.

So, one sentence about the rank order settles the hierarchy!

The students reluctantly apologized, grumbling.

Titosso and I didn’t expect sincere apologies anyway.

For students with high pride at the Gift Academy, even pretending to apologize was something.

The real enemy isn’t the model student.

“Now, let’s check how well everyone prepared for the first assignment. Take out the related books and official documents you’ve brought.”

The professor, with a handsome face and a big sense of justice, mercilessly exploited the students—he’s the real enemy!

The students each took out the books and official documents they thought were necessary to check the noble families’ assets.

A good thief must develop the insight to understand what assets a wealthy noble family has!

…was Professor Bronze’s theory, so the students prepared diligently.

“Professor, I’ve brought a land registry to understand the land owned by noble families!”

“Good job, Vivian. It’s fundamental to know the land since local lords tend to accumulate wealth and assets without a market, relying solely on land income.”

“I figured that the vassals serving the lords are key assets, so I reviewed the lists of vassal contracts submitted to each country’s central government!”

“Well done, Adolf. It’s also important to understand the status of the retainers who protect the lords’ lands.”

However, these students just skimmed through the official documents.

Titosso, feeling deeply resentful from being picked on, borrowed three books.

“I confirmed which territories accumulated wealth through the records of private rental warehouse operators storing surplus crops in each region, and listed the territories where surplus yields were not redistributed to the farmers, based on the bards’ testimonies about regional festivals!”

For the first time, Professor Bronze clapped.

“Excellent. The more the lord neglects the welfare and convenience of his people and the development of his territory, the more likely illicit wealth is accumulated, and the people suffer. You did a great job not missing the ‘righteousness’ of a righteous thief.”

The students, though disliking Titosso being praised, acknowledged her preparedness.

Even Isabel, who learned about borrowing books from the store, couldn’t match Titosso thorough preparation, proving her remarkable effort.

Even seniors Bixton and Lizna couldn’t receive as much praise as Titosso did.

“Does she only attend the ‘Developing Insight’ lecture? Why does she prepare so thoroughly?”

“Stop making excuses, Bixton. You look pathetic.”

As the submission and review of assignments continued, it was finally Xing’s turn.

Everyone watched, curious about what this solitary Eastern swordsman had prepared. 

However, Xing, arms crossed, placed nothing on the desk.

“Mr. Xing. Do you have nothing to present?”

“The assignment was not helpful for honing my swordsmanship.”


He boldly declared in front of the professor that he had prepared nothing because the lesson wasn’t useful for him!

“Wow, that’s some serious charisma.”

“Impressive.”

Despite the admiration from the seniors, Xing received the lowest score and penalty points, of course.

Finally, it was my turn, the last in line.

“Freshman Oknodie. Did you also not prepare anything?”

“No way.”

Few people can live as single-mindedly as Xing.

Even as the player, I don’t have that level of nonchalance, so I obediently presented the books and documents I had prepared.

At most, three books.

Unlike most students who brought only a few official documents, I piled up books and documents.

“This is a copy of the land registry, this is the list of vassal contracts, here’s the warehouse rental status and surplus distribution list, and I also brought records of precious metal sales and auction results from each territory!”

Of course, I had memorized everything the NPCs had investigated while taking this lecture.

“One can see why she is the top student.”

“Wow. To be number one, you have to do this much.”

“She has brought everything she can.”

I felt a little guilty, as if I had stolen the efforts of others, but the professor is an Rogue himself!

[You have completed the assignment for the lecture on cDeveloping Insight most excellently.]

[Professor Bronze is even more convinced that he should take you as his apprentice.]

[You can advance to the class ‘Apprentice of the Noble Thief.’]

…But wasn’t the reward supposed to be different?

Where are the points?

Why only penalties instead of rewards?

I pouted in frustration, but Professor Bronze found it cute and smiled contentedly.

What a truly mischievous professor.

“Titosso. From the next lecture, you’ll be the top student.”

“Forget it. How can I keep up with Oknodie’s preparation? I can’t win, even if I was reborn.”

“No, I’ll make you the top student, even if you don’t want it.”

“Oknodie, do you really want to help me that much?”

“Let’s put it that way.”

“Oknodie…!”

It’s a scheme to shift the professor’s attention to Titosso, but since he seems happy about it, it should be fine!

***

As I diligently listened to the lecture and stepped out, I noticed the first-year students were sulking, sucking on their fingers during lunch, when they were supposed to band together to hunt the Giant King Crab.

“What are you all doing here?”

“The third-year seniors have taken all the Giant King Crabs.”

“!!”

The hungry seniors had taken all the prey, leaving us starving!

“Then why don’t we catch some fish?”

“That’s impossible too.”

The cat-person, Xenia, complained with a pitiful expression like a sad frog.

“The second-year seniors have set sail and taken all the fish. If we want to eat fish, we have to buy them with points…”

The second-year seniors from the 980th class had started pulling some petty tricks.

Like a large guild monopolizing hunting grounds and charging fees, they were using their power to impose unfairness.

What’s this? 

Are they asking for a fight?

I felt sorry for my classmates, who had become salt bugs, consuming only the salt from their fingers out of hunger.

“Oh dear. That’s unfortunate!”

“Oknodie, you need to eat well to grow taller. It’s so sad.”

“I’m fine. I’ve been invited to Arcadia’s tea time!”


I can fill the food catalog and my stomach, killing two birds with one stone.

Thinking that the hunger experience was someone else’s problem, I headed to see Arcadia, only to be greeted with shocking news.

“I’m sorry, Dee. Given the situation, I decided to exercise noblesse oblige and go hungry today as well. The tea time where we taste the sweets from the East is cancelled.”

I’m going to destroy the second-years who are threatening the survival of the first-years.

I’ve just decided.



 
  
    Chapter 114: The Effect was Excellent


The members of the illegal farming association, <Paper Company>, of the Red Fang Mushroom made up their minds to be even tougher after failing on the way to school.

While the third-year students monopolized the Giant King Crabs, they began monopolizing shellfish, which the first-year students were after!

“If you want to eat fish, pay the points and buy them! Fishing is not allowed!”

“Hey, don’t you dare pull out that fishing rod! If you don’t remove it right away, I’ll cut the line with magic!”

Naturally, the first-year students protested.

“Who do you think you are to monopolize the fish? Do you want to die? I’ll hit you with a cat punch!”

The cute resistance of the first-year newcomers, led by the angry cat-person Xenia, was met with a cruel response from Paper Company.

“Guys, our newcomers want to see some spice. Give them a taste!”

“Rise, wave!”

“Waters, surge!”

Waves rose on either side of the 20-passenger fishing boat and crashed through the windows where Xenia and the first-year students were sticking their heads out.

“Ahhh! The waves are crashing in!”

“Hold on tight to the window ledge! If you’re dragged by the ebb tide, you’ll fall into the water!”

“Yuck! It’s so salty!”

Paper Company and the other aquaculture farmers laughed loudly.

“Hahaha! At this time of year, the first-year students are struggling just to memorize mana patterns and draw magic paths. They can’t possibly win against the second-years!”

“If you’ve come to your senses, pay the points and buy the fish. And tell us who the ice mage is!”

“And tell us who owns the iron plate that cooked my mushrooms! Then we’ll give you a fish for free!”

Even though the freshmen were soaking wet and had pained expressions, they courageously shouted back.

“Do you think we’ll tell just because you say so?”

“You bad guys! There are strong people among the first-years. We’ll tell them everything!”

“The one who uses the iron plate is that guy Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue.”

The younger students looked disdainfully at the ones who sold out their peers’ identity to the seniors.

“She is from the Empire! She is called Xenia, who comes from the borderlands, an uncivilized cat. She’d be perfect with the house cat we have at home!”

“What century are we in? Saying such racially discriminatory things that ended a century ago!”

“Empire folks are so disgusting.”

“He deserves to be sold out.”

“When I asked for a picture, he showed me a kitten that’s only one year old! I can’t forgive someone who treats Xenia like a pedophile!”

“…Was that the issue?”

Regardless of the freshmen’s complicated feelings, Xenia proudly revealed Leff’s personal information and received the fish.

Now, after explaining what had happened, she handed the fish to Isabel.

“So, can you cook one for me before we go? You’re good at cooking.”

Having listened to Xenia’s touching story from start to finish, Isabel replied with a sullen face.

“No. I’m going to help Oknodie.”

***

<Operation to Secure the Fishing Rights>

The mean second-year seniors are trying to monopolize the seafood.

The thugs in the fishing zone.

It’s time to show the bullies on the sea what we’re made of.

Fight for the survival rights of the first-years!

Even without this event notice encouraging a fight, we couldn’t just leave them be.

However, charging in blindly wasn’t the answer.

To properly deal with these seniors, we needed to take our time and fight strategically.

We couldn’t just end it with a brief scuffle during break time or in between classes.

So we waited, going through the rest of our lecture schedule until dinner time.

“Oknodie, are you ready?”

“You’re going to fight the second-years? We’ll help!”

“The third-year seniors thought it would be fun and lent us a battering ram! If it comes to it, we’ll use it to push them off!”

The battering ram Dorothy brought from other seniors after hearing about the situation in the third-period <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage> lecture was a bit perplexing.

“We’re doing a water battle, though?”

“But won’t the battering ram be intimidating?”

“I guess so!”

It’s better than nothing!

“We’ll help too. If there’s a rule that allows us to shoot second-year seniors to death, we’ll provide fire support. A third-year senior working as a teaching assistant provided us with a ballista.”

Skola, the descendant of a Divine Archer attending the fourth-period <Long-Range Weapon Mastery> lecture with us, also brought a large ballista.

“…I appreciate the help, but if you shoot the seniors with the ballista, you’ll get punished!”

“What about arrows?”

“As long as they don’t cause permanent injuries, it’ll just be a light punishment?”

“Then we’ll only shoot arrows.”

“But aren’t you guys from Group B? Why are you helping us?”

“Regardless of the bad blood between the Empire and the borderlands, we can’t forgive the second-years for messing with the first-years’ food supply. Plus, Leff Iron Charcoal Barbecue was attacked.”

It seemed Xenia’s underhanded sale of personal information led to the Empire’s faction joining in.

…If they found out the truth, I’d be scared they’d target us with their scary archers! 

Let’s make sure they never find out!

“So, what’s the plan for revenge? Are you going to ambush them on the water and shoot them all at once?”

“No!”

“How about luring them near the window and then smashing through with the battering ram to drop them onto the boat?”

“They might die!”

“You’re too soft.”

“Yeah. If we can’t do this or that, what are we supposed to do?”

Skola and Dorothy expressed their dissatisfaction.

Both of them, being archers, were as ruthless as expected. 

In their minds, the second-years were prey to be shot on sight.

Archers are scary.

I think this every time, but we definitely need to conduct personality tests for archer positions when forming a party later.

“How about an assassination plan? We sneak under the boat and drill holes in it to sink them.”

“I’ll handle the protection. If we’re caught while drilling holes in the boat, I’ll risk my life to cover for you!”

“I appreciate the sentiment, but please refrain!”

There are too many students getting carried away with enthusiasm like Xenia and Mob, and it’s becoming a problem.


“Let’s try talking first!”

With that, they set sail and approached the 20-seater fishing boat the second-year seniors were operating.

“Seniors! Let’s talk!”

“Are you looking for a group purchase? We can give you a 10% discount, but not more!”

“We’re not here to buy fish!”

The senior wearing a paper captain’s hat responded with a sneer.

“Then why are you here?”

“Please stop monopolizing the fishing rights for first-year students immediately! If you don’t, we’ll go to the student council and report everything you did today!”

“Oh. A first-year who knows about the student council? Impressive, but what can you do?”

The senior spoke arrogantly with a disdainful expression.

“We conducted proper transactions and set reasonable prices. If you think the student council will side with you just because you report us, you’re mistaken.”

It seemed there was no room for compromise.

However, they approached with the intention of resolving the issue through dialogue.

“Then, is it okay if everyone finds out that you illegally farmed the Red Fanged Mushrooms?”

“You brat. You must be one of the first-years who raided our farm.”

The seniors’ expressions suddenly turned hostile.

They had come to negotiate without much thought, as such events often occurred during the muscle-bound days, and the seniors would usually back down out of fear. 

But this time, the seniors were coming on strong.

“No! I heard about it from other friends and came to mediate.”

“Mediation?”

“We’ll keep the fact that you illegally farmed the Red Fanged Mushrooms a secret if you stop harassing the first-years!”

“And what about the damage we’ve suffered? The Red Fanged Mushrooms we cherished and raised to make Magic Spore Pouches were mercilessly kidnapped and eaten.”

“Just this once, because we are cute juniors?”

“Do you think that will work!!”

Behind the senior with the paper captain’s hat, a few second-years muttered.

“She is kind of cute.”

“The kid’s small, but she speaks clearly.”

“Hey, I have some jerky. Want some?”

“What kind of jerky?”

“Squirrel jerky.”

“I’ve already eaten, so no thanks.”

Hmph.

I have a surprisingly refined palate!

“Hey! What’s everyone doing, messing around with the kid? Those guys damaged our business. There’s no compromise until they compensate for the damage!”

The senior pushed me off the boat with his palm.

Yes, this was exactly what I had been waiting for.

There are several ways to end violence.

You can overpower it with even stronger force.

You can appeal for help from a professor or the student council.

“Ahhh!”

Or you can exaggerate and fall dramatically, spinning 360 degrees even with a light push.

“Hey, you! I didn’t hit you that hard! Stop faking and get up!”

As the senior made a rough gesture to lift me, I kicked off the ground and flew 10 meters back, making a big splash as I fell into the water.

After about three seconds, Jiang and Mob quickly jumped into the water and pulled me onto a lifeboat.

“Oknodie was attacked!!”

“Those cowardly bastards! Using violence against someone who came for peaceful negotiations!”

A strategy often used during the muscle-bound days—fabricated self-injury claims.

The perfect tactic to avoid fines or punishments from the student council or academy for mutual assault, while the other party takes the blame and everything gets resolved smoothly!

…At least, that was the plan.

However, it seemed to be even more effective than expected when done with the body of a delicate child, rather than a muscle-bound figure.

“These bastards!!”

“Where could you even hit that small kid!!”


“Avenge Oknodie!!”

“Seniors or not, let’s beat them all up!!”

Suddenly, the juniors, enraged, charged toward the seniors’ 20-seater fishing boat.

Regardless of class year, upperclassmen or underclassmen, frontier or empire, everyone was thoroughly enraged and charging in.

…A brawl broke out.



 
  
    Chapter 115: Its Cold Today


“What’s going on…?”

“Oknodie! Are you okay? Can you breathe?”

In the distance, the sound of ballistae firing and a battering ram breaking through the windows could be heard.

It’s too late to explain that it was just a prank!

“Alright. I’ve made up my mind.”

I steeled myself.

Then, I relaxed my body and pretended to faint.

I’m unconscious.

I know nothing!

“How dare you lay a hand on a potential companion for my Warrior party! Unforgivable!!”

Even a passing Warrior, infuriated, joined the fight.

The second-year seniors’ ship was destroyed, and those who monopolized the fish were tied up with ropes and dragged away.

“Oh dear. Is Oknodie okay?”

“The kid fell into the water and hasn’t come to her senses.”

“Don’t worry. I’m a saint.”

The saint who accompanied the Warrior gave me a lap pillow and placed her hand on my forehead.

“Grant healing and rest to this young lamb.”

As she chanted a divine spell and tried to heal me, I thought it would be a real problem if I didn’t open my eyes, so I pretended to twitch and slowly opened them.

“Oh, it’s so bright.”

“Oknodie, are you awake?”

[Acting experience +5]

[Deception experience +5]

[Bad kid experience +2]

…Today, I can’t deny that I was a bad kid!

***

“So, after being beaten up by the first-years, you lost your ship and all the fish and were released?”

“Those kids aren’t just any first-years. How could we win when even the Warrior joined them?”

“If you hadn’t laid a hand on that poor kid, none of this would have happened. I told you to keep them on a tight leash with food, not to beat them.”

Paper Company protested in frustration, but the deed was done.

Everyone believed they had committed the assault.

It was too late to turn back.

Even other members of the Red Fanged Mushroom Association looked at him disapprovingly, and there was no one to take his side.

Blamed for the complete failure of the plan to crush the first-years, he hung his head in shame, taking full responsibility.

“Advisor, what do we do now?”

“Should we give up on revenge?”

Velocasio, cursing them as useless idiots, reluctantly offered some advice.

“It’s too early to give up. The first-years may be clever, but there’s a fundamental difference in experience between us.”

Velocasio hadn’t given up on revenge.

They still had a means of retribution.

“Use the ‘Tempest’ spell. We’ll create waves to capsize their ships and block all the routes to the academy on Thursday.”

“Wow, that’s a bit much, isn’t it?”

“The delicate control needed for the Tempest spell is too difficult for us second-years. It’s impossible to tie up a few specific people with grudges and let the rest go.”

“If we do that, innocent first-years will get caught up in it too.”

“Do you think the first-years will be grateful to you for that?”

Velocasio sneered at the naive members.

“They’ve already broken our ship, stolen our fish, and beaten up our seniors. You’ll be ridiculed among your peers for losing face because of them.”

It was already too late to turn back.

“If people start calling you ‘the ones beaten by first-years,’ what do you think your academy life will be like until you graduate?”

Once you’re looked down on, your life at the academy is pretty much over until graduation.

Realizing the gravity of the situation, the second-years’ eyes gleamed with venom.

“Paper Company may have hit first, but they went too far. Shooting ballistae!”

“And what about throwing battering rams and blaming us for losing them to the third-year assistant? We even received a compensation claim! It’s still infuriating!”

“It’s bad enough we suffered, but we can’t become lifelong laughingstocks until we graduate!”

Furious, the second-years vowed revenge.

Paper Company, wrongfully labeled as child abusers, was the angriest of all.

‘Now that we’ve been branded as trash by the whole school because of that kid, next time I see that brat, I’ll really beat her up!’

***

After the chaos during dinner, it was time for the fifth period class, “Nighttime Activities of Adventurers.”

We had planned to run away as soon as we heard the skeleton instructor’s bones rattling, but luckily, it was Professor Sadako in the classroom.

She floated on the water, her long hair spread out like seaweed, and her pale skin made her look like a corpse. 

It would be nice if she didn’t just wait around like that.

Even without the skeleton instructor, Jiang and Titosso’s pupils were shaking madly.

“I want to go back.”

“This is too scary.”

It was already too late.

As if to remind us of the saying “no turning back,” Professor Sadako, who was floating like a drowned corpse, slowly rose from the water.

Looking like a ghoul rising from the depths of hell, poor Titosso was frozen like a deer in headlights, unable to even scream.

“You’ve arrived.”

“Hello, Professor!”

“I heard the second-years fought with the first-years.”

Despite her appearance, Professor Sadako wasn’t out of touch with academy news.

“Anyway, it was their fault!”

“Did you bring the corpse?”

“…Why would we bring that!”

“Oh dear.”

Professor Sadako genuinely seemed disappointed.

“I was planning to teach you the spells for creating zombies and skeletons. What a shame.”

“…We came here for the ‘Nighttime Activities of Adventurer class, not to learn necromancy!”

“I know. But if you summon undead, you can solve all the inconveniences and difficulties of night activities. It’s not a bad skill to learn… probably.”


“Probably?!”

Without even looking back, Jiang tried to run away, but a skeletal hand that emerged from the ground grabbed her foot.

As Titosso tried to get up, skeletal hands pushed her down into her seat, but Professor Sadako spoke calmly.

“I don’t allow anyone to leave during the lecture… for safety reasons.”

“You… you’re a crazy professor. What have you done around us?!”

We realized it then.

No matter what we did with the second-years, the scariest ones were still the professors.

***

The trio was running back, terrified, after the lecture ended.

Watching the backs of the first-year freshmen, Sadako felt a sense of satisfaction.

“I didn’t know you were such a kind person. Are you enjoying nurturing students?”

“…Professor Destroyer, it seems you are quite interested in Oknodie.”

Sadako responded in an inorganic voice to the voice of Professor Destroyer, who was speaking calmly from behind her.

“That one is a real monster.”

“Is that why you cast the <Nightmare of Struggle> spell?”

“Oh my, you noticed?”

“A necromancer tends to have a deep understanding of mental systems.”

No matter their specialty, truly excellent talents always stand out, regardless of the field.

Oknodie was particularly notable in that regard.

Most professors who had taught her rated her highly, often giving her the highest marks or something close to it.

“You can’t monopolize her.”

“I had no intention of doing so. She’s not someone I can handle alone.”

“…Even you, a former hero?”

It was a bit surprising.

Although Destroyer was known among the professors for having an indeterminate level of skill, Professor Sadako knew him from outside the academy before he was invited there.

She knew how formidable he was as a member of the previous hero’s party.

For him to speak so cautiously…

“The influence of the Wiheomhae Foundation is beyond imagination.”

“…Of all places, it had to be them.”

“The informant I sent hasn’t been in contact. It’s been a while since I’ve lost one of my limbs.”

“…Why are you telling me this?”

“If you need disposable minions, there’s nothing better than the undead, right?”

“I’d rather not be dragged into something messy…”

“As mentors who care for Oknodie, let’s not be stingy. Don’t you want to know more about her first mentor who made her at the foundation?”

Professor Sadako’s lips twisted.

“Name the pawn you want.”

***

Morning arrived.

I put on my uniform and sprinkled the flower seeds I had secretly taken from the flower bed yesterday into a floating water bottle with a Mandragora.

“Ptooey.”

The picky Mandragora spat out the seeds and picked them out of the water one by one.

It seems my attempt to make the potion fragrant by feeding it fragrant food in advance was a failure.

Tsk.

Who does it take after to be such a picky eater?

If it took after me, it would eat whatever it’s given.

“Achoo.”

Maybe it’s because I fell into the water yesterday.

When I stepped into the hallway, I felt a sudden chill.

Looking closely, I wasn’t the only one shivering and huddling.

“Good morning, Isabel. It’s colder than usual today.”

“Of course it’s cold. The ice field has opened.”

“Huh?”

“Look over there.”

Isabel pointed out the window.

First-year students were walking to school, tapping their scabbards and staffs on the icy path.


“Irene got annoyed because of the waves and froze everything.”

“Wow. She must have a lot of mana.”

“Thanks to her, it’s easier for us too. Let’s hurry to school before the ice melts.”

Along the way, there were rafts and shoes with frozen soles.

I’ll have to go around collecting those with Jezel later when the ice melts.



 
  
    Chapter 116: Fear of Seniors


Velocasio chuckled at the sight of the second-year students filling the infirmary.

The medical tags on the beds of the patients read “frostbite,” “cold hands and feet,” and the like.

He flipped over a tag with his finger and saw the name “Paper Company” written on the back.

He had marked this student as a puppet head for the illegal cultivation of Red Fanged mushrooms, but unlike his skill in handling colleagues, none of his plans had succeeded.

“I wondered where you all had gone, and here you are, looking pathetic.”

“It’s not our fault… Those guys were too strong! Ugh. How could the advanced and lower classes be so united…!”

“The advanced class helping the lower class?”

“No doubt about it. We initially targeted the lower class, but suddenly an upper-class student intervened and froze the entire area!”

Paper Company felt unjustly treated.

Casting magic on moving objects is challenging.

Fixing them in place depends heavily on the caster’s magic control.

It requires anchoring the coordinates, suppressing fluctuations, and continuously gathering the dispersing force.

As the area increases, the mana and mental power required, as well as the calculations, naturally increase.

“Freezing more than 5 cm of fluid at once and maintaining it for over 20 minutes… It’s magic so powerful it even created icy paths beyond the area!”

For the first time, a look of surprise appeared in Velocasio’s eyes.

“The advanced class is indeed the upper class. To display such performance as a first-year…”

Magic is a battle of intelligence and affinity.

High intelligence can reduce the amount of mana and mental power required for spell calculations.

Any unfinished spells can be cast with the intention of forming the mana using affinity.

You either have to be incredibly intelligent or have exceptionally high elemental affinity.

Otherwise, to become a wizard, one must endure harsh training in an extreme natural environment with the desired element for years.

If not, the only option is to study diligently, learn the spells, and try to increase the calculation capacity through effort.

But it’s only been about ten days.

How much could a first-year have learned about spells in this short time?

This must be purely the power of affinity.

“You’ve been through a lot.”

Velocasio softened his expression.

Incompetence is a sin, but being caught in a natural disaster is not.

“Are… you forgiving us?”

“Despite appearances, I’m quite reasonable. I’m not going to demand the impossible with unreasonable complaints.”

“Velocasio…! I always thought you were just an annoying guy who made us do all the work, but you have a warm heart!”

Velocasio decided to change his approach.

The ice incident made it clear.

The first-year lower-class students could be manipulated at any time.

The issue was with the advanced class.

Especially the two students who had crucially disrupted Paper Company’s plan.

“Top of Group A, Oknodie. Northern Duke’s daughter, Irene. From now on, focus on these two.”

“Oknodie…! Because of that sly girl, rumours spread that I hit a ten-year-old kid seriously. I will never forgive her!!”

“Good. Don’t forget that anger.”

It was also Oknodie who had interrupted Velocasio’s contract scam.

If they wanted to manipulate the first-years like puppets, they had to deal with Oknodie.

“Investigate Oknodie starting today. Quietly. Try not to get caught. Can you do it?”

“I’ll do my best!”

Paper Company steeled his resolve.

***

After leaving the infirmary, he had heard several of his colleagues declare their departure from the illegal cultivation group.

“The advanced-class students are too strong regardless of grade. I have no confidence we can win.”

“Forget revenge. I don’t have time to keep up with classes if we keep wasting time like this. I’m quitting.”

“Do you know how terrifying it was when the Wind Walker magic on my feet started to fade while we were running to the infirmary? I never want to go through that again.”

He couldn’t blame them for their cowardice.

He still remembered the fear when his shoes and the soles of his feet froze in an instant.

In the blink of an eye, the magic surged like a giant wave, freezing the water and creating a chilling cold.

Crunch, crunch

With every step, the cold seeped in, and the socks struggled to keep his skin from sticking to the ground. 

He had to squeeze out all his remaining mana to keep his feet from freezing.

Even then, he had to keep walking with tears in his eyes, thanks to Irene, who kept casting magic on her way to school.

-No… I’m out of mana…!

-Ugh! My feet are so cold!

-Don’t touch the ground with your hands! What will you do if they stick to the floor?

From the start, they were inferior students, desperate enough to engage in illegal Red Fanged mushroom cultivation to increase their total mana.

Running out of mana and suffering from frostbite on the ice was a natural result.

“Maybe it’s for the best. The unfaithful ones have fallen away, but we’re different.”

He looked at the last remaining colleague by his side.

Second-year Knight Department <Box Chowder>.

Second-year Magic Department <Paper Company>.

Now, the two of them must carry on the revenge.

“Box, are your grades okay?”

“They’re fine.”

Box Chowder replied.

“If I drop one class.”

“Box…! That’s too crazy!”

“This incident made me realize. Even with weapon training and methods to increase mana through unconventional means, we’re helpless in front of true strength.”

It wasn’t as if attending one more lecture would improve their skills.

“To defeat the strong, we must find and exploit their weaknesses like a hunter. Participating in this operation is part of that practice.”

Acknowledging his own weakness, but instead of crumbling, he sought a new method.

Inspired by Box Chowder’s bold decision, Paper Company also felt a burning determination.

“Box. Let’s definitely succeed!”

***

A second-year underachieving male student quietly summoned his determination.


The start of an investigation begins with gathering information.

The Paper Company, who was unknown to other second-year students, handed out snacks and said,

“I’ll give you this if you can go ask the first-year students if they know anything about Oknodie  or Irene.”

“Why? Are you going to beat someone up again?”

“…I’m going to apologize!”

Most students scoffed, thinking it was just an excuse from a loser, but a few gave them a chance.

“Being able to reflect on an unjust past is a form of courage. I’ll help you take the first step toward clearing your disgraceful past. Good luck, Paper Company.”

“T-thank you…”

With a handsome face, a friendly personality, and excellent grades, the popular second-year lower class talent, <Antinor>, quickly gathered the information he wanted.

“That Oknodie kid seems to have a pretty good reputation. Despite being only around ten years old, as the youngest top student, she stood out in running, physical strength, archery, swordsmanship, trading, and writing speed.”

“Huh, what a real monster… What about magic?”

“She hasn’t shown much magical talent yet. She might like a gift related to that.”

Though the Paper Company planned to use the gift as a means of attack, they forced a smile and acted politely.

“Thanks. That helps a little.”

“Oh, but try to avoid giving anything related to cold resistance as a gift.”

“Why?”

“I heard that when that Irene used ice magic, she once moved right behind her at close range.”

He knew he was weak.

He knew geniuses were outstanding.

But moments like this, where he felt such intense helplessness, were rare.

Clang.

“Paper Company? What’s wrong? You suddenly dropped what you were holding. Did you come out of the medical room too early, trying to show off?”

“M-maybe…”

Holding his forehead, Paper Company tried to calm his throbbing head.

But he knew.

This wasn’t a pain that could be calmed down in this way.

It was because of jealousy.

A huge jealousy towards an incomparable talent was causing his headache.

‘I heard it was ice magic so powerful it forced me to rely on the medical room just to stand on my own two feet.’

Despite being much younger, Oknodie never had to rely on the medical room, even while accompanying an ice mage at close range.

‘There might still be another weakness.’

Clinging to a sliver of hope, Paper Company continued gathering information.

When he met with Box Chowder at the rendezvous point to compile the information he had gathered all weekend, he realized.

The hollow eyes and deep despair reflected in Box Chowder’s eyes were likely more intense than his own.

“What information did you find?”

“I got Oknodie’s course registration form.”

“Was there a problem?”

With a serious face, Box Chowder pointed to “The Adventures of the Retired Hero” scheduled for second period on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

“Do you know what this class is?”

“I’ve never seen it before.”

“It’s a class taught by <Destroyer>, the world’s greatest Rogue who worked as an all-around talent in a legendary hero party.”

“W-what?!”

“Since he entered the academy, Oknodie has been the only student in this class. It means she’s been chosen as the next generation Warrior party candidate by a former hero.”

Even at Gift Academy, the world’s best educational institution, there are differences in rank among professors.

The value of a production professor who makes the best tiles in the world is not the same as a combat professor who can best use people’s necks.

“So, Oknodie…”

“You have to see her as the most likely candidate to become the world’s best Rogue in our generation.”

“W-wait. Wait a second. Rogues specialize in information activities, right? So, does that mean she knows we’ve been digging for information over the past few days?!”

Fear flickered in Box Chowder’s eyes.

Paper Company’s hands trembled, spilling water from his cup.


“That’s not all.”

“What else is there!”

“There’s also a rumour that she’s an active assassin trained by a noble family.”

Paper Company thought.

Tonight, he would sleep in the wardrobe instead of his bed.



 
  
    Chapter 117: Senior’s Dormitory


“Oknodie. Some seniors have been digging into you.”

“Oknodie. Did you do something wrong to the seniors?”

“Oknodie. Be careful when you’re alone!”

Thanks to gaining favor with many students at various events, NPCs kept warning me as I passed by.

“Thank you!”

When I smiled, showing my white teeth, the NPCs patted my head with a look that said I was adorable and then walked away, feeling pleased as they looked at their hands.

While I don’t get the thrill of instilling fear and controlling people with the strength I had as a muscle-bound brute, feeling like a pet isn’t so bad either.

‘I don’t know if I should be thankful for this.’

I still don’t understand what my childhood friend, Sia, was thinking when she sent me into this game world.

Though I have many questions, the bright and cheerful body I’m in quickly washes away any gloomy or worrying feelings.

If a problem arises, I just need to solve it one by one!

Since the seniors started digging into my background first, I guess I can dig into theirs too, right?

With the advice from students and a bit of information gathering, I quickly found out who was digging into me.

“Huh. So, it’s someone called <Paper Company> and <Box Chowder>.”

Both are names I’ve never heard before.

They’re extras.

Second-year students from the Department of Magic and the Department of Knights, respectively.

They have enough skill to get into Gift Academy, but not enough talent or mana to stand out.

They barely passed the entrance exam in the first year through effort or talent, but they haven’t even reached the average level of their grade.

They’re common underachievers who work hard but face a wall due to their lack of talent.

‘They remind me of newbies!’

New players are just like that.

At first, they’re just struggling to survive at the academy.

Then they might look for shortcuts by doing the bad things they see others doing.

Occasionally, they strike it big and enjoy the benefits for a while, but nine times out of ten, it’s not them but some lucky NPC who reaps the rewards.

The illegal cultivation of Red Fanged mushrooms wasn’t much different.

Wasn’t it the principal and I who consumed the magical spore sacs?

The wealthy are worse, as the opportunities painstakingly cultivated by underachievers are often snatched away by some talented NPC who just happens to pass by.

That’s why you shouldn’t do anything illegal.

Even if something is taken, it’s hard to demand compensation or express your grievance.

‘It’s kind of pitiful, so I won’t give them a hard time; maybe just mess with them a little?’

Before Monday.

Late at night over the weekend.

I snuck into the second-year boys’ dormitory.

‘Hmm. The security is as lax as ever.’

There’s a detection magic net made of mana.

It detects when a creature of a certain body temperature and size touches it, sending a signal to the dormitory supervisor’s office.

The security isn’t as strict as in the freshmen’s dormitory, but there’s some measure in place to prevent crimes!

But as long as you don’t get caught, it’s fine.

With my small body and height of 133cm, avoiding the detection patterns and climbing the window was easy.

Climbing the outer wall smoothly like a lizard, I peeked into the window.

There was no one in the bedroom, perhaps because they were out.

Good for me!

When I tried to gently push the window, it felt locked with a click.

Well, I came prepared with a wire.

Click, click…

Slide.

As I opened the window and entered, I stepped on something like cookie crumbs on the floor.

This senior is something else.

It seems he’s the type to keep his room messy.

Just like they say that Westerners wear shoes even in their bedrooms, this dorm really lacks an Eastern sensibility.

“Senior, you’re really something. Leaving traces all over the place messily. Aren’t you afraid of attracting mice by living so dirty?”

A room without any signs of people.

I came to give a stern warning not to snoop around other people’s business, but the dirty state of the dorm made me so angry that I started wandering around the room.

It’s usually a shared common room, but luckily, this senior was using a four-person room alone.

Thanks to that, I was able to freely move around and found a broom and dustpan.

Swish, swish.

As I was diligently cleaning up, I found something caught in the broom under the bed.

I pulled it out with my fingers and found it was a textbook.

But who keeps a textbook under the bed?

As I turned the pages, sure enough, it wasn’t just a textbook.

There was a magazine with scantily clad women seducing men and doing suggestive things.

“Huh.”

This senior has quite a taste.

I’ve come across various erotic media when I was a guy, but this was a new preference.

“If someone finds this, they’d be mortified. Hehe.”

I should understand it with the sensibility of my former male self.

Using this to blackmail someone would be considered a sex crime these days.

I’m so diligent in upholding gender equality!

I put the textbook back under the bed just as it was.

While waiting for the senior to return, I looked around the room more and noticed an assignment on the desk.

I solved the problems out of boredom, but the person never showed up.

‘Are they staying out overnight?’

I was curious to meet them because of their unusual name, but I guess I won’t be able to this time.

It seems today wasn’t the right day.

Still, let’s not be too disappointed.

It’s a shame to waste time, but there’s always another day.

I’ll come back and play again next time!

[You infiltrated the dorm room of the senior who was investigating you and escaped easily.]


[Fear Inducement Experience +5]

[Cleaning Experience +5]

[Climbing Experience +5]

[Lock Picking Experience +3]

[Detection Experience +3]

[Exploration Experience +1]

[Bad Kid Experience +1]

But why did my Fear Inducement Experience go up?

On the way home, I thought it over and realized.

A house suddenly cleaned by itself.

An automatic activation of the fear-inducing function.

An insightful deduction hit me.

“Aha.”

Senior, you have a fear of secret helpers!

A senior who is afraid of cleaning, that’s kind of funny.

It would be even scarier if I went to cook for you later, so I’m even more excited.

If I ever need to cook, I’ll definitely bring some here too!

***

Late at night.

Just as I was getting used to the uncomfortable sleeping arrangement in the closet.

Rattle.

In my sleep, my ears caught the sound of a window shaking.

Paper Company, who is considered to have excellent hearing even among the lower class, picked up the sound.

Living on a high floor, it was not unusual for the fierce wind to rattle the windows.

Thinking it was the same today, I tried to go back to sleep.

Rattle, rattle.

But I woke up to the unusually loud window noise.

What kind of wind is this strong?

Are mosquitoes swarming in front of the window?

Just as I was about to open the closet and check, I heard a sound I shouldn’t have—the sound of the window lock turning.

Can mosquitoes these days even pick locks with their proboscises?

It was better when such absurd thoughts crossed my mind.

Mosquitoes are easy to deal with as long as they don’t come in swarms.

Thud.

But then I heard footsteps.

The powder I had sprinkled in front of the window to make a noise in case of an intrusion did its job.

It wasn’t a sound that a light mosquito could make.

It wasn’t a mosquito.

It was a person.

Just as I realized this, I heard a mocking voice as if the person knew his identity had been discovered.

“Senior, really. Leaving traces all over the place, living so messily. Aren’t you afraid of attracting rats living like this?”

It was a voice that shouldn’t be heard here, that wasn’t supposed to be heard.

‘No way. This is the 10th floor!!’

An impossible height for someone to enter.

There’s no way a first-year student learned flight magic, which is taught from the third year.

So how on earth did this person get up here?

My fear-stricken mind craved an answer.

A memory I didn’t want to recall surfaced at the perfect time.

-There’s a rumor that she is an active assassin trained by a noble family.

Right, if she is an assassin, it wouldn’t be impossible.

Indeed, if she discovered my investigation into her.

Box Chowder was right.

Oknodie is both a Rogue and an assassin.

She must not have liked the impertinent student who provoked her.

“If you get caught doing something like this, you’ll die. Hehe.”

A voice without a hint of malice, even sounding amused.

This kid is enjoying the thought of killing!!!

Paper Company squeezed his eyes shut.

He was afraid that even the whites of his eyes visible through the closet crack might give him away.

Trembling in fear, silently apologizing for provoking someone he shouldn’t have, Paper Company could hear Oknodie’s footsteps as she didn’t leave.

Ssss.

Ssss.

As if aware of his sharp hearing, she moved around the room, erasing any signs of someone living there, making a brushing sound.

What does this mean?

What is she planning?

Surely, she is not cleaning just because she want to.

It’s a warning.

Yes, this is definitely a warning.

I already know what you’re good at.

Erasing traces of people is nothing.

‘Please forgive me, please forgive me, please forgive me!’

Praying desperately with his eyes closed, Paper Company realized that the cold wind from outside had long since stopped.

Did she leave?

Did she really leave?

If I open the door, she is not going to be standing there saying, “Found you. Hehe.” Right?

“Gasp…!”

Trembling with fear, Paper Company cautiously stepped out of the closet, clutching his pounding heart and breathing heavily.

The room was neatly organized, looking like an empty room with no signs of anyone living there.

For some reason, the assignment on his desk had answers written in neat handwriting.

Why did she solve this?


She couldn’t have solved it because she was bored.

Is there some hidden meaning?

Moreover, this… Even though it’s a pre-study assignment for the class, it was difficult enough that we were told we could leave early if we solved it.

‘Why are you doing this to me? Did you solve the problems because you want to make me do something during class?!’

Paper Company trembled in fear for a long time.



 
  
    Chapter 118: Reactions that should not be shown


A nightmare week has passed for the freshmen.

[Weekly Event <Heavy Rain Week> has been completed.]

[A survival bonus of 100 points has been awarded.]

“Wow! It’s food money!”

“We can buy food now!”

The lower-class students cheered.

Weekly events aren’t all bad, I guess!

But as an experienced player, I was trembling with fear.

“Arcadia, sis. Please, do not have tea time at the outdoor table this week.”

“Oh dear, Dee. Don’t you miss having tea time with me? Is spending time with this sister of yours now tiresome and bothersome? Sob sob.”

“No, it’s not that! It’s a safety issue.”

Arcadia, who was pretending to cry playfully, raised her head, which had been buried in her hands.

“Safety? Could it be more dangerous than last week when the Giant King Crabs were roaming around?”

“Rain is scary when it falls, but it’s even scarier after it stops!”

Arcadia, who had spent her life by the sea and was a water-type character, didn’t seem to understand, but the terrain here included mountains.

This isn’t the kind of place where you can naively say, “Unlike the Florence Kingdom, which is secretly called the kingdom of seafood fusion, the water isn’t salty here!”

“Hello, everyone. Did you have a good week? Even if you didn’t, it doesn’t matter. You’re just powerless freshmen, so just think you had a good week!”

Monday morning, during the first period homeroom.

Shapeshifting Professor Mahabharata cheerfully greeted everyone.

“Ah, and this week’s new weekly event <Beware of Mosquitoes> has been announced, so please be extra careful when going out! You all remember the terror of mosquitoes from the entrance exam, right?”

The students who almost failed or couldn’t use the magic circle immediately because of mosquitoes grimaced.

But even they did not truly understand the real fear of the <Mosquito Warning>.

“Oknodie, there’s going to be a lot of mosquitoes.”

“That’s great. I stocked up on mosquito repellent just in case. It looks like business will be good this week.”

“Darn it. We can’t go to the mountains. I guess I’ll have to eat bananas later.”

My companions were chatting leisurely.

Their attention, however, was drawn to the Eastern swordsman Xing, who suddenly stood up from his seat by the window.

It wasn’t just the three of us who noticed him.

Xing, the most silent student in the advanced class.

Everyone was curious as to why he reacted so intensely.

“Did he forget to turn off the water in the bathroom?”

“Maybe he forgot an assignment.”

“Could he be missing a lover he left back home? He’s quite good-looking, despite being gruff.”

Unfortunately, all their guesses were wrong.

“A swarm of mosquitoes!!!”

“What?!”

He was alarmed by the sight of a swarm of mosquitoes flying outside the window.

Mosquitoes the size of fists.

***

There is a saying by a British economist that the road to hell is paved with good intentions.

Principal Dragon was no different from that saying.

He didn’t have any malice, really.

In fact, his concern for the students moved him to act, so Professor Mahabharata questioned him today.

“What was your reason for bringing in a swarm of mosquitoes this time, Principal?”

“After a flood, pests and diseases are bound to spread. We need to clean the facilities and carry out pest control. It would be troublesome if the freshmen wandered around carelessly.”

“Your intentions are always commendable. It’s just that the process is too overwhelming for the students.”

Principal Dragon had something to say.

“If they can’t handle that, do they deserve to be in the world’s top academy?”

He never stops with that “world’s top” talk.

Has this dragon forgotten that he once produced the world’s greatest villain from his academy?

“Do I really need to remind you about the student who grew up under your early teachings and became a mighty demon king?”

“Oh, that was a long time ago. Everyone makes mistakes at first and gets used to things.”

The principal laughed it off.

Mahabharata agreed.

After all, the principal had mellowed out over the past thousand years.

He used to storm into royal palaces demanding treasure, destroy a tower, kidnap a princess, and fill his lair with gold and jewels.

He has become quite the educator, especially with this game.

“Still, please be careful not to let any students die. We have parent-teacher meetings every month, and it wouldn’t look good if there were empty seats with flower vases on the desks.”

“This generation is so weak.”

“…People will think you’re a cruel dragon who tortures students to death.”

“I disagree with that!”

The principal flared up.

“I’m already trying hard not to treat these freshmen like fourth-years!”

“…I would appreciate it if you continued to restrain yourself.”

As the head of the first-year students, not a dragon guardian, Mahabharata sincerely requested this.

***

Weekly events.

Depending on the weekly events determined by the principal’s whims, some characters flourish, and others decline.

That doesn’t mean you should play selfishly, distancing yourself from those who are disadvantaged and getting closer to those who are advantageous; that will just hurt your reputation as a player.

Build relationships diligently and don’t abandon or ignore your struggling companions when times get tough!

It might be hard for novice players to follow, but seasoned players regard this as a golden rule for surviving in the academy.

Last week, the electric attribute was strong, and the fire attribute was weak. 

This week, the fire attribute is strong, and the water attribute is weak, creating a rotation of attributes in the academy.

Instead of constantly switching between attribute characters, experienced players cultivate a few chosen attributes, like a farmer sowing seeds, in response to the events.

They analyze which events occur more frequently and which side the principal’s interests lean toward.

This is the strategy of expert players who see the principal’s tactics as key points.

But seasoned players don’t worry about that and just raise the companions they want to raise.

Why?

Because they plan to overcome any event with their abilities!


By now, some players are fixated on all-power characters like the Warior Ishtar and only raise power-type companions, or they recruit party members purely based on charm, creating a flower garden.

There are even some truly crazy seasoned players who create absurd parties with the concept <So Obvious Even a Fool Could Understand>, but just watching those on VTube is terrifying enough for me—I would never do it!

‘Jigoku was part of that absurd party, but surprisingly, they were the mildest madness.’

Fortunately, my current parties are <Entrance Exam Party> and <Group Project Outcast Party>.

There’s no chance of a horrific event where a crazy psycho lesbian kidnaps me and keeps me from attending lectures while using me as a rug.

All I have to do is prepare to ward off mosquitoes and survive the week.


“Mosquitoes are scarier than assignments…”

“Finish one assignment, and there’s another. Finish the next one, and there’s another. Finish another, and another one comes up…”

“Did the Empire train their kids like this from an early age as part of their education? I respect them.”

Well, students are busy enough with assignments to worry about weekly events!

So it’s time for me, Oknodie, to step up.



 
  
    Chapter 119: First Magic Practice


Son Ohchun couldn’t understand the mindset of fools who trained hard all day.

“Do you think your unused body will get any better from doing that?”

“Well… the body is honest. If you exercise, you build stamina and get stronger little by little. There’s a difference in talent, but isn’t it better than doing nothing?”

“That’s something only people who have nothing to lose say. You, employer, have a lot of money. You have plenty of points too.”

“That’s true, but…”

“Wouldn’t it be much better to save up and buy armor with body enhancement functions in one go, rather than training?”

How clueless is he, not knowing how expensive armour is.

Jezel felt an urge to kick the shin of the brazen monkey-like demihuman, but he knew it would hurt his own foot more, so he just laughed it off.

“Last week was swimming, so our bodies weren’t too sore, but we were warned that we’ll be learning horseback riding from next week. We need to build lower body strength diligently.”

“Right. With Tuesday right around the corner, there’s no time to earn enough points to buy armor.”

Even Son Ohchun, who was confident in his stamina and toughness, struggled with the double-intensity swimming lessons from Professor Plato over the weekend.

Just as he had a hard time getting used to the water, horseback riding lessons will be just as mentally exhausting if he isn’t familiar with them.

“…Aren’t you doing any practice to prepare for the class?”

“I’m doing it. Stamina recovery practice.”

“If we could mix your laziness with Oknodie’s constant bustling around, it would be perfect.”

Unlike Son Ohchun, who lazed around under the pretence of guarding or recovering stamina, Oknodie was always running around the academy grounds.

There was even a saying that if you want to meet Oknodie, don’t look for her; just wait in front of the dining hall.

-Ah. Oknodie, the honour student, doesn’t need to attend supplementary classes because she’s a top performer.

She didn’t even show up for the hellish double-intensity swimming special training over the weekend.

No one knows where she was or what she was doing during that time.

“Don’t belittle the value of effort. You’re also studying hard, using that unused brain of yours, aren’t you?”

“Ugh. Isabel, you’re not taking a course on Developing insight, but on delivering critical damage, are you? Why does it hurt so much?”

At that moment, Isbael appeared and delivered a sharp remark.

Son Ohchun, pretending to be hurt, couldn’t hide his confusion.

“But where’s the little one?”

“She was called by the professor.”

“That’s too bad. She loves eating so much. We’ll have to eat without her.”

As Son Ohchun was about to head to the dining hall, Isabel stopped him.

“Wait. I need you two to respond to a consultation.”

“Seems serious.”

Jezel’s comment made Isabel’s expression even darker.

The keen-eyed Jezel noticed something unusual.

It was a darkness different in quality from the other students, who were worn out by harsh assignments.

It was as if someone harbored a deep grudge and walked the streets with a knife, wanting to kill someone.

Something serious must have happened.

“The noble family that raised Oknodie seems to be selling off children who don’t show results to a brothel.”

“!!”

“Hey! Oknodie is only about ten years old. A brothel for such a little kid? That’s absurd!”

Son Ohchun burst into a fiery rage.

However, Isabel, though biting her lip, did not retract her statement.

She told the two what happened in the Developing Insight class.

“…This is not good.”

“Is there any way we can help Oknodie?”

“I’m not talking about our little lady.”

Jezel focused on a different point.

“It may be too harsh to tell such an innocent child, but while Oknodie a little lady to us, to other students, she might seem like a monstrous lady. She possesses strength and virtue worthy of being the top of the group. Most of her peers can’t even compare to her.”

“So, you’re saying that because Oknodie is strong, we shouldn’t pity her?”

“Please don’t take it the wrong way. Realistically, the possibility that Oknodie won’t meet the organization’s standards is low. The problem is with the other candidates.”

“Other candidates…?”

“Usually, when an organization trains special agents for a specific purpose, they train several at the same time unless they’re short on budget or talent.”

Having traveled across the continent and gained knowledge, Isabel quickly understood what Jezel was getting at.

“Even if Oknodie is safe, the other candidates might not be… If Oknodie finds out, it could lead to trouble.”

“Exactly. For instance, she might try to protect the eliminated candidates by taking on the organization’s tasks herself, or the organization might demand she perform even more difficult tasks in exchange for not disposing of the other candidates.”

In the dark underworld, such methods are commonly used to deal with talents that don’t comply with control.

“I’ll investigate the other candidates from the same organization as Oknodie. You two should stay by Oknodie’s side as much as possible without disrupting your academy life.”

“If you’re going to do dangerous investigations, shouldn’t I be there with you?”

“Oknodie is the bigger concern. For now, good-hearted people have promised to keep the secret, but over time, bad-hearted people who hear the rumours might harass Oknodie.”

Son Ohchun groaned and pulled out the staff he had been carrying on his back.

“I just hope there won’t be any need to use weapons on campus.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll help as much as I can too.”

Having safely passed the entrance exam thanks to Oknodie, it was now their turn to protect her.

The three of them made a firm resolve.

***

During the <Fundamentals  and Understanding of Mana Usage> class.

Today, they would finally move beyond memorizing theories and formulas and learn actual magic.

“Rosgini, can we go home together after school? I heard fire magic works really well against mosquitoes.”

“Rosgini~! Forget about them and come with us~. We’re friends, right?”

“That, that cheeky girl. How dare she flirt with Rosgini with a smile?”

A master of natural magic.

A druid class from the dryad race.

Professor Weird, who had a crazy fast writing speed.

Despite the professor’s dislike for fire attribute students, Rosgini’s popularity soared to the sky.

Dorothy, standing nearby, criticized Rosgini.

“She’s really rude.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. I just thought so.”

“Pfft. What kind of reasoning is that?”

Dorothy, the source of bad rumors, seemed visibly displeased with Rosgini.

“But no one appreciates me or Sandkooker for working hard, while everyone wants to look good to Rosgini.”


“It’s because Rosgini has the power of fire magic! Dorothy, if you learned magic, you’d be popular too!”

“Do you think so?”

Rosgini, the apprentice mage of the Red Tower.

Or, as some call her, a mobile mosquito repellent.

Determined to be like her, Dorothy attended the lecture.

“Today, we’ll learn about magic. Do you remember the most basic mana formula you learned, called ‘Amplification’?”

“Yes!”

“‘Amplification’ is a useful formula that can be applied to many things. For example, you can use it to amplify the growth rate of plants to cast the Vine Binding spell, or increase the sweetness of sugar syrup to create the Sweet Water spell.”

The former is a magic often used by young mages who walk around the Adventurer’s Guild, struggling with oversized staffs as tall as they are.

The latter is a daily life magic sometimes used by wandering mages who visit local lords’ homes to ask for a night’s shelter.

Both are easy to use, which is a great advantage!

“Today, you’ll be using these two spells. Use the vine scraps on your desks to create vines suitable for tripping, and turn water into sweet water.”

Dorothy diligently carved a magic pass pattern onto the vine with an arrowhead.

“Is this how you do it? Is this right, Oknodie?”

“Uh… it’s not wrong, but it won’t work well!”

“Why not?”

“Carving patterns is classified under tattoo magic or engraving magic, which are different types of magic!”

“Then what should I do?”

“First, you need to decide the source of the magic’s power. What will you use as a medium to activate the magic? Use something other than tattoos or engravings!”

Usually, mages gather specific attribute mana with a staff to create a magic pass in the air and then cast spells.

However, using a staff is difficult when holding a sword in one hand and a dual weapon in the other.

“How do you use it, Oknodie?”

“I use this!”

A wand with a round, pearl-like orb at the end!

It’s much shorter than a staff, but it’s a decent medium for gathering attribute mana.

It acts as a filter and concentrator, sorting out the chaotic nearby attribute mana into the desired attribute for the user.

It’s often compared to a puzzle-solving tool in the use of magic, providing a significant advantage.

“Huh?”

But the colors of the gathered mana puzzle are a bit strange.

Natural mana is green.

Cold mana is blue.

Fire mana is red.

They should mostly be these colours.

However, the mana gathering around me with the wand is black, a color associated with sinister magic and bad omens.


Using the Amplification spell with such black mana is unlikely to produce good results.

<Amplification>

The vine, under the effect of the spell, turned pitch black, becoming a dangerous-looking vine covered with thorns.

“Wow. I didn’t realize when it was just a piece, but this is a thorn vine!”

Unaware of the situation, Dorothy simply marvelled cheerfully.



 
  
    Chapter 120: Results of Magic Practice


Professor Weird is often referred to as a crazy woman with flowers in her hair, a natural-born wild lunatic, and a carnivorous plant that devours seniors.

Despite the controversies surrounding her personality, she is entrusted with teaching the fundamentals and understanding of mana usage to first-year students because she is effective at laying a strong foundation for them.

“Rosgini, you’ve gathered too much fire attribute mana. The vines are probably very hot, so be careful not to touch them.”

“Sandkooker, you have a lot of earth attribute mana. For now, the vines are brittle like sand, but if you mix them properly with water and fire attributes, they will become as solid as pottery once fired.”

“You have no talent. No specific attribute has manifested, and your amplification level is quite lacking. However, if you work hard, you might at least learn how to make sugar water, so try your best.”

The student, who had been bluntly told they had no talent, teared up and started chanting “Amplify! Amplify!” repeatedly, drawing pitying looks from those around.

Even though it might be harsh, magic is a field that heavily relies on talent, so it’s better to be told the truth directly.

The truly scary professors are the ones who coax untalented students by telling them that hard work alone is enough, only to use them as errand runners, apprentices, or low-level assistants.

“Talent is determined by how good one’s affinity with attribute mana is, how well they can form a magical image, and how powerful their magic manifestation is, so effort isn’t entirely in vain…”

One can build empirical knowledge that can replace science through hard work and increase output by forming clear images from direct experiences and phenomena they have seen and heard.

However, if the inherent power and intensity of one’s magic manifestation are low, the effect of the same magic will be diminished.

If one cannot gather attribute mana well, they often remain at the level of non-attribute daily life magic or end their career as a magic tool craftsman.

“Oknodie, you have a lot of dark attribute mana.”

Before I knew it, Professor Weird was standing in front of my desk.

She stared at the blackened vine intently.

“And a lot of it, too.”

When she poked the vine with her short staff, black smoke started to billow out.

“Quite an immense amount.”

Dorothy, who was next to me, looked at me with concern.

“Is that bad?”

“Not at all. It’s rather a blessing. Judging by my observations, your dark attribute affinity seems to exceed 50%, which is an incredible number.”

“Wow, Oknodie has talent?”

“In terms of single attribute affinity, it’s even higher than Rosgini or Sandkooker.”

As the professor stayed in front of my desk, showering me with praise, everyone’s eyes turned toward me.

“Maybe it’s just a fluke? Like, a lucky accident?”

The attribute affinity a character is born with is also a random factor.

While it’s possible that my affinity is genuinely high, it could also be a stroke of luck.

“Then try casting a spell on water.”

<Sweetness Amplification>

The clear water in the cup turned pitch black.

Anyone could see that it was filled with dark attribute mana.

It felt like something that shouldn’t be amplified along with sweetness had been amplified.

“It might just look that way!”

Ignoring the strange bubbling sound coming from the dropper, Professor Weird dropped a droplet of the black water onto the blackened thorn vine.

The vine suddenly jerked up, sucking up all the moisture from the dropper.

The vine had grown about half a size bigger, and the professor marvelled at it.

“You’ve made a dark elixir!”

“What’s that, Professor?”

“It’s a type of attribute enhancer that boosts the vitality and strength of dark attribute beings. Naturally, it’s dangerous for other attribute beings, so don’t drink it, Dorothy.”

“I wouldn’t drink something that obviously dangerous even if you told me to! Oknodie, you too!”

“What about mixing it into food?”

“If you want to kill someone, you could do that, but the ingredient would be detected during a mana inspection, and your crime would be quickly discovered!”

“I didn’t intend to poison anyone; I just wanted to fill my Cooking Handbook?!”

Anyway, it was a disappointing result for me.

While practicing wand magic at Jonas’s mansion, I mainly practiced gathering and releasing mana, so I never directly manifested it.

I know how dangerous it is to use magic recklessly outside of Gift Academy.

That’s why I had high expectations.

Which attribute would I be strongest in?

Ice magic.

Fire magic.

I thought any attribute would be fine.

But being specialized in dark magic felt like a letdown, no matter how I thought about it.

“Oknodie, it seems you are attending Professor Sadako’s lecture.”

“That’s a lecture on Nighttime Activities of Adventurers!”

“Well, dark mages and necromancers often move around at night, so taking a Nighttime Activities of Adventurers as a basic course is fitting. It’s a great choice considering your future career.”

“……”

Was a tech tree being developed without my knowledge?!

A beginner player might have been terrified.

Of course, I knew since I’m an old hand at this.

But knowing doesn’t make it any less unpleasant.

Everyone has play styles they like and dislike.

As someone who enjoyed smashing things with physical attacks, I didn’t particularly like the sinister dark minions who used dark mana.

Above all, dark mana is considered an ominous power used by demons and mages who have colluded with them.

“Oknodie, you’re going to grow up to be a great dark mage.”

“I’m going to be a magic swordsman!”

“Sure. I also dreamed of becoming the World Tree when I was young.”

Darn it. 

I really am going to become one!

“Anyway, Oknodie, you should intentionally train to mix other attributes of mana to suppress the dangers of magic use. Dark mana inherently has an ominous quality that can lead to unpredictable outcomes.”

Thus ended the practical session that left only wounds.

[You have learned the creation magic of Dark Thornvine Root.]

[You have learned the creation magic of Dark Nourishment Elixir.]

Is this the result of a nature magic practical session…?

***

After the dejected Oknodie left the classroom, Professor Weird received a question from Dorothy, who always sat next to Oknodie.

“Why does Oknodie have such a high affinity for dark attributes?”

“That’s a question that shows a typical scholarly curiosity, even if they lack talent.”

“……”

“The reason for the high affinity with dark attributes is closely related to darkness or death.”


“Death?”

“Death is eternal darkness. A return to eternal darkness where one can never see the light again. It’s the most intimate act to increase the affinity for dark attributes.”

“So you think Oknodie’s high affinity for dark attributes is due to environmental factors?”

“That’s highly possible.”

Professor Weird continued.

She might have seen many dead people.

Grown up playing in a cemetery.

Experienced a war, a village ravaged by a plague, or a time of great famine.

“Or she might have killed many living beings. Such death-affiliated experiences would increase affinity.”

Professors who specialize in necromancy must be lucky.

While the professor looked at Oknodie enviously, the students were terrified.

“Come to think of it, I’ve heard rumours. That Oknodie might have been raised as an assassin in a noble family.”

“Killed a lot of living beings?”

“Killed enough people to have that level of affinity?”

Oknodie is scary!

Dorothy regretted asking the question publicly when she saw the students’ fearful reactions.

If she had known it would turn out like this, she would have visited the professor’s office later and asked privately.

It was too late to regret it.

The students who heard the rumour were busy gossiping about Oknodie.

“Everyone, don’t talk recklessly about Oknodie!”

Dorothy got angry.

Oknodie was being unfairly criticized because of her.

She felt the need to actively explain to defend her friend’s honour.

“The professor said, didn’t whe? That killing people increases dark attribute affinity.”

“It’s not just about killing people. She said living close to death also raises it.”

“Even if she received assassin training?”

“It’s just a rumour, not confirmed as true! Besides, Oknodie is young. Even if the rumour were true, would they really have allowed such a young child to engage in real combat?”

Sandkooker, an apprentice mage from the Yellow Mage Tower who had some social experience outside, agreed.

“They don’t let kids or apprentices practice recklessly. They make them practice basic work for a few years.”

Rosgini, an apprentice mage of red magic, asked.

“So, what kind of preliminary work does an apprentice assassin do?”

The students cautiously offered their opinions.


“Maybe transporting corpses?”

“Polishing murder tools?”

“Burying bodies in the mountains?”

Silence fell over the classroom.

The students’ feelings became complex, feeling both pity and fear.



 
  
    Chapter 121: Changed Attitudes of the Surroundings


Today, the people around me have been acting strangely.

“Oknodie, you poor thing! When you run out of points and starve, you can eat the whole wheat bread you’ve been saving!”

“Are you crazy? Why are you being nice to a corpse carrier? You might end up buried in a cemetery!”

Suddenly, a stranger came up to me and offered me food, and then others tried to stop him.

I grabbed Mob, who was passing by in the hallway, and asked.

“Mob, why are people calling me a corpse carrier?”

Mob, who was drinking water, spluttered and coughed.

“Who said that?”

“People passing by.”

“I’ll find out after the lecture.”

“There’s no need for that.”

“No, it’s bothering me.”

Since he insisted on doing it, I just let it go. 

He came to me looking gaunt, as if he hadn’t eaten all evening.

“Oknodie, there’s a strange rumor going around about you. This isn’t my opinion; I’m just telling you what I heard, so don’t misunderstand.”

“Okay!”

“People think that because you’ve seen and dealt with many corpses, you have a high affinity for dark attributes. There’s also a rumor that you’re part of an assassin family.”

“Oh, I see.”

So that’s why!

No wonder things felt strange.

Just as I nodded, finally understanding, Mob, who seemed far from relieved, looked at me seriously and asked.

“So… is it true?”

“What’s true?”

“The rumor that your affinity for dark attributes has increased because you’ve carried corpses and acted as an assassin.”

Well…

If this was a game, I could easily dismiss it as nonsense, but this is reality, so I’m a bit confused.

As a player, I’ve experienced countless deaths and committed murders while “playing” this game, even encountering “world destruction.”

If those were calculated as my own affinity, my dark attribute affinity would be off the charts.

But even if it’s calculated based on “Oknodie” affinity, could the result be any different?

Honestly, I don’t know much about the background of this character in this round.

Since the Random Papa event, I haven’t received any information related to my character’s past.

“Um… I’m not sure!”

“How can you say you’re not sure? It’s your business. Can’t you just say it’s not true?”

“But it’s confusing!”

“What’s confusing?”

“Whether it’s because of what I did before or what I saw this time.”

Mob looked around as if he had uncovered some dark secret of the world.

There wasn’t anyone nearby who seemed to be listening in on our conversation.

“Oknodie, don’t say things like that anywhere.”

“Why?”

“Just don’t, okay?”

“Um… no!”

“You’ll be in danger!”

“Me?”

“The kids are scared of you. If they hear things like this, they’ll be even more scared. They might even tell their parents to get you expelled!”

Such worries are unnecessary.

This is a place where not even a king’s request to expel a student would be granted.

Even the third princess, Yayoi, entered the academy alone with only a stand-in, and if caught, she might even be summoned by the emperor.

Of course, the princess could just ignore it and stay, while the emperor might try to take her away.

If I participate and help, there might be some good rewards, so maybe I’ll maintain a friendly relationship?

“Oknodie, this is your problem, so think about it seriously!”

“Well… unless Papa calls me, I won’t get expelled!”

“Papa…? You mean Oknodie’s father?”

“Yeah!”

“The Papa you’re talking about isn’t the person who trained you as an assassin, but your real father, right?”

“Yeah, yeah!”

The only one who sends letters in the Random Papa event is the dad!

So it’s definitely my dad.

“Hah… I don’t know what’s going on. Anyway, be careful. Don’t get hurt by the change in how people treat you.”

“Mob, you’re a kind kid, aren’t you?”

“What are you talking about! It’s natural to repay kindness, take care of children, or be kind to women!”

“Pongpong?”

“Pong… what?”

“Nothing!”

He’s not even that good-looking, but Mob’s values are so pongpong, it’s a bit worrying.

He should be worrying about himself, not me.

Mob, who was suspiciously looking this way, eventually ran off after reminding me not to forget his advice when Jiang and Titosso, who were taking the next lecture with me, approached.

“What’s with him?”

“Is he Oknodie’s boyfriend~?”

“He’s just a nice kid!”

Titosso chuckled as she watched Mob run down the hallway and fall flat on his face.

“He’s cute!”

“Should I introduce you?”

“What are you talking about? No, thanks.”

Well, who cares what others think?

As long as the people I’m close to stay the same!

***

Oknodie’s expression, actions, and attitude were the same as usual.

After observing her closely, Jiang concluded.


“What a waste of worry.”

It was natural for an exposed assassin to be feared or become the subject of hatred and contempt.

Oknodie had already become the subject of too much attention.

It was expected that such a situation would arise and that she would face burdensome scrutiny that would be too much for a child to bear, but surprisingly, her attitude remained unchanged.

There was only one difference.

When she encountered people who feared or spoke ill of her in the hallway, she would either awkwardly change her path or turn her head to avoid them.

“Don’t you think Oknodie is a bit pitiful?”

“Not really. It’s something an assassin has to deal with.”

“Is that so…? I don’t really get it.”

“That’s because Titosso isn’t an assassin.”

Titosso, who had accidentally made friends with two assassins despite not being one herself.

Suddenly, Jiang became curious.

“Aren’t you scared, Titosso?”

“Why though?”

“We are.”

“Oknodie and Jiang?”

Jiang blinked her eyes.

After a moment of contemplation, the expression that appeared in her eyes was not fear or disgust, but trust.

“Not at all!”

“Really?”

“Oknodie and Jiang are much cooler friends than the students in the ‘Developing Insight’ class who have no sense of loyalty.”

“You’re a strange kid, Titosso.”

“Pfft. You’re a kid too, Jiang. And the third smallest one in the academy.”

A kid who screams and faints at the sight of an undead but has the courage to trust and befriend an assassin—what a remarkable child.

“Titosso, don’t ever change.”

“Why all of a sudden? Did something happen?”

“Not really.”

If anything, it happened long ago and was over now.

It’s a common story for an assassin to become close to a child without them knowing, only for that child to realize the truth and then become a stranger.

Neither her master nor she, nor even perhaps her future disciple, could escape this fate.

Having been trained as an assassin, Oknodie could not avoid such a destiny either.

“You were lucky, Oknodie.”

She thought that Oknodie was fortunate not to bear the scars she had at Oknodie’s age.

Or perhaps it was even more unfortunate.

Because if betrayal was inevitable, it would hurt less to become strangers a little earlier.

“Titosso.”

“Hmm?”

“If you betray me, I’ll kill you.”

“What did I do!”

“Anyway, I’ll kill you.”

“Hmph. If you betray me, I’ll kill you too!”

Jiang genuinely hoped that Oknodie would remain a good friend.

Killing someone who used to be a friend was simply unbearable.

***

“What’s up?”

“We are.”

“Oknodi and Zhuang?”

Zhuang blinked her eyes.

After a moment of contemplation, the expression that appeared in her eyes was not fear or disgust, but trust.

“Not at all!”

“Really?”

“Oknodi and Zhuang are much cooler friends than the students in the ‘Developing a Sense of Discretion’ class who have no sense of loyalty.”

“You’re a strange kid, Titoso.”

“Pfft. You’re a kid too, Zhuang. And the third smallest one in the academy.”

A kid who screams and faints at the sight of an undead but has the courage to trust and befriend an assassin—what a remarkable child.

“Titoso, don’t ever change.”

“Why all of a sudden? Did something happen?”

“Not really.”

If anything, it happened long ago and was over now.

It’s a common story for an assassin to become close to a child without them knowing, only for that child to realize the truth and then become a stranger.

Neither her master nor she, nor even perhaps her future disciple, could escape this fate.

Having been trained as an assassin, Oknodi could not avoid such a destiny either.

“You were lucky, Oknodi.”

She thought that Oknodi was fortunate not to bear the scars she had at Oknodi’s age.

Or perhaps it was even more unfortunate.

Because if betrayal was inevitable, it would hurt less to become strangers a little earlier.

“Titoso.”

“Hmm?”

“If you betray me, I’ll kill you.”

“What did I do!”

“Anyway, I’ll kill you.”

“Hmph. If you betray me, I’ll kill you too!”

Zhuang genuinely hoped that Oknodi would remain a good friend.

Killing someone who used to be a friend was simply unbearable.

***

She had learned a spell with great anticipation to drive away mosquitoes, but unfortunately, it didn’t help much.

Dark magic is dangerous to use recklessly before mastering it.

Even for a player, dark magic could have different side effects each time, so it needed to be used with caution. 

Going outside where mosquitoes swarmed was quite scary.

“Professor Sadako, can you use a pest-repelling magic circle on the way back too?”

“Are you interested in dark magic?”

“No?”

“How about handling the undead?”

“Not really?”

“Then go back on your own.”

Professor Sadako coldly dismissed the students.

“So, you see? Titosso was frantically pressing buttons, changing the colours to drive away mosquitoes, but more of them just kept coming!”

“Ungae.”

Despite all the struggles, as she told the day’s events after returning to the dormitory, Mandragora’s reaction was unenthusiastic.

“If you keep doing that, I’ll torment you.”

“Ungae.”

Mandragora  lifted a tiny root as if daring her, holding a drop of water and then splashing it.

“Ugh…! You’re going to get it!”

<Amplify>

Instead of using it on the Mandragora  extract, she cast Amplify on a cup of water.

The water in the cup quickly turned black and began to bubble and boil.

Mandragora, terrified, clung to the wall of the bottle, trembling.

“Hiccup.”

Seriously, what was she doing, scaring something that couldn’t even speak?

“Sorry. Were you really scared?”

Feeling guilty, she poured out the water and apologized.

She gently put the frightened Mandragora to sleep and lay down on her bed.

“Am I a bit stressed?”

When she faced Isabel, who was part of the Esornia expedition, during the entrance exam.

When she confronted the Western Nobles’ Union, who were still neutral.

When the Red Fanged Mushroom Illegal Cultivation Association, composed of second-year seniors, caused trouble.

It was different from those times.

People tend to avoid students with a high affinity for dark attributes, fearing they might be dangerous.

It’s a socially accepted norm.

So there’s nothing wrong with those who discriminate and suspect her.

After all, once labelled as a potential mass murderer, there’s no point in pleading your case.

One must bear the feeling of being a criminal without cause.

It’s the fate of someone with a high affinity for dark attributes.

When a character was discriminated against, it was just something to accept.

But experiencing it personally made her heart ache.

It certainly didn’t feel good.


-Do you want to talk to me?

The Answering Door took the opportunity to speak.

A gloomy fellow.

She glanced at the wall and then turned away, pulling the blanket over her head.

TL Note: In Korean, “퐁퐁” (Pom-pom) is an onomatopoeic word that can be used in various contexts, often to mimic a sound or describe something light and bouncy. In this dialogue, it appears to be used in a playful or curious manner. The second character responds with “퐁… 뭐?” (Pom… what?), indicating confusion or uncertainty about what “Pom-pom” refers to. The final response, “아무것도 아니야!” (It’s nothing!), suggests that the initial mention of “퐁퐁” was not serious or important. This exchange likely reflects a lighthearted or casual conversation.



 
  
    Chapter 122: The Transformation of Oknodie


Until last week, the person who could be called the main character at the academy was Oknodie.

Short stature.

Vibrant eyes.

A proactive attitude, always energetically taking on something.

A friendly nature, willing to follow strangers just for candy.

And skills that stood out in both writing and practical work.

There were countless reasons for everyone to like Oknodie.

However, the students’ reactions changed drastically in just one week.

Something scary.

A creepy child who appears without a sound.

Proactivity that makes you wonder what she might do next.

Suddenly appearing in strange places, giving a chill.

Too competent for a child, making it unsettling.

The students who were close to Oknodie actively argued that these were just wrong rumours. 

However, prejudice is inherently a quick judgment the brain instinctively makes to discern information.

In an academy overflowing with numerous tasks and adventurous elements, there isn’t much time to dedicate to one student.

To explain that the unsettling child is actually not unsettling.

To explain that the creepy child is actually a good kid.

How much information would be needed to correct wrong information and eliminate prejudice?

And how troublesome would it be to accept that effort?

Most students, already pressed for time at the academy, preferred to just believe the prejudice instead of making an effort to acknowledge that their judgment was wrong.

“Bad guys. They praised and encouraged Oknodie when she helped them.”

“Stop, Dorothy. Praising Oknodie won’t improve her reputation. Those who would believe already do. Those who won’t will only grow more resentful.”

“Lady Isabel is right. Gossip and rumours are typical in aristocratic circles. Rumors spreading among commoner students aren’t much different.”

Arcadia, the daughter of the maritime nation of Florence, knew that rumors in her country spread as quickly as those in the social halls of the central empire.

“Though I feel sorry for Oknodie, in a way, I think this is a good thing.”

“Why? You care about Oknodie, too. You even invite her to those expensive tea parties you hold for networking.”

“As fewer people seek Oknodie, the more time she spends with me. I want her to be my little Oknodie. Hoho!”

Arcadia’s sly laugh with a fan in hand was charming, despite its impishness.

“Arcadia, you seem so noble at times like this.”

“Oh my, what a rude comment. I am a daughter of a noble family, you know?”

“Behind your back, some people call you ‘Mom-dia’ because you’re like a mother to kids like Xenia and Nise.”

“What?! Calling a single woman without a lover a mom—is this an attempt to make me a virgin maiden?!”

“I’m joking. Arcadia, you could easily find a man if you wanted.”

“Of course!”

In Isbael’s view, Arcadia was a remarkable woman with beauty, intelligence, character, and charisma—lacking in nothing.

Perhaps she was too remarkable, causing men to feel intimidated and unable to stand by her side.

‘If it’s the leader of the Western Nobles Union, Grand Duke Andersen, they might be a good match in terms of status and temperament.’

A person who deliberately chose a path of hardship.

Isabel thought Andersen, known as the model student who only took the toughest courses, might be a good match for Arcadia.

“The concern is more about Oknodie.”

“Are there students slandering Oknodie?”

“Not really. I’m worried about sneaky students taking advantage of the situation.”

Isbael spoke with concern on her face.

“You know the type—men who approach a woman when she’s struggling, offering comfort, talking to her, building emotional connections, and then positioning themselves as potential boyfriends.”

“Such impure intentions!! A boyfriend for Oknodie, who just turned ten—regardless of the age difference, the impure intent is unacceptable!!”

“There are a few guys hovering around Oknodie recently. So, I was wondering if you could…”

Before Isbael could finish her sentence, Arcadia grabbed both of her hands.

“Of course! Leave it to me. I’ll drive away all those impure men lurking around Oknodie!!”

Isbael began to worry that she might have incited Arcadia to create unnecessary trouble.

***

Arcadia spotted the first man hanging around Oknodie.

“Jigoku! That crazy pirate, approaching Oknodie when she’s vulnerable—what on earth is he trying to do?!”

“Arcadia’s expression is scary, nya! Xenia wants to go back, nya!”

“Be quiet! I asked for your help in case of any physical trouble, remember? If you run away, you won’t get any more catnip!”

Having been thoroughly swayed by her favorite treat, Xenia, a loyal servant, shuddered but had no choice but to follow Arcadia’s orders.

“We need to get closer to eavesdrop.”

“Nya, Xenia has good ears and can hear from far away, nya.”

“Then tell me what they’re talking about.”

Xenia closed her eyes for a moment and perked up her ears.

Then she relayed the conversation between the two.

“Are you out of your mind? Targeting the mosquito swarm? You can’t kill those things even with a gun.”

“But if we rob the bloodstone storage where the giant mosquitoes store their blood, it’s useful when trading with seniors.”

“What do you want to buy with that?”

“A carriage season pass.”

With those words, the two moved away.

As they discreetly followed, Xenia asked Arcadia, “What is a season pass, nya?”

“A pass that allows you to use a certain facility or transport for a set period and number of times. I didn’t know the academy had such carriages.”

“Why would she need that, nya?”

“I don’t know. Maybe she’s trying to visit some distant facility on campus? Or maybe ride in the carriage to avoid the mosquitoes.”

“Nya! Xenia also wants a season pass, nya! Giant mosquitoes are scary, nya!”

“Alright, stop whining. They’re looking over here!”

As Xenia’s loud meowing drew attention, Arcadia had to abandon her pursuit for the day.

Due to the constant noise from “Nya Nya,” which disrupted her covert activities, Nise, a nun from the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church and a close friend of Xenia was recruited in her place.

Arcadia’s expression softened as she watched the doll-like Nise concentrate with her lips tightly shut.

‘She would be as cute as Oknodie if she stayed quiet.’

Nise, who always wore heavy chainmail armor and steel shoes, looked hot, heavy, and uncomfortable.

Arcadia didn’t particularly want to know about the sacred technique mechanism unique to the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church, which allowed them to experience lightning-fast speed by enduring such discomfort.

Even wearing the school uniform was humid and uncomfortable enough; yet they were supposed to wear such torturous outfits.


‘Anyone who wears those outfits in this humid weather must be a devout believer.’

The god of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church <Holy Radiance of Madeus>.

The way he tested the faith of his followers seemed quite twisted.

It made Arcadia think that anyone involved with religion, like the Grand Duke Andersen who attended the lecture on <How to Use Sacred Techniques Without Faith> was either a fanatic in a good or bad sense.

“That senior’s name is Bixton, and he is currently part of the Alchemy-Chemistry Club. She is trying to buy a mosquito-attracting spray from him.”

“I see… attracting mosquitoes… What? Not to repel them but to attract them?”

“That’s right. When asked why she was buying such an ominous forbidden item, she said she wanted to fatten them up into larger mosquitoes using a dark nutritional tonic.”

An ostracized child.

A forbidden potion that enlarges monsters.

Already huge mosquitoes becoming even bigger.

Giant mosquitoes collecting blood at the bloodstone storage.

Sacrificial offerings.

All sorts of ominous thoughts swirled in Arcadia’s mind.

“No, Dee! No matter how angry you are, you can’t sacrifice your classmates who gossip about you to the mosquitoes to drain their blood! That kind of revenge is wrong!”

Arcadia suddenly leaped up in alarm.

Oknodie, caught in the act of a black market deal, hurriedly waved her hand.

“That’s not it!”

“What do you mean it’s not? Then tell me the real reason you wanted to make giant mosquitoes even bigger!”

“Giant mosquitoes can’t grow more than 1 meter; after that, they get too fat and can’t fly, becoming land-dwelling mosquitoes!”

“Oh my gosh. Were you planning to create such terrifying mosquitoes to scare your classmates with land attacks?!”

“No, no. The bloodstone storage is up in the trees, and fat mosquitoes can’t climb trees.”

Phew. 

Oknodie wasn’t plotting some evil plan for revenge.

“More importantly, can you tell me why you’ve been following me around since yesterday?”

“Oh, you knew already?”

“Of course. She was meowing so loudly.”

“Ugh. Xenia is useless for tailing… But why didn’t you say anything when you noticed?”

“I was curious why Arcadia was following me.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Oknodie responded.

“I wasn’t sure how to react if you were following me with bad intentions.”

Arcadia’s heart ached at Oknodie’s uncharacteristic caution and distance.

“Quite the opposite! I was just worried that in a moment of weakness, you might be taken advantage of by some bad guy.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

A bright smile returned to Oknodie’s face.

“Come here, Dee. Let me hug you.”

“Hehe.”

Oknodieran over and hugged her. 

As Arcadia gently stroked the back of Oknodie’s head, she suggested in a soft voice.

“Do you want to join in too, Arcadia?”

“What do you mean?”

“The plan to acquire the carriage season ticket.”

Arcadia grabbed Oknodie’s shoulders and looked her straight in the eye.

“I’ve been curious since yesterday; what do you plan to do with the carriage season ticket?”

“After the heavy rains and mosquito outbreak, there’s a high probability of a plague event. We need the carriage to go to the forest where the antidote is.”

“Oh, were you planning to get the antidote in advance for your friends?”

Oknodie tilted her head.

“My friends all have plenty of points! They don’t need to run around for the antidote. But maybe for the mobs? Anyway, I’ll lend it, so it’s okay!”

Friends are fine.

They don’t need an antidote.

Then why was she planning to get it?

“Ah, so you were planning to get it in advance to save poor classmates who don’t have points?”

Oknodie is a kind person.

It must be that, of course.

But as Arcadia thought this, Oknodie hesitated to answer.


She was wary, avoided eye contact, and whistled.

Despite the cute actions, Arcadia felt a chill in her heart.

She had changed.

Just as the students’ attitudes towards Oknodie had changed, so had Oknodie’s attitude toward the students.

She felt that the kind-hearted Oknodie she knew was disappearing.



 
  
    Chapter 123: Joint Operation


Antidote Shortage

Students who feel it’s too expensive to pay just 1,000 points for complete treatment venture into the forest to find medicinal herbs if they get infected with contagious diseases, plagues, or various illnesses.

The problem is that the journey to find the herbs is long, and the academy’s academic schedule is ruthless!

“If you want to gather herbs without losing credits, you have no choice but to go on expeditions on days without classes or during the weekends.”

Even then, they have to spend their free time gathering information from peers, seniors, instructors, and professors to pinpoint the location of the forest.

Those who lack preparation end up wasting their precious weekend time gathering information, only to find themselves returning empty-handed after a brief search in the forest, having only eaten wild fruits and suffering from stomach-aches.

At such times, antidotes and herbs sell like hotcakes!

“Antidotes sell for around 200 points each, while herbs go for about 20 points each.”

Students who have the points can pay 1,000 points upfront for treatment, but how many students have that kind of luxury?

Even though the academy tries to implement quarantine measures amidst the outbreak of mosquitoes after the floods, it’s almost certain that diseases will spread.

Normally, the thought of making money off remedies for suffering students would have pricked one’s conscience, but seeing the cold stares from everyone except close friends has deeply hurt.

“Hmph. It’s your fault for getting on my bad side!”

Since she had already earned their hatred, it doesn’t matter if she get called a miser.

There’s no need to manage relations with those who are already acting unpleasant despite efforts to maintain a good reputation. 

If there’s going to be a reconciliation, they should be the ones to yield first.

“The player isn’t a pushover!”

The beginning of a plan to show them a bitter taste.

That’s precisely the ‘Mosquito Fattening Operation.’

To execute this plan, she must generously pour the dark tonic near the mosquitoes around the blood tree area, which hasn’t been cleaned by the seniors yet, and render it useless.

Of course, mosquitoes would prefer human blood over the dark tonic.

Thus, she need companions to beat up the mosquitoes so she won’t treat her as prey.

“You think I’ll let you go alone on such a dangerous mission?”

“Sigh. Even if we skip the serious one, is it right to ask a gunslinger to catch mosquitoes?”

It was supposed to be just Jigoku, but somehow, Hestia followed along after hearing the news.

“Who are those wimps?”

Jigoku sneered, looking at the timid students trembling in a corner.

The three people trembling like lambs before a lion were students selected for this bloodstone snatching mission.

“Wh-what is it? I’m Rosgini, an apprentice wizard of the Red Tower. If you mess with me, the Tower won’t let it slide.”

“Huh? Who cares? Flat as a board.”

“Don’t sexually harass me…!”

Jigoku laughed, mocking the small outburst, as if watching a small animal struggle.

Despite her bravado, she always spoke back to the Dryad Professor Weird of the nature attribute but was utterly intimidated by JIgoku, a water attribute privateer.

Rosgini’s appearance, trembling like a maiden before the golden sun, was pitiful.

“It’s too much to treat us like this when you called us for help.”

“O-Oknodie, what are you planning by gathering such members? You didn’t bring us here to set fire to the seniors’ warehouse, did you?”

Aside from Rosgini, who had met during lectures, the other two were fire attribute characters Rosgini knew.

When asked to gather people who could handle fire, a multi-class spearman who could shoot fire from his spear’s tip and a student aspiring to join the administrative faculty came.

The timid person stuttering along with Rosgini was a spearman, and the person with a disapproving face and mouth tightly shut was the administrative faculty aspirant.

“You can understand bringing Zilot, the spearman, but why did you bring Eco from the administrative faculty?”

“He’s a snarky person who makes people angry. He’s a friend with a compatible personality, but I didn’t know we really needed fire.”

Hestia looked exasperated.

“It’s not right to say this as someone here to help, but isn’t this a doomed party?”

On the way to catch mosquitoes, they had a ranged insecticide sprayer, a close-range fire-starter, a gunslinger, an ax-wielder, a party member who makes others lose their cool, and a cute and adorable child.

It looked like a hopeless situation, but after running a simulation in my head, there didn’t seem to be a big problem.

“It’s okay!”

“…I don’t know if it really will be.”

Ignoring Rosgini’s lament, the operation briefing began.

***

If the intensity of a fire mage is a measure of their rank, Oknodie would undoubtedly earn the title of War Mage with a ridiculous plan.

But as they listened, they started to see the potential, wondering if they were as crazy as Oknodie.

“What do you think? Can we do it?”

“…The plan is fiery.”

Spray mosquito attractant over the water surface after pouring the dark tonic, then shoot fireballs to drive them all underwater.

Those that escape or try to run away before they get too big are the responsibility of the spearman Zilot and the snarky Eco.

Once the mosquitoes, bloated from drinking the water, can no longer fly, I’ll climb the blood tree to collect the bloodstone.

If we obtain the bloodstone?

Mission accomplished!

“Don’t be too scared. I can handle what’s coming from below.”

Hestia swung her double-headed ax with one hand, making a swishing sound that could decapitate even a full-grown teddy bear.

“So when should I start shooting?”

“Please cover me with gunfire when the mosquitoes appear as I climb the tree!”

“You’ve got guts. If I miss, you’ll get hit.”

“Hey, there’s no way Jigoku’s bullets would miss.”

“Gyahahaha! I like your guts. Let’s get started quickly.”

The operation proceeded swiftly.

Rosgini and Hestia drilled holes in a drum filled with ominous dark liquid and poured it into a shallow fountain, turning the water pitch black like a demonic summoning ritual.

Oknodie pressed the mosquito spray button, spraying it over the water as the fountain turned black.

“Everyone, keep your heads down and stay hidden. Be careful not to let any flesh show outside the bushes.”

Thanks to the expert advice from the former mercenary Hestia, even the Zilot whose arm holding a spear was sticking out of the bushes managed to hide successfully.

“Wow, the air is…”

“Shh.”

Bees collect honey and return to their hive.

They store the honey in a warehouse, stacking it up so the queen bee and larvae can eat it deliciously!

Giant mosquitoes are no different.

They choose a tree as their storage, turn it into a blood tree, and store blood stones inside the hollowed-out tree.

The process is the same, but the latter is far more repulsive.

Thud, thud, thud, thud.

It sounds like a helicopter, but it’s actually the sound of the giant mosquitoes’ wings.

Several mosquitoes flapped their wings so strongly that it created a pressure difference, making the bushes sway wildly.


“Flare up, Fire Flash!”

Apprentice magician Rosgini cast a spell that added the attribute of light to fire, inspired by the phenomenon of flammable substances igniting instantly. 

The spell aimed more to scare the mosquitoes than to have real power, causing the giant mosquitoes to dive into the fountain water in shock.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The light and sound were loud, but there was no real effect, like fireworks at an amusement park!

In fact, the Fire Flash spell would become a precious livelihood for apprentice magicians who ended their careers without becoming full-fledged magicians.

“Wow, it’s really getting big!”

“Stop marveling, Zilot! One of them is escaping!”

As Rosgini’s spell started losing its effect, the mosquitoes began poking their heads out.

As they flapped their wings and tried to take off, the Zilot’s flaming spear and Hestia’s dual axes attacked the mosquitoes, who were wobbling due to their increased bulk.

“Ahhh! Please don’t fly towards me!”

“Zilot, if you’re so scared that you’re retreating your butt and just thrusting your spear blindly, you’re not going to hit anything.”

“But they’re so gross!”

While the expected flaming spear attacks from the Zilot failed to take down even one mosquito and only caused frustration, Hestia, who no one expected much from, efficiently chopped down the mosquitoes’ heads and wings with her axes, doing the work of two people.

Climbing

Boldness

Infiltration

Oknodie, seizing the chaos, climbed up the blood stone without hesitation. 

Jigoku, who had been watching with admiration, whistled inwardly at Oknodie’s bravery.

Crunch.

Rustle.

The blood tree was full of dry branches and bark, perhaps because even the sap had been sucked out by the mosquitoes.

The noise caused during the climb made the mosquitoes in the fountain simultaneously raise their heads.

Flap, flap, flap

Aaaaah!

Screaming and flapping their wings furiously, the giant pig mosquitoes were too heavy to take off, splashing in the water due to the effect of the dark nourishment potion that had made them swell up!

The voices of Zilot and Rosgini, screaming in horror, could be heard, but Jigoku just made a disgusted face without screaming. 

Such mosquitoes could occasionally be seen even at sea.

“Yawn.”

Jigoku yawned, thinking there wouldn’t be any shooting.

A small dot that had been in the distance in the air was getting closer.

At first, he thought it was a mosquito arriving late to the feast, but instead of mosquitoes, students riding brooms were approaching.

What is that?

As Jigoku stared blankly, Oknodie, who had witnessed them from the tree, shouted.

“Oh no! Be careful, everyone! The third-year students are coming to steal the blood stones!”

Everyone, who had been somehow continuing the operation against the mosquitoes, turned pale.

“Ahhh! Third-years!!”

“What should we do?! Should we run?!”


Even Hestia looked flustered, while only Jigoku seemed excited, shouting toward the tree.

“It’s okay to shoot the third-years since they’re dangerous, right?”

“If they fly over here!”

Finally, a target.

Jigoku, who had been bored waiting for his turn, was thrilled.



 
  
    Chapter 124: Dangerous Species 3rd Grade


Zilot shouted almost in a scream as he watched Jigoku aim his gun at the upperclassmen.

“You crazy idiot! Stop it right now! Haven’t you at least heard rumors about how terrifying the third-years are?!”

There were rumors that third-years could turn passersby into hamsters with magic.

It was said that if you angered a third-year, you could be cursed with insomnia, where lying on your back would be uncomfortable, turning to your side would cause neck and shoulder pain, and lying on your stomach would make your chest feel uncomfortable.

It was rumored that if you took a third-year’s seat in the cafeteria, all your food would taste like cucumbers.

There were many such rumors about the third-years at the academy.

And perhaps most of them weren’t just rumors but rather shocking true stories that had happened or might happen in the future, things you definitely wouldn’t want to experience.

“Scared?”

Not that it mattered to a privateer.

“Hey, freshmen. This area has been echoing with loud noises for a while now, so you should get out of here.”

“In the first place, how do you have the guts to do outdoor activities during a week when mosquitoes are rampant?”

The third-years were flabbergasted in their own way.

The professors reluctantly made them do pest control and patrol duties, but even if a disease spread through the academy, the professors would somehow be fine on their own.

In the end, it was only the students who suffered.

The third-years, faithfully earning points and performing their patrol duties for their own safety, had seen second-years causing trouble occasionally, but it was their first time witnessing first-years getting involved in an incident so early on.

“This year’s first-years are really fearless. But how did they… Ugh! What is that? Why are the mosquitoes so fat?!”

What caught the eyes of the third-year seniors coming down on their flying machines were giant mosquitoes that looked even bigger than the usual giant mosquitoes.

These mosquitoes, usually scrawny despite being large, had become balloon-like and bloated, as big as large dogs, from sucking so much blood.

It was impossible not to scream after drinking the Dark Elixir and expanding sideways.

That was the problem.

Jigoku, who had been watching with a sullen face, flinched at the loud voices of the third-years.

Bang!

With a ping sound, a protective spell rose above the third-year’s staff, deflecting the bullet.

“You, you…!”

“A first-year shot a gun at their senior?!”

The seniors were stunned.

Jigoku glanced around, then widened his eyes and said,

“Oops.”

“Oops?!”

“Sorry.”

“Sorry?!”

An apology that didn’t feel sincere at all!

At this rate, there would be a fight with the third-years.

Hestia hurriedly tried to explain, like a firefighter putting out a fire.

“I’m sorry, seniors. This kid has a habit of pulling the trigger, so he shoots at random times. Some first-years have already been hit by his shots.”

Even the third-years, who had many quirks, were stunned by this excuse!

“At that level, shouldn’t he be hospitalized in a mental hospital instead of attending the academy?”

“I really wouldn’t want to live in their dorm.”

“But, after all, everyone develops at least one mental illness while attending the academy. It’s not a big deal, right?”

“That’s true.”

“Even if he is hopeless, he will adapt well.”

The seniors laughed it off generously!

Hestia found that even scarier.

What on earth do you experience as a third-year that makes you handle a shooting incident like a minor mistake in daily life?!

“You idiots!! Is this the time to be laughing!!!”

The atmosphere changed drastically when a figure, seemingly the leader of the <Flying Green Third-Years>, who wore a green scarf around their neck, shouted fiercely.

“Wh-what is it?”

“Yeah. I was enjoying talking with the first-years.”

“The first-years are the problem!”

Of course.

It was indeed absurd to be so calm about a shooting incident!

Unlike Hestia, who was confident in her skills, Rosgini and Zilot, who were afraid of the third-years, looked at Hestia’s back with pitiful eyes.

If anyone could do something, it would be the strong woman who wielded a double-handed axe with one hand!

“Have you ever considered how much blood the mosquitoes must have sucked to get that big?!”

“?”

“Gasp! So, does that mean they’ve eaten someone?”

“??”

“Damn it! Are we too late?”

“Oh my gosh. How many first-years must have been eaten for all these mosquitoes to get so fat they can’t even fly?!”

“???”

“Look at the color of the fountain. The water is turning black, which must mean there’s a thick presence of dark energy. It’s killed enough to mutate.”

“Poor first-years.”

“All of you stay back. We’ll take care of this!”

Zilot, who had been hiding in the bushes with only his spear sticking out, was bewildered.

“Seniors. I think there’s some misunderstanding…”

“You don’t need to say anything!!!”

The leader of the third-year flying squadron, <Icarus>, comforted Zilot and everyone else with a voice full of firm resolve and conviction.

“I understand you want to avenge your comrades, but this battlefield is one we third-years must handle.”

“Yeah. First-years should quietly go back to the break room, cover themselves with a blanket, and soothe the pain of losing their comrades with some cocoa!”

The squad leader, who would take over in case of an emergency during the flight, chimed in.

While they awkwardly stood there as the pitiful first-years who had lost their friends and were trembling in fear, the third-year seniors launched a furious attack on the fountain.

Flash

“Something just flashed…”

Boom Boom

With a crack of lightning, pieces of the fountain stone flew up.

Zilot, who had been looking back at the stone fragment that had grazed his cheek, turned his head forward again to see the magic missiles unleashed by the seniors showering the fountain like carpet bombing.

“Aaah!”

“The fragments are flying!!”

“Do something, Hestia!!”


Rosgini, who had exhausted all her strength throwing the mosquitoes into the water, screamed pathetically.

Zilot, the spear-wielding warrior, was busy protecting himself, and Echo, the sharp-tongued one, wasn’t even in a combat role to begin with.

‘This time, it’s not just two people’s worth; it’s three people’s worth.’

Hestia swung her axe to fend off the fragments, trying to protect both herself and the Rosgini and Echo.

As she gritted her teeth and wielded her axe, Jigoku, who had attacked first from beneath the tree, licked his lips, expressing his disappointment.

“What’s this? Why is a third-year student so nice? I thought all third-year students at this academy were lunatics.”

“Don’t let your guard down.”

While everyone doubted whether the rumors were wrong and reconsidered their seniors, Oknodie was different.

As a pirate, he could distinguish between a frightened crew member who wanted to hand over the cargo peacefully and a tense crew member ready for a fight.

The movements of Oknodie’s muscles, the strength in her voice, and every aspect of her  demeanor showed that she was fully prepared for imminent combat.

‘Why is she being so cautious?’

Though puzzled, Jigoku didn’t question Oknodie’s judgment.

He felt intense guilt over the incident caused by his own mistake during the Demon Beast Warehouse incident.

Hitting a third-year student first was like shooting a dangerous creature; he felt neither guilt nor regret.

But if he hesitated and didn’t attack the third-year students due to distrust in Oknodie’s judgment and then something happened, he would end up regretting it.

He would despise himself for not trusting Oknodie.

He was certain of it.

Bang! Bang!

So, he fired.

At a senior who was approaching Oknodie amid the chaos.

Ping ping─!

The bullets bounced off the shield, making a faint sound.

The senior, angry, raised his staff.

“You. I’ll let it slide twice, but not a third time. If you fire once more, I’ll roast you!”

“Then don’t approach Oknodie. She is extremely wary of you.”

“I came to help you guys!”

The senior said, looking at the bloodstone in Oknodie’s hand.

“Kid, that’s a bloodstone, right? It’s dangerous, so let us seniors handle it.”

“No! This stone is mine.”

“The third-year seniors are using their precious mana to help you, so you should think about paying them back. Right? We also need something to show we helped. Otherwise, what will we say when the professors ask why we wasted mana that should have been saved for class?”

Jigoku, listening from under the tree, thought it was a reasonable explanation, but Oknodie’s resistance was strong.

“Don’t lie! The professors encourage the use of mana because it expands the mana pool, not discourage it!”

Is that so?

Not knowing the professors well, Jigoku hesitated, wondering if he should shoot again.

With Oknodie’s continued defiance, the senior’s expression hardened as he tried to control the situation.

“Ugh, what does a kid know? Hand it over while I’m still asking nicely. You should listen to your seniors.”

“No! No way! Don’t do it!”

Showing his true colors, the third-year began gathering crackling energy at the tip of his staff.

“Gahahaha! So I can shoot, right?”

“Cover me!”

Unlike the light suppressive fire until now, Jigoku loaded special ammunition.

The third-year senior, who had been planning to easily break her gun while casting a <Electromagnetic Discharge> spell to prevent Jigoku from aiming, widened his eyes in shock.

Unlike a charging-type archer who waits in place while using <Precise Aim><Charging><Aimed Shot>, Jigoku was a trigger-happy rapid-fire type using <Rapid Fire><Mobile Shooting>.

Even under such circumstances, his practical shooting skills were honed, and his accuracy was not bad at all.

Bang! Crash!

“Ugh!”

The senior, hit by the bullet that pierced through the shield, convulsed and collapsed against a tree, fainting while still clinging to the trunk.

A property destruction method where the bullet’s attribute matched the shield’s attribute, thus penetrating it!


Jigoku felt proud, thinking it was a great performance, even for a first-year student, and that Oknodie would surely be impressed, praise him, and rely on him, completely forgetting his previous mistake.

Confidently looking back at Oknodie, Jigoku realized her gaze wasn’t directed at him and furrowed his brow, following her gaze.

There, the squad leader Icarus and the squad members stood, looking shocked at the sight of the third-year student fainted against the tree.

“Oops. Should I shoot them too?”





 
  
    Chapter 125: Ominous Information


There are also differences among third-year students.

Some are really strong, while others are so weak that you’d wonder, “Is this even a third-year student?”

The guy who fainted after getting hit by Jigoku’s gun was one of the weak ones.

Honestly, it’s not surprising.

How strong could the kids who only earn points by completing routine patrol quests possibly be?

The real monsters spend their time on missions with far more points and benefits at stake.

‘He must be a third-year with just average skills!’

Objectively speaking, that’s exactly the level of the senior in question.

“A first-year beat a third-year?”

“Must be an advanced-class student.”

“No wonder he didn’t flinch even when I tried to bluff.”

Although the third-year students mumbled quietly, I could hear their conversation thanks to some experience in the <Hearing>.

Soon after, Icarus, the squad leader, flew over slowly, showing that he had no intention of causing harm.

“Sorry about that, juniors. It seems one of our squad members got a bit heatstroke.”

“Don’t come any closer. If you attack again, I’ll report you to the student council!”

“Haha, it’s not like that. We just came to take our unconscious friend who’s looking pretty pathetic over there, so cut us some slack.”

Icarus ordered the other members to retrieve the squadmate who had crashed into a tree and fainted.

“You should be careful with that bloodstone. Anyone who knows its value would definitely covet it.”

“I’ll handle it!”

Seeing my wary attitude, Icarus kept his mouth shut and left, like a civil servant afraid of getting complaints after trying to talk too much.

“How did you do it? You sent them off with just a few words when they usually only stop with a gunshot.”

“I borrowed the power of authority!”

“Authority?”

At the Gift Academy, the student council wields power comparable to a king’s decree.

For example, there was an incident where a princess of a country was dragged to the student council for violating school rules.

When the king sent a long threatening letter saying, “If you mess with my daughter, you’ll be held responsible,” a student council member responded, “We can just emigrate~”.

That senior is a current third-year student, the 979th batch, and is currently serving in the student council.

‘Compared to such seniors, those who just go on patrols are nothing!’

Jigoku looked at me with a mix of admiration.

“You would have been fine even without my help, wouldn’t you?”

“No, it went smoothly because you used those expensive elemental bullets! If they thought we were easy, they would have taken it by force and ignored the student council.”

“Is that so? Hmm, well, I’m glad you think so.”

Jigoku leaned in and whispered softly.

“With this, my debt from last time is repaid?”

“You mean the demon warehouse incident?”

When I nodded at Jigoku, who was nervously watching my reaction, his tense expression relaxed.

“Oknodie, what happened? What did you say up there that made the seniors just leave?”

When Hestia and everyone else arrived late, I explained the situation, and Rosgini expressed concern.

“What if it’s really dangerous?”

“Hmph. That’s absolutely not going to happen.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“I’m the best at knowing these things in the world!”

Material infused with energy is rare even within the academy.

Bloodstone is a material used in blood magic.

It’s a new energy source discovered by mages with limited mana who thought, “Why not use the bio-mana contained in the blood of living beings?”

While mana spore sacs are illegally farmed and consumed, there’s no reason not to use bloodstones.

Moreover, unlike the highly valued mana spore sacs, bloodstones are currently undervalued because people think, “Who uses such outdated technology these days?”

‘An item that’s easy to acquire but not recognized for its true value. It could potentially be a jackpot!’

A new blood mage will soon be added to the academy’s external faculty.

It’s possible that senior students have already started receiving training from the blood mage.

When that time comes, blood magic may become trendy as people use blood when short on mana, causing the value of bloodstones to skyrocket!

‘Of course, such dangerous magic will inevitably lead to safety accidents and stricter regulations.’

Even if the value of bloodstones plummets again due to regulations, as an experienced individual, I can sell them before that happens. 

Even if I can’t sell them at the peak price, I can still get enough for a regular carriage pass.

***

Rosgini is an aspiring magic studies student.

In addition to the lectures of Professor Weird, a master of natural magic, Rosgini also attends various other professors’ lectures.

Some senior assistants, who see potential in Rosgini, have taken a liking to her, occasionally chatting or sharing information.

-Rosgini, you’re taking Professor Weird’s class, right? You should be careful.

-Why?

-I’ve heard that the professor is experimenting with feeding rocks to fourth-year students to see if it increases their affinity with nature.

Hearing this rumour, the strange rumours about Oknodie suddenly made sense as well.

‘Oknodie wasn’t eating rocks because she’s dumb, but because she was trying to increase her affinity with nature!’

Surely, she wasn’t just eating them.

When bizarre research projects pop up at the Magic Tower, they often approach them with surprisingly practical methods.

There must be magic to digest rocks, special drugs to adjust stomach acid, unique constitutions, or arcane techniques involved.

Would they really just crudely feed rocks to students?

This is the world’s best academy’s professor and fourth-year students we’re talking about.

‘No way.’

They can’t be that foolish.

It’s common sense that humans can’t digest rocks.

Naturally, I have no intention of imitating them.

But I’ve come to a realization.

Oknodie is really knowledgeable about rocks.

Especially since she loves eating.

Considering that, she must really like and know a lot about edible rocks!

Even this time, the item Oknodie obtained was a “Bloodstone.”

She was so eager to get this item that she recruited daily party members, offering a hefty amount of points that could cover ten meals, with each person receiving 50 points.

What she do with it, whether eat it or use it for research, is her business!


“The mosquitoes were a bit scary.”

“…Do you even know that my ears are still ringing because you screamed right next to me?”

“What could I do? It was genuinely scary! I’ve never seen mosquitoes that big in my life.”

Even if cowardly Zilot was one thing, Eco practically got the points without doing anything.

“How could you not lift a finger?”

“If the boss hired the wrong person and he ended up doing nothing, that’s the boss’s fault, not the employee’s.”

“If I had hired you with my money, I would have made you give back every cent. Oknodie is really a nice person.”

Eco, who got 50 points without doing anything, stuck out her tongue teasingly and left.

Anyway, since they earned points, Rozini could also return happily.

***

“What are Oknodie and Hestia talking about?”

“They said they’re going to look for someone to buy the Bloodstone.”

Sister Nise of the Thunderbolt Celestial Divine Church, who received honey candies instead of the animal drug catnip after intense wage negotiations, said while sucking on the honey candy.

“It’s really surprising. They executed such a reckless plan and even encountered third-year students without any casualties and returned safely.”

“Third-years are seniors, not monsters. Why would you think there’d be casualties fighting third-years and not mosquitoes?”

“The atmosphere around Oknodie was strange.”

Arcadia recalled.

Oknodie who was no longer a nice kid.

The rumors about Oknodie that kept resurfacing as the veil of niceness fell away.

Even if Oknodie wasn’t the ruthless assassin without blood or tears as the rumours said, if she was not the good kid she knew, she might have an assassin-like aspect.

In fact, she was worried about Oknodie potentially killing a senior.

“Have you heard about the Wiheomhae Foundation?”

“I know it’s a scholarship foundation that fosters talented individuals worldwide.”

“Recently, there’s been talk that Oknodie might have been threatened by the foundation to become an assassin or else become a prostitute.”

Students who attended the “Developing Insight” lecture promised to keep it confidential, but Arcadia, who was well-informed, uncovered the secret from the students.

“Knowing that Oknodie grew up in such a harsh foundation, I was worried she  might endanger her classmates or even kill a senior.”

Nise stopped savoring her honey candy at the unexpectedly heavy topic.

“Are you afraid of that child, Arcadia? Or worried?”

“Both. I’m worried she will go down the wrong path, and I’m scared.”

“Why do you care so much about Oknodie?”

Nise’s question was reasonable.

“Oknodie isn’t the only one affiliated with the foundation, the only one facing the choice between becoming a prostitute or an assassin, or the only child with a tragic fate. What makes her special in your eyes?”

“At first, I just liked her because she was cute, but as time went on, I saw her kindness.”

Despite knowing the reality of the fundamentally weak and powerless Kingdom of Florence, Oknodie spoke kindly about the kingdom and showed consideration.

She protected weak and oppressed students and weren’t afraid to stand up against injustice.

She protected even Princess Arcadia of the Kingdom of Florence.

Even the Berserker Hestia, who everyone avoided.

Even the inferior student Mob, whom no one noticed.

From the rumors she’d heard.

From the experiences she’d had.

Oknodie possessed a pure heart that seemed unbelievable for someone who grew up in an unfortunate environment.

“Of course, purity isn’t eternal. Her heart will be gradually tarnished and eroded by the foundation, losing its true form.”

“So you want to protect her. That child.”

“Yes.”

Nise could understand Arcadia’s heartfelt confession.

“Do you understand?”

“I do.”

Nise nodded in response.

“I understand that the princess is about to get hurt.”

“…What?”

“I bought information with points from the instructor.”

Nise continued.


“Starting next week, the academic scores and overall rankings for each grade will be posted in the academy.”

“Scores…? What does that have to do with me or Oknodie?”

“We received information that around this time each year, students from the Foundation who are falling behind tend to cause incidents.”

Among the students affiliated with the same foundation as Oknodie, one of the most struggling ones will cause trouble.

“It will be a turning point that will distance both Oknodie and Princess Arcadia, who cherishes her, from their current academy life.”



 
  
    Chapter 126: Oknodie is not a Bad Kid


Connections with the Dark Cult proved unexpectedly useful.

“A bloodstone, huh? Are you interested in the secretive and brutal magic of cursed blood magic that doesn’t trigger magical detection?”

“I just happened to acquire it, but I can’t use it myself, so I’m planning to sell it. Could you perhaps connect me with a suitable buyer?”

A secret meeting place of the Dark Cult.

A dusty chapel of a defunct sect, forgotten by people.

The third-year senior from the Dark Cult club, who exuded an aura rivalling that of a serial killer, chose this place for our meeting.

As I stepped on the creaky wooden floorboards and kicked at torn scriptures, the atmosphere was so eerie that it felt like they could be secretly raising demons somewhere in the church.

“Though it’s a bit scary, this senior is trustworthy.”

Didn’t he warn me when the second-year seniors were angry about the illegal cultivation of Red Fanged mushrooms being disrupted?

Despite his intimidating appearance, he’s like a soft-hearted macho who’s scary but kind-hearted.

“I’ll take a broker’s fee. Is that okay?”

“Yes!”

It felt awkward to go directly to the third-year seniors to sell the item after a big fight, but by involving the Dark Cult club between the seller and buyer, I could conceal my identity and ensure safety.

“There’s a cruel apprentice member in the Dark Cult with knowledge of blood magic.”

“Oh, how does that senior handle blood magic?”

Just as necromancers deal with corpses and elementalists with elements, blood mages deal with blood.

Without blood, a blood mage is as useless as a pyromancer who can’t light a campfire or a necromancer who can’t raise the dead.

Unless they’re like a vampire who can manipulate others’ blood, it’s a tough magic to get into, which makes it all the more fascinating!

“I heard their original class is Tamer.”

“Wow, did they develop the <Crimson Tamer> class, which exploits pets’ blood?”

“No, they pioneered the <Mosquito Master> class, mastering the technique of taming mosquitoes to collect blood.”

No way, how could such a horrifying profession exist?

This is even worse than a vampire.

But that’s not the point. 

Until I sell the bloodstone, the person is a valuable customer!

“Enter the confessional.”

“Yes.”

“The buyer will arrive within 30 minutes.”

A confessional with just enough space for one person.

Once the wooden boards are nailed shut from outside, you can’t get out, much like a coffin.

It was a slightly scary place to trust and enter, especially with a senior known for mistreating Red Fanged mushrooms in confined spaces, but greed for points overcame my fear.

“Are you the one wanting to sell a bloodstone?”

“You’ve found the right person.”

“Show me the item first.”

On the other side of the confessional, the Mosquito Master entered.

Their silhouette through the semi-transparent glass was quite unexpected.

I anticipated a rugged man with a beard or a corpulent monster, but the figure beneath the thick robe was a beautiful person with clean, white skin.

The negative impression of the Mosquito Master, which had dropped to minus 30, reset to zero.

One should evaluate objectively when facing a beauty.

So, I objectively dismissed my dislike.

I might be too objective!

“How much does the bloodstone weigh?”

“3,500 grams.”

“It won’t have a brilliant colour, then.”

“If it was that high-grade, I’d sell it to a professor.”

“…Hmph. Not completely useless, huh.”

The buyer offered a price.

“1,000 points.”

“No deal.”

As I stood to leave the confessional, the buyer hurriedly stopped me.

“Plus 1,000 points.”

“Keep going.”

“Damn it, 2,000 points for a bloodstone is generous. How much more do you want?”

Ordinary students would need to earn a point bonus by finding the perfect life lesson to make 2,000 points.

At the academy, that’s equivalent to 400 meal tickets, enough to eat three meals a day for 133 days, or four months and twelve days, which is one semester. 

But many couldn’t even earn that and resorted to eating two meals a day or, in severe cases, foraging wild plants.

That’s why clubs emphasize the availability of food to new members.

“Haven’t you heard the news that a new professor specializing in blood magic is being hired?”

“What? How do you know that?”

“I just thought I’d let you know. You don’t have to buy it if you don’t want to.”

“Wait a minute. I heard the Principal picked up a professor yesterday. Could it be…?”

“So, what’s it going to be?”

“I’ll give you 4,000 points. No more than that. There’s no room to squeeze out more.”

The final offer doubled the previous one, quadrupling the initial offer.

“Deal.”

It wasn’t a bad trade.

[You’ve cunningly increased the value of the <Bloodstone> and sold it.]

[Bargaining experience +5]

[Naughty Child experience +1]

By now, gaining Naughty Child experience doesn’t even make me nervous.

Most of the functions are things you discover later, thinking, “Oh, so that’s what it’s for!” No need to fuss over it.

Still, the steadily increasing numbers, like a dotting effect, are hard to ignore.

[You’ve obtained the bloodstone despite interference from mosquitoes and third-year seniors. There may be a surviving giant land-walking mosquito, but it might just be your imagination!]

[Potion-Making experience +5]

[Naughty Child experience +5]

[Intimidation experience +3]

[Climbing experience +3]

I feel the urge to check my status window.

I want to read the function descriptions.


But I can’t waste the points I earned so hard selling the bloodstone just to satisfy my curiosity.

“It’ll work out somehow!”

I pushed aside my uneasy feelings.

“But why does a Mosquito Master need a bloodstone? Aren’t you made by diligently stealing blood with mosquitoes?”

“Some of the mosquitoes I had control over were sprayed with a strange reagent by some nasty seniors, causing them to lose control, burn, and die.”

“…Wow, that must’ve been a disaster!”

“Right? I was really looking forward to harvesting bloodstones, but it was so disappointing. By the way, where did you get this bloodstone?”

“It’s a secret!”

She decided not to say a word about the source of the bloodstone; she didn’t want to see a vengeful mosquito expert releasing mosquitoes in the dormitory.

***

Arcadia was curious.

Would Oknodie know too?

The fact that every year around this time, a freshman from the Wiheomhae Foundation causes an incident.

There’s no point in worrying alone.

Let’s ask directly.

She caught Oknodie, who was returning to the dormitory with a lively step.

“Dee, can we talk for a moment?”

Oknodie flinched as if caught doing something wrong.

“Can it wait until later?”

“I have something I really want to discuss now.”

“Okay.”

A strong smell of blood wafted from Oknodie, who had returned.

She thought she understood this child better than anyone through the tea gatherings, but now she was uncertain.

Could she have killed someone?

…Surely not?

“Dee, where are you coming from?”

“I just went to make a deal!”

“A deal, you say.”

Inside, with the windows closed to prevent pests.

It was late, so only Arcadia and Oknodie were in the lounge.

From inside, they looked out at the balcony where they used to enjoy tea and desserts on a white table, chatting under the sunlight when the weather was nice.

It was just a place separated by a single window pane, yet it felt so far away from those times and memories.

“When innocent blood is shed, retribution inevitably follows. Even if no one forces a price, one feels the wrongness of it.”

Arcadia recalled the days when she fought pirates to protect her family’s merchant ship.

The pirates weren’t wicked from the start.

A poor fishing village.

A country that diverted its navy to protect merchant ships instead of maintaining law and order.

Villagers who could no longer survive through fishing due to increasing sea monsters began to rob merchant ships in small boats, leading to the birth of the first pirates.

The Sebiche Ducal House, which Arcadia belonged to.

Their lobbying made the navy move to protect a single family’s merchant ships, which was the root of all evil and the beginning of all misfortune.

The day she realized the original sin deeply rooted in her family, Arcadia volunteered to go to the dangerous sea.

It wasn’t just to protect the merchant ships.

She regularly went out to hunt sea monsters that threatened the villagers’ lives under the pretext of practicing artillery using the family’s military power.

It was to face the karma that the family had turned a blind eye to.

“Those who face their karma can be proud of themselves. But those who ignore it wear down their hearts because they can’t just endure it.”

Just like many in her family, the Sebiche Ducal House.

“I don’t want to see you, Dee, wearing down your heart like that.”

“Arcadia…”

“I won’t ask anymore what you’ve been up to. But please promise me one thing: be honest with yourself.”

Oknodie hung her head low and confessed.

“Arcadia, I actually have something to confess.”

“I’ll listen to anything.”

Thank goodness.

It’s not too late.

Oknodie still had her good side.

The hours spent waiting for Oknodie, feeling anxious, and steeling herself for the worst—those hours were not in vain.

As Arcadia felt a deep sense of relief, Oknodie spoke.

“I’m sorry. Because of me, there might be more mosquitoes in the academy.”

“…Dee? What do you mean…”

“I made a deal with someone who raises mosquitoes. I sold him a way to raise more mosquitoes.”

A flood of information surged through Arcadia’s mind.

The Wiheomhae Foundation.

The foundation’s scholars scattered like mosquitoes.

An incident that might happen soon.

Oknodie’s confession.

Someone who raises mosquitoes.

A way to raise mosquitoes.

‘Oknodie must have obtained the information that the foundation demanded so that other scholars could endure in the academy!’

Now, she finally understood why Oknodie had seemed so unfamiliar lately.


The signs of Oknodie’s mischievous plotting.

Her plan to gather and sell bloodstones to get carriage tickets and collect antidotes.

It was all at the foundation’s request.

The Wiheomhae Foundation was to blame!





 
  
    Chapter 127: Lower Class Relief Project


Oknodie is not bad.

It’s the Wiheomhae Foundation, which tries to manipulate Oknodie, that’s bad.

However, Oknodie is both a scholarship student and a hostage of the foundation.

That child cannot escape the foundation on her own.

She needs help.

From the people around her.

From those who have been watching over her.

Arcadia decided to gather people.

“Jezel, we need to start the business we planned earlier sooner than expected.”

“But didn’t we conclude that it would be a loss for us to hurry?”

“The situation has changed.”

When Arcadia shared the story about Oknodie and the foundation, Jezel’s face also showed determination.

“If that’s the reason, we can’t not help.”

To help Oknodie, they must prevent the foundation’s scholarship students from causing trouble.

Thus began Arcadia and Jezel’s business as the foundation for the Oknodie’s rescue mission.

***

Velocasio frowned as he looked at the ledger.

The supplies, which were supposed to fill a large bag according to plan, barely reached half.

An obvious abnormality had occurred.

He had been monopolizing and raising prices by gathering supplies needed at the academy through contract fraud. 

But if there were a shortage of supplies, it would lead to danger.

Customers might leave, choosing to get the items themselves or to collect and sell the materials directly, instead of buying from Velocasio’s business. 

Competitors could also emerge.

Jingle jingle.

He pulled the string to ring the call bell, but his secretary was nowhere to be seen today.

Velocasio, who belonged to the Administration Department rather than the Knight Department, Magic or Adventure could maintain his position as a mastermind thanks to his own abilities and the help of a capable secretary.

However, as the saying goes, “No one is perfect,” this secretary had the problem of being a slacker.

“…Is she pretending not to hear?”

As she opened a can of preserved food, water droplets fell from the ceiling.

Sure enough.

The secretary, who had been hiding in the ceiling, dripped saliva from her mouth.

“Deadcat, do you remember the list of students entrusted with this drum of supplies?”

“Three second-year Knight Department students from the <Let’s Learn Body Charge Skill> course: Michael, Roe, Sir Randall.”

“Lead weights are commonly used for weighted vests needed for strength training, but since gold is too expensive, many students have turned to lead vests. So we also placed an order for lead mining.”

But the amount of lead in the bag was less than half.

“Find out why the quota wasn’t met immediately. Whether monsters appeared in the mines, the professor assigned new tasks that took up time, or if they went on strike, find out.”

“Advance payment.”

“…Here.”

Deadcat grabbed the offered can of preserved food and quickly emptied its contents.

Each can cost 5 points, comparable to a meal. 

It was a costly preserved food, but it was worth it for a secretary as skilled as Deadcat.

‘It’s about time to return.’

It took less than an hour for Deadcat to return.

Blood was smeared on her cat-like face, with three whiskers on each cheek.

Velocasio kindly wiped Deadcat’s cheek with a handkerchief and asked in a gentle tone.

“How was it, being out and about after a while?”

“Boring.”

“But you did the job, right?”

Deadcat pulled out a crumpled piece of paper with an expressionless face.

As Velocasio unfolded and read the paper, he was speechless for a while.

His hands trembled with anger as he tore the paper to shreds.

He had been outsmarted.

“…The first-year students this year are quite bold. To dare to repay their debt with the advance payment and take our workers and supplies at the same time.”

The document Deadcat brought was a notification from the student council, stating that they had written off the entire debt, including the principal, according to the legal maximum interest rate set by the council. 

They also warned that if there were any objections, they could file a lawsuit through the student council.

“Should we kill them?”

“…Do you think we’re a murder-for-hire organization? Even in the academy, killing juniors recklessly would land us in the <Great Prison>. We’re not at that level yet.”

Impudent first-year, Arcadia.

A talent he had marked to subdue even with a fraudulent contract.

She had finally gotten the advanced class first-year students to pool funds and caused trouble.

The establishment of the newly formed organization <Dark Trading Company>.

Securing manpower and expanding business.

It was a declaration of war directly against Velocasio’s <Contract Fraud Business>.

But there was a difference in scale.

Velocasio had been exploiting his peers since his first year for two years, while Arcadia had just started her business.

There was an absolute difference in points between them.

They wouldn’t lose in a power struggle over money.

If they only made the stolen manpower useless.

If they made them leave on their own.

If they dealt with their customers.

The grandly named <Dark Trading Company> would run out of funds and collapse on its own.

“We need to find out what they’re planning to do with the lead and manpower they’ve gathered. There was a student in the Knight Department among the riffraff of the Red Fanged Mushroom Cultivation Association named Box Chowder, right?”

“Yes.”

“Use him to gather information.”

“For free?”

“…I’ll prepare some canned food.”

“I’m tired of it.”

Huh. 

This isn’t good.


Velocasio was flustered by Deadcat’s unexpected change, as she usually never made demands.

“Then what do you want to eat?”

“I want a scratch.”

“…You’re not eyeing my carpet, are you?”

“I like freshmen from the Knight department.”

A creepy smile appeared on Deadcat’s expressionless face.

“Muscles grown carelessly are rough and hard, perfect for scratching.”

“You, don’t tell me the blood drop we saw earlier…”

Slurp.

Deadcat licked the blood on her claws.

She spoke with a glint in her eyes.

“First-years are even better.”

“…Until I give permission, don’t touch the first-years.”

“I can’t hold back for long.”

Looking at the frightening appearance of his secretary, who was hired for her pretty face and worked cheaply, Velocasio felt the stress of losing his hair.

“For the safety of the first-years, we need to act quickly.”

If this implicit rule of not touching first-years is greatly violated, the student council will take action.

Those who play in a different league than himself, who only does petty things like contract scams.

Those who are at the pinnacle among the nation’s top talents.

Velocasio began to feel anxious.

***

As the weekend arrived, the pest control operation was reaching its final stages.

The mosquitoes that had terrified the students had mostly been reduced.

Rosgini, who had earned points by performing escort missions thanks to the increased value of fire magicians, felt disappointed.

“Couldn’t there be a mosquito magician who pulls out hidden mosquitoes?”

“If you go around saying things like that and the clients hear, they’ll misunderstand that you released the mosquitoes and beat you up. You’d lose all the money you earned for medical expenses.”

“…I wish you’d shown that sarcasm during the last operation.”

The sarcastic Eco snorted and lifted her chin proudly.

“Never mind that, I’ve found a money-making job. Since I was indebted last time, I’m introducing it to repay the favour.”

“What kind of job?”

“Helping with the firepower needed to refine lead.”

“Lead?”

“The Dark Trading Company has started a project to rescue lower-class students.”

The more she listened, the more confused she became.

What kind of ominous name for a club, and what’s this about rescuing lower-class students?

It made sense once they arrived at the scene.

A group of students, led by Arcadia, who opened a fan and covered her mouth, smiling modestly like a noble lady from the central empire, but with a loud, unrestrained laugh.

Arcadia, the spiritual leader of the girls from the frontier, who liked to take care of others, had started a big project as a hobby.

“They’re running a business where seniors intensely train students in academic danger and repay their debts in return?”

“Yes. It’s quite a decent business, isn’t it?”

“Where do you get the money?”

“They collect points earned from academy life from lower-class students whose grades have stabilized.”

“Smart move.”

For students who are bound to fail, they would give up all their points if they could just stay in the academy.

It’s cheaper than buying grades with points, seniors provide coaching, and if their actual skills improve, they’d be grateful and willingly give up points.

Someone like Arcadia could turn those points into even more profitable ventures.

It’s something she doesn’t have to do.

It’s not highly profitable.

But because it’s Arcadia, she offers this kindness.

The <Lower-class Student Rescue Project> of the Dark Trading Company is practically a charity.

“Did Oknodie also agree to help with the training?”

“Are you curious about why Dee is here?”

“Because she’s special.”

Seeing Rosgini’s honest curiosity, Arcadia chuckled proudly.

“It turns out our Dee has some unexpected experience.”

“What kind of experience?”

“She knows quite a lot about training tools like weighted vests and lead belts.”

“…Did she train with them herself?”


“She even knows about lead shoes and 5kg training spoons. Isn’t it amazing?”

If lower-class students used those, they might collapse from muscle pain and miss lectures.

Instead of voicing her inner doubts, Rosgini held out her hand.

“Half of the commission fee upfront.”

The hard work would be for the students on the brink of failing, not for her, after all.



 
  
    Chapter 128: Mentoring


[You have assisted Arcadia’s charity project and achieved the desired results.]

[Engineering experience +3]

[Good Child experience +1]

Helping with Arcadia’s training tools has increased the “Good Child” trait.

It was an event I hadn’t seen before, so I rushed in to participate, and although the rewards were just so-so, it was still quite fun.

As expected, hidden events are always worth doing!

<Linked Event>

[For Arcadia’s charity project to succeed, it’s essential that lower-class students wearing the training tools undergo proper training.

You should also help your seniors ensure that a lower-class student can avoid failing!]

Honestly, I had no intention of helping up to this point.

I only helped the lower-class students because it was for Arcadia.

It’s not like I particularly wanted to help them.

Even though this is still for Arcadia, the time and effort required are on a whole different level.

In the same amount of time, I could be doing personal training or other tasks that would bring much greater benefits.

‘I’m intrigued by the long-term event feel, but the rewards seem low!’

Stock up on antidotes vs. receive a thank-you from a lower-class student.

No matter how I think about it, the former is more beneficial.

But my mind changed when I saw a familiar name on the list.

<Rescue Applicant – Mob>

A male student who attends the same Long-range Weapon Mastery class as me.

I found Mob, who I had also encountered with Jiang in the secret training ground, on the list.

Thinking about the friendship and dedication Mob showed me, I couldn’t just ignore this.

“Arcadia, I’ll help this one!”

“Mob. Ah, the friend who attends the Long-range Weapon Mastery class with you?”

“Wow, Arcadia, you remember Mob too?”

“Well, I’m also taking the class on handling ‘guns’ in the Long-range Weapon Mastery course.”

I had forgotten for a moment.

Arcadia is a character whose main stats change without any clear basis in each round.

There’s <Noble Lady Arcadia>, who focuses on social activities.

<Commander Arcadia>, who branches out into politics and military command.

There’s also <Warrior Arcadia>, who extends from military command into martial arts.

This round’s Arcadia is <Jack-of-All-Trades, Master of None Arcadia>.

But somehow, I ended up with an <All-Around Talented Arcadia>, who is proficient in all areas.

It feels like I’ve hit a 0.1% rare event, or even a 0.01% unique event.

‘If things go too well, the backlash can be terrifyingly strong later. Is this really okay?’

Arcadia’s gaze seems a bit blurry, and sometimes her eyes look lifeless, as if lost in deep contemplation.

Suddenly, I wonder if Arcadia might turn dark, or transform into a yandere who kidnaps and imprisons someone.

“The training tools will be delivered to you as soon as they’re ready. For now, please meet Mob and tell him that his mentor has been matched.”

“Okay.”

Whatever happens, Mob’s education comes first.

***

Mob had been worried recently.

“Even the mosquitoes have gone wild, so we can’t even use the training grounds. Isn’t it like everything’s ruined?”

“Not really? I’m more worried about the practical exams than the assignments.”

“Ah, you idiot. Who told you to mess up the practicals in the Long-range Weapon Mastery class? Striking a pose takes a moment, but the hardship lasts forever.”

“I don’t regret it. If I had to do it again, I’d do the same thing for Oknodie.”

“Sigh. Do you really think the top student of the senior class, who also set the record as the youngest to achieve that title, even considers you at all? It’s just unnecessary meddling.”

Jakku, a close friend with whom Mob had joined and then quit the hunting club, harshly reminded him of reality.

‘Could it be true? Does Oknodie really think nothing of me?’

Even if it’s not true, it doesn’t matter.

His grades were in a precarious state.

At this rate, he couldn’t be sure if he’d even be able to stay at the academy for the second semester.

His body struggled to keep up with his studies.

One day, he might disappear without a trace, while Oknodie would keep rising higher.

The days when he used to take the same classes as Oknodie at the academy already felt like distant memories, and as Jakku pointed out, the day might come when he regrets what happened.

He didn’t want to admit that.

He knew they were not equals.

The gap between the top student and a failing student was vast.

Yet, Oknodie had called him a friend.

Oknodie’s beaming smile was a great comfort to him.

-You know, at this rate, next semester will be tough for you.

A few days ago, Jiang had already warned him.

If he continued like this, he wouldn’t even be able to stay by Oknodie’s side.

Just trying hard by himself wouldn’t be enough.

He needed something more.

Nothing to lose.

He had to grab at straws.

That’s why he had left a request for support in the <Lower-Class Student Relief Project>, a suspiciously named venture advertised by a shady organization called the Dark Trading Company.

Of course, if they tried to rope him into something dubious, he would back out then.

“Hello, Mob!”

“Oknodie? How did you get here…”

“I’m your tutor!”

But it turned out Oknodie was the mentor assigned to teach him.

The emotion he felt now was overwhelming gratitude.

‘Thank you, Dark Trading Company!’

Jakku, standing nearby, gasped.

“Amazing. Fate is strange. How did it come to this, where the girl you desperately tried to keep up with is now the one directly teaching you?”

“Jakku, it’s noisy, so go away.”

“Come on. Did I say something wrong?”


“Hurry.”

Feeling embarrassed, Mob blushed and pushed Jakku away. 

Oknodie smiled brightly and asked,

“Are you done talking with your friend?”

“Sorry. He’s a friend I owed during our time in the hunting club. Do you remember? He’s always been a bit too involved in other people’s business.”

“It’s okay! More importantly, the fact that you’re in danger of failing is because of the massive deductions you received in the Long-range Weapon Mastery practical evaluation, right?”

“I don’t want to admit it… but you’re right. That was the final blow. I was already falling behind, but with that harsh penalty, there was no way I could keep up.”

“I know Mob is working hard. We even ran into each other late at night in the secret training ground!”

“Thanks, Oknodie. I appreciate you thinking well of me.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. Hehe.”

“So, about mentoring. Where do you plan to start, and how are you going to teach me?”

Oknodie was the top student of the year.

Having a sharp mind is probably why she’s at the top, but being smart and being able to teach are two different things.

You know how they say even geniuses can struggle to explain things.

Like, “Just do it like this!” or “Just follow the textbook!”

If you don’t have their innate sense, you can’t understand it, and if you try to follow it too rigidly, you’ll get different results.

“Don’t be so nervous! I’ll start by teaching you the basics.”

“Phew, that’s a relief.”

“First, can you tell me which lectures you’re currently taking?”

Mob shared his lecture list without hesitation.

Common required courses for the lower class: Academy Survival Rules

Common required courses for the lower class: About Class and Job Selection

Knight Department required course: Let’s Challenge the Title System

Knight Department required course: Learning Combo Skills

Knight Department required course: Basics and Understanding of Armor Defence

Knight Department elective course:  Long-range Weapon Mastery

Adventurer Department elective course: Adventurer Supply Studies

“So you’re an aspiring knight, Mob?”

“Yeah, but I’m not particularly skilled.”

“What’s your specialty?”

“I’m confident in shield techniques. Back in my hometown, I was the best at beating monsters with a shield.”

“??”

Oknodie looked puzzled.

Do people in the city not beat monsters with shields?

“Then let’s have a quick skill test! How about a sparring match?”

“Are you sure? You might get hurt in close combat.”

“Hmph. Just be glad if you don’t get hurt!”

Trying to prove himself against the boastful Oknodie, Mob charged in, only to have his shield crumple and his armour split open with a loud crack within five seconds.

Stunned by what had just happened, Oknodie shouted,

“Let’s go slower this time!”

When they fought at a slower pace, Mob could finally understand what was happening.

The difference in strength and skill was on a whole different level.

In the same movement where Mob exerted a force of 10, Oknodie exerted a force of 20.

Before Mob’s power could reach its peak, Orknodi’s moves had already caught him off guard.

Closing the distance with a quick step, darting away in an instant.

Slipping into his blind spot or jabbing him in a spot that drained all his strength.

Being almost toyed with, Mob could finally grasp the vast gap between the upper and lower classes.

“Not bad at all!”

“Really? Even after getting beaten like this?”

“Well, I am the top student! It’s natural to lose unless you’re as strong as Hestia or Son Ohchun!”

Having completed her assessment, Oknodie decided where to start teaching him.

“Mob, you need to supplement your basic stats!”

“But I’ve been training pretty hard.”

“Supplementing isn’t just about training!”

Oknodie looked at him with a very dissatisfied expression.

“How’s your usual diet?”

“Fish, hardtack, dried jerky.”

“And?”

“I eat one of the three.”

“…Don’t you eat at the cafeteria?”


“Oknodie, did you know? A meal at the cafeteria costs 5 points, but hardtack only costs 1 point at the store.”

“…Sigh. This is why newbies who don’t even know about collection are so hopeless.”

After the skill assessment, the real mentoring began.

The first lesson was decided.

“Mob, this week is collection week!”



 
  
    Chapter 129: Motivation


She was a younger friend, but her skills were far superior to his own.

A top student in her grade, liked and envied by many.

Opinions about her might be divided, but one thing was certain.

Oknodie was popular.

The kind of popular where every little thing she did was watched.

Now, he was wandering around with Oknodie, looking for something to eat.

‘Wait a minute, isn’t this practically a date?’

There was a time when even Mob had thought like that.

“Spare me…”

“Where do you think you’re going? You haven’t even finished your plate yet, Mob!”

“I feel like I’m going to burst…”

On Mob’s table were the remnants of what once were potato salad, tornado potato, potato pancakes, braised potatoes, and stir-fried potatoes.

“We haven’t even finished all the dishes with ‘potato’ in the name yet. You can’t be complaining already!”

“Who does a date like this!”

“A date?”

“No, no. Not a date, more like educational mentoring!”

“Hmmm.”

Oknodie, who was chasing him with a plate, put a hand on her chin, looking like a guard catching a suspect.

Mob had been subjected to so much food torture that he let a slip of the tongue.

He regretted it immediately.

He was supposed to be helping this kid, but instead, he was thinking of it as a date, and now this mistake came out of his mouth!

It’s one thing to think that way, but once it’s said out loud, you have to take responsibility for your words.

“Heh, so Mob was following me around thinking it was a date.”

“S-Sorry, Oknodie.”

He had nothing to say, even with a hundred mouths.

After all, Oknodie was just a child, around ten years old.

Talking about dating with someone that young, even if he was a teenager himself, could get him labeled as a pedophile or a pervert, and it wouldn’t be unreasonable.

Mob’s eyes trembled pitifully.

What if Oknodie cried?

Would he be dragged to the student council, labeled as a criminal?

Could he even be expelled?

As he trembled in fear, Oknodie casually spoke.

“It’s okay.”

“…What is?”

“It’s okay if you think of it as a date!”

──For a moment, his brain froze.

What on earth was she thinking to say something like that?

A girl saying this to a boy?

And not just a small age difference.

There was a gap between being in the early teens and the late teens.

Did she even understand what she was saying?

Mob’s heart pounded for a completely different reason now.

A finger poked his side.

“Agh!”

The fearsome strength brought him back to his senses.

“But first, you need to burn off all that food with some exercise!”

The excitement was short-lived.

Mob found himself running like crazy.

By the time he was exhausted, all thoughts of a date were gone, and he just wanted to be done with everything.

If he heard the word “date” one more time, he might just collapse.

He swore never to mention it again.

[You have trained the lower-ranked student, Mob.]

[Running experience +2]

[Good Child experience +1]

Eating and running, eating and running.

As they ate the dishes he hadn’t collected yet, the cooking handbook was filling up easily.

[You have acquired the title Potato Dish Enthusiast.]

Potato Dish Enthusiast: By consuming 25 different kinds of potato dishes, you have earned the right to call yourself a potato dish enthusiast.


	Title Equip Effect: Slightly increases your potato-sensing ability.

	Title Possession Effect: Very slightly increases your potato-sensing ability.



This title allows you to unconsciously detect the presence of potatoes nearby.

It’s not a title to be taken lightly just because it doesn’t boost your stats.

Being able to find wild potatoes while experiencing self-imposed hunger from impulsively spending points at the cafeteria could be like gaining an extra life.

Moreover, fantasy potatoes are plants commonly found anywhere.

During outdoor activities where food supplies are needed, it’s a plant you might want to find at least once, something you’d avoid when you have plenty but desperately seek when you don’t.

Despite its pitiful reputation, it’s a useful title that could help you find food in times of famine.

If you collect similar enthusiast titles, they can eventually merge, which is what I’m aiming for in the long term.

‘If titles that enhance detection abilities are combined, it will lead to an overall increase in detection skills!’

A high-performance feature that newbies wouldn’t even consider acquiring through cooking collections!

In this world, there’s a reason why the strong and the elite indulge in gourmet food and seek out various dishes.

“How was today’s training, Mob? Did it help a bit?”

“I never want to do it again…”

“Don’t worry!”

We won’t do it twice.

“We’ll do it three times a week!”

“Are you serious…”

There’s no way I can resist tormenting a newbie three times a week.

Hehe.

Feel the wrath of a seasoned veteran!

After tormenting Mob to my heart’s content, a week flew by in no time.

‘Oh, it’s the fourth week.’


Though I had been freely wandering around the academy like it was my home, I needed to be cautious in the fourth week.

Because without fail, every last week of the month, a negative event would occur.

I’m not talking about a weekly event.

It’s an “incident” that isn’t planned by the academy but affects both main and supporting characters.

In the fourth week of the first month, it’s usually a taster for the newbies.

It’s generally an unexpected incident caused by a lower-ranked student.

‘Usually, it’s hard to gather information because I don’t have connections in the lower ranks, but this time, it’s different.’

Having Mob as a friend in the lower ranks allows me to gather information even if the relationship between the upper and lower ranks is strained or reputation-building becomes tricky.

“Is that the one?”

“Poor thing.”

“Don’t make eye contact. They say an assassin can kill someone just by making eye contact for three seconds.”

While waiting to meet up with Mob, the students passing by whispered.

Unlike when I had clashed with the central nobility, there was no overt hostility, but the backstabbing and exclusion spread even more insidiously.

Hmph. 

How petty.

These newbies have no fear.

I ignored the ones not worth thinking about and twirled the chopsticks in my hand like a toy.

He’s late today.

Did his last class run late or something?

As I waited for Mob, leaning against a pillar, watching a butterfly fluttering outside the window, I heard someone snicker nearby.

‘Should I throw it?’

I readjusted my grip on the chopsticks and checked if there was an instructor nearby who would deduct points.

My eyes met an instructor’s dead-on.

“…”

“…”

The instructor silently stared at the chopsticks in my hand.

More precisely, at the way I was gripping the chopsticks.

I relaxed my throwing stance and made an innocent face, as if to say, I wasn’t planning to throw anything.

“Chop chop chopsticks~”

I pretended to catch the butterfly with the chopsticks, and the instructor snorted, glaring at me.

The instructor’s look clearly said, You may fool the students, but you can’t fool me, and I pouted my lips.

Thump thump thump.

When’s Mob getting here? 

The next class is about to start.

Just as I was starting to grumble to myself, Mob finally showed up.

He hurried down the hallway and grabbed my hand.

“You idiot! What are you doing here alone?”

“Why am I an idiot? The real idiot is Mob, who’s on the brink of failing!”

“…You’re just too kind for no reason.”

“Am I kind?”

“Enough, just follow me.”

Mob pretended to grab my arm and pull me along, so I relaxed my body and let him.

If he experienced not being able to pull a child, it might kill his motivation for mentoring or even learning altogether.

Whew.

I’m proud of myself for even considering these trivial details!

I’m a total pro tutor!

***

The third-period Monday class, “Learning Combo Skills,” ended up being quite long, contrary to the schedule.

“A skill is the activation of a predetermined ability, similar to magic. However, physical skills gained attention after the emergence of magic skills. We define physical skills as the application of standardized magic skill principles to the body. In exchange for ease of activation, there are drawbacks like fixed motion or power.”

“There are ways to overcome these drawbacks of physical skills. Can anyone tell me? Mob, how about you?”

I told Oknodie we’d meet during the break before the Long-Range Weapon Mastery lecture, but now she must be waiting.

The professor’s questions never ended, probably because I sat in the front row.

“Skills, when mastered, allow for simplified motions or chants. Connecting them to specific actions for instant activation is called ‘Instant Link.'”

“Correct. When Instant Link is mastered, you can achieve ‘No Chant’ or ‘Zero Motion,’ allowing for instant activation without preparatory movements. However, it’s hard for one person to manage more than ten instant skills, due to limitations in human cognition and memory…”

I know all the theory.

I also know that skill proficiency is something you can reduce with effort.

Talented people breeze through this, filling their proficiency at incredible speeds, leaving the rest of us far behind even in the same lecture.

And I know that I don’t have that kind of talent.

That’s why I spend my nights in secret training rooms, struggling to complete assignments and increase my skill proficiency, aware that even one day of slacking could mean falling behind.

I’m aware of all of this.

That’s why I attend these lectures.

To pick up ‘tips’ that might help narrow the gap in talent, even a little.

To walk the ‘right path’ where proper practice can yield more proficiency with less effort.

But this lecture is too slow.

The pace of the lecture.

The professor’s voice.

Even the time it takes for the lecture to end.

“That’s it for today’s lecture.”

The moment the lecture ended, I sprinted out.

I should apologize first for being late.

What if she’s angry and went to the lecture hall ahead?

She’s spending her time trying to teach someone as low-ranked as me.

Feeling guilty about wasting the top student’s time, I ran even harder, sweating all the way, until I saw Oknodie leaning against a pillar on the way to the lecture hall.

She’s so pretty today, too.

She’s even prettier, silently gazing out the window.

This girl, how many guys will she make cry when she grows up?

Embarrassment overrides the joy of seeing her.

I shouldn’t let it get to me, but I’m slightly aware of it, which only makes me feel more embarrassed, urging me to face her with more determination and confidence.

As I slowed my steps toward her, my rapid breathing began to calm down.

“Doesn’t Oknodie seem a bit off? What’s with the sudden chopstick song and dance?”

“I don’t know. She just waves those sticks around and sings. She seems kind of slow. Doesn’t seem like one of those kids from the Tower, does she?”

“Oh, that? I know what you mean. Her focus is off, and she speaks strangely, even though she’s old enough to act normally. She’s already ten, but she acts like a child.”

“Maybe she’s trying to flirt with the boys. She’s a young fox already. It’s no wonder there are rumours about her.”

“Maybe she was even trained for that.”

“Enough, let’s drop it. If we get caught, we’ll end up like Lotto, humiliated. She’s the type who uses force when she doesn’t like something.”

Students passed by, badmouthing Oknodie.

Their conversation was loud enough for anyone to hear.

As expected, I could see Oknodie’s hand trembling slightly, as if unsure how to hold the chopsticks in her hand, revealing her anxiety.

She must have heard it all.

An adult should have intervened.

But no one helped Oknodie.

Even the instructors didn’t.

Oknodie, who had given up her weekends to help failing students, was herself left alone.

Alone.

Lonely.

Just staring out at the butterfly outside the window.

“Idiot! What are you doing here by yourself?”

“Why am I an idiot? The real idiot is Mob, who’s on the brink of failing!”

“…You’re just too kind for no reason.”

“Am I kind?”

Oknodie tilted her head in confusion.

Without saying anything, I grabbed her hand and pulled her along, trying to act as if nothing was wrong.

“Enough, just follow me.”

I was angry.

I was upset.

I even felt a pang of resentment.

‘It’s because of me, isn’t it?’

She’s a pitiful girl who remained in place, enduring such humiliation just to keep her promise to me.

‘I want to repay her.’

A burning desire to be of some help to her ignited like a flame.

The casual attitude I had taken towards this changed fundamentally.

No more whining.

Believe in Oknodie.

Just as he was solidifying his resolve, Oknodie spoke up.


“Don’t eat dinner later!”

“What are we going to eat today?”

“We are going to eat rocks!”

“…Okay.”

Surprised by my quick agreement, Oknodie looked even more astonished.



 
  
    Chapter 130: A Reward for a Good Child


The Stat Stone increases a random stat by 1 when consumed. 

However, the stat increase from a low-grade Stat Stone is limited to low-grade levels. 

This means there’s a cap on the amount of increase.

Oknodie’s body had quite a lot of potential. 

All of her base stats had already grown to the point where they were nearing the cap for low-grade stats. 

Lately, she was convinced of one thing.

No matter how many low-grade Stat Stones she consumed, there wouldn’t be any more stat increases.

Unless she consumed a mid-grade Stat Stone, no amount of stone consumption would raise her stats. 

So she decided to show kindness.

‘For a mob character, I can spare some Stat Stones!’

To be honest, she was curious too. 

A low-class extra. 

A kid she wouldn’t have paid any attention to in another round. 

How far could this kid grow if nurtured? 

Could he keep attending the academy in his second or even third year?

Regardless of whether it was possible, she wanted to test it out. 

She wanted to keep this kid around for a long time. 

So, she decided to show kindness. 

But she didn’t expect the boy to accept so readily.

“You know, it’s a stone you’re going to eat?”

“I’m prepared. If Oknodie is telling me to do it, there must be a reason.”

His mindset was already different. 

Mob had a surprising adaptability that wasn’t typical for an extra. 

Unlike those who would say, “How could I do that?” or “That’s impossible!” and back away, he was different.

“Then… see you at dinner!”

Mob nodded with a solemn face, like a pet that had just realized it would be slaughtered in two hours but resolved to accept its fate on its own.

While the boy might have been serious, from the observer’s perspective, his tense appearance was both admirable and cute.

“How’s the training going?”

“I’ve decided to give him more training in the evening!”

“Hehe. That’s exactly what I expect from Oknodie. Good, good. Keep being a good girl.”

Arcadia, whom she met in the lecture hall, patted her head. 

Arcadia, with her large chest, had her top clinging to her body when she raised her arm, making the line of her upper body very noticeable. 

Embarrassed by the sight, she subtly averted her eyes, which made Arcadia mistakenly think her shyness was due to the patting, so she patted her head even more enthusiastically, saying “Ei ei!”

***

In contrast to the warm atmosphere between Oknodie and Arcadia, the lecture was gruelling.

“Today, we’re learning a new skill. So far, we’ve learned <Aerial Shot>, <Rapid Fire>, and <Power Shot>, but today’s skill is a Named Skill.”

The instructor nocked a bunch of arrows in a unique grip, aimed at the target, and fired. 

With a whoosh, the arrows flew straight and vertically lined up, hitting the target, causing the clueless students to cheer and applaud in amazement.

Mob turned pale.

“What are you doing, Mob? You saw that, right? That amazing shot!”

“You idiot… why do you think the instructor showed us that?”

Mob’s concern quickly became a reality.

“<Beorm’s Linear Shot>. This is the name of the shooting skill you’ll be learning today.”

Named Skills require more complex execution and precise control compared to ordinary skills. 

They’re harder to handle, but once mastered, their power in specific situations is on a different level from ordinary skills. 

This is what’s commonly referred to as an <Advanced Skill>.

“First, those of you who are unskilled will start by using three arrows at a time and gradually increase the number of arrows you use. We’ll also evaluate your effective range and accuracy, which will become increasingly challenging.”

“Instructor, how do we acquire this skill?”

A naive student raised their hand and asked, though it was a pointless question.

“By doing it well.”

“…What?”

“By practicing hard.”

“Instructor??”

“Practice hard for the next two hours.”

“Wait, Instructor?? Where are you going? Hey!!”

While the other students were just beginning to realize the reality and despairing, 

Mob quietly grabbed his arrows. 

The decision had already been made. 

Complaining would be useless.

Trying to nock multiple arrows at once made the aiming time longer, and his hands trembled.

Pewpewpew

The arrows veered off in all directions—left, right, up, and down. 

It was not easy to align multiple arrows vertically and hit the target simultaneously. 

If it was this difficult at a much closer range than usual, the process of building proficiency was bound to be even more challenging.

Puff-puff

As if mocking his struggles, Skola, known as the descendant of a Divine archer, confidently shot magic arrows in a straight line into the target. 

He effortlessly increased the number of arrows and distance, with Oknodie quickly following behind him.

Although not as skilled as Skola, Oknodie seemed to grasp the skill quickly, as if rediscovering a skill she had temporarily forgotten, rapidly improving as if she had practiced this for decades.

‘Is this the difference in talent? The gap between the lower and upper classes that can never be closed?’

That’s how it was. 

The gap between Oknodie and himself was far greater than he had imagined. 

It’s not something that can be achieved through effort alone. 

Talent is a terrifying thing. 

Catching up? 

No. 

Even not falling behind would be difficult.

It wasn’t the time to be picky about methods.

That’s why, when he secretly met in a deserted back alley right after the lecture and was handed a stone, he swallowed it without hesitation.

‘Ugh.’


It was agonizing. 

Swallowing something that wasn’t food. 

Enduring the anxiety that his body might be harmed.

Holding back the urge to retch and suppressing his body’s rejection response. 

It was like self-inflicted torture.

“How is it? Do you feel anything?”

“My stomach feels unsettled…”

“That’s normal! Now, you just need to test your body to see which stat has increased.”

They measured the time it took him to reach top speed in a full sprint, checked if his top speed had improved, and timed how long it took for his consumed stamina to recover.

“Agility has increased!”

This time, he reached his top speed faster. 

His acceleration had improved.

“Really?”

“Yep!”

“Just from eating a stone?”

“Yep, yep!”

“Ha ha. I don’t understand it, but it’s amazing.”

He didn’t get it, but the records didn’t lie. 

The time had indeed shortened compared to the measurements taken before he ate the stone.

“Do people normally get faster by eating stones?”

“No? It’s because this is a special stone!”

“Thank you for using such a special stone for me.”

“If you understand, that’s enough!”

While feeling immensely grateful, Oknodie suddenly shouted, “Hand!” and made him hold out his palm. 

She then took out a candy from her pocket and placed it on his palm.

“Since you did well, have a candy! It’s a reward from Oknodie for being a good boy!”

It was strawberry-flavored. 

The taste made him smile. 

It was similar to the sweet scent he often noticed around Oknodie. 

Maybe that’s why Oknodie always had that sweet scent, because she ate such sugary treats. 

It made him happy, feeling like he had discovered one of Oknodie’s secrets.

“Isn’t it tasty?”

“Yeah.”

“I originally planned to save it until I met Reap again, but I’m giving it to you specially!”

“Thank yo… huh?”

Just as he was about to express his gratitude, his vision started to blur.

Suddenly, a strong dizziness surged, and it became hard to breathe.

“──? ──?”

My head spins.

Oknodie’s voice feels increasingly distant.

Something is seriously wrong.

Is it the stone?

Or the candy?

One of them must be the problem.

Was it a mistake to eat the stone after all?

Clutching my forehead, I groan and collapse with a thud.

Blink. Blink.

The scenery blurs as it passes beyond my drooping eyelids.

The wind slashes across my cheeks.

Is Oknodie carrying me while running?

She was fast.

Fast enough to make it dizzying.

I want to keep up with this speed.

With that last thought, my consciousness was abruptly cut off.

***

“Are you awake?”

“W-Where is this…?”

“This is the infirmary.”

The doctor gently pushed Mob’s head back onto the bed with a light tap of a magic wand as he tried to get up.

“Breathing difficulty, dizziness, muscle paralysis. You ingested a pretty strong neurotoxin. Any idea what might have caused it?”

Poison?

That can’t be.

What I ate wasn’t poison.

“There must be some mistake. I only swallowed a stone, so how could it be poison…?”

“How would I know? Anyway, the kid who brought you here paid for the treatment, so rest well tonight and leave tomorrow.”

“…No, I can’t do that. I won’t be able to keep up with the class if I rest that long. Is there any way I can leave sooner?”

“The poisoning symptoms have been detoxified, so you can go back immediately. I’m just giving you time to recover your energy. But since you’re already here, it might be better to rest. The infirmary beds have an effect that speeds up recovery.”

The doctor, having said all he wanted, pulled the curtain and told me to rest as I pleased.

As I groaned and stretched my stiff body, a piece of paper fell next to the blanket.

[The doctor says it’s okay; you won’t die from this! If you’re better in two days, let’s meet again! – Oknodie]

So, it was Oknodie who helped me.

As soon as my energy returned, I left the infirmary.

It was quite late.

By the time I returned to the dormitory, it would be time to go to sleep.

I had already slept enough.

My feet naturally led me to the secret training ground.

“You’ve got persistence. I heard you were in the infirmary.”

“I can’t afford to waste a whole day.”

It was Jiang, who I encountered at the secret training ground again.

A senior student like Oknodie, and a petite, pretty girl in the assassin class.

Unlike Oknodie, who had a childlike innocence, Jiang had an aura much closer to that of a dangerous killer, and she smiled eerily as always.

“If you’re collapsing from just training, shouldn’t you rest more?”

“That’s not it. Oknodie helped me with training, and my body reacted and collapsed.”

“Oknodie?”

When I told her what happened in the evening, Jiang burst into laughter.

“Hahahaha!”

“What? You don’t have to laugh that much.”

“I just think it’s amazing that you ate it because you were told to.”

“I had no choice. I was desperate.”

When I replied with an annoyed voice, fed up with her teasing, Jiang wiped the tears from her eyes and spoke with a less amused tone.

“Do you even know what kind of training you received?”

“Training to eat stones?”

“Wrong. It was training to eat poison.”

Jiang said with a face that looked like she was about to die from laughter.

“The problem wasn’t the stone, but the candy.”

“There was poison in the candy?”

“You still haven’t figured it out? Oknodie was training you as an assassin. The only training method that child knows is the one she learned.”

“…The candy with poison that knocked me out for half a day—Oknodie was eating it regularly as part of her daily training?”

“Oknodie’s organization is quite ruthless. It wasn’t just ordinary training; she had to eat a poisoned candy every time she acted like a ‘good child.’ I’m relieved that I learned under our master rather than in Oknodie’s organization.”

There was something ominous about her tone.

“…What do you mean?”

“You really are slow, aren’t you?”

“Please, just tell me. I’m slow to learn and don’t understand easily.”

Jiang , with her doll-like, elegant face, frowned and poked Mob’s forehead.

“Don’t bow your head. Friends don’t do that to each other.”

“S-Sorry.”

“An assassin, when they see the back of someone’s head… heh. It makes them want to do things you’d rather not know about.”

The tension made me gulp.

I suddenly realized just what kind of beings assassins were.

What kind of world Oknodie and Jiang were living in.

I thought I understood, but I was just scratching the surface.

“If you want to know, I’ll tell you… but are you sure you won’t regret it?”

“Of course. We’re friends, right? You, Jiang, and Oknodie.”

“You shouldn’t answer so lightly. If your attitude towards us changes after hearing this… sweet words won’t mean a thing.”

Her colorless eyes stared intently as if they were probing my inner thoughts.

For some reason, those eyes felt a bit scary.

“You could ruin the relationship we’ve had so far. Do you still want to hear it?”

In Jiang’s eyes, I sensed a deep darkness, so profound that I couldn’t even begin to comprehend the true nature of her and Oknodie.

When I nodded, I realized that the darkness within Oknodie, which Jiang revealed, was much deeper than what Jiang showed.

“The poisoned candy was probably a punishment from the organization.”

“Punishment?”

“Every time that child wanted to be a good kid, she had to swallow it.”

“What do you mean, why…”

“You still don’t get it? Or are you pretending not to? Heh. Mob… it’s cute that you react that way, but there’s no point in running away. You asked for this.”

I don’t want to hear it.

I don’t want to understand.

Step by step, I slowly retreated, but Jiang followed me.

Thud.


When I hit the wall and slumped down, Jiang leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“Do you get it? When she failed to torment the animal she was supposed to torment. When she failed to hit the person she was supposed to hit. When she failed to kill the target she was supposed to kill.”

“The poisoned candy given to a ‘good child’ who refused the training to eliminate resistance to violence and murder.”

Unlike Oknodie’s sweetness, a sharp scent mixed with the smell of blood seeped into Mob’s nose.

“In an assassin organization, the poisoned candy given to a ‘good child’ is a punishment with that meaning.”



 
  
    Chapter 131: Learned Helplessness


Oknody was pitiable.

Objectively, this was true, and subjectively, even more so.

To torment such a pitiful creature so cruelly—could they even have a conscience?

For the first time, Mob had a wish.

“I joined the Academy because I followed my friend, Jakku. That was all.”

But now, things were different.

He, too, had his own goal.

“I want to set Oknodie free.”

To escape the fate of an assassin and live his own life.

Such a simple existence was something he more than deserved.

“Mob, you’ve been quite motivated lately.”

“You should give it a try, too. The mentoring from the Dark Trading Company is surprisingly helpful.”

“Isn’t it just luck that you got a good mentor?”

“If a senior from the advanced class doesn’t help, usually a second-year student does. It can only help, not hurt.”

“Really?”

Jakku’s expression didn’t brighten much.

A lower-class student on the brink of failure.

Unlike Mob, who was in danger of failing due to extreme point deductions, Jakky was falling behind purely due to a lack of talent.

Jakku was able to look at himself objectively.

The reasons for Mob’s and Jakku’s precarious situations were different.

If Mob combined effort with proper guidance, he could avoid failure.

Jakku was different.

He was becoming an underachiever based solely on his lack of ability, without any deductions.

“You’ve got nothing to lose. Just give it a try.”

Mob, feeling sorry for his friend, wanted Jakky to benefit from the opportunity he had found.

“Thanks, Mob.”

“No big deal.”

But there was something he had to add.

“If the seniors give you something to eat, don’t eat it.”

“Why not?”

“Just don’t eat it, no matter what.”

Mob had learned the hard way that from now on, the only food he should eat at the Academy was what he bought with his own money.

***

Though they weren’t related by blood, Mob and Jakku were closer than anyone else.

“You punk. Was my expression really that bad?”

Jakku had lost his parents to a plague and was left all alone.

In the plague-stricken zone where even priests hesitated to step, he met another orphan like himself.

Mob.

Someone who seemed as unimpressive as he felt about himself.

When they were young, he was just happy to have a companion to survive with in that harsh plague zone.

As time passed, the friendship he felt towards Mob began to turn into a sense of inferiority.

Even at the bottom of life, there are differences in talent.

How nimble are your hands?

How quickly do you learn?

How good is your memory?

In every area, Mob was better than him.

This couldn’t go on.

He knew.

Mob would become someone far greater than him.

Even a friendship cloaked in good intentions couldn’t last forever.

Even a relationship of equals eventually ends.

In truth, equality had ended long ago.

It was just that Mob, being kind, hadn’t realized it.

For years, Jakku had been worried about whether Mob would leave his side, and whether he could survive in this harsh world alone.

“It’s impossible, isn’t it?”

Grown birds fly high in the sky, and grown predators leave the pack to find their own territory.

“Do you want to become stronger?”

At a time when he was feeling anxious, he happened to notice a wandering mercenary.

He was obviously suspicious, but that wasn’t a time to be picky.

He thought that if he didn’t do something to get stronger, he would end up alone again and die in solitude.

So, he spoke to him.

He said he wanted to become stronger.

-You have to leave your friend’s side.

-Even if you beg to be sent back, you’ll suffer for years and might actually die.

-But if you still want to become stronger, follow me.

Jakku made up his mind.

He decided to follow that mercenary.

-Mob, I want to follow this person and learn from him.

-If our friendship remains unchanged, let’s meet again at the place where we first met.

-It might take years, but on the first day of the New Year, we’ll meet again. It’s a promise.

Ten years had passed since that promise.

Even he thought there was no way Mob would be waiting.

Ten years.

Could a childhood promise endure the passage of time that changes even mountains and rivers?

“Hey, you’ve grown a lot, huh?”

“Mob, is that you?”

“What, did I get too handsome for you to recognize me?”

He had grown taller, gained some flesh, and developed muscles.

His outward appearance had changed so much that it was hard to recognize the snot-nosed kid he used to be.


But some things hadn’t changed.

His playful banter, just like before.

The friendship that hadn’t changed even after ten years.

And… the sense of inferiority he had felt long ago.

“Ten years of training. I worked so hard. But I still can’t even catch up to you?”

It was a talent that couldn’t be overcome with effort.

Even Mob, who was nothing compared to the real monsters in the advanced class, was beyond his reach.

Yes, he had to admit it.

-With your talent, even if you get into the Academy, you won’t last a year.

The instructor had said.

There are plenty of brats like you, he had said.

And yet, the only reason he had been taken in ten years ago was for one reason alone.

Because he had the tenacity to abandon even his friendship and embark on an adventure.

The moment was approaching when he would be asked to summon that tenacity again.

Clink.

In his hand was a small vial.

If he swallowed this, his magic capacity would increase.

Of course, it was a drug given to the lowest ranks.

Naturally, it wasn’t the real thing.

An unfinished product.

An experimental substance.

The side effects of ingestion were enormous.

If it wasn’t compatible with your constitution, you would die.

If it was somewhat compatible, you would die after writhing in pain and going mad.

If it was a bit more compatible, you might survive, albeit with excruciating pain.

If one is lucky enough to find their aptitude, they might achieve dramatic growth.

What are the odds of that?

30%?

9.9%?

0.1%?

“Don’t get your hopes up. I have no talent.”

After ten years of working in the organization, he realized this.

The moment he takes this drug will be his last.

The instructor also said,

-If you get expelled from the academy, there will be no more freedom left in your life. You should be prepared to live as the organization’s dog.

There will be no chance of meeting with Mob again.

A world of shadows.

A life wandering through the darkness filled with the stench of blood awaits.

He stood at the beginning of a very long downhill path.

He had already taken a few steps forward.

If he struggles desperately, he might be able to return to the entrance.

But if it’s too late, he will fall into the steep slope and will never be able to return to the original path.

The steep slope lay just ahead.

One wrong step, and it would be over.

That one step was contained in the pill bottle in his hand.

“Now, first-year students. Don’t look so down. We’ll help you somehow.”

The hand holding the pill bottle returned to his pocket.

Taking it could be postponed for a while.

After all, this was the opportunity that Mob had found for him.

“I look forward to working with you, Teacher.”

***

Perhaps it helped that she contributed to the new event.

At this time of year, there should have been reports of accidents among the lower classes, but there was no news at all.

“Jezel. Really, no rumours at all?”

“Is there any news you’re waiting for?”

“It’s a secret!”

‘You’re totally showing that there is, aren’t you?’

Jezel smiled warmly, as if looking at a child trying to hide a secret.

Her mature demeanor made him feel a bit mischievous.

“Should I tell you? If you’re that curious.”

Jezel took a deep breath, as if slightly surprised.

His narrowed eyes curved gently as he smiled.

“I’m a bad adult, so I’m very interested in hearing other people’s secrets. Could you please tell me?”

“Hmm… alright! Just between us, Jezel. I’ll tell you for free this time.”

In fact, revealing a heavenly secret isn’t something to be done lightly.

Even if NPCs know what’s going to happen, it doesn’t always lead to positive outcomes.

Trying to prevent something can lead to even bigger accidents.

An accident that would have ended with minor injuries could worsen to severe injuries or even death.

But Jezel is a highly intelligent character who is thorough in self-management, so it should be okay, right?

“This week, a lower-class student is going to cause a fatal accident.”

“…Interesting information. Could you also tell me the source?”

“Uuum. It’s too much trouble to explain, so I’ll keep that a secret!”

Jezel fell into thought.

As I realized his interest had shifted away from me, I lost interest too.

Might as well focus on the lecture!

***

Watching Oknodie’s back, Isabel asked,

“What did you think?”

“It’s as Arcadia said. The foundation plans to cause a fatal accident this week.”

“…Did Oknodie know that too?”

Being merely used and being aware of a crime are two very different things.

“Surely… she’s not an accomplice, right?”

“I don’t think so. In fact, it might be better if she was.”

Jezel couldn’t hide his conflicted feelings.

“Oknodie just doesn’t care. About the fatal accident that’s about to happen.”

“Why…? Oknodie is a good kid.”

“Do you know the term learned helplessness?”

“What’s that?”

“It’s when you believe nothing will work, that nothing will change. When effort becomes meaningless, you stop trying and give up.”

In his view, Oknodie’s indifferent attitude stemmed from learned helplessness.

“She has already had similar experiences multiple times, tried asking for help or preventing it, but failed each time… If that’s what she thinks, then her reaction makes sense.”


It’s not something a child should have to experience.

Even an adult’s spirit would crumble under such harshness.

Just hearing about it sends a chill down your spine.

Does assassin training really have to go this far?

Isabel was appalled.



 
  
    Chapter 132: Patrol of Goodwill


The World’s Premier Educational Institution: Gift Academy

Graduates ascend to the highest positions in various countries, and if they establish their own organizations, their reputation or infamy spreads widely, from a single region to an entire continent.

Not only do they become the strongest in their field and the best in the world, but they also open new horizons in history.

The shortest path to becoming a hero.

A bachelor’s degree course leading to success.

Students who enroll in the academy in pursuit of glory.

981st class, 2,130 undergraduates.

Among them, the first dropout will occur this week.

‘Because this is the week when a high-stakes practical exam is assessed, where no matter what grades you receive in future lectures, the score reduction will be so severe that it will be irreparable.’

Some of the failing students couldn’t accept reality.

All they needed to do was endure, and glory would be theirs.

But to think they couldn’t even manage that—they’re failures.

Support from their family.

Support from their country.

Support from their organization.

Though their affiliations differ, the burdens they carry are the same.

The expectations, wishes, and hopes of others.

What awaits those who betray all of that is deep disappointment, cruel slander, and an enormous debt.

‘With Arcadia and Jezel both paying so much attention to the lower classes, I find myself worried too.’

In the time left after finishing the lecture.

Today, I decided to take some time to wander around the lower classes and identify potential candidates who could be ticking time bombs.

***

Oknodie’s 2nd tier supporting character.

NTR heroine Yui.

Using the sly eloquence that once ensnared Rockbell, she managed to pass the retake exam held in the lower classes.

She succeeded in keeping her place at the academy.

However, the humiliation of the past did not disappear.

“Dorothy. Rockbell. Everything you’re enjoying should have been mine…!”

Yui, biting into a tough black bread with a dagger, soaking it in water before chewing and swallowing it.

Her savage eating habits startled even the lower-class students passing by, causing them to back away in fear.

“Isn’t that the relief food sold in packs of five for 1 point for bankrupt students?”

“I’ve never seen anyone actually eat that… What did Yui do to end up bankrupt and suffering like this?”

“Yui still has a lot of points, though.”

Another student, seated at a different table in the cafeteria, revealed a shocking truth to the murmuring boy and girl.

“What?! Then why is she eating that tasteless black bread?”

“She’s trying to save her points.”

“Oh my god!”

“She’s not human!”

“Why would a third-year be doing something like that!”

A third-year student, who had cast an Invisibility spell to make herself invisible so no one would see her eating the black bread in the corner of the cafeteria, glared at the first-year students.

Of course, being invisible, the first-years, who recklessly mentioned a third-year, couldn’t see her.

“Ugh. I suddenly feel weak.”

“Is it getting chilly?”

“I guess it’s because it’s still spring. It’s late spring in March.”

Go ahead and laugh. 

What would they know, those who indulge in the regular 5-point meals in the cafeteria without restraint?

Yui cursed her sympathetic peers in her mind.

There’s a saying that little things add up to make a mountain.

She had no intention of ending her school days in the meager lower classes.

Somehow, she would gather enough points to return to the upper classes, where she rightfully belonged.

If it’s for that, she can endure the tangsuyuk, japchae stir-fry, and kung pao shrimp from the special Chinese set in the cafeteria.

Gnaw.

Gnaw, gnaw.

Finishing her painful meal as if tearing into raw flesh, Yui’s next destination was the training ground to prepare for the high-stakes practical exam on Friday.

“Hi, Yui!”

“For an heir to a trading company, you sure show up every day?”

“Hmph. There’s nothing more frustrating than being eliminated due to a lack of physical fitness.”

Of course, she wasn’t using the internal training facilities of the training building, which were equipped with specialized training equipment.

They charge points there.

The place she uses is the outdoor training ground.

A free space anyone can use.

Only those who dislike confinement, those who can’t find a spot, or those who are bankrupt and out of points use this poor public facility.

“Yui, are you part of the dolphin pants group too?”

Yui, sweating and diligently running around the training ground, initially didn’t even think the words were directed at her and continued running silently.

“Hey? Hey~? El-le-ve-be-ve!”

“Be quiet! Don’t disturb others’ training with your noise. What’s your problem, anyway? A girl talking about dolphin pants, why do you even care…”

Yui, who had been erupting in anger, gradually widened her eyes until they became twice their usual size.

“You, you, you!”

“It’s been a while. Do you remember me?”

“The mischievous kid with an innocent face but wicked skills who messed me up in the entrance exam!”

“…That mischievous kid has a name, Oknodie.”

“Who cares! Do you even know how much I’ve suffered attending this academy because of you?”

“What kind of suffering?”

“Cutting back on meals, using only free training facilities, and dedicating even the time when others are enjoying their youth, laughing and having fun, to growth and part-time jobs—do you even know what that feels like?”

Second gate: <Hunter’s Forest>.

Third side quest: <Hide and Seek>.

Yui, who had betrayed Dorothy to aim for passing with just Rockwell, lost a huge number of points and even Rockwell due to Oknodie’s interference.

The competent man she thought she had taken away returned to Dorothy’s side, and Dorothy happily accepted him again.

Yui, left alone.


Although some male students hovered around her like satellites orbiting a planet during training, the guys who usually pestered her so much didn’t show up today.

Everyone knows it.

How powerful Oknodie is.

And the terrifying rumors that have been circulating recently.

“Are you here to torment me?!”

A ruthless one.

No matter how weak the opponent is, once they become an enemy, they’ll never let their guard down and will come back to crush them thoroughly.

Yui shuddered, imagining the torment she’d endure from Oknodie.

She reached into her pocket.

She considered giving a few, but then realized that brat would never be satisfied with just that.

In a hurry, she untied the string around her waist and placed the entire pocket in Oknodie’s hand.

“Take this and get lost!”

“Wow, it’s caramel!”

It was a substitute currency used among the lower-class students.

It was used in place of points for gambling or small transactions.

Yui was worried that she might be mocked for having such a cheap thing that only the poor lower-class students played with, but fortunately, Oknodie seemed pleased with the bribe and accepted the caramel pocket without hesitation.

“Thanks!”

“Why aren’t you leaving?! You wicked caramel extortionist. You’re like the top predator in a gambling den. I can’t train with you lingering around scaring me, so hurry up and disappear!”

A hurt expression, like a wounded puppy asking, “How could you say something so mean?” appeared on Oknodie’s once innocent face.

“Haha. Yui, come on. Why don’t you be a little more honest?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

Some fellow students passing by spoke up for Yui.

“Oh, it’s the Dolphin Pants girls!”

“Long time no see~. We see each other often while jogging, right? Yui may sound gruff, but she’s kind-hearted. She was diligently collecting that caramel to trade for a prize after gathering a hundred, but she gave it all to Oknodie because she found you cute.”

“Yeah, Yui’s totally like that, right? Like a naive girl who gets tricked into marrying a scoundrel.”

“Sacrificing yourself for others is nice and all, but you should cherish your own life a bit more.”

“Yeah, yeah. If you keep living like that, good guys will get snatched away by others, and you’ll end up being a poor beta female, getting hit by bad guys who demand the caramel you earned every day.”

It was infuriating.

Who was treating whom like a pushover?

These naive pushovers.

Yui was furious, but she couldn’t vent her anger in front of Oknodie.

Her face turned red, which the Dolphin Pants girls mistook for shyness, laughing as they went on with their exercise.

“What is this… Is this what you wanted? To make me a laughingstock among my peers?”

“I’m sorry! That wasn’t my intention. I just had something I wanted to ask you.”

“Hah. The arrogance of thinking I’d answer just because you asked makes me want to grab your cheeks and shake them. Hurry up and ask what you want to know.”

Seeing her peers in the distance mouthing “Pongpong” as they laughed made her even angrier.

As she struggled to suppress the cruel nature of an NTR girl who covets others’ men, she soon found she didn’t need to hold back her temper anymore.

“Do you sell drugs?”

“Did you want to buy something from me because I’m a merchant? Ha. I don’t have anything to sell you, but I’ll answer just to get rid of you. Yes, I sell them.”

“Even unauthorized drugs that have side effects like building up berserk stacks after one use?”

When a person hears something truly terrifying, they can become so shocked that they go numb.

Her anger dissolved like cotton candy in water, disappearing somewhere in the sea of her emotions.

If she had to name the emotion that filled her inner sea, it would be fear.

‘How did she know? That I know how to make berserk potions. I haven’t told or sold this to anyone yet.’

Information that the other party shouldn’t know, information they mustn’t know.

Realizing the implications of this, a shiver ran down her spine.

-I know what you can make.

-I’ve investigated everything about you.

That’s what Oknodie’s words meant.

“Did you make it?”

The question, asked with a smile, no longer sounded innocent.

It was a warning.

“…Do you want me to make it?”

“Not really? It’s enough that you didn’t.”

Don’t even think about moving up to the upper class.

Don’t even think about appearing in my sight.

Just stay quietly hidden in the lower class.


Otherwise, you’ll have to explain to many people why the heir of a merchant group knows how to make a potion that’s forbidden even to know how to make.

It won’t just jeopardize your time at the academy; even the survival of the Yui Merchant Group, named after you, will be at risk.

“Oh, and don’t make the berserk potion.”

Oknodie warned her.

“If you get caught, you’ll end up in prison!”



 
  
    Chapter 133: Champagne Time


Yui, who was thoroughly intimidated, didn’t seem to have to worry about making the Potion.

The path where failing students would riot en masse because of Yui’s scheme to sell them Strengthening Potions for a quick buck was blocked.

“Getting falsely accused has its perks, huh?”

How would I have known to prevent it otherwise?

It’s all possible because I’ve been through it before.

In any route where the NTR heroine Yui gets demoted to the lower class for any reason, that damn potion invariably causes trouble.

If I hadn’t put a stop to it in advance, a huge commotion would have occurred.

A second-tier heroine ranked in the 20s in popularity would suddenly find herself blackmailed and corrupted by a dark organization overnight.

All that chaos was prevented by the diligent and good-natured Oknodie.

“Next up, is it that place?”

Instead of the free training ground where Yui and the Dolphin Pants sisters were training, the training building facilities that reopened after the mosquito incident.

The second unjust trap is hidden in a facility frequented only by those in the lower class with enough points to spare.

“I’d like to request a visit with the resident of Training Room 215!”

“If the person refuse, the visit won’t be possible.”

“Then please pass along this message too. Tell them a friend of Kasia has come to visit!”

The team leader of Group C.

An acquired electrical ability user.

A fusion life form, Kasia.

There’s an unlucky character connected to this poor friend who couldn’t even sleep in the dormitory and had to sleep outside.

“…Is it you? The one who dared to speak that despicable woman’s name and summon me.”

Before me stood a blond man, known to female players as the “Tragic Prince,” and wildly popular for it. 

He was the last prince of the weak southern continent nation of <Troy>, Hector.

An NPC from the same country as Kasia, whose demotion to the lower class or failure in the exams led to his tragic return to his homeland.

Kasia’s archenemy.

A completely incompatible adversary.

That’s the identity of the golden-haired man standing before me.

***

In the southern borderlands of the empire.

There was a small, powerless kingdom among the many small nations bordering the empire.

A country lacking in resources, military strength, and commercial power compared to neighbouring countries.

They made a decision to survive.

They would send a talent to Gift Academy.

They hoped that by sending a talented individual to the world’s greatest educational institution, they could save their homeland.

“I will go.”

Prince Hector.

He proved in a one-on-one match against the previously selected talent that he was superior to the person chosen by the entire nation, in a public setting.

Though the talent chosen with everyone’s hope lost, the citizens instead cheered.

The prince, who was of royal blood and the most likely to ascend as the next king, was a man who exceeded the expectations of the entire nation.

A special exam held outside of the admission period allowed only for applicants with a numbered ticket.

The prince challenged and passed the exam.

To everyone’s disappointment, he was placed in the lower class instead of the upper class.

The one who defeated him was a test subject from a small research lab in the same Kingdom of Troy.

When the kingdom’s citizens learned this, their fury reached the heavens.

Their resentment was directed not only at the prince but also at the successful candidate who had taken the place that should have belonged to him.

“No one wanted you to pass.”

“Give back the place where our hero should be.”

“Just die. Drop out immediately.”

“Destroy that lab!”

Even in the lab, no one supports her, Kasia.

The lab merely promised to receive massive funding in exchange for handing over the test subject to the academy.

The numbered ticket was just a “guarantee.”

It was merely a guarantee to facilitate the transaction with the academy.

So no one protects her.

Neither the lab.

Nor the nation.

Nor Prince Hector, who was demoted to the lower class.

Only the player knows her background story.

“This round’s Kasia is unlucky!”

It would have been better if Hector hadn’t passed the exam at all and returned to his homeland earlier than expected.

Angry citizens would destroy the lab, and the small country of Troy would ultimately be destroyed.

Although she would lose her hometown, there would be no reason to cling to those who were never worth protecting in the first place.

Kasia would be able to live her life clearly.

But if the prince stays at the academy, the destruction of Troy is delayed.

Neighbouring countries, fearing the possibility that Hector could return as a giant in one field, would hesitate.

“As long as Hector is here, Kasia will never be happy at the academy.”

The jealousy of the kingdom’s citizens will persist, and within the academy, Hector’s vile jealousy will continue to torment Kasia.

The lab will continue to try to approach Kasia using her past, and the kingdom will demand that she take responsibility for taking the prince’s place, asking her to fulfil his duties.

For a young girl raised in a laboratory, these are harsh days to endure.

It’s an unfortunate side story that entangles a child who simply wants to meet the parents whose faces she doesn’t even remember, in the dealings of adults.

That is Kasia’s predetermined future and the events that will unfold.

“She’s a pitiful supporting character in a different way than Hestia.”

The prince’s grudge is aimed at Kasia, but many students are sacrificed and expelled in the process.

Therefore, experienced players immediately start plotting to expel the prince as soon as they discover that he passed the entrance exam.

But veteran players have developed a route where they use the prince instead of cutting him off recklessly.

“Do you hate Kasia?”

“Is this what she has come to now, sending a child because she lack the courage to face me herself? Truly despicable. Yes, I hate her. That woman and I are mortal enemies. How can I forgive someone who took the place that should have been mine?”

“But if you take action to create a reason for expulsion, the two of you will only return to your homeland together. And your dream of protecting the small southern country will be lost.”

Hector visibly showed signs of discomfort.

But I had to say what needed to be said!


“Kasia is a good person. She deserves to make good friends. So if you have any complaints, you should come to me first.”

“…Are you sure you won’t regret this? Even if it’s a small nation, you’re turning a future king against you.”

“You’ll be the one who regrets it first, Prince. I’m pretty strong, and I have a lot of friends.”

Maybe I should show off a little trick.

I noticed a small mosquito flying around silently nearby.

I can’t let that slide.

It’s chopstick time!

I grabbed a pair of chopsticks and threw them, and with a thud, they embedded into the wall, creating a crack.

The chopsticks were buried deep in the wall like a legendary sword.

I pulled out the chopsticks that had brushed past the prince, and with a quick blow from my mouth, the mosquito’s corpse on the end flew off.

“What do you think? I’m good at catching bugs, right?”

“……”

“Pests like mosquitoes should be killed on sight.”

Oh, right.

I took out a pouch from my pocket and handed it to the prince.

“I picked this up on the way here, and it was pretty good. I ate one, so I’ll give you the rest. I’ll be going now. Have a nice day!”

I’ve given both the stick and the carrot, so the prince should calm down now, right?

[Successfully intimidated Merchant Yui and Prince Hector.]

[Intimidation Experience +5]

[Fear Induction Experience +5]

[Scare Experience +5]

[Bad Kid Experience +2]

[Warning.]

[Be cautious. If the same action is repeated, the <Bad Kid> feature will escalate to the <Scary Kid> feature.]

…But why is the Bad Kid experience increasing?

What is a Scary Kid anyway?

And why isn’t the Good Kid experience increasing?

I really don’t get it.

***

Despite her cute face, the kid had the sly heart of a snake. 

She was an annoyingly arrogant brat.

‘How dare she threaten me.’

Her name was Oknodie, or something like that.

I fully understood her intentions.

-If you mess with Kasia, I’ll report it as your doing. If you don’t want to perish together with my friend, you’d better not try anything.

-I’m strong enough to crush you like a bug, and I have many dangerous friends just as strong as me.

Behave yourself if you don’t want to die.

How dare she threaten a prince like that.

“Are you alright, Prince?”

“As expected, the prince’s power is remarkable. To have a one-on-one conversation with the top student, who’s also considered the strongest in the grade. The prince is truly destined for greatness.”

“What did you discuss with Oknodie? Did you hire that assassin kid as your subordinate?”

Opportunists who only approached after Oknodie left, completely oblivious to his complex thoughts.

Instead of feeling his temper rise at their cunning, sycophantic prattle, his heart grew cold.

The old him would have exploded in anger, but the meeting with Oknodie had sparked a change within him.

‘Yes. I am a prince of a small nation. In the Gift Academy, where the powerful from across the vast continent gather, I’m just a weakling. A weakling should not recklessly bare his fangs.’

The foolish prince, who once craved an exalted position, had become a cautious avenger who knew how to bide his time.

‘The moment when a weakling is allowed to bare his fangs is when he can decisively finish off his opponent. There won’t even be a second chance.’

Now was not that moment.

He was not yet ready.

With the mediocrities surrounding him, he couldn’t exact proper revenge.

He needed to grow stronger.

Both he and his followers.

To seize a more favorable opportunity.

‘Caramel, huh. I have ears, so I know about it.’

Caramel was a quasi-currency used among students to trade in illegal activities or labour.

Oknodie’s statement about popping a caramel meant she had employed someone for an illicit task—a sophisticated warning.

‘As expected from the top of the scholarship students, the leader of that unruly group. Her style is fitting.’

Though she was an enemy, he couldn’t help but acknowledge the dignity in that threat.

It was a perfectly crafted threat, meticulously calculated to evoke fear, well beyond the capability of an 11-year-old.

She had even handed over the remaining caramels, simultaneously attempting to humiliate him and recruit him under his command.

“Oh? Prince, isn’t that caramel?”

“Wow. When did you gather so many caramels?”

“I heard there are gambling rings that bet with caramels. Did the prince win big there?”

Look at these greedy little creatures, their reverence barely concealing their avarice.

If he tried to carry out his plans with such riffraff, they wouldn’t even evade Oknodie’s watchful eyes.

No, he’d be lucky not to get backstabbed.

“Cease all surveillance and rumor-spreading about Kasia immediately.”

“Huh? But you just ordered it recently…”

“The rumors have only just started to catch on. If we continue a little longer, we can definitely ruin her reputation. Please give us more time, Prince!”

“You scoundrels. Whose protection do you think you’re under that you dare raise your voice? Are you disobeying my orders?”

“No, not at all…”

“…We’ll stop the operation.”

His followers openly displayed their dissatisfaction.

Hector thought it was a relief.

‘These guys would’ve been nothing more than disposable trash.’

He could clearly foresee a future where he’d lose his support base overnight and be alone again.

No matter how worthless they were, it was better to let them grow and reap some benefits than to watch those who swore loyalty to him fall in a single day.

This way, more lower-class students would consider it advantageous to submit to him.

Given time, he might even recruit more exceptional talents.

So, he endured.


Using this caramel stash as a communal fund, he would focus on his and his followers’ growth for the time being.

“Meanwhile, the upper-class students are growing stronger. If we want to stand on equal footing with them, we cannot afford to exert less effort. Understood?”

“Yes, Prince!”

“Good. Return to the training room immediately. Increase both the intensity and duration of your training.”

The bad event that was to befall Kasia was postponed, along with the growth of Prince Hector and his followers, who would become even stronger.



 
  
    Chapter 134: Training Tools


After eagerly making rounds through the lower classes, good news awaited.

“The training tool prototype is complete.”

“Already?”

“Well, Rosgini and our production friends helped out. We increased the heat quickly, which significantly shortened the casting time. It’s true—money can accomplish anything, hoho!”

Arcadia showed the equipment.

I tried on the gloves and shoes, but since the sizes were off, there was space left in the heel, and the gloves felt loose, as if I had borrowed an adult’s.

But in terms of weight, it didn’t feel much different from the ones I had worn at Jonnas’s mansion.

“This is it!”

“I’m glad you’re satisfied. But is it really possible to wear such heavy training gear in everyday life?”

“You’ll get used to it after a while!”

After all, this world has status windows.

It’s a game world with stats.

For Gift Academy students, who possess abilities far superior to ordinary people, this high-weight daily life training should have a significant effect on helping them adapt to their own stats.

‘Well, compared to what Jonnas made, it’s nothing special.’

It lacks an ergonomic feel.

The oversized gloves and shoes press against the flesh and cause friction on the skin.

There’s no auto-balance feature to adjust the center of gravity in real time, either.

Of course, it would be shameless to expect such features from first-year students’ training tools, especially since it’s just a prototype they’ve barely finished.

If I had any decency, I wouldn’t complain to Arcadia, Rosgini, and the other first-year production students who worked so hard to make it!

“Is it okay if I give this to Mob?”

“Sure. The size might be uncomfortable, but you can stuff it with cotton, cloth, or anything similar, just like how you pad armor.”

However, since I hadn’t thought of under-armor to wear inside, it’s becoming a bit of a dilemma.

‘Can I just put anything on a newbie?’

Absolutely not. 

The best way to lure in a clueless newbie is to dazzle them with money.

When you dive into a hobby decked out with expensive gear, you’ll feel compelled to try harder just to justify the money spent.

Whether it’s hiking, fishing, cycling, or whatever, when Koreans start a hobby, they always begin by equipping themselves with top-tier gear.

Though, more often than not, those expensive toys end up collecting dust, like full-plate armor passed down through generations, but at least I won’t have to worry about this newbie stashing away the under-armor for training in a wardrobe.

A lazy fool who doesn’t know how desperate things are when they’re on the brink of failure can’t even survive a semester at Gift Academy.

‘Mob is fairly diligent.’

Despite his shabby appearance, Mob is quite healthy. 

He’s been training hard enough to get dark circles under his eyes from lack of sleep.

Considering his diligence, I should make sure that no lower-class student intimidates him with better gear.

‘Alright. Let’s get him something fitted!’

Since everyone’s put in the effort to make the training gear, I’ll handle the under-armor myself.

***

Professor Plato, more dedicated to nurturing iron men than anyone.

Due to his overly harsh curriculum, he wasn’t particularly popular with the students. 

Outside of class, no one ever came to see him personally.

Most students avoided eye contact, fearing he might try to force-feed them protein at any moment!

“Hmph. Weaklings.”

The professor didn’t mind.

The path to becoming a true iron man isn’t something cowards can achieve.

A bit of loneliness.

A bit of solitude.

Even these things can be ground into fuel for growth and training, as one tests their limits through self-reformation and dedication to training.

Claiming that there’s no end to learning, even with a sculpted body, Professor Plato was relentlessly devoted to his personal training day by day.

“Hello, Professor!”

But today, something unimaginable happened—something that never occurred during his usual training.

A student approached him outside of class and spoke to him.

Without pausing from lifting weights, Professor Plato responded.

“I don’t accept grade appeals.”

“But we haven’t even taken the midterm yet!”

“Then is it about an assignment? I don’t accept appeals for assignment evaluations either.”

“I didn’t come because of an assignment!”

“Then why are you here? If you’re asking me to be a club advisor, I’m already advising both the <Club of Mighty Destruction> and the <Club of Thousand Responses>, so I’ll have to decline.”

“I came to ask if you know where I can get some under-armor!”

“Under-armor?”

Expecting a visit from an upperclassman desperately begging for grade boosts to graduate, he was instead hearing about under-armor.

The pure voice, unlike an upperclassman, had already struck him as strange. 

And sure enough, it was a young first-year who had barely shed her baby feathers—Oknodie.

“My friend’s training gear doesn’t fit properly, so they need padding.”

She spoke with a playful smile, her demeanor as foxy as could be.

She had the look of someone who would have many men wrapped around her finger as she grew older.

As long as she didn’t turn into one of those people who ridicule others like a certain princess who taunts with “Haha, weakling~,” there’s no telling what she might become in the future, but she was definitely a student with great potential!

“Could you show me the training tool?”

Although Professor Plato wasn’t typically kind to students, he softened his expression for this first-year Oknodie, who had promise in more ways than one.

Excitedly, Oknodie dropped the training tool she had been carrying with a thud.

The small cloud of dust that arose showed that the weight was indeed considerable.

“Hmm.”

When he lifted it with his hand, his muscles received a faint stimulation.

‘Impressive—these shoes and gloves were quite heavy for a first-year student.’

“Whoever they are, I’d like to commend them for training with heavy armor in advance.”

There is a vast difference between wielding a sword without armor and wielding a sword while wearing heavy armor—the weight, required strength, sword trajectory, and stamina consumption all change.

If a student aspires to achieve greatness, it’s best to prepare and train for such things in advance.

Of course, students rarely do this.

They waste their precious first-year time making excuses about being too busy with the academy’s schedule, while still managing to enjoy themselves, eat all they want, and rest whenever they feel like it.

“The student’s name is Mob. He’s from the lower class, but he’s incredibly diligent!”

“Is that so?”


If Oknodie praised him this much, he certainly wasn’t an ordinary student.

“I’m free from lectures right now, so tell him to come over.”

“Okay!”

A little later, a scrawny boy showed up.

He had no bad habits resulting in an unbalanced posture, and while his muscle quality wasn’t exceptional, it was clear he had been diligently training.

He seemed to have some talent in martial arts as well; he was instinctively manifesting his magical energy, which was somewhat compressing his muscles.

“You do have talent.”

“Th-thank you…?”

Professor Plato lightly tapped Mob’s forearm, abdomen, and thigh.

Mob was confused by the situation. 

Could Oknodie be trying to sell him off to the professor in exchange for grades? 

He was gripped by fear, but of course, that wasn’t the case.

‘His physical fatigue is worse than it seems.’

The muscles damaged by exercise were taking too long to recover, and the repeated workouts were accumulating injuries faster than his body could keep up with.

Despite alternating between upper and lower body workouts, the level of fatigue was so high that it showed how fiercely determined he must be.

“I like you!”

For a lower-class student, Mob had potential, and he had an unusual intensity for a first-year student.

The professor saw a reflection of himself from long ago, when he spent each day with nerve-wracking intensity, dreaming of the revival of his homeland, the Kingdom of Florence.

Such a student was certainly worth helping.

“I’ll give you cotton made from Barmetz.”

Barmetz, also known as the first cotton, was a “fantasy plant” that originally grew in the Spirit World. 

When it was transplanted to the Middle World, it led to the creation of cotton.

Even the degraded cotton that grew in the poor soil of the Middle World was useful for clothing, so one could imagine the value of the original Barmetz cotton.

Whether first-year students understood its value was questionable, but surprisingly, Oknodie looked like she was going to die from the loss.

‘Unless one is incredibly wealthy, it’s not easy to know the value of this cotton.’

Seeing Oknodie’s dainty appearance and school uniform, but also the long white gloves she always wore up to her elbows, the professor understood.

She is definitely a rich kid from a wealthy family.

Professor Plato was so devoted to physical training that he hadn’t even heard the rumors about Oknodie that circulated throughout the academy.

[Professor Plato was satisfied after assessing Mob’s abilities.]

[Mob receives cotton made from Barmetz.]

[The prototype weight training set is upgraded to <Excellent (3)> grade with Barmetz cotton lining.]

[Shock absorption function is added.]

[Heat absorption function is added.]

[The equipment’s durability is greatly improved.]

Professor Plato was often regarded as a dangerous professor who peddled supplements by handing out protein soup to students, but in reality, he was surprisingly generous.

As long as students showed interest in physical development, he was willing to serve as a club advisor and offer various forms of help.

For example, he advised clubs like the <Club of Might Destruction> and the <Club of Thousand Responses>.

From a brief experience in these clubs out of curiosity, they felt more like a powerlifting club and a fitness club.

“Mob is lucky!”

“Huh? Me?”

“That cotton is incredibly expensive.”

“How much?”

“Hmm…”

After recalling the value of it in the game, the calculation was complete.

“It’s the price of a full set of magic armour!”

“Gasp!!”

Mob was shocked, realizing that the cotton was as valuable as magic armour, which even nobles couldn’t afford without earning points for permission to wear it. 

It was worth its weight in gold.

“What if it falls off? Once you use it, the cotton will stick to your hands and feet, and if even a strand comes off, it’s like throwing away something more precious than gold!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Just try it on first.”

Professor Plato laughed heartily as he forcefully stuffed the cotton into Mob’s boots and gloves.

There was a cracking sound in between, but hopefully, that was just his imagination.

“Ugh… it’s heavy.”

“But doesn’t it feel comfortable to wear?”

“Yes. Thanks to you, it feels much better. Thank you, professor.”

“No need to thank me yet. The real thanks will come soon.”

“Huh?”

“Weren’t you worried about the cotton falling off?”

Could it be that he’s going to eliminate the problem by taking back the training equipment that turned out to be more valuable than expected?

Mob watched nervously from the side, but fortunately, his fears were unfounded.

Instead of taking the equipment, the professor was modifying it.

Crack!

With no malice, but purely out of goodwill, Professor Plato used his strength to crush the cuffs of the boots and gloves, making them fit tightly around Mob’s wrists and ankles.

“Ouch?!”


“I’ve eliminated one of your worries.”

Professor Plato spoke with immense satisfaction.

“With boots and gloves that will never come off, you won’t have to worry about the cotton falling out. Now you’ll never be able to take them off with your own strength.”

The professor didn’t take away the training equipment.

Instead, he made it impossible to remove, like a cursed item that couldn’t be unequipped.



 
  
    Chapter 135: Aptitude Test Hat


Instructor for the common courses of the lower class.

Professor Snake has a particular philosophy.

“For inferior students, being expelled from this cursed academy as quickly as possible is the greatest blessing they can receive.”

It’s about making sure that inferior students end their unfortunate academy life in their first year, before struggling through the grades.

Of course, he understands that students have their own reasons.

Some want to become the strongest in a particular field.

Some want to live up to their family’s expectations.

Some want to emerge as heroes of their small countries.

Some want to find suitable spouses.

Some want to improve the weaker classes.

Some want to change the perception of despised races.

Each person has their own dreams, missions, and goals for entering the academy.

But if they lack ability…

If they end up suddenly promoted to the second year…

‘That must never happen. I can’t bear to witness such disasters again!’

They will go through experiences that first-year students can’t even dream of, and even if they do, it would become a terrible nightmare.

Having once served as the head of the second-year student council, Professor Snake has resolved to take extraordinary measures for the sake of the students.

As a result, he became the professor in charge of the mandatory common courses for first-year lower-class students, gaining the authority and power to achieve his goal.

“Understood, assistants? In this practice session, we must expel as many students as possible. It’s for the sake of the fragile first-year students!”

At Professor Snake’s fervent outcry, the assistants turned pale, thinking that this psycho was at it again.

“The entrance exam is over, but the true test for survival in the academy begins now. Mastering mana. And the exam to prove it!”

Mana is the primordial element that helps humans transcend the limits of their species.

Those who can control mana can become superhumans.

Elemental mana.

Natural mana.

Divine mana.

Special mana.

Any student who can master one type of mana qualifies to approach being the best in the world.

And once again, we must filter out talent.

Those who can become stronger quickly.

And those who cannot.

The process of dividing honours students from inferior ones awaits.

That is the Mana Verification Test.

The test where first-year dropouts from the lower classes appear en masse.

“The test is simple. If you can handle mana, you’ll pass easily, but if not, you’ll face an insurmountable barrier requiring training and talent beyond normal understanding to pass.”

For instance, an aspiring knight would face a test crossing a bridge blocked by a massive rock.

An aspiring mage would need to destroy a scarecrow with extreme physical resistance.

An aspiring administrator would face a test where they must resolve a citizen’s complaint from a petition.

An aspiring producer would need to perfectly scan and analyse the structure of a specific object.

An aspiring adventurer would have to find a hidden certificate of passing somewhere within the school.

Five different tests.

You get a chance to attempt two of them.

After all, there might be a gap between your aptitude and what you want to do.

It’s about giving the maximum number of opportunities.

If you pass even one of them, you pass.

But if you fail both, your score will drop disastrously.

The students disagree with the logic, claiming that Professor Snake’s test is the real torture.

“I don’t care.”

If you can’t even pass this, it would be even more painful to remain in the academy by force.

“There are three days left. The exam will be conducted this Friday. Prepare thoroughly so we can expel as many lower-class freshmen as possible.”

The assistants, feeling like the minions of an evil villain, lowered their heads in despair.

***

“I heard about that from a third-year senior who’s working as a teaching assistant. Isn’t Professor Snake truly something else? It’s to the point where you’d wonder if he holds a grudge against first-years.”

During Wednesday’s Developing Insight class.

The talkative senior Bixton, who always seemed eager to share unsolicited news, began speaking again.

“That could be the case!”

“Oh, look at this guy. Feeling so carefree because he’s an upperclassman now, huh?”

“Stop it, Bixton. You’ll just embarrass yourself, especially considering you were in the lower class as a first-year.”

“…Lizna, you know that just makes me feel even more pathetic, right?”

“Yeah, yeah, stop now. Bixton, who nearly failed the mandatory first-year lower-class common exam.”

“Stop it…! I don’t know what I did wrong, but I know I was wrong, so please stop! Please don’t drag out this grade humiliation in front of the first-years!!!”

Hehe.

Titosso let out a laugh from the side.

“Aren’t you worried, Titosso? About the exam.”

“Not really? Lately, since I’ve been attending the Night-time Activities for Adventurers class, I don’t get surprised by much anymore.”

“Oh…”

It seemed that Titosso had lost her ability to make rational judgments from experiencing too much fear.

She’ll probably revert to her usual cowardly self during fifth-period class, so I’m not too worried.

What worries me is the future of Mob, who suddenly ended up equipped with cursed items.

Even if you can manage showers with a cleansing spell, just thinking about living while wearing a weight-training device that can’t be removed for 24 hours brings tears to my eyes.

Grow stronger, Mob.

Until you can stretch out those crumpled gloves and shoes with sheer strength and take them off!

“Nice to see you again, everyone. It’s time for another session of this Developing Insight class with your returning professor, Bronze.”

As always, the impressive Professor Bronze greeted the class with a wave, receiving admiring glances from the students.

However, this time, there was an unfamiliar briefcase in her hand.

Could it be materials she prepared for today’s lesson?

“I don’t particularly think of you as precious students I’ve raised with care, but since you are undergraduates in my lecture, I’ll hold a special class today to prevent you from experiencing the disgrace of expulsion due to low grades.”

At those words, the solitary eastern swordsman, Xing, raised his hand.

“It’s rare. For Freshman Xing, to have a question.”


Usually, Xing was the type to sit in the corner of the classroom, making sounds like “tsk,” “chit,” and “huh,” while excelling academically and then leaving the room, fitting the role of a loner outsider. 

This was the first time he had shown such enthusiasm.

Despite the curious gazes from everyone, Xing did not appear intimidated and said confidently. 

“This lecture offers no benefit to advanced-level students. Could you perhaps hold the regular lecture now and offer the special lecture later as an additional class only for those who are interested?”

The expressions of the lower-level students soured.

Although what Xing said was incredibly annoying, as an advanced-level student, it was natural for him to feel that these special lectures held no particular appeal.

Even if he acted rudely, he had the skills to slice down any student who dared to oppose him.

“Don’t worry. I’ve prepared a lecture that even advanced-level students won’t find to be a waste.”

The professor placed her briefcase on the lectern and clicked open the handle.

With a soft hiss, white steam leaked out.

Beyond the steam, what appeared was a grotesquely shaped hat with two palms attached to it.

‘Ah. That’s the hat used when moving up to the second year!’

Just as there is a magical hat in a certain Western magic academy that evaluates students’ aptitudes, the Gift Academy also has a hat that assesses students’ academic aptitudes.

It was an aptitude evaluation hat equipped with the functions of <Talent Identification>, <Aptitude Evaluation>, and <Status Window Display>.

“Today’s special lecture is a chance for the first-year students to discover which department they are suited for. And those who correctly guess their own aptitudes will receive bonus points as a sign that they have a keen eye for self-assessment.”

There is no guarantee that the field you are currently aiming for, the field in which you have talent, and the field to which you are actually suited will all align.

If you’re lucky and all three overlap, you could experience a remarkable boost, like aligning passion and career.

But what if all three move in separate directions?

You’d waste effort, see your dreams crumble, and witness your work drifting in unrelated directions—an all-around disaster.

Therefore, being able to use the <Aptitude Evaluation Hat> a year earlier was a generous decision by Professor Bronze.

“Lowly humans… come sit before me and reveal your insignificant talents…”

However, the tone of the hat felt a bit different from usual.

In the game, it wasn’t such an unpleasant character.

Its hands weren’t so grotesque, and its voice was much more comical and harmless.

Can even a hat’s personality change with a 0.1% chance?

I was a bit bewildered.

“Professor Bronze, can second-year students also try it on?”

“Indeed. The first-years seem to be scared of this strange artifact, so let Bixton, a second-year, set an example and try it on first.”

“…Bixton, you fool. Why would you volunteer to be the test subject for such a suspicious hat?”

“It’ll be fine. It’s not like wearing it will kill me, right?”

Brushing off senior Lizna’s scolding, Bixton sat down in a chair and put on the hat.

The hat, which had been chewing on Bixton’s head, suddenly smacked his head with one of its hands.

“You worthless piece of trash!”

“Ah! Did this hat just hit me?!”

“A man who makes a woman anxious due to his indecisive nature… someone like you deserves to be cheated on!”

“Ouch! Ouch! What the heck is this thing evaluating?!”

For some reason, senior Lizna nodded with an expression of deep empathy.

“Hit him harder.”

“…Wow. A woman’s resentment is scary. Bixton, you should just confess again already, right?”

“Right!”

“Oknodie, let’s never date such a frustrating guy!”

“Agreed!”

“…Why are you saying that to an 11-year-old?”

Titosso simply smiled despite Isabel’s scolding.

Maybe thanks to the fear training, the kid definitely had grown tougher.

“Production Department. You productive piece of trash!”

“Magic Department. You magical trash who will be the first to turn into wood if you learn magic that turns trash into trees!”

“Did you bribe your way into admission? Since you lack talent across the board, go join the Administration Department where you can hide your incompetence through effort, you worthless fool!”

“Waaah…!”

The hat’s sharp insults had already reduced many first-year students to tears.

Finally, it was my turn.

“Ugh. I don’t want to wear it.”

I couldn’t hide my discomfort as I reluctantly lifted the hat with my fingers as if picking up something dirty. 

Then the hat’s eyes popped out, blinking in surprise.

“Oh. It’s the little kid I saw before!”

“Huh? Have we met?”

“Oh, right. You were asleep back then. Jonnas picked up an amazing kid beyond his means, so I was curious.”

…Why is Jonnas’s name coming up here?


Unable to shake off my suspicion, I glanced at the professor.

“Professor, this hat isn’t from the academy, is it?”

“As expected, you noticed.”

Professor Bronze nodded calmly.

“I stole it. From the Wiheomhae Foundation.”



 
  
    Chapter 136: Future of Oknodie


Ah, I see.

At first, I didn’t think much of it, but upon further reflection, it wasn’t something that could be so easily overlooked.

“Professor! How could you steal something from Papa’s foundation!”

“…Papa?”

“Papa gave me pocket money to enter the academy, covered my expenses, arranged training facilities, and even found me a guardian to take care of me! How could you do that, Professor!”

Professor Bronze’s legs wobbled.

“Wait a moment. Freshman Oknodie. Just to confirm… by ‘Papa,’ do you mean your biological father?”

“That’s right!”

Papa had sent a note.

Telling me to join the foundation.

He also gave me a large amount of funding.

As a reward from the Random Papa event.

If someone who fulfills the financial obligations of supporting their child and provides for their education for the future isn’t considered a Papa, then who in the world could be called one?

There are even “goose Papas” out there—those who never see their children but send money regularly.

“So, Papa is the one who ‘educated’ Oknodie?”

“If he provided the funds, that means he approved all the training programs. In a strict sense, it’s correct to say Papa taught me!”

“…Indeed. Not a typical parent. To allow such ‘education.'”

“Did you happen to meet Papa when you went to the foundation?”

“No. I only encountered the watchdog guarding the hat. Rest assured, I didn’t harm it in case it was a pet of yours Freshman Oknodie.”

“Still, where in the world would you find a professor who robs a student’s home? You went too far this time, Professor.”

With a legitimate complaint, I tugged on Isabel’s waist, asking her to help.

Isabel, with a reluctant expression that showed she didn’t want to help at all, spoke up begrudgingly.

“The professor was wrong.”

“That’s right.”

“I agree. It could have a detrimental effect on the child’s character development, so you should apologize.”

With even Titosso and Jezel joining in, the professor, with a face that seemed to question what on earth she was doing, apologized.

“I’m sorry, Oknodie. Once this lecture ends, I will return the item to the foundation at the next appropriate opportunity.”

“That’s good enough!”

“…Are you really okay with that?”

“As long as no one died, it’s fine.”

This is just a little incident, really.

But more than that, the hat is on my mind.

“Enough already, quickly stick your head into my mouth. I want to take another peek at the devilish potential hidden in that luscious head of yours!”

“…”

Since earlier, it’s been saying things like this while clinging to my arm with its two hands that have grown out from the side of the hat.

“Alright, alright. Stop hanging on to me. My already large uniform sleeves are going to stretch even more.”

When I placed the hat on my head, it covered me up to my nose.

…The hat is way too big.

It even smells like the heads of the people before me.

It feels damp and unpleasant.

Outside, I could hear people saying things like, “So cute─!”, “It’s a baby, a baby,” and “The hat completely covers the kid’s face. Mine didn’t even fit in, so the hat punched me in the head with a fist.”

By the way, the last one who spoke was senior Bixton.

Seriously, why does someone like Senior Lizna, who’s so amazing, hang out with a guy like him?

“Ooh, ooh! Ooooooh!”

“What could have happened in just a few months?”

“How could you have become this strong?”

“This is beyond growth.”

“It’s evolution. Yes, evolution!”

“Knight Department? Magic Department? Administration Department? Production Department? Adventure Department? You could do it all! You have so much talent that I don’t even know what you should focus on!”

The murmurs beyond the hat grew louder.

At first, it was uncomfortable having the hat cover my entire face, but before I knew it, I found myself pressing it down to cover my head more tightly.

This thing… it’s praising me too much. 

It’s making me embarrassed.

This feels like a public shaming session or something.

“Alright, enough already. Can we wrap this up now?”

“Oh… must we really? Can’t I stay covering your face a little longer? If you gave me the chance to say all the things you’re capable of, I could go on for 24 hours straight!”

“That wouldn’t be much of an aptitude test, though. If I’m good at everything, what should I choose?”

It’s impressive how this artifact from the foundation can recognize the player’s talents and say they’re good at everything.

As expected of an artifact from the foundation, its performance is just as outstanding as the hats in the academy.

It can even detect not only the talents existing in the body of ‘Oknodie,’ but also the talents of the ‘possessor’s soul’ that resides in that body, and differentiate between them.

“Yeah, as the professor says, the academy is always so curious about what kind of person someone will become in the future, right? Let me tell you about the potential you have as well.”

The hat, taking it a step further, went beyond an aptitude test and started recommending careers and classes suited to the aptitude.

“First of all, you have the potential to become a Demon Lord. Once you grasp the essence of evil power, you’ll have the qualifications to aim for a throne in the Abyss!”

Beyond the hat, I could hear Bixton-senpai’s shrill scream and Lizna-senpai slapping him on the back.

“You also have the potential to become a Dark Princess. Your sweet yet deadly charm would more than qualify you to become the most beloved demon in hell!”

I sensed a serious conversation taking place between Isabel and Jezel in low voices.

“Perhaps you’re interested in becoming a Holy Dark Paladin? I would really love that. If so, you could become the master of every darkness-imbued artifact in this world and share in the glory of eternal darkness!”

…But why are all the classes like this?

In the game, the player’s ‘soul’ wasn’t factored into the aptitude test, so evaluations never took into account all the death judgments and adventures. 

The evaluation was based solely on the ‘body’ given each round, either randomly or custom-built.

Demon Lord?

Dark Princess?

Holy Dark Paladin?

Each name was more bewildering than the last.

“Freshman Oknodie. Take off that hat immediately.”

“Don’t listen to that sly professor. She just wants to have you. She’s marked you as a tool to fulfil her sinister desires. You must never be caught by her.”

“Freshman Oknodie! Don’t fall for the hat’s wicked wisdom. Take it off quickly!”

Hmph. 

They’re not entirely wrong, are they?


Professors do tend to corrupt talented students into becoming their graduate students under the guise of being a ‘disciple.’

The careers suggested by the aptitude hat feel way more wholesome by comparison.

“Oh, right. I wouldn’t necessarily recommend it, but if you insist, you could also become Eddahol’s Last Finger, Pignut’s Endbringer, or Sonya’s Clarity. If you want to spend your time serving others and catering to their whims, that is.”

“Ugh. Absolutely not.”

“Good decision! Those evil gods are all weaker than the good gods anyway. They got thrashed so badly in the war for supremacy that they don’t even dare walk openly anymore—just a bunch of losers!”

“Freshman Oknodie!!”

The professor’s shout pierced through the hat and made my ears ring, causing me to shriek and cover my ears inside the hat.

Taking advantage of the moment the hat slid up slightly, Professor Bronze snatched it away in an instant.

“Let go, you Rogue! I won’t allow it! I won’t let you turn this child into some petty rogue! Someone like you can’t nurture this child’s brilliant talent!”

“I warned you, didn’t I? I told you if you messed with the students, I would make sure you’d never leave the lab again. Do you really want that to happen?”

“Hah, don’t make me laugh! If this child borrows my wisdom, there’s no class in this world she can’t master. Do you think her key to greatness should be wasted on something as trivial as picking locks?”

The hat swung its arms like windmills, flailing and throwing wild punches.

“…Sigh. If even half of that eerie wisdom had any power, I’d seriously destroy it right here. I guess you’ve got a bit of a long leash.”

With a disgusted look on her face, the professor raised a dagger and started stabbing the hat, causing it to scream.

“Ouch! Hey, not there!”

“Oknodie. Are you okay? You’re not feeling weird, are you? Like suddenly wanting to wipe out humanity or feeling like people’s lives are as worthless as garbage?”

“I’m fine, Titosso! Thanks for worrying! But you don’t need to ask from so far away!”

“N-No, Oknodie! Today, this distance feels just right!”

Being thirty meters away is a bit much, isn’t it?

I have to shout just to have a conversation.

Scaredy-cat.

“Honestly, I don’t need some grand, legendary class. Just becoming a rare-class magic swordsman is good enough!”

“How cruel! Think it over again. That would be an insult to your talents. Whatever you do, you could easily master both sword and magic, so you should become the legendary hero who fulfills a great mission!”

“No way! I’m becoming a magic swordsman!”

“You stubborn brat!”

“Hmph. Says the smelly hat!”


“W-What did you say?! I… smell?!”

A shocked Professor Bronze quickly threw the hat into a sack.

Thanks to the Silence Spell cast on the sack, the hat’s chatter was abruptly cut off.

But it wasn’t just the inside of the sack that grew quiet.

The entire classroom had fallen into an awkward silence.



 
  
    Chapter 137: Don’t be fooled. I know better.


The foolish hat only pointed out the most worthless things, and the response in the classroom was chaotic.

“What’s wrong with everyone?”

“Haha. I think everyone was just surprised by the young lady’s exceptional talent.”

“What’s the use of having unnecessary talent? She doesn’t even want to do it.”

“Is that true? From what I’ve heard, the 24 divine entities vying for the position of god have promised Apostle classes, and several legendary classes have opened to take on grand missions.”

“I’m going to be a Magic Swordsman!”

Isabel spoke with a look of utter regret.

“Are you serious? If an explorer came across a class with such a sinister name in some ruin, they wouldn’t hesitate for a second to change their class.”

“Did you dislike being an explorer, Isabel?”

“I wouldn’t say I hated it. It’s just a job I do to get by. Like how a tomb raider wants to find treasure and strike it rich, most explorers just want to find a hidden ancient legendary class to hit the jackpot.”

“Really?”

“Ancient. Legendary. The mere mention of either of those words smells like life-changing fortune.”

Well, newbies love that kind of thing.

Like hidden classes or unique classes.

Those jobs that make you feel like you’re the only one in the world with an overpowered, cheat-like class.

If only there were no hidden traps, I would have taken it without hesitation too.

But the hidden risks are so huge that as a seasoned player, I have absolutely no desire to risk my soul challenging such dangerous classes.

“I like being a Magic Swordsman!”

“Ugh… What’s so great about that Magic Swordsman? It’s a class where both the sword and magic are mediocre.”

“If you do both well, isn’t it doubly overpowered?”

You could attack physically resistant monsters with magic, and use physical attacks on magic-resistant monsters.

And if that’s a student from the adventuring department?

In that case, you wouldn’t even need specialized rogues for things like guiding, disarming traps, or lockpicking.

It would complete the perfect all-purpose character that can do at least three roles or more all by itself.

“More importantly, why am I the only one getting publicly humiliated while no one else is getting tested?”

Pouting with dissatisfaction, I puffed out my cheeks and looked back, and Professor Bronze looked dumbfounded.

“The boldness of a first-year student Oknodie is truly impressive. You’re going to grow up to be someone great.”

“Of course! I’m going to be 2 meters and 30 centimeters tall!”

“…That’s not exactly what I meant, but for the students who haven’t yet worn the hat, we’ll proceed with the test for those who consent.”

The students who wanted to participate raised their hands.

Besides Isabel, Jezel, and Titosso, the classroom was nearly deserted.

The only noticeable student left was Sing.

“They say great heroes gather around great figures. Your courageous attitude is impressive.”

Fortunately, the professor saw the attitude of the people around me not as reckless bravado but as courage.

“Behave yourself.”

The hat quivered in fear as the professor prodded it with a dagger, issuing a warning.

“Department of Public Administration. You have the potential to excel as a dark merchant. Your cold-heartedness and ruthlessness would make you a good war profiteer too.”

“Production Department. You’re a natural-born chef. With your skills, you could even become a dark chef who can secretly slip poison into food without anyone noticing.”

“Hahaha! What’s this coward? Weak-hearted, clumsy with talent, and constantly watching others, you’re perfect for being a maid. Why don’t you take off your uniform and put on a maid outfit?”

The hat, prattling on as it pleased, was finally silenced by the professor, who stabbed it with a knife after seeing Titosso tear up and whimper.

The already tense atmosphere grew even colder, but thanks to Titosso, who was only being told she should be a maid, things lightened up a little.

“Haa. That hat definitely did that on purpose, didn’t it? A dark chef? Now I’ll be remembered as a suspicious person who puts poison in food.”

“Haha. Life is all about perspective, isn’t it? Now, fewer people will hover around asking to eat Isabel’s cooking, so your mind will be more at ease.”

“At least you’ve got a positive outlook, ‘Mr. Dark Merchant.’”

Jezel, who was already an active dark merchant, wasn’t fazed at all.

Instead, she seemed to realize that the hat’s insight was quite sharp, even correctly guessing his job, and recognized that the classes it assigned to me were realistically possible.

Ever since, hi eyes were filled with a strange mix of anticipation, worry, excitement, and enthusiasm whenever he looked at me.

“Jezel, I’ll just say this in case, but if you suddenly show up with a legendary class transfer stone and push it on me, I’ll be really mad.”

“Haha. No way. Those are priceless, and where would I even find one for sale? Unless I went looking with Isabel, I wouldn’t get my hands on one.”

So he had thought about searching with Isbael.

I’m glad I gave him a heads-up just in time.

“Sniff. Oknodie… That hat said I should be a maid. What if everyone I see tomorrow starts calling me a maid and treating me like one?”

“Come to me and report them. Any student who bullies Titosso, I’ll give them a good scolding!”

As I pretended to strike her with chopsticks, I accidentally dropped them. 

They spun in the air and shattered the ceiling light.

The broken light crashed to the floor of the classroom with a loud smash, sending up a chorus of screams.

Despite everything, the chopsticks, after bouncing off the ceiling and walls with loud clinks thanks to the ridiculously sturdy classroom, finally came to a stop after piercing vertically through a student’s desk.

“Ah, that student called me a maid earlier! Oknodie, did you hear everything? Did you just avenge me?”

Well, it’s already happened.

There’s no avoiding the deduction of points for damaging school property.

“…Yes, that’s exactly what I did!”

After boldly making an excuse, a notification popped up that I had frightened the students.

[+15 Fear Induction Experience]

[+2 Bad Child Experience]

“First-year Oknodie. Be prepared to humbly accept a magic watch bill soon for the damage to classroom property.”

“Yes…”

I’ve incurred some unintended expenses, but if it means my friend Titosso can attend the academy without crying, then I guess it’s worth it.

Titosso, chatting away next to me with starry eyes, wasn’t too bad.

After all, Titosso is cute!

Let’s not hide it.

I’m weak to beauties and cute creatures.

Just because my body became female, it doesn’t mean my personal preferences changed.

‘I guess with muscle memory, this body’s original owner might react to whatever they liked.’

I wondered what the original owner of Oknodie’s body liked.

I was curious, but not particularly eager to find out.

What could an 11-year-old kid possibly like anyway?

Dolls?

Flowers?

Probably something like that.


“Department of Public Administration. And a natural quartermaster too. It suits your evil nature and heartless personality very well!”

Everyone’s attention turned to the voice evaluating the aptitude and talents of the last student, who had just been freed in the chaos.

Sing, the last student being assessed, grabbed the brim of the hat with a face that asked if the hat had gone mad.

“You’d better think and speak clearly, hat. I am a swordsman and a practitioner who has slain over a hundred swordsmen.”

Honestly, I also thought Sing’s appropriate department should be the Department of Knight, with a class like killer swordsman, not Public Administration. 

But for the hat to insist on Public Administration without hesitation was really unexpected.

The Department of Public Administration was generally for students who didn’t have enough talent to enter other departments and were told to work hard and become something useful, or it was filled with royals and high-ranking nobles.

To put it bluntly, it was a department made for talentless people to have something to boast about when they needed to mention that they were graduates or dropouts of the Gift Academy.

It’s perfect for saving face in various nations.

That’s why there are particularly many members of the Empire’s royal family and nobility in the Department of Public Administration.

Although Princess Masugaki is a rare case, since she has talent in magic and will be entering the Department of Magic.

“Which is why it suits you even more. Have you ever thought about it? A quartermaster who slaughters enemies while protecting supplies from raiders.”

“That’s a petty job. How is it different from guarding a merchant caravan or military supplies?”

“If it was an ordinary quartermaster, that would be true. But the one that suits you is a ‘Quartermaster of Darkness.'”

“…’Of Darkness’?”

“A quartermaster who departs even when there’s a risk of betrayal or ambush, as desertion and casualties skyrocket due to low morale in the army. You may have to cut down more allies than enemies!”

“Oh.”

“Abusing your power to falsely accuse soldiers of theft or treason and execute them on the spot is also possible. It’s a class perfect for spilling blood!”

Oh, come on.

Of course, he likes that idea.

But even I have to admit that if a guy like him took charge of quartermaster duties and showed up with a supply wagon, people would probably think, ‘This looks tough. Should we just let this wagon go?’ 

No wonder it’s called the Quartermaster of Darkness.

“The higher-ranking position would be the Dark Commissary General. The top position would be the shadow ruler of the military. A class like that could directly influence the military command of an entire nation, treating a mere swordsman like an expendable pawn.”

“That sounds fun.”

Oh, no.

It might be fun for him, but for the princes, princesses, lords, and ladies laughing and chatting in the Department of Public Administration, it’s as if a bomb is about to drop.

The Department of Public Administration is a rotten place, where students take it easy, ranking themselves according to their backgrounds and supporters, and underclassmen become subordinates who do their assignments for them.

Now, imagine a crazy loner who swings his sword at the slightest provocation showing up in the midst of that.

It wouldn’t be long before blood is shed every day, and the academy hires assassins to fight Sing.

“Don’t be fooled. I know. It’s going to be extremely boring.”

Normally, I wouldn’t interfere, but for the sake of the academy’s peaceful daily life, I couldn’t help but stop this nonsense from escalating.

Sing looked at me with eyes that seemed capable of killing someone on the way to school this morning.

“What do you know? You little big shot.”

I needed to be persuasive.

I had to come up with a believable excuse, even if it wasn’t based on my own experience.

“…Papa.”

“Huh?”

“Papa told me! The military, in any country, is boring!”

Sing was convinced.

“Is that so? Then living as a swordsman seems better after all.”

Sing took off the hat and placed it on top of his briefcase.

Thank goodness he understood.


But someone else took it to heart as well.

Professor Bronze muttered with a horrified expression.

“The Foundation… No wonder they allowed infiltration so easily. Did they interfere with the military too, leaving them short on personnel? All the militaries around the world…?”

…Sorry, Papa.

I feel like I’ve caused some trouble. Will it be okay?



 
  
    Chapter 138: Third Term


It’s heavy.

Mob tried to recall the last time he had sweated just from walking, but it had been so long he could barely remember.

At least in the past five years, it hadn’t happened.

His childhood friend, Jakku, had left with only a promise of reunion.

Until their reunion, Mob spent every day except January 1st training, hunting, and working side jobs.

It was all because of his pride. 

He didn’t want to show a shameful appearance when he finally reunited with his friend.

“Whoa. Mob, what are you carrying around on your body?”

“Training equipment.”

“Man, you’re intense. This is the dormitory. You’re not seriously wearing that thing even in your room, are you?”

“I wish I could take it off too.”

“Wow, you’re hardcore. So, you won’t take it off until you’re satisfied with your body, right?”

The four roommates who shared the room with him groaned in frustration.

“Hey, but you’re not wearing that even when you shower, right?”

“…I got a free Clean Magic voucher from Professor Plato.”

“No way. You hate taking it off so much that you’d go that far?”

“Who’s Professor Plato anyway?”

“Never seen him in the knight department lectures.”

“He’s a professor for the advanced students’ common lectures.”

“Wow. You even went to a professor who’s not in your curriculum just to ask for help with your training?”

“Man, guys like him are the ones who scrape by and manage to avoid failing.”

“True. You’re a real man, Mob.”

“…”

For the first time in ten years, his unbending pride made him shrug his shoulders.

‘What are you doing, damn it? You should be asking for help to take this thing off.’

In his head, a version of himself with angel wings whispered to stop this foolish training and ask for help.

‘But is it right to ask for another professor’s help after Oknodie personally helped me?’

On the other hand, the version of himself with demon wings in his mind coaxed him, and it seemed like a valid point too.

“Damn it…”

Caught in between, Mob tossed and turned, unable to sleep.

As he suffered on his bed, his roommates thought that no matter how much he agonized, he was too stubborn to ever take off his training gear.

The next day.

During the regular lecture time, Mob lifted his bow with an utterly exhausted face.

Creeeak.

His arm, drawing the bowstring, felt as heavy as a thousand pounds.

It was understandable.

The weight his body bore was much greater than usual.

His gloves, shoes, and four other pieces each weighed 5kg.

With a total of 20kg, the burden was building up stress.

But Oknodie, who saw him in class, just smiled brightly.

“How are you? Getting used to it?”

“In a way.”

Oknodie, noticing Mob’s pale face and occasional dazed expression, likely from a sleepless night, spoke cheerfully.

“You’re doing better than yesterday!”

“Really? It’s only been a day.”

“When you do something extreme, it accelerates your growth. Thanks to the ‘no removal allowed’ state, your growth is probably getting a high multiplier!”

“…That’s not exactly the kind of growth acceleration I was hoping for.”

“But it’s better than failing, right?”

“…Yeah, I suppose. Thanks to you, I think I’ll survive.”

“See? Isn’t it great? Don’t you feel grateful and stuff?”

Mob smirked.

Was she really hoping to hear words of gratitude?

Or maybe she was just worried.

Maybe she feared Mob might resent her for not being able to keep up with such hardcore training.

To be honest, even Mob himself thought that if it weren’t for her, most students would have quit this kind of training by yesterday.

It made sense that Oknodie would be concerned.

“Of course I’m grateful. It’s tough, but if it’s rewarding, then enduring this isn’t a problem. I’ll definitely repay this favor somehow.”

“That’s great! Then keep your evening free.”

“Oh. More training?”

“I ordered 5kg protectors for your shoulders and knees. I’ve already padded them, and the straps are adjustable for easy removal!”

“…You’re adding more weight?”

“And I also ordered new 5kg chopsticks and spoons for you to use for meals, so you’ll start eating with them from tonight!”

“…That’s it, right?”

“Yup!”

“Sigh… So that’s three pieces for the chopsticks, and four pieces for the protectors. That’s another seven pieces, making it 35kg more.”

Was this some kind of full-body armor weight adaptation training?

As Mob stood in disbelief, Oknodie added, “Oh, right!”

“Bring everything in this sack!”

“…Why?”

“Everything’s been made into 5kg versions for you!”

Please, stop.

Save me.

Mob trembled as he held back the tears that were about to spill out, his head tilted upward.

“Were you really that moved? Hehe, no need to be so touched between us!”

Mob silently vowed never to ask Oknodie for training help again.

Regret hit him like a storm.

While the lower-class students were desperately preparing for Friday’s exams, the upper-class students were enjoying a relatively calm week.

“Did you see the notice? Professor Plato asked us to bring both our uniforms and gym clothes on Thursday.”

“Swimming again?”


“If it was swimming, he wouldn’t have asked us to bring gym clothes.”

Though there was still a lingering sense of unease, compared to the first three tough weeks, the fourth week of academy life had become more bearable, with enough room for some smiles.

“Alright, gather around!”

The outdoor lecture hall.

Today, as usual, the statue-like professor appeared with a commanding shout, followed by the sound of the ground trembling and a cloud of dust rising.

As everyone wondered what he had brought this time, a parade of animals—horses, oxen, donkeys, cheetahs, and more—came rushing in.

“Ahhh! What’s all this?”

“Hah! Savage♡ Barbarian♡ Doesn’t a backwater like you know anything?”

Masugaki, the 2nd princess, laughed confidently.

“They’re all things we can eat. This must be cooking practice♡”

“Wait, there’s a golem coming up from the back!”

“…”

“Are golems edible too?”

Annoyed at being ignored to her face, Xenia smirked confidently and turned the tables on Masugaki the princess.

“The Imperial family even eats golems, how impressive. If I find a stone lying around, I’ll make sure to gift it to you as a snack!”

“Wh-what nonsense are you spouting! There’s no way a noble princess like me would ever eat something like that.”

“Then who would eat it~? You spoke so confidently about eating it, but are you going to backtrack and admit you were just making things up without knowing anything? Among the demihumans, we call that a defeated bitch!”

“A-a defeated bitch?!”

How humiliating.

Unable to accept such a derogatory term, the princess faltered and couldn’t retract her statement.

Seeing the small figure clutching her head and groaning in distress, Irene, the northern duchess, suddenly intervened.

“Maybe Oknodie could eat it.”

“…Nyaa?”

“Oknodie eats stones, after all.”

At this convincing argument, the Princess Masugaki finally sighed in relief and returned to the group.

“Did you hear that? She says you’re the one who’s going to eat it.”

“Hmph. I don’t eat such stupidly large rocks. I have standards too, you know.”

“…So in the end, you are going to eat it.”

Son Ohchun looked bewildered.

“Whoa, whoa. Everyone, pay attention. These animals weren’t brought here to attack you, nor will they be released in three minutes for you to escape before they catch you. This is all part of the upperclassmen’s lessons, so don’t worry!”

“When we become second years, do we take classes like that?”

“I really don’t want to move up…”

Whispers and murmurs.

At the sight of the first-years quickly starting to chatter, Professor Plato’s face turned stern.

“SILENCE MAGIC!!”

With a strong shout, the professor placed a small stone fragment on his thumb and flicked it with his forefinger.

With a loud snap, the stone fragment struck the heads of the students, who had been chattering in fear.

“Ouch!”

“It hurts…!”

“If you’re afraid of the power of silence magic, then keep your mouths shut. Isn’t this class time?”

“…”

As the students, now fearful of the professor’s physical magic, quieted down, Professor Plato returned to his more pleasant tone and resumed his explanation about the animals.

“These animals have been brought for riding practice.”

“Riding?”

“Didn’t I tell you before? This professor remains in this position to cultivate true philosophers who will save our homeland. A true philosopher must first have a strong body.”

“What does that have to do with the animals?”

“You’re slow to understand. What have you learned from my previous lectures?”

“Running and swimming.”

“Continuing from that, this time, you’ll practice riding skills.”

Running. Swimming. Riding.

The three essential elements for producing true philosophers.

At the mention of these, Arcadia, who was from the same country as Professor Plato, grew pale.

“Professor… don’t tell me, for our midterms… we’ll be doing that?”

“Hahaha! As expected from the proud descendant of the Kingdom of Florence. That’s right. You will be participating in the triathlon, a legendary sport passed down in the Kingdom of Florence. Riding is the final event in the triathlon!”

“What’s so scary about that?”

Son Ohchun, clueless as ever, asked, and Jezel, the clever one, answered.

“One by one, they might be manageable.”

“And?”

“In the triathlon, you do all three consecutively, one after the other.”

The students, who had barely survived a single lecture, wobbled and collapsed at the news that they’d have to endure all three events in succession.

“Don’t get so scared.”

Even in the face of a harsh exam, there was a glimmer of hope for survival for the newbies.

Isabel, Jezel, and Lotto, who had collapsed nearby, were quietly advised.

“Riding is about handling a mount. If you choose a mount that suits you, you can breeze through it. If you pick the right one, it’ll probably be the easiest.”

The thought of only two hard tasks, instead of three, gave Jezel some relief.

“Someone who’s used to horseback riding might have it easier, I suppose. But what if someone chooses something like a cheetah?”

“Well… you’d have to establish a hierarchy first, I guess?”

“…”

“An apex predator wouldn’t want to carry a creature weaker than itself on its back, right?”

For the record, there are 44 upperclassmen.

The professor brought 100 mounts.

Of those, only 10 are horses.

The rest are oxen, donkeys, and even cheetahs.

“Then choose your mount. It will be with you until the midterms, so make sure to choose wisely.”

“Professor, what if more than one person wants the same mount?”

“Why ask something so obvious? You fight for it, and the strongest one gets it.”

It was one minute before the fights broke out.

“Why is everyone fighting so much? They could be like me and not be greedy for a horse.”


“…There were plenty of people who wanted the golem you’re riding.”

Hestia, sitting atop another golem nearby, gave a bemused look.

“No way. Then why didn’t anyone challenge me?”

“Maybe because no one wants to fight the Future Demon Lord or let one of the Candidates for the throne hold a grudge against them. Does that make sense to you?”

“I… I guess?”



 
  
    Chapter 139: Practice Time for the Ironman Triathlon.


Everyone coveted the lifeless golems that could conserve energy and stride forward effortlessly, but the golems didn’t allow boarding so easily.

“You lowly golem! Consider it an honor and bow your head. I, Honor Fried Chicken, of the Empire’s three great meritorious families, will be your master!”

Honor Fried Chicken, who had boldly declared this, was struck on the head with a massive stone fist.

As Honor Fried Chicken crawled out of the fist-shaped imprint in the ground, blood dripping from his forehead, the other students switched up their strategies.

“Oh great golem! As the descendant of the divine archer and a master marksman, Skola humbly requests to be your companion. Please allow me to board!”

With a bow and a humble request, Skola tried to appease the golem, only for the golem to kick the ground with a resounding thud.

Thud, thud, thud!

Through the cloud of dirt that arose, Skola could be seen spitting out dirt, tears in his eyes, as he dashed toward the stream.

Neither threats nor submission worked.

The unyielding giants of the mount world.

The absolute tyrants of master-servant relationships.

Standing next to these omnipotent golems were Oknodie and Hestia, already aboard their golems, calmly watching the chaos below.

Princess Masugaki spotted them and burst out in frustration.

“Ugh♡ No taste♡ Don’t even know how to choose a superior master♡ Why do they let those ones board so easily while treating us so roughly?”

Even her angry tone sounded cute, prompting Hestia to answer casually.

“I raise a mini golem. So the golems think of me as a friend.”

Showing off her connection, Hestia pulled a mini golem out of her pocket and tapped it with her finger.

The mini golem that crawled out of the pocket wobbled like it had hit a pillar before collapsing into her palm.

“Moooooo.”

“Moooo.”

It was hard to tell if the full-sized golems accepted it as a friend or if they feared an abductor and were merely bowing out of fear.

“And that little girl over there?”

“Not a little girl! She is Oknodie!”

“Little Oknodie.”

“Hmph! After teasing me like that, do you really expect me to answer?”

Princess Masugaki pouted so hard her lips stuck out, muttering angrily below, but no one paid her any attention.

The golem she had boarded waved its hand and swept Princess Masugaki far away.

“…Is she dead?”

“She’ll be fine. Princess Masugaki has pretty exceptional base stats!”

“Stats?”

“The Imperial family is known for eating a lot!”

Hestia, being an NPC, wouldn’t know, but there was no need to worry about the health of those from noble families, royal families, or the Empire.

Having grown up eating a wide variety of food, they naturally had a high food collection rate and received a significant health stat boost because of it.

At the start, no matter how hard the players tried, they couldn’t be healthier than those people.

If Hestia knew that Princess Masugaki was actually healthier than her, she’d be shocked, wouldn’t she?

The students, already embroiled in chaos over the golems, faced an even bigger commotion with the horses.

“Heh heh, I got a horse.”

“Dorothy! A horse is far too good for someone from the outskirts like you. Hand over the reins immediately!”

“Are you dumb? Let’s go, Rudolph! Ignore these idiots and let’s take a lap around!”

“What the heck? That does it. You, come here! You stubborn ox, if you don’t chase after her, I’ll whip you! If you don’t, I’ll beat you mercilessly!”

“Moooooo!”

The horse owners fled, while the students pursued.

Chaos, disorder, and pandemonium ensued.

“Haha, those kids. I was planning to cover escape and pursuit training in the next lecture. How diligent of them to get ahead of the curriculum. I see now why the Principal said the 981st class is special.”

Only Professor Plato looked on, satisfied with the scene.

***

The class ended peacefully.

Most students struggled to control the mounts they had begrudgingly chosen, and because they hadn’t finished the taming process, they were either being dragged around by their wild horses or fighting with cheetahs.

“Wow, Isabel, what happened?”

Isabel was one of the students who had fared the worst; her clothes were soaked in drool, making her look like she’d been hit by a jelly bomb.

“I caught a big dog, but it kept licking me like crazy.”

“Wait, you could ride a dog? Isn’t that the animal that kid brought earlier?”

“It’s a smart one, so I thought it’d be more useful. I didn’t expect this kind of side effect though.”

“Good thing I didn’t pick that one.”

Son Ohchun cringed in disgust, as if dogs were his mortal enemy.

But he, too, bore the marks of something biting his shoulder.

“What did you choose, Son Ohchun?”

“A giraffe.”

“…Does the giraffe maybe think of monkeys as food?”

“I don’t know. Don’t ask me anything.”

After experiencing their mounts, no one could shake the feeling that they were in for a rough road ahead.

If the Principal’s flag task was the first thing to make them nervous since joining the academy, then the upcoming challenge was Professor Plato’s Ironman Triathlon.

It was the upperclassmen’s trial, effectively equivalent to the <Mana Test> that the underclassmen feared.

“Little lady, does the golem listen to you?”

“For the most part, yes!”

“That’s odd. From what I know, golems are extremely aggressive towards anyone without ownership rights.”

Hestia might have coerced the golem by holding a hostage, but what was Oknodie’s trick?

At Jezel’s curiosity, Oknodie cheerfully responded.

“I’m not sure why, but when I show them my pocket, the golems start listening to me!”

Oknodie shows a pocket filled with stones.

Seeing this, Jezel thought deeply.

Why were the golems so terrified?

Golems that eat rocks and grow their bodies.

Stones inside the pocket.

Stones that are no different from a part of a golem’s body.

A child proudly showing off something like a trophy, carrying parts of either its own or a fellow golem’s body.

‘…I think I know the reason, but it’s probably better for our little lady if I don’t tell her.’

Oknodie’s reputation has been steadily declining recently.

The child destined to become the future Demon King.


-Shouldn’t the Warrior take her down now?

Even the frontier folks who support Oknodie are in league with them.

-Jezel, aren’t you protecting Oknodie because your future class is ‘Dark’ merchant?

-Birds of a feather flock together.

-They all run around tainted by the same darkness.

All sorts of slander and verbal attacks were spreading.

Recently, even Jezel, Son Ohchun, and Isabel were feeling the effects.

“Why don’t you just give in, tuck your tail, and stay away from that wicked little brat? Unless you want to end up in trouble with her.”

“What exactly are you planning to achieve by isolating our little lady?”

“The answer’s obvious. Prevent the birth of a Demon King, who will be the Empire’s enemy and humanity’s calamity. Kick her out of the academy, and have the Empire issue an extermination order!”

At the Empire faction student’s smug statement, Jezel promptly threw a pouch.

The Imperial student reflexively swung his sword and slashed the pouch mid-air, only to inhale the spreading powder and scream.

“Argh! What did you throw at me? I can’t see! My eyes and nose are burning…!”

“It’s a spice used in making spicy dishes. It’s commonly used to show someone a taste of that spice.”

“You, you think you’ll get away with this?!”

“You’d better be careful. Any attack on Oknodie will be considered an attack on us.”

“Cough, cough. Just you wait…!”

The students ran away awkwardly, shouting like villains.

Son Ohchun asked.

“What kind of school is this dangerous? Quitting and hiding in the countryside would be safer.”

“And meanwhile, those lunatics will continue growing stronger in this insane academy. Can you imagine when the lunatics who graduate as fourth-years are released into the world?”

“Damn. I can already picture the mountains in my hometown being destroyed without a trace.”

If they couldn’t escape the grudge anyway, the only right answer was to stay at the academy, gather more knowledge, and gain more power rather than running from the fight.

“That student earlier was Tata Chickenmakhani, a member of the renowned swordsmanship family, the Chickenmakhani Count family. Behind him stands Honor Fried Chicken, and behind those three families is the imperial princess, Masugaki.”

“So we’ve practically made the entire Empire our enemy.”

“If you’re scared, you can back out now.”

“If even a weakling is brave enough to stand against the Empire, do you think someone like me, Son Ohchun, will retreat?”

“Same goes for me.”

Son Ohchun and Isabel showed strong camaraderie.

“Don’t forget about us.”

“If you need anything, we’ll help you.”

Dorothy and Rockwell.

The two who bonded during the entrance exam had also come up to offer their assistance.

Even though they didn’t join the conversation right away, Hestia, Jigoku, and Lotto, who were in Oknodie’s group during the principal’s lesson, would undoubtedly help when the time came.

Oknodie wasn’t alone.

She had just as many friends as she had enemies trying to make her an adversary.

“If Oknodie becomes the Demon King, I’ll be the commander of the beast army!”

“…….”

Dorothy’s motive for helping seemed a bit impure, but in any case, she was a competent ranger for an apprentice.

“Could you keep an eye on Oknodie’s surroundings and inform us if anything unusual happens to her?”

“Of course!”

Jezel asked Dorothy to trail Oknodie and protect her when she couldn’t be by her side due to lecture times.

With Rockwell, who felt indebted to Dorothy after previously betraying her, following along, there would be no lack of strength on their side.

“Big trouble! You’ve got to come here right away!”

It was well worth entrusting the job to Dorothy.

She’d already achieved results within a day.

“What’s the matter?”

“Oknodie is bullying a student!”

“…Pardon?”

“She’s set up a ring of fire and is making a lower-year student jump over it!”

“…I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ll head over immediately.”


Jezel cut off the communication on his magic watch and quickly folded up his mat.

“I have an urgent matter, so today’s business will end here. I ask for everyone’s understanding.”

“No way! I haven’t bought my doping potion yet!”

“I haven’t exchanged my raffle ticket for an item that has a 20% chance to increase my strength yet!”

Even if the dark merchant rushed off to help, it was unclear whether her reputation would significantly change in any way with the lower-year students, who were desperate for items with exams approaching.



 
  
    Chapter 140: Acrobatic Performance


When Jezel first heard from Dorothy that Oknodie was forcing a lower-class student to jump through a burning ring, he thought there must have been some kind of misunderstanding.

Wasn’t that the case?

A poor child with a tragic past, but kinder than anyone else.

How could such a gentle and harmless child do something so severe?

It was something he couldn’t even imagine.

“…Why is this real?”

When he finally arrived at the scene, the sight before his eyes held no lies.

***

In Graduating from the Gift Academy, if you achieve something, you receive a title along with stat bonuses.

However, these achievements don’t necessarily have to be extraordinary feats.

Some are categorized as bizarre activities that you’d normally never do, like Passing through a Burning Ring, but if you succeed, you are granted a title.

‘Circus stunts are the most efficient way to quickly boost your stats in a short period of time!’

So she fervently whipped away.

“Jump, Mob! This time, it’s three rings in a row!”

“I can’t, I can’t! My body is too heavy!”

“If you clear this, you’ll become more agile!”

As she diligently encouraged Mob, a shocked voice came from behind.

“Young lady. What exactly are you doing right now?”

“Oh. When did you get here, Mr. Jezel?”

“I heard that Oknodie was abusing a male student, but to think it was actually true…”

“Ugh. It’s not abuse, okay? It’s training.”

“You could argue that circus training is still training.”

Seeing his dumbfounded expression made her pause to think about how this scene might look.

A little girl wielding a whip, forcing a boy burdened with weighted tools to jump into a burning ring.

…It’s not a normal sight.

“Please understand. Mob needs to increase his stats by today so he can pass tomorrow’s test!”

If Mob wasn’t on the verge of failing, she wouldn’t have had to do this in the first place.

“Ahhhh! My leg, my leggggg━!”

“Oh, I’ll put it out right now!”

She quickly splashed the bucket of water she’d filled beforehand with a water creation spell, extinguishing the flames on Mob’s leg.

Mob, now soaking wet and slumped down, looked like a corpse found at a crime scene, which made her giggle a little.

“Keke. What are you doing, Mob? You can’t be this exhausted after just that.”

“…Let me rest for 10 minutes…”

“Alright. But just 10 minutes!”

She flipped over an hourglass and timed it precisely, making Mob sigh deeply.

“No matter how urgent the training, isn’t this too dangerous? There were actual flames just now.”

“That’s why I had the bucket filled with water!”

She cast the water creation spell again on the now-empty bucket, and bubbling water appeared.

She dipped her finger in it and tasted it—it was sweet and fizzy, just like soda, exactly to her liking.

Water you can either splash or drink—how unbeatable is that?

“Won’t the academy impose sanctions due to potential safety accidents?”

“Oh, that’s fine. Oknodie even got permission to be supervised.”

A supervising instructor, who had been resting in the shade behind a box, waved to signal his presence.

“Would you like some water?”

“Oh, please. Strangely, Oknodie’s water has this fizzy sweetness that I really enjoy. Water-selling apprentice mages should learn to make something like this.”

“Hehe. It would be a problem if just anyone could do what I do. It’s all about the know-how, you know.”

“Haha. Anyone with less experience than an eleven-year-old shouldn’t even call themselves a mage.”

“Eh. It’s all because I’m so great.”

As she casually laughed and chatted with the instructor, Jezel glared at him with an expression that clearly showed his displeasure.

“Young lady. A proper adult doesn’t make others do something they wouldn’t do themselves. Even with an instructor present, this training is too much.”

“Is that the problem?”

“That is the problem.”

“Hmph. Then all I have to do is prove it, right? You won’t have anything to say after that, right, Jezel?”

“Oknodie? What are you about to… Oh, Oknodie!”

Before Jezel could even try to stop her, she swiftly leapt toward the burning rings.

Pah-!

Due to her small size, instead of ducking her head like Mob, she jumped up high and cleared the ring.

As soon as she passed through the first ring, she braced herself with her hands in the empty space and pushed off powerfully with her arms.

For the final act, she landed on both feet, then sprang up like a spring, spinning 1080 degrees in the air before landing with both arms spread wide, striking a triumphant pose!

[You have successfully performed an acrobatic feat of leaping through burning rings.]

[+10 Jumping Experience]

[+5 Acrobatics Experience]

[+2 Long Jump Experience]

[You have acquired the title <Acrobat: Burning Ring>.]

[The title effect increases your agility by 1.]

With a graceful landing, Jezel finally let out a sigh of relief.

“You really have a knack for startling people. I was worried you might catch fire. Please, I beg you, don’t do that again.”

“Mr. Jezel, you ask for too much!”

“If you promise me, I’ll buy you a food you’ve never tried before.”

“Wow, really?”

“It’s a promise.”

“Okay, it’s a promise!”

They hooked their pinkies, shook them up and down, and stamped their thumbs together to seal the deal.

“Hehe.”

“Whew. Your acrobatic skills are impressive. Have you ever had any similar experience?”

“I’ve done it a lot in the past! You have to be good at acrobatics if you want to become agile. In my beginner days, I used to catch fire all the time, but once you get used to it, you’re not scared anymore, and the rewards come easily, so it’s actually pretty great!”

Giselle suddenly turned his back and looked up at the sky, his shoulders trembling slightly.

“Mr. Jezel?”

“Oh, sorry. I just got some dust in my eye…”


“You have a hard time when you get old, don’t you!”

“…You’re telling me. With all the worries piling up, I can’t spend a single day in peace.”

While they were chatting, the sand filled the bottom of the hourglass in ten minutes.

“Get up, Mob. It’s time for acrobatic jumping again.”

“Ugh… It’s so exhausting…”

“Stop whining and get up quickly. We still need to juggle five daggers, spin plates, and do a somersault before the day is over!”

“But the test is about breaking rocks. Why are we doing agility training…?”

“You need a high agility stat to land critical hits when you strike weak points.”

“This is so weird…”

“Mob, have you ever been top of the class?”

“…”

“Then just do what I tell you!”

Mob, moving like a zombie, dragged himself back toward the flaming ring.

This time, Mob’s upper body caught on fire, and he flailed about, shouting for help.

As he doused Mob with a bucket of water, he thought to himself, Mob sure is a slow learner!

“I’m just going to fail this test…”

Mob’s weak protest was interrupted by having a protein shake—given to him by Professor Plato—poured into his mouth.

“Drink this and recover your stamina quickly!”

After all this care and attention, failing really isn’t an option!

***

The Warrior Ishtar felt uneasy.

“Oknodie… Of all people, why are you being named as a candidate for Demon King…?”

First on the list of candidates to join the Warrior’s party.

A child more desirable than anyone else, and now she is a candidate for Demon King.

Even if others didn’t understand, she knew.

Devil Lord.

Dark Princess.

These were all prerequisites to becoming the Demon King.

Preliminary classes.

The great figures of the demon realm have the right to challenge the throne of the Demon King.

Oknodie was someone destined for that right.

If she wanted, she could become a candidate for Demon King at any time.

Even the evil gods are paying attention to her future.

If the dark forces extended their hands, could Oknodie resist such temptation?

Of course not.

Humans are inherently weak to the lure of power.

Weren’t most of the people who entered the academy drawn there by that very power?

“Ishtar. Just give up.”

“Oknodie isn’t a Demon King candidate yet.”

“You know that when a traitor emerges in the Warrior’s party, the Warrior of that era almost always fails to fulfil their mission.”

“I’m just so frustrated. How did the foundation find Oknodie and lure her into such a sinister fate? I hate destiny…”

As soon as she heard the rumors from the Developing Insight lecture, Ishtar began to resent the foundation that was rumoured to be behind Oknodie.

The Wiheomhae Foundation.

An organization that recruits talented individuals from around the world, sends them to the best educational institutions, and uses their talents as leverage to pressure the academy.

This ominous group had even managed to take someone with extraordinary talent, who could have been a prime candidate for the Warrior’s party, and made them the top scholarship student, openly engaging in a hostage situation.

The Warrior of this era, Ishtar, was so troubled by Oknodie’s fate that she couldn’t think of anything else.

“If you’re that worried, why don’t you just go see her?”

Ishtar’s childhood friend, Yupi, who had been watching Ishtar agonize all day, offered her some advice.

“You’re right. Thanks for the advice, Yupi.”

Let’s just meet.

I’ll go talk to Oknodie directly.

Maybe it’s just a matter of bad luck, and she  happened to be chosen for such a fate. 

Maybe the foundation actually provided decent education for once.

Following the rumors, Ishtar finally found Oknodie in a remote place, where a boy was being abused with burning rings and Oknodie was impatiently jumping through the rings herself.

“If you do it like this, it’s easy. How can you not get it?”

What on earth is this situation?

As she stood there stunned, Jezel’s voice, mumbling from a corner of the scene, reached her ears.

“The foundation… What age did they start putting Oknodie through such terrible training… And to think this training is considered mild compared to their usual brutal schedule…”

Damn it.


The foundation really is made up of bad guys after all.

Ishtar made up her mind.

She would get that child out of the foundation no matter what.

Even if it meant risking her life, she would bring Oknodie into the Warrior’s party.

After all, how could someone who couldn’t save the girl in front of her dare to call herself a Warrior?



 
  
    Chapter 141: Ominous Premonition


A powerful NPC exudes an overwhelming presence simply by appearing.

There is no need for words when it’s the arrival of Ishtar, regarded as the strongest NPC of the 981st generation.

The fine hairs on my skin stand on end, and an electric tingle runs across the back of my hands.

The skin where her gaze lands feels as if it’s scorched by fire, and a fierce desire to battle ignites deep within my chest.

But I know.

It’s impossible to fight a Warrior with starting stats.

Even though I can hold my own in terms of strength in the advanced class, the other stats I have make it difficult to compare to playable characters who are stacked in every area.

So, I turned back with a smile.

“Warrior-unni, what brings you here?”

I intended it to be a polite greeting to lower her guard, but Ishtar’s expression hardened.

“As I thought… You must have undergone enough kill-resistance training to not even flinch at this level of intimidation. Assassins can’t afford to freeze up in real combat, after all.”

“Well… I suppose I’ve gotten used to it for similar reasons!”

This isn’t going well.

Instead of lowering her guard, it’s getting higher.

Why is she acting like this?

I haven’t had any bad interactions with Ishtar.

Last time, she even offered to recruit me.

Could it be that she’s holding a grudge because I rejected her offer?!

That’s a possibility.

NPC personalities aren’t always the same.

In some rounds, a friend whose family succeeded greatly is kind, while in others, that same person could become irritable and aggressive because their family went bankrupt.

“Oknodie. I hope you’ll answer my next question honestly. It won’t be bad for you.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t you want to break free from the Foundation?”

“Huh?”

“Wiheomhae Foundation. No matter how I think about it, the education they gave you crossed the line of common sense.”

Ishtar began listing the rumors she had heard.

“They say the Foundation poisons children who refuse to follow their harsh training, and those who resist are sold off to brothels or forced labour camps.”

“Gasp. Really?”

“Don’t talk like it’s someone else’s business. You’re no different, Oknodie. You underwent various environmental adaptation and resistance training, along with acrobatic and assassination training from a young age.”

It was an absurd thing to say to someone’s face.

What does she think I am?

“That’s not true! Don’t slander Papa’s Foundation like that. I’ve never undergone such harsh training!”

“…Lies. There are so many bad rumors; there’s no way they’re all baseless.”

“I became strong because I enjoyed the training. Why would I do something I don’t like?”

The Warrior’s face stiffened in disbelief. 

Her hand resting on her sword hilt trembled slightly. 

Was this jerk angry because I didn’t slander the Foundation?

Looks like this round’s Warrior is a total psycho.

Is she seriously threatening me, the daughter of Papa, to slander his organization and kill me if I don’t?

Hmph.

If she thinks I’ll back down just because she’s coming on strong, she’s mistaken.

I’m strong-strong-weak-strong.

I’m tough against both strong and weak opponents.

“If you insult the Foundation and Papa, even a Warrior won’t be let off lightly.”

“Hah. Are you serious? You know you’re facing the strongest Warrior of this generation, right?”

“A Warrior who forces treachery doesn’t deserve the title!”

I see.

Ishtar sighed, sounding defeated.

Seems like she’s not planning to fight me right now.

Phew.

As I let out a breath of relief, the Warrior turned away and spoke.

“If that’s truly your belief, then there’s nothing I can do. I meant well, but if I offended you, I apologize.”

She came here just to pressure me into treachery.

And that was out of goodwill?

This round’s Ishtar is definitely confirmed to be a psycho!

“Hmph. Never mind, just leave already. You’re interrupting my training.”

“Is this child training voluntarily?”

A mob character Mob spoke in a half-dead voice.

“I can’t take it anymore… Please let me go…”

“…Oknodie. I’m sorry, but I’d appreciate it if you could release him. As a Warrior, I can’t ignore someone asking for help right in front of me.”

“Good grief. He is the one who asked for it first.”

Grumbling, I freed Mob, and only then did the Warrior finally leave.

Bad person.

If Mob fails, it’ll all be your fault!

***

Ishtar couldn’t suppress her feelings of despair.

The one and only god who had chosen her as the Warrior, <Sofemia of the Sun>.

The holy sword bestowed upon her by Sofemia also granted her <The Power to Discern All Lies>.

“As I thought… You must have undergone enough kill-resistance training to not even flinch at this level of intimidation. Assassins can’t afford to freeze up in real combat, after all.”

“Well… I suppose I’ve gotten used to it for similar reasons!”

The lie detection didn’t activate.

“No! Don’t slander Papa’s Foundation. I’ve never undergone such harsh training!”

It was the truth.

“I became strong because I enjoyed the training. Why would I do something I don’t like?”

She was genuinely accepting the harsh training with joy.

‘She was trained from too young of an age.’

Before she even developed likes or dislikes.

The Foundation moulded the child’s heart to have preferences unfit for a child.


It was too late.

On the surface, she looked innocent and adorable, but deep inside, there was a twisted mind that found joy in harsh training.

Murder.

Assassination.

It was clear that she wouldn’t treat these things any differently.

“If you insult the Foundation and Papa, even a Warrior won’t be let off lightly.”

Truth.

“A Warrior who forces treachery doesn’t deserve the title!”

Truth.

She neither admired nor feared the Warrior.

She naturally saw the possibility of turning against her.

As if it was only a matter of time before she would become the Warrior’s enemy.

She faces a future that even grown adults fear.

With no hesitation.

Even the leaders of prominent organizations feared being branded as villains by the Warrior, but this small child felt no fear at all.

It was because fear had never been taught to her.

It was because she was trained not to be afraid.

This child had long surpassed being an accomplished assassin; she was being raised as the next Demon King candidate.

“Seriously. He was the one who asked for help first.”

She made him carry over 50 kilograms of weight.

She made her peer leap into a burning ring.

She forced him to juggle five sharp daggers on a tightrope.

And she didn’t even think it was wrong.

Because she herself had gone through it.

To her, it was just training—just play.

Thus, her sense of right and wrong was blurred.

‘I’ve realized it. I have to kill her now, while she’s still a little weak.’

But could she really kill such a young, innocent child?

The blurred line between good and evil meant that even though one could easily fall into evil, one could always return to good.

There might be another way.

Without killing.

Without harming.

Without turning her into an enemy.

Somehow, there had to be a way to guide that child onto a righteous path.

‘I need Yupi’s help.’

Her longtime friend and first companion, Yupi.

She needed the Saint’s understanding and compassion.

Ishtar turned away.

And she made a vow.

This time, she would retreat quietly, but next time would be different.

One day, she would make that poor child understand that what she experienced wasn’t play or training, but abuse, that her papa wasn’t a good person, and that the foundation was an evil organization.

***

“Happy? Now that the special training is over?”

“Sorry, Oknodie… I’m out of stamina. I can’t handle anymore.”

“You’re weak, really. What have you been eating to have such poor health at your age?”

“Black bread and stew?”

“Ugh. You really are an extra. The state of your collection rate is legendary.”

He had done as much as he could.

Although he didn’t finish all the special training Oknodie had assigned, he could feel that the sword’s trajectory was more balanced now and the tip didn’t shake anymore.

His body moved as he willed it, and instead of only two or three good swings out of a hundred, now he felt that good sensation once every ten swings.

Even though instead of swinging the sword, he had only done weight adaptation training and acrobatic stunts, he couldn’t understand why he had grown stronger, but that made it all the more impressive.

‘No wonder she was the top of the class in the first year.’

After finishing the special training and sneaking back to the dorm to sleep like the dead, he woke up feeling oddly energized, with his stamina recovering faster than usual and his condition improved, making him feel healthier overall.

Mana Evaluation Test.

The long-awaited test that held the risk of failure was just around the corner.

“Mob. How’s your preparation? I hear you’ve been through some pretty tough training.”

“Just right. My body and mind are in the best condition.”

Honestly, whatever the test may be, he was confident that it would be easier than carrying over 50 kilograms of weight, jumping through burning rings, or juggling five razor-sharp daggers on a rope.

“Jakku. How about you?”

His longtime friend smiled serenely.

“I’m ready too.”

“The mentoring helped a lot, didn’t it?”

“Yeah. It did help. If only I had gotten it a week earlier…”

“Huh?”

“Nothing. Never mind.”

His expression wasn’t good.

Something felt off.

Had Jakku been losing sleep?

He wanted to have a conversation and ease his friend’s tension by asking if anything was bothering him, but the timing wasn’t right.

The sound of countless footsteps echoed from outside.

It was the usual herald of Professor Van Snake’s arrival, who always moved around with an unusually large number of assistants, robbing him of the chance to dispel his unease.

“Jakku!”

Raising his fist in encouragement was the best he could do.

Jakku, too, raised his fist in response, cheering him on.


Rattle.

The lecture room door opened, and finally, the professor appeared.

The test was now unavoidable.

“It’s time to prove whether the past four weeks were meaningful or just a waste of time. Everyone, do your best.”

The Mana Evaluation Test, a common compulsory examination in the fourth week of the lower class, had begun.



 
  
    Chapter 142: Lower Level Mana Evaluation Test


The mana evaluation test is divided into five categories.

Knight Department – Crossing the Bridge.

Magic Department – Defeating the Scarecrow.

Administration Department – Resolving a Petition.

Production Department – Object Structure Analysis.

Adventure Department – Finding the Certificate of Acceptance.

Lower-class students can challenge two of these categories, and passing even one will allow them to pass the mana evaluation test.

Of course, Professor Van Snake, who considered the failure of as many first-year students as possible to be a favor, had made it so that no one could easily pass even a single test.

“Knight Department aspirants, please come this way.”

The assistants divided the aspirants of each department and guided them to individual testing grounds.

The test ground that Mob chose was the Knight Department’s test ground.

“Wow… It’s huge.”

“We’re supposed to cross the bridge blocked by those rocks?”

“Can’t we just swim across?”

The lower-class students were trying to think of ways around it.

The bridge was blocked by rocks the size of houses.

There was no way to move them by force or destroy them with weapons. 

The rocks were so high that if you tried to climb over them and failed to land properly, you would either shatter your limbs or smash your head into the ground, leading to instant death.

Unless you could use mana to exert superhuman combat power, it was nearly impossible to pass this test unless you had an exceptionally trained body.

“Go Mob!”

“Is that the lower-class student that Oknodie was taking care of?”

“I looked him up, and he’s quite a diligent student.”

“Huh? He looks so weak, like a little mouse. His body is way too thin for a guy.”

“Maybe he learned some kind of mana cultivation technique?”

“He doesn’t have the background to have learned a formal cultivation method. He probably instinctively grasped mana breathing and compressed his muscles on his own.”

The observation deck set up on the other side of the bridge had a group of onlookers, including Oknodie and her companions, who had come to cheer for Mob.

“What’s this? Mob’s girlfriend?”

“She’s the top student of the year.”

“She’s cute. I heard rumours she was like a demon descended to the earth, but I guess that was just talk.”

Mob blushed as his classmates teased him, nudging him in the ribs.

“Don’t say stuff like that. I’m not in any kind of relationship with Oknodie. I’m just someone who owes her a favour.”

Even the students who were teasing Mob to try to ease the tension fell silent as the first challenger stepped up to the bridge.

“Hiyaaaa!”

With a loud shout, the challenger swung a large hammer.

With a bang, the hammer bounced back.

“Ugh, that must hurt.”

When you strike a light object with a weapon, all the impact is transmitted to the object, and no rebound occurs.

On the other hand, when you hit a solid, immovable object like a wall or the ground, all the impact returns to the attacker, causing a stinging sensation in the hands, and the weapon vibrates with a buzzing sound.

The impact the student felt after striking the giant rock would have been no different.

“Hiyaaaaa!”

Bang! Bang!

With each successive blow, blood began to pool in the student’s hands, and their face twisted in pain.

It was a reckless challenge, like Don Quixote charging at windmills.

“So close…”

At Oknodie’s brief remark, the rock shook slightly.

The movement was small, but it was enough to get everyone watching, from the spectators to the other candidates waiting for their turn, to cheer with sweaty palms.

“Just a little more effort!”

“You can do it!”

“You’re almost there! Don’t give up!”

But despite the fervent cheering, the student with the hammer had used up all his strength on the previous blow.

With his forearms, biceps, triceps, and shoulder deltoids completely exhausted, the student finally gave up.

“Next!”

The instructor in charge of evaluating the test gave no mercy, finishing the assessment and calling the next student.

The next challenger seemed to have learned from the previous one’s failure. 

Instead of tackling the bridge, he headed down to the riverbank, taking off his shirt as if planning to cross through the water.

“Oh, poor guy.”

“Isn’t this the same river Professor Plato used to navigate?”

“Yep, there’s even a changing room over there.”

The upper-class students were already offering their condolences.

They had been slow to notice since the bridge had only been built and the huge rocks had been placed there recently, but this was the same river where the current twisted at will.

Sure enough, one of the assistants had Professor Plato’s Magic Basin in his hand.

To make matters worse, as if determined to stir the current more vigorously and cause more chaos, the assistant held a cooking whisk in one hand, making the upcoming disaster all the more ominous.

“They’re really going to cook those poor students alive.”

The test unfolded exactly as Isabelle had predicted.

The bold student dove into the river, the assistant stirred the water with all his might using the basin, and the sudden whirlpool sucked the student in, leaving him gasping for air and calling for help.

An assistant who had been on standby then captured the student in a giant water bubble and pulled him to shore.

Splutter, cough, gag.

Every time the student’s abdomen was pressed, water spurted out, making him look like a fish out of water.

Watching this, Oknodie smacked her lips.

Isabel thought to herself.

If anyone saw this, wouldn’t they think she was considering the student as food?

She quickly pulled her cloak up to cover Oknodie, but it was already too late. 

Several candidates who had been watching from afar averted their gaze as if they hadn’t seen anything.

Their faces were expressionless as if trying to appear calm, but their trembling hands and legs betrayed their fear.

Some clutched their arms, while others stood stiffly with their legs pressed tightly together, trying to suppress the tremors.

“It looks like more people are going to fail than pass. It wouldn’t be surprising if Mob failed too, right?”

“Yeah, the weight of the rocks seems to have increased even more this time!”

“…”

Honestly, Oknodie thought, it was only fair that people were scared of her.


The naturally casual way she said, “even more than usual.”

How did she know so much about things that no one else had a clue about?

Isabel glanced at Jezel to see if he knew, but Jezel just shook his head with a wry smile.

Oknodie’s connections had become so terrifying that even active dark merchants like Jezel couldn’t uncover the information she knew. 

It was no longer infuriating but downright frightening.

“Oh! It’s finally Mob’s turn!”

With so many challengers failing one after another, many were delaying their turns, but now it was Mob’s turn, and he stepped forward without hesitation.

“Good luck, Mob!”

“Oknodie. Thanks for the encouragement, but it’s embarrassing, so please don’t shout…”

“You think I’m embarrassing?!”

Oknodie was shocked by Mob’s rejection.

Isabel soothed her by gently rubbing the back of her hand.

“Teenage boys are like that. They get embarrassed and shy when hanging out with girls, so they act all brusque.”

“I-I know that!”

“I kind of wish you didn’t…”

Mob’s weapon was a heavy spear.

It was a special long spear he had prepared for this test.

“Ha!”

With a loud shout, Mob thrust his spear forward.

A tremendous roar, along with rocks, struck the fatigue of people exhausted from yet another fruitless trial.

The onlookers blinked and turned their attention.

They could feel it too.

This one was different.

***

Mob had naturally adapted to the strength of high stats after days of weight training.

Even a person with 20 strength doesn’t always exert 100% of that power.

In daily life, 10% of their strength is enough, and during training, they typically use 30% of their strength.

In actual combat, they push themselves to use 50%, and in critical moments, they can consciously draw out as much as 70%.

However, pulling out 100% of one’s strength is nearly impossible unless their life is on the line.

“Heheh. It’s paying off.”

I had worried that while I wasn’t watching, he might remove the weights and relax during daily life or while sleeping, but it was an unnecessary concern.

Although Mob’s strike wasn’t at 100% of his maximum strength, it was definitely close to 90%.

His body had gotten used to enduring the weight, and thus the power naturally followed.

“Hyaaah!”

The following blow was just as loud, the clash between spear and rock still thunderous.

He was able to precisely draw out the necessary strength at the perfect timing, and the recoil was absorbed by his enhanced health from the training.

“Hyaa!”

His focused and precise strikes began to make the rock tremble.

Even with just one tremor, the leftover momentum wasn’t fully dissipated, and with the second and third consecutive impacts, the rocking of the rock grew stronger.

Seeing the rock wobbling as though it could either roll or not, Mob realized this was his chance.

“Release the weights from your arms!”

Mob immediately removed the weights strapped to his elbows, shoulders, and wrists.

The wobbling of the rock briefly subsided, but Mob’s right arm now felt much lighter than before.

“Take that!”

With a spirited shout, Mob thrust his spear, and finally, the house-sized rock was lifted into the air. 

The flat surface of the rock rose up and rolled heavily over his legs.

[The lower-class student you mentored has passed a test they would have otherwise failed.]

[Training experience +10]

[Good Boy experience +2]

He had done it.

[You have completed the <Charity Event> related to mentoring.]

[Mob’s favourability level has increased.]

[You’ve earned 10,000 bonus points for excellent performance.]

[Your reputation among the lower-class students has risen.]

[The students are now less afraid of you.]

A surge of satisfaction from changing the fate of a powerless person with his own hands rushed over him.

[Arcadia believes you can still remain a good person.]

[The Warrior Ishtar re-evaluates your level of corruption and decides it’s lower than expected.]

He was jumping with joy, feeling more accomplished than even when he was accepted into the academy.

[Professors of the Imperial faction disapprove of you.]

[Professor Van Snake is furious.]

Unlike the pleased instructors and assistant instructors overseeing the test, a hostile presence emerged from beyond the crystal ball floating in the center of the outdoor testing ground.

These were the watchful eyes of many professors, sent out to assess the capabilities of the lower-class students.

The emotions they harboured were leaking out through their proxies, which were synchronized with their senses remotely.

‘The newbie rescue event seems to have the downside of shaking up your reputation with the Imperial faction!’

This was a side effect he hadn’t foreseen because it was her first time with the event.

If I play as the Imperial faction, I’ll have to skip this event next time, she thought.

It was a funny thought to have, as if there would even be a next time, despite the fact that the game had become reality.

Could this be considered an occupational hazard?

She didn’t have long to dwell on that realization.

“You really passed.”

“It’s thanks to having a good mentor.”

The student stepping up after Mob glanced down at the weights that had fallen to the ground.

The cloud of dust that had risen with a thud.

The lower-class students standing behind him were stunned by the indirect weight of the equipment.

They were also in disbelief that Mob had managed to complete the test despite having so many of these weights strapped to his body, weights that had contributed to making him stronger, weights that had fostered his growth—all due to my guidance.

The curly-haired male student locked eyes with me from the audience, his gaze filled with cold fury.

[Jakku’s favourability level has plummeted.]

[Jakku’s favourability level has fallen into the negatives.]

[Jakku has become a hostile NPC.]


A barrage of notifications warned that something unsettling would occur because of that student.

My instincts as a veteran player told me that this was more than just a hunch.

The incident in the fourth week.

The tragedy of the lower-class.

That student might very well be the starting point.



 
  
    Chapter 143: Dark Mana


The boulder Mob had pushed with all his might was lifted by the assistants, who staggered while carrying it back to the bridge.

“Instructor, is this angle right?”

“You put it down the wrong way. Rotate it 180 degrees.”

“Oh, come on…”

Sighing, the assistant held the boulder up in mid-air, adjusting it bit by bit to get the angle right.

Seeing their pitiful struggle, Son Ohchun remarked. 

“Now it really feels like they’re testing the kids. They’re treating what took such effort to move like it’s a toy.”

“For all that, they sure are sweating a lot. It seems it’s not without some burden.”

“That’s because they are third years! Fourth years would handle it differently!”

At Oknodie’s bright exclamation, Son Ohchun and Jezel just let it slide.

“Put it down with the side marked by the red line facing down.”

“Like this?”

“Well done. Though the test is now five minutes delayed.”

“Oh…”

“If you’re late again, next time points will be deducted from your allowances.”

Isabel made a resolution as she noticed the pants of the assistants returning to the so-called “waiting area” on the grassy field, stained with grass and mud.

“I’ll never be an assistant.”

She felt the harsh life of the third-year students for a moment.

But Isabel sensed some piercing gazes.

During her days as an active member of the expedition team, she had been exposed to such murderous intent.

Bandits lurking in the wilds, plotting to rob adventurers or explorers.

Highwaymen disguised as a caravan encountered on a remote mountain road.

Monsters camouflaged by natural surroundings, lying in wait for the exploration team.

This was no different.

The sight of the floating crystal balls revived her long-forgotten senses of actual combat.

“Jezel, what are those orbs?”

“They are the surveillance orbs of the professors.”

“…Instead of praising a student who helps a failing one, they threaten her? These professors are beyond understanding.”

This academy is strange.

Far stranger than it usually feels.

“You can protest later if you want. For now, it seems the next participant is about to start.”

At Jezel’s words, Isabel set aside her uneasy feelings and turned her gaze toward the bridge.

A long sword, slightly longer than an arm’s length.

It seemed an odd choice of weapon for trying to deal with a giant boulder.

“Must be nervous.”

“Or maybe confident.”

“Little Mouse, what do you think?”

“I see it in 3D!”

“What is this ‘3D’?”

Oknodie suddenly looked sullen and lowered his head.

“Never mind.”

***

The joke had failed.

It suddenly hit her again that she was now a resident of a world different from the one she had lived in.

No shared memes, no shared laughter, no shared memories.

She knows more than anyone.

But what she knows, no one else does.

As she felt the frustration of her possession, mana surged from the sword of Jakku, who stood in front of the bridge.

Mana.

The smallest unit of material for wielding special abilities.

There are many types, but the mana most ordinary people can wield is usually of a single kind.

To handle mana, you must align the same type of mana, like filling one face of a cube with a single color.

The most common attribute people possess is non-attribute mana, which carries no specific attribute.

“That’s why the swordsman’s sword energy is usually formless and colorless, making it hard to gauge the distance.”

However, occasionally, those who grow up in special environments, achieve unique feats, are born with distinct attributes, or undergo special rituals have mana that is imbued with colour.

That’s why sword energy in shades of red or blue appears among natives living in areas like fiery zones or snowy mountains.

Regardless of the color, the mere fact of releasing sword energy is astonishing.

“Even Mob only used his energy for physical enhancement, not for projecting it outward.”

If someone doesn’t give up on extreme training, those with mana will try to use it to reduce the strain on their bodies.

This is the origin of mana breathing techniques and the basics of mana handling.

From simple swordplay, with swords clashing, the fight advances to the realm of mana adepts who slash indiscriminately at wood, iron, or rock alike.

“Look at that guy. He’s got more intensity than that Mob guy from earlier.”

True to his wild instincts, Son Ohchun sensed the difference in power.

Body reinforcement versus sword energy projection.

Though they are different fields, the latter is undoubtedly stronger in sheer force.

It was weak only in concentrating all the mana one could circulate throughout the body into a single weapon in hand.

However, unlike Mob, who fully controlled his power, the sword Jakku swung emitted a terrifying shattering sound as it cracked the surface of the boulder.

“When did Jakku get this strong?!”

“Nice! Smash it! Destroy it so there won’t be any boulders left for our turn!”

“If Jakku breaks it, we’ll cross the bridge for free?”

“Go, Jakku!”

“Fight, jakku!”

Jakku kept swinging his sword, seemingly oblivious to the shouts of encouragement from the first-years, who had sneaky intentions.

With each relentless swing of the sword and the growing cracks, the cheers intensified, and other spectators in the audience couldn’t contain their excitement and joined in the cheering.

“This is dangerous.”

Another person had recognized the danger that she thought only she knew.

The Academy’s flag bearer, the one who spreads poison called the endless double gacha without a ceiling.

The dark merchant, Jezel.

“You noticed?”


“The color of the sword energy is dangerous.”

A blue sword indicates a water-element swordsman.

One might think they swam in the sea a lot.

A red sword indicates a fire-element swordsman.

One might think they played around in a volcanic crater.

But “black” is different.

Black is a symbol of all negative energies.

The closer it is to pitch black, the more dangerous it becomes.

Darkness and despair.

Death and nihilism.

These are not attributes born from a proper environment.

All black is a colour leaning towards demonic magic.

The demons, servants of the Demon King.

The demonic beings, minions of the demons.

The demonic beasts, commanded by the demons and their minions.

Black symbolizes the source of all wicked power.

If even a little control is lost, this power consumes oneself, leading to self-destruction, yet a first-year is handling it?

‘Somehow, it feels nostalgic!’

There was a time when I was obsessed with the dark knight, a so-called “dark knight.”

How many times did I ignorantly wield the power of darkness and end up perishing miserably?

And yet, just like the saying “old habits die hard,” Jakku shows the reason I kept walking the path of the dark knight over and over again.

“The destructive power is no joke!”

In terms of destructive power, it rivals the fire attribute; in penetration, it compares to the lightning attribute.

Its durability is comparable to the wind attribute, and its recovery ability is on par with the water attribute.

Even Son Ohchun would be surprised at its might.

The mana of the dark attribute makes all of this possible.

Therefore, there was no doubt that Jakku’s body was now under tremendous strain.

‘The power that eats away at its user in proportion to the time it’s used. It has already been in use long enough.’

If he had less mana, he might have collapsed and fainted by now, but for some reason, Jakku showed no sign of running out of mana.

Had he lacked the aptitude, he would have self-destructed and died, but his aptitude seemed strong enough that his burly muscles only swelled, showing no signs of death.

“Uncle Son Ohchun, you still have much to learn!”

“You little brat, what else have you figured out that makes you act so smug?”

“The loud sound and the continuous shattering of the rocks are proof that the power is not being properly controlled. If the impact point were correct, the power wouldn’t be dispersed like that.”

Sufficient mana.

Sufficient aptitude to withstand.

Lacking control to match.

All three conditions were met.

Instead of the side effect of destroying the body, the dark mana now had all the requirements to target and destroy the mind first.

“Gyaaaaaaah!”

With a deafening boom, the giant rock shattered to pieces.

The cheers of the lower-class students erupted.

The dark mana kept blazing along the lowered sword.

“Examinee Jakku. Congratulations on passing the test. You may now withdraw your energy.”

“…”

“Examinee Jakku?”

Jakku’s drooping head creaked, tilting toward the instructor who called his name.

“He did it! Jakku really shattered the rock!”

“Wow! With the rock gone, we all pass for free!”

“Thanks, Jakku! You’re the hero of the Knights Department!”

Jakku’s head, which had been tilted toward the instructor, suddenly turned toward his classmates cheering for him.

I knew what would happen next.

Berserk rage.

Mass murder.

Indiscriminate slaughter.

A mild taste of the massacre that would have occurred at the end of the first semester by the chapter boss, Hestia.

The beginning of an event showing the dangers of all beings inclined towards wickedness and dark mana.

“Hey, hey, Jakku. It’s dangerous to aim sword energy at people!”

“Jakku seems a bit off right now.”

“His eyes are glazed over. Did he lose consciousness from overexerting his power?”

“W-wait. He’s not withdrawing the sword energy. Isn’t this a bit dangerous?”

“D-don’t come! Jakku, you shouldn’t come this way!”

The students recoiled in fright.

Jakku took steps following their retreating steps.

As they all backed away, fanning out to avoid him, they began to run.

Whoosh!

Jakku, igniting his dark mana even further, took a stance as if preparing to sprint at full speed.

“Wait, Oknodie! Where are you going?!”

“You little brat, have you gone mad?!”

“…No, it’s better not to intervene here.”

Jezel, as expected, understands.

Unlike my two naïve companions, Isabel and Son Ohchun, Jezel realized my intention and held them back to prevent them from interfering.

The instructors and even the assistant were all taken aback by the sudden situation.

No one could stop me as I jumped down from the spectator stands and landed in the exam arena.

“You’re lucky to run into me!”

I shouted loudly toward Jakku, aiming my sword.

At the same time, dark mana flared from the tip of the sword.

“That’s… dark mana?!”

“I had a bad feeling from the moment I saw her in the ‘Developing Insight’ lecture.”

“It turns out like this, after all.”

Jakku, who had been facing the lower-class students, now turned toward me.

Watching him, Jezel spoke.

“They say that a wielder of dark mana is drawn to another wielder of dark mana. Oknodie exposed her power to stop Jakku’s rampage.”

“What? Then isn’t that a good thing? The little brat isn’t someone who would lose anywhere.”

“It’s not a matter of skill. It’s a matter of perception.”

It would have been better if she hadn’t been aware of such things.

Jezel, with her overly sharp senses, even grasped the situation that would unfold due to the revelation of my power.

“Even a lower-class student with a small amount of power is currently causing problems by failing to control it. What if a higher-class student possessed such power in an emergency?”


Isabel answered in a trembling voice.

“A… bomb. They’d be treated like a bomb that could go off at any moment.”

“A very high-powered bomb that might blow up the entire upper class.”

“Then why did she step in? Why did that fool intervene?!”

“Because she’s too kind, I suppose. That’s just our little mouse’s nature.”
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“Why isn’t the instructors intervening?”

“Probably because they’re not confident they can subdue the student without causing harm.”

Dark mana is a destructive force.

It’s not just strong; if handled poorly, it could lead to the student’s self-destruction.

Unlike the instructor, who hesitated in the face of a crisis where a student’s life was at stake, Oknodie stepped forward and attempted to subdue the student in the instructor’s stead.

“It’s not too late even now. Let’s pull Oknodie out.”

“We can’t. If we interfere now, it will only divide the target, making things more complicated.”

“The gentleman is right. That lower-ranked student has been reacting sensitively to sounds and movements around him from the beginning.”

In an unconscious state, the student only reacts instinctively to external stimuli.

If they recklessly interfere, causing unexpected movements, Oknodie, themselves, and even the lower-ranked student could all end up in danger.

“Is Oknodie going to be okay? She’s wielding such a dangerous power.”

“Look at the output.”

Jezel pointed to the dark mana gathered on Oknodie’s sword.

When she initially unleashed the dark mana to attract attention, the output was much higher, but afterward, she only kept a thin layer of it, as if coating the tip of her sword.

“Our little lady seems to handle the extremely difficult-to-control output of dark mana with ease. Just look at how she has reduced that tricky force to just a single layer on her blade.”

“Is this good news?”

“Of course, it’s good news. It means we don’t have to worry about our little lady losing control and losing her mind like that lower-ranked student.”

While Jakku might seem to have the upper hand based on the visible power output, the true feat was the lower output Oknodie maintained.

‘But I’m worried about what comes next.’

Jezel felt uneasy.

This commotion would only serve as the final blow, further tarnishing Oknodie’s already poor reputation.

All because of that student.

Jakku, an aspiring knight.

Jezel’s gaze at him was colder than the winter wind.

***

Mob had grown so much stronger.

A friend’s growth.

It should have been a source of joy.

Yet, it wasn’t.

It couldn’t be.

Because he couldn’t share in Mob’s success.

He knew it himself.

What qualities were needed for this test?

The Mana Evaluation Exam.

An exam that tests the ability to handle mana.

-If you can’t handle mana, your sword will feast on human blood, not monsters.

-And in doing so, you’ll also become a monster. Just a beast wearing human skin.

-Mercenaries who can’t handle mana are of that ilk.

His master had told him.

Not to become like him.

To stake his life instead.

His life now depended on the vial in his pocket.

A small amount of medicine, less than a cup of water.

If he drank it, he would die.

Nine times out of ten, he would die.

Even if he survived, he wouldn’t be able to live as he did before.

The chances of avoiding side effects were incredibly slim.

It was all down to a miraculous probability.

Yet, his master had handed it over.

Saying that taking the medicine was better than not, that the remaining years of living as a dog of the organization would be that harsh.

He believed that dying would be more merciful than starting the “life of a monster” he had often spoken of.

Even so, he had made up his mind.

‘If Mob was to leave the academy with me, then I would gladly accept my fate.’

Dreaming of reversing his life by entering the world’s greatest academy with his friend, only to fail.

Entering together and leaving together.

Maybe he could have lived out his days reminiscing about the good times back then.

But Mob had passed.

He had escaped the failing zone.

If he failed here, he would be alone.

He would have to live a dark life, the hidden side of society, one most people couldn’t even imagine.

‘Ten years of training, and I thought we finally stood side by side, if only for a moment. But if you move ahead again here, if I’m left to go back alone…’

How many more years would it take then?

Twenty years? 

Thirty?

Maybe even if he dedicated the rest of his life, he might never catch up to Mob again.

Yet, he didn’t want to drag Mob down with him.

There had been plenty of chances.

He could have played pranks during their meals or caused accidents during training.

All kinds of dirty tricks came to mind, ways to bring Mob down to his level.

But he didn’t do it.

‘Mob, we overcame a hellish childhood together. We promised to become knights who save people like us someday.’

How could he betray someone like that?

So he decided.

To betray himself instead of Mob.

Gulp.

He emptied the vial and stood in line.

The instructor saw him drink the potion and didn’t stop him.

Potion doping.

This academy even regarded it as part of the student’s skill.


Anyway, if one couldn’t consistently maintain the same level of doping or overcome its side effects, they would eventually be weeded out.

In reality, that’s true.

Whether he could pass this test was in doubt, and even if he did, who knew how many times he could endure it?

The doping held no real meaning.

It was just a temporary means of survival.

Despite that, the reason he didn’t back down.

The reason he betrayed the honorable dreams of a knight to step forward.

Was to show.

That he could stand beside him.

That he was different from ten years ago.

That the last ten years hadn’t been in vain.

‘I will prove it. My ten years!’

His heart sank, and his senses distorted.

Dark mana flared up from the tip of his sword.

The black energy flickered like flames, rising fiercely.

Boom!

It cracked the rock.

It sent debris flying.

There was no time to feel the thrill of the destructive power, which was greater than usual.

-Remember, if you’ve taken the potion, you must stop channeling the energy when you feel your heart constricting in pain.

-Dark mana is a force that doesn’t submit to its user. The moment you lose control and cross the threshold, your safety is no longer guaranteed.

He couldn’t stop.

If he failed the exam even after taking the potion, he would eventually collapse from a seizure caused by dark mana anyway.

And he couldn’t even be sure if he would wake up again afterward.

‘Master, I already gave up on safety when I decided to take the medicine. The only thing I can do is keep going until the end.’

He needed more power.

To make up for his lack of talent.

To Mask the Insignificance of Effort.

A heart tightening with every passing moment.

A consciousness growing ever more distant every second.

To cling onto these things a bit longer, he had to keep swinging this sword over and over.

Boom!

It shattered.

He succeeded in a test he had no chance of passing.

The gazes of his classmates looking up at him, the shouts of everyone cheering, the sound of the mobs clapping and praising him, all felt distant and muffled.

Like looking at the world from beneath the water, he felt an odd sense of separation from the world.

“Is that so?”

He had already gone beyond his limits of control.

He had lost everything in his life as the price for this fleeting achievement.

His master always regretted not achieving that momentary triumph.

What about himself?

Was he satisfied that he did not end up like his master?

Did he regret letting go of his life?

Before Jakku could reach a conclusion, his vision faded, and his consciousness evaporated.

***

Just by looking at the output of dark mana and his intact body, one could tell.

He was a friend who had lived through much hardship!

NPCs with dark mana tend to harbour far deeper and darker motives for revenge than someone like Isabel, who lived for the sake of an expedition’s vengeance.

To reach this point, one must have grown up witnessing at least tens of thousands of deaths.

A character with an unusual past, one who has encountered extraordinary events.

Too big of a backstory to remain just an extra.

With some luck, he might even evolve into a named villain rather than just a minor character.

But having drunk the dark potion, which rivals the enhancement potion, he was now destined to self-destruct, unable to control the overflowing dark mana.

“Running into me, I guess we were both lucky!”

That is, until he ran into me.

In fact, there’s an interesting gimmick with dark mana.

The one with the lesser absolute value, calculated by multiplying the purity and quantity of dark mana, is heavily influenced, whether consciously or unconsciously, by the one with the higher absolute value.

It’s not for nothing that monsters serve demons, or that demons are subservient to the demon lords.

And it’s the same reason why the Demon King rules over demons.

When the absolute value of dark mana is overwhelmingly high, the lesser beings show absolute obedience, harbouring limitless loyalty, admiration, or even affection.

How that is expressed grants the entity its identity and personality.

“What identity should I go with this time?”

Jaskku flinched, sensing the tension.

Watching him, I pondered.

As an experienced player, I could do whatever I wanted.

That meant I could play any personality I desired!

But just because I could do whatever I wanted didn’t mean I should make a 230 cm muscle-bound brute twist his body like a cutesy character saying, “Ooh?” That’s a wrong concept.

There’s a thing called TPO.

T: Time.

P: Place.

O: Occasion.

It means to act according to the time, place, and situation.

The TPO is also important for setting a concept.

A 133 cm, 11-year-old girl.

A top student in her first year.

There’s a reason I adopted the speech and behavior fitting of a young girl as soon as I possessed this cute girl character.

It was to adhere to this TPO.

The dark mana gimmick concept must also adhere to this.

“Something cute would be nice!”

Suddenly, swelling muscles, overpowering everyone with monstrous strength, or subduing them with intense charisma wouldn’t fit the concept.

So, I intentionally lowered my energy, giving Jakku an opening to attack, and corrected my sloppy posture the moment he made a move.

“?!”

Jakku, realizing he had been tricked by a stronger foe, tried to halt his attack as his dark mana instincts demanded, but I moved faster than he could back away.

“Hee-yah!”

Instead of cutting Jakku with the sword, I swung upward with all my might at the sword he was holding, momentarily boosting the output of the dark mana.

With a clanging sound, Jakku’s sword spun like a flying baseball and embedded itself at the far end of the training ground.

“You mustn’t do bad things. I’ll have to punish you like this!”

I pinned Jakku’s foot to the ground with my sword, preventing him from escaping as he tried to retreat, his eyes darkened with confusion.

A brief spasm from the pain coursing through his body.

Without missing the opportunity, I leapt up and gracefully landed on one foot on the hilt of the sword.

Swoosh.

The hem of my uniform skirt billowed up like a flower petal, rising to thigh height before settling down again.

Meeting his gaze, Jakku trembled with fear, unable to move.

Scared?

But it’s too late!

I raised a hand to his forehead.

“Like this!”

A flick, strengthened by immense physical power and the enhancement effect of the dark mana, struck his forehead.

Wham!

With a loud, painful sound, Jakku’s body bent backward.

Thud.

Unable to get up even with the dark mana due to the intense impact rattling his brain, Jakku collapsed, unconscious.

“But if you knock out someone who handles dark mana, the energy will surge even more…”

“Oh, that’s alright.”

I thrust my fingers deep into the open mouth of the fallen Jakku.

<Bloody Maria’s Mana Refinement Method>

<Absorb Skill – Maria’s Elegant Feast>

Drawn to the stronger dark mana, Jakku’s dark mana flowed out continuously.

The dark and ominous energy gathering at my fingertips was so much that I wanted to store it in some other material form.

Just then, I noticed an object.

A candy pouch hanging from my waist.

“If I am going to eat it anyway, it should be something that looks delicious, right?”

The dark mana swirled and gathered, taking the form of a black bead.

“You can turn it into a snack like this!”

I put the dark mana bead into the candy pouch, tightened the string, and closed the pouch.

The instructor’s eyes widened twice as large.

“That pouch is…”

“A candy pouch!”

“But, if dark mana is stored recklessly…”

“It’s fine! It’s my candy pouch!”


I thought he would be grateful I prevented a disaster, but fear only grew in the instructor’s eyes.

I was startled to see him gulping while staring at the candy pouch and quickly covered it with both hands.

“Not for you!”

“You just gulped while looking at my pouch!”

“It wasn’t because I wanted to eat it!”



 
  
    Chapter 145: Follower


Dark mana is generally regarded as poison.

Even if a small amount of dark mana penetrates the body, one must immediately circulate their mana using mana cultivation techniques to filter out and expel only the dark mana.

Whether it is expelled in the form of sweat, coughed up with blood, or discharged through bodily fluids, the method and means are of no importance.

“Do you understand, Your Highness? If you ingest dark mana, you must expel it immediately rather than try to use it.”

“Pathetic♡”

The young Second Princess Masugaki chuckled dismissively at the words of the royal tutor hired by the palace.

“Just a small amount of dark mana mixed with regular mana can increase destructive power♡ If handled properly, there is no more useful technique than this♡ You’re just scared because you don’t trust yourself to control it, aren’t you~?”

“Well, that’s true. However, the more you get close to dark mana, the more you eventually succumb to its temptation. You think, if only I could handle a bit more dark mana, I could become stronger. If I change my attribute to darkness, I could experience a dramatic improvement in my abilities.”

The tutor sternly warned.

“That’s how everyone becomes addicted to dark mana. Once addicted, when they face a creature stronger than themselves or a human traitor-turned-demon, a high-ranking official of the Empire, or a member of the Imperial family targeted by a demonic clan, they will fail to fully utilize their powers and be defeated.”

To those without talent, dark mana is a deadly poison.

To those with talent or wealth, there are secrets to escaping the side effects of dark mana.

Using special incantations.

Employing alchemical methods with drugs to increase safety.

Artificially building resistance to deceive mana into thinking the body is not pure enough for dark mana to attack.

Suppressing it with opposing forces.

The Imperial family also possesses such secrets.

That is why it is so easy to become captivated by dark mana, and to prevent that danger, the tutor spoke harshly.

“Look here. This guardsman, who became obsessed with dark mana and walked the wrong path, failed to stop the incursion of an incubus and is now scheduled for execution for defiling the purity of His Majesty the Emperor’s concubine.”

The tutor was so dedicated to early education that they even showed the spectacle of a beheading at age ten, making sure the Second Princess Masugaki clearly understood the dangers of dark mana.

However, the princess secretly thought to herself:

“Pathetic♡ Weakling♡ If the absolute value of dark mana was higher than the incubus’s, the incubus would have been forced to submit♡”

If one were to fall, why not fall hard enough that even the incubus would say, “It seems you rank higher than me,” and use that to turn the incubus into a subordinate to eliminate political rivals?

Princess Masugaki, who had grown up with such a yearning for corruption, felt jealous when she heard that Oknodie was well-versed in dark attributes and could wield dark magic.

“What kind of magic did she learn this time~?”

“She  learned the theory of Dark Vision Magic during the lecture on Mana usage Course and a magic that automatically brushes teeth to turn them black.”

“Huh~? That’s useless! Surely there’s some more incredible magic. Are you sure you’ve investigated properly~?”

“I-I apologize. This is all for this week.”

“There has to be some more sinister dark magic♡ Like a spell that blinds someone or a homing attack magic that automatically breaks someone else’s teeth♡”

“I’m sorry for not meeting Your Highness’s expectations, but it is quite impressive to have learned magic that was taught only in theory or to have adapted practiced magic.”

“Useless♡ Your excuses are too long♡ Just get out and do your homework♡ By the way, you got question three wrong in that workbook♡”

“Oh, thank you, Your Highness!”

She could hear the follower chatting with a friend who was waiting outside the door.

-What did she say?

-She asked about what kind of dark magic Oknodie learned. And she also helped me with my homework. The Princess is so kind. She must be deeply concerned about the academic performance of her classmates.

-Ah, you’re just mistaken. Think about it rationally. Why would the Princess care about the dark magic Oknodie has learned?

-Then why do you think she’s interested?

-Obviously, she’s looking for weaknesses! Would it be right to let a child who has learned such terrifying dark magic roam free? She must be preparing a petition to His Majesty the Emperor, intending to eventually issue an imperial decree to execute her!

-Shut up! Don’t slander the Princess. She’s too kind to engage in such sinister schemes! She even helped me with my homework, both last time and this time!

-Ugh. Your head is filled with flowers. That’s why you get accused of being completely blinded by the Princess.

The argument between those who viewed the Princess as a good person and those who saw her as a bad one.

“Boring♡”

It was just a matter of pride if her followers’ grades dropped because of the tasks she assigned them.

Although she did feel an urge to do something about Oknodie, it wasn’t because she wanted to kill her; she was just intrigued by Oknodie’s knowledge of dark magic.

A fascination with dark magic fostered in her youth.

A psychological rebellion against the tutor’s early education.

All these things combined, and to her, they appeared only as opportunities.

An opportunity to entice Oknodie into becoming her pawn, utilizing her knowledge of dark magic and the secret of accumulating dark mana to become a master of dark mana!

The Second Princess’s true intentions, entirely different from the speculations of her subordinates!

“You idiots♡ I’m not cheering you on, so be warned♡ If the Princess’s followers bring disgrace by failing, I won’t let it slide♡”

“Uwoooo! The Princess is encouraging us. Everyone, we must pass!!”

“Isn’t that a reward? I’m so happy to be scolded in the morning!”

“…Insane. If you fail the exam, it’s a warning that your family’s business might suddenly face obstacles, and a trading partner that’s maintained a 20-year relationship might unilaterally cut ties and sever their connection.”

“Why are you so negative about the Princess lately? Are you a spy planted by Princess Yayoi?!”

“Hah. Who would join the faction of a third princess without any backing?”

Whatever their inner thoughts, Princess Masugaki managed her followers diligently again this morning.

Of course, it wasn’t encouragement or a reward; she was seriously threatening to punish them if they failed.

If they didn’t want to be punished by being hit on the palm with a switch by the princess, they’d better work really hard!

“Princess!! Breaking news!!!”

As soon as the mana verification test ended, a student came running breathlessly.

‘Ah, that one…’

A follower memorable enough for the princess to remember.

Question 3 (Short Answer): If James No. 1175, who has not mastered mana, is pushed off the roof of the 50-meter-tall academy dormitory and falls at 200 km/h, what percentage of mana-conducting crash net is required to keep James from dying?

He had boldly answered that since the higher the conductivity, the better, he would use a crash net with 100% conductivity.

“Fool♡ If mana is conducted that well, the rebound would be too strong, causing you to crash into the ground♡”

But he had answered correctly to a question like: To survive while running at 20 km/h on a narrow mountain path for 10 km, being chased by a beast at 30 km/h, how many times should he use a body-strengthening spell that doubles speed for one minute at the cost of shortening their lifespan each time?

A classic example of someone who lacks application skills but is good at simple calculations!

A student who is not confident in short answers but is relatively confident in multiple-choice questions.

“Pfft♡ Did you come running to brag that you passed the test with a perfect score~? That’s a little cute♡”

“Ah…! T-thank you! But I didn’t come to brag; I have urgent news to deliver!”

This kid had been scolded by other followers for being a hopeless romantic with rose-colored glasses.

Although it was frustrating to always be treated like she had to act like a perfectly good child, her heart was kind, so it wouldn’t hurt to reward them occasionally.

“Here’s a reward♡ You can have one♡”

“Aren’t these… fist-sized rocks? Why does Your Highness have these…?”

“I did some research on Oknodie’s training♡ If you carry heavy rocks around, it will make future training marches with supply loads less tiring♡”

“Oh, such a profound thought…! Then I’ll take the heaviest rock!!”

“Don’t overdo it and choose a weight you can carry♡ If you hurt your back and can’t attend lectures, you’ll only have yourself to blame♡”

“Sob. Such kindness to even consider her followers’ lecture schedules. The princess is certainly a much better person than the infamous Oknodie!”

“Heh, your flattery is too much♡ So, what was the urgent news that made you run here out of breath~?”


“Ah.”

The follower put down the rock and spoke.

“Oknodie extracted a soul from inside a student’s mouth during the test and knocked him unconscious.”

“What?! Why are you only telling me this now when it’s such urgent news!!”

“I-I’m sorry.”

“Never mind, just tell me in more detail!”

At the princess’s prompting, the follower, who had been stammering, finally composed themselves and answered.

“She used dark mana to smash a student’s weapon and send it flying, tied up his feet, and made him lose consciousness with one hand before extracting his  soul!”

“Explain this extracting of the soul part that makes no sense!”

“She reached deep into the mouth, and when she pulled back, a corrupted, pitch-black soul was condensed in her hand, transforming into a small orb!”

Unbelievable!

Princess Masugaki clasped her hands over her mouth.

How could there be such an evil magic?

“And? What happened to that orb?”


“It was stored in Oknodie’s candy pouch! Since the soul orb looks exactly like candy, the pouch might have been a soul pouch from the start!”

“…Fine. Take the heaviest rock♡”

“Gasp. To bestow the most precious weight for the dramatic increase in my stamina!”

Leaving the follower shouting in gratitude, Princess Masugaki immediately flung open the door and hurried to where Oknodie would be.

She could tolerate many things, but such an extraordinary soul-compressing, extracting magic—she had to learn it somehow!



 
  
    Chapter 146: Night Play


“I’ll grant you the honor of teaching me your soul-extracting technique, Oknodie♡”

A most unwelcome visitor approached me while I was running around the grassy field with an insect net, trying to unlock the insect-collecting achievement.

Trill-trill-trill.

As the chirping of crickets echoed loudly, I naturally had no idea what was going on.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t play dumb♡ My subordinates already saw you at the testing grounds and reported everything♡”

By “testing grounds,” she must mean the place where I watched the exams of the mobs and weaklings earlier today.

But did I ever use a soul-extracting technique?

No, I didn’t.

The only thing I extracted was dark mana.

Ah, I see.

So that’s what she wants!

I suppose it could look that way to someone who didn’t know better.

“Why should I teach you?”

“I’ll give you points♡”

The princess, Masugaki, boldly wrote down 5000 points in her notebook and showed it to me.

It was indeed a spirited bid worthy of the princess of the Holy Central Empire, the current hegemon of the continent.

But it wasn’t like I brought it up because I was interested in points.

“No way!”

“…With 5000 points, you could even get a permit to carry an artifact?”

“I’ve got plenty of points myself.”

It’s no joke.

I’ve been steadily accumulating points, small and large, to use in future events, and I surpassed a hundred thousand a long time ago.

For other students, 5000 points would be a fortune worth selling their soul for.

But for me, even in the midst of this conversation, points are something I am diligently gathering.

“Ah, caught it!”

“Trill-trill-trill.”

After placing the cricket I caught in the collection box, I had already completed my insect collection of 20 species.

[You have achieved Stage 2 of the Insect Collecting Beginner Achievement.]

[You have acquired the title <Baby Fabre>.]

[As a title holder, all activities consume 0.1% less stamina.]

[You have earned 500 points as a title achievement bonus.]

Accumulating tiny amounts adds up to a mountain; while others focus on their studies, I’ve been upgrading my specs by diligently filling out various compendiums and acquiring titles, rather than doing the studies I already know.

That’s the secret to how an experienced player can far surpass a newbie while playing the game in the same amount of time.

“Pfft. That’s why they call you Baby Nodi, running around with these silly games♡ You’re so young♡” [Oknodie sounds like Oknody in KR thats why if we use Nody then it shounds like Nodi and hence Baby Nodi]

“What? And what kind of great things do you do with your time?”

“If I want an insect, I just have my followers catch them and reward them appropriately for their contributions♡ Running around myself is too old-fashioned~”

Princess Masugaki maintained her unique, annoyingly sweet tone, even when speaking to a girl.

She was a princess with an adorably annoying appearance that was hard to dislike.

Especially since I am possessed by someone who was originally a man!

“Hmph. Who says I can’t do it? I just don’t want to order others around because I’d feel bad!”

“And yet you make Isabel cook for you every day~?”

“Gasp! H-how did you know that?”

“And you get snacks from Arcadia at the tea parties~?”

“Urgh. Th-that’s because Arcadia invited me first!”

“And you take wild herbs collected by Dorothy~?”

“Ugh. How do you know everything?!”

She knows everything, like a stalker!

“It’s no different from usual. This time, you’ll just be taking points instead of food♡”

She was someone who had been stalking me this meticulously.

It didn’t look like she would give up easily.

“Fine. I’ll teach you. But you’ll have to wager something other than points.”

“What do you want~?”

“A bet!”

“A bet…?”

“If you beat me in a contest, I’ll teach you the technique I used when I overpowered the weakling in the mana verification test. But if you lose, you’ll have to do what I say!”

The Princess Masugaki pouted her lips.

“No way♡”

I was quite taken aback. I hadn’t expected her to refuse.

“Why not?”

“You’re the top student of your year. You’re too strong♡”

“No contests of strength!”

“Magic, then~?”

“No magic duels, either!”

“Hmph~. I’ll decide after hearing it. Tell me the event♡”

“Insect-catching competition!”

“Insect-catching… Eugh. How undignified~. Why would I even bet on something like that~?”

“Because I’m collecting insects.”

“Are you trying to become some sort of Bug Master~?”

“Anyway, if I win, I get all the insects you’ve collected. If you don’t like that, then I’m not doing it!”

Since I was already working on the title, I figured I might as well drag the princess into it to make it easier to earn the Bug Collector title.

The princess didn’t seem to think she’d lose much even if she lost, so she accepted the bet without much fuss.

“Fine♡”

And so the bet began.

***

Oknodie has not returned to the dormitory.

It wasn’t the first time.

Oknodie often ran around to random places, muttering about secret training grounds and hidden pieces, or whatever nonsense.

But Hestia felt concerned.


Today, rumors were rampant in the dormitory about what Oknodie supposedly did at the lower class’s testing grounds.

“They say Oknodie bound the soul of a lower-class student to swear absolute obedience!”

“Has the Dark Princess finally started her first move?”

“She might be collecting the souls of classmates to ascend to the Demon Lord class. That’s terrifying…!”

Oknodie had begun to open her eyes to evil!

Hestia naturally did not believe the rumors.

“Jiang. I want to find Oknodie. Will you help me just this once?”

“That girl? I think it would be better to leave her alone.”

“If you’re saying it’s fine to hear cruel things, then don’t. As a berserker, I’ve heard countless insults during my mercenary days, but there was never a single time it was truly fine.”

Hestia knows this.

The injustice of being wrongfully insulted.

Even Hestia, who was accustomed to slander and false accusations, found the rumors surrounding Oknodie to be excessively severe this time.

“It’s not unusual for an assassin. After all, if your identity is exposed, you might as well lose your head. If you haven’t faced any threats to your life, you should consider yourself lucky.”

Jiang, with her black bob hair swinging, was carving a statue with a dagger, checking its progress against the moonlight. 

Her demeanour showed no tension at all.

This was proof of how serious the risks associated with the assassin class were.

“But Oknodie is your friend.”

Friend.

Jiang hand paused at the word she had thought would never be relevant to her in her lifetime.

Her focus, sharpened by taking the “Become a Moonlight Sculptor” class to improve her dexterity, was disturbed.

An assassin must maintain a clear state of mind even in the middle of a crowded market if necessary.

For that concentration to falter over a single word like “friend” showed that she still had a long way to go in mental discipline as an assassin.

‘This is troublesome.’

Her mentor had told her:

Kill anything that causes you to hesitate.

Otherwise, it will end up killing you.

Jiang couldn’t do that.

She didn’t dislike Oknodie, and even if she did, she wasn’t sure she could kill her in any situation with her skills alone.

To regain her focus, she needed to eliminate the source of her anxiety.

If she couldn’t get rid of Oknodie, the best way to remove this anxiety, this intruder in the name of worry, was to assure Hestia that there were no threats to Oknodie’s safety.

“Alright. I’ll help.”

“Thank you. I knew you would help.”

“It’s just a whim. I’m just curious about what ridiculous place she’s spending her time in this time.”

“Hehe. That’s so nice of you. There are always kind people around Oknodie.”

“…Who says I’m kind?”

Jiang  was uncomfortable with Hestia’s assessment.

She knew better than anyone that she was a bad person.

She had killed people before.

She never considered whether they were good or evil.

She just did what had to be done.

And yet, if she could still be called a good child, Hestia’s standard for what makes someone “good” must be wrong.

‘This is really troublesome. Oknodie, is this how you felt too?’

A child more wicked than anyone else being called a good child.

More than awkwardness, a sudden surge of impulse began to irritate her.

She genuinely wanted to be a good child.

She wanted to become a gentle being, like these kind-hearted, soft prey.

The desire to change, a softness sprouting from deep within her chest, felt like a thorn in her side.

“First, we need to check the list of places where Oknodie might have gone.”

“It’s not that way.”

Hestia was startled.

“You know where Oknodie went?”

“I covered her with Thousand Li Scent. The girl roams all over the place, so if you want to find her when you need to, there’s no other way.”

“That’s impressive. Using such an eastern-style item.”

“My mentor is from the East.”

The place Jiang led them to was a forest where mosquitoes used to swarm in great numbers.

“…Is Oknodie really here?”

“Don’t be scared. The mosquitoes moved their habitat near the academy last time and were wiped out.”

For some reason, the value of bloodstones created by mosquitoes had recently skyrocketed among the seniors, making it even harder to find mosquitoes.

Jiang didn’t bother sharing this bit of news with Hestia.

There was no reason to, especially since a far more concerning sound reached their ears.

Clang…

Clank…

The sound of metal clashing from afar.

Oknodie was there, and someone else was with her.

Someone at a level where they could engage in combat with her.

“I’m going to speed up.”

As Jiang moved through the forest like a ghost without making a sound, Hestia, who had been running to catch up, tripped over something.

A protruding branch.

Thick bushes.

Trees fluttering in the night wind, casting disorderly shadows.

On the other side of the forest, where it wouldn’t be surprising to find a dead body, she saw Jiang standing.

Unlike Hestia, who was scratched and torn all over and looked a mess, Jiang’s unscathed appearance annoyed her a little, but her irritation quickly faded at the sight before her.

“Isn’t that… the princess?”

“Probably.”

“What are they doing?”

The second princess was pulling out a pair of tweezers and throwing them into a tree hole, while Oknodie, holding up a broad shield like a rock, threw stones at the princess who was running elsewhere.

The somewhat brutal night-time fight, which seemed too fierce for a mere child’s play, surprisingly showed the princess in complete dominance.

“Stop! Stop throwing, you wicked princess!”


“Pfft~ Silly Oknodie♡ We only agreed it was a bug-catching competition; we never set a rule not to kill the bugs, did we? If I can’t find them, I just have to kill all the ones you caught♡”

“Hah… So they were having a bug-catching contest until this late at night…”

With Jiang’s sigh, Hestia was also drained of energy.

If it was a situation where the impatient princess, unable to wait for the imperial extermination order, had personally come to kill Oknodie, they would have done something.

But, separated from urgency, the scene was so childish that they felt no desire to intervene at all.



 
  
    Chapter 147: Upcoming Events


The plan to use the princess ended in a complete disaster.

The first person to make me, an old pro, feel defeated!

I am terrified of you, Second Princess Masugaki!

“Puhuhu. It was a good workout last night♡ It’s been a while since I’ve released all my stress like this♡ If you want to make another bet, feel free to ask anytime♡”

“Hmph! After killing my collection items without permission, I’ll never call you again!”

In a hunting collection journal, it doesn’t matter if the target is killed, but in an insect collection journal, only the ones captured alive for a certain period count.

If a dead body is collected or if a captured one suddenly dies, the counting is void or goes to waste.

[You spent a lively and fun night playing a collection game with the princess.]

[Observation experience +15]

[Cry sound experience +15]

[Night vision experience +15]

[Blocking experience +10]

[Collection experience +10]

[Throwing experience +10]

[Memorization experience +5]

[Running experience +5]

[Dark energy generation experience +3]

[Midnight coating experience +3]

[Concentration experience +3]

[Reflex experience +3]

[Psychological prediction experience +3]

[Behavioral prediction experience +3]

[The princess thinks of you as an ‘interesting child.’]

[The probability that the Second Princess Masugaki will block the aggressive actions of the imperial camp students slightly increased.]

Due to the aftermath of the fierce battle, I gained an enormous amount of skill experience, but I didn’t even have the strength left to feel happy.

Completely exhausted, a large hand grabbed me by the scruff of the neck as I stumbled along.

“What kind of game were you playing that got so intense?”

“I really wanted to keep them alive…”

I wanted to get the next title.

Seeing my genuinely sullen expression seemed to make Hestia happy for some reason.

Why?

Huh?

I’m getting mad.

“Hestia, why are you happy when I’m feeling down?”

“Just because.”

“You’re mean.”

Making me angry is unforgivable.

No matter how much it’s Hestia, this crossed the line.

I won’t let it slide…!

To Hestia… I’ll do this!

I puffed up my cheeks with air and glared sideways, activating my secret move, “Side-eye Glare”!

Hestia seemed to be even happier, as if her guilt was provoked by my intentionally guilt-inducing expression.

As she walked faster, my body, held by her hand, swayed more rapidly from side to side.

“Aaah- I’m getting dizzy-!”

When I returned to the dormitory after the trip home, I gained [Balance experience +3].

I tried a petty trick and ended up suffering even more.

***

It was a fight on a different level than a mere game.

Seeing Jiang’s serious expression, it seemed I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

‘I can’t see it properly.’

The princess’s dark weapons pierced sharply through the darkness.

The way she could block the incoming daggers flying through the air just by hearing them, bouncing them off rocks here and there, was no less than a professional mercenary’s shield defence technique.

“You’re running away well, like a little mouse♡”

“Just give up! As long as you can’t kill all the insects I have, I’ll win no matter what!”

Despite her shout urging surrender, the princess instead sneered coldly.

“The word ‘defeat’ doesn’t exist in the dictionary of the imperial princess. Don’t you even know such common sense~?”

As the princess snapped her fingers, the daggers she had thrown so far began emitting a strange magical energy.<Imperial Royal Mana Manipulation Technique>

<Concealment – Property Change>

<Metalization>

The unique cold aura of metal could be felt on the trees, rocks, and ground all around.

To ensure safety, I raised a torch, and I could see the metallic-coloured forest and the eerie expression on the princess’s face.

“Watch out, Oknodie!”

Even before I could finish warning, the princess’s daggers began to storm towards us.

Ever since she took Oknodie’s collecting tweezers, she kept throwing them non-stop, making it seem like she had stolen a pouch that endlessly produced tweezers!

Unable to bear the suspicion, I approached the tree where one of the tweezers had stuck and discovered the secret.

“This is… a fake?”

“It’s a skill of the princess.”

Jiang peeked out from behind and examined the tweezers.

“Touch it with your hand.”

“The tweezers… crumble?”

“When the material shaped with mana gets away from the caster, it usually ends up like that. It’s the principle that it reverts to its original form as the mana inside depletes.”

“For that, it’s still pretty solid.”

“The projectile was launched with enough mana to maintain its form for some time. Some are even filled with more mana like this.”

Jiang caught a tweezers flying nearby with her bare hand.

When she handed over the tweezers she had caught between her middle and index fingers, Hestia, who rubbed them with her hand, felt their firmness, unlike the previous ones that crumbled.

It was extraordinarily solid, not budging even when she applied enough force that would have bent ordinary tweezers.

“You’d better put that down quickly.”

“Why?”

“Do you want a fancy metallic hand?”


Realizing the meaning of those words, Hestia hurriedly threw away the tweezers, and soon after, the princess snapped her fingers again.

The mana filled inside the tweezers began to spew out from the tips, turning the grass on the ground into metal, making Hestia feel genuine fear.

“If it hits a human body, it’s over.”

“If you receive a de-metallization spell, the organism can regain its original structure. Assuming that the skin tissue has not necrotized or the metallization has not penetrated into the blood vessels.”

“Is it okay to let a child be attacked with such a terrifying thing?!”

“If you think about it, it’s probably mutual fault, even for Oknodie.”

“It’s a mutual fault? If we get hit, we’ll need emergency treatment at the academy’s medical office!”

“Think about why Oknodie is still fighting on equal footing despite going through that barrage of attacks.”

At Jiang’s words, Hestia, who had finally regained some composure, began to examine the battlefield more closely.

The sharply flying pincers.

Blocking the pincers with a rock, hurling a stone back to deflect them mid-air, and hooking the ring of the collection container with a finger to pull it back.

When the Princess’s pincers activated the ‘deflection’ effect on the metalized field to aim for her back, she spun around and dodged the attack while parrying.

“Ah!”

Something seemed to go wrong, and just as she let out a startled cry, with a snap! sound, part of the collection container turned into metal.

With a crunching sound, the corner of the collection container was destroyed as the structure changed.

A beetle, which had darted out from the corner, was pierced by the pincers and killed before Oknodie could block it.

“You evil princess!”

Unable to contain her anger, Oknodie grabbed hold of an uprooted tree nearby.

“Grrr!”

She lifted the tree up to waist height and, with a shout, hurled it toward the Princess!

Several trees struck by the flying tree toppled with a rumbling sound, but the Princess burst through the dust and extended her finger toward one of the collection containers.

“Take this!”

A golden electric current shot out with a crackling sound!

“Hey, that’s cheating!”

Oknodie extended her hand in response, and a black electric current shot out, striking the ground.

The electric magic was so proficient that it required no incantation, and Oknodie quickly countered it.

“You’re quick to catch on~? Electromagic isn’t even listed in the syllabus yet. Hehe, but it’s still weak♡”

“That’s unfair! You’re only stronger because you boosted your power with a potion!”

“Hehe. If you’re upset, you shouldn’t have challenged a member of the Imperial Family~. You persistent weakling♡”

Clearly, she was being pushed back.

But Oknodie was reacting.

To every attack of the Princess’s.

Physical, magical, applied, and unconventional, a barrage of attacks.

Out of ten attacks, she countered six, dodged three, and narrowly lagged behind on one.

“How did the Princess not become the top student with that skill? She’s stronger than Oknodie.”

“She probably maintained her dignity. Just look at her; she seems even more self-centered than Oknodie. And also…”

“And also?”

“Oknodie isn’t attacking the Princess; she’s just trying to protect the collection containers.”

“Ah, I see.”

This wasn’t a duel in the first place.

If anything, it was a cargo protection battle.

It was a fight between Oknodie, who was trying to protect the insects inside the collection containers, and the Princess, who was trying to destroy them.

Oknodie moved solely to protect the collection containers, like biting the ring with her mouth and running through the trees to avoid continuous shooting.

If she had used her strength, magic, and intelligence directly against the Princess, the situation might have been different.

“I’m getting sleepy♡ Let’s end this now♡”

In the end, the Princess remotely controlled the metalized field she had scattered all around, raising numerous spikes and shooting them, turning the collection containers into sieves and completely destroying them.

“After witnessing today’s events, you should realize that Oknodie doesn’t particularly need your help. After all, she’s stronger than you.”

“I can become stronger if I undergo enhancement.”

“Oknodie can do the same. She just needs to summon her dark mana.”

Despite the intense battle, Oknodie never summoned dark mana, not even once.

Although there were times when dark mana naturally manifested while using magic, she never used it as her primary means of attack.

She’s been controlling herself so that she wouldn’t recklessly use such a dangerous power on people.

“That’s what assassins are like. We’re professionals who kill people as a job, not as a hobby.”

“…Is that so? It’s not that different from mercenaries.”

Hestia spoke dismissively, as if it were no big deal, but Jiang’s eyes, staring straight at her, seemed indifferent, as if not believing her superficial words.

“I don’t know why there are so many people in this academy who just want to play at being friends. They’ve all experienced enough of social life outside.”

“Maybe it’s because they haven’t matured yet.”

“The Western Noble Union, who have crossed battlefields many times?”

“Jiang, it seems like you don’t particularly like the word ‘friend,’ and you don’t like trusting others either.”

“Because I’m an assassin.”

“I don’t know what you’ve been through, but Oknodie is different. I’m different too. And you can change as well.”

Jiang turned around, pushing the ground with her foot.

“It’s not that I particularly don’t want to make friends. I just dislike the empty relationships that change depending on the time and situation.”

Hoping that the friends made during the day could still be friends after seeing her nighttime self, that hope had been something Jiang held around Oknodie’s age.

Jiang had made friends a few times, and she had lost all of those relationships.

The day when cowardly Titosso or meddlesome Hestia would reveal their true selves and grow distant would surely come.

And that day might be much closer than they thought.

“If you’re so confident, go ahead and try your best. Next week is the start of ‘guardian attendance.'”

“Guardian…? W-wait. That’s… Oknodie’s…!”

Jiang raised her hand, making a throat-slitting gesture in the moonlit shadow, and laughed.


“Oknodie’s ‘Foundation’ representative will come to the academy.”

Everyone will finally know what the Foundation is, how others perceive it, and what kind of child Oknodie truly is.

Maybe it was fine in the first month when everyone had fields of flowers in their heads, but will things still be the same after that?

Well, judging by this situation, probably not.

Leaving Hestia standing frozen with a hardened face, Jiang quietly slipped away into the darkness around the corner of the dormitory.



 
  
    Chapter 148: Parental Attendance


“Papa~!”

“Oh, my, my little Titosso, have you been doing well?”

“Yup, yup! I even made a friend!”

As a middle-aged man lifted a child by the waist and spun them around in the air, Titosso laughed gleefully.

“Hmph. That looks fun.”

Listening to the joyful laughter, I sat blankly on the visitor’s room chair.

Because the Gift Academy had many important, dangerous, and secure facilities, there was a designated location for visits, and visitors had to come directly to the visitation building.

Once a month, there was a guardian visit.

The visits consisted of reuniting after a long time, observing a lecture to feel reassured about the curriculum, sharing a nutritious meal, and saying goodbye.

This was what I remembered about guardian visits.

This is the summary of the mini-event, <Guardian Visit>, that occurs after the <Random Papa Event>.

<Guardian Visit Event>

Today is the long-awaited guardian visit day.

Someone who came just for you might show up.

Will it be family? 

A friend?

Or maybe an acquaintance sent at their request?

If you wait patiently, someone you’ve bonded with before entering the academy might come to see you.

Have you been a bad child outside?

Then don’t even dream of a visit!

Have you been a good child?

Congratulations! 

At the very least, you’ll get to eat a free meal with your guardian!

As soon as I realized what day it was, a light headache hit me, and the event notification popped up.

Maybe it’s because I played too hard all night with Princess Masugaki, but I felt a little drained.

‘It’s because my collection rate is lacking!’

If my health stats were sky-high, then staying up late wouldn’t tire me out like this.

When Jonnas comes, I should ask for a bunch of rare, delicious things that are hard to collect outside.

‘So, they do have real parents after all.’

I imagined that, as NPCs, they wouldn’t have actual parents, just letters from them, but seeing the visitation building filled with guardians, it seems that’s not the case.

Thanks to that, my curiosity started growing, too.

My papa isn’t just in letters, but somewhere out there in the real world.

So, what exactly is my papa’s identity?

There are many evil organizations targeting the academy, but some change names every round, and new ones are always popping up, so I can’t guess this time.

Papa, who is affiliated with the Wiheomhae Foundation.

‘Could he be a hitman?’

Like a top-tier assassin!

Having an evil papa during breaks can be a bit troublesome.

During the main house return event, I sometimes help out with housework, but if papa is a bad person, naturally, the work I help with would be bad stuff.

But personally, I find it kind of appealing.

The targets of an assassin are likely to be high-ranking officials, named knights, or corrupt nobles working in the Imperial Capital.

It’s a job that pits you against formidable foes who are skilled in enjoying gourmet food and have high collection rates.

Naturally, the assassin must also level up their stats efficiently, be skilled in collecting, and know various other methods to power up.

Of course, most of this is already known, but receiving insider tips or help with collecting would make papa an incredibly cool figure for a player.

‘But what if an unexpectedly kind papa shows up instead?’

If a kind papa, like the one currently playing with Titosso, who’s giving her a piggyback ride, shows up, I might be a bit disappointed.

Kind people tend to be weaker, so they wouldn’t be much help in leveling up!

I had some reasonable justifications for that…

But now, I don’t care which one it is.

As long as they show up soon.

“Bye, Oknodie! I’m going to play with papa now!”

“Yeah, see you later, Titosso!”

Titosso, who came in with me to meet her guardian, had long since gone off to play.

Whether it’s a kind papa, a bad papa, or even Jonnas the butler or Reap the maid, I just want anyone to show up.

The legs that had been swinging happily by the window are now calmly placed on the chair’s legs, and my neck, which turned every time the door opened, is now showing signs of fatigue.

I wonder, really, I wonder… Could it be that no one is going to come?


	A guarantor or representative from the institution sponsoring an academy student may visit only once a month, on a designated day. I’ll come to see you when the time comes.



Yes, Jonnas promised.

He promised we’d meet again.

He wouldn’t break a promise he made.

The butler is a working adult?

We have a formal employment contract, you know.

It’s not like I pay him; papa sent me a butler.

Still, if he’s the one taking care of me, he should listen to what I say.

I told him I’d be waiting.

So, he has to come.

The necklace from papa’s letter.

I clutched the butler summoning whistle, which I had hidden behind it, tightly in my hand.

***

“Ah, I can’t bear to watch anymore, it’s too pitiful.”

“That little mouse, always so strong and cheerful, now so downcast. Shouldn’t we just pull her out and play outside?”

“Leave her be. Oknodie wouldn’t want that. There’s a saying that the joy of reunion includes the pain of loneliness brought by waiting.”

After Jezel’s mature advice, Isabel and Son Ohchun left in frustration, but Jezel remained at the table near the visitation room.

If even he left, Oknodie would have no one to greet her when she came out feeling dejected.

How much hardship and persecution had Oknodie endured while living under the foundation’s name?

How could the foundation allow Oknodie to suffer such humiliation?

They had announced a guardian visit, but didn’t even hint at when they would arrive.

As a result, Oknodie had sat in the visitation room all day, skipping even the supposedly wonderful meal.

In case Papa or the butler came looking for her while she went for lunch, that was her reason.

“That child, why is she alone? I’m sure I saw her this morning too.”


It was the weekend, and the visitation hall was open.

Irene, the Northern Grand Duke’s daughter, who had been wandering around, having heard rumours about earning special points only available here, struck up a conversation.

The Ice Princess, the cold city girl, the snob.

Considering how many nicknames there were for someone who rarely interacted with others, it was extremely rare for Irene to speak to someone first, regardless of her actual personality.

“I’m waiting because the guardian hasn’t arrived yet. Are you waiting for your guardian as well, Miss Irene?”

Irene shook her head.

“The North isn’t in a good enough situation to afford expensive tickets just to visit. I get the necessary information through letters, so it’s fine.”

Given the increasingly tense situation in the North due to the demonic tribes’ suspicious activities, it wasn’t surprising that Irene’s guardian hadn’t come to visit.

“That’s quite mature of you.”

“Because I’m the Grand Duke’s daughter.”

It was a statement that carried a lot of weight.

Not a mere child, nor someone’s daughter, but the hope of the North and the bearer of everyone’s expectations.

Before the responsibilities and duties laid upon her, there was no room for personal happiness or selfish pursuits.

A person as pitiful as Oknodie.

Irene, sensing that Jezel was feeling pity for her, frowned in displeasure and asked back.

“And what about you?”

“Oh, I’m an orphan.”

“…You must have had quite a bit of talent.”

“Haha, well, I didn’t grow up starving. I do have a knack for business. This is a secret, but outside, I ran a business scalping tickets to the academy.”

“A ticket scalper enrolling in the academy?”

“Ridiculous, right? Haha. I didn’t expect things to turn out this way either. If I hadn’t met Oknodie, I’d never have thought of such an adventure.”

“How much do you know about that child?”

“What do you want to know about Oknodie?”

To be honest, she was curious.

The top of the class.

Bright and innocent by nature, aside from her skills.

Fearlessly sticking by the ice mage’s side with a boldness that was baffling.

Even her odd habit of eating stones.

She didn’t watch her every move, but Irene was always aware of her, to the point where she couldn’t take her eyes off her whenever she saw her.

“Where that child belongs.”

“Where she belongs… you say?”

There was a strange nuance.

Jezel, just to be sure, asked again.

“Do you want to recruit Oknodie?”

“The North is always lacking everything.”

The warmth of the sun.

Weapons to fight the enemies.

Alcohol to warm the body.

Soldiers to fight on the front lines.

Commanders to lead them.

To Irene, who constantly struggled with a chronic shortage of human and material resources, Oknodie seemed like an attractive talent.

“That child’s home doesn’t seem like a very good place to return to.”

“Oknodie likes her parent and her butler.”

“But you don’t know if they like her.”

If they truly cared for Oknodie, would they really leave an eleven-year-old child so lonely and neglected?

Jezel had no words in response to Irene’s pointed remark.

To be honest, he agreed.

The Wiheomhae Foundation.

Maybe every bad rumor surrounding them was completely true.

That Oknodie had been abused, that she was still being threatened by them, and that, at the end of her brief freedom at the academy, an even darker future awaited her.

Wouldn’t it be better for Oknodie’s future to follow Irene to the North?

In the North, the image of the Northern Grand Duke’s daughter surpassed even that of the Emperor of the Holy Central Empire.

With her, who was more popular than the royal family of the Northern Kingdom, many people would cherish and protect Oknodie, keeping her company so she wouldn’t be lonely.

Perhaps he and her other friends, her protectors, would also move to the North with her in the future.


‘Heh. I’ve really become attached to that child.’

He’d neglected his main job to enroll in the academy, imagined a future of moving to the North with her after graduation, and now, it was hard to picture a life separated from her.

“Well, we’ll see soon enough.”

Oknodie, resting her head on the table while fiddling with her hair, was pitifully observed from afar by the two, as they simply waited.

Wondering when OKnodie’s so-called shameless guardians would finally show up.



 
  
    Chapter 149: Interrupter of the Meeting


“Oknodie is sitting in the visitation room.”

“Why hasn’t her guardian come?”

“Because she’s with the Wiheomhae Foundation. If they know that what they did to Oknodie has been found out, they obviously wouldn’t want to come and get beaten for it.”

Jiang, passing through the hallway, thought the rumours she overheard were truly foolish.

‘Why would an assassin meet with her directly? Even if they could come, they wouldn’t, and even if they were asked to come, they shouldn’t.’

Even considering that Oknodie was still a child, it was recklessly careless.

She’d surely learn a lesson from today’s events.

She wouldn’t give meaning to empty promises that only made things more difficult for everyone, and she wouldn’t make such promises either.

That’s how one grows stronger.

Jiang liked Oknodie’s innocent purity, but she prayed that the time when her innocence would only hurt herself would end as soon as possible.

She didn’t want to see her newly found business partner and friend suffer in emotional pain.

Boom.

“…!”

Still, maybe I should at least see her face once before I go.

As she was thinking this, an unusual <Boundary> expanded from the hallway where she’d stepped.

It was a specialized technique used by the strong, twisting the internal rules to create a small world of their own.

A freshman? 

There’s no way it could be such a low-level power.

An assistant instructor? 

No way it’s just a second or third-year student.

An instructor? 

Even that would fall short.

A professor.

It had to be the Boundary of someone at least at the level of a professor.

‘I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ve definitely wandered into a place I shouldn’t be.’

The power emanating from the Boundary distorted cognition and disrupted the senses.

The result of those distortions would be expulsion from the space beyond the hallway.

“Huh? Where was I going again?”

A student who had been caught up in the Boundary nearby turned around and walked out of the hallway with a blank expression.

Watching them head upstairs, it seemed that even if they reached their destination, they’d just think they got lost for a moment, completely unaware they’d been inside a Boundary.

<Advanced Stealth Technique>

<Deceiving the Boundary – Oneness with the World>

Thanks to her quick wit, she narrowly avoided being detected by the Boundary’s recognition of life, managing to hide her presence just in time.

Carefully moving forward, avoiding detection by the Boundary, Jiang sensed yet another layer of a Boundary spread out in front of her.

Unlike the first, which was designed to repel others, this second layer had a different nature to its Boundary.

A small thread, pulled from the air by her hand.

Hoo.

Blowing the thread lightly from her palm, it crossed the line of the Boundary and fell straight down, vertically.

‘Gravity’s different.’

An immense pressure was governing that space.

Now she understood the meaning of the dual Boundaries.

The outer Boundary was a safeguard to prevent any unlucky students from getting involved.

The inner Boundary was in battle mode, designed to serve its true purpose.

Inside, someone was fighting a professor.

‘Who could it be? Who’s trying to stop who?’

Before entering the academy, she wouldn’t have been curious about such things.

Her relationships with others had always ended in betrayal, pain, disappointment, detachment, or indifferent revenge.

She had never harboured any expectations for relationships.

She didn’t wish to form any relationships.

But after meeting Oknodie, things had changed.

There was a child like her in the world.

A child born to the same fate of being an assassin, yet living a completely different life and trying to continue doing so.

And as much as that child resembled her, perhaps she could resemble that child, too.

She found herself harbouring a wretched hope.

She knew.

The current her was weaker than her former self.

The knowledge, techniques, and friendships she had gained at the academy.

None of them compared to the mindset of an assassin.

Don’t step into danger.

Live only thinking of yourself.

Don’t get involved in personal grudges.

The countless warnings her master left behind bound her steps.

But one doubt prevented her from turning back.

If the battle beyond this Boundary was related to Oknodie.

If it involved Oknodie’s guardian.

Could she really just walk away, pretending it had nothing to do with her?

Crack.

Jiang heard the sound of something breaking.

It was the sound of a crack forming in the shackles her master had long placed around her feet.

‘Oknodie isn’t just someone else.’

She had always boasted to Hestia and Titosso.

That assassins don’t make friends lightly.

That those who betray friends should be prepared to suffer the pain of betrayal themselves.

‘This is bad. This is really bad.’

She thought to herself how troublesome this was, even as she took a step forward.

Pressure so intense it felt like her neck would snap.

Thighs straining as if they were about to burst from the force.

Her back trying to bend, while sheer stubbornness kept her upright.

More earnest than she had ever been, even during the entrance exam, she finally beheld the hidden scene within the dual Boundary.


A long-haired man, his back turned, standing tall with his arms crossed and his cloak fluttering in the air.

Another man in formal wear, bloodied, staggering forward, enduring the full weight of the first man’s pressure.

If she had to put it into words, their identities would be…

‘A Rogue… and a butler?’

Two men, an unlikely combination, were staring each other down.

***

Jonnas Foundation.

He had been waiting eagerly for this day.

The day of the guardian’s visit.

“Miss Oknodie has caused quite a bit of trouble, hasn’t she? Please give her a stern word on my behalf.”

“I’m sorry, Reap. I’ll make sure to relay your message to her.”

“Delivering the candy basket properly will be enough. She’s probably built up quite a tolerance by now, so it’s time to present her with a carefully selected new batch of poisonous sweets.”

It was regrettable that she couldn’t meet her in person, but Reap understood it couldn’t be helped.

Recently, the academy’s inspectors had been keeping a close watch on the Wiheomhae Foundation, and their movements were unusual.

After all, there had been rumors that an artifact had been stolen from one of the key strongholds placed in each region by the Central Continent Headquarters. 

It was impossible not to understand the academy’s intentions.

“To break through the academy’s interference, which is trying to take the young lady from the foundation’s grasp, distraction is necessary. Please leave this to our assassination maid squad.”

Assassins disguised as maids revealed themselves behind Reap.

As soon as they scattered, explosions erupted throughout the banquet hall, thick smoke spreading rapidly while alarms signalling an emergency blared.

More than half would likely not survive, but that too was an investment from the higher-ups for the foundation’s “Special Scholar.”

‘Live, Reap. I don’t want to see the young lady saddened by your death.’

Jonnas and Reap.

Neither of them wanted to push this far from the start.

However, they had no choice once the banquet, disguised as a pre-meeting, began a “selection process for the weak guardians.”

“Everyone is aware that there’s a time limit on the visitation allowed per ticket, correct? Isn’t it sad to part so quickly from the children eagerly awaiting their guardians?”

Due to the trickery of a particularly despicable person, a wager over visitation tickets started in the banquet hall.

Although it was outwardly a wager, it was really just a ploy to extort tickets from the powerless guardians.

Jonnas, too, might find it difficult to safely keep his ticket if he became a target of the powerful.

‘This is the terror you brought upon yourselves.’

Due to the assassination maids’ sabotage, the scheduled banquet was cancelled, and those holding visitation tickets were hurriedly ushered toward the transfer magic circle.

With influential figures from various countries gathered for student visitations, it was impossible to delay or complicate the process.

“We will now expedite the transfer to Gift Island. Those with visitation tickets, please quickly gather at the transfer magic circle.”

Amidst the chaos, Jonnas naturally arrived on Gift Island and felt his body tremble at the enormous mana emanating from every corner of the island.

Though it had been a while since he returned to the island, it remained a monstrous place, unchanged.

“As expected of an island where ley lines flow. The energy of mana is truly majestic, isn’t it?”

“Haha, the money I spent on admission was worth it. If my child grows up in a place like this, becoming the first sword master in our family isn’t impossible.”

The nation’s leading merchant.

The head of a military family expanding its influence.

High-ranking nobles, imperial officials, and more—esteemed guardians had visited the academy.

Prepared identification.

As soon as it was verified via the mana board, each person was allowed to move to the visitation building.

‘It looks like I’ll have to wait a while.’

Due to prioritization based on power and influence, Jonnas had to wait a considerable amount of time.

Still, he did not complain or lose his composure.

After all, his every action could tarnish the reputation of the Wiheomhae Foundation and the young lady.

“……”

Before long, all the other guardians had left, and Jonnas was the last one remaining in the inspection room.

His long wait was only met with cold treatment.

“There’s no one else here now. Can we proceed with the inspection?”

“I’m sorry, but the mana board is currently malfunctioning, so we cannot conduct the inspection.”

“The board looks fine to me.”

As the staff member tightened their grip with a smile, a crackling sound was heard, and the circuit of the mana board burned out.

“It’s broken now.”

“……”

“Don’t worry. According to regulations, all inspections must be completed by 6 PM at the latest. We’ll have the board repaired by then, no matter what.”

Such childish trickery.

Although a dangerous aura flickered in Jonnas menacing eyes, the staff member, though smiling with their mouth, was provoking him with their eyes, daring him to make a move.

That was exactly what they wanted.

Unlike Reap, Jonnas identity was exposed.

If he caused any trouble, he could be immediately expelled.

If he wanted to meet Oknodie, he couldn’t dirty his hands.

No matter how filthy or underhanded the other side played.

“…”

The sun was already beginning to set, casting the sky in twilight.

“Your identity has been confirmed. Enjoy your visitation.”

Ignoring the staff member’s mocking words, Jonnas stepped into the hallway.

The moment he set foot, the atmosphere changed so drastically that he couldn’t help but laugh in disbelief.

This is truly too much.

They had even set up a barrier that increased the pain with every step he took.

“Nice to meet you. Guardian of Oknodie.”

“And who might you be?”

“I’m a professor serving as Oknodie’s teacher. People call me ‘The Destroyer.’”

“The Destroyer… You mean the rogue from the former hero party?”

“I’m sorry, but you’ll have to leave. This is a hallway with a special barrier in place, so no one can use it until the visitation time is over.”

“According to the regulations, those with visitation tickets can immediately meet once their identity is confirmed.”

“What can we do about an unavoidable accident? We’re fortunate that the accident happened after all the other guardians passed through.”

After enduring such brazen arrogance and almost mocking behaviour, Jonnas couldn’t help but laugh instead of getting angry.

“No matter what you do, my lady will never become yours.”

“You people used to do the same thing, didn’t you? Recruiting talented children as disciples and using their lives as hostages for blackmail.”

The Destroyer spoke.

“The only difference today is that our roles have reversed.”

A retired professor who once adventured with the hero party.


A companion of the hero chosen by the goddess of the sun, Sofemia.

A member of the former hero’s party, The Destroyer.

He stood at the centre of the double barrier, blocking Jonnas’s path in the middle of the hallway.

“Turn back. If you wish to keep that insignificant life of yours.”

Jonnas stepped forward without hesitation.



 
  
    Chapter 150: The Sound of the Horn


A Boundary is a unique skill that contains the essence of a strong person’s life.

The Destroyer has long fought against the numerous duties and pressures that he has had to endure.

The responsibility that weighs on his shoulders.

The guilt that prevents him from lifting his head.

The self-reflection that stops him from straightening his back.

And yet, his knees could never bend, for he carried the mission of a hero.

As a member of the hero party.

Because of the hero’s incomplete journey.

Even after the official activities of the hero party had ended, he retraced their past travel routes, confronting the darkness he had previously ignored or avoided.

The world was a bit darker, crueler, and more brutal than he had known.

‘I had no choice but to endure, step by step.’

He believed that this one step toward the next destination would be a step toward a better world.

He actively used the unprecedented authority granted to the hero party, crossing the lines between legality and illegality.

“The pain you’re experiencing now is no different from the pain I suffered as a hero. If you haven’t forged a body and mind comparable to those of a hero in their prime, you’ll die.”

Jonnas, standing at the beginning of a new boundary, deprived of the privileges he once enjoyed, was left with only responsibility, duty, and pain, and he had to move forward toward the endpoint.

It was natural that the distance ahead was shorter than the distance back.

“Is it not tough? Is it not beyond your strength?”

“This is reality.”

“The gap between you and me is that wide. Can you not see how great a mercy I show by not using my hands?”

Even by just looking at his rough face and the figure beneath his butler’s uniform, one could guess.

This man was no ordinary butler.

He was a figure with an extraordinary presence, one that could be presented as the face of the Foundation.

However, he could not be compared to the retired hero.

The Destroyer actively took advantage of that gap.

If he sent this man away, the connection between Oknodie and the Foundation would loosen.

As the body distanced, so too would the heart.

Estrangement or resentment.

It is far easier to become emotionally closer to a professor you see twice a week than a guardian who fails to show up for a promised visit.

“The Foundation specializes in depriving and trampling upon people’s hearts. I returned the favour, but can you endure it? You, who have always stood on the side of recklessly wielding power?”

Those who only knew the pleasure of abusing power, but not the pain of being dominated.

He spared no harsh words as he scorned and ridiculed the butler, hoping to break his spirit and will.

He was certain.

Those cowardly ones had neither the ability nor the right to pass through this corridor.

This man would not pass his test.

“I regret to say, I must commit the rudeness of contradicting the words of a retired hero.”

He should have stepped back long ago.

He should have realized his limits and stopped.

But the man did not stop.

“The Foundation is a charitable organization that provides a new life opportunity to talented but unfortunate children.”

Even if many ‘young ladies’ were discarded on the path to obtaining that opportunity.

“We are willing to make any sacrifice for the success of the children.”

Even if that meant entrusting those who had raised the young ladies with the heartless and brutal task of disposing of them.

“The Foundation’s path may be seen as uncomfortable, but compared to the lives the children would have lived without our intervention, they are leading better lives.”

He had once been the one who had repeatedly told the young ladies that they were fortunate compared to those crushed at the lowest levels of the Foundation.

Once, he had truly believed that and viewed the girls’ downfall as nothing more than defects in human merchandise.

“To sustain those lives, I, Jonnas Wiheomhae, the Foundation’s agent and Oknodie’s guardian, will willingly face the test of a retired hero.”

There would be no more regret.

He must not repeat the same mistakes.

“You’re a man with an unbearably stubborn determination. If your organization can win the loyalty of such a man, it’s no wonder my information network has been cut off.”

Jonnas’s spirit, resolve, and will were clearly conveyed.

The retired hero acknowledged it.

There were less than ten men in the entire world who could stand so boldly in front of him.

At least from the time he had spent.

During the two heroic journeys he had endured.

There were less than ten men in total who had shown as much spirit as this man.

He acknowledged him.

Jonnas Wiheomhae.

A man far too strong to be merely a butler for a ‘young lady.’

This paradoxically proved the specialness of Oknodie.

“You’re not a man I can let off easily. This is where the easy path ends…”

The leaf in the Destroyer’s mouth folded in half and fell.

The surface of the floor rippled as though it had turned into water, activating the transformation spell that had been embedded in the hallway.

<Transformation Boundary Spell> 

<Trigger Activation> 

<Form Two – The Boundary of Oppressive Gaze>

He didn’t move a single finger.

He stood with his arms crossed, his cloak billowing in a suffocating aura so intense that it would knock out anyone who even touched it.

Jonnas, just from the weight of the gaze upon him, could feel parts of his body compress and contract in pain.

<Mana Refining Technique> 

<Iron Armor Qi> 

<Body Protection Technique – Iron Wall of Silver Mountains>

He transformed metal into a defence technique to protect himself from the gaze’s pressure, using the same metal manipulation skills he had used to assist in training the young lady with weighted tools.

But Jonnas expression was anything but bright.

The exchange rate was poor.

The efficiency of mana was determined by the strength of the user’s core.

For a former hero who had witnessed the devastation of an entire city being trampled, pressing someone down with just his gaze was not a difficult task.

It is powerful enough to exert the strength of 100 with just 1 mana.

Jonnas, however, was not lacking in any way.

He protects himself with a conviction that is close to stubbornness.


The longer he maintains his vow, the more solid and enduring the defensive magic becomes.

He forcefully modified his power so that with 1 mana, he could block up to 100 power, even though he could normally only block 30.

However, because this is not the proper method, the cost is high.

The mana consumed for the increase in power is not 1 but 10.

A battle that is ten times disadvantageous.

The moment the difference in area between the “eyes” and the “whole body” is added, the exchange rate between the two exceeds 1 to 10, surpassing 1 to 1000 by far.

The Destroyer’s remaining energy was still overwhelming enough to make one feel faint.

Truly, it was an incredible strength befitting a man who once accompanied the legendary hero on his journey.

If what he had to protect was wealth, honour, personal pride, or individual success, he would have given up and bowed long ago, his spirit crushed by the overwhelming force.

But what he carried now was far from such trivial things.

-I’m going to enter the academy. Jonnas, Reap—they all did their best to help me. I don’t want to run away and waste their efforts.

He remembers the trembling hands, despite the bright smile, showing the fear of being in an unfamiliar environment.

-I don’t know what Papa and the Foundation want, but I’m strong. It won’t be easy for them to ask anything of me. I will keep getting stronger!

He remembers the child, who should have been more anxious than anyone, comforting and encouraging the adults around her.

-I’m not a strange person.

In reality, she was nothing more than a frightened little girl with a scarred past, hiding behind curtains or in closets to avoid people’s eyes whenever she was left alone.

The Foundation and the Academy are the same.

They recognize the young lady’s talent and only want to develop her power to use her as they see fit.

Justice.

Corruption.

It doesn’t matter what for.

In the end, the result is the same—she will be used.

If there were a sanctuary the young lady could rely on, and if he could be that sanctuary, he would willingly choose to remain one.

Even when facing a trade-off with a thousandfold disadvantage, even when the pain of internal organs twisting at every step was transmitted.

“I am Lady Oknodie’s butler.”

Boom.

With a step so heavy that the tiles shattered and scattered, Jonnas took a step forward.

That heavy determination was undoubtedly conveyed to the Destroyer’s heart.

Even as blood flowed from his lips.

Even as blood dripped from his tightly clenched fist.

His grim face never yielded to the pain.

‘I can’t kill him. If I kill the visitor who came for a meeting, I’ll be expelled from the academy for sure.’

Thus, this was a threat.

The one threatening him by gripping his life was the Destroyer.

Yet Jonna’s spirit.

His advance, unafraid of death.

Was pushing him into a corner.

‘If you want to kill me, go ahead and try.’

If you can trade the life of a mere butler of the Foundation for the position of a professor, a former warrior, then go ahead.

Faced with such bold intimidation, the Destroyer, instead of lowering his power output, opened his eyes wide, glaring at him with all his might and pressing him down with full force.

He aimed to knock him out, leaving no will to resist.

<Power Release> 

<Maximum Wide Eyes>

A brutal consumption battle that forced an impossible drain of over ten thousand mana per second.

At the moment the butler, who had been pushed to the brink of collapse as intended, staggered in his steps—

Beep— 

Beep—!

A whistle sounded.

In the hallway, which was cut off by a double barrier, there should have been no external noise audible.

“There’s a breach in the barrier? That can’t be. There was no intruder!”

As the Destroyer turned around, his eyes saw a translucent figure shivering in fear.

Crack!

Not even a second passed after his gaze met it before the invisibility shattered.

Beyond it, a black-haired girl in a first-year academy uniform was revealed.

Jiang, who possessed advanced concealment techniques, had infiltrated, causing a crack in what should have been a perfect barrier.

Through that crack, the sound from deep within the visitor’s area had leaked out.


‘It’s just a sound. I’m humiliated that there’s a crack, but something like that won’t change anything.’

But he didn’t realize.

“!!”

The reason why the man, who had been on the verge of collapse just moments before, had suddenly managed to pass by him.

Jonah had realized that the owner of the whistle was Oknodie.



 
  
    Chapter 151: The Birthday decided by Jonnas


The sun was setting, and the students who had been waiting sporadically in the visiting room returned with gloomy faces.

“Oknodie. Why don’t you head back too?”

“Jonnas promised he’d come. If I wait just a little longer, he’ll definitely be here!”

The lower-class student spoke with a concerned expression.

That face looked somewhat familiar.

“Have you forgotten who I am?”

“Hehe, sorry.”

“Maximus Montblanc. My brother Max and our youngest baby were taken care of, remember?”

“Oh, right.”

“Originally, Max was going to come too, but for some reason, many of the guardians who were supposed to come couldn’t, including me.”

It’s a pity.

The academy should have distributed visitation tickets to the guardians of current students.

But there are times when guardians can’t visit the academy because they didn’t receive the ticket in time, lost it for some reason, or had it taken away by someone else.

But Jonnas, lose his ticket?

That doesn’t make sense no matter how I think about it.

Jonnas isn’t the type to be careless, nor would he waste all his time idly waiting if the ticket didn’t arrive within the deadline.

“Hmph. If you don’t know anything about Jonnas, don’t talk.”

“Sniff, you poor thing…!”

Even as I spoke with certainty, Maximus was too busy wiping his tears with the back of his hand.

“If you don’t get to meet your butler tomorrow, come to the snack shop. I’ll buy you something for lunch.”

“Wow, really?”

Still, I had no intention of telling him about the good points of Jonnas.

He’s my butler.

The only one I can trust with a loyalty rating of 100 in this game world.

A safe ally who will never betray me.

If others find out what kind of person he is, what he’s good at, they might try to claim him as their own butler.

“I’m bored. I’m hungry. I feel like I’m wasting time.”

But it was getting exhausting.

Being the only one left sitting alone in the visiting room after everyone else had gone.

Watching my shadow lengthen as the indoor lights flickered.

“Jonnas… You’re really coming, right?”

I muttered to myself in anxiousness.

And I started to suspect that maybe Jonnas’ loyalty isn’t actually 100.

“…….”

Even coming to accept that the game and reality are different.

Even feeling that I might just be an ordinary girl, not a special player.

I couldn’t hold out any longer.

I clutched the whistle and blew it awkwardly.

A weak, off-pitch sound came out, strained and shaky.

Anything should get easier with practice.

The more I blow, the better I should get at it.

Yet, for some reason, I seemed to get worse at it with every try.

It felt like there was a knot in my chest, and sadness welled up inside me.

Hurry up.

Why did you make me wait so long?

Now there are less than ten minutes left before the visiting room closes, and tears were welling up as I whimpered, but that no-good lying butler still didn’t show up.

“You’re terrible…”

What should I do if the manager comes to close the visiting room?

Should I cast <Hide> somewhere and conceal myself?

But then Jonnas wouldn’t be able to get in either, so what would I do then?

Should I try to pick the lock to the entrance?

But what if it’s a lock that’s bolted from the outside?

Is it even possible to hide without being caught?

While I was seriously contemplating these worries, I suddenly smelled blood.

Drip, drip.

The sound of something spilling like rain approached.

Step, step.

Footsteps that conveyed an air of dignity, never showing urgency no matter where they went.

The kind of footsteps that made me want to hide whenever I heard them, behind a curtain, behind a closet.

Creak.

When the door opened, I instinctively hid again.

“Apologies, Miss. I was delayed by an accident on the way here.”

“I missed you, Jonnas!”

Not behind the curtain, not behind the closet.

But with the smiling face of a good girl.

***

“How did you get hurt like this?”

“There was a lapse in the academy’s management.”

“Let’s go to the infirmary first!”

His appearance was a mess, with blood vessels burst all over his body, causing him to bleed.

I was starting to worry if it was even possible for a person to lose that much blood and still be okay.

“I’m fine. The bleeding has already stopped.”

Jonnas took a deep breath, and in that moment, the bleeding truly ceased.

“Wow, amazing!”

An elite butler can even stop bleeding at will, huh.

Jonnas really is a butler who can do anything!

“But your clothes are soaked with blood. You should at least stop by the laundry room!”

“Hmph. Who do you think has been washing your sweaty training clothes and the dirt-covered clothes from hiding in all sorts of places?”

“Wait, even after being injured like that, you hand-washed them?!”


“…There is something called Clean Magic, a marvel of civilization.”

<Life Magic – Clean>

A life magic spell loved by housewives that removes bloodstains, dust, and all sorts of residues from clothes.

It requires a high mana cost to cast, but it’s essential for living comfortably.

If mishandled, it could ruin decorations on clothes, bleach them, or even vaporize medals or items stored in pockets. 

It’s a terrifying spell.

“Ah, that smell!”

“A minor trick.”

The clean magic, combined with the refreshing scent unique to fabric softener, was a game-changer.

This was nothing short of a cheat code.

How could anyone, regardless of being male or female, not feel an affinity for someone who smells like this? 

No, someone with this kind of fragrance?

“Didn’t Reap come with you? What have you two been up to? Did you miss me? Are you hungry? Have you been eating your meals on time?”

As I bombarded him with questions like a machine gun, Jonnas grim face showed a faint hint of a smile at the corner of his mouth.

Even though it was nice to see him again after so long, that fleeting smile quickly vanished, replaced by a spine-chilling sense of dread.

“Reap seemed quite regretful as well. But I brought along a gift from Reap for you. I’ve already obtained permission for possession and consumption, so you don’t need to worry.”

A basket covered with white fabric decorated with red flowers.

Given Jonnas fastidious nature, there was no way he would have overlooked the bloodstains on the fabric while using clean magic. 

He must have forgotten to wipe it off.

Inside were a pouch full of candy, a set of throwing weapons in various sizes and shapes, a musical instrument, and a manual.

“Wow. What is all this?”

“These are gifts from Reap. Considering your rate of growth, I brought improved candy flavours and assassination tools that will be useful for your academy life, along with a secret weapon—an instrument.”

“Got it. So, I just hold the handle and hit someone over the head with this, right? Like this!”

I grabbed the neck of the small violin-like instrument and swung it around, but Jonnas raised his hand and stopped it in midair with just a finger.

It was an incredible display of strength that felt as stable and reassuring as a Simmons mattress, completely unshakeable.

“Although the details are in the manual, I advise against swinging it carelessly. You might cut yourself or cause the instrument to explode.”

“…What? The instrument can explode??”

“I don’t want to take away the joy of learning, so I’ll leave it at that. Instead of talking about myself, I’d like to hear about you. Tell me about your time at the academy.”

“I sent letters about that too, didn’t I?”

“I’m sure there’s much more you wanted to say that couldn’t fit into those letters.”

“Hehe, that’s true.”

It was strange.

Ever since I’d become a child, I’d often find myself dozing off at night, as sleep would overtake me.

But tonight, I was wide awake, excitedly talking and recounting everything that had happened, without feeling sleepy at all.

Haha.

Is this the power of a bond forged at 100% loyalty between a player and a butler?

“I threw a stone with a whoosh, and with a bang, the wall crumbled, so I quickly pulled out a nearby tree and planted it there, and to this day, no one has realized there used to be a wall!”

“In the dining hall, some kids kept giving me a hard time, calling me bad, so it was tough to eat. But lately, Isabel’s been making delicious food, so I don’t go to the dining hall anymore, which is great!”

“And you know what? Titosso sometimes gets really brave. When someone insults me, she suddenly gets sharp eyes like Reap and hits people right on the head with a lamp!”

As I enthusiastically continued talking, suddenly, a shadow loomed over me as if the night had grown twice as dark.

When I looked up, I saw Jonnas had raised his arm and placed his hand on my head.

It should’ve been ominous, like a hand calling forth darkness that swallowed even starlight, but instead, it felt so comforting and nice that I smiled, even though Jonnas didn’t look too pleased.

“Jonnas. What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing. I was just thinking that I should start securing more support from the Foundation moving forward.”

“Will they give me points too?”

“More than that, I’m considering ways to directly assist with your academy life. I may even request cooperation from your friends.”

“Ah, don’t tell me it’s for a surprise birthday party? I don’t need a surprise party!”

“Come to think of it, I don’t recall hearing this before. When is your birthday, young miss?”

“My birthday?”

“There’s a rule at the academy that allows guardians to give special gifts to students on their birthdays. This might come in handy.”

A birthday, huh.

That’s a tough one.

Hmm.

I bit my finger and tried to dig through my memories.

But the answer was already decided.

“I don’t know!”

I wasn’t some playable character with an established backstory, and I had no idea about the birthday of the body I was inhabiting. 

How would I know?

As expected.

Jonnas’s expression remained unreadable as he suppressed his emotions behind his usual stoic face, muttering under his breath, “How pitiful,” just like in the old days at Jonah’s mansion. 

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“If it’s too much trouble, would you like to decide it for me?”

“Decide? My lady’s birthday?”

“Birthdays are special days, aren’t they? They’re important enough to celebrate.”


On such a special day…

“If you choose my birthday, it would feel even more special.”

As I leaned my body against Jonnas’ broad and solid chest, the words slipped out naturally.

It wasn’t something I’d thought about—it was an honest thought spoken carelessly, a truth that slipped out like a sharp blade.

When I looked up and met Jonnas’ gaze with wide, innocent eyes, I could see a small but significant disturbance in his expression.



 
  
    Chapter 152: The Lady’s Academy Life


I only remember chatting and talking all night long in Jonnas’ arms, but I don’t remember falling asleep. 

Yet when I opened my eyes, I was in bed.

Stretching lazily, I reached out my arms, feeling the refreshing sensation that comes after a long and peaceful sleep.

Rubbing my eyes as I got up, I realized I had fallen asleep in the dormitory set up in the academy’s visiting hall.

“You woke up just in time for training.”

“Hehe. It’s basic.”

“Well done. After your morning run, I’ll prepare breakfast for you.”

“Wow!”

Excitement grew within me as I eagerly exercised with the Dolphin Pants sisters during the morning workout.

“Oknodie. Did something good happen?”

“Yesterday was visiting day. I guess someone’s guardian came.”

“Wow. I’m so jealous. I heard not even one in three students have guardians visit them.”

Hearing the envious voices of the Dolphin Pants sisters, who were mostly from the lower class, made my shoulders rise proudly.

“Hehe. You guys would be shocked if you saw Jonnas. My butler is so talented!”

“Butler? Not your parents?”

“Papa was too busy to come!”

“What about your mom?”

Uh… right?

I stopped running and pondered blankly for a moment, but there was no way to know about a person I had never known.

“I don’t know!”

“You don’t know?”

“I’ve never heard about Mama!”

Suddenly, the Dolphin Pants sisters covered their mouths.

The sister who had asked the question even had tears welling up in her eyes.

“I’m sorry, Oknodie…! I didn’t mean to bring up any painful memories because of my carelessness.”

“She must come from a single-parent household.”

“Raising a daughter alone… Her dad must’ve worked so hard.”

“He probably never remarried either.”

“Maybe her father really loved her mother.”

The whispers sounded as if they were pushing me to cry now, but since I had no attachment to a mother I never had, I wasn’t bothered at all.

“Do you miss your mom or anything?”

“It’s fine! I don’t even know what she looks like. Besides…”

“Besides?”

“I have Isabel and Arcadia taking care of me like Mama!”

“Aww, too cute!”

“I’m so jealous of those two!”

“If you want, Oknodie, you can call us Mama too!”

Suddenly, I had five new Mamas.

I didn’t know why, but with the sisters hugging, petting, and giving me snacks, it turned into a delightful morning workout.

“Oknodie. Is it okay if we meet this person you call butler too?”

“Sorry. I was planning to have breakfast with Jonnas, just the two of us!”

“You might want to spend time with someone close like family. Let’s not interfere.”

The Dolphin Pants sister with long brown hair tied into a ponytail waved goodbye regretfully, looking back several times as she did.

I waved back and happily returned to Jonnas with much more spring in my step than usual.

“Hehe.”

Laughter bubbled up for no reason, and I felt happy.

Was it always such a joyful thing to have someone to greet the morning with?

Until yesterday, this dormitory was just an empty place to me, devoid of meaning.

But with Jonnas waiting for me there, it felt like I had a home to return to.

“Jonnas, I’m back!”

I opened the door wide, eagerly expecting to see Jonnas who had prepared breakfast.

There, beside the cooking station in the dormitory, a pot had tipped over, spilling stew on the floor.

And Jonnas was collapsed next to it.

***

“It’s mana exhaustion.”

The healer stationed in the infirmary explained.

Jonnas had barely caught his breath.

Those who use mana sometimes overextend beyond their allotted capacity, drawing from their physical strength and mental energy, resulting in a breakdown.

Like what happened last night when he overexerted himself trying to escape the Destroyer’s double barrier.

The final blow was probably the cleaning spell.

He used that magic to reassure Oknodie.

He had endured with superhuman patience until morning but ultimately collapsed.

“I’m sorry, Jonnas…”

“You have nothing to apologize for, Miss.”

“But… it’s because of me you used the cleaning spell…”

He had only been unconscious for about 30 minutes.

His strong body had already absorbed more mana during that short time.

Mana that had hit rock bottom usually refills faster, so in a way, Jonnas could even be said to have become stronger from this experience.

“I should have realized I was overdoing it when I couldn’t clean even the cloth covering the basket… You were in pain the whole time while I kept chatting at you, weren’t you?”

But such growth didn’t bring him joy.

Making his lady sad and filling her with self-blame.

As a butler, this was nothing short of a failure.

“Miss. May I borrow your wrist for a moment?”

“Sniff. My wrist…?”

Oknodie, her eyes swollen from crying, offered her hand.

Holding her delicate wrist, Jonnas gently channeled mana.

The young lady, caught off guard by the sudden weight, couldn’t support it and fell to her knees with a thud.

“Ugh!”

“With just a single finger, I can bring you to your knees. So please don’t trouble yourself over me.”


“Okay, okay, I get it! Stop now!”

When he retracted the metal he had coated on her clothes, the young lady, who had become noticeably more worn out in a short time, finally caught her breath.

It seemed the experience of being crushed by such an overwhelming force had left quite an impression on her.

“How could someone so strong collapse from mana exhaustion?”

“There was a disagreement with a professor. It’s nothing for you to worry about, Miss.”

“Of course, I’d worry! My butler collapsed!”

Her eyes, shaped like triangles now, showed she was furious.

Seeing the young lady angry yet still so adorable made Jonnas feel it was worthwhile to serve her.

“Now, you should hurry and head to your lecture. During the <Guardian Observation Week>, guardians can observe the lectures you attend.”

“Oh right! I almost forgot about the lecture!”

As the young lady tried to help him up, Jonnas gently pushed her forehead back with a single finger and smoothed out the wrinkles in his clothes.

<Metal Coating> 

<Tailcoat Formal Mode> 

<Metal Walker>

<Auto Walking Assistant – Type A>

Using mana again before fully recovering from mana exhaustion causes excruciating pain in the mana organs, but Jonnas had a duty to uphold.

As the representative dispatched by the Foundation, as a butler and guardian entrusted to serve and protect his young lady, he was obliged to attend the observation lecture with grace and dignity.

Compared to those who possess neither the qualifications nor the opportunities, enduring pain is nothing.

“I look forward to meeting your friends soon, Miss.”

“You’ll be surprised when you see how many friends I’ve made! I’ll introduce you to all of them!”

The young lady glanced back every three steps, carefully observing his face.

It seemed she was suspicious, wondering if he was pretending not to be in pain, which made him worry about her instead.

With such a kind heart, how will she survive at Gift Academy?

‘She must have received a lot of help from her friends.’

On the way to the lecture hall, Jonnas reminisced over old memories.

The opportunity that had once been given to him.

The people he called friends, who endured difficult times together.

There were many.

Some even seemed like insurmountable walls.

However, only a few survived until the end.

When he closed his eyes, the screams and curses they shouted still echoed vividly.

“You’re late, Miss Oknodie. It’s not good to be tardy, even for homeroom. Please take your seat.”

“Hehe, I’m sorry!”

“Hm. Seeing that smile, I can’t bring myself to penalize you. I’ll let it slide just this once.”

Monday, first period.

The homeroom class for the advanced students was led by Professor Mahabharata.

“Nice to meet you, Professor. I’m Jonnas Wiheomhae, the guardian of Oknodie.”

“Hm?”

Mahabharata, the master of transformation and a close confidant of the dragon principal, tilted his head as he looked at Jonnas.

It was as if he felt a strange sense of déjà vu, like he’d seen him somewhere before, but without any clear results. 

Mahabharata prioritized his role as a teacher.

“Please sit in one of the vacant seats in the guardian section during the observation.”

As expected of the guardians of advanced students, they were all powerful figures: grand nobles from one nation, high-ranking knights renowned across three nations, and top-tier magicians from the Magic Tower.

Like huge rocks or towering spires, these guardians exuded a suffocating presence, forming invisible boundaries around themselves, engaging in a silent battle of nerves.

Compared to that fearsome scene, Jonnas’ presence didn’t particularly stand out.

“Is that person really associated with the infamous ‘Wiheomhae Foundation’?”

“The aura I sense from him isn’t all that impressive.”

“Did he take the position of guardian through underhanded tricks rather than skill? He’s as ominous as the child.”

The advantage in power clearly lay with the other side.

Yet they were the ones being cautious.

This was the weight of the Wiheomhae Foundation’s name.

It was the power of the boss, whom Oknodie called “Papa.”

Nod.

A student who made eye contact with him gave a smiling nod.

Dark merchant, Jezel.

He was the one who had stayed by Oknodie’s side within the academy.

Isabel. 

Son Ohchun.

The people who hung around him glared at Jonnas with disapproving eyes.

Others quickly averted their gaze and turned their heads, afraid they might meet the same harsh fate.

Fear is better, at least.

What bothered him were the students from the Imperial Group who shot contemptuous and hateful glares from behind.

The adults weren’t the only ones who were wary. 

The students were the same.

‘The young lady’s academy life must be truly difficult.’

Even in the presence of the foundation’s representative, the students showed this level of attitude. 

How would they act when the lady, the foundation’s official scholarship student, was alone?

It would certainly be worse, not better.

The situation was much more severe than what Jonnas had heard in the young lady’s letters or the reports from the spies he’d planted in the academy.

At this point, Jonnas set aside everything the young lady had said the day before.

She had spoken so lightly, but it was now possible that she had been hiding a serious situation, pretending nothing was wrong so as not to cause him any worry.

The more the young lady cherished him, the less he could believe her words.

‘Her friendships are no different.’

The friendships she had cherished so much were useless in this situation.

Isabel and Son Ohchun’s attitudes alone proved that.

They couldn’t help Oknodie.

While the young lady might think of them as friends, did they feel the same about her?

Even if they were friends, there was no sign they were willing to help her.

And even if they were willing, they lacked the ability.

‘As the foundation’s representative, I have the authority to request support from headquarters.’

And the young lady needed the foundation’s support.

She needed more direct support, something that would have an immediate impact on her academy life, beyond the indirect support she had received thus far.

He would increase the manpower from the foundation to actively protect her.

Of course, her cooperation was necessary for such a task.

Even if he wanted to help, it wouldn’t matter if she didn’t accept it.

‘I need to sort out the young lady’s friendships.’

He would create an opportunity for her to rely on new relationships.

For the young lady’s sake, he would cut off unnecessary ties.

In their place, he would plant more beneficial connections.

It was a flawless plan.

With this, the young lady’s academy life would become much safer.


Of course, it would be difficult for her to sever the relationships she had grown attached to.

But that dirty, difficult job was the butler’s to handle.

Son Ohchun and Isabel.

A smile crept onto Jonnas’ lips as he looked at the two students.

But his eyes were not smiling.



 
  
    Chapter 153: The moment when it becomes sincere


Isabel didn’t like the butler dressed in a tailcoat.

First of all, his face looked vicious.

His overly developed muscles also bothered her, as they were too much for a typical butler.

Beyond his presence, he looked terrifying and brutal, like a minion—or no, more like an executive—of a criminal organization.

‘He’s smiling, but his eyes aren’t.’

The difference was stark, even compared to Jezel, who also always wore a smile.

Isabel realized that the difference lay in consideration.

Jezel always paid attention to how his face appeared to others.

He knew that a contradictory expression, where the mouth smiles but the eyes do not, could create discomfort in others.

So, Jezel made sure his eyes smiled as well.

It was to ease the tension and create a softer atmosphere.

Jonnas Wiheomhae.

The man introduced as the butler by Oknodie was different.

A face where the mouth smiled, but the eyes did not.

Does he not know how his face looks?

That couldn’t be.

Look at that vicious face and developed body.

Even someone clueless would eventually realize how people react with a startled expression when growing up like that.

What this expression does to others, and what kind of effect it has.

‘He’s doing it knowingly.’

That man was clearly exerting a threat.

To her, Oknodie’s friend.

To the other students.

And to the guardians of the upper-class students.

“A student from the outskirts? Hmm, well, you’ve lived a hard life, I see.”

“Honor Fried Chicken. Though I doubt it, you haven’t actually mingled with the folks from the outskirts, have you?”

She didn’t like the so-called guardians of the upper-class students either.

All of them were from noble families or high-ranking officials.

They openly looked down on the outskirts.

Ignoring the guardians from the outskirts was a bonus.

Yet, those arrogant people, while visibly uncomfortable with the menacing butler, refrained from mocking or criticizing him directly.

They were clearly cautious, afraid of getting involved with him by accident.

“The Wiheomhae Foundation must be quite impressive. Even the top three families in the Empire are wary of them.” 

Said Jezel, heightening the tension.

A man already dangerous enough.

For some reason, he was focusing on her and Son Ohchun.

The feeling was unsettling.

As soon as homeroom ended, Jonnas approached.

“Everyone, say hello! This is the butler, Jonnas!”

Thanks to Oknodie cheerfully introducing him, they ended up exchanging names awkwardly.

Son Ohchun, always sensitive to danger, held the staff strapped to his back tightly with one hand, his usual playful demeanour nowhere to be seen, his face tense.

“There’s no need to be so nervous. I am an agent of the Wiheomhae Foundation. Our foundation provides care services and a scholarship program to help disadvantaged children grow and enter higher educational institutions.”

“We know what you do to your scholarship students.”

“Isabel?”

“Oknodie, stay quiet.”

“Little mouse, listen to Isabel here.”

Isabel nodded lightly in gratitude to Son Ohchun and then started shooting accusations at Jonnas in earnest.

“You threaten pre-scholarship students to become prostitutes or slaves if they don’t follow the training. And if the scholarship students don’t show results, you use them for experiments or terrorism. Do you think we’ll look kindly on your foundation?”

Oknodie, with her ears covered by Son Ohchung’s large hands, looked confused, as if a question mark hovered over her head.

Although Oknodie’s face showed confusion and a release of tension, the atmosphere between Isabel and Jonnas remained extremely dangerous.

“It seems there’s been a misunderstanding.”

“If you can make excuses, try.”

“Our lady is the top scholarship student. She is the most exceptional talent in the foundation’s history, with unprecedented abilities. We take the utmost care of her.”

“…Is that all?”

“However, we do have concerns about her friendships. If someone as weak as you stays by her side, our lady might experience the sorrow of losing a comrade.”

She hadn’t expected a proper excuse.

She didn’t think they were an organization capable of that.

But she hadn’t expected this extent.

“There’s something else you should say, isn’t there? Why don’t you deny what your foundation has done?”

Deny that they threatened to turn pre-scholarship students into prostitutes or slaves.

Deny that they use students for experiments or terrorism if they don’t perform.

Deny that they’re an evil organization.

She wanted them to deny it.

She hoped it was their misunderstanding.

But Jonnas didn’t deny a single accusation.

Instead, he turned the threat back on them.

If they didn’t want to lose their lives, they should back off.

Stop being a nuisance.

“Take note. As of today, you’ve been deemed an obstacle to Oknodie, an important figure in the foundation, based on my judgment as an agent of the Wiheomhae Foundation, Jonnas Wiheomhae.”

“Do you think we’ll back down from a threat like that? You better prepare yourselves. We’ll definitely free Oknodie from your evil foundation.”

Isabel, her face flushed with anger, was about to snap at him again when Jezel grabbed her arm.

“Why are you stopping me? You know what they did to Oknodie too…!”

“Now is not the time. Look over there.”

Jezel pointed to where Son Ohchun stood, still covering Oknodie’s ears.

“Hey, little mouse, don’t grip so hard!”

“Why are you talking secrets without me? I want to hear too!”

“Ow! My wrist hurts, you fool. Don’t grip my bones!”

Oknodie’s struggling to break free from Son Ohchun’s grip, making the latter’s arms tremble and causing him to groan.

The time to raise their voices in front of Oknodie was over.


“You don’t know what our foundation is capable of.”

“Whatever it is, it’ll be a dirty trick.”

“If you don’t want to personally experience those dirty tricks, step away from our lady. This is your last warning.”

With that final warning, Jonnas turned to leave.

“Ah, wait for me!”

“My apologies, but we must end the visit here. Until we meet again, take care, my lady.”

“Oh, already leaving? Stay a bit longer.”

Watching Oknodie chase after Jonnas, whining as she ran in circles around him, Isabel felt the weight of a massive wall.

Her cute side, which hadn’t been shown even to the one who had built rapport by cooking for her every day.

Oknodie is quite dependent on that man.

Mentally.

Since she was very young.

Perhaps it was a kind of brainwashing education.

Today confirmed it for sure.

The Foundation was exactly the organization they thought it was.

Neither the Foundation nor that man could be forgiven.

As she met the trudging Oknodie, returning alone with her shoulders slumped, her resolve grew even stronger.

***

Jonnas has left.

I wanted to introduce him to the other professors, too.

Unfortunately, due to the limited time with just one visitation ticket, he said he had to leave.

“Can’t you just take tickets from someone who has a lot?”

“Regrettably, now is not a good time. Next time, I will prepare plenty of tickets by any means necessary, miss.”

“Promise?”

Jonnas nodded.

His promise was all the more trustworthy because it was the vow of a man who always kept his word.

I’m already looking forward to next month.

“See you next time, Jonnas! Make sure to pass my regards to Reap!”

After seeing Jonnas off, I headed to the art appreciation lecture room, where Isabel and Jezel were waiting.

“Did you say your farewells to your butler?”

“It was too short. If I was like everyone else who came to the academy early in the morning, a day would have been enough, but I barely spent half a day with him…”

“But we are here with you, aren’t we? We all care for Oknodie. We’ll take care of you in his place.”

“Pfft. Jezel trying to be a butler? It was funny, but it’s never going to happen, so give it up!”

Jezel showed curiosity.

“Is being a butler that difficult?”

“Of course! Jonnas does everything I ask him to.”

“From what I hear, you’re just a spoiled little girl.”

“But that’s what butlers are supposed to do, right? They’re people who fulfil whatever you ask.”

“…Times like this make me realize that Oknodie really is the daughter of an aristocratic family.”

“Hey, it’s not like that. The Foundation may be wealthy, but we’re nowhere near aristocrats.”

“Why not?”

“Because we don’t have any food named after us as a mascot!”

Titosso, who had been eavesdropping nearby, suddenly chimed in.

“I’ve been curious about that. Why do all the human aristocrats living beyond the mountains have food names for their surnames?”

“When the Demon King of Famine was rampaging, there was no food in the demon-occupied territories as we know it. So, they created special dishes using locally sourced ingredients while carrying out the subjugation. To honour the achievements of the first-generation aristocrats, food surnames were used!”

“Huh, so there’s quite a story behind it.”

“These days, it’s not like that anymore. Now, if you’re a noble, you just use a food surname, and new dishes are created and used as noble names!”

“Oknodie. So, if I create a new dish, can I become a noble too?”

Oknodie grinned widely.

“There’s no reason you can’t! If you create a new dish and it’s added to the Cooking Handbook, you can receive a noble title based on its versatility and grade in any country.”

“How do you know all this, Oknodie?”

“Hmm… It’s a secret, but don’t tell anyone, okay? I’m planning to develop a dish someday if I ever need a noble title!”

The conversation, which had gone off on a tangent, lightened the mood. 

Isabel, who had been quietly listening, suddenly looked shocked.

“Oknodie, you can cook?”

“Ah.”

Oknodie glanced around awkwardly and then giggled sheepishly.

“It’s not like I was avoiding cooking because it was a bother! It’s just that Isabel’s cooking is delicious.”

“That can’t be…”

“Isabel…? Are you angry?”

Isabel’s hands trembled in shock.

Oknodie can cook.

It wasn’t that she felt betrayed.

She had realized something important.

She had been confident.

She believed that as long as Oknodie liked the food she made, she wouldn’t leave her side.

She had pride in her determination to protect Oknodie from the Foundation’s evil temptations through the power of meals.

But if Oknodie could cook?

Then she wouldn’t need her.


Oknodie could leave her side at any time.

‘I have to become stronger. Much stronger.’

She clenched her trembling hand into a fist and made a resolution.

She would improve her cooking skills so much that Oknodie wouldn’t even think of cooking for herself.

It was the moment when cooking, which had been just a hobby, became serious.



 
  
    Chapter 154: The Guardian’s Vacant Seat


“Did he run away?”

Professor Bronze D. Astra couldn’t hide her disappointment at the sight of the foundation agent leaving before even entering the lecture hall.

If she had known this would happen, she would have beaten him to the punch like Professor Destroyer.

Since she hadn’t expected him to back out, she missed the chance to face the child who might become her prized pupil and settle the grudge she’d harbored from when she was abused in the name of education.

“Hehe.”

Watching Oknodie giggling away as if she had no care in the world, while she was so frustrated, only made her more irritated.

“Oknodie, first year. You seem to be in a very good mood after meeting your guardian.”

“Yes!”

“It’s a shame that your guardian left early. Today is the day where guardians observing the class get to witness a practical evaluation where you showcase the skills you’ve learned.”

At those words, Titosso, standing beside Oknodie, jumped in surprise.

“What?! How can you not inform us of something so important in advance?!”

Seeing Titosso flustered, the man who looked as round as a bowling ball and attended as her guardian laughed heartily.

“Don’t worry, Titosso. If my little girl has poor taste, her father will pick her clothes, her house, and even her husband for her, won’t I?”

“Papa… I’ll choose my own husband!”

“Ahahaha. Fine. I’m sure my daughter has good taste in men, just like your mother did when she chose me.”

The other students, whether they had guardians present or not, wore sour expressions.

Those with guardians seemed to think, ‘Is there really such a doting parent like that?’ while those without felt burdened by the situation, but envied it just the same, wishing he’d tone it down.

Titosso, undeterred by the reproachful stares from all sides, simply smirked, as if to say, ‘So what?’

“Hmph.”

Titosso had already soured relations with the other students during the additional assignment fiasco last time.

She had stepped up for everyone’s sake, only to receive nothing but scorn. 

After that, she hardened her resolve and became a brave girl who no longer cared about what others thought.

“My dear Titosso, make sure to get full marks and crush the other students’ scores!”

“Papa, this is getting embarrassing. Could you stop cheering me on now…?”

Even the normally fearless Titosso blushing and lowering her head was a testament to how excessive her doting father was.

Professor Bronze, who had been momentarily distracted by the extreme display of doting, regained her focus and introduced today’s practical test.

“Today’s lesson is an appraisal practical exam, where you will earn points based on how accurately you determine the value of an item. Since everyone must give answers for each question, this test will demand precise judgment, so be well-prepared.”

While not as over-the-top as Titosso’s father, the other guardians also looked at their students with gleaming eyes and offered encouragement.

“Don’t score worse than commoners. Show the pride of the noble family, Charles Donuts.”

“I’ve spent a thousand gold coins decorating our house with artworks to develop your artistic sense. Don’t waste the value of those pieces. I trust my investment in you won’t be a sunk cost, Marinda.”

The enthusiasm of the guardians, who came from families and organizations that sent their children to the world’s most prestigious educational institution, was borderline excessive!

“Buzz and answer, buzz and answer, buzz and answer…”

“If you don’t make the top 20%, your allowance for maintaining dignity will be cut. If you don’t make the top 50%, your food allowance will be cut. If you don’t make the top 80%, your tuition for next year will be cut…”

Seeing the students so overly tense instead of relaxed, Jezel let out a wry smile.

“The students look so pitiful. It would’ve been better if their guardians hadn’t come. Thanks to that, we might end up having an advantage, Oknodie, Isabel.”

It was just a lighthearted comment of encouragement from Jezel.

Being tasked with precisely guessing the value of items is too difficult for students.

At best, they’d have to guess and hit close estimates.

Jezel himself planned to moderate his own abilities as a dark merchant, subtly giving Oknodie and Isabel some of his points along the way.

“Ten gold and five silver!”

“Correct.”

“Three gold and fifteen silver!”

“Correct.”

“That’s worthless! It’s free!”

“…Oknodie, first year. Aren’t you guessing a bit too well?”

That was before Oknodie answered three questions correctly in a row.

***

I already know the type of questions that will come up at this time of year.

But no one knows exactly what items will appear on the test.

The professor brings whatever random items catch her fancy, so how could anyone possibly know?

Unless you can literally see price tags, there’s no way to know for sure.

But it’s a different story for veterans.

<Bronze Professor Practical Test Simple Past Questions>


	Broken Jar (Free ~ 10 gold coins)



*Processing elements

-Detection: Does not fall for fake patterns or colors.

-Smell: Remember the smell of the three types of processing chemicals.

*Jar pattern details

-Tightly packed cross pattern: 10 gold coins

-Wave pattern: 20 silver coins

-Chevron pattern: 5 silver coins

-Wide cross pattern: Free


	Chainmail (1 gold coin ~ 5 gold coins)



*Processing elements

-Durability: Rapid wear due to cheap metal.

-Chain: Fake chains lack symmetry.

*Ring size

-5mm: 5 gold coins

-10mm: 3 gold coins

-20mm: 2 gold coins

-30mm: 1 gold coin

…

……

……….

By dividing items into key elements and the essential keywords that determine their auction value, it becomes fairly easy to estimate the price of general-purpose items.

Add to that the knowledge gained through experience, and unless the item is extremely rare, determining its value becomes almost too easy!

“Oknodie has gotten three answers right, and Jezel has correctly answered five.”

But not all the correct answers came from mere observation.

Rustle.

There was a small note hidden in their wrist.

Inside, it contains the answers to the practical exam that I had already snuck into Professor Bronze’s lab to copy down last week.


This is the result of fully utilizing the stealing techniques the professor taught!

‘Hmph. I feel no shame.’

The professor, who stole from the foundation where Papa works, may fool others, but to me, she’s nothing short of evil.

Since I’m giving her a lesson in theft, it can be recognized as a justified act of heroic banditry.

It’s paying back what I learned.

“…Let’s change the questions a bit.”

But I must have made it too obvious when I answered.

The professor changed the questions on the test paper, so while I could estimate the gold value with a veteran’s eye, I failed in the precise appraisal down to the silver coins.

As I couldn’t call out the exact answers with slightly off prices, gaps started to appear.

“Oh dear. So your early success was just a stroke of luck. The correct answer to this question is 7 silver coins and 11 copper coins.”

“That’s right. It seems Jezel, a freshman, is now outperforming Freshman Oknodie’s with her true skills.”

Thanks to Jezel’s frighteningly accurate answers, my score was overtaken in an instant.

“Oh dear. It seems I overdid it.”

In the underworld, the one who gets deceived is the fool.

Naturally, developing techniques to avoid being fooled, exchanging information with merchants from other fields, and expanding one’s data are the instincts of an underworld trader.

Jezel applied her battle-tested insight and the latest forgery detection methods, scoring overwhelmingly high points with pinpoint accuracy on most questions.

“Boo.”

With my cheeks puffed out, I glared alongside Titosso, and Jezel, feeling awkward, stopped writing down the answers with a sheepish laugh.

But by then, only a few items remained, and it was already too late for me to make a comeback.

[You recorded 2nd place in Professor Bronze’s appraisal practical exam.]

[Observation experience +5]

[Deception experience +5]

[Stealing experience +5]

[Appraisal experience +3]

[Insight experience +3]

[You have received 22 points as a consolation bonus for 2nd place.]

“Sorry, Oknodie. I should have gone a little easier.”

“Tch. It’s fine. You did well, Jezel, what can I say.”

If it’s not your specialty, even with experience helping you score high and place in the rankings, it’s hard to take first place.

Since I mainly focus on combat-related content, there’s no way I can take first place in anything other than close-combat lectures.

“You two seem pretty pleased. I barely made it to 5th place.”

“Isabel, you did well too. Since the 2nd-year seniors took 3rd and 4th place, it couldn’t be helped.”

By the way, Titosso proudly recorded 22nd place in this exam.

For the record, this class started with more than 40 students, but after a flurry of dropouts, only 25 remain.

She is the 4th from the bottom.

“Well done, Titosso! Not being last, this father is so proud of you!”

“Aaaagh! Please stop with the compliments that don’t sound like compliments! It’s more embarrassing!”

Watching Titosso being congratulated with a roast for being 4th from the bottom, I realized I might actually be lucky not to receive any congratulations for coming in 2nd place.

If Jonnas and Reap had been here, wouldn’t they be making even more expressionless faces while creating banners?

[Congratulations on achieving 2nd place in the Developing Insight Course]

[Congratulations to the second-highest scorer in the Developing Insight Course, the young lady.]

Imagining them carrying signs with those words and trailing behind me made my face heat up.

‘It’s better not to have that kind of humiliation.’

I’m not disappointed.


Even if Jonnas couldn’t attend the lecture.

Even if Titosso’s Papa poured out endless compliments.

Honestly.

For real.

…Maybe just a tiny bit of a lie.



 
  
    Chapter 155: Weekly Hidden Event


Visitation Week.

Contrary to the initial intention of allowing guardians to observe lectures and daily life, most parents left after spending only one or two days during the week.

In some cases, they left because they were too busy with their schedules outside. 

However, most left because they ran out of visitation tickets, even if they wanted to stay longer.

“Woohoo! My beloved Titosso, Papa survived the second day!”

“…Papa, can’t you please go back just one day earlier? I’m so embarrassed…”

“Impossible! I won’t return until I see my Titosso talking to ten friends!”

“T-Ten friends?!”

“Why? Didn’t you write in your letter home, ‘Thanks to the lightstand, I’ve become popular, thank you, Sis, sorry for doubting you’?”

“That was then, this is now!”

Titosso pouted.

The children who once laughed and marveled at the light from the lightstand had now become competitors.

If you lack credits, you have to make up for it with points.

In a place where one meal costs 5 points, it’s an enormous amount that’s hard to afford.

“How can I maintain friendships in such a situation… Besides, there are a lot of people I don’t even like.”

“Should Papa help you make up with them?”

“Oh, seriously! Stop it. It’s so embarrassing!”

“Am I embarrassing…? T-Titosso… Have you already reached that age…?”

“N-No, it’s just because Papa keeps saying embarrassing things…”

Unable to bear watching Titosso suffer under her father’s overwhelming affection, someone ran up and grabbed her hand.

“Hello. I’m Titosso’s friend, and I’m just going to borrow her for a moment!”

“Oho, a friend of Titosso!”

Leaving behind her emotional father’s exclamation, Titosso ran hard to escape his view, stopping to catch her breath as she panted.

“Enough… enough! Huff, huff… you’re too fast. I can’t keep up with an Oknodie’s speed with my slow legs…”

“Oh, sorry! I was just trying to help since you seemed in trouble, but I overdid it!”

“Is it okay to spend this much time when you still have another lecture?”

“Hm? It’s fine. I don’t need to attend that one.”

“Whaaat?! How can you skip a lecture?!”

“The professor said those who’ve already completed the material don’t have to come to the next session.”

It was true.

Professor Weird’s third-period class.

Professor Evening Shooter’s fourth-period class.

Both professors had said it.

Forcing capable students to waste their time under the guise of curriculum isn’t something a professor should do, and it only makes other students anxious about falling behind.

They even went so far as to say that attending would result in a penalty.

“Thanks to that, I’m free until evening!”

“Evening, huh? That means…”

“Yep. Professor Sadako’s fifth period.”

“Well, that works out then. We can stay together until our shared lecture.”

“By the way, Titosso’s Papa has been staying quite a while. Does he have a lot of visitation tickets?”

“I don’t know. We haven’t been doing that well financially these past few years… I’m worried that Papa might be pushing himself because of me.”

“Why don’t you suggest selling the visitation tickets to other nobles?”

“I already brought that up last night. But instead of worrying about that, he just asked me to hurry up and show him more friends. He said he won’t leave until he sees ten of them!”

As Titosso grumbled, a sharp headache hit, and an event window popped up.

<Titosso’s Papa’s Wish>

[Titosso’s Papa is deeply worried about his daughter’s academy life.

He’s so concerned about whether she’s making friends and doing well at the academy that he has no intention of returning home!

Wouldn’t it be nice to introduce ten of Titosso’s friends to her doting father, who’s causing her more embarrassment than comfort?

*Number of friends shown so far: 1/10]

Making friends.

It’s not an easy quest for an introvert.

Even for me, a veteran, when I think about how many friends I have, it’s hard to say I have that many.

Giselle and Isabelle, Sun Ohcheon – they’re colleagues, not friends.

Hestia, Jigoku, Lotto – they’re group project partners.

Dolphin Pants Sisters? They’re not friends, they’re sisters.

Senior Bixton, Dark Sect Senior, the senior who helped with my assignment at Paper Company – they’re just seniors.

At best, my friends are Titosso, Jiang, Dorothy, and Mob.

“What should I do? I only have three friends myself.”

“You’re lying! Oknodie has a ton of friends!”

“Nope. I only have Titosso, Jiang, Dorothy, and Mob.”

“Really…?”

“Yep, really!”

Titosso, who had been shyly twisting her fingers, smiled bashfully.

“Thanks. Oknodie, you’re a really good friend…”

[You’ve strengthened your bond with a friend.]

[Good Kid XP +1]

Titosso must have been really touched.

Hmm, I feel a bit guilty.

It’s true I think of her as a friend.

But, to be honest, my intentions aren’t entirely pure.

There’s actually a hidden event during Visitation Week.

60% of guardians can’t visit.

30% visit.

9.9% stay for an extra day.

…And 0.1% stay even longer.

From the moment Titosso’s Papa attached a condition to his departure, he revealed himself as one of the rare 0.1% exceptions.

I’m almost sure he’s the target for triggering the hidden event.

As expected.

When it was time for the fifth-period Night-time Activities for Adventure’s class, the other half of my suspicion was confirmed.


“For those of you who walk the path of darkness, I guess it’s okay to tell you… but don’t go around saying you heard this from me. It’s a secret from the first-years.”

“W-What do you mean by the path of darkness… Aren’t we here to learn about night actions? Are we accidentally learning some shady stuff without realizing it?!”

Professor Sadako, pinching both of Titosso’s cheeks to stop her chatter, unlocked the trigger for the hidden event.

“Yesterday, when the parents visited the academy, for some reason, a large amount of dark energy spread.”

“And?”

“Well, it was a lot. A very large amount.”

Jiang showed interest.

“How much is a very large amount?”

“So much that if the dead were walking among the living, no one would notice.”

The curiosity that had surfaced on Jiang’s face froze as if it had turned into a stone statue.

“You’d better be careful. Some extremely powerful ghosts are bound to have been born… If someone talks to a ghost and doesn’t resolve the ghost’s resentment, they’ll face severe retribution…”

“C-couldn’t you, Professor, just exorcise them?”

“Why would I?”

Professor Sadako’s eyes flashed beneath her long, flowing black hair.

“If there’s plenty of negative energy, black magicians and necromancers are happy. They’ve got an abundance of resources and materials. They can do their work easily without grave robbing or killing anyone…”

Somehow, the eyes peeking through her hair gleamed with a healthy colour, more vibrant than usual.

Titosso and Jiang were only scared of the ghosts, but I already had a guess about what those ghosts represented.

<Hidden Event: Ghost Liberation>

There was a trap hidden in the Weekly Event’s parent observation.

Ghost parents mixed in among the regular parents.

You must ‘exorcise’ these terrifying parents whose worries about their children have taken physical form!

These ghost parents, born from a vast amount of negative energy, are so powerful that they could crush a first-year student in an instant if you try to subdue them by force.

But the world doesn’t run on violence alone!

If you fulfill the ghost parents’ ‘wishes,’ they will peacefully ‘pass on’ and leave the academy.

Exorcise or liberate.

Solve the ghost parent commotion in the way you prefer!

Ghost Parents.

They are a collective ghost entity born from the lingering thoughts of parents who worry about their children, not real parents.

These false parents, who claim to represent specific students’ parents, are the true event of the fifth week.

And Titosso’s papa is one of these ghost parents.

Lucky you!

Thanks to that, we discovered it quite early.

The conditions are tricky, but also easy.

Ten friends.

You only need to show them nine more, right?

“There’s big trouble at the academy. Titosso’s papa must be worried.”

“Yeah… What if he says he’ll stay for another month because he’s worried?”

“Can’t he just stay?”

“I heard visitation tickets are super expensive. If our family goes bankrupt over a visit, it wouldn’t even be funny. Papa loses all sense when it comes to me, so he might actually do something reckless…”

The ghost parents was quite clever.

He imitated Titosso’s papa, who was easy to manipulate, so well that Titosso completely fell for it.

It didn’t seem like she suspected they were fake parents at all.

Honestly, just thinking a little would reveal something odd.

Unless someone is a powerful figure or an incredibly wealthy person, parents with visitation tickets are rare.

It’s a contradiction for someone like Titosso’s papa, who’s basically nobody, to have so many visitation tickets.

It’s something that shouldn’t be possible under normal circumstances.

“Do you have any other friends?”

“Hmm. Hmmm…”

“Titosso?”

“Be quiet! I’m thinking.”

At this point, it feels like she’s going to name someone who barely qualifies as a friend.

“T-two people…”

“Wow. Two?”

“Jiang and… Lady Arcadia…?”

As she spoke, her confidence faltered.

“Me?”

“N-nothing!”

“We’re finding friends for Titosso!”

“O-Oknodie! Why’d you have to say that?!”

“What? Even Jiang only has us as friends!”

Jiang’s hand, which had been casually walking home with us, suddenly showed a bulging vein after being told she had few friends for no reason.

“…Oknodie. Want to play a game of tag?”

“Out of nowhere?”

“I’ll throw a dagger. If Oknodie dodges, you don’t get caught.”

“Alright!”

“Is that even tag?! It sounds like you’ll die if you get caught!”

[Enjoyed a pleasant walk home with Jiang.]

[Running experience +3]

[Hiding experience +3]

[Reflex experience +1]

The walk home was quite enjoyable.

***

“Lady Arcadia! Titosso’s papa is so worried. Could you help ease his mind?”

The next day, during Professor Plato’s advanced class.

Taking advantage of the face-to-face moment, I asked Arcadia for help, and she suddenly burst into tears.


“Oh, how pitiful…! Even though you struggle with your own friendships, you care for your equally lonely friend! I’m so moved that I can’t hold back my tears!”

“Sometimes I think Arcadia cries too easily.”

Borrowing the connections of Arcadia, the ultimate social butterfly of the fringe group, was practically cheating. 

This Hidden Event was basically a freebie now.





 
  
    Chapter 156: Peace of Mind


Arcadia found a fiery way to support me.

“From here to over there, they’re all friends I called. With this many, your father won’t have to worry, right?”

“Hiyah!! There are too many people, way too many!!”

Titosso was terrified.

I was just as scared as she was.

I had only asked for help, saying I needed ten friends…

But…

The line of people snaked all the way around the schoolyard, under the outdoor tents set up for shade, and consisted of more than a thousand people.

“Hello, my lady! You look stunning again today!”

“Hehe, do I? Frill, your bracelet is quite stylish today.”

“Hehe. It’s a design I made inspired by my name, and I’m doing my best to promote it!”

Titosso’s friend, Number 1 in line, Frill.

She had been chatting with Lady Arcadia with a face full of adoration, but then she walked over to Titosso, who was trembling in fear as she faced her fate.

“Hi, Titosso! The lady told me everything. Let’s go to your father together!”

“Huh? Oh, uh, okay…”

Reluctantly, as if being dragged to commit a crime, Titosso trudged toward where her ghost father was.

“Hello, Father. I’m Frill, Titosso’s friend.”

“Oh ho! I never knew my Titosso had such a cute friend. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

Ghost Father was overjoyed.

With every word Frill spoke, his happiness, pride, and satisfaction were evident in his enthusiastic reactions.

At this point, I felt like I should actually become her real friend, out of guilt.

“Haha. Your father is so fun. Let’s stay close from now on, Titosso.”

“Uh, y-yeah…! Thanks, Frill!”

“Bye-bye~”

Frill waved and cheerfully walked away.

Before I could even dwell on the departure of a new friend, Lady Arcadia raised a flag.

Then, the second girl in line, holding her number 2 ticket, approached with a combat-ready drill hairstyle.

“I’m Kanilian Truffle, number 2 in line. At Lady Arcadia’s suggestion, I’ve come to be your companion for the day. I’m the daughter of a noble family from Truffle City in the Southern Scared City State Federation.”

“Whaaat?! Really? I’m from the Southern Scared City State Federation too. My father is the mayor of Canelle City!”

“I’ve heard you carry expensive toys around. I suppose you must have some financial freedom.”

She gave off a noble and intimidating aura.

But after getting past that initial impression, it turned out they were from the same region, lived nearby, and had many things in common, so their conversation flowed as if they were real friends.

When she introduced her to her father with a soft smile, Titosso’s ghost father was also very pleased.

“At this rate, we’ll gather ten friends in no time. Thank you, Arcadia!”

“Thank me? You’re about to have a hard time from now on.”

“Huh…? What do you mean, hard time?”

“You may not know it, but the life of a popular person is truly exhausting. You always have to keep a smiling face, and wherever you go, you’ll always have people wanting to talk to you, leaving you no time to relax.”

“Um, Arcadia? I only need ten people to be considered friends…”

“But if you say, ‘I just needed ten people’s help, so I don’t need to be friends with you,’ do you think the students who took the time to come here will just say, ‘Oh, okay,’ and leave?”

Arcadia smiled a terrifying smile that seemed to embody the harsh realities of society, like an evil lich wielding her wicked wisdom.

“They won’t. They’ll become your enemies instead. ‘Who do you think you are, rejecting us? Do you think you’re better than us? We’ll see about that.'”

“Eek!”

“Or, you can just be friends with everyone. Titosso, you’ve voluntarily signed up for a very difficult life. But at least, as you wanted, you’ll have plenty of friends, right?”

“Your smile is scaring me…!”

“Oh dear. Don’t be frightened, Tee. It’s not like I’ve been struggling to manage all the people following me lately, or thinking about culling some of them, or marking you as my future assistant to help with people management or anything like that.”

…She marked her!

She is officially the assistant!

“Still, it’ll be a valuable lesson. You can’t avoid dealing with people forever just because you’re afraid of them; you’ll never learn how to handle them that way.”

“So, you had a plan all along?”

“Of course. Some people just want to curry favour with power, some need a group to rely on, and others are starving for human connections. You’ll only learn how to distinguish them if you deal with a lot of people.”

“Are you testing Titosso, to see if she can handle such a big responsibility?”

“That’s part of it.”

“How can you trust her with such an important task?”

Dealing with people isn’t easy.

Not only is it difficult, but it’s also hard to trust someone with it.

A representative might sneak in someone related to their personal interests, or take bribes to remain silent toward someone who might harm you.

Even though managing her academics and connections at the same time was tough for Arcadia, the position she was offering was one that anyone who followed her would covet.

“Think about it. Titosso doesn’t want power or anything, she just wants friends, right?”

“Right?”

“And her reason is touching and heartwarming—to not worry her father.”

“True.”

“If Tee, someone with a kind heart as proven repeatedly by the friends you’ve picked, learns how to choose people wisely, she’ll surely be helpful.”

“Ah, I see… Huh?”

It all sounded good, but there was an unnecessary comment tacked on.

“Since when do I choose my friends?”

“Oknodie only likes nice people, right?”

“Jiang is nice but also a bad kid, though?”

Hestia and Jezel are the same.

Haven’t I become friends with everyone, regardless of their personality?

“I’m not talking about moral questions or the threshold for extreme behavior. I’m talking about the difference in how people treat others.”

Good kids and bad kids.

Arcadia had her own standards for dividing them.

“Still, I’m worried. Can that timid girl handle the malice of people and endure it till the end?”

Arcadia’s concern would soon be put to the test.

The first two had been passed in succession, but…

Number of friends shown so far – 3/10

Frill and Kanilian Truffle.

After the first two were counted, not a single person out of hundreds was recognized as a friend by the ghostly father of the Titosso.

***


Titosso felt burdened.

“What’s so special about being friends? If you have one conversation, you’re friends!”

“Huh? Uh, yeah, I guess so. Hehe.”

Overflowing with social butterflies.

“What’s your relationship with Lady Arcadia?”

“Well, I exchange greetings with her when we pass by…”

“That’s not a relationship at all. What would make her pay special attention to you?”

The children of noble families, full of curiosity.

“Hey, can’t you put in a good word for me with the Lady? I’ll give you this. Okay?”

“A br-bribe?! I can’t accept something like that! I don’t even have the authority or the right to guarantee anything just because I say something nice to Lady Arcadia.”

“You’re saying I’m not being sincere enough? You’re really greedy.”

“I’m telling you, it’s not like that!”

“Hah. Fine. If you didn’t want to, you could’ve just said no. Do you really have to make me look like the bad guy? You’re so mean.”

Even the students couldn’t believe the pure intention of recruiting friends.

“Haa. I’m really exhausted…”

“Are you okay, child?”

“I’m fine. You must be tired too, Papa…”

Seeing the frown on Papa’s face, the Titosso realized that she was not the only one disappointed by the insincere motives of others.

She didn’t intend to torment them, but there was a slight feeling of resentment. 

However, complaining in front of Papa would only cause more worry.

The whole purpose was to alleviate Papa’s concerns, not to create the opposite result, so Titosso smiled brightly.

“Look, Papa. I’m a total social butterfly, right? I have so many friends!”

“I see… But this Papa is still worried. Even if you build many shallow and superficial relationships, I wonder how many of them will truly stand by you when times get tough.”

“They’re not all shallow friends. Even if I meet a thousand people, if I can make just one true friend, I’d like to believe the time wasn’t wasted.”

“You’re saying some mature things now. Our little Titosso has really grown up.”

“I was really surprised to see you today too, Papa. I always thought you were just a boisterous and embarrassing Papa, but you’ve shown such maturity today.”

Thank you. Please continue to stay close to Titosso.

Even those common words were rare from the Papa she knew, who was always overflowing with pride.

Perhaps she wasn’t the only one who had grown.

Papa had grown too.

Just as she was trying to become a good friend to someone, Papa was also trying to become a proud Papa, not embarrassed in front of others.

“Thank you. For giving me such a wonderful opportunity.”

“Was your father satisfied?”

“Not completely, but I think he was satisfied enough.”

While Lady Arcadia and the Titosso were chatting, a sudden light flashed from an alley.

“Huh? That’s where Papa was…”

Surprised, Titosso and Arcadia ran over, only to find Oknodie holding a letter.

“Oknodie? Where’s Papa?”

“He told me to give you this!”

The Titosso opened the letter, which contained a note wishing her luck with her school life and a pair of rings.

[These are friendship rings to cherish the bond between friends.]

[Share them with your closest friend.]

After a moment of hesitation, Titosso offered one of the rings to Lady Arcadia.

“Lady, this might not be much in return for your help, but could you accept this ring?”

Titosso shyly extended the ring, while Lady Arcadia smiled awkwardly, glancing at Oknodie.

A look of shock spread across Oknodie’s face.

A player who had just missed an event reward.

It was understandable to be shocked, but Titosso’s gift wasn’t finished yet.


“Is it really okay not to give it to Oknodie? It says to give it to your closest friend.”

“It’s fine. I’ll give the other one to Oknodie!”

“Huh…? Then, what about your own ring…”

Titosso fidgeted with her hair, shyly revealing her feelings.

“I’d be happier if the people I treasure most, and the Lady I’m grateful to, wore these rings and thought of me.”



 
  
    Chapter 157: Performance and Favourable Characters


Using points, I tore apart the precious appraisal document.



<Titosso’s Friendship Ring (Bound)>

Grade – Unique, Level 7

Description – A gift from Ghost Papa, honoring the unchanging friendship of Titosso. If the original ring bearer does not wish it, others cannot gain its effects even if they wear the ring.

Effect 1 – Allows checking of the life gauge

Effect 2 – Transfers life energy

Effect 3 – All stats increase when within 20 meters of another ring bearer

Appraisal Value – 222 gold coins, 22 silver coins, 22,222 points

Dark energy manipulates the sinister power of the negative dimension, but if used for good, it can serve to sense and drain life energy in ways like this.

The fact that ghosts, typically acting with malice to harm others, used sinister energy in this benevolent way was quite refreshing.

Normally, rather than such an item, rewards tend to be items with names that sound downright deadly.



<Maxwell’s Ghost Generator (Cursed)>

Grade – Unique, Level 5

Description – A massive chainsaw, born from the hatred of cursed ghosts, made to create even more ghosts and tormented souls, a tool for mass slaughter.

Effect 1 – Cannot be unequipped until a life form is killed

Effect 2 – Constant activation of berserk mode

Effect 3 – Combat power increases the more blood is spilled



<Haunted Harmonica (Cursed)>

Grade – Unique, Level 8

Description – A cursed instrument, born from the grief of guardians who lost a music-loving child who couldn’t bear the academy life.

Effect 1 – Absorbs the vitality of listeners

Effect 2 – Cannot stop playing until a certain amount of vitality is absorbed

Effect 3 – Teleports within 3 meters of the owner every 10 minutes, if the owner is alive

Effect 4 – Teleports to the nearest person every 10 minutes if there is no owner

Effect 5 – “Treasure’s Aura”: emits an aura that deceives the eyes of those with appraisal skills

***

A cursed item that, whether directly or indirectly, is intended to harm as many people as possible.

By using its features in reverse, the owner or user avoids damage, forcing harm onto enemies, making it highly effective in solo play or PvE content.

High-tier items with strong combat features are often selected as main items for early stages, making this event a well-loved one among players.

‘It’s been a long time since I’ve seen an item here that isn’t cursed!’

Thanks to successfully breaking the curse by releasing the ghosts’ grudges, Titosso’s Friendship Ring had a remarkably gentle nature compared to the ominous unique items.

Of course, I said the nature was gentle, but I never said the effects were mild.

It’s like someone with a kind personality but an imposing physique.

Life force.

Vitality.

This stat greatly reduces the odds of sudden death when facing academy hardships.

As long as one doesn’t die instantly, there’s always a chance to respond.

‘The concept and utility of the item are well-defined!’

It significantly enhances the life force of characters with low companion value and creates advantages for long-term companion use by boosting stats when together.

It’s the perfect item for building up a beloved character with low performance into something worthwhile by any means necessary.

“Titosso, I’ll definitely bring you along next time there’s a good event! Look forward to it!”

“You’re going with me instead of Lady Arcadia? I probably won’t be of much help…”

“It’s because I’m grateful!”

Titosso smiled shyly and nodded.

“I’ll look forward to it…”

***

The event had ended.

We all thought so as we headed back to the dormitory, but another incident unfolded on the way.

From afar, students carrying torches gathered and pointed at Titosso, shouting loudly.

“Titosso. Get behind me.”

“L-Lady Arcadia… Those people are scary.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll protect you too!”

As we waited, poised in battle stance for the students to approach, a group of them finally reached us, their faces furious.

“Where is the girl’s parent?”

“He has passed away!”

“Oh, really? Do you think it ends like that? Our ghost detector indicated this area. Besides, that girl, Titosso, isn’t even a daughter of the high nobility!”

“My papa is the mayor of the city of Canelle, which belongs to the Southern Sacred City State Confederation!”

“What do I care about a primitive state formed by southern folk? I couldn’t care less about some position made by a tiny city alliance like that!”

Students suddenly appearing and speaking rudely about Titosso’s papa.

While they expected Titosso to burst into tears, whining, she instead put on an angry face and bravely stood her ground.

“Who are you to insult my papa? I’ll tell the professors everything!”

“Hah, what a joke. What do you think this parchment is? It’s a quest parchment issued by your beloved professors. The quest to track and exterminate the ghosts appearing on campus!”

“My papa is not a ghost!”

“Then he must be a formidable fraud. Do you really think it’s possible to secure an additional visitation ticket, allowing a mere city-state mayor to stay at the academy until the third day, just through ordinary effort?”

“Stop speaking ill of my papa!”

“Then admit it. Your papa is a ghost. There’s no need to get upset just because someone said something bad about someone who isn’t even your real papa. Before we designate you as one possessed by a ghost.”



Possessed by a Ghost – Haunted Human

A status condition that often affects those with weakened mental states, rendering it nearly impossible to escape voluntarily once possessed by a ghost.

Controlled by the ghost, the individual’s actions harm both themselves and others.



“Do you see it? The badge symbolizing a second-year. I am an exorcist, having gained exorcism experience dozens of times under a master even outside these walls. It would be wise to follow my instructions.”

***

Exorcist.

Exorcist – Specialist in handling ghost-type monsters and related phenomena.

Tracking, protection, exorcism.

***

These people are usually just unpleasant, but when a real ghost or supernatural phenomenon appears, they rampage like warlords.

“Hurry up and admit it. Your papa is a ghost papa, so where is he now?”

“Could you please stop being so rude? You’re currently offending me, Arcadia, rightful heir of the Kingdom of Florence.”

Arcadia didn’t permit the exorcist to behave recklessly.


As Titosso swiftly hid behind Arcadia’s back, peeking out with a fierce glare, the annoyed exorcist tried to approach roughly.

***

<Follow-Up Event: Ghost Exorcism>

An exorcist who arrived late to the scene.

Although the purpose of exorcising ghosts to protect the students’ safety is admirable, they end up doing mean things, deliberately hurting the feelings of Titosso, who’s directly involved in the incident.

***

After receiving a friendship ring, we won’t just stay quiet and pretend we don’t know, right?

Of course, the exorcist is a powerful figure trained to perfectly handle all kinds of situations caused by ghosts.

If you’re not strong enough and feel overwhelmed at the thought of confronting an exorcist, I recommend compromising with reality.

Even if it makes you seem cowardly, survival is key!

The event description warns you as well.

An exorcist is not some weak, low-tier class.

Ghosts that levitate people with telekinesis, throw knives, and cause major accidents with cursed items.

Exorcists are rigorously trained to respond to all these situations, and sometimes, their combat power can surpass that of most warriors.

By the way their robes were puffed up, it was clear that the exorcist standing before us was one of them.

Exorcist, also known as the performance character.

Their combat strength far exceeds that of the affection character, Titosso.

If you win the favour of an exorcist instead?

Ditch the affection character and choose the performance character.

Abandon pride and prioritize practicality.

This leads to real benefits.

“Don’t bully Titosso and Arcadia.”

When I pushed with all my strength, the exorcist stumbled back two steps.

Practicality, that’s nice.

But an experienced player can gain more benefits with the affection character than even with the performance character.

“If you keep bullying them, as the top student of the advanced class, I’ll make you pay.”

“Gasp, that child is Oknodie!”

“Be careful, senior Ao. That kid is dangerous.”

Upperclassmen who seem to have influenced the exorcist.

Recognizing them, it appeared they were members of the Red Fang Mushroom Management Association.

It looked like they were trying to avenge their failed business this way.


“Oh, so you’re that infamous…”

“You know me?”

“The Dark Princess?”

“…No! I’m going to be a Dark Knight!”

As I glared at the upperclassmen, whom I suspected to be the source of the rumors, they hid behind exorcist senior Io’s back, just as Titosso had, peeking out with expressions like, ‘You’re dead! You’re so done!’ A sense of disdain grew stronger within me at the sight of their pathetic display.



 
  
    Chapter 158: The Old Man’s Show of Strength


Exorcist Ao.

Determined to confront the malicious cunning of ghosts deceiving humans, he became a rigid, by-the-book exorcist, so dedicated to principles that he’s often called old-fashioned.

In cases involving ghosts, he allows no compromise, and anyone who hinders an exorcism, even a civilian, is assumed to be possessed and promptly subdued with force.

“Oknodie. That senior looks pretty strong… Isn’t there a way to talk things out instead of fighting?”

“Sorry, Titosso. I don’t think that’s possible!”

Even Ao himself adjusted his backward stance, cracking his neck as he summoned his fighting spirit.

Vroom.

Crackle. Crackle.

A formidable opponent who wouldn’t lose even compared to the top-tier first-year NPCs she had faced until now.

No, perhaps someone even stronger.

And it made sense.

After all, this person was a member of the advanced class.

Not a first-year, but a second-year advanced student.

There was no way a senior who’d endured a year of the ruthless lectures of Professor Plato and Dragon Principal would be weak.

“Do you desire peace? Then let me tell you how.”

Blue lightning crackled in the corners of Ao’s eyes.

A phenomenon that occurs when he wields an immense amount of magical power.

A discharge effect one could only witness around a true powerhouse.

“Surrender all cursed items emanating malevolent energy. Bring the elusive ghost before me. Do that, and I’ll acknowledge that you’re not possessed and let you go peacefully.”

“And if we can’t?”

“Then I’ll forcibly seize the cursed items and hunt down the ghost. I’ll also take some ‘measures’ to confirm there’s no vile energy lingering in your spirits.”

Blue lightning sparked beneath Ao’s hand as he mimicked the gesture of grasping someone’s head.

Kasia, the fusion lab experiment.

A formidable opponent in the lightning element, on par with any powerhouse character—a true performance-oriented presence.

“…Oknodie, I think I was wrong. Please, take down that nasty senior!”

“Very well. I won’t forgive you until you apologize. Are you prepared?”

“What a joke. It’s you who should be prepared.”

The senior charged forward, brimming with confidence.

Ao’s fighting technique was the Exorcist Thunder Attack, a combination of exorcism power and electric shock.

Every strike was an exorcism; even an electric shock dealt continuous exorcism damage. 

Just being seared by the high-voltage current led to exorcism—a ruthless multi-hit exorcism specializing in relentless suppression.

He possessed high compatibility against all forms of malevolent power, particularly ghost-type beings, to whom he dealt a staggering four times the damage—a terrifying ghost slayer!

Though his strengths were clear, his weaknesses were equally apparent.

The drawback was that all his attacks involved electricity.

Block the electricity, and all of Ao’s attacks become utterly ineffective.

In other words, it went like this:

“You… why isn’t the electricity affecting you?!”

“Ha. You think I’d tell you?”

Today, I’m wearing none other than rubber boots.

Your attacks don’t work at all!



They don’t work.

Even his specialty, the electric shock, couldn’t deal any damage.

Ao felt a twinge of fear.

‘Could it be…? Could they have already figured out my specialty and equipped themselves with materials of low electrical conductivity?’

She might also possess the <Continued Combat> skill, allowing her to use mana to keep moving despite an electrified body.

She might have undergone <Electric Resistance Training> from a young age, granting her such high resistance that they wouldn’t even be paralyzed.

Or perhaps, she could nullify the paralysis with <Instant Continuous Release>, dispelling it without delay each time she was shocked.

Each of these options hinted at extraordinary talent.

To think that the top student of the grade was so exceptional—it was enough to make him shiver.

“Hmph. Featherweight. Let me show you a real punch!”

“Gah…?!”

The punch landed with a force that defied belief for an eleven-year-old, making his body jolt back.

Even though I guarded with hard parts of my body, like elbows and knees, the impact resonated through my bones, causing <Status Effect: Paralysis> to flare up temporarily in nearby body parts.

<Mana Combat Technique> 

<Continued Combat>

<Exorcist’s Secret Art><Pain Control>

The thought of this child as an enemy was wiped clean with two punches, as if erased with an eraser.

This wasn’t just a ghost—it was a monster, possessing power and precision unmatched by any ghost he had exorcised before.

‘I’ll show no mercy against you. Though it’ll hurt, it’d be better for you to be struck down in one blow.’

A gleam of light flickered as more lightning gathered around Ao’s right fist.

As the crackling bolts intensified, the students behind him gasped and backed away.

“Gasp! Ao’s already using his ultimate technique?!”

“It’s the Blue Fist! Run if you don’t want to get shocked and pass out while watching!”

“Oknodie, do you realize what it means if he’s charging this early in the fight? It’s proof that he considers you a formidable opponent!”

“Argh, there were barely any who made Io charge in a sparring match. A first-year kid, and barely over ten at that—how is this even possible?!”

As embarrassing as it was, getting caught up and fainting was worse.

There’s nothing more humiliating than ending up in the infirmary from watching without even taking a punch.

“Can you handle this? My serious blow.”

Ao held no expectations.

Even among his peers in the advanced class, the majority feared his serious punch.

They would throw themselves into canceling his charge at any cost.

It wasn’t a punch you could dodge by keeping distance or hiding.

A truly wicked demon, possessing a sharp intuition for danger, would always be desperate to cancel the charge using every possible means.

Dodge, and you still fall.

Stand your ground, and you’re in range.

An inescapable attack!

“Bring it on!”

A mischievous grin flashed across Oknodie’s face, her defiant confidence unmistakable.

“Excellent!”


That courage to stand her ground.

In honor of that bravery, I’ll break you with all my might!

Flash Flash!

The frequency of blue lightning flashing around his fist increased, and the gathering lightning cluster grew larger.

An absolute conviction of victory.

Arrogance that left no room for the thought of defeat.

“Did you know? Among players, there’s constant debate over who’s the ultimate lightning character, Kasia or Senior Ao. For the record, I’m on Team Kasia.”

“Have you lost your mind trying to challenge a power beyond your control? Don’t be ridiculous!”

“Well, let me put it this way. You can’t copy Kasia’s techniques, but with a little know-how, Senior Ao’s aren’t so hard to replicate.”

The atmosphere changed.

The air crackled.

No way.

It couldn’t be.

He didn’t want to believe it.

But in his eyes…

As he twisted his body to the side, pulling his right fist inward and covering it with his left hand, a crackling sound arose from Oknodie’s hand.

Crackle. 

Crackle.

Something impossible.

Something that shouldn’t exist.

Lightning threads identical to the charging effect of Ao’s<Blue Fist> began to form.

But it wasn’t the blue lightning that matched the colour of his hair.

Oknodie’s class, Dark Princess.

A black thunderbolt worthy of that terrifying class.

Snap. Snap.

And even the charging speed was faster.

The thickness and density of the lightning strands started to catch up at an alarming rate.

The source was dark mana.

Even facing it, his heart sank from the ominous feeling of that forbidden power.

Ao realized.

If he allowed that child to continue, a massive catastrophe would occur.

“You bastard, do you even realize what you’re doing?!”

The already tyrannical power of lightning.

To that, uncontrollable dark mana was added.

Overpowering + Overpowering.

Mana Control: extreme difficulty.

Unrestrained power, if not fully released, becomes a poison that destroys its own body.

“Grr…! This is the consequence of your actions!”

Just before the second-stage charging, Ao’s fist immediately shot toward Oknodie.

Bang!

“Aaaaah!”

“My eeeeyes!”

“I can’t seeeee!”

The second-year students, who had instinctively kept their eyes open despite knowing better, suffered as the light penetrated beneath their hands covering their eyes, pushing through the tightly shut eyelids.

The only one here with the skill to witness the extraordinary strike with eyes wide open was Arcadia.

<Mana Cultivation Technique> 

<Vision Protection>

Setting up a mana wall in goggle form to protect her eyes, Arcadia shivered as the incredible, electrifying strike covered the distant Oknodie.

All she could do was hold Titosso close with one arm to avoid being swept up in the splash damage and pull her into the range of her Mana Shield.

‘To use this much power on a first-year, is that lunatic trying to kill Oknodie?!’

As Arcadia, unable to bear it any longer, reached for her gun, a clear, unexpected laugh filled the room.

“Ahahaha! Good, senior. That’s the spirit. Now this feels worth copying!”

The blue light enveloping her skin receded as black thunder swallowed the light.

The dark force, spreading with an overwhelming aura and swallowing the light, engulfed Ao’s signature technique, the <Blue Fist>, pushing back Oknodie.

Mana Shield.

A technique she had to learn out of necessity to avoid stray bullets during the Southern Sea battle.

Even while enduring the aftermath of the Blue Fist, a single shield layer suddenly rose to three.

Crunch!

At the moment when black thunder pushed back the blue lightning.

A crack formed on one of the shield layers.

Crash!

As light and darkness flickered, sweeping over the crowd.

One of the shield layers shattered into pieces.

Crackle!

Beyond the light, laughter echoed repeatedly.

A cute voice with an overwhelming force behind it.

As the power of both rose to its peak, light and darkness shot up vertically, bursting forth. 

The impact of the power radiating in all directions shattered all the shields.

“Eek!”

“Get down, Titosso!”

The fragments of different auras, as sharp as blades or as blunt as hammers, plowed through the grass on either side of their prostrated forms.

In the wake of the traces, the grass was slashed, or the ground was torn up as if struck by a hammer, causing Titosso to gulp nervously.

“H-how’s Oknodie?”


Titosso asked, trembling.

In response to her question, Arcadia gave a bitter smile.

“Who’s worried about who?”

Oknodie, who had gathered the dark power as naturally as breathing, stretched with a satisfied face, smiling brightly.





 
  
    Chapter 159: Enemy Event


Perhaps it was because I exerted myself fully for the first time in a while, but my body felt incredibly refreshed.

“Ah~ That was fun!”

“…Fun? Hah. Haha. After laying waste to the outdoors, that’s all you have to say.”

“Didn’t you find it fun, Senior?”

“I wouldn’t call it fun, but my heart was certainly racing.”

“That’s proof that you enjoyed it!”

Senior Ao, looking defeated, put both hands in his pockets and turned away.

“Ao?!”

“Aren’t you going to settle things with Oknodie?”

“She might still be possessed by an evil spirit. Just look at that ominous energy!”

“No, what if Oknodie was controlling the spirit? Doesn’t it feel like something the Dark Princess could do?”

“Quiet.”

Ao shot a glare at the students egging him on.

“Even if I don’t know what kind of class the Dark Princess is, it’s certain that Oknodie had a sense of dignity.”

“Dignity… you say?”

“Look. At the grass around her.”

Around me?

Ah, he means how I controlled the range to avoid hurting Arcadia and Titosso in the back?

Grass swept clean in a 270-degree arc.

Deep indentations scattered all around.

Yet the 90-degree area behind me remained untouched, like a safe zone amidst the devastation.

“Sh-she contained the impact?!”

“Incredibly precise mana control!!”

“She truly embodies the wicked wisdom capable of extracting even a human soul…!”

With a scoff, Ao turned away from his awe-struck juniors.

“I’ll retreat for today. But next time will be different.”

Titosso flinched, grabbing onto Arcadia’s collar to hide as Ao glanced over, his eyes lingering briefly on the rings Arcadia and I wore before finally leaving with no further hesitation.

[You have completed the <Exorcism> event.]

[You have been awarded 5000 points as a success bonus.]

[You are now in a hostile relationship with Exorcist Ao.]

[The upper-level function of Focus, Ultra Focus, has been unlocked.]

[Lightning Punch EXP +10]

[Charging EXP +5]

[Guarding EXP +5]

[Synesthesia EXP +1]

[Ultra Focus EXP +1]

In the end, I received the reward twice.

It turned into a double event!



The second-year students trudging back after Io felt an odd sense of familiarity with the path.

“Isn’t this the way to that place?”

“Yeah. The place where Velocasio, the advisior, is.”

“I don’t want anything to do with that guy anymore.”

Members of the Red Fanged Mushroom Management Association hesitated, slowing their steps before ultimately fleeing in the opposite direction from Ao.

‘Cowards.’

Ao scoffed to himself, but he didn’t stop them.

His business wasn’t with the small fry; it was with the man who had used them to bring him here—Velocasio.

The exclusive area of the Academy’s Production Department.

The abandoned old factory district.

Entering one of the derelict factories, a sharp sense of hostility struck him.

It was as if someone was watching him, issuing a silent warning.

Anyone faint-hearted would turn back without setting foot inside.

“How pathetic.”

Ao already knew who the source of the killing intent was.

A student who volunteered as Velocasio’s secretary and bodyguard.

A advisior’s right hand.

The merciless cat-demihuman, Deadcat.

Clank.

Pushing the heavy metal door aside with one hand, the interior of the repurposed factory unfolded before him.

Huge bags and drums stuffed to the brim, various materials stacked throughout.

Velocasio’s amassed wealth and assets, courtesy of his role as a contract fraudster.

“Who are you to step into Velocasio’s hideout without permission… Hrk! Exorcist Ao!”

“Perfect timing. Lead the way. Tell him I’m here.”

The minion who had rushed over to expel the intruder bolted as though he’d seen a ghost.

Following at a leisurely pace, Ao soon came to a triple-door left ajar, where he spotted a man sprawled on a large chair, one leg propped up in a slouch.

A cloak that seemed to move on its own and a pointed staff spinning lazily in one hand, the man, bored out of his mind, was Velocasio.

“Go.”

The henchman, avoiding eye contact, hurriedly fled through the opposite exit.

“This was your doing, wasn’t it?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“I heard your finances took a hit after losing workers to the Dark Trading Company started by the first-years. Do you think you can continue your villainous antics with me as your enemy?”

On a regular day, even upperclassmen rarely needed to worry about one student’s wrath.

With enough resources and personnel at his disposal, it wasn’t difficult for Velocasio to systematically sabotage a single student’s academic performance.

If he monopolized the materials necessary for classes, controlling 99.9% of the supply to block specific students from accessing it?

‘I can control the grades of any nuisance to my business.’

This was why Velocasio could maintain his <Contract Fraud Business> despite the existence of upperclassmen in the second-year advanced classes.

However, the <Dark Trading Company> joint venture by Arcadia and Jezel had complicated matters.

‘Without a monopoly, stockpiling is useless. I can’t stop them if they can just buy from the Dark Trading Company.’

As a result, all the goods he painstakingly amassed turned into dead stock.

The items meant to increase in value through his monopoly quickly became worthless assets that he had to offload.


All thanks to those pesky first-years.

A sudden large-scale expansion of dark energy.

This event intertwined with rumours about certain unlicensed, freely operating parent, ultimately mobilizing the exorcist, Ao.

Titosso is a friend of Oknodie.

He expected that if Ao took action, Oknodie would naturally try to intervene, leading to a clash between the two.

General assessments of Oknodie leaned towards her versatility and extensive knowledge, with less focus on overwhelming physical power, leaving some to doubt her combat prowess.

Even during the entrance exam, she passed by showcasing wit and wisdom before relying on force.

Surprisingly, when considering raw strength alone, she might be below average by the standards of the first-year advanced class.

Thus, Ao, who was in the second-year advanced class, stood a fair chance.

The plan seemed flawless.

However, the words Ao spoke when he confronted her were completely different from expectations.

“What were you thinking, pitting me against such a monstrous kid? You didn’t actually plan on removing me because I was interfering with your handling of artifacts, did you?”

“It’s a misunderstanding. While I did want Oknodie out of the way, I never thought you’d lose to her.”

Oknodie was strong.

A possessor of dark mana.

The ability to extract souls into orbs.

A child destined to become a Dark Princess.

Rumors abounded, but they dismissed them as mere exaggerations spread by the Dark Trading Company.

Reality, however, was different.

“Did Oknodie defeat you?”

“Not exactly. If I had reached Charging Phase 2, I could’ve won.”

“Then what was the issue?”

“The amount of dark mana she held was abnormal.”

“…Dark mana isn’t the type that naturally increases, is it?”

“Precisely. That’s why the amount was even more unsettling. If she had extended the charging a little longer, that kid might have self-destructed under the uncontrollable force, no matter how high her mana control was.”

Since dark mana has similarities with the dark energy handled by ghosts, Ao, as an exorcist, had some knowledge about it.

From Ao’s judgment, Oknodie nearly killed herself with the mana she unleashed before the battle began.

The more power she exerted, the harder it became to control.

She might die.

Oknodie must have felt that sense of impending doom.

Yet, she continued to increase her output without hesitation.

Like someone loosening the reins and whipping their horse even harder, rather than avoiding an oncoming carriage.

“That kid is more of a monster than a ghost. A monster that, without any hesitation, can push herself to the brink of death despite her survival instincts warning her.”

“…What?”

“If it’s a ghost, I can capture it. If it’s someone possessed by a ghost, I can knock them down. But humans who are trained beyond even ghosts—those can’t be fixed with violence.”

Oknodie is that kind of monster created by the Foundation.

At his statement, Velocasio’s secretary, who had harboured a bloodthirsty glare, emerged from behind a shadowed pillar, wagging the tail.

“Yes, like your mad Deadcat over there.”

Deadcat, a feline humanoid who instilled fear in many students with her cruel hands since her first year.

Velocasio realized he’d made an enemy he couldn’t overcome with sheer force when he heard that Oknodie was no different from her.

In words alone, Oknodie’s seemed to possess both Ao’s power and Deadcat’s unpredictability.

Unlike Deadcat, who remains by his side and hunts targets as he desires, Oknodie is neither the hand of Arcadia nor Jezel.

Given the chance, she might burst through his window today and attack their hideout.

“…State what you want, Io.”

“Artifacts are meant to be destroyed. I have no intention of leaving an artifact with a dangerous student like Oknodie. Help me create an opportunity to destroy it.”

“Fine. But in exchange, you’ll have to run some errands for me for a while. I’ll cooperate under that condition.”

The two shook hands. 

They shared a mutual understanding of the need to deal with the threat posed by Oknodie.

“So, how do you plan on creating an opportunity to dispose of Oknodie’s artifact?”

“Wait three weeks. The first semester midterms are coming up soon.”

“Midterms, huh?”

Ao nodded in agreement.

Recalling last year, during their first-year midterms, it made perfect sense.

“In a test where students dying wouldn’t be surprising, opportunities are bound to arise.”


The first midterm exam at Gift Academy is far more gruelling than the mana evaluation test.

Even the first-year advanced class’s top student won’t be able to pass easily.

Unlike the mana evaluation test, which was just challenging, this exam will be life-threatening.

There are 20 days left until D-Day.

The first-semester “Enemy Event,” which would replace the Hestia Rampage Event, had begun to take shape.



 
  
    Chapter 160: The Possessed


“I’ve heard that rumors circulating throughout the campus are unsettling the undergraduates. As a senior-class professor, why don’t you give them a word or two?”

Professor Plato’s senior-class Advanced Physical Fitness.

The senior students looked at Professor Plato with anticipation, as he was finally acting like a real professor.

‘Professor, it isn’t true, is it?’

‘It’s just a rumor, right?’

Facing the bright, expectant gazes of the first-year students, Professor Plato laughed heartily and struck a Front Double Biceps pose, showing off his biceps and lats in a bodybuilding stance.

“The rumor that students might die if they take the midterms is completely unfounded!”

“Wow!”

“That’s the Professor Plato we know!”

Flex!

With his muscles rippling energetically, the professor flashed a wide, toothy grin and continued.

“The truth is, ‘weak students will die.’ So, don’t get any misconceptions about the midterms!”

“Whoa…”

“That’s Professor Plato for you…”

The first-year senior students, realizing the rumors weren’t entirely baseless, felt their spirits dampen.

However, none of the top-performing students among the first years showed signs of fear.

Bluntly put, if they were skilled enough, there was no reason to fear any ominous rumour.

“Please, move!! I’ll give you 5700 carrots if you just move!”

“Hee-hee-hee-hee-hing!!”

Even if they didn’t have the skills, there was no room for fear in the senior class.

They were currently in the equestrian course, the final segment of the triathlon.

To pass, they had to cover a certain distance using a mount they had tamed.

For the exam, they needed to tame and train their mounts to move quickly.

If they were scared, the mount right before their eyes was far more terrifying than the exam three weeks away.

“Irene, aren’t you scared?”

“If it gets troublesome, I’ll just freeze it.”

“…What are you going to do if you freeze your mount?”

“I’ll call it an Ice Otter or something.”

“The mount better behave…”

Some students had such fearsome training methods that their mounts were more afraid of them.

“Oknodie, you picked a golem, right?”

“Yep!”

“How are you planning to tame it?”

Isabel, holding a disc, was trying to shove a large dog that kept jumping around. 

Exasperated, she flung the disc as far as she could.

The large dog, excited, ran across the field only to find the disc lodged in the leg of a golem and whined.

“Why do I need to tame it?”

“…That’s where the difference lies, huh? I can really feel the gap between the top students and the regular seniors.”

“Aww, it’s just because golems are gentle mounts. You find it easy to handle your dog once you throw the disc, right?”

“Yeah, but my arm’s killing me from throwing that disc so much. I’m drained from spending extra time building rapport with it on weekends. It’s like a workout.”

“It’s still better than that.”

The giraffe Son Ohchun was clinging to was wildly charging up a mountain, trying to shake off the bothersome monkey. 

It thrashed into trees and rocks as it tried to escape.

With every tree that fell and shook the ground, students felt relieved they hadn’t chosen a giraffe as their mount.

“I’m just going to train.”

“Lucky you. I wish I had time for that.”

“Hang in there!”

After bidding Isabel farewell, she stretched her shoulders and legs to warm up, increasing her range of motion.

The most efficient training was experience point training in specific skills.

Skill experience increases are based on certain actions.

For archery, drawing the bowstring.

For swordsmanship, performing slashing motions.

Once experience points reach a certain level, simple movements no longer help. 

More challenging, precise, or complex actions are required.

Those unaware of these triggers tend to train haphazardly, eventually noticing experience points have risen just by sheer effort.

But veterans who know the triggers don’t waste time on inefficient training.

“Hey! I told you to stay still. Curl your legs and keep your arms tucked in so you’re easier to roll!”

My efficient training method was called Golem Rolling.

By pushing, pulling, and rolling the heavy golem, I could simultaneously train <Archery>, <Swordsmanship>, and <Martial Arts>.

On top of that, the distance pushed contributed to titles like <Unmatched Strength> and <One Who Lifted a Golem at 11>.

“Here we go!”

Struggling like a weightlifter, I pushed and rolled the golem, attracting baffled looks from those around me.

After all, this was supposed to be riding training.

In the time meant for bonding with the mount, I was putting my golem through the wringer, which must have looked bizarre to those watching.

“Oknodie, what’s the benefit of doing that?”

“It’s beneficial in multiple ways!”

“Then should I give it a try too?”

Before I knew it, Hestia, a fellow golem owner, began rolling her golem alongside me.

The looks from the surroundings became even more bewildered, as if they were witnessing something strange.

“I’ll give you food! I’ll bring in food for the winter early, so please run! I don’t need an S-grade; just help me get a B+ at least!”

Compared to Honor, who was begging his mount, Fried Chicken, while being dragged around by the reins, any method looked normal.



[You have performed comprehensive training in various skills by rolling, pulling, and throwing the golem.]

[Archery EXP +15]

[Martial Arts EXP +10]

[Swordsmanship EXP +5]

[Fear Induction EXP +3]

[Strength has increased by 1.]

[You have acquired the title <One Who Lifted a Golem at 11>.]

[The title effect increases Strength by 1.]


[You have acquired the title <Developer of Golem Kettlebell Training>.]

[The title effect increases Strength by 1.]

[Sharing this training method will greatly increase your fame.]

While I was pushing, rolling, and lifting the golem with all my might, I felt a gaze more intense than those of the students around me.

Startled by the burning stare, I turned around, half expecting something to be on fire, only to find Professor Plato standing there.

“Oknodie, would you consider joining the Mighty Destruction? I’m the advisor for that club, and that strength of yours would be a perfect fit!”

“Sorry, I’m already considering another club…”

“Who dared to recruit you first! Just say the word, and I’ll destroy them before summer break!!”

“…”

“Professor, would you say it if you were in my shoes?”

He was saying he would destroy that club right to the face.

“Uh, I have my next lecture, so I’ll be going now!”

It’s a relief to be attending Professor Destroyer’s lecture. 

Thanks to that, even Professor Plato reluctantly let me go.

If I didn’t have this lecture, or if the professor teaching it had been a bit weaker or more lenient, I might have been dragged off by Professor Plato to the club.

The thought alone is terrifying.

“Professor, can I lift that too?”

“Hestia? Hmm, you were able to lift that golem well. Very good. Let me take you on a tour!”

Oh dear…

May Hestia, who made the wrong choice, rest in peace.

***

Destroyer felt awkwardly aware of his surroundings.

Last Sunday.

He had personally disrupted the reunion between Oknodie and her caretaker.

There was no way Oknodie wouldn’t know about his interference.

Yet, for some reason, Oknodie didn’t blame him at all.

Sometimes, leaving things unaddressed only makes them more uncomfortable.

That’s exactly how he felt now.

‘Damn it. If it was a male student, I’d just grab him and ask if he’s got a problem.’

Oknodie is a female student.

And she’s only eleven years old.

No matter how much she troubled a worthless foundation staff member, she’s still at the age where having a cherished stuffed toy in her room wouldn’t be unusual.

Her favorite blanket could even be a comfort blanket.

It’s likely she has a beloved caretaker.

If you touch something precious to someone, it makes them angry, so what about a beloved caretaker?

‘I got too carried away and did something terrible.’

Feeling uncomfortable and unable to express it, Destroyer, as if wanting to lessen his guilt, offered her a hint for the upcoming exam.

“Midterms might be on your mind soon, but there’s no need to stress about it too much. As long as you attend my lectures, you automatically earn points.”

“I wasn’t really worried!”

“Well, for a student who can rattle off answers from the Adventures of the Retired Hero, a mere first-year midterm probably isn’t much of a big deal.”

If it would ease his guilt, he needed to offer even bigger information.

“And about the dark energy spreading throughout the school?”

“I know!”

“And the fact that a parent has appeared as a ghost?”

“I already sent him off peacefully and even received a gift in return.”

Seeing the ring on her finger, he couldn’t help but admire her overflowing initiative.

“Then, did you know it’s not just one ghost?”

“Huh??”

“Seems you didn’t know that.”

Finally, he could alleviate his guilt.

Destroyer shared the information with a sense of relief.

“Dark energy attracts ghosts, and ghosts disguise themselves as beings close to the living to stay near and absorb vitality. Usually, people sense something off and either avoid or oppose them, but sometimes that’s not the case.”

“Like how a ghost father from the Titosso’s family might appear in the image of a beloved parent?”

Correct.

Even knowing they’re ghosts, some people don’t want to get rid of them.

They’d rather keep them close, even if it’s a fake.

They listen to the ghost’s demands and make compromises.

Those who are Possessed by Ghosts are born that way.

“There’s a first-year student who’s on the verge of becoming possessed by a ghost. Today’s lecture will be replaced by the mission to free that student.”

“Could you tell me who it is?”

“Not hard at all. I bet you’ll know the person too, Oknodie. The person is a  rather noticeable student in the advanced class.”

Among all the unique students in the advanced class, this one was exceptionally prominent.

“If I remember correctly, he is the student who wields a sword from the East.”


“Ugh.”

Even when discussing tales of adventure or the corpses within sheep, Oknodie would usually answer without hesitation, but this time she scrunched up her face and shrank her neck.

Eastern swordsman, Xing.

Unlike most people these days, he was taciturn and serious, displaying a hint of a hero’s qualities.

Perhaps they already knew each other, given they were in the same class.



 
  
    Chapter 161: The Lonely Eastern Swordsman


The Lone Eastern Swordsman, Sing.

The path he walks is steeped in silence and stillness.

Chirp!

A bird chirps, but in an instant, his sword flashes, and a lifeless body falls, its beak and wings severed.

Buzz! Buzz!

A cicada, woken too early by abnormal weather, is silenced as a dagger pierces its head in a flash.

Thud, thud…

Everywhere he goes, the small animals and insects fall in droves, adding to the stillness and silence left by this swordsman.

Classmates who observed this madman’s steps would either shut their mouths or turn away at the mere sight of him, fearful that he might catch their eyes or be disturbed by their idle chatter.

Considering he had even killed a fellow participant in the entrance exam, there was no reason to think he would spare them just because they were classmates!

‘There he is!’

I, who seek Sing, whom everyone fears, approach him willingly.

It’s not too hard to find Sing.

Wherever students who normally chatter freely are scared into fleeing or clamming up, that’s where he’ll be!

“Everyone, run! The seniors’ research lab door has opened!! If you don’t escape quickly, you might get taken as a test subject!”

“Aahhh! I don’t want to end up a lab rat!”

“If you get caught, you’ll become a clinical test subject! Everyone, run!!”

Not here.

“Hey, freshman. Don’t go in there right now.”

“Why not?”

“A student who got mad at that rude professor during the Curses Practice class put a curse on him to make him friendlier. Now, the professor is showing his friendliness by recruiting students to his lab.”

Not here either.

“Everyone, run! A crazy swordsman is on a rampage!”

“Be careful around the garden. Apparently, a suspicious swordsman is slicing any living thing that disturbs his mood, be it plant or animal!”

“We only came here for a picnic… but a beetle with its wings severed fell into our lunch box… Waaaah!”

That’s the place!

In the garden, where frightening rumors had spread, the ground was littered with insects with severed wings.

It was like a natural disaster.

‘No wonder he has no friends, walking around like that every day!’

I felt sorry for him, but at the same time, I understood.

After all, I know Sing’s character story.

Increasing affinity with each character gradually reveals pieces of their past.

Naturally, I already know most of the affinity stories for the main characters.

The reason Sing is haunted by a spirit, why he hates loud noises, and why he chooses solitude.

Empathy and understanding.

If I handle these two things well, maybe I’ll be able to communicate peacefully with Sing.

“Hi, Sing!”

“Quiet. Begone, kid.”

“…”

I wasn’t expecting him to greet me back.

A powerful but troublesome character.

Sing is the prime example of a character in this category.

[Oknodie. It seems your friend still retains some self-control despite being haunted by a ghost. At least he didn’t cut you down on sight.]

I heard Professor Destroyer’s voice through the close-range magic communicator in my ear.

But the professor is sorely mistaken.

‘Sing’s habit of slashing at everything isn’t really because he’s possessed by a ghost!’

Sing was already in the habit of slicing up things here and there before he got possessed.

He does have his reasons, though.

It’s not like he’s a thrill-killer who will start trembling with withdrawal symptoms if he doesn’t cut something.

“Sing, you know, I know who she is!”

“!!”

“Your sister, right?”

“You know Lin?”

“She’s someone very precious to you, isn’t she?”

Sing’s younger sister, Lin.

By the start of the game, she has already passed away.

Lin couldn’t speak.

She was mistreated by her family because of her muteness.

Outside the family, filthy hands constantly reached out to arrange a marriage, offering slight gains to his family in exchange for this “defective” daughter.

Sing didn’t want those filthy voices to reach his sister.

Even so, they were family.

Even so, she was part of his clan.

As a genius swordsman, he dedicated himself to his responsibilities and duties toward his clan, oblivious to the fact that it was all a ploy to separate him from his sister.

Having endured in silence for so long, the end he reached was a bad ending.

His sister died, and he was left alone.

The man who took up the sword to fulfill imposed duties now wielded it for his own chosen obligations.

Anything that disturbs silence or tranquility, he cuts.

Anything that disrupts contemplation or quiet, he slashes.

For his sister, who could not even cry out in pain.

To engrave her suffering upon others.

The vengeful spirit who needed strength for revenge came to the world’s highest educational institution in the West.

[Character <Sing> understanding increased.]

━━━

Sing’s Understanding

Lonely Man (Understanding 20) – He finds companionship in silence and revels in solitude amidst the quiet.

Born Swordsman (Understanding 40) – His innate talent made him an exceptional swordsman, whether he wanted it or not.

Precious Younger Sister (Understanding 60) – Once, he had a reason to keep living.

Avenger (Understanding 80) – There are people he must kill.

━━━


[Character <Sing> understanding exceeded 20.]

[You have received the first benefit, <Sign of Sing’s Killing Urge>.]

[Character <Sing> affinity increase speed has risen.]

[Warning!]

[This character holds extreme hostility toward all people in this world.]

[While favourability rises, hostility decreases.]

[Character <Sing> understanding exceeded 40.]

[You have received the second benefit, <A Hint of Restraint>.]

[Character <Sing> understanding exceeded 60.]

[You have detected the third benefit, <Affinity Break>.]

[Character <Sing> has no affinity toward anyone in this world.]

[Under specific conditions, Sing’s affinity may increase to neutral (0) or above.]

[Character <Sing> understanding exceeded 80.]

[You have received the fourth benefit, <Companion for Revenge>.]

[If Sing leaves the academy on a quest for revenge, he will offer you the chance to join him instead of silently disappearing.]

This is why Sing walks the path of a killer.



“Oh, come on! That’s harsh! I’m a precious daughter to Papa, too!”

“Do you only back down after getting hurt?”

“Is it because of the pretty lady next to you?”

Whether she didn’t hear his command to disappear, or simply had no intention of listening, the brat did not follow instructions.

This was his second time putting up with someone who refused to listen.

Glimpse.

The gaze of his first troublesome companion met his cheek from below.

A person who simply looks at him with unreadable eyes, as always.

The owner of a gaze heavier than tens of thousands of words.

The one he let go of once due to his own powerlessness.

A bond he thought he would never reunite with.

His mother’s other child—a half-sister two years younger than him.

A child who had passed away but was resurrected by the power of ghosts.

And now.

The Dark Princess Oknodie, known as the most powerful among the first years in terms of Evil Force, has come looking for him.

‘If it was any other student, I wouldn’t have hesitated to cut them down.’

If someone reported his sister’s abnormality to the professor after realizing it, this being, who resembled his sister in form alone, would surely be exterminated.

But if it’s Dark Princess Oknodie?

She might be different.

After all, she herself bore a terrifying infamy that would place her as an enemy of all.

Despite her rough behavior, which hinted at a slight unease, an inexplicable hope kept him from swinging his sword.

“Sing. That person over there? I know who she is!”

“!!”

“She’s your younger sister, isn’t she?”

The blade in his heart sharpened dangerously.

During the Guardian’s Visitor Week.

No one would expect a younger person to visit him.

This means she truly knows.

Lin’s true identity.

“You know about Lin?”

“She’s someone precious to you, right?”

“…”

That was true as well.

Sing treasured Lin.

It went beyond the usual relationship of an older brother caring for his younger sister.

They were each other’s only support in this world, each being the other’s reason to live.

There was a time when she was more precious to him than anything else in the world.

It was a happy time.

A time when he alone was happy.

He couldn’t hear the screams embedded in his sister’s silence.

He had been listening to far too much needless noise.

False fame.

Futile desire.

The responsibilities he had to bear.

It was only after losing her that he realized.

What kind of situation his sister Lin had been in.

“…How do you know that?”

“Ah. That, well… just happened to find out?”

“So the Foundation has ears in the Eastern Empire as well.”

His secret had been uncovered.

His purpose had been seen through.

Normally, he would have cut her down without hesitation.

It was clearly a situation where she could very well be an agent sent by his ‘enemy.’

Strike first before being struck.

Don’t be swayed by unnecessary thoughts.

This was a principle he had set for himself.

But this time, his hand wouldn’t move.

This child is different.

He felt it instinctively.

Someone associated with a darkness even greater than the one lurking in the Eastern Empire could not possibly be an agent of such a petty empire’s darkness.

“What is it that you want?”

“I’ll help you! But, in return, you’ll help me later too!”

“How do you intend to help me… us?”

The little giant sneezed, scrunching her nose before answering.

“I’ll make it easier for you to keep your sister safe!”

“…Keep safe?”

“Like, maybe confine her in something like a ring?”

…Confine Lin? In a ring?

“Oh, don’t worry! I can even put a leash and chain on her so she can’t come out on her own!”


“…”

For the first time, Sing doubted his own instincts.

Was it truly the right decision not to cut this child down?

Should he have been more guided by the slight unease that a stronger foe might have appeared, rather than by the vague hope that she could help him in his quest for revenge?





 
  
    Chapter 162: A Monster that doesn’t know the Human Mind


Trapping Lin in a ring.

Fastening a collar around her neck and binding her with chains so she can’t escape.

There’s no sense of respect in that statement.

It’s an attitude as if dealing with property.

All of it was no different from the enemies of the Eastern Empire whom Sing despised with all his heart.

“You’ve crossed the line.”

He tried his best to hold back.

He believed that, if it was this child, they could be a companion in seeking revenge.

But this is how it turned out.

East and West.

Even if their spheres of influence are different, they’re all places where people live.

The true nature of humans is all the same.

“Why are you drawing your sword?”

“You… displease me.”

An expression that shows they’re utterly shocked.

Even that clear expression of emotion is repulsive.

Thinking about the face that would show behind those words that mock people’s hearts makes it all the more detestable.

“Did you approach me from the start just to toy with me?”

“What did I even do? Even if you carry her around in a body with arms and legs, She will just get exorcised; a portable ring that lets you stay together without a body is much better!”

“Now I see.”

“Hah. You finally understand?”

“You’re a monster who knows nothing of human feelings.”

Despite appearing as if she was a child his age, the words she use create a jarring sensation.

“This unpleasant conversation stems from you pretending to understand things you know nothing about.”

“What? Me? No way. I know a lot. At the Academy, it’s harder to find things I don’t know…”

“The world isn’t something you can define with knowledge alone.”

Instead of reflecting, she shamelessly made a pouty face, as if to ask how I could say such harsh things.

Behind that cute face lay the monstrous nature of something only partially human, and Sing raised his blade against it.

Flash.

The sunlight reflected off his sword, and Sing’s murderous intent burst forth.

“A monster who knows nothing of human feelings. Let me teach you one emotion. The emotion called anger.”

***

Detecting the premonition of Sing’s murderous impulse wasn’t difficult.

My skin crawled, and I sensed that if I didn’t react, my hands would be chopped off.

Clang!

I blocked it.

Without a moment to feel relief from my defense, an onslaught of attacks that would sever fingers and wrists came at me with terrifying speed.

In Sing’s sword strikes—the trajectory, force, and even his cold, deadly gaze—there was a powerful resolve.

This was a genuine intent to incapacitate his opponent and cut off their head.

It stung.

I offered to help him.

I even extended my goodwill first.

“How can you misunderstand my feelings like this?!”

Sing’s sword wavered.

That brief hesitation amusingly added even more killing intent to his blade.

“To say such things, knowing the circumstances between Lin and me… Are you mocking our sibling bond until the very end?!”

I had surpassed a first-year’s level long ago.

If I hadn’t trained my specs enough, I wouldn’t have had time to react, and my sword would’ve slipped from my hand, with fingers, wrists, and my head being sliced clean off one after another.

“Siiing! How could you say that! Ghosts are naturally prone to running away!”

Even if you carefully stored a ghost in an artifact, they’d flee at will and run beyond effective range only to be hunted down.

If it was Sing’s sister’s spirit, at least she’d stay by his side, but this one’s just a fake, imitating Lin’s outward appearance after stealing Sing’s memories.

Not even a single ghost but rather a collective consciousness formed by merging the grudges of many spirits.

‘If they’re likely to run away, they need to be trapped in a ring and chained within effective range, with shackles that can’t be broken. So why does he hate it so much?’

In the playthrough where I became Sing’s ally, he even helped find materials for shackles and chains to trap a ghost in an item when I promised to help with his revenge.

Now he can’t stand the thought of trapping his sister’s spirit in an item to keep her close. Complete double standards.

‘Fighting Sing by force is such a loss.’

I do have a trump card with dark mana, one that could defeat even Sing if I fought in earnest.

But if I use that technique, Sing will surely die, and he won’t die quietly, either.

Sing has his own trump card too.

It’s a fight that yields nothing but harm, even if I win—a victory full of scars with only loss to gain.

“Is fighting the only option?”

“You dared provoke me like that and thought you could avoid a fight?”

My pride hurt, but I couldn’t help it.

A veteran player has to know how to handle various weapons.

This weapon, even I, a veteran who’s been through countless rounds, had never wielded before.

I have no way to predict what effect it will have.

It might end the fight in a single strike, or it could backfire.

It’s less lethal than my ultimate move.

But it’s the only way to end things without anyone getting hurt.

‘Alright!’

Think of the pain when a thorn pierces your foot.

Remember the sadness of raiding the treasure vault in the Tower of Magic, only to have the sack of treasure turn out to be a mimic that stole everything.

Recall the sorrow of becoming a petrified warrior after mishandling heroine affection right before graduation.

‘Don’t be scared. Hang in there, me!’

As I struggled with a burning face, my eyes started to water.

“You…”

Sing, who had been mercilessly attacking, lost the savagery in his blade for the first time, his strikes slowing.

“Are you… crying?”

A woman’s tears are a weapon.


Successfully wielding a weapon I had never tried before, in my first attempt in a real battle.

The so-called Weapon Master strategy, a great success!

***

I thought she was a monster incapable of understanding the human heart.

Just clumsily mimicking humans.

Thinking she couldn’t grasp human emotions.

Drip.

Yet, at the sight of tears flowing down Oknodie’s eyes,

A crack formed in my once unshakable belief.

“Am I crying? I really am crying, right?”

“…I feel like a fool for even asking.”

“Yes, that’s right! I’m crying right now.”

When a crocodile opens its mouth wide, tears are merely a reflex, but how did this small monster shed tears without even opening her mouth?

Oknodie, who could imitate human emotions but never understood what true feelings were.

It’s because she was experiencing genuine emotions.

Was it guilt?

Shame?

Or some other reason?

Oknodie shed real tears.

For a reason even she didn’t understand.

“Can we stop fighting now?”

“I’ll give you a chance to explain. Clarify the intent behind what you said about my little sister.”

Would this child, so unskilled with her own emotions, even manage to express herself clearly?

I wanted to hear the reason behind her careless words.

“You see, ghosts? They’re a species known to flee easily, so they need to possess objects…”

Hearing her explanation, it started to make sense.

To think she used such absurd language without a hint of malice.

It seems her parents bear some of the blame here.

What did they let her grow up watching to cause this?

But with a little thought, one can guess.

A human weapon born from the shadows of the Foundation.

The “Papa” figure I’d heard rumors of must refer to the butler from the Foundation who had once visited the academy, or the instructor who trained her.

They weren’t her real parents, and if they were, that’d be even more disastrous.

“A child who didn’t grow up under real parents.”

People who grew up in similar environments feel a certain solidarity and can empathize more easily.

A child who had parents as bad as mine and my little sister’s, or had parents who passed away or were damaged by the Foundation or some other factor.

She’s a child with a past not so different from ours.

“From now on, avoid using words that can be easily misunderstood.”

“Hmph. I said it correctly, okay? It’s Sing who understood it weirdly.”

Normally, I’d narrow my eyes and consider whether to rebuke her for talking back, but now I didn’t feel the urge to draw my sword against this pitiful child.

“So, you intend to trap my little sister in a ring?”

“Yes. I just happen to have a good ring for it.”

“And what makes this ring special enough to confine a ghost pretending to be my sister?”

“Ghosts need vitality to sustain their existence. To remain without harming people, they must inhabit an object that can supply them with life energy. Like this ring.”

Though he wields a sword, even he knows that the Eastern Empire has many artifacts created by spirits and monsters.

It’s not unheard of to trap spirits back into an artifact used to exorcise or calm them.

A bottle that can trap monsters if they’re deceived.

A scroll from which they cannot escape once imprisoned.

That ring, too, could become such an artifact.

But unlike the bottle or scroll, Oknodie’s ring has one distinct difference.

“That ring wasn’t originally meant to trap anything, was it?”

“Amateurs only use things as intended, but veterans? We can create legends ourselves!”

Such a confident answer, almost to the point of arrogance.

Yet her attitude felt oddly reassuring.

Because I knew.

It was just a fake ghost, not my real sister.

But if I wanted to protect even this illusion, I’d have to place my full trust in Oknodie.

“…If you truly protect this child.”

“And if I do?”

“I’ll kill a person for you.”

A reward, then.

The only thing I could offer.


Rustle!

I drew my sword at the sound of a rat scurrying away after eavesdropping, but Oknodie shook her head.

“That’s my friend!”

“…Make sure you keep it quiet.”

The deal was accepted.



 
  
    Chapter 163: On the way to loot the modified items


I’ve managed to trap the ghost in the ring.

<Titosso’s Friendship Ring (Bound)>

Grade – Unique, Level 5

Description – A gift from Ghost Papa, honoring the unchanging friendship of Titosso. If the original ring bearer does not wish it, others cannot gain its effects even if they wear the ring.

Effect 1 – Allows checking of the life gauge

Effect 2 – Transfers life energy

Effect 3 – All stats increase when within 20 meters of another ring bearer

Effect 4 – Store the ghost collective (fake Lin) within the ring at the cost of disabling Effect 1

Appraisal – 220 gold coins, 22,000 points

The fake Lin entered the ring of its own accord, drawn to the life force within as food.

For now, it’s staying quiet, showing no signs of wanting to leave, but who knows what will happen as time goes on.

“How are you going to find something to keep Lin from escaping?”

“I’ll take a course on curses in the second semester to secure a permanent binding, but until then, I’ll find a temporary tool for a provisional seal!”

“What about threatening the other seniors with a blade?”

“There’s no guarantee they’d keep it a secret!”

“True. Let me know if there’s anything I can do to help. I’ll assist however I can with gathering materials for my sister’s safety.”

Sing’s dedication to his fake little sister is unwavering.

It seemed pitiful but admirable at the same time. 

A man willing to face the world as his enemy to carry out revenge, yet setting it aside, deceiving himself, to save a ghost.

It may be a futile effort, but it’s still a touching and admirable story.

‘Being so invested in something like that is pretty cool. Most people don’t have something like that and just go through life, doing things haphazardly.’

Of course, this doesn’t apply to veteran players.

Dreaming of becoming humanity’s mightiest, no, the world’s strongest being—who has time to live life carelessly when you’re meticulously managing every single stat and buff?

[You haven’t forgotten about me, have you?]

“You’ll keep it a secret, right?”

I heard the sound of scratching from a close-range magic communication device in my ear, sounding irritated.

[Fine. It’s rare to see a promising undergrad, and that fake ghost might keep you a bit more subdued.]

“Yay!”

[But if the ghost escapes the ring and causes trouble, I’ll exorcise it immediately.]

“Hehe, don’t worry. I’ll make sure it doesn’t wander around at night or bite people!”

[A ghost isn’t a dog, you know? Anyone listening would think you were raising a dog.]

Professor Destroyer’s lecture ended without issue.

Now, time to find a temporary chain and ring.

On my way to use the stagecoach pass to gather materials.

For some reason, I felt a lot of eyes on me.

I usually get a lot of stares, but today, they felt more frequent and intense.

“Hm.”

I glanced toward a nearby bush, then dashed around the corner of a building.

Tap-tap-tap!

The sound of someone hurrying to catch up, clearly flustered.

“Damn… where’d she go?”

“She is right above you!”

“Oh, so she is… ahh!”

Dorothy, startled, fell backward.

I had hung from the building ledge, then lightly jumped down to land right in front of her.

“Why were you following me?”

“I heard a strange rumor…”

“A strange rumor? That I’m the Dark Princess?”

“Not that.”

“Or that I was caught breaking into the pantry at midnight to collect items for my Cooking Handbook?”

“Classic Oknodie, but no, not that either.”

“Did the rumor about me scamming with a bloodstone spread?”

“Whatever that is, it’s not that either.”

“Could it be that they already found out I snuck out more nutrient solution for the baby Mandragora?”

“…You did that too?”

“Pff. If it’s none of those, it must be nothing. So what is it?”

With a slightly defeated look, Dorothy explained the rumour she’d heard.

“I heard that Oknodie hired Sing as a personal assassin!”

“Huh? No way!”

“Phew. It’s a misunderstanding then, right?”

“Sing just agreed to do me one favour!”

“…Just one?”

“Yup, exactly one!”

“So there’s no misunderstanding! Even if it’s a one-time thing, he’s still acting as an assassin!”

“Geez, why the fuss?”

What’s with the fuss, I wonder.

“Even the forest guardians use bows and daggers against intruders in the forest, right?”

“Well, yes, but… I’m just an apprentice guardian. I only use warning arrows.”

“Hmm. Still a long way to go, huh?”

“W-What? Acting all high and mighty.”

“Nothing. Just keep being a good person, Dorothy.”

As much as she was curious about me, I was curious about something about her too.

“But why did you act like it was just a rumor you’d heard from someone else?”

“Ahh! Y-you knew?!”

“Yeah.”

“Why’d you play along… that’s embarrassing.”

“Because I’m considerate? Trying to keep up the act?”

“If you’re going to keep it up, go all the way…”

Dorothy muttered, but still answered honestly.


“As a guardian, we communicate with forest animals using gestures and sounds, you know?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Sometimes we make friends in the forest and such.”

“Uh-huh.”

“When forest friends talk badly about others, they always act like it’s someone else’s story. I guess I picked up their way of speaking because friends tend to be similar!”

Aren’t forest friends a meme about fleeing after causing a witch hunt due to rumours, only to switch sides and rationalize it when the truth comes out?

Seeing how Dorothy got fooled by her childhood friend in the entrance exam, she seems kind-hearted but maybe a bit imaginative, easily swayed in different directions.

[Your understanding of the character <Dorothy> has increased.]

***

Dorothy’s Understanding Level

Naïve (Understanding 20) – A gullible person who believes even groundless lies and rumors.

Friend of the Forest’s Friends (Understanding 40) – So naïve that at times she’s easily swayed by the negative traits, debuffs, or status ailments of those around her.

***

[Character <Dorothy> has surpassed 20 Favourability Points.]

[1st Privilege <Dorothy’s Hunting Time> has been unlocked.]

[The innocent child knows many secrets of the forest. Go exploring with Dorothy in the forest once a month to increase loot drop rates by 500%!]

Whoa?

Isn’t this feature amazing…?

“Dorothy, do you have any lectures today or tomorrow?”

“I have one, but I just need to submit the assignment.”

“I’ll take care of that. Let’s go to the forest after that!”

“The forest? What for?”

“To find a gift for a friend!”

“Well, if the class leader is doing my assignment, I have no complaints!”

Dorothy eagerly accepted the offer.

***

Exactly six hours later.

In the eerie forest after sunset, Dorothy asked,

“…Orknodi. I forgot to ask, what exactly are we looking for as a gift?”

“A cursed branch from the Wraith Tree to trap a ghost in a ring!”

It was so horrible she couldn’t help but cover her face, just hearing it was agonizing.

“That sounds terrifying! At least come during the day to get it!!”

“But I wanted to make the most of the 5x drop rate event!”

“I can’t see anything!”

“Hehe, it’s fine. Don’t worry so much; I’m taking the Adventurer’s Night Navigation course.”

“I’m not worried about you; I’m worried about myself!”

She swore never to go exploring with Orknodi again.



[Detected a Mark of the Dead in the Cursed Forest.]

[Observation Experience +1]

[Locked eyes with a ghost-possessed deer responding to the ghost within the ring.]

[You resisted falling into fear.]

[Bravery Experience +3]

[I startled Dorothy by grabbing her shoulder with a loud roar.]

[Scaring Experience +1]

The forest at night is truly rewarding.

Everything I do here racks up experience quickly.

And there’s tons of loot.

In bundles of 20, we found five bundles of herbs for curing diseases, two for curse removal, one for bleeding treatment, and half a bundle for paralysis cure.

[You’ve achieved Beginner Herb Gathering Stage 1.]

[Title <Wee Little Herb Picker> obtained.]

[Title bonus: 1% increase in all gathering success rates.]

[Achievement bonus: 100 points acquired.]

Including the berries and flavorful mushrooms we gathered, we’ve got quite the haul.

This stash should last at least a week, even with my appetite, through winter.

“Can we head back now?”

“Just a little longer. We’re almost there!”

“Don’t lie. A squirrel in the forest called me an idiot a while ago!”

“A squirrel said that?”

“When you can understand animal speech, they’re no different from people. Orknodi, do you know the words most commonly used by people with limited vocabulary?”

“Like what?”

“Gimme. Get lost. Sex. The next most common words are insults.”

No wonder I’d seen druids’ personalities deteriorate so fast—I’d never tried a druid class myself, but today I finally understood why.

“It’s okay. Just hold on to my sleeve tightly.”

“This is the last time. After this, we’re heading back, got it?”

“Don’t worry. We’re almost there.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, but whatever you do, don’t let go of my sleeve!”

“So we don’t get lost?”

“Because the cursed tree absorbs sounds around it. Even if it attacks, you can’t detect it by sound!”

Dorothy, who had been following along, suddenly froze in fear.

“Aw, come on. I said it’s fine, right? I’m here.”

“R-right? I can rely on you, Orknodi?”

“Just keep your eyes shut!”

“Why…?”

“Sometimes a wraith on the tree’s branches will pop up to scare you. If you scream, it makes noise for the tree to latch onto, and then it attacks!”

“…On second thought, I want to go back.”

“It’s too late. We’re already here!”

Hiccup.


Dorothy started hiccuping, her nerves frayed, and I patted her back to calm her down.

“It’s fine. You won’t die! Just hold tight to my sleeve, keep your eyes shut, and don’t scream even if you don’t hear anything. Just follow closely, and you’ll get out alive!”

By Chapter 4, at the beginning of the second year at the Academy, this tree will become a terrifying monster that stands up and chases people on its own.

But for now, it’s only first-year level, so it’s not that dangerous, and if you follow the strategy, it’s an easy chapter boss.

And I mean, this boss has a 5x item drop rate. How could I resist looting it without even fighting?



 
  
    Chapter 164: Why is the Professor here?


Chapter Bosses each have their own unique concepts.

Chapter 1: The Berserk, Hestia


	Appearance: 981st Class Entrance Exam, Group A

	Event Timing: Freshman Midterm

	Description: Hestia, a Berserker—seen as a scorned class—realizes her closest friend is actually an entity imitating human behaviour, known as the “Answering Door.” Her rage is unleashed upon her classmates.

	Trait 1: Increases attack power as HP decreases.

	Trait 2: Immune to all mental status effects due to loss of rationality.

	Trait 3: Rapid recovery from physical conditions due to abnormal blood flow.







Chapter 2: ???

Chapter 3: Queen of Pets, Camilla


	Appearance: 981st Class Entrance Exam, Group B

	Event Timing: Sophomore Opening Ceremony

	Description: A manipulative empath who toys with others’ emotions using magic. As she progresses through the academy, she steadily gains more followers, revealing her ambitions for class dominance.

	Trait 1: Students charmed by Camilla become her followers.

	Trait 2: Students who sign her “pet contract” must assist her until they fulfill their designated contributions.

	Trait 3: When Camilla bestows a “blessing” on a pet, the contribution debt owed increases.

	Trait 4: All “masters” who use her pet contract are, in turn, bound as her pets.







Chapter 4: Silent Death, The Forest of Silence


	Appearance: After the 981st Class Entrance Ceremony

	Event Timing: Sophomore Summer Vacation

	Description: A horrifying curse-formed disaster. When you lose the sense you once took for granted, you realize the cursed relics abandoned by humanity have returned.

	Trait 1: In the forest, no sound exists.

	Trait 2: The forest consumes any life form that makes noise.

	Trait 3: As the forest grows, new curses are added.







Apart from the ever-changing boss of Chapter 2, each chapter boss has completely different mechanics:


	Hestia, the close-combat berserker of Chapter 1, slaughters students indiscriminately and ignores all status ailments.

	Camilla, the “Master of Masters” in Chapter 3, aims for dominance over her peers by treating them as loyal servants.

	The Forest of Silence in Chapter 4 creates a “death field,” potentially causing massive casualties if it’s not quickly found and neutralized.



The danger escalates with each chapter. 

In Chapter 1, students only have to contend with Hestia.

Chapter 2 brings unpredictable variables, posing a threat even to seasoned players. 

Chapter 3 involves overcoming interference from a large number of controlled students. 

By Chapter 4, the entire field itself turns hostile.

Moreover, these bosses grow stronger alongside the players.

Anyone attempting to lead an ordinary academy life, imagining they can enjoy a carefree romance, will inevitably be blindsided by the ever-strengthening chapter bosses and may face sudden demise.

“Did you hear? A newbie couple once went out for a picnic and ended up getting devoured by the Forest of Silence.”

Since that video went viral, no newbie dares to venture into the forest for leisure or resource gathering, not even for rare items. 

Though the Forest of Silence won’t chase you if you avoid loud noises, crossing paths with it is a death sentence.

“But hey, that’s a newbie problem.”

***

[You did not flinch when faced with a wraith sent by the Forest of Silence to frighten its prey.]


	Boldness Experience +1



[You didn’t react when the wraith rattled branches and screamed.]


	Boldness Experience +3



[You stayed calm as the wraith wept bloody tears and created a chilling gust.]


	Boldness Experience +5



[You managed to gather branches imbued with powerful curses from the heart of the cursed forest.]


	Boldness Experience +10

	Gathering Experience +10

	Night Action Experience +5

	Fear-Inducing Experience +5



If anyone gets spooked here, it’ll be the chapter boss, not a seasoned player.

“Tsk, why does this one struggle so much?”

The cursed tree writhed, spilling red sap from its wounded branches like blood. 

Annoyed, I hit it a few more times with my sheathed sword. 

The tree stopped struggling only when it bent under my blows, its bark splintering as if struck by an axe.

I picked up an assortment of items: Strange Fruit, Withered Animal Bones, Creepy Doll—enough to fill my bag like ornaments on a Christmas tree. 

Seeing Dorothy shivering, I held back from overloading my bag, though I wanted to collect more.

Entering the forest’s core with Dorothy allowed me to score big, thanks to her 5x item acquisition rate buff. 

It was only fair to be considerate.

[You ventured into the cursed forest’s heart with a friend and survived.]


	Concentration Experience +10

	Night Action Experience +10



“Okay, you can speak now!”

I patted Dorothy on the back. 

She collapsed, clutching her collar.

“Oknodie… my legs won’t work…”

“Want to camp here?”

“No way!! I’ll get up, I will! Just give me a minute!”

Some friends stay calm even in haunted houses, while others scream and crawl through the experience. 

Dorothy seems like the latter.

I should’ve brought her sooner—she’s having a blast. 

Still, better late than never. 

I’ll make it a monthly tradition from now on.

“Wait, is someone coming?”

“Don’t do that scary stuff, please! I hate that.”

“Oh, it’s fine, Dorothy! It’s someone you’ll like.”

“Really? Out here?”

“Yes, really.”

Dorothy looked at me sceptically, protesting. 

Soon, through the swaying trees and the occasional glimmer of moonlight, a figure approached, cracking like bones with every step.

Dorothy, who had been squealing in delight, covered her ears and squeezed her eyes shut.

“Oknodie… this isn’t a forest for freshmen. How did you even get here?”

“I came gathering with a friend!”

“…Robbed a cabin?”

Peering through dark hair with dark, shadowed eyes, the figure was a professor from Night-time Activities for Adventurers—Professor Sadako, someone Dorothy and other thrill-seekers would adore if they met in the woods.

***

Children have such boundless energy.

As adults, we might find it bothersome to travel long distances, but kids eagerly race around, immersing themselves in their own worlds, expanding their boundaries without a second thought.

Most land belongs to someone, and one day, these children will become adults who labor tirelessly just to claim a piece of land to rest upon. 

In that process, perhaps, their innocence will fade away.

“It’s been a while. Since I’ve seen innocence like this.”

A fearless Oknodie.

A peculiar child with the purity of youth and the boldness of a hero.

Oknodie must have run around quite a bit; the sack on their back was bulging so much it looked like it could fit the corpses of ten men and still have room.

“What did you bring, Professor?”

“It’s dangerous if you look.”

“Oh, you’re so stingy~.”

“…Want to see it?”

“Wow! Yes, I want to see it!”

The sacks Oknodie dragged along the ground were as large as hers.

Inside were things like dolls with nails hammered into them, glass jars filled with fingernails and toenails, charms etched with blood, and soot-covered books.

These are what we call cursed waste.

“Eh? Why do you have these here?”

“…Because I’m disposing of them.”

“Professor, are you the one who’s been dumping waste in the forest?!”

Dark Princess, Lord of Darkness.

There were always strange rumors surrounding Oknodie.

To think she even recognized “that forest.”

Maybe those rumours weren’t just rumours after all.


“…Whatever you may know, this is my forest in the first place.”

“Gasp. Really?”

Oknodie could be trusted.

Anyway, if they advance to the next grade and attend my class, they’ll encounter the subject of Curses. 

Think of this as an early lesson.

As for the kid next to her, trembling with fear…she is just along for the ride.

Getting early instruction from the professor — that kid is lucky to have a friend like Oknodie.

“…Want to see the disposal process?”

“I want to! I definitely want to!”

With Oknodie hopping with excitement, dragging her reluctant friend along by the feet, we followed the trail of cursed energy.

We must have wandered around quite a bit today; the Forest of Cursed Waste Disposal was in an unexpected place.

Hooong.

I lifted my foot, pressing it lightly to the ground in a warning gesture.

The ground trembled, and the curse of the forest retreated.

“Behave yourselves.”

The curses and ghostly presences, which had spread around a central tree as their conduit, recoiled back into the tree.

Rumble, rumble.

As I emptied the cursed waste from the sacks in front of the tree, the branches reached out in a frenzy, grasping the cursed objects, snatching them up among the leaves, even swallowing them into the knotholes in the trunk.

Taking advantage of the chaos, a few specters pretended to let the branches take the cursed items, but instead slyly swiped them for themselves.

They must be starving to go so far as to steal this kind of junk.

Ssss.

Feeling a bit sorry for the cursed item thieves, I reached out to them, and their hands withered.

“…What did you just do?”

“I cursed them.”

“A curse…? Why?”

“If they’re so hungry they’d take cursed waste… then they’d probably appreciate a fresh curse even more…?”

For some reason, Oknodie started trembling.

“Are you cold?”

“A l-little?”

“…Let’s head back together.”

“We have a carriage and carriage passes too…”

“…But that means waiting until morning. If you take the professor’s special carriage, you can go back right away.”

After running around and collecting things with so much energy, Oknodie had completely forgotten the chill setting into her body.

Feeling charitable, I decided to lend my carriage to the diligent child. 


Clearly worn out, Oknodie gave a weary “Yes” in reply.

Did I appear a little like a considerate professor, one who recognizes the struggles of students and lends a hand?

‘I’m sure Oknodie will take my class next semester as well.’

As I chuckled warmly to myself, Oknodie’s friend collapsed behind us.

Must be less sturdy than Oknodie



 
  
    Chapter 165: My Child doesn’t bite people


On the way back to the dorm.

Across from me, Professor Sadako sits, gently combing the hair of Dorothy, who’s passed out.

She probably thinks she’s doing this for the student’s benefit, but from what I’ve seen, Dorothy woke up twice mid-passing out, saw Professor Sadako, and fainted again.

Maybe it’s better to separate them.

While I was thinking that to myself, Professor Sadako, perhaps bored with just combing hair, started speaking first.

“How was your impression of Poppy?”

“Who is Poppy?”

“The tree.”

So it was a name given to the tree.

I wish she wouldn’t name things like a pet dog she’s raising at home.

“Wouldn’t a name that sounds too weak make people confused? Like, thinking it’s okay to go near it.”

“My Poppy doesn’t bite people.”

…It does bite!

That thing kills a lot of people!

I had a burning desire to argue, but I kept my mouth shut, worried she’d actually drag me to the tree to prove it doesn’t bite.

What if the professor made me stick my hand into the knothole of the tree, and then Poppy, holding a grudge for having its branches torn off, just snapped shut on it?

I’d lose a precious hand, crying my eyes out, while Professor Sadako would pull out a healing potion and say:

“Oops?”

…Pointing out that the professor is wrong would require the courage and sacrifice to endure such a tragedy!

At times like these, a delicate touch was needed rather than directly stating, “Professor, you’re wrong!”

“Poppy consumes cursed waste, right?”

“…Yes.”

“What if you can’t care for the forest anymore?”

“Then it’ll probably roam around looking for food.”

“Wouldn’t that put other people in danger?”

I’m not saying you’re wrong, but please understand that a hungry Poppy might cause trouble!

At the very least, put it on a leash or something!

Perhaps my desperate plea got through, as Professor Sadako seemed to realize what I was concerned about.

“I won’t let it go that hungry. As long as no one interferes.”

“Who would interfere, knowing that dangerous—um, carnivorous plant Poppy might hurt someone?”

“The other professors.”

Phew.

It seems like the dangerous plant Poppy has a safe word.

I’m relieved I didn’t call it a monster.

“Huh? The other professors interfere?”

“Professors from the Empire don’t like professors from the Border.”

Huh? 

Now that I think about it… could this be…?

It started to make sense after hearing that.

Without any special intervention, Professor Sadako usually retires at the end of the first semester of sophomore year.

Sometimes, she retires even earlier, by the second semester of freshman year.

When the professor disappears, Poppy, left without its caretaker, would roam around more aggressively, seeking food.

It would follow any life forms that could make sounds to satisfy its hunger, capturing creatures with its branches and making them scream long enough to fill its belly.

Essentially, Professor Sadako’s retirement would trigger the appearance of the chapter boss in Chapter 4.

“If you were to retire from the academy, what would you do with Poppy?”

I thought it might be a misunderstanding, so I asked to confirm.

Professor Sadako fell into a serious contemplation.

“…Poppy is a cursed pet tree that soothes my loneliness.”

“You’d take it with you, wouldn’t you?”

“It’s academy policy. I can’t take an academy property with me when I leave…”

Does that mean…?

“…I’d have to say goodbye, telling it to grow strong.”

So that’s why!!

It was all so that Poppy could grow strong for the professor’s sake and start a death field massacre during the summer vacation of sophomore year!!

The truth about the chapter boss, unknown even to veterans, has been revealed.

This means I absolutely cannot let Professor Sadako retire!

I have to diligently attend her classes and make sure she doesn’t retire; otherwise, her cute pet might one day turn into a monstrous forest I can’t handle.

“I’ll take your class in the second semester too, Professor.”

“…That’s a good idea.”

“And in the first and second semesters of sophomore year as well!”

Professor Sadako looked slightly pleased.

“So… what did you gather in your bag?”

“It’s a secret!! It’s a secret!!!”

“…Really?”

The professor turned her head away.

The good mood didn’t last long.

She seemed a bit sulky.

She wouldn’t quit the academy because of this, right?

…She wouldn’t, right?!

[You have safely disembarked from Professor Sadako’s Skull Carriage.]

[+10 Boldness EXP]

[+5 Willpower EXP]

[+5 Social Skills EXP]

After shaking with anxiety for quite a while, I finally arrived at the dormitory.

***

“Wahhh.”

The baby Mandragora, floating around in the freshly changed nutrient solution, raised a tiny root in greeting.

“No, this is for the ring. Shoo, shoo.”

“…”


The ingredients spilled out onto the floor as I turned the pouch inside out.

Starting with the cursed branches and cursed items that are dangerous if left too long, I placed them on the magic circle and set up a darkroom using the blackout curtains stolen from the drama club.

“Wah?”

Peeking, peeking.

Through the tent, I could see the baby Mandragora’s tiny branches bobbing along with the light, but now was not the time to play with the little one.

As promised to Sing, I had to manage the ghost in the ring, making sure it didn’t roam around harming people at random, like an unleashed dog.

“Oh, shoot. I forgot about this.”

While diligently drawing the magic circle, I remembered an ingredient I had completely forgotten about.

A magic circle works to amplify effects beyond the caster’s abilities by using the power and output of the circle itself, and the medium for drawing it is essential.

Magic circles drawn with chalk, animal blood, or metal dust each provide different auxiliary effects.

Chalk is low-cost and stable.

It’s convenient for instant magic circles.

Animal blood is commonly used for sacrificial alchemy magic circles.

Metal dust is favored for transmutation magic circles.

Certain materials are specialized for curses, but branches are offerings for the magic circle, not the material to create it.

The true choice for curses is black ink.

‘Black is the symbol of curses!’

A magic circle drawn with pitch-black ink, like the color of Jiang’s hair, enhances the curse effect.

Restrictions, range limitations, and the binding of the ghost to the ring are all classified as curses.

The school store sells stationery, but it only has low-grade ink meant for students.

The high-quality ink is in the professor’s lab.

But breaking into the professor’s lab is too intimidating.

A compromise on mid-grade ink—neither too low nor high—is necessary.

With that in mind, I decided to raid the calligraphy club’s ink supply.

Sneakily.

Rummaging.

As I snuck into the club area and diligently searched the calligraphy club’s cabinet, I suddenly heard the sound of a door sliding open.

“!!”

I have to hide!

I dove into the cabinet I was searching, squeezing myself inside, just as the lights came on and footsteps drew near.

“Oh, come on, Takeshi. What are you doing in here? The club president will be furious.”

“What’s the big deal? The dorms are off-limits for the opposite sex. The club rooms are the only places we can have fun. Besides, the president is a straight-laced girl; she’d never come at this hour.”

“Fufu. Where are you touching, Takeshi? You’re so bold♡”

Suddenly, the couple went into a love-dovey frenzy, making smooching sounds and all.

At this rate, I was bound to be stuck here, forced to listen to them enjoying their romantic time in the cabinet.

Damn it.

Lucky guy.

Why is Takeshi the only one who gets to do these steamy things with a girl?!

As I simmered in jealousy, I sensed a presence in the cabinet.

“Fake ghost?”

Fake ghost, borrowing Lin’s face, sat crouched beside me in the cabinet’s darkness, tilting her head as if asking what I was doing here.

“I can’t leave because of those two. Can you scare them off for me?”

I whispered softly, and the fake Lin, with a blank, ghostly face, simply stared at me with an emotionless expression.

Sighing in exasperation at the absurdity of bringing a ghost into this, I watched as the fake Lin slowly faded into the shadows.

“Takeshi, I told you not to touch there yet.”

“Huh? I wasn’t even touching you.”

“Liar. You just touched me.”

“See? I’m holding onto this chair right now.”

“T-then who touched me just now?!”

Suddenly, the couple’s atmosphere turned icy.

“L-let’s get out of here.”

“Y-yeah.”

The couple hurriedly fled the club room.

As I crawled out of the cabinet, the fake Lin was playing with a thin, white, thread-like substance between her fingers, stretching and retracting it like a child with clay.

“Where did you touch them?”

“…”

When the fake Lin’s gaze shifted to her skirt, a sudden wave of embarrassment hit me.

“You perverted ghost! Th-this is off-limits!”

After wiping the liquid off her fingers onto the chair, the fake Lin slid back into the ring.

[You released the ghost and repelled the couple.]

[Stealth Experience +1]

[Frightening Experience +1]


“…”

That fake ghost, imitating Sing’s sister.

I’m grateful for the help, but she’s a bit terrifying.

‘Should I hide it somewhere other than my ring?’

What if the ghost comes out and does something weird while I’m asleep?!



 
  
    Chapter 166: What happens if you don’t lock your doors


Carrying the ink excitedly, she returned to her room and completed the magic circle she’d been drawing.

With all the ingredients laid out for a magic circle she’d memorized completely thanks to her veteran knowledge, and after diligently consuming stat stones to gather mana.

—Ta-da!

<Curse Magic Circle>

<Curse of Binding – Binding the Spirit Ring>

<Curse of Restriction – Limiting the Spirit’s Range of Movement>

<Titosso’s Friendship RIng(Bound)>

Grade – Unique, Grade 6

Description – A gift from Ghost Papa, honoring the unchanging friendship of Titosso. If the original ring bearer does not wish it, others cannot gain its effects even if they wear the ring.

Effect 1 – Allows checking of the life gauge

Effect 2 – Transfers life energy

Effect 3 – All stats increase when within 20 meters of another ring bearer

Effect 4 – Instead of activating Effect 1, store a ghost swarm (Fake Lin) within the ring

Effect 5 – Instead of activating Effect 2, restrict the ghost swarm (Fake Lin) from leaving a 20-meter range around the ring

Appraisal – 150 gold coins, 15,000 points

Through a complex process, she bound the fake Lin to the item and tightened the range of movement to the shortest possible.

The item’s grade went down in return, but it made sense considering that the fake Lin wasn’t a high-combat ghost that could substitute for the life-transfer function.

“…Isn’t 20 meters still too far?”

She placed the ring in one corner of the room and sat in the diagonally farthest corner, just barely exceeding 20 meters.

Sss.

The fake Lin emerged from the ring, tottering on two legs, staggering, and stumbling repeatedly.

The range restriction, which acted as a spiritual chain, limited the ghost’s walking ability, making her crawl across the floor awkwardly as if she’d forgotten how to walk.

Thunk.

Fake Lin could go no further, feeling the tug of the chain around her ankle.

“20 meters! If you wander too far, Sing will worry, so stay within that range from now on, got it?”

Fake Lin looked up at her with an expressionless face, though she somehow seemed slightly annoyed.

Whack, whack.

“Ow! Hey, stop hitting me! Don’t hit me!”

Fake Lin smacked her head with her fists.

Being a ghost, her punches should have passed harmlessly through the air, but thanks to her life-force supply, she had <Materialized>, landing blows that actually hurt.

While she hadn’t trained in martial arts, it was enough damage that she couldn’t call it a soft or feathery punch.

“Geez. If I don’t sleep, I won’t grow taller!”

Fake Lin lifted one leg in a protesting stance, signalling her to do something about the chain.

Of course, she wasn’t about to release it, and ultimately, she was pestered by the ghost all night.

But as she stayed up all night without sleep, a strange question suddenly occurred to her.

‘Did I lock the door when I went out to get ink?’

Eh, it’s probably fine.

If someone had come in, the Baby Mandragora would have cried out, wailing to alert her.

There’s no way anything happened.

***

Hestia didn’t have much talent for cooking.

For mercenaries, cooking was all about quick preparation and high calorie content.

Soul food for mercenaries was a thick stew, made by dumping chunks of hunted meat and assorted ingredients into a pot and boiling until the mixture lost its form.

‘I want to show my gratitude to Oknodie with a meal, but this wouldn’t do at all!’

Normally, she’d have led a solitary and lonely academy life due to her Berserker class, but thanks to the protection of Oknodie, her head of the year, Hestia’s academy life wasn’t so bad.

Her past adversary, the fighter Lotto, maintained a somewhat cold relationship with her in the same group, while her other group member, Jigoku, acknowledged her as a companion.

“Be good to her.”

“All of a sudden? With what?”

“That little girl, Oknodie, seems to be pretty attached to you.”

Jigoku, the privateer who wore a pirate captain’s hat and roamed around the academy with a gun and a sword, had a gruff personality but shared her sentiment for Oknodie.

“I know. I’ve received plenty of help from Oknodie, so I plan to make her a meal as thanks.”

“Oh. You know how to cook? Let me taste it. I’ll give you my review.”

During camping, Hestia eagerly attempted a dish reserved for times when there was time and ample supplies.

Instead of the merciless stew of tossing everything into a pot, she tried a “grilled” dish, cooking meat over an open flame!

Sizzle, sizzle.

The well-cooked meat released a heavy aroma.

She’d salted it lightly, but there was no denying it was far from gourmet compared to cafeteria food.

“Well, it’s edible.”

“Are you mocking me?”

“Do you think Oknodie cares about taste? If it’s edible, she’ll eat it. That girl could eat rocks.”

“…True.”

Encouraged by Jigoku’s review, Hestia.

She prepared skewers, grilling meat outside to have ready for Oknodie’s return.

‘I want to see her eat what I made.’

Ideally, she’d like to hand it to her in person, but Oknodie returned quite late.

Assuming she was probably out doing something strange only she knew about, she was about to place the skewers by the door when a chilling presence from outside caught her attention, and a bone carriage led by a skull mage stopped.

Oknodie stepped out, holding a large bag, and inside the dark carriage sat a mysterious figure who watched her and her friend’s departure with a blank expression.

“…What on earth did you get up to?”

She had a mountain of questions, but she worried that pestering her might annoy Oknodie.

While she hesitated, caught between wanting to know and not wanting to overstep, Oknodie left again.

‘Sigh. I’ll just leave the food at her door.’

In the hallway where upperclassmen resided, it was unlikely anyone would steal her meal.

Even if they did, one bite would make them return it.

As she set the plate down by her door, she noticed it was slightly ajar, as though Oknodie had carelessly forgotten to close it properly.

“This girl. Where did she leave her mind?”

After riding in that eerie carriage, it would make sense if she left her mind inside.

As she reached to close the door, something odd caught her eye through the crack.

An unfinished pattern drawn on the floor, something strange and suspicious.

She shouldn’t go into someone else’s room uninvited.


Oknodie would surely be furious.

Even though she knew she shouldn’t, humans are prone to breaking taboos.

‘I’ll just take a quick look. Really, just a peek.’

Rationalizing to herself, she opened the door.

Seeing the exposed floor, Hestia was shocked.

A magic circle.

In a room filled with ominous things piled high, there was an ominous magic circle of unknown origin.

‘Oknodie… are you really trying to become a demon lord?!’

Hestia quickly stepped inside and closed the door.

No one else could see this.

But above all, she shouldn’t be doing this.

An obviously suspicious magic circle.

Could it be a summoning circle for a demon?

My body felt a chill.

Sensing the presence of a curse in the room was definitely not ordinary.

A magic circle that emits this much of an eerie aura, even though it’s not fully drawn yet!

“Goo-goo.”

I heard the sound only after I had regained my senses for a while.

The dark, dim interior.

A suspicious bottle filled with liquid sat in one corner.

Inside it floated a peculiar creature, leisurely drifting with a human-like face.

Hestia clamped her mouth shut.

If she didn’t, she thought she might scream.

‘Oknodie… What on earth are you raising in here?!’

Mandragora, an ultra-rare plant.

Even Hestia, a veteran mercenary in her own right, didn’t know what it looked like in real life.

Most mercenaries don’t even know how to safely pull out a Mandragora.

Those who don’t know what it looks like are better off.

The ones who know just enough to recognize it often get cocky and try to harvest this expensive plant, relying on incomplete knowledge, only to die bleeding from their ears.

They either live without greed because they don’t know…

Or die because they tried out of greed.

In this extreme dichotomy, Hestia belonged to the former.

To her, the Mandragora was an unknown creature.

Something utterly inhuman, with a human face on a plant’s body.

“You… could it be, were you human once? Did you end up trapped in that body?”

“Goo-goo.”

“Say something! Come on, talk!”

The Mandragora lifted its tiny roots to point at something.

It was the plate Hestia had brought.

“This? You want this?”

Plop, plop.

The Mandragora tapped the water’s surface with its tiny roots, urging her to put the plate down in front of it.

Hestia set down the plate and watched as the Mandragora grabbed a skewer and tore into it, looking so much like a human that she couldn’t help but believe it.

“Did Oknodie make you like this?”

“Goo-goo.”

“No?”

“Goo-goo.”

Although it didn’t seem like they could communicate, Hestia roughly grasped what the goo-goo Mandragora meant.

A mercenary who doesn’t learn to read the next move or hostility of a monstrous creature when facing it alone with just an axe doesn’t survive for long.

<Skill – Eye for Gestures>

<Skill – Guesswork>

It wasn’t a monster created by Oknodie.

The Mandragora’s reaction was closer to suggesting that Oknodie had rescued it.

But then, if it was once human and lost its human form, where on earth had Oknodie found such a terrible experiment?

Hestia could only think of one place.

Visitation.

The servant.

The Foundation.

A drama played out in Hestia’s mind.

A late hour.

The servant, who had been rumored to have visited Oknodie.

Oknodie, tilting her head and asking. 

“Where’s the friend you were supposed to come with?”

With a bright smile, the servant takes out the bottle.

“Oh… do you mean this?”

Before enrolling in the academy.

A prospective student who had been raised by the Foundation, just like Oknodie.

But unlike Oknodie, who was accepted, her friend didn’t make it into the academy.

The cost was this.

A horrid transformation, losing their human form.

Oknodie, unable to hold back a scream of anguish.

To this anguished friend, the servant delivers a cruel warning.

“Do not go against the Foundation’s will. You could be the next one to end up like this.”

The servant leaves, and she is left to live with the friend who had become a monster.

And she begins her search.

Even if it means boarding a suspicious carriage, she’s determined to break the curse on her friend.

‘So, all of the ominous curse in the room, the strange magic circle, the closed door at this late hour, and the hurried outing… they were all for the friend!’

Hestia fought back tears with all her might.

Plop, plop.

As the Mandragora, having finished its skewer, set it down on the plate, Hestia picked up the plate and, with a voice choked with tears, made a promise.


“You wanted meat, didn’t you? I’ll bring you more next time…”

Delighted by the rare treat other than its usual nutrient solution, the Mandragora splashed around in the water.

Watching its innocent display, Hestia finally shed silent tears as she quickly ran out of the room.

“Goo-goo.”

Thus ended a night’s ordeal, all because Oknodie had forgotten to lock the door.



 
  
    Chapter 167: The Curse Uproar


Ever since I enchanted the fake ghost into my ring, my daily life has become noticeably more inconvenient.

“Huh? I definitely left my pen on the desk, so why is it on the floor?”

“Same here! The hairpin I put in my hair earlier somehow ended up in my front uniform pocket!”

“Maybe it’s just forgetfulness~?”

“Is it?”

“Don’t be too embarrassed! I sometimes forget things too—like scoring a 40 on pop quizzes because I blanked out!”

“…That just means you didn’t study.”

It’s become normal for students sitting around me during lectures to get tangled up in strange situations.

“Ugh, look at this, Oknodie. My straw’s all soggy.”

“S-Sorry.”

“Why is Oknodie apologizing…?”

One time, while we were having lunch together in the cafeteria, Jiang pouted, touching a straw the ghost had sneakily slurped from first.

“Alright, for all noble activities, flexibility is essential. Today, we’ll test your suppleness with exercises like high jumps, long jumps, limbo, and seated forward reaches.”

When it was my turn to jump, Lin, who had slipped out of the ring in ghost form, subtly lifted the pole just as I was about to leap.

I was speechless at the persistence in sabotaging my assessment, but there was no way I’d let that slide. 

I acted as if I was taking a running start, sprinted 20 meters out, and dashed forward to jump over it before Lin could grab the pole again.

[You successfully completed the high jump despite ghostly interference.]

[Long Jump EXP +3]

[Dodging EXP +1]

[Jumping EXP +1]

Hah. 

Trying to trip up a pro? 

Nice try!

Snorting proudly, I taunted, and on the next round, Lin appeared even more determined, holding the pole aloft at her maximum height just as I sprinted toward it.

“What on earth…?”

“Why is the pole floating on its own?”

“Student using telekinesis! Although I appreciate the ingenuity of trying to hinder others to save your own score, blatant cheating will result in a penalty.” 

Professor Bronze remarked.

An uproar started over whether it was okay to cheat if you didn’t get caught, but the ghost’s refusal to lower the pole had turned the mood quite serious.

“Did I make myself unclear? I said to put the pole back in its original position.”

“…”

“Defying the professor, are we? Are you asking to lose points?”

With no actual caster for the telekinesis, the pole, of course, didn’t budge.

Annoyed, Professor Bronze began to release a detection wave to find the caster. 

It was a spell that traced magic signatures to identify and connect the magic to its caster—extremely practical, befitting the world’s greatest scholar.

But with no actual caster, no one could be caught.

“It’s…not magic?”

A pole floating freely without magic?

Naturally, the whole class was in an uproar.

“What’s going on?”

“Why is it doing that?”

“Is it…a ghost?”

At the mention of a ghost, fake Lin flinched and darted back into the ring.

Clang.

It was almost as if she had heard and responded, creating a perfect coincidence. 

Which, in reality, she had.

The students, oblivious to the truth, screamed and stumbled backward, causing a frenzy.

“Hmm. Today’s practice ends here for safety reasons.”

As a result, the class switched to a lecture, but rumors about a ghost started to spread among the students in Professor Bronze’s class.

“What do you think? Could it have been a ghost?”

“Maybe the ghost of a student who failed the high jump, missed out on extra points, and starved to death?”

“Jezel, not every thought that pops into your head needs to be said.”

“Haha, sorry. Just trying to lighten the mood.”

“But still, it’s a bit unsettling. It feels like the spirit of someone who met an unfortunate accident, filled with resentment, wanting to harm students. Are you okay, Oknodie?”

“I’m fine! I’m tough, so tripping on things won’t kill me.”

“We’re just worried about you.”

“Little mouse, we know you’re independent, but promise to reach out to us if anything happens, alright?”

“Got it.”

And so, I ended up worrying even Isabel and Jezel.

This troublemaking ghost.

“Are you really going to keep this up? Because of you, people around me are getting suspicious.”

The fake Lin crouched silently, shaking her chains as if to say, ‘If you don’t like it, then unchain me.’

Like I’d consider that! 

She’s already causing enough trouble as it is.

“Hmph. No way. I’ll never let you go. Sticking my tongue out!”

“…”

With a challenging look, like a cheeky cat staring down its owner, she met my eyes without flinching.

And so began our silent showdown, like two beasts trying to establish dominance.

***

Early evening, just as the sun began to set.

Jiang and Titosso were on their way to a lecture on night operations for adventurers.

The two often chatted about various things, but unlike the usual where Titosso, the more timid of the two, would do most of the talking, today Jiang started the conversation first.

“Don’t you think there’s been a lot of strange stuff happening around Oknodie lately?”

“Oh, that? I heard about it too. I have a friend named Dorothy, and she went with Oknodie to the deep forest in a carriage over the weekend. Apparently, she found something weird there.”

Jiang shivered slightly.

It was eerie to hear scary stories on their way to a lecture that was already intimidating.

So focused on the story, Titosso didn’t notice that Jiang was trembling in fear.

“A weird thing?”

“They say it might be a cursed object.”


“A curse isn’t something you can stab to death with a dagger, though.”

“…Isn’t your point of fear kind of strange?”

“Still, it’s scary. There are a lot of targets who use curses to protect themselves from assassins.”

“Heh. I didn’t know that.”

“Titosso, your papa is the deputy mayor, right? It’s good to have defensive measures set up in advance with a curse. Targets protected by a capable witch’s curse are so feared that even assassins avoid them.”

“What kind of curses do they get?”

“There are lots. Curses that make you blind, curses that make you look ugly.”

It’s why curses are feared in the assassin world.

“Are there really such terrifying curses?”

“They’re not common. I heard that powerful curses require strict conditions to activate. Either the ingredients are really expensive, or the conditions are very difficult, or a tremendous amount of dedication is required.”

“Doesn’t sound much different from other fields. Ugh, but it’s still scary. If you’re protected by a curse, wouldn’t you be scared you’d accidentally curse yourself?”

Titosso shivered and rubbed his arms to shake off the chills.

“Do you think Oknodie got cursed like that too?”

“Not to that extent, but there’s a sense that she’s under something. After all, Oknodie is an assassin.”

“Would they lift curses in the infirmary?”

“It’d be expensive.”

“How do you lift a curse?”

“Some curses just wear off over time, while others need special unbinding procedures. The nastier the curse, the harder and more intricate the unbinding process is—almost impossible to achieve by coincidence.”

“I guess if it was a curse you could lift by eating a lot, Oknodie would be cured in a day.”

Talking about curses, they eventually arrived at the lecture hall.

Oknodie, who had arrived earlier, greeted them cheerfully beside the professor.

“…Hi.”

“The professor’s already here too…”

Jiang and Titosso’s faces fell.

Whatever curse Oknodie might be under, it couldn’t be worse than seeing Professor Sadako, who would scare anyone in a nightmare.

“…Seems like you’re interested in curses.”

“Yes… I was just thinking that Oknodie might be under a curse…”

“She is not cursed. She just picked up a bit of the lingering curse energy from a cursed object.”

“I- I see… But how did you know that, Professor?”

While Jiang kept her mouth shut, the oblivious Titosso made the dangerous attempt to engage the professor in small talk.

Apparently pleased with the shy first-year’s attempt, Professor Sadako continued the conversation.

“Because the curse Oknodie picked up was likely residual curse waste from my class…”

“From your class, Professor Sadako?”

“Dark magic and curses are inseparable… As for you, who have just started on the path of darkness, you’ll learn it in your second year.”

“This is a Nightime Activities for Adventures Class right?!”

“…Shall we begin the lecture…”

“Please don’t dodge the question…”

The short chat only left them anxious about their future (second year).

But the next day, Titosso felt that maybe yesterday’s conversation wasn’t completely pointless.

“To all first-year students. Due to a contagious curse currently circulating within the school, please carry the <amulet> placed by the door when leaving the premises. The academy will not be held responsible for any accidents arising from failure to carry the amulet. You can check this notice on the first-floor bulletin board.

That is all from the first-year girls’ dormitory staff.”

Ding-dong-ding-dong.

With the chime ending the announcement, a wave of immense anxiety washed over Titosso’s fearful heart.

What kind of curse could be going around?

At times like these, a friend who knows about curses is essential.

Jiang and Oknodie.

Since they’re assassins, they must know a lot about this.

“Jiang, it’s me! Open up. Tell me more about curses. I’m so scared!”

“…Don’t call me. I don’t want to get infected with any curse. You wanted to know about curses, right? Then stay holed up in your room. I’m not moving from mine all weekend.”

Instead of easing her anxiety, her talk with Jiang only made it worse.

Now Oknodie was her only hope!

“Worried about the curse?”

“Yes, yes. Isn’t there anything we can do?”

Poking her head through the door, Oknodie looked confused.

“Just get cursed. Why’s that so scary?”


“…What?”

“If you get cursed once and overcome it, your curse resistance goes up. So the more curses you get, the better!”

What on earth.

Titosso was speechless at Oknodie’s innocent suggestion.

Did the Foundation make her do that… to such an extent…?



 
  
    Chapter 168: Curse Resistance


As academy life stretches on, it’s not uncommon to fall under a powerful curse.

Sometimes, a mutated curse emerges from a mishmash of lesser curses in the lab, or a forbidden experiment that didn’t get approval from the student council might unleash a cursed creature. 

Or you open a treasure chest only to find yourself trapped by a senior’s curse.

“Well, I was planning to raise my curse resistance in my second year anyway. Guess I get to preview it early!”

Of course, it’s not like anyone starts out doing something extreme like spending a week blind to overcome a blindness curse.

It usually starts with something like a curse that makes the soles of your feet itch. 

Or a curse that makes you overly aware of your blinking.

Or one that leaves you constantly wondering if you should rest your tongue on the roof of your mouth or on your lower teeth.

Building up curse resistance always begins with small, trivial curses like these, step by step.

“Just check the noticeboard. It says there’s information posted there, remember?”

“…If it’s a scary curse, I’m definitely not training to resist it.”

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s just go check.”

With a very nervous Titosso in tow, we head over to where the noticeboard is, only to find a bunch of other female students already crowded around it, discussing it with serious faces.

It’s great that they’re taking it seriously, but I wish they’d step aside a little so we could actually see the board.

Because of my height, I can’t see a thing!

“Ughh.”

Standing on my tiptoes and craning my neck doesn’t help, and neither does hopping up while holding onto Titosso’s shoulders as she whines about her feet hurting. 

All I can see is a jumble of colorful hair.

They look like candy.

So tempting to take a bite.

As I was indulging in this mischievous thought, I suddenly felt a sensation of weightlessness as my body was lifted into the air.

Startled, I flailed, and then heard a calm, soothing voice from behind.

“It’s me. Hestia.”

“Hestia! You scared me.”

“This way, you can see better, right?”

I can see clearly.

But it’s not the noticeboard that I see; it’s the sharp looks of the students gathered around it.

“Oh, I shouldn’t laugh.”

While some of them struggled to hold back their laughter, others openly burst out laughing.

“Pfft. Isn’t it hilarious that someone so short needs a lift just to see the noticeboard?”

“Grr… Princess Masugaki.”

“Shortie ♡ Academy’s smallest ♡ Maybe get yourself a personal ladder ♡”

“You’re the third shortest person in the academy yourself!”

“I can’t hear anything from someone shorter than me ♡”

Taking this volley of insults from Masugaki from the morning was infuriating.

“Pipe down, Princess. You don’t know anything about Oknodie.”

“Haa? Are you talking to me~?”

“Oknodie has enough problems as it is without you. There’s a reason this kid can’t grow taller, you know. Got it?”

Hestia suddenly went off on a tangent.

I appreciate her defending me, but I don’t get it.

What reason could I have for not growing taller, and how would Hestia even know?

***

When one remembers the sacrifices Oknodie makes, working late into the night to support a friend, it’s clear.

A growing child without a proper sleep schedule can’t grow taller, can they?

“A reason… she can’t grow taller?”

Masugaki thought.

A warning given at this timing and with that serious expression.

Could it be?

That must be it.

Oknodie is under a curse that prevents her from growing taller!

“…I didn’t mean to. I didn’t want to mock someone’s misfortune. Please believe me.”

Being small herself, Princess Masugaki suddenly realized how harsh her words had been.

“Apologize directly to Oknodie.”

“Sorry, Oknodie.”

Worried about making things awkward, I played it cool, acting like I didn’t understand.

“If you’re sorry, give me some points!”

“…How much?”

“As much as you feel sorry?”

The Princess shot me a glare, but tapped on her magic watch.

When someone asks you to make amends with money, it usually just makes you want to argue more.

But the wealthy princess opted for the easy way out, sending points instantly.

“Sent ♡”

“Wow, 100 points! Thanks!”

“Ugh, what a loss, all for a simple greeting ♡ I’m leaving ♡”

Princess Masugaki spun around and headed toward the B-Group lounge, with her upperclasswoman entourage trailing behind.

The Third Princess, Yayoi, who wasn’t part of the Masugaki’s faction, gave a slight bow before quietly following the crowd.

“Phew. At least now I can read the noticeboard comfortably.”

“This is embarrassing… can you put me down now?”

Embarrassed Oknodie?

A rare sight.

If I want to see this side of Oknodie again, maybe I just need to lift her up by the armpits in front of a crowd.

It might work even better with a bigger audience.

I’ll have to try it out sometime.

While Hestia plotted something mischievous, Oknodie finished reading the noticeboard.

And heaved a disappointed sigh.

“Seriously? It’s just the usual Random Weekly Event, popping up a bit early.”

“Random Weekly Event? You mean one of those events the academy organizes every week?”

“Of course. If it was a real serious curse going around, they’d have given more than just a protective amulet—they would’ve issued a lockdown order.”

Could one even expect such measures at an academy this chaotic?


It’s hard to relate, considering that at the beginning of the semester, even when water rose high enough for fish to be seen swimming outside the first floor of the dormitory, classes still went on.

“If you’re up for it, Hestia, would you like to go out with the three of us?”

“Go out? To where?”

“Where the curse is!”

“What? I’m coming too?”

Titosso looked dismayed.

***

A curse spreading artificially in the academy often comes with obvious suspicious effects.

“Look over there, Titosso. There’s a random glimmer in the bushes. Let’s stick a hand in and see what happens!”

“No way. If I get plant sap on my hand, it’ll sting, and curses are scary, too.”

“Come on.”

“Ahh! I said I didn’t want to!”

A tingling sensation.

The mystery of the curse was revealed as an unbearable urge to scratch the hand that went into the bush.

“Congratulations. It’s a low-grade curse—the Tickle Curse!”

“More like a disaster! It’s way too itchy. Ugh, it’s as annoying as a mosquito bite.”

“Still, if you scratch the itchy spot a set number of times, the curse will break! But if you hold out, your curse resistance will increase. What’ll you do, Titosso?”

“Can’t I just scratch it?”

“Sure, but your resistance won’t increase, so next time you get hit with a similar curse, it’ll be just as itchy.”

The choice: hold out to gain curse resistance, or scratch and lose the chance at resistance.

While Titosso wrestled with a fierce internal debate, Hestia suddenly shoved her hand into the bush.

“Hey! Why’d you put…it…in there!”

“You can speak casually.”

“Uh, okay. I’ll keep using formal speech…it feels safer…”

Titosso, feeling intimidated by the towering Hestia, grew noticeably more cautious.

“When you’re a mercenary, roaming around battlefields, you end up in some rough situations. Sometimes you even fight dark sorcerers who command sinister forces and, every now and then, you get cursed.”

“Wow…being a mercenary sounds really tough.”

“The Tickle Curse may not seem like much, but it can be pretty brutal. It breaks your focus.”

If you’re caught in a dire situation where you can’t help but scratch an intense itch, you might lose focus just long enough to lose your head.

Hearing Hestia’s story, Titosso seemed convinced, clenching her fist with determination.

“All right. I’ll resist it too.”

“Good thinking!”

[You endured the Tickle Curse for one minute and gained Curse Resistance.]

[Curse Resistance XP +1]

[Patience XP +1]

The curse disappeared as if it had been a lie, leaving behind a strange sense of accomplishment, like a bond forged in battle.

“Now I can return with pride. When I get back to the dorm, I’ll say, ‘Who am I? The one who endured the Tickle Curse—Titosso!’ It’ll be fun.”

“How cute.”

“Aren’t you happy too, Hestia?”

“It feels good.”

“Both of you are happy, so that’s great! Now, let’s go find the next curse.”

Titosso’s head creaked as she turned, looking as if she’d just heard something unbelievable.

“Next curse?”

“It’s not often you find harmless, easy-to-handle curses like this one. If it was dangerous, the dorm’s protective amulet would take care of it. We can’t stop after just one!”

“…I want to go back.”

“Oh, look over there! The fountain’s water is glimmering purple!”

“I really want to go back!”

“Come on!”

“Ahh!”

Honestly, you’ve always seemed a bit fragile, so I’ve been worried. 

If we’re going to stay in the academy for a long time, we need to build up your resistance now.

Hang in there, Titosso!

“Hmm. This curse causes swelling in the respiratory tract. How do you think we break it?”

“It’ll go away if you blow your nose! But if you don’t, it’ll strengthen your resistance, right?”

“The Princess Masugaki would never be able to withstand this curse.”

Imagining the sniffling Princess Masugaki, we spent quite some time roaming the grounds, building up resistance to various curses.


In the process, we finally encountered the person we’d been expecting.

“Is the ritual taken care of?”

Hestia even flinched, instinctively stepping forward protectively against the man with a dangerously intense aura.

The solitary swordsman from the East.

…And now, he was cursed, his face swollen ridiculously.



 
  
    Chapter 169: How could something like that happen


“Got it fixed!”

She proudly showed the ring.

Is it not obvious enough?

Sing frowned, looking impatient and with a puffed-up face.

“Show me.”

“Not here. Too many eyes on us… it’s embarrassing.”

“You lot. I’ll be borrowing Oknodie.”

So just know that.

Sing turned his back, issuing a one-sided notice.

Of course, that wasn’t what you’d call a conversation.


Typical of Sing, who had been notified of things his entire life within his family.

While Titosso shrank back, looking around nervously, Hestia, who had learned the mercenary’s way of splitting a head if anyone acted disrespectfully, had already placed her hand on her axe.

“By whose authority? What are you planning to do with Oknodie? That kid’s life is already complicated and tough without you. Don’t even think about messing around.”

“Who said I was messing around?”

“So you plan to take the embarrassed kid to a place with no one watching and do who-knows-what? Spill that dirty mind of yours!”

The atmosphere suddenly turned hostile, catching everyone off guard.

“Please, stop fighting because of me!”

“Who said we’re fighting because of you?”

“It must be your filthy lust, bothering the kid!”

“You… you want to die?”

“Hestia, please stop. Why are you provoking Sing with bad words? It’s wrong to pick on someone who’s already suffering, walking around with a swollen face as if stung by a bee!”

“I wasn’t stung! It’s a curse!”

Unable to hold it in, Sing finally drew his sword.

Not to be outdone, Hestia raised her axe.

One side, a killing swordsman.

The other, a chapter boss.

A mad swordsman against a berserk butcher.

If they clashed, it wouldn’t end peacefully.

At the very least, an arm or possibly even a head would roll before the fight concluded—a colossal matchup!

Just when things seemed bound to go horribly wrong, the crisis ended unexpectedly.

Swoosh.

A ghost emerged from the ring—an imitation of Lin.

She materialized, visible to everyone.

“A g-ghost?!”

“Lin. Go back.”

It’s dangerous here.

Saying this, Sing’s pants leg was grabbed by Lin, who clung onto him as if to say, “Stop this fight.”

Hestia awkwardly lowered her axe.

The fake younger sister hanging onto his leg.

Sing, feeling it would be wrong to keep displaying hostility, reluctantly sheathed his sword as well.

“Oknodie. Care to explain? What’s with that ghost?”

“Uh, well, actually—”

“Enough.”

Sing warned in a low voice.

“Don’t involve outsiders. I trust you, but I can’t trust anyone else.”


Just now, Sing had been barking ferociously like an angry dog, but this quiet moment was far more terrifying.

Like an animal, a dog that barks is less scary than a dog that just stares silently.

It wasn’t a warning not to make him draw his sword, but a challenge to cross the line and see how quickly he’d kill.

Sing was resolved to kill if need be.

There was no stopping or avoiding it.

‘Ugh, it’s so prickly.’

I could feel it.

Sing’s Premonition of Killing Intent was even more intense than before, warning strongly.

A ghost was, after all, a monster.

A being harmful to humans.

I might have kept the secret, but others might claim it’s necessary to exorcise Lin to protect me.

If that happens, Sing would become the chapter boss of Chapter 1 instead of Berserk Hestia.

‘That’s way scarier!’

Hestia is only terrifying when her berserker switch is flipped, but Sing is naturally scary.

If this already intimidating person lost it entirely and began rampaging like a mad berserker?

Sure, if he raged like that, he’d wear himself out eventually or reveal an opening.

But if he started a cold, calculated slaughter with mechanical precision?

‘The academy would be in chaos!’

From the death of one student onward, the academy’s atmosphere would plunge into ruin.

External interference would intensify, and evil organizations would take advantage of the chaos.

Professors might even attempt some bizarre methods, thinking students need tougher training, and the Principal could grow weary of running the academy.

If the Principal finally abandoned the academy…

The vice principal would take over, and everyone would face a harsher atmosphere and even greater external interference than they’d seen before.

‘This is a surefire disaster trigger!’

I absolutely cannot reveal it.

Sing and fake Lin’s relationship must remain a secret.

The fact that fake Lin is a potentially dangerous ghost who could harm people also can’t be exposed.

To ensure that, I need to come up with an excuse.

An explanation that everyone can accept.

“Oknodie. Could it be… that?”

“Uh, what is?”

I didn’t realize this.

“You’re carrying a friend’s soul around, aren’t you?”

“Uh, what?”


“You pulled it out because you couldn’t bear to see your friend’s body trapped inside a plant, so you wanted to free their soul from suffering, right?”

“A plant? Wait… did you go into my room?”

“…Not long ago. I was going to give you something at night and saw the door was open.”

So, Hestia saw the baby Mandragora.

And she even had a serious misunderstanding about it.

“Sing must’ve found out too, right? So that pedophile’s making you do humiliating things as payment for keeping his mouth shut, huh?”

Well… what can I even say?

Hestia’s misunderstanding actually does work to cover up Sing’s and the fake Lin’s relationship.

But isn’t it kind of tragic for Sing to be treated this way?

Sing flinched, probably having the same thought.

A look of intense internal struggle briefly flashed through his eyes, and then he resigned himself.

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Not a real sister, but a fake one.

To protect the pretend Lin acting as his sister, Sing was even willing to bear the shame of being labeled a pedophile.

Moved by this man’s self-sacrifice, I almost teared up.

Sing, you…!

I thought you were just a despicable killer character, but you really do care about your ‘sister’!

“Don’t cry, Oknodie. It’s okay now. We’re here for you.”

“Oknodie, here, take my handkerchief and wipe your tears.”

“Thank you, Titosso… sniff!”

“Oh, no… not your nose, for the tears… sniff.”

“Oknodie, would it be possible to knock that man out? Otherwise, the identity of your ghost friend might be exposed to the academy, and the students and professors would get involved, leading to a purge.”

“Th-that’s true, isn’t it…?”

Only then did the fake Lin realize the danger and clung even tighter to Sing’s leg, looking shocked.

Hestia’s face twisted into a horrifying expression, terrifying enough to scare even demons away.

“Sing, you bastard. Using Oknodie’s friend and forcing your desires onto her by exploiting her friendship…! I can’t forgive you. You’re no human!”

“…Shut up. If you provoke me, this kid’s life will be at stake. It’s in your best interest not to anger me.”

“You should be the one who’s careful. Oknodie might have danced to your tune, but I’m different.”

Veins bulged on Hestia’s arm.

“For Oknodie’s sake, I could expose your crimes and risk the ghost friend being exorcised.”

In the end, thanks to Sing’s quick thinking to go along with Hestia’s delusion, she and Titosso were thoroughly convinced that their misunderstanding was real.

The misstep was underestimating Hestia’s deeply flawed perception, shaped by having no friends, treating monsters as mere toys, despising the weak, and admiring the strong.

***

Hestia’s Understanding


	No Friends (Understanding 10) – Hestia, who re-classed into a Berserker, has led a life without friends.

	Monsters are Toys (Understanding 20) – The warrior with unmatched strength, inversely proportional to her social skills, views monsters that others fear as nothing more than post-meal exercise.

	Admiration of the Strong (Understanding 30) – Having grown up watching the envious and petty behavior of the weak, Hestia scorns them and feels comfortable around the strong.

	Serious Misunderstandings (Understanding 40) – Tasked with countless missions exposing humanity’s darker side, Hestia tends to interpret situations dramatically, leading to constant misunderstandings.





[Hestia’s Understanding exceeds 40.]

[Second Special Ability: “How Could This Happen” acquired.]

“How Could This Happen”


	Type: Hestia’s Second Special Ability

	Description: As a mercenary who has witnessed the worst of humanity, Hestia tends to interpret even small events as connected to the darkness of the world, often overreacting.



Effects


	Effect 1: The probability of receiving Hestia’s concerned care increases significantly.

	Effect 2: By playing along with Hestia’s misunderstandings, you can gain her voluntary protection for a limited time.

	Effect 3: Overuse of Effect 1 may lead to becoming spoiled and turning into a helpless “crybaby” who constantly relies on others’ care.

	Effect 4: Excessive use of Effect 2 will worsen Hestia’s overprotectiveness, making everyday life difficult.



With her personality changing a bit each time, who would’ve thought this cycle would result in such a deadly trap ability?

What seemed like a convenient ability, allowing me to freely use a chapter-boss-level strength for a while, now comes with chilling side effects.

‘As expected of a chapter boss. Even without her rampage trigger, you can never let your guard down!’

As she hurled curses, Hestia speculated that Sing’s swollen face was due to a curse from failing to kidnap Oknodie after jumping out of the bushes.

Sing, in the humiliating position of having to endure her one-sided tirade, turned to leave, fuming.

“You’d better take good care of that little brat. Unless you want something you’ll regret.”

“That bastard… now he’s even declaring he’ll kidnap the ghost friend? Just more proof that he’s a disgusting pedophile willing to harm even child ghosts!”

“……”

Knowing it would only backfire to argue, Sing quickly ran off, his retreating figure looking pitifully defeated.



 
 
  
    Chapter 170: Even if I explain, You wont understand


Monk Myungho, who, with the principal’s permission, would quietly watch Oknodie from afar whenever he had the chance.

He felt a pang of sympathy for Sing’s noble sacrifice, tainted as it was by the disgrace of being branded a pedophile.

“Our benefactor endures infamy in his pursuit of virtue; though he may be blamed for his lack of mercy, the academy will likely grant him some points in life evaluation.”

In reality, the students’ concerns were misplaced.

It’s common sense to hunt down ghosts when they pose a danger.

However, at the academy, there’s a policy not to intervene in students’ affairs unless a situation directly or indirectly impacts their lives.

If a cherished student is in danger, perhaps a hint or advice to seek help might be offered.

But direct intervention was rare, due to the principal’s policy.

If you hold them back and assist every time they flap their wings, they’ll only be slower to learn to fly on their own. Unless it’s a crime, let them act as they wish until they’re in their second year.

Perhaps the notion of dragons keeping their young locked up until they’re 500 years old was a distorted rumor of their actual parenting methods.

The principal’s educational philosophy truly raised questions about dragon family values.

Thanks to this, Monk Myungho had only observed the numerous incidents surrounding Oknodie without directly intervening.

“The academy’s future is indeed bleak.”

This was often his thought as he watched Oknodie.

Talent was just the beginning.

There are many people who excel in just one field.

But Oknodie excelled in too many.

While not taking first place in anything, she displayed an insurmountable second-place mastery in archery, swordsmanship, and nature magic.

In stealth, assassination, perception, nocturnal action, and dark magic, she showed the potential to be an unrivaled first.

“At first, I too thought of her merely as a born thief, a prodigy in dark magic, or a future master of natural magic, as Professors Bronze, Sadako, and Weird each saw her.”

A student whom every professor wished to take on as their disciple.

He had thought Oknodie was simply that.

“Monk. Oknodie is no mere talent. She has the potential of a hero, and specifically, in the ‘Rogue’ class.”

“And that’s not her only talent.”

“I affirm that all of them fall under the talents of the rogue class.”

Professor Destroyer managed to unify the potential of all these talents.

“Her keen perception and deft hands suit a rogue’s role in appraising various treasures. Her night vision and proficiency in nature and dark magic imply an adeptness in magical traps.”

“But doesn’t she always talk about wanting to be a magic swordsman?”

“A rogue who can fight is even more valuable. Without needing help from others, she’ll be flexible in formation, creating and exploiting her own weaknesses, making her invaluable in various combat environments.”

From narrow caves to complex mines, precarious cliffs where a single misstep spells doom, to volcanoes, and deep-sea caves where few can tread.

Considering the monsters lurking in such dangerous places and the treasures hidden by organizations using these creatures as guardians, Oknodie’s talents were all the more remarkable.

With few people to take along, if given the choice between a bumbling rogue and a versatile one who could fight, find treasures, disable magic, and exploit weaknesses alone, one would naturally choose the latter.

Such rogues are rare.

It’s no wonder she’s regarded as a hero candidate.

“But Professor Destroyer hasn’t seen Oknodie’s daily life as closely as I have. I am the professor who has observed her the most, the longest.”

In his opinion, Oknodie’s greatest strength was in her power to gather people.

Sing and Hestia.

Two highly skilled students in the advanced class had, without realizing it, begun following Oknodie’s lead.

“An uncanny ability to read people’s minds at a frightening speed and to pierce their core essence. The speed at which she breaks down mental barriers is unfathomable.”

They believed they understood the child from the foundation, but only he knew Oknodie’s true specialty.

And the danger of this talent surpassed all her other skills combined.

“If the foundation applies indirect pressure through talented students, as they always have, then it won’t be long before the entire 981st class aligns with Oknodie’s will.”

Already, a third of the advanced class had established direct friendships with Oknodie.

And their profiles were impressive.

A Group’s leader, Lady Arcadia, and Duke Andersen.

The dark merchant Jezel’s faction and the lone wolf types, including Hestia, Jigoku, and Sing, almost all of them.

She had also struck up a camaraderie with Princess Masugaki of the Second Princess Group through rivalry, and even the current Warrior, Ishtar, was considering joining her.

Even Kasia, the leader of C Group, had a private connection with her, meaning she had formed relationships with nearly all the influential figures of the 981st class.

“Of course, there are those who envy the young girl’s talents, but all the top figures in the chain of command that could influence them are connected to Oknodie.”

How could he not be fearful?

“Still, only two students have been deeply affected.”

Hestia and Sing.

If it was only those two, it might still be manageable.

With that comforting thought, Monk Myungho turned to head toward his lecture.

Then he spotted a group of students muttering amongst themselves.

“Those blockheads don’t seem to fear curses.”

“On the left is Jadeus, the paladin renowned across the Western Three Kingdoms as one of the New Generation’s top three. Even if Jadeus is an exceptional lower-class student, who’s the one on the other side?”

“Are you slow on the gossip? That one’s the Dark Princess’s personally chosen lackey.”

“The terrifying kid who supposedly extracts human souls?”

“Yeah. From what his roommates say, he’s so hardcore he never takes off his armor, even when sleeping. I guess he intends to resist the curse with his armor.”

“Looks like he’s scratching his armor, though?”

“No, from the way he’s holding his hands, he looks starved for blood and violence.”

“When you put it that way… it does look that way!!”

“What was his name again?”

“I heard it was Mob.”

“Black Knight Mob. A guy with resilience to match Jadeus’s as a paladin. I’ll have to remember him.”

“So why is he tapping his helmet?”

“Maybe he’s restraining the urge to bash someone’s skull in?”

“Black Knight Mob. He’s hiding some terrifying bloodthirstiness.”

“….”

Monk Myungho’s steps grew slightly heavier as he continued on to the lecture hall.

***

During Curse Week, most students were busy running away from curses, but a few were actively throwing themselves into them.

“What’s with those guys?”

“No idea. I heard they’re trying to build curse resistance or something.”

“Are they crazy?”

“Maybe they think they’re at the top of the class since the top student does it too.”

“Well, the top student is the Dark Princess, right? She’s the highest authority on dark magic in the 981st class, so she can handle curses just fine. But ordinary people might die from it.”

Oknodie’s antics stirred up the entire school to the point where even the lower-level students knew about them.

Combined with the strange rumors that had been circulating around her recently, people started speculating.

“About the curse event—do you think Oknodie did something to cause it?”

“Her? She’s only 11 years old!”

“She’s not a normal kid. Isn’t she the one who supposedly pulls out human souls and eats them like candy?”

“Yeah, that’s true…”

“I feel bad for that guy, Jakku. Since she took his soul, he might have to live as a vegetable for the rest of his life.”

“Who’s a vegetable?”

“Gah! A-a-a walking vegetable!!”

Jakku, walking through the campus on crutches, made no effort to hide his contempt as he glared at them as if they were bugs.

“Yeah, I’m the walking vegetable. If you don’t get lost right now, I’ll turn you into fertilizer.”

“Ahh, he’s terrifying!”

“Run away! If he catches you, he’ll bury you alive!”

The lower-level students ran off screaming nonsense.

After experiencing so many strange events at the academy, they seemed a little mentally unstable.

“Tch.”

Rumors had him being compared to a Black Knight, and others said his soul was pulled out.

The world was truly absurd.

Wasn’t there anyone even slightly sensible in his class?

Thanks to Oknodie, Jakku had managed to finish the exam without causing a major incident.

While he had plenty of grades to spare, he needed someone to fill him in on what had happened while he’d been in the infirmary.

Maybe he’d go find an old friend.

As he hobbled along on his crutches, he noticed a lower-level student who was at least sensible and skilled, if not quite the friend he was looking for.

“Hey, Primer.”

“Jakku? You’re okay?”

“Yeah, more or less. By the way, I keep hearing all these absurd rumors about me being a Black Knight or having my soul pulled out. What the hell happened while I was gone?”

“You know that Mob received mentoring from Oknodie and got stronger, right?”

“Yeah, I know.”

“After he started seeing results from his training gear, he was given a suit of armor and a helmet, and now he never takes them off, even for 24 hours. I guess he’s not stopping his training until he gains real power.”

“Hmm. Mob was always talented, but he’s got a fierce competitive streak, too.”

This wasn’t some obligatory praise; Jakku genuinely thought of Mob as that kind of friend.

“So, people have been worried lately.”

“Worried?”

“The rumors about soul extraction and all that aren’t entirely true, but thanks to that girl Oknodie, there are a lot of students getting obsessed with curse resistance training.”

“Idiotic.”

“That’s why I was thinking… How about we go to the upper-level area, grab something with a powerful curse, and scatter it around those idiots? Give them a harsh wake-up call so they stop showing off.”

“Do you have a grudge against Mob?”

“The Black Knight? Not particularly. My issue’s with the top student.”

“Oknodie, that monster kid? Why her?”

Primer, whom Jakku had thought was relatively mild-mannered, suddenly looked at him with such intense resentment in his eyes that it was almost shocking.

“You wouldn’t know, but I have my reasons. That kid stole my place.”

Yes, Primer was one of the foundation’s scholarship students, hiding his identity.

He’d already targeted Oknodie once…

“You idiot. Did you lose your top student ranking because of your grades? Then I must’ve lost the Sword Master title, the throne, and the husband of a beauty title too, huh?”

“…Even if I explained, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Of course I wouldn’t. It’s the nonsense of a lunatic.”

Primer’s face twisted with frustration under Jakku’s scathing and rational criticism.



 
 
  
    Chapter 171: The Curse of the High Schoolers


“That Jakku guy, always saying stuff that sounds right but is totally useless. What’s he mean by ‘mental illness’? He doesn’t know a thing about the Foundation’s situation.”

Late at night, Primer grumbled to himself as he recalled Jakku, who had barged into the senior students’ area and spat rude remarks at him.

He knew that talking to himself made him look like an idiot, but he couldn’t shake off his anger.

“The Foundation’s support isn’t fair.”

Just like the academy provides points as living support funds at regular intervals, the Foundation also sends support funds or supplies to its scholars on a regular basis.

Support funds and goods provided by anonymous collaborators and supporters of the Foundation.

He had never thought it was lame—at least, not until he recently heard a certain piece of news.

“Hey, you know Oknodie? She has an amazing butler.”

“A representative from the Foundation, I heard. The kid’s left alone until late at night and only gets to see him briefly at dawn.”

“Why don’t her parents come themselves? Isn’t that awful?”

“They say the kid is abused.”

“Always has that smiling face, but somehow she is scary. Feels like she might snap and do something terrible. What if she rip out a person’s soul if she is in a bad mood?”

“Let’s not get involved.”

The usual nasty rumors about Oknodie. 

But among them was one story that Primer couldn’t ignore.

“Met with the Foundation’s butler in person?”

Unlike the regular trainees who were taught in groups by instructors or senior students in the training hall, a personal tutor was assigned only to those with exceptional talent.

These personal tutors were known as “butlers” within the Wiheomhae Foundation.

“Lucky rich kid.”

Those born with slightly better talents got special treatment and were given privileges just for that reason.

For the apprentices, who often lived in group quarters with anywhere from dozens to hundreds of others, the young masters and ladies with their own butlers were both the subject of envy and resentment.

“What, are we that different?”

“Surely, I have some talent that the higher-ups just haven’t noticed yet.”

“Yeah, it must’ve been because that instructor barely examined me.”

The comforting thought that maybe, deep down, he was a “rich kid” too.

The resentment that his shortcomings were entirely the instructor’s fault.

Though he couldn’t vent his frustration on the instructor, he instead directed his focus toward those elusive children with their butlers.

One of those “high and mighty” young lords and ladies had been identified.

The Foundation’s only publicly recognized scholar.

Since she didn’t hide her identity, support flowed to her openly through established channels—a truly enviable one.

“I’m not the only one who hates you.”

Primer was not foolish enough to aim for the top scholarship without something to rely on as an underclassman.

“Use this item to show the top scholar a lesson. If you can’t hold back the one advancing ahead, your time to be disposed of will only come sooner.”

In a cryptic message he had received during his last visitation, there was an order to target Oknodie, along with a device to aid him.

It was a portable curse storage device, capable of carrying curses from the Academy.

[First-Year Restricted Area]

[If absolutely necessary to enter, obtain instructor permission and be accompanied.]

Just entering the senior student area, with its blatant and ominous warning signs, made his nerves jump.

“A presence.”

Recalling his Foundation training, Primer quickly hid himself, masking his presence. 

He heard voices as a few second-year students emerged from a nearby lab.

“Did you hear about the anatomy lab? This week, there’s no right hand.”

“So we’re supposed to pretend our right hand is missing and walk around with it inside our clothes? What a pain. If it was an intestine, no one would see it anyway, so there’d be no need to hide it.”

“Exactly.”

“…Intestines? Anatomy models? Right hand??”

What on earth was going on in the second-years’ anatomy lab?

It sounded like a rather dangerous curse.

If he could get that anatomy model from the anatomy lab and place it in front of Oknodie, maybe it would curse her to lose their right hand.

Primer was tempted, but he gave up quickly when he heard it had already been taken by a professor for class.

“My head hurts. The midterms are killing me. Let’s go rest in the garden.”

“Oh, Bixton, you shouldn’t go there. I heard from Senior that, because of Curse Week, the dimensional seal has weakened and it might be connected to the Forest of the Dead in the undead realm.”

“Ugh. Totally lost my appetite. Why does this Academy have more forbidden zones than accessible ones even for second-years? Makes me want to drop out.”

“You have to make it to third year to get recognition. You know no one will respect a second-year dropout, right?”

From their conversation, it seemed there wasn’t much useful information about curses.

And when there was, it was either too large and cumbersome to carry or an unclear type of curse.

He gave up on gathering information here and decided to dive into even more dangerous territory.

[Restricted Area for Students Below Third Year]

[If first or second-year students enter, disobeying the supervising instructor’s orders may result in death.]

“…”

No security measures to keep him out—just a single flimsy rope that almost seemed to dare anyone who wished to die to go beyond it. 

It led to the third-year area, marked only by a rope as ominous as one found at a shrine, with blackened straw and bells hanging from it.

“Am I going to die trying to mess with Oknodie?”

No.

He had to think in reverse here.

Even if only half of the rumors were true, there was no way a mere second-year curse would do anything to Oknodie.

After all, she was already using the first-year curses as training aids.

“I’ll show you. The true horror of the curses in the third-year area!”

With newfound courage, Primer crossed the blackened rope and entered the third-year area.

While the second-year zone had forced him to hide frequently, with students occasionally passing by for study or research, the third-year zone was silent as a tomb.

He had only ascended one floor, yet it felt as if he had entered a place devoid of life.

“Are there really any people here?”

Peeking into a lecture room with its lights on, he found no one inside, to his shock.

“This is insane. What’s going on?”

Startled, he took a step back, when suddenly, with a creak, the door in front of him opened.

“Ahhh!”

A ghost!!

Panicked, he fled, and as he did, a shadowy figure slowly emerged behind him.

“What’s with that guy? Sneaking peeks into the classroom and then running off in the middle of the invisibility class? Could he be one of those pervy stalkers you hear about, using partial invisibility to spy on people, hoping for a glimpse of exposed skin or underwear when his invisibility fails?”

Unaware of the grumbling from the third-year student, Primer dashed down the hall, only to come face-to-face with a dead-end wall.


The school map had shown identical layouts on each floor, and yet here, where the hallway should have led to a stairway, the path was inexplicably blocked.

‘Why? A dead-end? Why is this here?’

Suddenly, handprints started to emerge from the wall, as if someone was clawing their way up from a pit of hell. 

The outlines of a face began to take shape, and Primer’s mind went blank with panic.

He had to run.

He darted into the nearest classroom, shut the door, and hid.

“No way! I came through the wall to warn him not to go in there, and he just walked right in of his own accord?”

The senior who’d emerged from the wall scratched his head, hesitating in front of the door, but eventually shrugged and walked away.

Meanwhile, oblivious to all this, Primer stood anxiously inside the forbidden classroom.

‘What even is this place…? Never mind. Doesn’t matter. Just open the window and jump out.’

He might get a little hurt, but it was a small price to pay to escape the third-year area.

As he walked over to the window in the eerie room full of mannequins, he drew back the curtains to open it, but a mannequin next to him suddenly pulled the curtain back in place.

“!?”

Primer was so shocked he couldn’t even make a sound.

Then, one of the statues spoke to him.

“Don’t make any light. This is an art room cursed with petrification. If you go out or let any light in, you’ll turn into a real statue for a while.”

“W-Wait, are you… are you a person? Please, I just want to get out of here. Please let me leave…”

“If you want to get out, pretend to be a statue for an hour. Make the murderous statues recognize you as one of them and quietly walk to the door. Otherwise, they’ll catch you.”

The statue’s head opened up, and a real person’s face appeared inside.

Looking around after hearing the third-year student’s words, Primer noticed that a crowd of mannequins, all armed with sharp objects, had quietly gathered near him.

In the brief moment he’d let light into the room, he had nearly gotten himself killed by drawing their attention.

‘This curse is on a whole other level. It’s not some basic curse that only plagues you when you step on a suspicious spot!’

This curse had a tangible form, and if the rules were ignored, it would unerringly try to harm anyone.

It wasn’t something that could be stored in a portable curse storage device, nor should it be.

If these statues, which went berserk at the sight of light, were released outside, they could kill countless first-years.

“How do I get inside a statue…?”

“Through disassembly and reassembly magic.”

“I haven’t learned that…”

“Then you’ll die.”

“Please help me. I’m begging you…”

“Press the emergency button on your magic watch. You’ll get a fine, but the instructors will come and save you.”

Following the senior’s advice, Primer pressed the emergency button, and soon, instructors wearing cloaks draped in blackout curtains arrived. 

They draped a cloak over him and led him outside.

“1,000 points deducted. Consider it the price of your life for recklessly entering a danger zone.”

“Just being rescued is more than enough… Thank you.”

After narrowly escaping the cursed art room, Primer trudged back to the safe area alone.

“Oh no, my curse storage device…”

He must have lost it in all the chaos.

This, too, would have to be counted as part of the price of survival.

Primer’s shoulders slumped even lower as he walked back.

***

“Oknodie, why are you breaking the ceiling tiles?”

“If you drill straight through here at this time, you’ll get an item that can store curses!”

“Why does something like that even exist…?”

Sneaking into the second floor in the middle of their curse-resistance training, Oknodie and Titosso were joined by Hestia.

As they broke through the ceiling, a laser pointer-like item, a sharp chisel, and long claws all tumbled down, one after another.

Not only did they get a special event curse item, but also plenty of sharp weapons and materials they could use. 

This was a godsend for experienced players.

“Feels kinda spooky here. I hear something breaking through the hole, trying to attack us.”

“It’s the third-year area, of course!”

“Eek. Do third-years have to live with stuff like this?”

Unlike the terrified Titosso, Hestia, the more composed mercenary, calmly examined the loot.

“Oknodie, I came along because I was worried, but what exactly are you planning to do with this stuff?”

“If I can’t train during sleep, it’s a waste, right? So I’ll store the curse in here, release it in my room, and keep training resistance even while I’m sleeping!”

“Oh… uh…”

“Do you want to try it, Hestia?”

“I’m good.”


Even though Hestia understood the necessity of curse-resistance training, she wasn’t ready to go that far.

“So, if you ask to borrow it later, I won’t lend it to you?”

“I wont be saying that.”

“Really? I won’t lend it, since this is for one person?”

“…Could you not talk about curse-storage items like they’re a single serving of instant noodles?”



 
  
    Chapter 172: The Child trapped in a Nightmare


At the academy, there are items that can be obtained at certain places during certain times, though only with some probability.

For example, before midterms, when the weekly event Curse Mayhem occurs, there’s an item you can obtain if you drill a hole in the ceiling at the 11 o’clock position from the entrance of the empty room under the art room, specifically on the fifth tile horizontally and seventh vertically.

Curse Storage Device

Grade – Magic Level 7

Description – A special laser pointer that can store curses below a certain capacity and release them.

Effect 1 – Stores curses that come into contact with the laser. 

Effect 2 – Releases curses into the space the laser touches.

In combat, it can distract enemies, and when used for training, it conveniently increases curse resistance each night automatically.

This item is so famous that seasoned players are known to make sure to obtain it during Curse Week.

“I managed to get it, huh!”

An item with a 40% failure rate. 

Usually, you end up with just a handful of throwing daggers or materials instead.

Why would you fail to get the item? 

Doesn’t matter. 

As long as you get what you want, who cares about the details?

“Oknodie, don’t come this way. There’s a very suspicious curse here.”

While I was jumping between trees searching for curses, Dorothy’s face popped out from between some nearby leaves.

A particularly tall tree.

A blanket torn by claws, hanging in the middle of a branch.

It’s the blanket used in the Sleep Anywhere class.

What were they practicing sleeping against?

“The trees in this forest are behaving strangely, so I checked it out and found a curse at the top of this tree.”

“Heh, really.”

“This tree’s height is so high, it nearly touches the third-year’s area. There might even be a third-year level curse up there.”

“Thanks, Dorothy!”

“Oh, no problem. That’s what friends are for. Helping each other when it’s… Ahhh!? I just told you it’s dangerous! Why are you climbing it!?”

At the top of the tree, there’s a sinister-looking nest woven out of human hair and a mysterious black egg.

It’s an egg containing the Curse of Random Nightmares, something you often see in the game.

Click.

I pressed a button, and the curse was sucked into the laser pointer.

The hair-woven nest, the mysterious black egg, and the ominous aura lingering over the tree all vanished into the Curse Storage Device.

“This device can eliminate curses!”

“Oh, really… For a moment there, I thought you were going to dive headfirst into the curse just to build resistance. Even for Oknodie, that’d be ridiculous, right?”

“…”

“Oknodie?”

“I-I just remembered I have homework! I’ll be going!”

“Oknodie!?”

I ignored Dorothy’s voice calling after me as I ran off.



Curse of Random Nightmares.

As the name suggests, it’s a curse with the mysterious nature of an “egg” containing something unknown.

This curse isn’t particularly popular.

If you’re lucky, it might boost a necessary curse resistance, but if you’re unlucky, you could be subjected to a nightmare with an extreme difficulty that offers no resistance increase.

One misstep, and you could end up with a severe fatigue curse that only a high stat expenditure could shake off—or even worse, get cursed with a nightmare you can’t escape with your current stats, leading straight to game over!

But I have a method.

A way to check the contents before entering the curse.

“Answer me, answer me. What curse is contained in this egg?”

By asking the Answering Door!

“… Something dangerous.”

“Can’t you tell me in detail?”

“… No.”

Because I haven’t done the favorability grind with the Answering Door, which shoots out nightly laser displays and avoids interaction, its responses are curt.

But there’s no way I’m getting a higher favorability rating than Hestia, who does the favorability grind with the Answering Door every day.

A shift in perspective is needed here.

“If you don’t tell me, I’ll reveal your true nature to Hestia!”

“… That would be a problem.”

“If you tell me, I’ll let you know how to escape!”

Making the door cooperate willingly while securing a backup plan so I don’t fall into a dangerous nightmare by being tricked!

“… The curse in the egg is the Curse of Death Experience.”

“Whoa. That’s quite the curse.”

The Curse of Death Experience requires you to experience death a set number of times in a dream before you can wake up.

Of course, it’s intensely painful or excruciatingly agonizing.

Usually, the longer you resist dying, the more it mentally tortures you in reality, driving you insane.

The only escape is to grit your teeth and die the designated number of times.

But this method doesn’t increase resistance.

It’s like scratching yourself because of the Curse of Tickles won’t increase your resistance to tickling.

But what makes this a high-level curse isn’t just that the escape method is challenging. 

The conditions for building resistance are also demanding.

To build resistance in the Curse of Death Experience, you must resolve the cause of death each time!

In a curse where you need to die a hundred times, you have to resolve the cause of death a hundred times.

“… Now tell me. How do I get out?”

“Only after confirming you’re telling the truth!”

I lay down on the bed, pulled the blanket up to my neck, and tucked my hands and feet snugly inside.

Knock knock.

I waited with my eyes closed until sleep came—preparation complete!

Knock knock knock. Knock knock. Knock knock knock.

“Geez, it’s too noisy to sleep!”

“… Keep your promise.”

“I said I’ll confirm and tell you!”

Knock knock knock knock. Knock knock knock knock knock knock.


Annoyed by the incessant knocking, I jumped out of bed and headed to the table.

“Waaah?”

“Mandragora, unleash a strong five-second wail at the wall!”

“Waaaaaahhhh!”

The wall shuddered in pain as the fully grown Mandragora let out a mighty wail that could shatter eardrums.

“If you mess with me again, next time it’ll be ten seconds!”

The Answering Door, now cowed into submission, finally went silent.

[You are experiencing the advanced curse of a death simulation.]

[You cannot escape from the curse until you meet one of the conditions to break or lift it.]

A chilling wind blew across the school grounds.

In the ominous atmosphere of a classroom, the senior students were gathered.

***

“Hello, everyone!”

“Who’s that person?”

“No idea.”

Their reactions were hostile, as if any previous camaraderie had been reset.

My friends from previous cycles—Jezel, Isabel, and Son Ohchun—were nowhere to be seen.

In this familiar but different schoolyard, I realized it.

These are memories from a different cycle.

Step, step.

Someone was approaching down the hallway, carrying the scent of blood.

As I looked at her, with a deranged laugh and eyes full of disdain for humanity, I called her name.

“Hestia.”

From her hand, the head of Lotto, a martial artist with neat hair tied by a headband, dropped to the floor.

<Chapter 1 Main Boss>

<Hysteria Hestia (100%)>

With the familiar game interface, I grasped the gimmick of this nightmare.

This is a gimmick that makes you kill or be killed by friends you have even the slightest bond with.

It’s the <Bond Adjustment> gimmick, something that wouldn’t have happened in a lower- or mid-level death simulation!

“Hmph. How foolish.”

An academy I’ve repeated countless times.

A clear goal I’ve pursued time and again.

How many battles have I yet to experience here, and how many foes have I yet to defeat?

“I need at least a supreme nightmare for it to be worth my time.”

I began to run, aiming to block Hestia with her axe.

***

Oknodie didn’t show up for class.

Isabel was visibly worried.

“Has this ever happened before?”

“No. It’s the first time.”

“Isn’t it possible she is off somewhere again, looking for some ‘hidden piece’ or whatever?” 

Son Ohchun wondered aloud, though Isabel’s face showed a moment of doubt.

But Jezel disagreed with him.

“Oknodie isn’t that kind of person.”

“Hey, how would you know that, smarty-pants?”

“I’ve been watching over her longer, and I’ve thought about it longer, too.”

“You little nerd…” 

Son Ohchun’s face turned serious.

“Tell me the truth. Oknodie—she is your kid, right?”

“…What kind of nonsense is that all of a sudden?”

“If she is not your kid, would you even be saying that?”

“She was on my mind even before the entrance exam.”

“What was so concerning about a little runt?”

“Maybe… it’s that she don’t act like a kid.”

It’s not a world where every child is happy.

There are countless child workers who are forced to become immature adults before they can be children.

“That young face still has a purity to it. It’s like an essence that remains, no matter how twisted or suppressed she is.”

“Hmm.”

“A smiling face suits our little miss. I don’t want to see that smile overshadowed… Didn’t the three of us pledge that?”

Isabel felt the same as Jezel.

“You’re right. Oknodie isn’t good at expressing emotions. She reveal her good feelings easily but doesnt even realize when a feeling is negative, like someone with a broken sense of value.”

“The kid isn’t just broken; she is already shattered.”

“In any case, I get why Jezel is reacting so sensitively. If we don’t reach out first, we’ll never know if something happens to Oknodie.”

The three of them were in complete agreement.

“Let’s go check Oknodie’s dorm room.”

They’d start from there and trace the clues backward.

Find out where Oknodie might be.

What kind of trouble they might be in.

“A student couldn’t make it to class… If that’s the reason, there’s no helping it. Here’s the spare key for Room 111.”

The dorm supervisor said, handing over the key without hesitation.

The three entered Oknodie’s room.

“Oknodie…?”

Inside, they found Oknodiethrashing in bed, drenched in sweat.

***


“This nightmare has really gone too far.”

I’d started this death simulation with a light heart, thinking I’d build up some resistance as I slept.

But each time the difficulty rose, it came with a new, infuriating gimmick.

After <Bond Adjustment>, there’s now a <Chain Defeat> gimmick.

It’s a curse that traps me in a continuous nightmare, forcing me to clear every single encounter from start to finish without waking up.



 
  
    Chapter 173: Why do we have Nightmares?


Oknodie was found lying unconscious on the bed and still hadn’t woken up after several hours.

Covered in cold sweat and murmuring in distress, she kept repeating phrases like.

“Don’t kill…”

Every time she muttered those words, Isabel would change the handkerchief and wipe her cold sweat from her forehead, while Son Ohchun’s expression only grew more severe as he drove away the curious onlookers who had gathered.

“Isabel. How’s Oknodie doing?”

“It’s getting worse. It seems like her nightmares are intensifying.”

“Has that little mouse… been suffering from nightmares like this every night?”

Why hadn’t they realized it sooner?

Oknodie’s pain looked so severe that it made them feel regret for not noticing earlier.

“There’s nothing physically wrong with her. Instead, it’s the intense mental stress that’s starting to affect her physical body.”

“So does that mean we can’t treat her?”

“At the very least, no healing spells can help in this situation. In my opinion, it’s likely tied to a powerful curse associated with her nightmares, so we mustn’t interfere carelessly.”

“Then we should just remove the curse!”

“If you attempt to lift a high-level curse without caution, it could cause permanent damage to her mind. An active curse can penetrate the brain and hold its functions hostage.”

“Ugh.”

“Is there no other way?”

“If we could record the healthy state of her brain onto a mana board, it could be useful for treatment. But we lack comparison data since her identity is unknown.”

That was true.

Even though the Foundation attested that Oknodie was their top scholar, that didn’t mean there were any records left of her identity.

The world knew nothing about this child called Oknodie—only that she carried a promissory note from the Foundation.

“Hey, you skinny thing. Aren’t you a healer? If you’re working under the Academy’s salary, shouldn’t you be more helpful?”

“All I can say is that this student is under a very powerful curse. It’s extremely unlikely she would have brought it upon herself without malicious intent from someone else.”

Oknodie had been cursed.

By someone’s malice.

Even though Oknodie had some resistance to curses from her \ regular practice, she would never have willingly taken on something as dangerous as a deadly curse.

Someone had done this.

Someone inside the Academy.

“Son Ohchun. Pressuring someone who doesn’t have a solution won’t help. Stand guard at the entrance. The culprit might approach and try something else.”

“…Got it.”

“Jezel, go fetch a professor. Someone who might be able to help Oknodie, even a little.”

“I’ll be back as soon as possible.”

“Ugh.”

Isabel judged that swift action was more important than unnecessary arguments.

Son Ohchuun and Jezel agreed with her judgment, leaving promptly to find a professor or silently guarding the door.

“Hey, I heard Oknodie collapsed?”

“Is Oknodie okay?”

“We’re here to check on her!”

With a serious look, Son Ohchun turned to the healer.

The healer, feeling remorseful for his inability to help, assisted with controlling the flow of visitors.

“Oknodie is currently in critical condition, so visits are not permitted. If you’re concerned, please pray for her recovery.”

The students who arrived late and heard the healer’s grave tone realized the situation was more serious than they’d thought.

“I heard Oknodie was cursed.”

“She used to look for curses in the forest on purpose, and sometimes even took them on.”

“They must have taken advantage of that. She must’ve let her guard down for a low-level curse and ended up with a high-level curse too.”

In the somber atmosphere, Arcadia glared at the students from the Imperial faction.

“If anything happens to Oknodie, I’ll never forgive you.”

“Why are you blaming us?”

“Do I really have to remind you that most of the students who hate Oknodie are on your side?”

“There are more brats like that in your backwater, not here!”

“Ugh.”

“Who said that? Who’s calling us childish? Are you saying border students are as dumb as kids?”

Tensions among the students escalated quickly.

All it took was Oknodie’s collapse for the Academy’s peace to start crumbling.

Son Ohchun suddenly realized how much this one tiny person had contributed to the Academy’s tranquility.

“Enough! Do we have to find the culprit here and now? Right outside the healer’s room, where he just told us Oknodie needs stability?”

The students fell silent, sullen and unwilling to speak.

In the awkward silence, hurried footsteps approached.

“I’ve brought the professor. Everyone, clear the way.”

The first professor to arrive on the scene had such a foreboding presence, it was as though she’d just stepped out of a horror painting—Professor Sadako, known for her fearsome aura.

“Dark magic and curses are as inseparable as water and fish. Coming to me was the right choice…”

Professor Sadako observed Oknodie’s condition and placed her hand on her forehead.

With a series of cracking sounds, she twisted her head back and forth, studying her in a way that seemed more like she was examining a target than a patient.

“I’ll have to go inside.”

“Go inside? Where?”

“Into Oknodie’s nightmare.”

The students who had been arguing outside suddenly fell silent, as if doused with cold water.

“I, I learned it in my family… If you enter the mind of someone tormented by a mental curse, your soul could be devoured by the curse, and you’d end up in a vegetative state.”

“It’s too dangerous. Even the grand shaman of the forest says not to touch those drawn into the dream world. If you interfere incorrectly, it could become even more dangerous.”

Lotto, who had received formal noble education.

Dorothy, a novice forest warden.

Though they came from different regions and classes, they shared the same perception about this forbidden knowledge.

Never interfere with another’s mind.

For it was a perilous action that could take the lives of both the afflicted and the helper.

“Professor, it’s too dangerous!”

“Think of yourselves before you worry about me…”

“Are you encouraging us so we don’t collapse from worrying about our friend?”

Contrary to her fearsome appearance—dressed in a white hanbok, with long hair hanging down and joints cracking—this professor was actually quite kind.

“It’s because you’ll be entering the nightmare together.”

“…We are?”


“A close bond with a friend reduces the chance of subconscious attacks. Companions are essential for a safe mind dive…”

What she meant was that she intended to drag Oknodie’s closest friends into the nightmare together!

“But we aren’t that close, right?”

“Yeah. No matter what we think, Oknodie wouldn’t consider us friends.”

The students who had crowded in after hearing the news began to slowly back away.

Arcadia, who had brought the largest group, felt a mix of betrayal and understanding.

She knew that most of these kids were only pretending to be close to Oknodie to win her favor and receive protection, as she was the mental support pillar for many of the border students.

Forcing genuine bonds on those who might face life-threatening danger was pointless.

As they said, Oknodie wouldn’t cherish such shallow relationships enough to strive to protect them on an unconscious level.

“Lady Arcadia, I understand how you feel. After all, you’re the one who’s always shown Oknodie the most care.”

“Isabel…”

“I’ll go. I know Lady Arcadia would trust me to look after Oknodie.”

Arcadia accepted the washcloth Isabel held out to her, her face full of remorse.

“…Please. Save Dee for me.”

Isabel stepped beside Professor Sadako.

In turn, Son Ohchun pointed at someone.

“You, and you there. You’ll stand guard.”

“Me…? You think you can trust me?”

“Me? I’m a pirate, you know?”

“What does it matter if you’re a berserker or a pirate? Oknodie used to talk about you two often.”

“Oknodie… talked about me?”

“Hmm, really? Well, I guess I owe her one. Consider it settled.”

Hestia and Jigoku willingly took Son Ohchun’s place.

“And I’ll go next…”

“Not you, Jezel. Stay outside just in case.”

“Are you planning to leave me out of rescuing the young lady? How disappointing.”

“Of all of us, you’re the sharpest. If anything goes wrong, you’re the only one I trust to take care of it from the outside.”

“Understood.”

Jezel, who had been glancing at a bothersome plant, started to raise her hand toward it but stopped under Hestia’s stern gaze.

“…I hope you can finish this without me having to step in.”

“Oh, come on, don’t be so dull.”

“That soft-hearted fool—I wonder how he even got the title of Dark Merchant.”

When Isabel and Son Ohchun indicated they were ready, Professor Sadako nodded.

Chanting ominous words, she enveloped the three of them in black mist. 

They leaned against the wall beside the bed, and one by one, disappeared into Oknodie’s subconscious.

***

“What is this place…?”

“This is her mind.”

“Why is that little mouse being attacked by the academy students?”

Floating as translucent ghostly figures in Oknodie’s nightmare, the three friends drifted through the dark scene.

Professor Sadako interpreted the nature of the dream.

“A death experience nightmare is one in which the subject’s deepest fear materializes. For that child, the most terrifying thing must be being hated by everyone…”

They understood now what Oknodie meant when she mumbled in her sleep, Don’t kill them.


Even as she was driven out by the students trying to kill her.

Oknodie was desperately trying not to kill anyone.

As though doing so, even once, would mean no turning back.

‘So she didn’t want to become a killing machine for the Foundation. She was fighting that battle even in her nightmare!’

Tears welled up in Isabel’s eyes.



 
  
    Chapter 174: It’s not Easy


Crash… Boom!

“Aaaah!”

“Ugh, aahhh!”

The entire ceiling came crashing down, crushing the students who were running through the hallway.

“This is… quite severe.”

Even Professor Sadako, known for her harsh demeanor, couldn’t help but comment on the utter chaos that Oknodie’s nightmare had become.

“It’s all your fault. I’ve told you over and over, if I fail here, there’s no place for me in the guild. I told you not to cast me out. But since you did, it means you don’t care if I die. Why would I care about people who don’t value my life?!”

A woman, her hair in disarray and wearing a lab coat, staggered unsteadily, shouting as she went.

As she screamed, the mana board in her hands vibrated, twisting the walls, ceiling, and structure of the academy wildly and recklessly.

Seeing what was left of a student who had failed to escape slowly seep between the cracks in the walls, Isabel turned pale.

“She’s completely mad. Professor, who is that woman?”

“…A student who failed to advance.”

Professor Sadako immediately assessed the woman’s situation.

“At the academy, you don’t automatically go up a grade just because another year has passed. If you don’t earn enough credits, you can’t advance. And the requirements for earning credits only get harder as you move up.”

“So even in the third year, you can’t just get credits by attending lectures?”

“…Even first years can’t, but only if their scores are low enough to need to retake the course. For second years, the hurdle is higher. And for third years, it’s even tougher.”

Isabel cut off Son Ohchun questioning.

“Look over there. It’s Oknodie again.”

They had already witnessed Oknodie’s nightmare play out in the academy setting three times.

With unsteady steps, Oknodie approached the deranged student, clutching a small, faintly glowing stone to her chest.

Crackle, crackle!

Taking small steps forward, guided by the weak light emanating from the stone.

The woman in the lab coat, eyes wide with rage, clutched her mana board and screamed, unable to tolerate even that tiny step forward.

“Stay back!! If you come any closer, I won’t hold back, even if it’s a child. If you don’t want to die, get out of here.”

“This, this… This is the Philosopher’s Stone that you worked so hard to develop. I came to return it to you…”

“That thing is worthless now! Without funding or a lab, that unfinished stone was only good for one thing – being sold as a weapon. The Philosopher’s Stone, which I made to solve our food shortages, was used instead to develop weapons that destroyed my homeland. I can’t stand the sight of it anymore!”

It was a nightmare that felt disturbingly specific for something supposedly simple.

As the milky-white stone Oknodie was holding began to shine even brighter, another stone rose and vibrated from within the woman’s mana board.

Though dirtier and more tarnished than Oknodie’s milky-white, incomplete Philosopher’s Stone, it was equally unfinished.

Yet this stone had found a purpose.

To amplify its destructive power as an <Amplification Stone>.

“You can always start your research over again… Ahh. You can destroy the weapon you created yourself…”

“You’re just saying pretty words to trick me into lowering my guard so you can snatch my mana board, aren’t you? I’ll never fall for it!”

“Ah…”

Crack.

A small crack appeared in the stone.

Snap.

A fragment broke off.

Facing the woman who was now more violently out of control than ever, Oknodie lowered her head.

“This is a lost cause. It’s too late. This isn’t my area of expertise.”

Pressure mounted against Oknodie herself, too.

Like a gust of wind, she was flung back into a wall with a thud, dropping the broken fragment of the stone from her hands.

Barely holding on, Oknodie struggled with the strength of the broken, incomplete Philosopher’s Stone.

A dagger had somehow found its way into her hand.

“I have to kill her. Only then can I escape. But if I kill her, there will be no reward. I can’t end it like a good child. That would mean… losing. After everything I’ve been through, I refuse to lose.”

Blood trickled from her head, which had hit the wall.

Despite her pained grimace, she raised the dagger.

Not at her opponent, but at her own neck.

“So, let’s start over.”

“Oknodie!!”

“Chwingbug!”

Before Isabel or Son Ohchun could stop her, Oknodie ended her own life.

As her gaze went blank, the world around them darkened as if covered by a black curtain.

And once again, the academy courtyard came into view.

“What is this… This nightmare is too much…”

“A nightmare that doesn’t end, even in death? Little mouse must have been tormented by something this severe…?”

There had been no sign of this when they had slept together in the forest during the entrance exam.

Was it a curse that had caused this now?

Or had the curse merely made an existing nightmare worse?

‘I had no idea. Not the faintest clue.’

Son Ohchun clenched his rock-breaking fists until they bled.

Yet another loop began within the dream.

In a cold, eerie laugh, a red tower mage named Rosgini began setting the entire courtyard ablaze, turning it into a fiery inferno.

“Burn it all to the ground. I should have done this much sooner. Far, far sooner…”

The innocent look she’d had in her first year was completely gone, leaving behind not maturity or wisdom but empty despair.

“That girl, she’s an acquaintance of Oknodie. She’s from <Basics of Mana Usage and Understanding>. Oknodie laughed and said Rosgini was driving the professor crazy because she’s a fire attribute in a class taught by an earth attribute professor.”

Isabel felt she was going to lose it.

She couldn’t bear to watch any longer.

“Professor, do we have to wait any longer?”

“It’s enough now.”

Professor Sadako could sense it.

Oknodie had passed the midpoint of the curse.

She had endured half of that terrible curse on her own.

Watching Oknodie’s obsessive struggle had been a painful experience, but it had provided a hint.

An implicit agreement between Oknodie and the curse that could end this nightmare.

The solution Oknodie feared the most.

“There are two ways. One is to kill all the friends rampaging in Oknodie’s nightmare.”

“No way!”

“Little mouse didn’t want that either, which is why she went so far as to end her own life.”


“Keep letting Oknodie’s stubbornness dictate, and that child might lose all her strength and die in the real world too. As her energy wanes, her power to resist the nightmare will grow weaker.”

“That’s…”

“We’re here for her.”

Son Ohchun’s eyes burned with a determination that matched the Red Mage’s fire.

“If Oknodie falters, then we’ll defeat it in her place. Shamans can do that, right? Enter dreams and all.”

“My class isn’t shaman, but… I can do something similar. But remember this: the nightmare we’re dealing with is beyond the ordinary. Even as a teacher, it chills me.”

This isn’t the kind of disaster a mere student would normally be able to cause.

It’s like a high-grade magical catastrophe, with a deadly risk that could easily kill dozens, if not hundreds, if it actually happened in the academy.

‘It’s not some senseless recreation.’

Not only information about the academy’s internal structures.

But also a complete understanding of the destruction caused by magic rampages or magical disasters caused by students with various abilities, and the resulting impact.

Everything was crafted with an astonishing level of realism, based on a meticulous analysis of all kinds of power.

‘So, when Professor Destroyer and my undead were digging up information about the foundation, had they already obtained such in-depth knowledge of the academy?’

This isn’t a level of information you can cram in just a day or two.

Knowledge, logic, spatial diagrams, dimensional spells, the principles of power, philosophical insight.

It’s frightening to even imagine the amount of effort and time it must have taken for Oknodie to accumulate such precise knowledge.

‘It’s been a while. I haven’t felt this kind of chill since I became a lich.’

Not since the first encounter with the dragon principal had she felt this fear.

But letting fear hold her back would make rescuing Oknodie impossible.

“You say you’re ready, but if things go wrong, you could get lost forever in this nightmare. Are you still going to try?”

“All our fears were left behind when we came in here.”

“What we fear is a future where we can’t save little Mouse.”

Good friends.

A faint smile spread across Professor Sadako’s face.

The unbreakable bond of friendship, untarnished by time, was indeed this strong.

“Alright, then. From now on, I’ll make your presence ‘visible.’ Both Oknodie and the nightmare entities will recognize us, so brace yourselves.”

The second way to save Oknodie.

Instead of killing the student causing trouble, they’d find a way to calm the rampage.

For some reason, Oknodie always seemed to know that method, too.

Whether it worked or not.

She always took some action.

Always with means, information, or objects that even the rampaging students had no choice but to react to.

Oknodie and the foundation’s terrifyingly thorough intelligence was, for once, working to their advantage.

Crrrack.

Against Rosgini, who was burning students, Oknodie now appeared wearing special gloves and holding a white stone.

The stone exuded a cruelly intense cold that could freeze its wielder, yet she struggled forward, relying on the gloves to protect her with each heavy step, as Professor Sadako snapped her fingers.

Snap.

Somehow, we have to make this happen.

With that mission in mind, Oknodie, who had been gritting her teeth and walking forward, opened her eyes wide.

“Isabel? Son Ohchun? Even Professor Sadako? You three shouldn’t be here…”

Am I seeing things?

As Oknodie stood, bewildered, Son Ohchun extended his hand.

“If it’s hard, just say it, Mouse. Stop suffering alone and making everyone worry.”

Oknodie’s cheeks, soft as rice cakes, felt the big hand’s firm pinch.

“Owww! That hurts! Hurts, I said!”

“Are you back to your senses? Are you back? Are you back?”

“I am! I am!”

Isabel supported Oknodie’s arm, who looked tearful.

“Oknodie.”

“Eugh. Even Isabel making that scary face…”

“Do you know how worried we were?”

“I’m sorry…”

“We’ll hear your story later. For now, let’s just focus on getting out of here.”

She’s not alone.

Now she had two allies, along with Professor Sadako.

With their support, Oknodie, who had seemed on the verge of collapse, regained her usual spirit.

“By the way, Professor Sadako, I have a question.”

“What is it?”

Whether it was why they appeared here with her, if they knew something about her, or if they had discovered something they shouldn’t have—

She had to be prepared to handle any sensitive questions calmly.

If not, Oknodie herself might come to distrust not only her friends but also her professor.

Resolute, Professor Sadako made up her mind to bear the weight of everyone’s lives, never faltering or hesitating.

Oknodie asked her with an innocent look.


“If we break this together, do we split the resistance power into a quarter for each of us?”

“…No. You get all of it.”

“Phew! Then I’ll gladly take your help!”

This kid’s mindset is no easy matter.

The professor, feeling tension rise in a different way, grew even more focused.



 
  
    Chapter 175: Total Mobilization


Suddenly, my colleagues and Professor Sadako appeared in my nightmare.

I wondered if this might be a gimmick that would reduce my rewards, but thinking it over, the curse was based on my body anyway. 

There was no worry that the effort would be split between us and the reward reduced.

“Reassuring.”

It was much easier than struggling forward on my own, relying on special gloves to take each step.

The Frostbite Demon.

The only means to block Rosigini of the Red Magic Tower when she goes on a rampage.

As I carried this mass of brutal cold that freezes even its owner, Son Ohchun and Isabel supported my sagging arms from either side.

Even though they didn’t directly grab hold of it, just holding my arms and staying beside me was enough to feel the piercing cold that could freeze one’s hands.

Silently, they stayed by my side, stepping forward together.

Having companions to share this with.

I never realized just how reassuring that could feel.

These comrades were like a warm bowl of soup.

Above all, it brought me peace of mind.

“Professor Sadako might only have the gimmick of getting kicked out of the academy, but she doesn’t actually have a berserk gimmick.”

If even Professor Sadako didn’t, Isabel and Son Ohchun were even more reassuring.

“These two are extras. In other rounds, I’d never even see their faces. There’s not a single concretized bad ending gimmick related to berserk or ruin!”

No fear of them turning into enemies at my side just as I trusted them—no double-crossing, no sudden reveal as hidden boss enemies. I could trust them completely.

[You have passed the 53rd death, <Rosgini’s Inferno>.]

[You have passed the 54th death, <The Forbidden Underground Dungeon>.]

[You have passed the 55th death, <The Knight’s Grave>.]

We were advancing rapidly.

With companions, the pace of collecting strategy items and using them sped up significantly.

“What kind of academy has so many maniacs?”

“Hey, mouse! Will we be able to run wild like that in the third year? Man, I’d love that.”

“Oh, if you want to, you can do it now. Should I help?”

It wasn’t that difficult.

Just inject some dark mana, and it’s easy to go berserk.

Follow the set sequence, and you can maintain the berserk state until your mana is exhausted.

Plus, this is the dream world.

Permanent enhancement items can’t materialize here, but temporary ones can to some extent.

This means that temporarily increasing your mana also extends the berserk time!

Of course, it’s the byproduct of a nightmare.

Upon waking up, there would be a mental penalty corresponding to the number and grade of items consumed.

But isn’t it a huge gain to experience boss fights I couldn’t in reality, even in my first semester of the first year?

“No thanks. Keep it in check.”

“If we go mad, who’ll drag you out?”

“Hehe.”

“Don’t smile. What did you do that was so great?”

“You’re asking to get hit.”

Hmph.

What did I even do wrong!

***

We were almost there.

As I was feeling that sense of relief, Professor Sadako suddenly gestured to Isabel.

“Come and hold this…”

“Ugh, it’s heavy. What’s this for?”

“…Here.”

Professor Sadako placed her hand on the back of Isabel’s head, immobilized with both hands full.

As a black mist emanated from her hand, Isabel’s body turned into smoke and ascended to the sky.

<Mental Dive Reversal> 

<Forced Recall>

Professor Sadako had forcibly sent Isabel back.

Startled, Son Ohchun demanded an explanation.

“Professor, what are you doing? We were barely managing, and you sent Isabel back!”

“You have to go too.”

“Why all of a sudden?”

“The intensity of the curse has changed.”

“…More intense than before? How much worse?”

“It’s beyond what I can protect you from.”

The response didn’t come from Sadako in front of me but from the shadows surging up behind us.

“!!”

I’d been tricked.

Before he could turn, Son Ohchun’s body, too, turned to smoke and rose into the sky, vanishing.

I might have felt inclined to complain about why she sent my friends away.

But rather than worrying, I nodded, even relieved.

“Thank you, Professor!”

“Aren’t you resentful? I sent your friends away.”

“From here on, we’re dealing with triggers that go beyond mana rampages or mana catastrophes to world-ending events!”

It’s way too harsh for newbies. 

Hehe.

Laughing as I spoke, I knew how absurd this all sounded.

***

The ambient mana was so saturated with murderous intent it was palpable.

The murderous density of dimensional energy.

Even for an undead like herself, the intensity felt like the stories of <Walpurgis Night>, the witches’ gathering, or the inescapable curse of death, <Memento Mori Day>, coming to life—a world erosion so intense it defied imagination.

Only high-level practitioners could unfold a “Domain” at will. 

A field boss could cover a field, and a world boss could engulf an entire world.

This world erosion could be called a world-class Domain unleashed by a world boss.


It’s on a different level.

A different dimension.

Just imagining what’s coming is terrifying.

She managed to pull the students out of such a disaster.

There’s no regret in that decision.

Only fear.

Did this child truly know something?

What was the foundation thinking when they permitted knowledge of this kind?

“Professor. Could you help just a little more?”

“…As much as I can.”

The battle against the nightmare of Professor Sadako and Oknodie was only just beginning in earnest.

***

Isabel and Son Ohchun, thrust back into reality.

They couldn’t hide their frustration.

They’d been driven out due to a lack of power.

It was humiliating.

It felt like just yesterday that they had passed the entrance exams together as comrades.

They thought they were all on the same level as first-year students.

But that was not the case.

They knew Oknodie was strong.

It was simply that the gap was beyond what they had imagined.

“You’ve returned. How’s your condition?”

“She had entered the final stage of the curse.”

“Yet the difficulty has become absurd. It makes you wonder if higher curses are always this severe.”

“Let me explain from here.”

“You… You’re strong. Are you a professor?”

A man with long, unkempt hair, wearing a cape and shoulder guards, giving off an impression of a mercenary.

Someone with a keen eye could tell he was a rogue by the small tools hanging from his belt and the daggers and other weapons strapped to his thigh, with protective gloves on his fingers for handling them.

But his muscular thighs, arms, and solid physique were built to the point it was questionable if he was really a rogue, and he was also a professor at the academy.

The former hero, Destroyer, answered Son Ohchun’s question.

“That’s right. I can’t just sit back and watch my students, who are bound to me as mentor and mentee, die in vain.”

“My apologies. Please save our little comrade!”

“You don’t need to bow your head that low. I already intended to. This child’s curse is an advanced death-experience curse. But according to another student who spoke with Professor Sadako, the curse’s compatibility is poor.”

“What does it mean that the curse’s compatibility is poor…?”

“To better evaluate Oknodie’s abilities, I previously placed the ‘Nightmare of Struggle’ on her. It’s also a high-level curse in its own right.”

“You placed such a dangerous curse on a first-year…!”

“First-years get the low-level version. Middle-years get an upgrade to intermediate. For the top of the class, it gets upgraded to advanced. It’s a reasonable approach.”

Is that normal? 

Destroyer’s confident explanation was so calm that it actually sounded convincing!

“Explain how the poor compatibility of the Nightmare of Struggle and this advanced nightmare is connected.”

Jezel spoke, soothing the fuming Son Ohchun to keep him from jumping in.

“It’s simple. Oknodie’s experience has already surpassed the advanced class level outside the academy. She grew up with the highest-level mentors and training arranged by the foundation.”

In most cases, excellent education ensures excellent growth.

But sometimes, outstanding teaching can turn into poison.

“This added realism to Oknodie‘s imagination.’ Now, this child’s curse is perfectly structured, based on the highest level of mentorship and training.”

“So… Are you saying the curse has become even stronger?”

“That’s right. Now, the curse has likely reached a supreme level, beyond even advanced. Reconstructed into a nightmare with the highest possible realism she can comprehend.”

Though he couldn’t bring himself to tell the students, deep down he believed the curse had worsened by another level.

In the low-level mana evaluation test, it was revealed that Oknodie possessed dark mana.

Combining this with Oknodie’s excessively large reserve of dark mana, it was easy to assume that her mental state would deteriorate day by day.

‘The way she used her mentor’s form to massacre the creatures in the Nightmare of Struggle wasn’t an accident. That child learned to fight nightmares to survive.’

It was either a method the foundation had taught her to endure the pain of dark mana each night or a way she discovered herself to stay alive.

Forced to master nightmare-fighting techniques just to make it through the night, and now enduring a curse on top of that, her nightmare level would naturally escalate.

‘But it ends here.’

Destroyer whistled, and another professor appeared, as if he had been waiting.


“The students are becoming fatigued. Could you take over the defense?”

“Of course. I’ll do my utmost.”

Even Monk Myungho, who had been watching over Oknodie’s condition, joined in.

With him holding the position, Destroyer could follow Professor Sadako into the Dream Dive without hesitation.

And so, the operation to rescue Oknodie which had drawn in three academy professors, was reaching its final phase.



 
  
    Chapter 176: Preview of Destruction


A curse is like a disease.

Like a fatal illness, it begins with a dormant phase, causing only mild symptoms at first, but when it reaches the middle stage, it brings intense suffering. 

It disrupts the body’s vital signs, destroys the immune system, and finally, in the terminal stage, it claims its victim’s life.

A curse doesn’t spread through infection.

Instead, it starts off with minor symptoms so that its origin remains unnoticed. 

Over time, the symptoms worsen, and in the final stage, it takes life away.

‘But for the Curse of Random Nightmares to become this severe… If I report this to the academic society, the entire world would be shocked.’

It was a sight that could easily lead to a worldwide explosion in the number of curse practitioners.

The end of the world, as if in Oknodie’s nightmare, was unfolding.

Guoooo.

The primordial mountain range rises.

A long-slumbering being erupts in fury at the insignificant byproducts of its own essence.

What could have gone so horribly wrong for the Curse of Random Nightmares to reach such extremes?

This was not the curse he was familiar with.

Usually, it was a passerby suddenly attacking with a knife, a merchant offering a poisoned apple that knocks you out when you eat it, or a seductive woman pulling a dagger from her thigh to stab you in the back.

A curse constantly analyzes.

It waits for a moment when the victim lets their guard down, choosing increasingly lethal and threatening methods as it progresses.

Ultimately, it manifests as the most potent, realistic threat a person can comprehend.

Usually, it’s just a territorial knight or an unidentified wizard.

And the solution is simple.

The practitioner of dream-breaking magic explains theoretically that actual knights and wizards are not invincible beings, illustrating the superiority of their own countermeasures.

Once the cursed person understands and mentally weakens the strength of the knight and wizard while enhancing that of the dream-breaker, the scenario ends.

They can overpower the form of the curse with force and escape.

But this curse had escalated until a primordial giant rose from slumber. 

This was far beyond a mere child’s imagination.

“Ah, Professor Destroyer!”

“I came to help. I figured Professor Sadako would have trouble handling this alone, so I made the right call. How far along is the situation?”

“The 96th phase…”

“The reverse calculation of the curse?”

“There are at least four more phases remaining. It’ll continue up to the 100th…”

At this point, the foundation was more shocking than Oknodie.

Even the academic-obsessed nobles of the Empire wouldn’t go this far with early education.

It was suspicious enough to wonder if the chairman of the foundation was personally training a successor.

“Oknodie, since time is short, let me tell you how to break the curse. There’s a gap in the details of the formidable dangers you imagine.”

“A gap?”

“A person who’s only heard of the giant’s size might replicate it in scale but wouldn’t understand how its density is configured, or how such a massive body supports itself.”

For now, we’ll exploit this gap in information about the giant to weaken that enormous being as much as possible.

“Ever wondered why the primordial giant has been sleeping for so long? It’s because its spine was broken.”

“Eh?”

“On top of that, it lacks the energy to sustain such a massive body, so it’s been in a near-comatose state, barely surviving by absorbing life energy from the earth that grew atop it.”

The know-how of nightmare extermination.

It lies in gaslighting.

“In other words, that guy’s a critically injured fool who can’t even stand on two feet, and if he gets up, he can’t last a minute before collapsing again.”

“That’s not true! The primordial giant moves by drawing on the essence of volcanoes, and its spine is reinforced with eternal steel veins!”

“…Every giant’s weak point is the Achilles tendon. No matter how massive, if you sever its heel in a single blow, it’ll bleed out and meet its end.”

“No, it’s not! You have to enter its mouth and use an extreme-level freezing spell or curse on the essence of the sun. Hehe. You really need to study paleobiology more.”

“…This is infuriating.”

“Ouch!”

Oknodie winced, pounding her fist against her hip after getting smacked on the head.

Only after another smack did she clutch her head and roll on the ground, finally quieting down.

“You know too much for your own good. Isn’t your insistence on realism what’s making nightmare extermination so difficult? Follow the wisdom of your mentor.”

“Humph! Accepting nonsense makes my rewards decrease, you know?”

“Rewards? Who’s rewarding you for all this?”

“Ah, that’s…”

“The foundation?”

“No!”

“Then who? Where from?”

“…It’s the foundation!”

“This is absurd. This must be a warning from the foundation to the academy.”

They’re saying, ‘We can make any student unleash a magical runaway or magical disaster to destroy the academy. If we want, we can even destroy the world. So don’t provoke us. Don’t even think about taking Oknodie from us.’

Bronze had stolen a treasure from the foundation, and the activities of him and Professor Sadako in investigating the foundation had been discovered, so they planted a curse on Oknodie during a visitation.

Thinking of it this way, everything made sense.

“Oknodie, if you had to choose between the foundation and the academy, which would you pick?”

“Why do I have to choose just one?”

“Didn’t your parents ever pester you about whom you liked more, your mom or your dad? It’s the same.”

“Hm… I don’t have a mom, so I wouldn’t know.”

“…Poor thing.”

Despite being embraced by the cold arms of the undead, she buried her head in his chest with a giggle, for some reason making me irrationally irritated.

“Instead of whining, go handle the monster you summoned.”

“Tch. Fine. I’m going.”

“…What is that?”

“It’s the Sentinel Core of the Flame Tower!”

“Even in a dream, how did you manage to get your hands on such a precious relic that maintains the continuity of the Tower… You’re truly a natural-born Rogue.”

“That’s a compliment, right?”

“A true Rogue needs to have sticky fingers.”

It sounded like a compliment, but somehow didn’t feel like one!

“Why did you steal the Sentinel Core?”

“The reason the Primordial Giant gets angry is because someone has either stolen or damaged the essence of the sun, which is his lifeline. So, we need to supply a substitute fuel!”

“…I see. That’s certainly better than trying to kill him using extreme ice magic or a freezing curse.”


An effortless solution, even against a world boss.

Putting aside the fact that such knowledge belongs to the Foundation, the three proceeded with their infiltration to calm the Primordial Giant.

Despite being a little slower than the mobility of those in the Professor class, Oknodie quickly caught up.

“You go inside its stomach. I’ll buy some time from the outside.”

While the Destroyer held things off outside, Sadako cast a curse on the constricting esophagus from within.

“If it feels like thorns are piercing it, it won’t be able to constrict its throat out of sheer pain.”

Following the path cleared by the two professors, they placed the Sentinel Core of the Red Tower near the heart, where the essence of the sun had been. 

The Primordial Giant, restored to life, ceased his rampage.

The world-ending threat brought on by the Primordial Giant faded away as if it had all been a lie.

[You have conquered the 96th Death: <Primordial Giant>.]

At this point, even a current warrior would consider it a rare achievement to overcome challenges of this magnitude, typically at the risk of herlife. 

Yet Oknodie continued to succeed in these feats, one after another.

The Destroyer, assisting in these endeavors, began to feel a familiar nostalgia.

It felt just like working alongside Ni’alatotep in the warrior’s party during his active days.

In fact, there were even improvements compared to that time.

Ni’alatotep always resorted to makeshift solutions that left a bitter aftertaste.

In contrast, every choice Oknodie made felt undeniably like the ‘right answer,’ with an intuition so strong that the reasons and logic behind her actions were completely comprehensible.

‘It’s not just an understanding of her students and the academy. Her grasp of the world’s calamities and disasters is flawless. If guided properly, humanity can be assured of safety for the next century.’

He could envision it clearly in his mind.

What lay beyond this small child.

And behind it all, laughing with a hand pressed to her forehead, was the shadowy figure of the Foundation Director of Wiheomhae.

Could he pretend he didn’t see this potential?

Could he avoid imparting the greatest teachings to her?

Could he bear someone taking this child away from him?

‘The greatest adversary that this era’s Warrior will face isn’t the Demon King. It’s right there.’

That being, proclaiming a challenge to place the fate of this era on the academy through this small child, was indeed the most sinister figure of the era—the enemy of humanity.

[You have conquered the 97th Death: <Twilight of the Gods>.]

[You have conquered the 98th Death: <Gourmet Demon King>.]

An incredible little brat who could toy with both gods and demon kings.

If she could gain the academy’s support, drawing her into the world of light would be effortless.

Destroyer truly believed this with all his heart.

[The 99th Death: <The Academy’s Last Day> has begun.]

That belief suddenly faltered as he saw the Dragon Principal demolishing the academy with her own hands from afar.

The Dragon Principal, someone considered a staunch protector of humanity despite her quirks.

The ancient dragon <Omoshiroi> was tearing down humanity’s greatest educational institution and future with her own claws.

The possibility that the principal would turn against humanity.

It was occurring in Oknodie’s nightmare, which always unfolded based on clear ‘realism.’

This wasn’t just a nightmare-exclusive possibility but something that might happen in reality.

The worst future humanity could face.

He realized this horrifying truth.

‘If I seek the principal’s advice on Oknodie’s extraordinariness and request the academy’s support, only for her to betray us, that would truly be humanity’s end!’

If they wanted to bring Oknodie into the world of light and take her from the grasp of the Foundation—

The principal’s help.

The academy’s support.


These could never be relied on, nor should they be.

Only they—

Sadako, who had experienced this nightmare directly, and he alone—

Could guide this child down the right path.

The weight of humanity’s future, world peace, and immense responsibility fell onto the shoulders of this former warrior.



 
  
    Chapter 177: Last of my Works


If stacking bad luck (0.1%) on top of more bad luck (0.1%) could lead to a Gigantamax Mandragora event that would utterly demolish the Academy, then we’ve already covered that.

If such bad luck repeats multiple times, even greater things could happen.

The final day of the Academy.

The moment when the Dragon Principal feels disillusioned with the Academy.

Forget graduation or anything else—the Academy faces complete destruction in this ending.

‘A future where either the Academy is filled with students of a single disposition, leading to a peaceful dullness, or it becomes an unbearable storm of backbiting, jealousy, and envy!’

This isn’t an event that happens easily.

With over two thousand students enrolling in each year.

The event requires extremely strict conditions to activate.

First, the Academy’s student body needs to dwindle rapidly due to disaster events.

Unstable global situations must block new students from enrolling.

The senior students would have to graduate or be repatriated to their home countries.

An event likely to occur primarily during wartime.

‘It’s not impossible to happen even in times of peace as time goes by, though!’

With a veteran like me around, the chances of it happening in reality are exceedingly slim.

Unless every single area collapse event fails, leading to a worldwide catastrophe, students will hardly desert the Academy en masse.

But what if that bad luck really did happen?

What if, of all things, the reduced number of students ended up all set with a single personality trait?

<Wealth Accumulation>

Beyond her publicly known greedy instincts, the Dragon Principal has another instinct.

<Enemy of Balance>

World peace.

Single order.

Permanent unification.

Absolute immutability.

The Principal, who despises monotony more than anyone else, becomes intoxicated by the poison of boredom brought on by unchanging things and goes on a rampage.

Imbalance. 

Chaos.

The moment the chaotic image of the Academy that the Principal desires disappears, she grows weary of the amusement on earth.

The Academy she cherished turns into a burdensome thing that can no longer satisfy her desire for entertainment.

Labor without reward.

Waste without value.

Time without meaning.

The moment she decides to put an end to all of that, the Academy collapses in a day.

The Principal, deciding to quit the Academy, doesn’t simply leave gracefully; she smashes it with her massive body, crushes it with her feet, and even burns it with her breath.

A complete, utter wreckage as she leaves the ruins of the Academy behind in an ashy ending!

“Principal!”

“What is it, human?”

“I want to be a freshman!”

Understanding the personalities of the remaining freshmen at the Academy, I quickly act out a personality that doesn’t match theirs.

“I’m not a nice, dull, timid kid!”

The kids remaining in this school are gentle, timid students with no motivation, who’ve stayed because their hometowns are gone and they’re at a loss for what to do.

By acting as a wicked, nasty, and highly motivated student, I can easily avert this bizarre ending regardless of the extreme difficulty level.

“Oh?”

“Of course, I doubt some fat-bellied lizard could teach me anything! But I’d still like to try out the Academy!”

“Oh, you little brat?”

Curiosity flickers in the Principal’s eyes, and her destructive urge fades, finally ending the Academy’s nightmare.

[You’ve conquered the 99th death <The Final Day of the Academy>.]

[Last 100th Death]

<Annihilation Ending>

Except for the worst 20-year-old grad student route, which aimed to annihilate every living creature in the world.

“This is… too much.”

“Is that… your mentor, Oknodie?”

The me from the past.

A towering, muscular macho man at 2.3 meters tall.

That version of me, tormented by the crazy professor who trapped me in the Academy for twenty whole years, couldn’t stand it anymore and swore to destroy this world, wiping out every living thing.

A hell where no life survives.

Facing the me from that world, with twenty years of stat boosts, would, of course, be impossible.

I already felt unstoppable after just four years.

But twenty? 

How could I ever win that fight?

I feel emotional sympathy too.

Twenty years really is crossing a line.

How could they work me like a slave for twenty years without even giving me a PhD?

No wonder I hate those Empire professors.

They’re total garbage!

“Oknodie. Reset through ‘death.’ Before it’s too late. As soon as possible. Before that thing gets here…!”

The urgent shout of the Destroyer.

Behind him, a massive wave of energy surges.

<Croyt’s Necromantic Barrier Type G>

The magic barrier Professor Sadako reflexively raised shatters into pieces, and both are sent flying.

The Destroyer regains his stance, rolling on the ground, while Professor Sadako kneels, blood trickling from her mouth.

My grad-student self, from that loop of boundless rage and hatred for the professors, approaches them both in a fury that has both professors completely tense.

“Wait a minute!”

“Die.”

“I’ll let you graduate!”

The <Primordial Ruin> spell that had been shooting from his fingers changes trajectory, slicing through the mountains in the distance and splitting them into three pieces.

Knowing the gimmick makes it easy to counter, but without that knowledge, the 20-year grad-student route is a nightmare to overcome!

“Gradu…ate?”


“Look here. I’ve brought back the professors who were expelled by the Empire faction from the borders!”

“Professor Sadako… Professor Destroyer…?”

The two of us, using Korean Hangul from our homeland, instead of the automatically translated language of this world.

As expected, my 20-year grad-student self quickly realizes the abnormality of the situation, in a way only another version of me could.

“What’s the hottest coin these days?”

“Haenam coin!”

“What’s the function that appears if your stealth experience exceeds 1000?”

“Absolute Stealth!”

“Of course. You’re not an NPC. An NPC that shouldn’t exist appeared, so this situation is anything but normal. Are you perhaps a summon from my subconscious and this is an illusion?”

“It’s the other way around! You’re a summon from my subconscious, and this is my nightmare!”

“Don’t lie. That would mean that the me who’s been obsessed with beefy macho male characters all my life is now playing a short cute female character!”

True to his veteran status, my subconscious self quickly picks up on facts that don’t make sense!

“No, think about it the other way around. If I’m real, I subconsciously summoned a muscular macho male character, but if you’re real, you subconsciously summoned a short cute female character!”

“That’s just too much.”

Another version of me accepted it with a thoroughly reasonable rationale.

The willpower drained from him.

“Oknodie… Can that monster even talk?”

“What language is that? Even I, a former member of a warrior party that traveled the world, don’t recognize it.”

“Oh, how am I supposed to explain this?”

As I was wondering how to explain it to the professors, Professor Destroyer confidently stepped forward, saying I didn’t need to bother.

“I don’t need you to say a thing. That appearance… It’s certainly your master, Oknodie, from the Nightmare of Strife.”

“What? I’m cursed with that too!?”

“It’s okay for now. More importantly, it’s about your master. What can we even do to stop that absurdly powerful being?”

Although he’d lost the will to fight for the moment, he might lose his mind if he suddenly realized that Hae-nam-pa coin had crashed.

For safety’s sake, I had to make sure to implement a plan to drive out that other me.

“It’s simple!”

A power more terrifying than even a Demon Lord or a Dragon.

An end-of-the-world scenario with humanity’s downfall embodied in one person.

Someone who has experienced every calamity and can recreate it at will.

Another version of me, with the strongest specs.

And a 20-year PhD student.

“Just write him a graduation certificate!”

I offered a suggestion to defeat him.

“…So Oknodie’s master will leave if he gets an academy graduation certificate? Why…?”

It was one thing for Professor Sadako, who always had her face obscured by hair and was hard to read, but even Professor Destroyer looked genuinely puzzled.

“So that’s really all it takes?”

“Yes!”

Professor Destroyer, figuring it was worth a shot, handed over a graduation certificate.

The 230 cm-tall version of me held the certificate, smiling warmly like a ghost being laid to rest, and began to fade.

“Don’t ever go to grad school…”

Holding the graduation certificate like it was a priceless treasure, that version of me floated up, ending the endless nightmare at last.

***

[You have escaped from a high-level death curse. The curse, reconstructed with brutal realism, has been shattered, and the reward level has skyrocketed.]

[Observation EXP +100]

[Behavior Prediction EXP +100]

[Stealing EXP +80]

[Persuasion EXP +65]

[Infiltration EXP +44]

…

…

[Good Child EXP +30]

[You have survived a high-difficulty nightmare.]

[Title acquired: <Living Witness of Nightmares>.]

[You survived the moment of apocalypse.]

[Title acquired: <Apocalypse Survivor>.]

[You identified and implemented proper solutions and compromises to resolve the crisis with creatures spiraling toward world-ending disaster.]

[Title acquired: <Guide of Salvation>.]

[Achievement reward for <This is a High-Level Curse>: 100,000 points awarded.]

[Achievement reward for <Meeting Another Self in a Dream>: 200,000 points awarded.]

[Achievement reward for <How Did You Break It?>: 300,000 points awarded.]

Living Witness of Nightmares: Survived a nightmare where people fell like ants.

-Title Equipped Effect: Fear Resistance +100

-Title Passive Effect: Fear Resistance +10

Apocalypse Survivor: Witnessed the world end multiple times.

-Title Equipped Effect: Full resistance to global-area fields.

-Title Passive Effect: Partial resistance to global-area fields.

Guide of Salvation: Saved the world from impending doom multiple times, becoming a beacon of hope for the world.

-Title Equipped Effect: Activate blessing <Infinite Reverence>.

-Title Passive Effect: Default favorability with all things +10.

Infinite Reverence (Blessing): When activated, all things express respect toward you.

Jackpot!

I’d acquired 600,000 points.

Total boost in skill EXP: 600.

“Whew…”

Stretching as I squirmed under the blanket, the world looked different.

In rounds where everything goes wrong, just breathing feels miserable, but in rounds blessed with ridiculous luck, just breathing feels blissful, like being born with a silver spoon!

It felt like the happiness you get when everything comes effortlessly, without even trying.

But maybe it didn’t look that way to the newbie NPCs living their first lives.

“Oknodie!”

“Gah! Isabel?”

Isabel, who grabbed my head in a sudden hug beside the bed.

The hug was nice, but her arms pulled me in so tightly it felt desperate, like she was holding the string of a balloon that might fly away at any moment.

“You’re… choking me.”

“I thought you were going to die. How did you end up under such a dangerous curse?”

“Yeah, what the heck were you doing to make three professors show up?”

It’s just that the curse I took on for inner-strength training turned out to be a jackpot, so it took a little longer.

If I said that out loud, Isabel, who was clinging to me, would probably smack me in the back of the head.

“No idea.”

Feigning ignorance, I busily rummaged through the blanket.

…Wait.

I thought it was around here.

Could it be somewhere else?

No matter how much I searched the bed, I couldn’t feel any trace of the curse-storage device.

“It’s okay. This isn’t a nightmare. There’s no need to be so uneasy. The ground won’t collapse, nor will we suddenly fall into another nightmare.”


It wasn’t because I was anxious, though.

Feeling awkward under her pitiful gaze, I glanced over and noticed Professor Sadako standing quietly next to the bed lamp, staring intently from beneath her long hair.

In her hand was the curse-storage device.

‘Busted!’

My attempt at inner-strength training got totally busted.



 
  
    Chapter 178: Presfessor’s Investigation of the Threat


Sadako gazed blankly at the device in her hand.

The device she found upon waking from that nightmare.

Feeling the ominous energy emanating from it, she examined it further and, as expected, detected traces of the curse that tormented Oknodie stored within.

‘It’s worth investigating.’

Oknodie, with a pale face, turned her gaze away from the device as though something had struck her.

For a child who fears not even the undead to display such obvious terror, there must indeed be something in this device that frightens her.

“Mirror, mirror, show me the face of this object’s previous owner.”

“If you give me five lungs and three livers.”

At the mirror’s response, Professor Sadako immediately opened her magical backpack and took out fresh animal lungs and livers she had prepared for her lectures, placing them into the drawer beneath the mirror.

When she closed the drawer, the entire mirror writhed as if savoring the taste.

Crunch, crunch.

The artifact made unsettling noises as it moved.

Then, as if satisfied with a delicious meal, an image began to form on the mirror’s surface.

One student.

And one merchant.

Professor Sadako magically printed the image from the mirror and handed it to Professor Destroyer.

“Track them down. The culprit who cursed Oknodie.”

“Leave the student to Monk Myungho, not me. I’ll identify the adult male within two weeks and inform you.”

“…That professor. Can we trust him?”

“He was tasked with monitoring Oknodie by the principal even before we were involved. Naturally, I won’t share any deep information linked to the principal.”

“Understood.”

The three professors united to rescue Oknodie.

Sadako, Destroyer, and Monk Myungho.

Among them, Monk Myungho could not see Oknodie’s nightmares.

So he remains unaware.

Unaware that the principal might destroy the academy.

Allies, yet not truly able to trust each other to the end.

Sharing the same goal but merely using each other.

Apologetic as Sadako was toward the kind-hearted Monk Myungho, she knew that any information she shared with him could potentially reach the principal, so she could not divulge anything too deep.

“Find out who this student is.”

“That won’t be difficult. I’m already familiar with this student.”

“…Who is it?”

“Primer. A lower-class student aiming to join the Knight Faculty. He mainly attends Imbuing Magic classes, but he lacks the skill to cast such a powerful curse himself.”

“What about other courses?”

“I’ll check with the magic clock. Hmm… He’s enrolled in Imperial Humanities, Introduction to Ancient Characters, and Social Dance as general electives.”

“Surviving in the world will be tough for him. Becoming an undead sooner might be better.”

Sadako’s candid assessment elicited only a soft chuckle from the amiable Monk Myungho, who couldn’t bring himself to refute her.

While it’s normal to attend classes based on personal interests, the reality is that these elective choices often reveal an escape from competitive faculties, chosen purely to secure credits.

With each passing semester and advancing year, it becomes increasingly difficult to survive at the academy with just credit-earning classes.

“…Just ambitious enough, just inept enough, just incapable of giving up. That kind of moderation makes for a convenient pawn.”

“Is this student why Oknodie was cursed?”

“Destroyer and I are handling it. There’s no need for you to get involved.”

“No. Neither the Celestial Buddha nor the Buddha himself would draw lines in a world where balance of power with the Western world has collapsed and boundaries have disappeared. How can I, a mere mortal, set such boundaries?”

“…Is that so? Then, don’t overexert yourself. It’d be troublesome if the child ends up expelled.”

She wants to stop him.

Wants to tell him it’s information he must not know.

Wants to block him.

From letting any information reach the principal.

Should she kill him?

For a fleeting moment, Sadako let this murderous thought pass by, masking it with the indifference of an undead.

But Monk Myungho, who turned to leave, had already sensed the emotions Sadako failed to fully conceal.

‘It’s not uncommon for professors to harbor dislike toward one another, but never have I received such a strong killing intent. I have committed no wrongdoing to warrant this.’

A deep worry clouded Monk Myungho’s face.

‘Oknodie. What kind of information did you come across about the mastermind targeting that child that makes you so wary of sharing it with me? Perhaps… could it be…’

He pondered whether someone among the professors had been swayed by the mastermind and suspected he might be under suspicion himself.

What dark entity have they truly touched?

How deep into the darkness has Oknodie been drawn?

A darkness even more profound and terrifying than black magic loomed.

A colossal presence, daunting even to approach.

‘Yet, even in the depths of darkness, the Celestial Buddha and Buddha taught that the grace of great compassion and wisdom must be shed.’

Despite Sadako’s veiled warning—or perhaps her unguarded sincerity—Monk Myungho was not deterred, choosing silence over retreat as he resolved to be even braver.

First, he would seek out the student Primer.

And thus began his journey to extract information.

The journey to save Oknodie from this vast, daunting abyss.

***

The port city of Lucky Harbor in the Kingdom of Florence.

Contrary to its name, this city had collapsed pitifully, with tides becoming difficult to navigate due to sea monster activity, causing people to abandon it as it fell into decay.

Now, only smugglers, pirates, and immigrant fleets frequented this ruined city, bringing an air of lifelessness even in the middle of the day.

“A perfect place for someone to hide.”

Destroyer’s informant.

Branch manager of the Thieves’ Guild, Lorenz Donuts, added another puff of smoke to the gloomy, cloud-heavy city as he lit a cigar.

Though too dark for sunglasses, those in the underworld find this level of gloom just right.

“Oknodie, wasn’t it? The name of the child our esteemed Warrior seems to have taken an interest in.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“That child is truly fortunate. To have the attention of the man who once peeled back a layer of the world’s darkness.”

Throughout the time he smoked his cigar, the subordinate stood by without a hint of displeasure, enduring the harsh smoke.

Lorenz Donuts was a dangerous man, enough so that his subordinate was careful with every single movement, fearful of failing to control his expression or saying the wrong word.

And anyone would think so if they saw the bloodied middle-aged man lying at his feet.

“I-I was wrong… I don’t know what offense I’ve caused you, but from now on, I’ll reform and live properly. Please, just this once, show mercy…”


“It’s quite fascinating, isn’t it? I’ve never told anyone to live a good life, so I can’t understand why everyone tries to become a decent person in front of me.”

At Lorenz’s slight gesture, the middle-aged man crawled forward on his knees.

“Mind lending me a hand?”

Lorenz flicked the cigar ash onto the man’s grimy, trembling hand as if it were an ashtray.

The man couldn’t even scream properly; his fist clenched tight as he shed silent tears.

With another gesture from Lorenz, his subordinate forced the middle-aged man to his feet.

“Now, do you remember? That merchant who joined your trading company years ago just to put his name on your roster – where and what he’s up to now.”

It hadn’t even been an hour after the head trader opened his mouth when an explosion echoed somewhere in the city.

“Nothing is ever simple with these types. Spend enough time around big shots, and this is the problem. Human lives become far too cheap.”

“An urgent report from the capture squad. The target escaped and went berserk with dark mana.”

“Deploy the combat team. Surely, those who’ve extracted information from even the most remote corners of the demonic zone won’t be fazed by this, right?”

The Thieves’ Guild had scoured every desolate corner of the demonic wastelands, gathering information and tracking locations, places where demonic beings, stripped of any human form, clung to life to acquire the necessary intelligence for the hero.

This wasn’t the first time the organization’s members, aligned with the world’s best Rogue, had faced a foe wielding berserk dark mana.

“Is he alive?”

“He’s dead. He couldn’t withstand the dark mana and went into shock alone during the escape.”

“Strip everything from his belongings to his accounts and identity.”

The report he would prepare for his lord would need to be filled to the brim with every detail, so much work was ahead.

Who this person met, how he interacted with his backers – there was so much to dig into.

But an unthinkable name surfaced.

“Sebiche? You’re saying the Sebiche ducal house is involved in this? Unless a new Sebiche has popped up in this country without my knowledge?”

“It’s the very same Sebiche, where Lady Arcadia Sebiche of the Florence Kingdom resides.”

“Confirm it again! You don’t realize the implications of what you’re saying. You’re suggesting that the line my lord requested as the utmost priority, the ‘tail’ connecting to the future Warrior raised by the world’s top institution, leads to the foremost duke of a kingdom. And yet, you’re sure of your information?”

“I’m certain.”

“…I see.”

Lorenz Donuts steadied himself.

After losing his family in a demonic berserk incident, his home had lost all warmth.

When he lay down in a house devoid of any trace of the useless junk he had slowly accumulated by falling for a peddler’s silver tongue –

He realized something.

The mess he had always scolded had now become something he missed.

And he would never again have the chance to scold that mess.

Recalling that emptiness, his heart grew cold.

If his information was wrong, someone would have to live the rest of their life carrying this same emptiness.

“Examine it. Ensure it’s not false evidence or a decoy left to mislead trackers.”

The report would come after.

A meticulous investigation to avoid even a single mistake.

His subordinates praised him as a thorough branch head, but…

He knew.

While he could deceive his subordinates, he could not deceive his own heart.

This was a reprieve, an evasion.

An unbearable, shocking truth.


The desire to delay reporting it to his lord, even for a little while.

A foreboding sense that countless others would soon endure the same emptiness he felt.

“The season when birds sing is coming.”

The season when birds feast on human corpses covering the water.

This summer would be a brutal one.



 
  
    Chapter 179: Items that increase favorability


After the mosquito incident, anticipating a disease outbreak, I had stocked up on disease treatments, only for a curse to replace the disease, leaving me with surplus inventory.

After unloading the inventory to the Dark Trading Company of Arcadia and Jezel, I was almost done gathering initial items.

“Oknodie. Don’t go off somewhere strange and get yourself into trouble again this weekend. Just stay and study quietly.”

“Tch. Last time, I was with Hestia and Titosso. And I went to the forest with Dorothy.”

“You need to prepare for midterms too.”

It was only natural for Isabel to be worried.

The approaching midterms.

After the recent incident in the inner quarters, people around me kept looking as if to ask when I actually studied.

Honestly, I didn’t particularly need to study.

But for the sake of managing my favorability, I often spent time pretending to study with people I was close to.

[You pretended to study while secretly playing with mana.]

[“Solo Play” experience +1]

[You successfully created numbers and letters with mana.]

[“Solo Play” experience +1]

[You successfully hid the mana letters and numbers from Isabel, who was suspicious that you might be slacking off instead of studying.]

[Hiding experience +1]

Isabel probably never imagined that I had transformed the numbers and letters into tattoo-like forms and hidden them under my clothes.

When I got home, I extracted the letters I’d been playing with all day back into mana and fed them to the baby Mandragora like little treats.

“Is it tasty?”

“Ehng-ehng.”

The baby Mandragora tasted the letters, then lifted its roots and flung them out of the bottle.

“That’s so rude!”

“Ehng-ehng.”

It should be devouring whatever it gets after only having tasteless culture fluids.

Why is it rejecting my mana? 

I suspect it’s been sneaking snacks behind my back.

“Come clean. What did you eat when I wasn’t around?”

“Ehng-ehng.”

Feigning innocence, the baby Mandragora turned its head.

Suspicious…

I’m sure it ate something.

Its acting skills are something else. I wonder who it takes after.

“If you get caught eating weird things later, don’t expect to get any more culture fluid!”

“Ehng-ehng.”

This peaceful routine continued even during lecture hours.

Everything in the lectures was stuff I already knew.

Every lecture assignment was already memorized.

Even the repetitive drills that required grinding were done instantly at maximum efficiency, so I’ve recently been thinking about stacking up some other skills.

Stat achievements.

Cooking Handbook achievements.

Collection achievements.

Curse resistance achievements.

And now, the next field I’m taking on…

Favorability management!

“Collecting favor perks can surprisingly come in handy.”

Usually, each character has varying degrees of favorability, some being easy to raise, others not. 

Typically, you’d spend a year picking and choosing who to interact with.

Isn’t it better to shower a friend who knows gratitude and gives you 10 favor points rather than a stingy one who only gives 1?

For some reason, though, this time, I’ve already figured out the general lineup, way before a year even passed.

“Is it because I’m a petite, cute girl character this round instead of a beefy male character?”

Anyway, if I want to coordinate with friends for weekly events starting next semester, I need to build up favor diligently.

Characters with declining favorability could appear during summer break.

Ignoring favorability maintenance could backfire when you least expect it.

“Oh, right.”

To increase favorability, I need favor-raising items!

You can get a boost by doing things the person likes or chatting about shared interests, but raising favor through those casual events takes too much time, and each cycle, personalities or interests can change randomly.


	“Lillia, let’s eat together! I brought sweet and sour pork!”

	“…Why does this sweet and sour pork look like this?”

	“Huh? You like it with the sauce poured on, don’t you?”

	“Who said that?! I’m a ‘dip it’ person!”

	“Gasp!!”



There’s even the possibility that a character who once preferred sauce-poured sweet and sour pork might suddenly switch to a ‘dip-it’ preference, thanks to the randomness!

You can’t assume someone’s taste without thorough observation and research.

However, when it comes to favorability items, they yield a significant boost if matched with their tastes, and even if tastes shift, they still guarantee a minimum increase.

“Hehe. This should do it, right?”

I headed to the convenience store, loaded up with a bunch of “First-Years’ Focus-Enhancing Study Potion,” and walked to the lounge where friends usually studied.

“Oh, Mob! Perfect timing. Take one of these!”

“…Oknodie? What on earth is that…”

“It’s a focus-enhancing study potion!”

“…Need me to help carry it?”

“It’s fine. Compared to usual, this isn’t even that much!”

Veteran players often batch shop, naturally cramming items until their inventory overflows.

That’s how everyone does it, right?

You max out inventory slots, farm as much as possible, organize items after a big looting spree, then fill up on essentials.

If it’s for future use, it goes to storage.

If it’s for someone, you give it right away.

Consumables get used up promptly, and then…

“…Hang in there. I may not be much help, but I’ll keep training hard.”

“Yeah. You too, Mob!”

“Oknodie!”

“Mm?”

“…I’ll really give it my all. So someday…”

“Huh??”

“…It’s nothing.”


Ah, look at me.

I was on my way to give a gift, wasn’t I?

I’d better get going!

***

“…I’ll really give it my all. So someday…”

“Huh??”

“…It’s nothing.”

Ah, look at me.

I was on my way to give a gift, wasn’t I?

I’d better get going!



For a while, Mob lost his trust in Oknodie.

One by one, the number of parts increased, and before he knew it, they’d become a set of cursed training tools loaded with weight.

The grueling routine made him sigh just at the thought of starting another day from the ground up, feeling too drained to even want to stand.

He’d long given up the luxury of sleeping in bed.

His bed was simply too fragile to withstand the full set of weight-loaded training equipment he had.

‘Is she just using weighted tools because she doesn’t feel like supervising other’s training?’

The intense days of training made Mob question Oknodie’s sincerity, even though she took the time to personally train him.

“Oh, Mob! Perfect timing. Here, take this!”

“…Oknodie? What is that…”

Was Christmas here already?

Oknodie stood like Santa Claus, holding a mountain of items in her small arms, enough to overwhelm anyone just by looking.

For a moment, Mob debated whether he should reach out and support Oknodie.

“It’s a focus-enhancing study potion to help you study better!”

“…Need a hand carrying it?”

“I’m fine.”

She had always been a strong kid.

And she wasn’t quite like other kids, either.

If it’s Oknodie, it makes sense.

Just as he was accepting this oddity, he noticed something he shouldn’t have.

An item in her arms.

The label stuck on its surface.

‘Is this… study potion?’

He knew what it was.

When you drink it, it staves off sleep and boosts focus.

A potion often taken when you have an overload of assignments to complete in a short time or need to train all night.

Even senior students he met at club meetings or during classes advised him on it.

They said study potions were useful but also warned him.

Never to get addicted to them.

-Side effects? Plenty. First, you’ll develop insomnia and won’t be able to sleep without taking a sleep potion. It’s the dirty trick of those alchemists.

-Selling something like that? There’s no alternative, though. If you want to avoid the side effects, you’ll have to buy the more expensive potions. Alchemists are total scam artists, selling defective goods at full price while charging even more for the real stuff.

-Remember, the alchemy club is full of the worst trash at this academy, and the guilds and potions they create are the worst inventions out there. So, think twice before you dope yourself up.

Would he really have to rely on a drug that starts a slow decline in life quality just to get decent grades at the academy?

His senior’s words made Mob think deeply.

Honestly, if you live within your means, there’s no issue.

As long as you only do what you can handle, there’s no risk of addiction.

If you accept the limits of your talent, there’s no pain.

And yet.

That potion.

The most talented student in the academy was holding a whole bundle of it in her arms.

“This isn’t even a lot compared to my usual!”

It was a shocking revelation.

Goodness.

Her outstanding skill wasn’t simply a matter of talent or effort.

She clutched an armful of potions that, once consumed, guaranteed side effects.

A potion that should be taken cautiously over multiple doses per bottle wasn’t enough for her; she needed that much.

The rumors of Oknodie’s mysterious support.

It must be the work of those Foundation guys.

She was probably being pushed to her limits, enduring torturous training without proper sleep at such a young age, leaving her so small in stature!

“…Hang in there. I may not be able to help much, but I’ll keep training hard.”

“Mm. You too, Mob!”

“Oknodie!”

“Mm?”

“…I’ll really give it my all. So someday…”

I’ll save you from the foundation.

But he didn’t have the courage to say something so presumptuous out loud.

Right now, he was too weak.

Too weak to even beat Oknodie, who was suffering under the foundation.

“Huh??”

“…It’s nothing.”


But if he starts with this potion.

If he’s willing to live with insomnia for the rest of his life and begins even fiercer training.

Someday, he’ll catch up to Oknodie’s skill and become even stronger than her.

And then he’ll say it once again.

That he’ll save Oknodie from the foundation’s grasp!



 
  
    Chapter 180: Student who repays favours


After dealing with Mob, I went to the lounge and generously distributed the favourability-boosting items I had gathered in my arms. 

The favorability of my friends soared.

“Sniff… Oknodie, thank you so much.”

“To think you have such supplies on hand regularly… Sob, it’s just too pitiful!”

“Oknodie, if you ever have any hard times, be sure to tell us…”

They’re truly kind-hearted friends.

To think they would tear up just because I gave them some gifts.

Is it because girls are naturally more sensitive?

But something seems strange.

When I gave gifts as a guy, people would flinch, give an awkward smile, or even twitch at their cheeks.

After a moment’s thought, I was satisfied with the answer.

Maybe it’s because girls naturally have a gentler, girlish sense with each other!

***

Pain that isn’t directly felt cannot be empathized with.

For this reason, even though everyone knew Oknodie was a child abused by the Foundation, some students still harbored a slight sense of resentment toward her.

“Isn’t she just gifted?”

“They trained her because she’s naturally talented, right?”

The disparity in natural ability.

The rationalization that she must have achieved more at a young age with much less effort than themselves.

Such jealousy and envy led them to label Oknodie as someone unworthy of respect, deeming her a mere “talent-privileged.”

“Here, eat this and cheer up!”

“W-why do you have so many study potions!?”

“Huh? I always buy this many.”

“Y-you bought that much just to give as gifts?”

“I always buy a lot!”

But then, they realized something.

This child was also an effort-driven person.

Behind her radiant talent lay efforts that denied her even a single night’s sleep.

A child of a prestigious family.

The child of a master.

For such people, training since childhood was as routine as daily life.

Yet, there’s a limit to everything.

Even if you get used to training, no child continues through the night from a young age.

“It was actual abuse…”

“I misjudged Oknodie…”

“I feel so sorry for her…”

Even the girls following Arcadia were moved to tears of repentance as they realized the reality of her abuse.

At the same time, the theory emerged that all the rumors that had spread so far might be unvarnished truths, without exaggeration or lies.

“Arcadia, you should have one too!”

“Oh my. Haha, thank you, Dee. But what shall I do? I don’t drink study potions.”

“Then you can give them to the other girls!”

Yet, this kind-hearted child even gave potions to the students who looked down on her.

“Sniff… She’s such a kind soul.”

“That’s why she can be the top student.”

“Now I understand Lady Arcadia’s feelings. She recognized that child’s pure-hearted nature.”

The students of Arcadia’s faction made a resolution.

If no one else would protect Oknodie, they would be her shield.

But the chance to step forward came sooner than expected.

“I don’t even have the strength to eat lunch…”

“Ugh, there are too many assignments…”

One day, in the midst of cramming for midterms, Arcadia’s followers witnessed a crowd of students gathered together.

“What’s going on?”

“Looks like a fight broke out.”

“So much energy… Fighting during this time…”

The ones raising their voices were students taking the <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage > class.

And the ones they were confronting were students from the <Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology> class.

The required ‘magic’ class that every student had to take.

Due to the large number of students, there were multiple professors teaching the required classes, and students could pick which lecture to attend, so not all students knew each other.

However, the reason for the fight was easy to guess.

“Looks like the Border Faction and the Imperial Faction are fighting!”

Students attending the Border Faction professor’s class against those in the Imperial Faction professor’s class.

So far, though they hadn’t gotten along, they had tolerated each other during the tough Academy life, merely passing each other with indifference. 

But today was different.

“Aren’t you ashamed of your lack of talent and the pathetic resources used to polish your pitiful skills?”

“What?! As if you’re any better, with your fake titles bought with family money!”

Shouting insults at each other, they eventually grabbed each other’s hair and fought!

Startled by the sudden outbreak, Arcadia’s followers hurriedly grabbed a student from Group A to ask.

“Excuse me, what’s all this about?”

“The professor assigned some supplies for the project, and those guys demanded that we hand over everything, saying they got the same assignment!”

“What kind of jerks do that?”

“Help us out. Let’s teach these awful Imperial guys a lesson once and for all!”

Brimming with enthusiasm, the student charged into the fray but quickly retreated, screaming as he emerged with scratches and bruises.

Most of the students fleeing in tears or surrendering in confusion were from the Border Faction.

“Damn it! Their Mana Reinforcement technique!”

“Those knights and mages-in-training seem to have stored up mana like it’s a cheat code.”

“We can’t win… If we’re powerless, they’ll take our materials, our grades will drop, and it’s all over.”

The students, unable to hide their frustration.

“Please help us!”

“You’re Arcadia’s followers, aren’t you?”


“You’re strong enough to help, aren’t you?”

Arcadia’s followers couldn’t muster the courage to step in.

They were skilled among the lower-ranked students.

To be close to Lady Arcadia, the envy of so many, they couldn’t just be ordinary.

Most of them were from well-regarded families in the Borderlands or the children of high-ranking officials, boasting reputable family names.

Ironically, because they understood the strength of the power they enjoyed, they also knew how much stronger the power enjoyed by the Imperial Nobility was.

There is a clear difference in power between the Empire and the Borderlands.

“W-we can’t.”

“We know how strong they are…”

“There’s no way the Borderlands could defeat the Empire.”

One might argue that Borderlands students, hardened by fighting in harsh environments, should be able to defeat those from the Empire, but that’s a narrow perspective.

While Borderlands students spent time managing estates, ensuring public safety, or helping with family responsibilities, students in the Empire were tutored privately by elite instructors hired for high fees.

It was also common for them to pay hefty fees or investments to learn secret techniques from renowned guilds.

Even the classes differed.

Most students from the Borderlands took the <Street Brawler> class, honing their skills in street fights.

Meanwhile, Empire students received proper <Dojo Fighter> training in certified academies, learning solid basics.

When they clashed, the result was often the overwhelming victory of the Dojo Fighters.

Nine times out of ten, the latter would win.

Unless one was an extraordinary genius or a physically gifted powerhouse honed on the streets, this was generally the case.

“Then, are we just supposed to be bullied like this, with no one to stand up for us?”

“Let’s report it to the instructors! Tell the professors!”

Bruised and battered, one student sought out the instructors, but the help they hoped for did not come.

“Unless you are physically restrained from attending class, we do not intervene in disputes over class materials.” 

The instructors firmly stated.

If the fight escalated to a certain degree, they might face punishment, receive penalty points, or even be locked in the underground prison. 

But no such severe fights had occurred.

Professor Weird, who had assigned the task, looked at the disheveled student and commented,

“If you had diligently practiced magic, you wouldn’t have been defeated. You simply lack training. If you’re frustrated, practice your magic harder from now on.”

“But they took away the materials I need to train harder in magic!”

“You haven’t given it your best yet.”

“Do you think I have some hidden potential or talent?”

“You’re here in my office rather than locked up in the underground prison, aren’t you? In nature, when you fight, you go for the opponent’s jugular, prepared to die.”

“You’re saying… I should kill someone over a single ingredient!?”

“Maybe not to that extent, but you should at least be ready to face the underground prison to secure your materials, right?”

Not even a shred of helpful advice from the professor!

No one was willing to help.

Even the students from the Empire attending Professor Weird’s lecture were the same.

“Help me. You’re in the same situation as us, aren’t you?”

“Give it up. We’re outnumbered by the Empire’s forces from the start.”

These fellow students from the Empire, aware of each other’s strengths, had long since given up on getting grades!

Even renowned students like the fire mage Rosgini and the earth mage Sandkooker had resigned themselves, so students from the frontier had no choice but to shed tears and accept defeat.

“Stop it!”

The students who were taking materials out of the storage stopped in their tracks as a confident voice called out to them.

“Who said you could steal those materials?”

The one speaking was Oknodie, a child with a warm heart and the subject of ominous rumors.

In a fight that everyone else had given up on, she stepped up.

The followers of Arcadia grew even more conflicted.

It was obvious they would lose this fight.

But with Oknodie stepping in…

Somehow, it didn’t feel like they’d lose anymore.

“How dare you hurt my adorable friend Dorothy!”

The students thought to themselves.

Dorothy must’ve gotten tangled up in the scuffle and taken quite a beating.

“Look here. Dorothy’s doodle on her textbook cover got crushed underfoot! Imagine how heartbroken she must feel!”

“S-Stop… Oknodie, please stop…”

“No, Dorothy. For the sake of everyone who’s suffered, we can’t let this slide.”

“No, please stop embarrassing me…”

Oknodie, fuming with anger, didn’t seem to notice Dorothy’s wounded pride.

“Phew, thank goodness. If it’s her, we can trust her.”

“She’s so dedicated that she drinks study potions every night without sleep to train.”

“With her skills honed under the Foundation’s child abuse, even the Empire’s early education can’t match her.”

Then, one of Arcadia’s followers, deep in thought, raised a concern.

“But if we let that kid fight, won’t it be a disaster? She uses dark mana.”

“So?”

“Dark mana, if overused, becomes uncontrollable and can make her suddenly collapse, right?”

The followers turned pale.

“If Arcadia-sama hears about this…”

“They’ll know we didn’t fight at all…”

“And we’ll be blamed if Oknodie collapses!”

They couldn’t simply be happy that Oknodie had stepped in.

Even if she wanted to fight, they had to restrain her to maintain their relationship with the Lady.

“We’ll help too.”

“Just this once, we’ll help you out.”

“Be grateful to the Lady. We’re helping you only because of her.”

Reluctantly, the followers stepped up to help in Oknodie’s place.

Even if they got beaten up, it was better than leaving Oknodie to collapse.

This way, the Lady would know they had made an effort for Oknodie’s sake.

They even felt some sympathy for her.

Didn’t they learn about her pitiful situation from the study potion incident?

They would do it as a way of repaying a favor.

Even if it meant taking some hits in a real fight, they were still descendants of notable powers in the frontier.

If they negotiated well, they might at least retrieve enough materials to save face.

Then they could give Oknodie her share on the side.

“No, don’t get involved! None of you should step in!”

But Oknodie showed no signs of stepping back.

“But we’re saying we’ll help you?”

“How could someone weaker than me help?”

“N-No, that’s…”

It wasn’t like they were planning to seriously fight anyway.

“What is this? So, are you going to fight or not?”

“Hey, you brats. Who’s going to come at us?”

The Empire students, leaning against the wall in a defiant stance, urged them.

Oknodie hurled a spell straight at them.

<Water Generation Magic>

The Empire students were suddenly drenched in pitch-black water.

“Gahhh!”

“What’s that strange sound coming from my body?!”

“Ouch! Hey, this… did she use poison magic on us?!”

“Wait, it tastes sweet?”

“You idiot, spit it out! What if the sweetness is from dissolved protein? Your tongue might be melting!”

“Is that true?!”

It was a dark water-generation spell tainted by dark mana.

The result… was cola!

Although harmless, the Empire students, not knowing this, were terrified by the shocking spell and glared at Oknodie with fire in their eyes. 

The followers of Arcadia realized they were doomed.

Negotiations were over.

Now, they had no choice but to fight a real battle to protect Oknodie.

“Everyone, guard Oknodie.”

“Don’t let anyone approach!”

Round two of the brawl began.


Even if it was an unwanted fight, there was no choice.

Still, Oknodie would be grateful, so they would take pride in that!

***

“Stop it… everyone, please stop. You don’t need to fight for my sake!”

Please, stop stealing my experience points!



 
  
    Chapter 181: Another Organization


Since I had progressed through the “Favor” tasks, I was searching for an event to assist with the “Function” tasks before the midterms, and I stumbled upon one.

<Material Snatching Event>

Students attending different lectures have started fighting over limited resources.

One group is from Professor Weird’s class, “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage” the same one sher is taking, while the other group is from “Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magic Studies.”

If you step into this complex situation entangled with the rivalry between border professors and imperial professors and the pride battle between border students and imperial students, you won’t be able to escape easily.

Of course, a good kid who cares for friends wouldn’t shy away from participating in this event, right?

Considering the bad relationship between the Border and the Empire, it’s a must-appear event that shows up every session without fail!

Until now, it seemed surprising that this hadn’t happened yet, but finally, the inevitable has come.

‘Heheh. This is a main event that is guaranteed to appear for players in the game storyline.’

The main event naturally offers higher rewards than other events.

A large number of points, rare rewards, and various unlocked functions to assist with academy activities.

To obtain comparable rewards through other events, you’d have to clear about ten other events for the balance to match one main event.

Plus, it even leads to linked events, making it all the better!

“Stop it… Everyone, please don’t do this. You don’t need to fight on my behalf!”

But those precious rewards are being snatched away in real-time.

“Oknodie, I’ll expose your wicked deeds with this strike, pretending to be an innocent maiden when you’re really an underling of an evil organization—Aah!”

“How dare you try to lay a hand on Oknodie? As long as we’re here, you won’t be able to lay a finger on her!”

The followers trailing behind Arcadia are throwing themselves at the students charging at me, blocking their approach entirely.

Fighting would increase the experience for related skills, but with no fight actually taking place, there’s no way to gain any experience.

“Hmph, there are more of us here. Just having numbers is useless against a trained martial artist… Ahh!? What are you doing, Rosgini! I thought we reached an agreement!”

In the chaos, Rosgini, with fiery red hair, sighed deeply.

“I didn’t want to get involved, but I can’t allow this kid to be harmed. If Arcadia’s underlings are stepping up, then a Red Tower apprentice mage like me can’t just stand idly by, can I?”

“You don’t need to go that far! I’m really okay!”

“Do you see this? How admirable. Can you imagine how unaccustomed she is to receiving help that she says this? I can’t overlook it out of pity for her.”

With Rosgini stepping in, even Empire students who were left without other class options or open slots joined Professor Weird’s “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course” lecture.

This can’t be happening.

Right in front of me, this experience bonanza is being taken away by minor characters and extras.

Did they really think I would just stand by?

My Hiding experience level is high, you know!

<Hide (196)>

<Sneak (55)>

<Infiltration (27)>

Trying to sneak in to land a final blow on the weak ones nearby, suddenly, the ground surged, and a mound of earth rose like a massive wall.

“Don’t worry, Oknodie. You won’t have to worry about being hit by blind attacks; my earth magic will protect you.”

“Sa-Sandkooker…!”

“Hmph. Now you can understand the greatness of earth magic, right? Remember well that I’m a superior mage to Rosgini.”

You jerk.

From today, you’re my enemy!

[Thanks to your appearance, the students rallied and achieved victory in the fight.]

[Main Event <Material Snatching> has been completed.]

[10,000 points are awarded as an achievement bonus.]

[The Favorability of Border students has randomly increased between 1 to 10.]

[The Favorability of 100 students in the “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage” lecture has increased by 10.]

[The Favorability of students in the “Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magic Studies” lecture has decreased by 10.]

[You achieved victory in the <Material Snatching> event without dealing any damage.]

[A special reward of 10,000 points is awarded.]

[Protection-Inducing Experience +20]

[Charisma Experience +10]

[Intimidation Experience +10]

[Dark Magic Experience +5]

[Observation Experience +5]

[Good Child Experience +3]

[Perfection Experience +1]

[Your Observation skill experience has exceeded 200.]

[Specialization has been activated.]

[The special effect <Auto-Analysis> has been unlocked.]

Protection-Inducing: The holder of this skill has an increased likelihood of being designated as a protection, observation, or attack target by others’ specific skills.

Charisma: A skill held by the Commander class, adding bonuses to communication, animal taming, organization management, and group leadership functions.

Dark Magic: A skill influencing the activation probability, duration, power, and additional effects of all dark magic using dark mana.

Perfection: When this skill is combined with other complex functions, it increases the probability of a critical success for that combined function.

Ugh. I was supposed to increase combat skills, but instead, all these irrelevant skills got boosted…

“Good job, everyone…”

“Here, Oknodie. Here’s your share of the materials.”

[You obtained <50g of Mana Stone Powder> needed for the “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage” lecture materials.]

Thanks to the habit of frequently using the Observation skill to search for strategy items or collectible items, I was able to fully benefit from the special effect of 200 Observation experience.

Every skill has a special effect attached for each 200 experience level, changing the skill through performance enhancement, condition relaxation, or specialization.

For complex skills, condition relaxation is applied; for basic skills with weak performance, enhancement is applied; for specialized content-targeting skills, specialization development is usually used.

‘I was aiming for Combat Skills 200, but it can’t be helped with what I’ve already acquired.’

Originally, this skill was something I’d picked up from the <Fostering Discernment> lecture along with the discernment skill.

Considering it was a skill I’d been saving to unlock, its functionality is comparable to <Hide> in terms of potential.

Honestly, it deserves that comparison.

The special trait <Auto-Analysis> is unlocked from Observation skill level 200.

This analysis also applies to humans.

†Dorothy (Human/Apprentice Ranger/Pre-Adventure Studies)

†Andrea (Demon/Successor of Heaven’s Thunder and Demon Slayer First Form/Pre-Adventure Studies)

†Eddie (Fairy/Friend of Spirits/Pre-Adventure Studies)

†Ppyo-i (Human/Bikini Warrior/Pre-Knight Academy)

†Mainichi (Human/Information Agent/Administrative Studies)

The streamlined names alone make things easier.


With this feature, you can act as if you remember the names of extras all the time!

‘Heh. Now I’ll be collecting favorability points from all the extras too.’

For unpopular people, just calling their names already makes their favorability shoot up.

-Your name, Judas, right?

-You, you, you’re that brute-strength-all-in-one-hit character? How do you know my name!

-So, do you hate it?

-N-No, I like it.

Hmm.

Even looking back at past rounds, they clearly liked it!

But there was one name.

One name that caught my attention.

A name I noticed while looking at Dorothy.

Among those names, there was one that shouldn’t have been here.

I went up to the person and tapped their shoulder.

“Excuse me.”

“…Yes?”

“Why were you peeking among the students earlier?”

“Liar… You noticed me in that chaos?”

“Of course, I noticed.”

I wondered what on earth they trusted to believe they wouldn’t get caught.

“With that outfit, there’s no way you wouldn’t stand out!”

A demon concealing their identity, a mysterious fairy walking around with invisibility, an information agent with an exceptionally high concealment skill.

Among all these eye-catching individuals, the most noticeable one was naturally the person wearing only a bikini under a school cloak.

How could you ignore a bikini warrior showing up on campus when it’s not even summer?

***

Rave, a magic professor from the Empire.

At the start of the semester, he made a bold declaration in front of the imperial students.

“Don’t worry. I’ll ensure you get good grades.”

Yupi, the Warrior’s companion and a saint.

Princess Second in Line of the Central Sacred Empire, Masugaki.

Considering their level of knowledge, he even included questions out of the scope, labeled as ‘common knowledge,’ that only these two could answer.

Isabel- 19/20

Yupi- 18/20

Masugaki- 17/20

The unexpected result? 

First place went to a commoner girl from the outskirts, Isabel, whose appearance was the last anyone expected.

It wasn’t hard to deduce that Isabel’s success came from the test paper theft orchestrated by Professor Bronze de Estrada.

“Those rats from the borderlands. They’ve been lying in wait for a chance to get back at me, and finally, today has come.”

“Professor, is that idle talk on the test syllabus?”

“…No, it isn’t.”

“Then just tell me what you want me to do. I’m really busy right now.”

In a shocking move, Bikini Warrior Ppyo-i interrupted and hurried the professor along.

It would’ve been a scandal if the upperclassman TAs had seen it, but neither the professor nor Ppyo-i held it against each other.

Everyone knew that Ppyo-i was a special student.

“I’ve heard that Isabel, who scored highly thanks to Professor Bronze’s scheming, is very fond of the first-year top student Oknodie.”

“What would you like me to do with that kid?”

“I heard of it once. An evil organization that outfits noble young ladies from the Empire with cursed, irremovable bikini armor to corrupt them into bikini warriors.”

“Huh. Professor, for an old man, you know quite a lot. Or is it because you’re an old man?”

“Quiet. Anyway, I want you to find an opportunity to outfit Oknodie with bikini armor and corrupt her into a bikini warrior. I’ll compensate you handsomely.”

Ppyo-i happily accepted the proposal.

“Alright! But make sure there’s an opportunity!”

That was why Ppyo-i was hiding among the students, spying on Oknodie.

‘That kid always has too many people around.’

Oknodie was so popular that she was never alone, not even for a moment.

In the midst of the student material-grabbing wars, with an earth mage even raising a sand wall to protect her, what could be done?

Just as she was about to give up, what luck—Oknodie wandered off on her own and they met one-on-one.


“There’s no way you wouldn’t stand out with that outfit!”

“Hehe. Hey, do you like bikini armor by any chance?”

One of them was the shortest kid in the school, with her cloak hem dragging on the ground.

The other was the bikini warrior, embarrassingly dressed in nothing but bikini armor under her cloak.

Despite their ridiculous appearances, it was actually the encounter between two different members of rival evil organizations who had infiltrated the Gift Academy: a scholar of the Wiheomhae Foundation and a warrior of the Bikini Warriors.



 
  
    Chapter 182: Organizations have a Code of Conduct


In fact, there are a few characteristics of the evil organizations that appear in Gift Academy.

There are organizations with fixed identities.

And those with variable identities.

The former are like this:

Their symbols, goals, and members are consistent or nearly identical each time.

They are the so-called fixed-appearance NPCs, fixed-appearance organizations.

Naturally, these types have long since been dissected by veterans, with their main skills, appearance locations, and even affection triggers and paths to corruption fully revealed.

You could say they’re like the favorite go-to restaurant of long-time players.

The latter, on the other hand, are like this:

Their symbols, goals, and members change every time.

Due to this trait, some of them are hard to detect, while others are easy to notice.

They are the “who are you again?” random-appearance organizations that pop up in each round.

Of course, you have to solve puzzles each time by using the few unchanging elements to figure out what role this group corresponds to in a different round.

For instance, the leader of a certain organization once wore a cursed item in childhood, which led to misunderstandings about his “unsavory tastes” by society.

This experience became the catalyst for the birth of an organization classified as a “Vile Attire Group,” with the aim of making others wear similar unsavory outfits.

In this case, it was the Bikini Warriors.

“Bikini armor looks way too cold!”

“That’s exactly why I want people to wear it. You’ll never understand the feeling of wearing a cursed piece of armor that’s embarrassing in the summer and freezing in the winter unless you’ve tried it!”

“I don’t want to wear uncomfortable clothes like that!”

“Oh dear.”

Oh dear, indeed!

It seems there’s also an intelligence-reducing curse attached to bikini armor.

“Well, let me tell you the good things about wearing this. First of all, you won’t have to worry about what to wear each day.”

“I wear my school uniform every day!”

“…But you still have to wear pantyhose, right? Isn’t that uncomfortable? Laying down and pulling those stockings up to your thighs every day, knowing they might tear or rip.”

“That’s true. But bikini armor is still…”

“Summer is coming soon. Just imagine how hot it’s going to be! If you wear bikini armor, you won’t have to worry about the heat this year!”

“And what about the cold?”

“…You’ll have to buy a magical cloak with good insulation.”

“Will you provide that cloak as part of the outfit?”

“No… You’ll have to pay for it yourself. They make cloaks, but they charge you for it out of your own pocket—such a rip-off.”

“Wow, that’s really bad.”

“Right? You can remove the curse after tainting the bikini armor ten times, but do you have any idea how much trouble it is to get there? Being treated like some lewd woman all the time.”

“You can’t help it. You’re wearing bikini armor, after all.”

“True… it’s bikini armor. You don’t wear something like this.”

“Yes, ma’am! Hang in there!”

“Take care!”

“Bye-bye! Take care, little one!”

As they parted, the sister came running back, hurriedly blocking the way.

“Where do you think you’re going so naturally?!”

“Hehehe. You caught me!”

“This little… Just because I let you off for being cute, you think you can tease me? Enough talk. Inventory on, summon Bikini Armor S50!”

What appeared was armor that wrapped around the upper chest, circling under the ribcage to cover the midsection and pelvic bone, leaving a gap in the back.

As far as bikini armor went, it covered a considerable amount of skin, leaving only about 50% exposed.

“Kiddo, I’m being merciful by letting you try the one with more coverage. Now, put this on and let it get cursed.”

“And if I refuse?”

“…If I get mad enough, you’ll learn what a micro bikini armor looks like. For reference, that covers less than 5%.”

“Oh my goodness! How could such a magnificent piece of armor exist!”

“If you understand the horror of this armor… huh? Magnificent?”

Bikini armor.

No man could be unaware of its existence.

It’s an armor item that appears with a certain probability in the <Blacksmith’s Secret Room>, which is unlocked by maxing out the blacksmith’s affection.

Alongside mesh stocking bunny suits and the iron maiden uniform, it’s one of the “three sacred treasures” of the blacksmith.

“Couldn’t you just sell that to me?”

“Huh…? You actually want to buy this?”

“There’s someone I really want to make wear it!”

Bikini armor, with its design highlighting the body line provocatively, is naturally more powerful when worn by a well-shaped NPC.

But it’s not just for suggestive purposes that people favor bikini armor.

“You’re really unusual, liking this kind of unpleasant outfit. Do you actually like women?”

“Well, partly, but I have other uses in mind!”

“You’re saying you’ll use bikini armor for something non-suggestive… Is it to humiliate someone by making them wear it?”

A look of horror spread across Ppyo’i’s face.

“Geez, that’s not it. I’ll use it for good things, so hurry up and sell it to me. Please?”

“This isn’t for sale. I’m not carrying it around to sell, but to make people wear!”

“Either way, as long as someone else wears it, right?”

“It’s for my own satisfaction!”

“A person who cares about others’ feelings is forcing a cursed item on them?”

“At least I can choose who wears it. Like someone who’s better off than me, or who had wealthy parents, or who treated me rudely and arrogantly.”

So, it’s 100% selfish.

“If you take this bikini armor and put it on someone weaker than me, or on a poor orphan from a remote region, or on someone who’s been kind to me, imagine how uncomfortable and distressed I’d feel!”

“True, that would be uncomfortable.”

“Right? You understand now, don’t you? Do you get why I can’t sell it now?”

Ppyo-i asked again, kindly confirming the decision as if comforting a stubborn child.

The intention might be impure, but she’s a kind person.

“Then what if you listen to who I want to put it on and decide? If you assume things without hearing, you might regret not just selling it.”

“Sigh. Fine, let’s hear it. Who are you so eager to make wear this?”

“My friend Mob!”

“Mob? What does your friend do?”

“He love training and works hard on his skills.”


Ppyo tilted her head as if the name was unfamiliar.

“Is he stronger than me?”

“Weaker!”

“Rich family?”

“Probably not.”

“Nothing to do with me, right?”

“Just my friend!”

“Then there’s no way I’m selling it! Did you ignore everything I just said?”

Ppyo’is frustration was understandable.

However, I also have a reason for being so insistent.

“I know the hidden secrets of the bikini armor!”

“…The secret of the bikini armor?”

“It directly affects the wearer’s evasion rate!”

A piece of armor with such minimal coverage can’t be sturdier than regular armor.

It’s a trash item, vulnerable to true damage that pierces through and hits exposed areas outside of the armor’s coverage.

It’s literally a cursed item, infamous for being downright bizarre.

Even so, as a veteran, I couldn’t resist buying the bikini armor due to its evasion rate.

<Cursed Bikini Armor (Non-Adult Version)>

Grade – Super Rare, Level 5

Description – Armor crafted specifically for those under 19, cursed to be impossible to remove once equipped.

Effect 1 – Automatically adjusts to the wearer’s body size. (Size Adjustment)

Effect 2 – Provides an evasion and mobility boost inversely proportional to the surface area of the armor. (Current surface area: 50%)

Effect 3 – As wearing time increases, feelings of shame decrease and tolerance to exposure grows.

Effect 4 – Repairs itself automatically if damaged.

Effect 5 – True damage is applied to areas of the body not covered by the armor if hit.

Value – 20 gold coins, 2000 points

Among these, the effect to pay attention to is Effect 2.

The evasion boost that increases inversely with surface area.

“Unlike the cursed bikini armor, the original bikini armor was actually traditional Southern armor, recognized for its unexpectedly high performance despite its ridiculous appearance!”

“Heh, I had no idea. So even that trashy, pervy armor has some kind of historical origin and extra features.”

“And did you know that if you wear bikini armor for over 100 hours, the evasion boost effect activates even when you’re not wearing it?”

“I seriously didn’t know that!”

“I just wanted to give my friend that experience. So please, sell me the bikini armor!”

Ppyo’i felt a warm sensation in her heart.

She had seen enough women terrified by the degradation that came with bikini armor, selling it off to their friends or sisters, straining their relationships.

But she swore this was the first time she’d witnessed someone genuinely wanting to gift it to a friend for their success and growth with such pure intentions.

A cursed item that ruins relationships and drives people to tears.

But it could also be used to help someone grow.

Ppyo’i wanted to give it a try.

The possibility that bikini armor could spread not out of malice but out of good intentions.

Not just to spread shameful attire but with the idea that one could become a warrior admired by everyone.

“What’s Mob’s chest size?”

“Uh, doesn’t have any. Would AAA-cup describe it?”

“Are you serious? The person is as young as you?”

“Nope, older than me. About 18, I think?”

“Poor thing. Eighteen with no chest… Bikini armor’s going to be tough for that figure. But I’m sure there’s a version designed specifically to increase shame for those with a flat chest.”

“Wow, really?”

“I’ll bring a flat-chested bikini armor from headquarters if they issue one. But don’t forget the payment! It’ll be 1000 points!”

“1000 points is a fair price. I’ll buy it!”

In the end, I placed an order and parted ways.

I even gave her a piece of candy as a thank-you, so she’ll reward me with extra service later.

I was already feeling good.

***

“So that’s how it turned out.”

“How it turned out? You didn’t do anything in the end!”

“Shut up. You think I traded it because I didn’t want to put it on her? There was no opening, so I settled for getting one of her friends to wear it.”

Hearing Ppyoi’s report, Professor Rave pounded his chest with frustration.

“You should’ve made her wear one for training too!”

“Oh, I forgot.”

“You airhead!”

“How could I help forgetting? Anyway, I’m done here. Later~ Ah! My candy!”

“What did you do to deserve candy? This is confiscated.”

“…Tch. The rumors were true that Imperial professors are jerks. Taking my candy just because the deal didn’t go as planned.”

“If you’d completed your job properly, this wouldn’t have happened. Got any complaints? Speak up, and I’ll expose your true identity to everyone!”

“Fine, I’ll give up the candy.”

Slumping her shoulders, Ppyo’i left the professor’s office, defeated.

Watching her retreating figure, Professor Rave turned away from the door once her presence faded.

“Wiheomhae Foundation’s top scholar. As expected, not easy. She’s fending off attacks from rival organizations so skillfully.”

He had figured out the motives of the opposing organization and had quickly grasped Ppyo’i intentions behind her mission with bikini armor corruption.

Placing an order to wear bikini armor on others to earn contribution points and organization support was proof of her goal.

It wasn’t just about putting bikini armor on someone else; she’d even secured points, the very reason she’d taken his request.

“If she can secure contribution points and points simultaneously, there’s no reason to take my request and fight tough enemies.”

A top scholar of the Wiheomhae Foundation, known for toying with human emotions, indeed.

“Oknodie… Next time, I won’t let you off so easily…”

Professor Rave, suppressing his frustration, noticed the candy.

“Hmph. Like I’m a child.”

Instead of eating it, he opened the cage of his pet lizard and fed it the candy.


“It’s about time for the next lecture.”

Holding his lecture materials, Professor Rave left his office.

Inside his office, his pet lizard banged its head against the cage, blood bubbling from its mouth as it collapsed.

The resilience-training candy Reap had specially prepared.

It contained a potent dose of poison.



 
  
    Chapter 183: Community of Destiny


“…So, you’re telling me to wear this bikini armor?”

Mob couldn’t hide his bewilderment.

This armor left more uncovered than covered.

Even the chest area had a provocative design covering it.

It would be embarrassing enough for a woman to wear it.

And she wanted him, a man, to wear this?

“Yes!”

“Why should I?”

“If you wear this for 100 days, your evasion rate will go up like crazy. You want to get stronger, don’t you?”

“No matter what, this is just a bit…”

“It’s fine. Normally, you can’t wear any equipment other than a cloak over a cursed item, but you can layer cursed items. No one will know Mob is wearing this!”

“…Really?”

“Yeah. You’re already wearing just training armor, right? How would anyone know if you’re wearing bikini armor underneath or if you’re just shirtless?”

“What if the armor breaks?”

“Then you just have to make sure it doesn’t break!”

It made sense.

“Ugh. Of all things, it had to raise my evasion rate.”

Its functionality was too good.

He could understand why Oknodie recommended it.

Outside the academy, anyone would gladly endure the shame of being labeled a pervert for 100 days if it meant getting an item that permanently raised their evasion rate.

Couldn’t he just hide out in a training hall somewhere, focusing on personal training without taking any requests?

“Plus, just wearing bikini armor boosts your evasion rate. It’ll be really helpful during the midterms, you know? Are you really going to give up without even trying it on?”

“Hmm. Midterms…”

“This cost me 1000 points to buy, you know.”

“That expensive!?”

That was the final blow.

In the end, Mob’s resolve was broken.

If necessary, she figured he could even wear cat ears, a maid outfit, and fluorescent paint from a primitive tribe on his 230 cm muscled macho character.

When it comes to men, if the performance is good, they’ll use anything without hesitation.

Mob would definitely come to like it.

She should introduce more good cursed items to him next time!

***

“You heartless being who doesn’t understand the human mind.

The chill of your blood is no different from a snake’s.

Get lost. Never return to the family.”

These were the words spoken after he personally reported a family member who broke the taboo.

It was the reason why a promising imperial mage abandoned his post and fled to the academy.

‘I wanted to find out what that damn snake was all about.’

Professor Rave found a lizard kept as a test subject in the lab.

That was the beginning of his five-year bond with his pet lizard.

“Shh-shh.”

It looked at him with unreadable eyes, occasionally flicking its tongue, showing no hint of what it was thinking.

As it grew larger, insects no longer satisfied it, and it shook its cage, demanding bigger food, banging its food bowl as if someone was inside it.

Rustle, rustle.

Yet, when it climbed onto his hand and scurried up and down his arm, he couldn’t help but think:

Unlike what people around him assumed, maybe this lizard had a bit of charm.

“Picked this up on the way.”

He’d say nonsense while tossing in a tasty lab-bred mouse as a treat for the lizard.

“Wow, what’s its name, assistant?”

“It’s so cool. Look at that glossy shine.”

“It looks scary but kind of awesome, like the professor.”

The distance between him and the students began to close.

Person to person.

Human relationships became possible.

“That person did a good job raising a pet. Before, he didn’t seem very humane, did he?”

“Oh, I also have a reptile pet, though not a lizard. If you need it, feel free to take this food. My pet doesn’t eat it, but maybe yours will.”

For the first time, he began socializing with other professors outside of mere work conversations.

To him, the lizard was more than just a pet.

It was a familiar being that melted his frozen humanity and a small window through which he could connect with the world.

“It’s good to have good things, right? This student is the child of someone important, so Professor Rave, please look after them well.”

“The border folk have been grinding their teeth with their studies lately, disturbing the highborn’s peace. Could you join us in pushing them out?”

Sometimes he was asked to give special benefits to a few students through this small window, but he thought it was just something that happens among friends.

He didn’t mind conveying “accidental” changes in test scope to imperial students only, leaving out those from the border regions.

He wasn’t the kind of man who would refuse to do such things for colleagues who appreciated the worth of reptiles.

“Poison Cure, Arc Healing!”

That was why he poured mana over and over into the foaming, limp lizard in his arms.

“Get up. Please, get up.”

But mana no longer took hold in the lizard’s body.

Mana repelled from the body as he exceeded its limit.

It was useless.

It was too late.

His pet had died.

Professor Rave had no choice but to accept it.

“That candy… was this the plan from the start?”

The poisonous candy that the idiot bikini warrior Ppyo-i had received from Oknodie.

This was the result of taking it from her and feeding it to his pet.

Had she given it up knowingly or unknowingly?

He thought she was just a foolish girl, but now he was reconsidering.

Perhaps Ppyo’i initial betrayal had been planned all along, part of Oknodie scheme.


“That was a cruel joke, Ppyo’i. Too cruel.”

The temperature in the room, kept at a steady 20°C for the lizard’s comfort, plummeted alarmingly.

Frost cracked along the desk and floor, while the glass of windows and tables developed a thin layer of ice, even in early summer.

“A prankster deserves punishment, don’t they?”

Professor Rave’s gaze glinted coldly with sharpened resolve.

First, Ppyo-i.

Then, Oknodie.

The professor’s anger, unrestrained by reason, now targeted the two students.

***

“Here it is. So? Don’t you want to try it on?”

“Um… later! I’ll wear it during summer break!”

“Hehe, that works for me as long as sales go up. If any of your friends want to wear it, make sure to let me know.”

As promised, Ppyo’i brought the bikini armor for Mob, specifically designed in an AAA cup size.

Clang, clang.

The breastplate was durable enough not to dent even when hit with a fist, so there was no need to worry about durability.

“Now that you’ve brought it, would you like to give it to Mob directly?”

“Sure!”

Ppyo-i eagerly led the way.

Her limbs peeked out from under her cloak, and her ponytail cheerfully bounced as she walked.

“How’s the Bikini Warrior? Fun?”

“There are lots of good people! They’re all so cheerful.”

“With an outfit like that, it’d be hard not to be cheerful!”

“Do you want to get punched?”

“Hehe, sorry.”

She mimicked the pitiful expression Titosso often made whenever she accidentally won too overwhelmingly at cards against Jiang, who was sulking.

Ppyo-i quickly forgave her, saying she’d let it go this time.

Now she understood why Titosso used that expression so often.

Next time, she should try the “whiny” face too!

“We’re here!”

“Wow. That’s impressive. A girl working out in a public training room with men coming and going. She must be serious about joining the knight department, huh?”

“Huh? Not a girl?”

“What?”

“Huh?”

“What? Why? Why isn’t it a girl?”

Ppyo-i stuttered like a broken machine at the unexpected input.

“Ah~ I got it!”

As if the debugging was complete and her logic error corrected, a spark returned to Ppyo-i’s eyes.

“It’s a boy who looks cute like a girl, right? There are some like that. I’ve heard from seniors about people who wear bikini armor even though they’re boys. They look so much like girls that it’s confusing, so they end up in that outfit!”

“Wow. That actually happens?”

“Yup yup. The seniors talk about advanced preferences or elite tastes or something, but they won’t let me put bikini armor on guys yet, saying it’s too soon for kids.”

“That’s unfair~ It’s not like a 100% evasion rate is something you can get anywhere.”

“Huh?”

“What?”

“Huh?”

Once again, Ppyo-i, who’d gone blank, shook her head back and forth to regain her senses.

“Ugh. Talking to you makes me feel like I’m turning into an idiot. Just tell me where that Mob guy is. Actually, never mind; I’ll find him myself.”

Ppyo-i, who had been nibbling on her finger, pointed with a saliva-slicked finger at a man doing shoulder presses on a machine.

“That one, right? The long-haired guy for a guy. Huh, you have quite the taste. Blond and handsome, huh.”

“That’s not Mob! That’s Duke Andersen!”

“What? A real noble? Ugh. He’s too high-profile. Even if he wasn’t, I was thinking of putting him in it once.”

Andersen, who had been doing shoulder presses, suddenly jolted up and looked around cautiously.

It seemed his senses, honed through the “Sleep Anywhere” lecture, had detected a predator’s gaze targeting him.

“Then is it that cold-looking guy over there? He’s tall and lean with a dangerous vibe, but… hmm. It’d be even more thrilling to corrupt someone like him with bikini armor!”

“That’s Sing! An Eastern swordsman with bad habits, so he might kill you if you suggest it to him.”

“Eek! That’s too dangerous for me.”

Sing, who had been doing one-finger push-ups, shot a sharp look in their direction upon hearing his name.

Unlike Duke Andersen, his skill in accurately detecting people’s gazes was indeed a class above.

“Mob is over there!”

“…That’s the Black Knight. The weird guy who’s always in that black tin can armor.”

“Pfft. Mob’s nickname is Black Knight?”

“You don’t even know your friend’s nickname?”

“I have too many friends to know them all!”

“…Hmph. I’m getting annoyed, so let’s give it quickly and leave.”

“But giving it here feels kind of rude, so let’s do it in the changing room!”

I thought I was showing some courtesy.

Wearing bikini armor was embarrassing enough, but there was no reason to flaunt it openly in the training room for everyone to see.

“Mob! Come here for a second.”

“Huh? And why does the person next to you look like that?”

“I don’t want to hear that from you.”

“She’s right! Anyway, just follow us.”

“Ugh, don’t drag me! I’ll walk on my own, I’ll walk on my own!”

After dragging Mob, who had adapted to the weight of his armor and even done bench presses, they pulled him to the changing room.

A buzz of whispers could be heard from behind, probably due to the commotion during training.

***

Oknodie appeared.

Sing’s keen senses were focused not only on her but also on the spirit on her head, holding her hair and playing with it to make twin tails.

The kid was either fearless or unaware of what could happen if she got caught by others and exorcised.

Fortunately, the bikini-armored girl beside her was drawing all the attention, allowing Sing to secretly breathe a sigh of relief.

“But why are they here?”

“Did they come to work out?”

“No, they’re dragging the Black Knight away, aren’t they?”

Male students working out couldn’t help but follow their gaze to where the three were headed.

<Men’s Changing Room>

Oknodie confidently burst through the door.

The Black Knight Mob stumbled, hitting his shoulder painfully on the door frame and letting out a small yelp.

Lastly, the bikini-armored girl cheerfully waved her hand and said, “Bye~” to those watching before slipping in and shutting the door.

“…What the hell? That guy is in the men’s changing room with two girls!?”

“One’s just a kid, and the other’s a bikini-armored warrior!”

“Damn. That lucky guy. What kind of life does he lead to end up in a situation like that!?”

Sing scoffed at the guys’ jealousy.

As if that little monster would do anything with a guy in broad daylight.

It was ridiculous.

They were probably up to something outlandish, as usual.

The male students started to gather near the changing room door.

“That’s far enough.”

“And who are you to stop us… Ack!”

“Ugh. It just had to be that guy Sing blocking the way.”

“Postpone using the changing room for a moment. You can go in once Oknodie is out.”

“Who do you think you are to block access to a public facility!”

“Yeah! Besides, it’s the girls’ fault for going into the men’s changing room! Whatever happens in there is on them!”

With bloodshot eyes, the guy’s mind was already spinning into inappropriate scenarios.

While he let the perverts’ nonsense pass over him, the question of what exactly Oknodie was to him lingered a bit.

What indeed?

What was the relationship between Oknodie and him?

It was a complex connection, hard to define in a single word.

Someone to protect the secret of his sister Lin being a spirit.

A companion who would join him to the East after graduation to help him with his revenge.

A partner he had promised to support.

A swordsman has the logic to organize such complex relationships precisely.


Sing revealed the answer defined by his own logic.

“Oknodie is… my soulmate.”

“What!?”

In the face of Sing’s sudden declaration, the students in the training room thought:

Well, I guess we’re done with training for today.



 
  
    Chapter 184: Group Training of Resistance


The bikini armor slipped right into the heavy armor.

Mob, now wearing two layers of armor, felt more embarrassment than the weight of it.

“If I get caught, I’ll definitely be labeled a pervert.”

“So, you better be careful not to get damaged!”

“…Oknodie. Just asking, but…”

“Hm?”

“Sigh. Never mind. I already know the answer.”

She said the armor increases your evasion rate significantly.

The wearer had to dodge attacks desperately if they didn’t want to face social ruin.

Though he never imagined the armor would work this way, thinking about it, it kind of made sense.

‘Ever since I gained more weight, I’ve been focused only on blocking and parrying attacks with my armor.’

Being absorbed in the stable defense and high power that came with the weight, he’d neglected dodging for a while.

Maybe Oknodie made him wear this humiliating armor as a lesson, scolding his complacency and telling him to dodge attacks as if he was standing on a cliff’s edge.

It was a surprisingly persuasive thought.

“Geez. I can’t see anything at all. I thought the bikini armor would rise up or something.”

“…”

It seemed that the woman named Ppyo-i just wanted something entertaining to watch.

But thankfully, Oknodie wasn’t that kind of bad person.

***

[Mob is pleased with the new cursed item.]

[Insight EXP +3]

[Good Kid EXP +1]

Gasp.

This guy, Mob—pretending to hate it in front but secretly gaining experience points? 

Could it be he secretly had a taste for bikini armor or cross-dressing?

‘I’ve learned something I really didn’t want to know…’

But if that’s his preference, then all I can do is respect it.

Maybe I should pick up some other cursed items for him one by one when I get the chance.

“Oknodie, something big happened!”

“Dorothy? What’s wrong?”

“Our midterms have suddenly been scheduled as a magic duel against the Imperial students!”

“The < Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage > course?”

“Yeah, yeah. We’re set to battle the <Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology> class.”

It wasn’t the first time professors from the Empire and the frontier had bad blood, but the tension was already flaring up early this time around.

‘Usually, it started in the second year, right? Or was that just in the game? If this is reality, maybe it’s natural for first years to have friction from the beginning.’

Professor Sadako’s pet tree, Poppy.

Chapter 4’s chapter boss, the key medium of the Silent Forest.

Just the cause of its infamy alone spoke volumes.

The situation would escalate in the summer of the second year.

But things would really blow up when Professor Sadako, weary of the Imperial professors’ interference, chose to retire.

With the feeding professor gone, Poppy would go wild, evolving into a cursed forest that swallows people whole, after being bid farewell with, “Grow strong.”

And it would all happen because of the Imperial professors’ constant meddling.

‘Since there’s no war in the border regions of the East, West, North, and South, I guess the conflict crops up within the Academy instead!’

Of course, in a game where survival was constantly threatened, misfortune struck every semester, every exam.

This time’s misfortune seemed to stem from the Imperial professors’ petty interference.

<Countermatch Event>

The second showdown is scheduled with the <Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology> students, who got a taste of the frontier’s fierceness in the materials-stealing match.

A midterm countermatch between students in the mandatory mana courses, with grades on the line!

The losing class faces an overall grade deduction, while the winning class gets a grade boost.

Can the students of <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage>, clearly at a disadvantage in terms of strength, lead their class to victory over <Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology>?

A follow-up event to the materials-stealing battle.

Usually, it would be a magic demonstration match, but for some reason, it’s been upgraded to a full-on magic duel.

Despite the unfairness of the match, Professor Weird agreed to it for some reason.

“I seriously don’t know what the professor is thinking.”

Dorothy blamed the professor, but that wouldn’t make the grade-deduction threat any safer.

“Well, the exam is next week, so there’s still some time. Want me to help you train?”

“Oh, that’d be a relief. But some of the others want training too. Can we all get it together?”

“Hm… bring everyone who wants to join!”

Since the professor was already trying to pick on the frontier students to boost their own students’ grades, there’s no rule that says I can’t support Professor Weird’s students!

“Isabel, I’ll be home late today since I’m helping my friends with midterms.”

“Hold on a sec. Let me pack you a lunch.”

“Will there be meat?”

“I’ll make sure of it.”

“Yay!”

With the lunch Isabel packed, I went to the meeting place.

Dorothy really is a kind person.

Most people would’ve kept the training opportunity to themselves.

But she’s letting other friends get help, too.

As a seasoned player, I know from experience that in interclass matches, it’s easier if others in the same class also score well.

Dorothy, though, has no particular reason; she just wants to help her classmates who are taking the same course.

‘Games truly shine more in cooperation than competition.’

While the war generation grew strong out of desperation, resulting in high base stats, their animosity and conflicting interests made their max potential lower.

Meanwhile, the peace generation, though lacking in desperation, achieved a higher overall peak by growing and supporting each other together.

‘Helping Dorothy was definitely the right call, better than getting involved with a nasty character like Yui, the mean-spirited NTR character.’

While Yui’s settling into a merchant role, every time I hired her as an ally, the male teammates’ affection levels reacted strangely.

Now that the game’s become reality, I’m guessing it wasn’t just about incompatible personalities causing arguments but some scheme on Yui’s part.

“Hey, Oknodie, you’re here early?”

“I was thinking about what to teach! Where are the others?”

“They’re coming in now.”


One by one, friends from the <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage> course entered through the door Dorothy had come through.

I expected only weaklings from the outskirts, but surprisingly, even talented ones from the Empire, like Rosgini and Sandkooker from the Magic Tower, showed up.

“Hmph. It’s not that I thought the Red Tower’s magic was lacking. I’m just here to check out your skills, so don’t misunderstand me. Got it?”

“That fool doesn’t want to learn, so let’s ignore her. Instead, teach me. I came to see if there’s any applied technique, like a dark sand wall, in sand wall creation magic.”

“Sandkooker! I came here first, you know?”

“You said you didn’t need to learn, remember?”

“But I’m here in line, so I should learn magic fairly!”

Is it because I helped out during the material-stealing event?

More people came than I expected.

I don’t really mind.

If the students have skills, that’s even better for me.

It’s fun to teach smart kids.

“Hello.”

“Oknodie, still as small as ever, even on weekends!”

But then, the same number of people already inside started flooding in one after another.

“Your lips looked really chapped today. Should I put on some lipstick for you?”

“I, I know how to paint nails with nail polish!”

And then yet another group followed.

“Oknodie is still a kid. Wouldn’t she be more interested in snacks than beauty? Here, I got this on the way, so take it as a thank-you gift.”

“Do you like squid tempura?”

“Melon bread’s tasty too.”

They just kept coming, one after another.

Continuously.

So many.

“…Dorothy, how many people did you bring?”

“Um… when I asked, they all said they wanted to listen?”

“…Don’t tell me you brought everyone who signed up for the lecture?”

Dorothy shyly laughed, fidgeting with her bangs, which had a hairpin in them.

“Ow! Ow, don’t pull my cheek!”

“It’s your fault for bringing this many, Dorothy!”

How could you gather all 100 students signed up for the lecture into one place just because I said she could bring people who wanted to learn?

“So… is it a no?”

Behind Dorothy, the students stared at me, clinging to my every word.

Sweat beading on their hands, afraid I might turn them away, yet meeting my gaze without flinching.

Because they know they have no one else to rely on.

“Wouldn’t it be better to ask Professor Weird for extra lessons directly?”

“That professor’s a bit… odd. I went to her office with Sandkooker to get some lecture materials, and seniors told me she once fed all kinds of rocks, like basalt, granite, spirit stones, and mana stones, to fourth-year students—stones gathered from all over the world.”

“Ugh. Why would she do that?”

“No idea. She is a weird professor.”

“Fine. Then I’ll teach you instead.”

At those words, everyone cheered as if a festival had begun.

Whatever the case, they must think it’s better for me to teach them than Professor Weird.

And honestly, I think so too.

Professors often have great skills but are terrible at teaching.

When it comes to training inexperienced students, a veteran player like me, who knows exactly which abilities to enhance, is more effective.

“Oknodie, what are you going to teach first? Something like a hidden secret spell or magic tips?”

I smiled kindly at Dorothy, who asked with an innocent face, unaware of the fate awaiting them.

***

“Run, run, keep running!”

“Huff, huff, huff…”

“This… isn’t mana training…”

“I… I’m gonna die…”

“O-Oknodie… how long are we just going to keep running…?”

The students were exhausted from the training that had been going on since morning.

Running beside them at the same pace, I emphasized the importance of endurance.

“Kids from the Empire have spent years accumulating more mana and honing their magic than you have. No short-term training will allow you to surpass them in magic quality!”

“But just running is weird…!”

“Think logically. If boosting your magic stats is pointless, wouldn’t it make more sense to build up the stamina and agility to dodge spells?”

“R-Really…?”

“So let’s run just one more lap!”

One hundred laps around the field.

Ninety-two students dropped out.

Eight students completed it.

The students aspiring to enter the magic faculty, who had neglected physical training, lay sprawled out on the ground, utterly exhausted.

“We… we finished running… so we’re done now, right…?”

“Yes. Physical training is done!”

“‘Physical’ training…?”

“If all you do is run without learning to dodge, you’ll tire out even faster. And for agility training, there’s no better exercise than this…”

I hammered a stick with a circular ring into the ground, then set the edge on fire.

Ta-da.


In an instant, I’d transformed the field into a circus training ground!

“Alright, everyone up! Now we’re moving on to agility training!”

Expressions of deep regret appeared on the students’ faces.

They must be disappointed they couldn’t start this excellent training sooner.

Since they all seem so eager, there’s no need to tell them that the ring will gradually get smaller every hour, right?



 
  
    Chapter 185: Natural Strength


[Many classmates gave up or ran away during training. Skill experience efficiency has greatly decreased.]

[Education experience +5]

[Bad Kid experience +1]

Tsk.

Why did they all beg me to train them in the first place?

People are really bad sometimes.

Even though it’s not my grades or scores, it still bothers me that they ran away.

I went out of my way to make time and train everyone, but in the end, only three people kept up—Dorothy, Rosgini, and Sandkooker.

“Sigh.”

As I clean up, I can’t help but sigh, worried about the future of these weaklings.

“Need some help?”

Dorothy asks quietly, approaching and gauging my mood.

With her trembling limbs from exhaustion, who is she trying to worry about here?

“I’m fine. You all must be tired, so go back, do some mana breathing, and get a good rest. Proper rest is essential for building strength.”

Sorry, Isabel.

It’ll be easier to handle the opposition battle on my own.

I promised Isabel and everyone that I’d rely on others rather than tackling everything alone, but if they can’t keep up despite my best efforts, what can I do?

***

Oknodie couldn’t hide her dejection.

Dorothy felt a pang of guilt.

“Sorry, Oknodie. I thought it’d be great if everyone improved their grades since it’s an opposition battle, so I accepted everyone, but I didn’t realize they’d be this weak-willed.”

“It’s not your fault, Dorothy. I must have made it too difficult for them.”

Oknodie self-reflects.

But Dorothy remembers.

Oknodie’s words of encouragement throughout the running and fiery ring-jumping exercises.

She said this was only the basics.

That even other lower-class students like Mob managed to endure this training.

That we shouldn’t lose heart here.

She genuinely believed this training was easy.

And she seemed all too familiar with it, running alongside us and leaping through fiery rings with ease.

She even added rotations in mid-air, two or three times, saying it improved agility even more.

‘Did Oknodie go through all this training?’

The Wihemohae Foundation.

Oknodie’s infamous backing on campus.

At the foundation, this kind of training was probably considered basic.

She grew up with that as her standard.

That’s how she ended up at the academy.

But now she realized it wasn’t true.

Most couldn’t keep up with her training.

The foundation deceived her.

They set excessively high standards.

How would Oknodie feel upon realizing this?

Did she feel betrayed by the foundation?

Or disappointed in us?

Or maybe both?

“Oknodie’s expression didn’t look good, did it?”

Perhaps Dorothy wasn’t the only one worried.

Rosgini also looked sympathetically at Oknodie as she walked away from the field.

“Need help?”

“I’m fine. You all must be tired, so go back, do some mana breathing, and get a good rest. Proper rest is essential for building strength.”

She put out the fires by covering them with sand and pulled the embedded rings out of the ground, looking sullen.

Even her voice, when refusing help, lacked energy.

“…Shall we work harder for her?”

When Sandkooker held out her hand, Rosgini and Dorothy placed their hands on top of it.

“No one’s passion for competition is hotter than the Red Tower’s. I don’t want to end things by disappointing her after asking for her help.”

“For the 96 who disappointed Oknodie, let the three of us make up for it!”

“You fool. With the three of us, that’s 33 portions each. Just imagine the stamina you’d need to take down 33 Empire students solo.”

“What’s that tone? You’re the one who suggested we work harder.”

“That kind of endurance is only possible for an Earth Mage from the Yellow Tower. Don’t act all cocky as a Red Tower mage who burns out in no time.”

“Hmph. Forest mages aren’t lacking in grit, you know? Just watch.”

The three of them, brimming with stubbornness and determination.

Whether their bodies could handle the 99-person workload was yet to be seen.

***

“Oknodie, you came back from helping your friends with their midterms, but why do you look so down?”

“It’s nothing. Sigh. I just feel like I might’ve been wrong in my thinking.”

“The food wasn’t bad, was it?”

“Not at all! The meat, grilled eggplant, inarizushi, everything in the lunchbox was delicious! …Except the bell peppers.”

“You’ve got to stop being picky if you want to grow taller. Didn’t you say you wanted to reach 230 cm?”

Even at the joke, she only managed a faint smile before her expression clouded over again.

Seeing her slumped shoulders tugged at my heart.

“Jezel, can you look into something?”

“Information gathering is my specialty.”

“Oknodie has been down ever since she helped her friends study for their exams. Can you find out why?”

Jezel readily accepted.

In truth, he’d joined the academy out of a mix of curiosity and sympathy for Oknodie.

When it came to Oknodie, Isabel didn’t even need to ask—she was his top priority.

‘Is it out of fear of the professor? Come to think of it, I don’t recall seeing anyone approach the professor with questions.’

Jezel’s first move was to seek out Professor Weird, the one who taught the infamous course.

“Excuse me, Professor. I’ve come to ask about the first-year course, <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage>.”


“It’s not my fault. I’ve set it up so that mana exposure has no impact on first-year students, so don’t even mention compensation.”

“…I’ve actually come to inquire about the voluntary special training involving students who take the <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage> course and their opponents in mock battles.”

Without even making eye contact, Professor Weird threw the book she was holding behind the sofa, leaned back, and slouched into the cushions.

“You should’ve said so from the beginning. You had me all tense for nothing. First-year, are you?”

“A freshman from the Department of Adventure, Jezel.”

“If you’re here to ask for my help with special training, I’ll have to refuse. The essence of natural magic stems from everyday discipline. When trials and tribulations come, students who are meant to fail will fail, and those who are meant to thrive will thrive.”

“…Excuse me? Thrive?”

“It’s my philosophy. That sounded a bit like a Dryad, didn’t it? According to books, the ancestors used to say things like this when they didn’t want to bother with something.”

Get culled if you must, damn dryad.

What on earth is she doing to the point that mana exposure comes up, while the first-year curriculum is pushed to the side?

I came to hear about Oknodie’s special training but ended up just getting frustrated.

“I’m sorry for disturbing a busy person. I’ll take my leave.”

“Oknodie’s friend, right?”

“…You knew? I don’t even attend your lectures.”

“I heard it from Professor Minerva, one of the examiners for the entrance exam. She told me there’s a particularly unsettling kid I should keep an eye on.”

“…!”

“Don’t get so nervous. Dryads are half human, half wood fairy. They memorize what goes on in their territory and their relationships with others.”

Professor Weird, who I had only seen as a hopeless professor, was unexpectedly keeping a close watch on Oknodie.

To the extent that she remembered even the relationships outside her classroom.

If only she’d invest half that dedication in the first-year students who actually attend her lectures and give them proper training.

The students who do take her class are the ones truly unfortunate.

“Don’t make that face. I’m not completely ignoring things, you know. I’m only staying out of it because they’re on the right training path.”

“Is it correct, though, that they’re focusing only on physical and acrobatic training instead of magical training?”

“Did you know? If your body is strong, magic isn’t necessary. Magic was originally developed by the weak to overcome the strong, no different from martial arts.”

Martial arts focus on overcoming the strong with weaker forces, while magic replaces various evolutionary functions with magical power.

The aim is fundamentally the same.

“In that sense, Oknodie’s approach is extremely close to the correct answer. She is not wrong. She just traveled too far a path at too young an age.”

Professor Weird provided Jezel with the answer she was seeking—the reason for Oknodie’s exhaustion.

“She is simply feeling loneliness. A loneliness that stems from realizing she’s different from other kids. Usually, it’s the kind of regret felt by a person who’s spent decades mastering a field and looks back on their life. Isn’t it remarkable that she feels it at such a young age?”

“Couldn’t you help Oknodie, Professor…?”

“I refuse.”

“Why? Weren’t you concerned about her?”

“I think it’s time to correct a misunderstanding.”

Professor Weird spoke as she lounged idly on the sofa.

“A lazy animal starves to death, but a lazy plant just lives anywhere.”

“…”

“And as long as she associates with friends at her level, she’ll sort things out on her own. There’s no need for adults to intervene.”

“Friends at her level…?”

“So far, she’s likely felt that her life was racing ahead, isolated from the ordinary, making her feel excluded.”

A friend with natural strength, one that doesn’t make her conscious of her unusual strength.

Preferably someone her age.

Professor Weird, who pretends to be bothered and indifferent, still manages to say what needs to be said.

…Thanks to her, one person came to mind.

Not the same age, but one of the closest in the Academy in terms of age.

Someone whose bottomless skill is hard to gauge, even compared to Oknodie.

***

“So, you came looking for me?”

“I’d like to ask you to keep an eye on our young lady.”

As Jiang reached out to a throwing weapon embedded in a tree trunk, powerful magnetism pulled the metal weapon to her.

With a metallic sound, the throwing weapon snapped to her glove.

She brushed the throwing weapon off her glove and began collecting her weapons from all over her body.

Storing the diamond-shaped blades in a pouch, the long needles in the hand-covering of her gloves, daggers on her thigh holster, and the remaining weapons in her wrist, waistband, inner pockets, and linings…

‘Is she human, or a walking armory?’


Fully equipped with a frightening array of weapons, Jiang flashed a wicked, crooked smile.

“So… you want me to rough up those pesky kids who upset Oknodie, huh?”

“Not at all.”

If I leave her to do as she pleases, kids might actually end up dead. 

Jezel denied it with a straight face, entirely serious.



 
  
    Chapter 186: Organic Vehicle Feed Thief


“Could you stay by the young lady’s side to keep her from straying down the wrong path?”

It was an amusing request.

An assassin, afraid of loneliness.

-Remember, Jiang. An assassin who fears loneliness will be consumed and killed by that fear.

Betrayed, wounded at heart, losing faith in people.

Jiang, who had grown up in this brutal conditioning rather than training, did not believe in the concept of a human heart.

Especially not the hearts of those who weren’t assassins.

“I’ll do it. But it won’t be free.”

“If there are conditions, I’ll do my best to meet them. Just let me know what you need.”

“Prepare the materials I need for the midterm exam. Possible, right? Since I’m using my time to help.”

“Just send me the list.”

But if the other person was a fellow assassin.

If it was Oknodie, her guard would be slightly lowered.

Like a tree hollow gnawed into a fortress by teeth.

Like a weasel poking its head out.

Instead of showing hostility, she could show curiosity.

***

On her way to meet Oknodie.

As Jiang turned a corner in the hallway, she suddenly slipped into a nearby cabinet.

“…Huh?”

The footsteps trailing her turned 90 degrees, 150 degrees, 270 degrees, spinning around and roaming in every direction.

<Stealth – Shadow Walker>

A blond man with a clueless expression.

The moment his back was exposed, Jiang silently took position behind him and poked his back.

“Don’t move.”

“Gah!!”

“Do you know? If I press just a bit more from this angle… I could pierce between your ribs and reach your heart in an instant.”

In a single moment, his control over life and death was stripped away.

Sweat drenched the back of the male student like rain, soaking his nape.

Thinking how pitiful this guy was, Jiang asked.

“Who are you? Why are you following me?”

“I’m following you at Jezel’s request. He asked me to provide assistance on-site in case of any trouble or to contact him directly…”

“Ah, so you’re the client’s eyes? Sorry for scaring you~. You can turn around now.”

The man turned around.

Instead of a sharp blade or a weapon with a chilling aura, he found Jiang playfully wiggling her fingers in a point, as if to say, ‘Scared of something like this?’

Haah.

He thought he was going to die.

The groan he let out unconsciously was pure amateur.

Jiang, thinking she might see blood for the first time in a while, only felt cheated.

“What’s your name?”

“Maximus Montblanc. My younger brother has a personal connection with Oknodie, so I ended up cooperating.”

“Hmm… Hard to believe. With skills like that?”

“Friends aren’t made solely based on skill. Besides, I didn’t befriend her; my brother met her first. Is the interrogation over?”

“For now.”

A male student in the lower class of the 981st who, upon hearing his brother owed Oknodie on the airship, decided to look after Oknodie—Maximus Montblanc.

With his brother’s request, he tried to care for Oknodie, only to end up becoming Jezel’s collaborator.

Lack of strength.

The exhausting academy.

It was only natural to join hands and cooperate with someone with similar goals.

“I knew she was a dangerous young lady, but I didn’t expect her friends to be this dangerous too.”

“Enough with the small talk. Where’s Oknodie?”

“At this time, she should be in the restricted area for first years. Look for someone with a handkerchief in the front pocket of their uniform and say you’re here for business with the Dark Trading Company—they’ll tell you.”

The company co-founded by Arcadia and Jezel.

They’d grown in influence so much that they now had their people even beyond the first-year zone.

It seemed that the one claiming to worry about Oknodie wasn’t an idle protector after all.

“Just knowing the direction is enough. I already know plenty of places she’d like.”

“You two are close, huh? Close enough to know that?”

“You don’t have to be close to know something like that.”

“People usually don’t know unless they’re interested, right?”

“I’ve wronged her before, and it’s a rare chance, so shall I show a little?”

Jiang spun in a circle around Maximus and gave a cheerful smile.

“You’re left-handed, aren’t you?”

“…I didn’t think I showed any sign of it.”

“You had a cold. You’ve struggled with it until recently.”

“You did some background check?”

“No way. I only found out about you today. I just know as an assassin. You also have a habit of standing slanted on your right leg. And because you’re conscious of your loud breathing, you try to make it softer.”

What he first found fascinating in her keen observation.

As it continued, a different feeling took its place.

“You consciously try to keep your steps even, but when you panic, your left foot shifts back. You’re afraid of someone creeping up on your left. There was a time you struggled because you couldn’t reach something with your left arm, wasn’t there?”

“…!”

“An animal? A monster? Yeah… a person. Someone you had to protect? Someone you wanted to avoid? Or… someone you had to kill? For someone with such an innocent look, you have quite the bloody past, huh?”

With terrifying speed, his weaknesses were being exposed.

Maximus’s face hardened.

“Stop.”

“I can still point out over ten more.”

“Have mercy, really… It’s terrifying. It’s like you’re reading my life like a mind reader.”

Jezel was far beyond this level.

Considering the depth of the darkness he harbored, it made sense he’d use someone who held shadows in their heart rather than someone purely bright.

Take Oknodie, whom he was desperate to protect, for instance.


The girl was purer than anyone.

Yet stronger than anyone.

And held deeper darkness than anyone.

Jezel was naturally inclined to prefer and keep close those who shared her nature—a person who harbored darkness within their innate kindness.

‘Oknodie only uses paths where no one can see her. Here, she’d have definitely used the wall behind here.’

First-year restricted area.

She passed by a warning sign that unapproved first-years could not guarantee their lives if they entered.

‘Assassins don’t normally avoid dangerous places. And she’s not one to be scared by something like this.’

Places Oknodie might like.

Paths Oknodie wouldn’t avoid.

As she followed a route she’d likely take, she saw the <Upper-Class Boarding Storage> through a window.

Professor Plato’s boarding vehicle.

The upcoming midterms.

Oknodie had slipped in without being seen.

She climbed up to the 3-meter-high side window, using the sticky strands of web magic.

Pop.

As she landed lightly on the ground, a strong animal smell filled the air.

In the indoor animal enclosure, where animal sounds should naturally be heard, there was an unusual, complete silence, with a sense of tension as all attention focused on a single spot.

Sure enough, there stood a ‘little lady’ with fine blonde hair tied back with a sky-blue headband.

“Hello, Oknodie.”

“Uh… what!?”

“Is that tasty?”

Oknodie, looking flustered, tried to hide the object in her hand behind her back.

But her plump cheeks, bulging to the fullest, couldn’t be hidden…

poke

When her cheek was poked with a finger, the contents popped out as if a merchant were spitting out goods.

Small, round-shaped edible items.

However, things that people normally wouldn’t eat.

Food that might be considered once in times of famine.

Its true identity was animal feed.

***

“I got a request. What do you think, Oknodie?”

“Jezel is always so worried. Just like a Dad.”

“Right?”

Oknodie, the person in question, looked fed up, more like a daughter harassed by an overprotective father than anything else.

“Still, since I got the request, I can’t just go back empty-handed. For an assassin, a request is holier than a crusade. You know that, right?”

“It’s one of the three commandments of an assassin, isn’t it? Don’t take lives lightly. Don’t accept requests easily. But once a request is taken, it must be completed.”

Oknodie tilted her head, puzzled as if wondering why she was being asked such an obvious thing.

With a mischievous twirl, Jiang turned her body away, feigning indifference.

If their eyes met, she might accidentally reveal that she’d briefly tested the kid out of curiosity.

“But why were you eating feed?”

“Weren’t you not going to ask?”

“I gave you time to think of an excuse so you wouldn’t be embarrassed.”

Oknodie, who was happily following along with the shift in topic, now wore a distressed expression.

“Well… actually, it’s because of midterms…”

“You were eating the feed for the organic mounts, intending to starve the other mounts to death?”

“It’s not that!”

“Then what?”

“For the Cooking Handbook…”

“Handbook?”

“Oh, anyway, it’s something like that!”

Jiang could feel the desperate stares of the animals as if pleading for her to stop that human.

“Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.”

“Really?”

“Someone named Jezel just came to check on you out of concern.”

“Don’t tell Jezel either. Got it?”

“If I keep it a secret, what will you do for me?”

A question thrown out in jest.

With a small, playful smile, Oknodie, as if making a huge decision, held out a carnation petal.

“It was in the turtle feed box… It’s really rare in the Handbook… but I could share it with you, Jiang.”

Oknodie extended the petal with trembling hands and closed eyes, a reluctance to part with it fully felt.

‘Could the rumor be true? That Oknodie is a half-human, a half-orc hybrid?’

She’d heard it before.

Orcs are known to eat almost anything.

She hadn’t known that included stones and petals, but seeing how much she liked it, she had the urge to snatch it away.

“Oknodie, you seem to like natural things.”

“Huh?”

“Well, you eat stones, you eat petals.”

Could the sweet scent always coming from Oknodie be because she ate a lot of flowers?

Jiang, curious about her habit of eating a balanced variety without being picky, lifted one of the petals and bit down.

“Ugh… it tastes strange.”

“You can’t just eat one petal! You have to eat ten at once for the collection effect!”

“I don’t need that many.”

She’d been so reluctant when she thought it would be taken, but now that Jiang ate one, Oknodie was itching to feed her more.

‘Oknodie really is strange yet amusing.’

The scene that Jezel had imagined, where massive rhinoceroses butted heads to affirm their strength and bond, turned into an unusual bonding moment for the two.

However the process went, as Jezel had hoped, a smile bloomed on Oknodie’s face, just like that of a child her age.

“…Oknodie. Someone outside is looking for you. You’d better go.”

“Really?”

A member of the Dark Trading Company, waiting outside the first-year restricted area, recognized Oknodie and hurried over.

“Miss Oknodie, this is an urgent message from Deputy Chairman Jezel. Miss Isabel and Miss Ppyo-i were seriously injured in an unexpected accident during a lecture.”

Oh. 

This sounds serious.

Jiang, watching Oknodie’s face from the side, witnessed the smile fade in real time.

A face drained of expression.

A murderous aura prickling the skin.


She had a premonition that an even bigger incident was about to happen.

There’d been incidents at the academy before—countless times.

But this time was different.

Unlike past incidents suspected to involve the principal or a professor, this time, the one about to cause trouble was Oknodie.

It was sure not to end as an ordinary event.



 
  
    Chapter 187: Revenge


Isabel sat leaning against the bedpost, staring blankly out the window.

Flutter, flutter. 

Butterflies flitting about leisurely.

Blaze, blaze, blaze! 

The diligent barking of the flame hound.

Oh dear, oh dear. 

The third-years pitifully trailing behind.

Despite her busy days, juggling assignments and exam prep, she never once skipped preparing Oknodie’s meal once a day.

Recently, she even took the extra time to pack her snack boxes.

‘Did I overdo it?’

She felt herself blacking out during a sparring session, and when she opened her eyes, she was lying flat on the ground.

Had this injury happened outside the academy, she might have lost an arm forever.

Thanks to using the highest level of medical facilities, her severed arm was reattached perfectly.

‘It doesn’t quite feel real.’

Even as she wriggled her fingers, the hand within the cast felt only stifling.

Is it really attached?

Or will it just fall off once the cast is removed?

Is every nerve truly connected properly?

Her heart began to pound.

‘I think it’s about time to rest.’

There had been days like this before.

Back in her days with the Esornia Adventurers, she would collapse in exhaustion after a quest, battered and bruised.

The scent of soup tickling her nose.

The warmth of the sun’s tickling rays.

The sparrow perched on the alley window sill, the cat on the wall, the sounds of drunkards rambling on the streets—these were the background to her rest, and the door would open.

“Isabel. How’s it going? How’s the adventurer life? Are you managing?”

The captain, with his rough beard.

A man prickly like a hedgehog, who had the bad habit of scratching her skin with his beard.

The scratchy feel of his beard, the massive, rough hand into which her fist could comfortably fit, the deep, reassuring voice that tickled her ears.

Now, all of that was gone.

It’s the same kind of rest and freedom, but now there’s no one to take care of her.

“Hey. How are you holding up?”

‘No one,’ in a way.

Beastkin aren’t people, so they don’t count.

“Coming for a hospital visit? Doesn’t quite suit you, acting all reliable.”

“Did I seem so heartless that I wouldn’t come for a hospital visit, despite us hanging out all the time?”

“What happened to the kid who got hit with me?”

“That bikini armor turned out to be quite sturdy. It avoided any vital areas, and you got hurt much worse, so relax.”

“Sorry about this, Oknodie, I know you’ve been busy, and I’ve caused you worry.”

“Aren’t you sorry to me?”

“Would you like me to be?”

“Sigh. The women in this academy are just too headstrong. I can’t seem to catch a break.”

Oknodie was grumbling when a nurse shooed her out for being too loud, citing the patient’s need for peace.

A quiet hospital room.

As a child, these silent moments used to be enjoyable as she thought of her captain, but now they weren’t so welcome.

Her obsession with cooking might have stemmed from this.

Bubble, bubble.

Chop, chop, chop.

The sounds of cooking helped push away memories she’d rather avoid.

Rustle.

Scrape, scrape.

When she sensed careful footsteps.

She smiled quietly at the sound, maybe for the same reason.

“Come in, Oknodie. Don’t dangle dangerously on the window ledge.”

“…How did you know?”

“This is nothing between us.”

Her spirits lifted as she boasted.

Oknodie had a habit of climbing right over window ledges as if they were doors.

As she climbed up the sun-warmed bricks, she carried a different kind of sun-warmed scent than that of a soft blanket.

“Isabel, how did you get hurt?”

“They say I collapsed from exhaustion during training. I haven’t been sleeping well lately. Maybe I’m feeling the cold more, too.”

Oknodie’s face filled with guilt.

“Is it because of me?”

“Why would you say that?”

“It’s because of the trouble you go through packing my lunch. You lose sleep and end up hurting yourself. You don’t have to make me food anymore, just please don’t get sick.”

Isabel suddenly recalled what Hestia had once told her about Oknodie’s friend.

There was a friend from her training days at the temple, one she’d saved by rescuing their spirit from a plant that held their body captive.

-She is a kid who’s been through a lot of hardship. You don’t need to be told, but keep an eye on her and make sure the academy doesn’t wound her further.

I’m sorry, Hestia.

I wanted to protect her, too, but it seems I’ve already hurt her.

“It’s not because of you, Oknodie. It’s all because I pushed myself too hard.”

“…Understood. Isabel, you don’t need to do anything else, so please get plenty of rest.”

There was something faintly frightening in Oknodie’s turned back as she walked away. 

Was it just her imagination?

“Oknodie?”

“Yes, Isabel.”

“I’d like you to stay a good kid, Oknodie.”

“Of course. I’m a good kid, after all!”

“…Alright. Take care.”


Liar.

She thought as she watched Oknodie leave the hospital room.

Whatever happens, it’s going to be big.

‘Where is she planning to take out her anger?’

It’s not Oknodie’s fault; it’s hers for neglecting her health.

Surely she wouldn’t be planning on picking a fight with the opponent team from the spar?

***

“There are no beds left in the infirmary.”

“Set up a temporary tent if you have to!”

“We’re low on blood supplies. Even with accelerated healing, the blood loss is still exceeding production!”

Exactly sixteen hours after Oknodie had left.

The ominous premonition hit the mark, as if mocking her.

The medical ward where Isabel was admitted was now packed with new patients, to the point that people were lined up outside, as a massive number of injured individuals surged in.

‘Oknodie… what on earth have you done?’

Isabel felt a growing fear.

A fear of being unable to stop Oknodie from straying down the wrong path.

***

One look at Isabel’s condition was all it took to understand.

This wasn’t some random mistake caused by exhaustion.

‘There’s a lingering trace of mana.’

Every mana has a unique property.

A mage from a coastal village might carry the scent of the sea in their magic, while a wandering mage from the filthy back alleys might have a foul stench clinging to their spells.

The scent ingrained in their soul, the landscape imprinted in their heart, unconsciously mingles with their magic.

[You detected Professor Rave’s mana residue from the traces left on Isabel’s body.]

[Magecraft Experience +30]

[Tracking Experience +10]

[Insight Experience +10]

Every professor of the empire, bound by unwritten rules, has at least one of these malicious patterns.

She remembers each and every one of their mana residues.

She doesn’t know why they deviate and start acting maliciously.

Nor does she want to know.

Nor does she need to.

If she’s attacked, she retaliates.

She simply follows her own principles.

Professor Rave’s lecture < Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course>.

Imperial magecraft differs from the rough mana practices of the outskirts in one distinct way.

It enhances potency through the ‘specialization’ of mana attributes.

For example, with water-creation magic.

If cohesion is strengthened to form a sphere that wraps around someone’s face, it becomes the magic of <Suffocating Water Orb>, depriving them of air.

If it penetrates the living mana and creates water in the lungs, it turns into the <Pulmonary Edema Inducer> spell.

A spell that can save someone dying of thirst can also become one that kills.

“Ppyo-i collapsed alongside Isabel, didn’t she?”

“Wow, you even came to visit the hospital? You’re such a good kid!”

“…Not really. Today, I’m planning to be a bad kid.”

Another injured person, Ppyo-i, she dropped by to check.

“Did you happen to feel cold before you collapsed?”

“Isn’t that normal? Like, sometimes you feel chills before you sense death or something.”

After listening to Ppyo-i’s story of the time she collapsed, she was finally certain.

[You identified the spell used by Professor Rave.]

[Magecraft Experience +30]

[Tracking Experience +10]

[Insight Experience +10]

The spell he used was the <Temperature Conversion> spell.

The specialization applied was <Rapid Cooling>.

Additional techniques included <Target Specification> and <Volatility>.

The result was a 4th-circle spell: <Designated Rapid Cooling>.

A spell that specifically and precisely froze certain places, certain people, and certain materials—only Isabel and Ppyo-i were targeted.

This spell caused an abrupt chill to be felt, freezing their bodies, and, if extreme, activated the sympathetic nervous system, raising blood pressure to make them collapse.

It was cast in such a brief moment that, as time passed, the traces naturally faded. 

Even if an investigator conducted a delayed examination, they wouldn’t be able to catch Professor Rave.

Even if he was caught, he could simply claim it was a harmless temperature conversion spell.

Denying it would leave no way to prove him guilty.

An insidiously clever assassination attempt!

‘Professor Rave… you’ve crossed the line.’

The method was well-thought-out.

A spell that isn’t lethal yet threatens life.

So discreet that finding traces is difficult.

Even if discovered, it’s a spell he could plausibly deny.

But he had provoked the wrong person.

‘I’ll pay you back. I’ll make your precious students feel that same pain!’

***

The healing mage in the infirmary looked troubled as he faced the imperial students who had their mouths tightly shut.

“Oh, you stubborn ones. If you don’t tell me how you got hurt, it’ll only make things harder for you.”

The infirmary isn’t some underground clinic in the dark alleys that treats wounds without asking questions for the right price.

They must meticulously document the student’s identity, the cause of injury, the prescribed magic, and the treatment progress.

-How dare they touch my child!

-Thanks to you, my child had to undergo unnecessary regeneration magic, shortening his lifespan. Just wait until you face the imperial supreme court’s wrath!

The main purpose is to protect healers from lawsuits from parents by keeping their own thorough medical records!

“Leave it to me.”


“Professor Rave, do you know anything about this? These children all attended your lecture, according to the records…”

“Enough. I’ve come to get a grasp on the situation myself, so go have a meal while I investigate.”

After subtly tipping the healer and sending them away, Professor Rave turned to the students, whose expressions had changed.

“Tell me what happened. Every single detail, without leaving anything out.”

Only then did the imperial students finally open their tightly sealed mouths.



 
  
    Chapter 188: You will regret it


The students attending the “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course” gathered in the old, closed-off campus.

“Could it be true? That Professor Rave would actually give us special training?”

“Well, considering he sent a message spell telling us to come quietly without telling anyone since he’s bending the school rules, it must be true.”

“Right. Who else but Professor Rave would go so far as to set up a match against the border students to give us a shot at better grades, and even go this far for us?”

Professor Rave—feared as the worst professor by students from the border, but revered as the best by those from the Empire.

Though he was cold to the border students, the Empire students accepted his warmth and mercy without question.

“Brr, it’s freezing. When is the professor coming?”

“This is a waste of time… I’m sleepy. I might as well just head back.”

One student, unable to wait any longer, turned to leave the empty lecture room in the old campus and suddenly showed a look of confusion.

“Ouch, that’s cold!”

“What’s wrong?”

“The door is freezing cold. My hand nearly stuck to it.”

“What… so we’re trapped?”

“Ah, I get it. Maybe this is the professor’s test?”

“Yeah, that kind of thing wouldn’t be out of place at this academy.”

“Alright, let’s just blow the door open with magic.”

“Ah, don’t! Did you forget the message spell?”

The students exchanged uneasy glances.

[This is special training to earn extra points for the “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course” lecture. Gather at the specified location after curfew.]

[If anyone finds out, you can’t avoid punishment for breaking school rules, so be extra cautious.]

They had heard from seniors before about the academy’s penalties—how the loss of points could be incredibly painful.

On the other hand, those extra points could be exchanged for enough credits to pull a failing student up to passing.

Just a bit more.

Hold on a bit longer.

Driven by a desire for better grades, or out of fear of penalties, they missed the chance to call for help and, amidst the intensifying cold, they began to sense something had gone very wrong.

“Professor, we can’t do this with our skills.”

“The magic’s power is too great; we can’t melt the icy attribute on the door.”

“Please, let us out. Please?”

Rumble.

The door shook.

The students’ faces lit up.

The professor must be opening it for them now.

Gathering eagerly at the door, wanting to escape as soon as possible, they noticed something odd.

Crack, crack.

The icy door seemed less like it was “opening” and more like it was “breaking.”

By the time they realized what that meant, it was too late.

Bang!

The shards of the door, shattered into thousands of pieces, burst out, piercing the students’ bodies.

***

“That wasn’t me who called you.”

“What? We thought it was your test, so we kept quiet until the end!”

Professor Rave looked at the students with a mixture of exasperation, then conceded that even he, had he been a first-year, might have made the same mistake in this academy.

“Whatever the reason, staying quiet was a wise choice. Had it been revealed that you ventured out to a crime scene for improper reasons and suffered injuries, you’d have lost even more points.”

With the gathering of many students hoping for an unfair advantage, their behavior had already caused their practical assessment scores to plummet.

Fortunately, by staying silent, they at least avoided further deductions.

“Come in.”

“What’s the report?”

“The students say they got injured by accident while training before the team match.”

“My, my. Not calling an instructor and getting hurt in a restricted area after curfew… these students will be facing a mountain of fines.”

“This incident is partially my responsibility as their professor. If I’d recognized their enthusiasm sooner and arranged for a suitable time, training facility, and supervising instructor, this could have been avoided. I’ll cover the point deductions with my own.”

“Professor Rave, you’re a rare model of integrity. Truly the conscience of the Empire.”

The admiration and respect shone in the students’ eyes.

“Then, I’ll leave the treatment to you.”

“You can count on me.”

While the students had remained quiet for an unrelated reason, it was still wise to do so.

“Message spell. Rapid cooling magic. Both left no trace.”

After examining the spot where the door had been, he became even more certain.

The iron door the students described wasn’t actually there.

It hadn’t been frozen—it hadn’t existed in the first place.

An outright hint that the students had been led into a trap, and yet, the ice door that exploded had vanished without leaving any trace of moisture.

“So, you’re confident, are you?”

He could sense the perpetrator’s message: they knew his “rapid freezing” technique and, even if caught, would leave no evidence behind, turning it back on him.

More daring and more lethal, an attack that could damage his honor while inflicting critical injuries on many.

“Oknodie… is this your answer to my retribution?”

He felt fortunate that Ppyo-i and Isabel, who were completely uninvolved, had suffered no serious harm.

He learned something from this incident.

The magic used was a <Thermal Conversion> spell.

The specialization was <Rapid>.

The additional techniques were <Time Bomb> and <Volatility>.

The resulting spell was the 4-circle <Time Bomb Ice>.

A spell with such intense freezing power, exceeding even his own as a professor, and requiring vast amounts of mana.

It wasn’t the mana capacity of a first-year student.

It wasn’t the knowledge level of a first-year in magic studies.

It wasn’t the mana control of a first-year, either.

Everything was far beyond the level of a first-year.

-A true assassin can make bold threats and still never get caught.

As if to say this, Oknodie had dragged many students into this mess and left no evidence behind.

He clenched his fists, radiating a harsh, bone-chilling cold.

Crack, crack.


Professor Rave emanated an intense cold that would freeze a reptile to death.

His gaze grew deeper and icier.

“Fine. Next time, I’ll come for you directly, not those around you. Let’s see if you can still act so arrogant then.”

***

Irene looked at the hero who had come to her with bold confidence.

“Hello. You’re Lady Irene of the Northern Grand Duchy, right?”

“…Yes.”

“Sorry to show up out of the blue. I wanted to ask you for some advice.”

The Warrior Ishtar, wearing a confident and fresh smile, showcased her indomitable sense of justice and the reason she was called a Warrior, intimidating the female students who passed by.

Irene, feeling conscious of her own relative lack, shrank back and took a small step back.

She didn’t want to stand too close.

The Warrior, seemingly oblivious to this, stepped forward to grab Irene’s hand.

A biting cold aura flared up from Irene’s lightly brushed-off hand.

“Don’t touch me. That’s not respectful to an ice mage.”

“Ah, I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable! I wanted to make a good impression because I have a favor to ask.”

Ice mages have an inherent ability to freeze anything that approaches them unconsciously.

Unwanted contact can lead to unintended consequences, both for the toucher and the ice mage, so a defensive reaction was expected…

‘I felt resistance.’

The Warrior dissipated the freezing magic into the air before it even reached the back of her hand.

As if she held a universal permit to approach anyone without harm, she wasn’t hesitant about touching a mage.

She was bold in every aspect, in a way that Irene found difficult to like.

“I heard that some students were frozen en masse and had to go to the medical wing. It’s estimated to have been done with at least a 3-circle spell, and when it comes to ice magic expertise, no one in our grade compares to you, Irene.”

Irene struggled to hold back her irritation.



A talented individual who stays a step back from factional fights.

A person with confidence so bold it almost feels unpleasant.

Such things could be set aside for now.

The harsh Northern lands.

To receive the Warrior’s help someday, it would be wise to make a good impression now.

Relationships often begin with those in need making concessions.

“Alright. I’ll help. But only to the extent I can. And if it interferes with my assignments or exams, I’ll quit immediately.”

“That’s good enough.”

The Warrior is given one mission.

They work with the duty to eliminate the greatest threat of the era, but they need the support of many to achieve that mission.

The funds needed to equip themselves with the gear to sever the Demon King’s head aren’t just pocket change.

Securing well-off sponsors is essential.

And securing these sponsors requires proving the Warrior’s worth.

—This person isn’t just going to take the money and run, right?

—Gave him expensive equipment to catch the Demon King, but he got mugged by a highwayman instead?

To avoid these absurd scenarios, sponsors might request hunts to confirm the Warrior’s skills, or the Warrior themselves might prove their own qualifications.

And among these qualifications, there’s also the need to prove they won’t betray their sponsors, demonstrate responsibility as a Warrior, and showcase positive influence.

‘A true Warrior, chosen by the god, is indeed different from the fake ones.’

Those claiming to be heroes try to mimic the Warrior’s mission but rarely emulate that positive influence.

It’s because it doesn’t pay well, doesn’t help their resume, and risks their lives without proper compensation.

This task is no different.

The Warrior didn’t receive any compensation from anyone.

Yet, out of concern for the injured students, she seeks out helpers to find the culprit.

Irene’s frozen heart also slightly softened.

“Judging by the damage, the explosive power of the ice gate was considerable. But the explosion path didn’t aim above the neck. It was a thoroughly calculated performance.”

Irene conducted a thorough field inspection.

“The additional spell used here was <Path Restriction>.  power and non-lethality at the same time is highly contradictory and requires significant effort.”

“Does that mean the culprit is that skilled in ice magic?”

“I’m convinced they received high-level, professional training for a long time. Without sufficient proficiency, the power would typically decrease because of the path restriction, or there would have been fatalities.”

“Where could someone get such training?”

“A regular mage from the Blue Tower. An academy instructor level or higher. If it’s a student, they’d have to be at least a senior close to graduation.”

“…Why would someone like that target first-years?”

“I don’t know. But the fact that there were no fatalities suggests this was a ‘warning.'”

Warrior Ishtar took a hint from Irene’s conjecture.

“All the victimized students were attending Professor Rave’s <Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology > class. And… the only other class that might create resentment is the opposing <Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course> class, scheduled for later.”

“That’s good then. We found it quickly. Then I’ll step away from this now.”

As Irene dusted off her hands, intending not to get further involved, the Warrior continued speaking behind her.

“There’s also Oknodie among the students attending that class.”

“…!”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

Irene’s feelings grew complicated.

Could it really have been that child who did it?

And if she did, what would she do?

“What if it really was that child’s doing?”

“She can’t be a candidate for a companion. And…”

“And?”

“She will be held accountable.”

The Warrior’s blade began pointing towards Oknodie.

Now Irene had to make a choice as well.

Should she help the Warrior?

Should she tip off Oknodie?

Or should she close her ears and draw a line, pretending it was none of her concern?

—I knew it. Your hand’s red. Look at your palm. If you’re too close, you’ll get frostbite from my magic.

—I’m not scolding you.

—Haven’t you already learned the hard way? Never approach an ice mage’s surroundings recklessly.

Suddenly, she remembered a daring act by Oknodie from Professor Plato’s past class, when she was seriously using her power.

Ordinary people couldn’t even approach that intense chill, and even if they could, they couldn’t withstand the sudden magic blasts that might kill them if they came too close.

Oknodie had managed to cling close, bypassing multiple detection measures put in place to prevent accidents.

And yet…

Despite pulling such a daring act.

She looked so guilty, like a scolded child, sneaking glances.

‘Given the resistance she showed to cold…’

It might really be Oknodie who did it.

What should she do about that child…?

She suddenly found herself weighing the Warrior against Oknodie.

And then she realized.

A valuable asset who would help the desolate North in the future.

That didn’t necessarily have to be the Warrior.

If she gained the assistance of Oknodie, a powerhouse on par with the Warrior, then the Warrior wasn’t essential.

“I don’t think it’s Oknodie’s doing.”

What came over her was almost an instinctual judgment.

She’d unconsciously made a choice.

She felt Oknodie would be more helpful than the Warrior.

Or perhaps she was someone she wanted to believe in.

“Why are you lying? You thought it might be her.”

“…!”

Now, even the Warrior had noticed.

“Too bad. I thought we could be friends.”

“…”

“Thank you for the help. As a token of gratitude, I’ll give you one piece of advice.”

A threatening glint flickered in the Warrior’s golden eyes.

“It’d be better if you stepped away from that child now.”


“What if. If…”

“Yeah.”

“If I say I can’t do that?”

The Warrior smiled faintly.

“You’ll regret it.”



 
  
    Chapter 189: Battle with the Warrior


The final week before midterms.

Unlike other classes, Professor Weird’s ” Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course” and Professor Rave’s “Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology” were scheduled a week earlier.

━━━

[Lecture Announcement]

This is Professor Weird.

The midterm exam has been moved up to this Wednesday.

That is all.

━━━

There was no reason given—nothing.

Just because she felt like it.

The sheer confidence of her unilateral decision left the students with no desire to even voice their complaints.

“If you have no expectations, you won’t be disappointed. This is the professor who erases her notes as soon as she writes them, so something like this is no surprise…”

“Oh, screw it… I’ve already given up on this class, so whenever the exam is, who cares.”

Most students quickly gave up.

Let’s just drop this class.

Only Sandkooker, Rosgini, and Dorothy still had some motivation left, but 3% out of 100 was truly a small minority.

“Excuse me, everyone. I’m looking for someone.”

“Gasp. Warrior?”

“Who are you looking for…?”

All the students’ expressions, eye contact, and voices softened, now looking as model students.

The Warrior had seen and heard all their fakeness from afar, but instead of calling them out, she played along, acting as if she knew nothing to spare them the embarrassment.

“I heard Oknodie is taking this class.”

“Over there. She is sitting right in front next to that weird kid with the bow and that grassy smell.”

The “weird kid with the bow and grassy smell” was Dorothy.

She was a child from the outskirts, looked down upon even among those marginalized by the Empire, laughed at behind her back.

Despite being in the advanced class, she had no allies and was mocked for entering the academy without proper backing, her face as foolishly smiling as her friend Oknodie.

‘Uncomfortable.’

Ishtar found her clear, innocent eyes disconcerting.

She would prefer if she’d just fight back.

Why does she just sit there getting ridiculed like a fool?

Zap

“Ow!”

“Ah! What’s with the static electricity? I dropped all my writing tools…”

“Ugh, annoying. My pencil broke, too.”

The students who had been mocking Dorothy became laughingstocks themselves, picking up their scattered belongings after Ishtar impulsively cast a <Remote Spark> spell.

The sight of them blushing with embarrassment and scrambling didn’t exactly feel satisfying.

Their lacking skills, inescapably low scores, and pathetic urge to drag down those better than them made them pitiable.

Even she herself felt this way.

Getting angry in the face of injustice is natural.

How must it feel for Oknodie?

Even for herself, she feels this for Dorothy, with whom she has no connection. 

There’s a rumor that Oknodie and Isabel are closer than even real sisters.

-Oknodie and Isabel? They’re always together. I’ve heard Isabel sing “food, food” three times near her on weekends.

-Even if she didn’t cook for her, she’d still stay close to Isabel. Last time I saw them, Isabel was braiding her hair.

How furious would one get hearing their close friend got injured in a sparring match with Imperial students?

It happened during a duel, but using deadly force so carelessly must have led to serious injuries.

Even if magic had sealed the wound, no one could guarantee her nerves would fully heal.

“Oknodie.”

“Warrior?”

“There are a few things I want to ask. Do you have a moment?”

Oknodie reassured Dorothy, who looked at her with concern, by smiling.

“Dorothy. See you later!”

“Yeah. See you in the next class.”

Oknodie waved her arm in an enthusiastic goodbye.

Behind her innocent farewell, her clear eyes met the Warrior’s gaze.

“She’s a good friend.”

“A weak one!”

“The lecture ended early, so can we go a bit further?”

“I don’t mind!”

No hesitation.

Her answer came naturally, as if she’d been waiting.

The Warrior led her to a place where the presence of people gradually faded.

Usually, how would one react?

Would they get excited, being asked for a secret favor by a Warrior?

Or, if they had something to hide, would they be fearful?

“?”

In any case, she wouldn’t be looking back every now and then, meeting her gaze without any shyness.

She reminded her of her old swimming lessons—this girl had no fear.

As if she had experienced everything.

As if she was familiar with it all.

There was no sign of hesitation or unfamiliarity.

Even her attitude toward her, the Warrior, was the same.

There was no illusion or mystery about people—her demeanor was consistent.

“Oknodie, what do you think of helping someone in need?”

“I think it’s admirable!”

“What if someone doing an admirable deed took away your time and joy?”

“I’d hit them!”

“…No hesitation, huh. I feel like I’m the fool for even asking.”

“I cheer for people doing admirable things, but if they get in my way, it’s just annoying.”


“No matter how righteous it may be?”

“Right and wrong don’t matter to me. I don’t tend to consider that. If I had to, I’d say I prefer functionality—a fan of efficient characters, you could say?”

As expected, her sense of morality was rather dangerous.

“Thoughts like that aren’t good. Feeling angry about one’s freedom being infringed is natural, but people have laws and morals. These are the lines people must keep to remain human.”

“Did I do something wrong?”

Oknodie asked, feigning innocence.

If only she could think like that.

The Warrior’s truth-sensing ability told her.

[Truth]

This girl genuinely believes it.

What did I do wrong?

She thinks she did nothing wrong.

“I actually know the truth. Oknodie, you’re the one who lured the students from the Imperial Magicology class to the abandoned building and injured them with trap magic.”

“Wow, really?”

“…That’s it?”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m usually weak to exclamations. But I’m really super-duper surprised!”

[Truth]

“No guilt?”

“Why would I feel that?”

[Truth]

“You injured the students. No matter how much it hurt to see your friend get hurt during a duel, it doesn’t mean you should retaliate. Shouldn’t you at least feel some guilt?”

“Guilt is only felt when one does something wrong. If I let them live, shouldn’t they be grateful for my mercy?”

There’s no intent to deny the crime.

There’s no guilt or remorse.

Even now, after all that’s happened.

This child is still smiling.

Without a single crease on that face.

Seeing that face makes it clear.

This child is broken.

Down to the very core.

Mimicking human behavior but unable to truly understand human emotions.

Like a doll that understands and exploits the fact it looks like a cute child.

“Oknodie. You’re wrong. As a Warrior, I can’t just stand by and let you be.”

“Are you going to fight? Against me?”

Oknodie’s face still shows that she doesn’t understand why.

There’s no more thought of trying to make her understand.

“If you don’t get it, then I’ll make you understand by force. What is right and wrong. The responsibility and consequences that come with your actions. And the fact that you’re a bad child.”

At that moment, Ishtar genuinely believed it.

That if she taught her with strength, she could set things right.

She is a Warrior.

This child is not a Warrior.

The disparity in power was obvious.

That thought shattered 15 seconds later.

***

I don’t know why Ishtar suddenly went off like this.

There was never an event like this before.

━━━

<Hero’s Fury Event>

For some reason, the Warrior Ishtar is extremely angry at you.

Can you withstand the assault of an angry Warrior?

If you do, many people will be surprised by your strength. Even ‘I’ will be surprised!

━━━

The message is clearly different from anything I’ve seen before.

Well, I confess, even veteran players have experiences that feel unfamiliar.

I’ve never seen an event like this before.

Of course, I’ve also never seen a message like this.

But the Warrior didn’t even give me a moment to feel confused and charged at me.

The sound of heels hitting the ground.

A sign of an incoming charge.

The movement of her right hand covering the sword’s handle.

A sign of an attack.

But her thumb didn’t move.

It’s a non-lethal motion without drawing the sword.

‘Ah-ha. So you want to test my skills?’

You should have said so from the start!

Clang!

She started with a low strike.

Three and a half steps in quick succession, not backing down even a single step as she pressed in with close combat.

This Ishtar is using the C-type combat pattern, balancing strength and agility stats at once.

With long, drawn-out attacks meant to overwhelm and hit vital points, or knock the opponent out with blunt strikes from the sheath.

The counter is simple.

With each consecutive attack, parry to build impact on the Warrior’s hand.

Parrying.

Countering.

Counter techniques.

If done successfully, it’s a technique that forces a certain amount of impact onto the opponent.

The smaller your build, the less impact you can absorb, so if my build is 2.3 meters… huh?

Oh no.

I’m not 2.3 meters right now; I’m 133 cm!!

Clang clang clang

Twenty exchanges happen in a flash, and the bones from my fingers to my wrist are buzzing painfully.

Ouch.

I tried to take it easy, but it turns out I’m the one at a disadvantage.

‘I let my guard down, but anyway, you’re in the wrong. Wounding the pride of a veteran player.’

I can’t afford to go easy anymore, considering my pride and dignity.

Category – Dark Magic

Activation – Body Reinforcement

Specialization – Acceleration

Additional Spell – Protection, Illusion

In an instant, with explosive speed, my body moves continuously as if in fast-forward.

Sliding around, gripping my sword, bending my knees, unleashing my strike—my afterimages trail one after another… activating the veteran technique.

<Acceleration Afterimage Sword – Decoy Trajectory>

From a direction completely different from where she expected my strike to come, and faster than she anticipated, my attack landed.

It hit home.

With a powerful impact, a bright yellow barrier from the Warrior deflects my attack, while my sword forcefully slices into the barrier.

Crash!


The sound of shattering glass echoes as fragments of the mana shield scatter.

Disbelief appears in the Warrior’s eyes.

Heh.

Warrior, did you see that?

This is the power of a magic swordsman!



 
  
    Chapter 190: The Strength of the Warrior


Warrior Ishtar.

She remembers.

The words the Lord left as He bestowed His power.

“Three shields will protect your immaturity. Before you awaken the holy light, if even one shield shatters, fight with all your strength; if two shatter, you must flee. If all three shatter, only divine intervention will save you.”

It felt like taking a hit.

She knew the strength.

She noted the versatility.

After all, this person was even considered as a candidate to join the Warrior’s party.

But not like this.

She shouldn’t be this strong.

‘One shield has already broken.’

Talking about correcting her without killing her, or making her obey by force.

This wasn’t someone who could be subdued with a sword filled with such hesitation and lingering regrets.

This child had crossed a line that she couldn’t handle.

“You should’ve been a little weaker. If you were, I might have been able to subdue you by force…”

“Hmph. Isn’t it time for you, Ishtar, to recognize the difference in strength and quietly back off? If you keep pressing, you’ll end up hurt, you know? You only have one Warrior’s shield left, after all.”

“…Did the Foundation tell you that too?”

“Ah, uhm… I-I can’t say. It’s a secret!”

[Lies]

A child who could freely discuss all manner of secrets without even the Foundation’s prohibition.

As the holy sword began to tremble and emit light, Oknodie’s face grew pale.

It was as if she understood that this was the true power of the holy sword’s 

<Holy Sword Liberation>.

Evil power.

A broken mind.

Emotions that mimic.

There was only one reason she could think of why such a wicked child would know all the Warrior’s secrets.

‘You intended to be an enemy of the Warrior from the beginning. The dark class revealed, like Dark Princess, was a way for the professors to indirectly hint at this to me.’

It was foolish of her to think that even the professors had secretly favored that child.

<The Holy Sword Liberation>

“What? The Holy Sword Liberation? Why?”

“Because you’re that wicked.”

“There’s a penalty for being a bad kid!?”

“Stop with the nonsense and the pretenses. If you want to live, don’t use your power and just surrender quietly. I’ll purify all the dark mana within you.”

“No, that’s a problem! My mana piece is mostly dark mana!”

Even her whining wouldn’t get through.

<Acceleration Afterimage Sword – Deceptive Trajectory>

Again, the consecutive moves spread out in a sequence of afterimages as if her body multiplied.

<Holy Sword Technique – Purification>

As the purifying light wave that expelled all impure forces spread, the afterimages shattered all at once, and Oknodie’s figure, which had reached close proximity, was revealed plainly.

Her skill was impressive, enough to be called a high-ranking assassin even now, but ultimately, it reached its limit before the holy sword.

‘Enduring the pain is up to you. This sword may not cut through physical flesh, but the more evil the being, the greater the damage it inflicts and purifies all impure forces.’

If she was a truly irredeemable demonic entity, she wouldn’t survive being cut by this sword.

As the number of hits increased, the damage would intensify, and as the purifying speed outpaced her life force, she could even lose her life.

But Ishtar wanted to believe.

In those who followed Oknodie.

In the fact that those who interacted with her treated her as a “good kid,” that it wasn’t just a deceptive act they fell for.

That somewhere inside that child was a kind heart.

<Holy Smite>

Ultimate move – Ten Consecutive Stabs.

Rather than a technique that could destroy evil beings with certainty, she shifted to a powerful attack in one strike, faltering at the last moment.

This, in various ways, could be considered fortunate for Oknodie.

<Dark Veil>

The dark shield that had already been deployed shattered, diminishing the force, and the single attack inflicted damage on her body while weakening the purifying effect.

One-tenth.

No, including the reduced damage, the purification was barely a thirtieth of the ultimate move’s full potential.

But even so, the sheer power was beyond Ishtar’s expectation.

Ishtar’s relentless assault.

The effect was overwhelming.

Blood trickled from Oknodie’s mouth.

A lot.

Far too much.

It was frightening enough to worry she might die from this.

“Oknodie!?”

Ishtar stopped attacking in surprise.

Oknodie, too, was startled by the blood trickling from her mouth, wiping her bloody hand with a slight hesitation.

The truth was clear.

A beast tainted by demonic energy.

A human who controls beasts, a demon.

A demon who even dominates such beings.

Among them, a particularly wicked demonic clan.

The amount of damage severe enough to shake Oknodie’s insides meant that…

She was no innocent child.

She was beyond mere corruption—she was evil itself.

An evil demon of the class that would bring calamity upon the world someday.

A Dark Princess.

***

Oh.

After the fight, the pressure in her stomach had risen too much, and she ended up vomiting the bat-exclusive animal blood drink she’d stolen from the <Senior Boarding Storage>…


Like a child caught by her mom, she glanced around nervously.

Right?

It’s not like I wanted to spit it up, so there won’t be a punishment or collection revocation for this, right?

“You… That blood from your mouth…”

“D-don’t worry about it. It’s nothing.”

“Nothing? You’re clearly overexerting yourself.”

“To be honest, I’m kind of scared.”

“What did you go through at such a young age, what kind of life did you live to be so thoroughly tainted by demonic energy?”

“I dunno?”

Ishtar’s face started to look like she was about to cry.

Click.

Sympathy mixed with unwavering resolve.

If that, too, was a quality of a Warrior, then Ishtar was surely an exceptional Warrior.

Which made her all the scarier.

‘Seems like being a bad kid has ramped up my power. Now, what should I do?’

Normally, a Warrior wouldn’t release the holy sword against a classmate.

And even if they did, they wouldn’t use such power until encountering true demons in the third year, not in the first.

In other words, this was like learning the third-year curriculum in the first semester of the first year.

This curriculum is too brutal!

Just as the Warrior bit her lip and prepared to charge, she raised her sword high.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

As the projectiles with significant power bounced away, a girl with shoulder-length hair covering her ears landed lightly in front of me.

Light.

And graceful.

Each movement of her body flowed seamlessly, even exuding beauty.

“That’s enough. Even if you’re a Warrior, I can’t let you kill Oknodie.”

“Good job, Jiang! Destroy Ishtar… Ugh.”

“Idiot. Don’t talk. You’re bleeding more.”

As Jiang spoke, Oknodie, as if weakened, struggled to push down the blood, trying to settle it back into her stomach.

A chilling sensation approached from the hallway behind.

This chill…

Could it be Professor Rave?

Was this movement of the Warrior also because of… that person’s…?

Tension was fleeting.

With a sigh of relief, she recognized a different kind of chill than Professor Rave.

“Let me help, too.”

“Irene. So, you’ve finally decided to help that child.”

“Looks that way. I suppose I’ll be an enemy of the Warrior from now on.”

Huh?

What are they suddenly talking about?

Irene, the Warrior’s enemy?

Are you on my side?

Why all of a sudden? 

What’s this event?

There wasn’t an event like this.

A cold wind softly brushed my shoulders, startled.

“Don’t make that face. Not everyone in the world is your enemy.”

“No, it’s just… Can someone explain this to me?”

“I know. I’m aware you’re using dark powers and might be walking down a dangerous path.”

“!”

“The Warrior couldn’t forgive you for that, but I believe it’s not your fault but the Foundation’s. I think even that dark power can be corrected with enough time, without resorting to such extreme measures.”

Jiang snapped coldly.

“If you’re done showing off, can you do something about that monstrous aura? It’s seriously a lot to handle up close. Really.”

Sweat trickled down Jiang’s cheek as she stood in front of me, facing the Warrior.

Despite the cold radiating from Irene right behind her, she was tense enough to sweat.

Her awkward strength that could sense the power gap turned into a disadvantage.

Swish.

Rustle, rustle.

…Or perhaps, instinctively sensing the fake Irene’s praise as the small ghost from the ring stroked Jiang’s hair.

“You’ve got good friends. It’s rare to find someone with the courage to block the Warrior, especially for the sake of others, not for personal gain.”

An unexpected, honest compliment from the Warrior.

“…All of a sudden?”

“Just stating my honest opinion.”

The tense atmosphere eased noticeably.

Is she going to let us off?

The tension between Jiang and Irene loosened.

That was exactly what the Warrior was aiming for.

Without any warning, the Warrior charged head-on.

“!!”

<Stealth – Shadow Walker>

Jiang quickly suppressed her presence with magic.

She blurred, becoming as if hidden in the shadows, unreadable even while right in front.

As with most assassin battles, she concealed herself, aiming for an opening in the enemy.

It was a classic assassin technique.

But unlike my technique, which uses stealth to deceive positioning and timing to create an opening and strike, Jiang’s technique overly focused on erasing her presence.

A skill that could only perform one role at a time wouldn’t work well against a super-strong opponent like the Warrior.

The Warrior followed her position, unfazed by her vanishing presence.

“!!”

Discovered.

The Warrior swung her holy sword precisely toward the now-revealed Jiang.

If it was a slash, her body would have been cut for sure.

The path was so precise it sent chills down her spine.

But Jiang was lucky.

Instead of cutting her, the Warrior raised the flat of her sword and struck.

jiang was flung backward, blood trickling from the corner of her mouth.

Yet, even after taking a direct hit, she bled less than I would.

Grit.

The Warrior’s expression twisted with more frustration.

At the same time, a stream of ice raced toward the fallen Jiang like a torrent.

<Ice Magic – Herald of Frost>

The ice element that restricts movement.

Projecting it through a medium into the distance…

Crowd control.

Ice bind.

The holy sword sliced through the blatant strike, but the split energy occupied the space around the Warrior, blooming like snowflakes.

Boom!

With a burst, the cold intensified further.

The Warrior was exposed to the paralyzing chill.

Irene’s clever attack, stacking layers of frost to gradually slow the enemy.

Tinkle.

Shining ice particles.

The scene was beautiful, like stepping into a fairytale, but the brutal potential within was unleashed in succession by Irene’s gestures.

The particles grew, becoming sharp like thorns, then launched to the center.

She condensed the cold at the center even more, freezing the ground in harsh frost.

To a target unable to dodge or move, she launched a massive wall of ice as a finishing blow.

As she continued her relentless onslaught, which seemed brutal enough to kill someone, Irene’s expression remained anything but bright.

Flash!

Blinding sword strikes shredded the ice mana indiscriminately.

If Irene’s attack was like snow blooming into beautiful flowers, the Warrior’s swordplay was like light blossoming, swallowing the beauty of snow.

<Breakthrough Technique – Seven Flashes, One Step>

An intense consecutive attack containing seven flashes in a single step broke through the ice wall and rushed fiercely toward Irene.

Clang!

“Don’t interfere.”

“Urgh…!”

jiang, who had barely pulled herself together to charge, was repelled harder than before, crashing into the wall.

“Jiang!”

“Run… away…”

Jiang hung her head, unconscious.

In that brief moment when I looked back at Warrior, the Warrior broke through Irene’s <Frozen Barrier> defense spell, dense with frigid energy, and grabbed her by the collar.

“Grr…”

As her throat was gripped and her airway tightened, Irene lost consciousness and collapsed.

The Warrior threw her to the opposite side of Jiang, raising her holy sword once more.

“I told you, you’re evil. You’re a bad woman. Those kids did nothing wrong.”

“…I promise. I’ll make sure the Foundation that made you like this pays the price.”

The Warrior’s sword emitted another threatening light.

Sigh.

I didn’t want to use such a dangerous skill in real life…

Do I have to use <Berserk Mode> after all?

Just as I decided to fully ‘deploy’ my dark mana instead of merely ‘controlling’ it in response to Ishtar’s rising aura, a calming fragrance drifted in, and someone stepped between the two of us.

“Now then, can we put a stop to this student quarrel?”

With a gentle wave, he softly took hold of the Warrior’s bloodlust and my dark energy, redirecting them both with a twist of his wrist.

<Mind Technique – Pure Land Theory>

<Taoist Technique – Butterfly’s Dream>


With a hand gesture as gentle as a butterfly, a force so irresistible compelled our energies to dissipate into the air.

Recognizing the intruder, I was immediately convinced of the extraordinary feats he performed.

“You’re…!”

“Oh! Professor!”

The intruder, clad in a thick gray robe with a worn brown sash draped over one shoulder, was none other than Master Myungho, the monk.



 
  
    Chapter 191: Survival of the Fittest


The Warrior, who had been interrupted in her fight, showed intense rejection.

“Professor, you saw it too, didn’t you? This might be the only chance to stop that kid. Are you planning to nurture an evil force at the academy?”

“Warrior Ishtar. Have you ever given thought to the educational philosophy of Gift Academy?”

“No, I haven’t. Not until today, at this very moment.”

The chilling intent emanating from her skin was indeed impressive, evoking admiration for the Warrior.

This strength was not something of a first-year student.

Even if she was to compete against a student about to graduate, she could easily crush normal students.

Even among the advanced students, only those at the very top would find it hard to surpass her.

After all, this Warrior had joined the academy not to be educated on what she lacked, but to gain the best companions, so her strength was naturally expected.

Any other student or professor might feel this level of strength was unfair, but Master Myungho, a practitioner of Taoist and Buddhist spiritual arts to control desire and anger, was different.

“The academy is not a place to teach good and evil. It is a place to teach how to live in this world.”

“Even if that involves nurturing evil?”

“Good and evil aren’t what’s important. Teaching only how to grow crops in good soil is useless if one is in poor soil. How can there be more good than evil in the world?”

The question he posed did not extinguish the Warrior’s anger but instead helped the warrior calm herself down.

Broken emotions may harden, but those calmed by one’s own will settle quietly and disappear.

A lesson in acceptance.

A professor who teaches meditation and mana breathing.

It was the effect of Master Myungho’s teaching philosophy.

“…You’re impressive, professor. To maintain such a merciful heart even after witnessing that child’s reaction to the Holy Sword. Aren’t you afraid of what might happen if your teachings fail?”

Master Myungho understood what the Warrior was trying to convey.

How could he not?

He had secretly watched over her for the longest time.

“Of course, I am afraid.”

“Then why are you stopping me?”

“Because I am afraid of that as well.”

The Warrior’s fear and Master Myungho’s fear were different.

The Warrior feared the growth of the Dark Princess and the impending emergence of new demon lord that could cover the continent, or perhaps even the birth of a Demon King.

Master Myungho feared failing to bring Oknodie to the right path and thus failing to save a young person’s future.

“Freshman Ishtar. A fine will be imposed for unauthorized dueling. Be aware that neither Buddha nor the Taoist deities will overlook violations of school regulations.”

“…Hmph. I don’t seek the mercy of defeated gods. And don’t forget, professor, that I am the Warrior acting on behalf of the one true god, Sofemia.”

The Warrior sheathed her Holy Sword and turned to leave.

She shot a sharp glare at Oknodie before walking away.

“What are you staring at? Ugh, I almost just punched you.”

“…”

I don’t know anymore.

Ishtar shook her head and left.

***

Master Myungho took charge of the aftermath.

He arranged for Irene and Jiang, who had collapsed, to be taken to the infirmary and instructed the instructors to repair the damaged facilities.

The instructors, in turn, summoned the teaching assistants, who silently cursed while restoring the overturned hallway.

“Well, you held back quite well.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean Oknodie’s dark mana. You could have used more strength but held back because you didn’t want to hurt the Warrior, right?”

“In the end, I wasn’t planning to hold back. I guess I’m not such a good person.”

“With the level of beating you took, it’s only natural to reach your limit. Even Buddha said to turn the other cheek if struck on one, but to strike down an armed assailant if attacked.”

“Really?”

“Well, even if it was not true, wouldn’t it be better than monks dying foolishly from misguided compassion?”

This professor truly understood.

The anger meter that had risen to the top of her head because of the Warrior felt like it had considerably decreased.

[You have survived the Warrior’s wrath unharmed.]

[You have completed the Warrior’s wrath event.]

[You have gained a reward of 100,000 points.]

[You have received an additional 30,000 points as a support bonus.]

[Mana Control Skill Experience +25]

[Swordsmanship Experience +25]

[Magic Studies Experience +25]

[Breathing Skill Experience +10]

[Boldness Experience +10]

[Evasion Experience +10]

[Mana Breathing Experience +3]

[Swift Movement Experience +3]

[Total points have surpassed 1 million. To encourage spending, the point shop has been opened for free access.]

[The point shop has opened. Point banking is now available as a linked feature.]

[You can now take out a points loan. For consultation, please visit the academy’s general affairs office or the student council.]

The rewards weren’t bad.

Including the various achievements accumulated over time, the points now totaled 1.05 million, and it was about time to use them.

But that wasn’t the most important thing.

The real event to spend the points on still lay ahead.

At least until the midterms, I had no plans to use them.

What’s the point of points: Complete a semester without using points.


	Achievement Effect: Point acquisition rate increases by 1%.



Why should I spend points: Achieve excellent grades without using points for a semester.


	Achievement Effect: Point acquisition rate increases by 2%.



Aren’t points a crutch for the weak: Achieve extraordinary grades without using points for a semester.


	Achievement Effect: Point acquisition rate increases by 3%.



Even if I just save up those pointless points that are of no use, your acquisition rate will skyrocket.

First midterm schedule – two days later.

Course – Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage.

Location and time – see details for more.

Unlike the points that will grow on their own, the exam in two days won’t take care of itself.

“Are we done talking? I’m going to start studying for my midterm now.”

“Even if you’re confident in controlling dark mana, please continue to exercise restraint, as you’ve been doing so far. Miss Oknodie may be fine, but the other students’ lives are at risk.”


“Yeees~.”

***

Midterm D-1.

Even though it was the day before the first exam, the advanced class was a mess today as usual.

“Squeak! Squee-squeak!!”

“Grrraaar!”

“Booooooo━!”

The mounts, who’d been unintentionally dieting while I was sneaking bites of the leftover pet food for the Cooking Handbook, were in a furious state.

“Whoa, hey, why is this guy acting up all of a sudden! He was obedient up until last week!”

“Ughhh, that’s a tree! Why did you suddenly stop running and start gnawing on a tree~?”

“Professor… my turtle dug underground and disappeared while chasing a worm…”

The advanced class’ physical training lecture was in chaos.

The final state of the mount riding test was a complete disaster, to say the least.

“Jiang, how’s your arm?”

“Fine. That Warrior got some skills. She knocked me out without hitting any vital spots.”

“Let’s make a statement during the exam!”

“…That’d be great. If only that unruly cheetah would actually follow instructions.”

Today again, Jiang wrestled with the cheetah, holding its leash around its neck, while the cheetah hissed back.

The two clashed claws and daggers, engaged in a fierce struggle that looked like it would continue until the day of the exam.

Considering what happened yesterday, it was questionable whether they should endure another intense lecture, but perhaps because Monk Myungho and the Warrior kept quiet about it, no rumors had spread.

Some were cautious of the Warrior’s gloomy mood, but no one seemed to think it had anything to do with us.

Stare.

The Warrior still wore an unpleasant expression.

She looked determined to settle the unfinished score during the exam.

Hmph. 

That’s exactly what I want.

But what’s this person doing all of a sudden?

Unlike most students who wore uniforms, Yufi, a devout woman saint, displayed her piety by insisting on wearing a nun’s habit.

As a saint who believed in one of the twelve gods, < Golgotha of Beheading>, a guillotine flickered behind her through the holy spell before disappearing with a hiss.

“What are you doing?”

“…Sorry. I sensed an evil presence for a moment.”

“On me?”

Gasp. 

Did she notice the fake Lin in the ring!?

Startled, I hunched my shoulders, and the saint looked at me suspiciously.

“Could I scan you just once more?”

“No.”

From a distance, Arcadia raised her fan and shouted.

“Hey, do you have any business with Miss Oknodie?”

“…Nothing at all.”

The saint, mindful of Arcadia, backed off and fled.

Friends and colleagues are great, but times like this remind me how comforting it is to have an adult like Arcadia around.

“If anyone bothers you, tell me right away, Dee. I’ll give them a good scolding.”

“Thank you, Arcadia!”

“Call me sis.”

“Okay, sis!”

“Hehe. Good job, Dee.”

But how did the fake Lin avoid the holy detection spell?

The secret was revealed when Lin’s head popped out from the shadow at my feet.

No wonder she’s so good at hiding; it must run in the family.

After a brief chuckle.

A slight incident. 

Last-minute preparations.

At the end of a tense wait.

D-day.

The day of the first midterm for the Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage had arrived.

‘The Warrior might hate me if I knock out his students, but that’s not my problem.’


Before the showdown, Professor Rave explained the rules.

“This magic duel will be conducted as a winner-takes-all match. Points will be awarded considering the differences in skill, so don’t be afraid of strong opponents or underestimate the weaker ones.”

“Can we start already? I’m itching to photosynthesize in a sunny spot.”

Professor Rave glared icily, clearly anticipating this day, while Professor Weird looked like she couldn’t care less.

Under the supervision of the two professors, the historic first midterm of freshman year finally began.



 
  
    Chapter 192: Shining Personality


The morale between the two teams before the team competition was starkly different.

“Repeat after me: you’re dead. I’m going to beat you so badly, you won’t even be able to surrender.”

“Just come at me. I’ll make you pee your pants.”

The students from the Empire faction shot venomous words, as fierce as a pufferfish bristling with poison.

Despite deciding to just let one lecture slide, the Frontier faction students, who had secretly hoped they’d stand a chance due to the injuries the Empire students suffered from a mysterious attack, found their morale sinking.

“What should we do, Oknodie? Their spirits haven’t been dampened at all.”

“Hmph. It doesn’t matter. I want to blow off some steam too.”

Survival of the Fittest Battle.

The winning team keeps sending the player until they lose, while the losing team keeps sending new participants until they win.

Depending on how it goes, a few could wipe out many.

━━━

<Survival of the Fittest Event>

The class competition has finally begun!

The more you make your presence felt in the brutal rule where the winner keeps taking down opponents, the greater the rewards you receive.

Step forward as the vanguard and knock down a bunch of enemies!

Or boldly head out to take down the enemy’s ace!

Or become the team’s last line of defense and fight when things get critical!

Or, of course, you might just get wiped out and quickly retire.

What kind of performance will you show?

━━━

I know what the tastiest reward is.

<Last Line of Defense>.

Participating as the final player in the Survival of the Fittest!

“Dorothy, go out as the vanguard.”

“Huh!? Me!?”

“I’ll give you a lot of points.”

Tempted by the offer, Dorothy quickly joined in.

If I can’t claim the reward, might as well give it to a friend.



Beep. Beep. Beep.

Bwoo━!

The light on the lamp held by Professor Weird changed from green to yellow and then to red, signaling the start of the match.

As the loud sound signaled the beginning, Professor Rave added his voice.

“Begin.”

The Empire student took the first move.

“I’ll make sure you’re humiliated right from the start. Triple Magic Bullet!”

“Only that much?”

Dorothy easily sidestepped and dodged all the attacks, the effort of building up her stamina and agility during training paying off.

Before the flustered Empire student could continue their spell, Dorothy cast a spell that bound the student’s feet.

“Vine Binding!”

Category – Nature Magic

Activation – Create Vine

Specialization – Binding

A second-circle binding spell.

Although the vines were neither strong nor durable, it was sufficient to slow the opponent down briefly, causing trouble.

Right before the Empire student could cast their spell, a <Thorny Vine> grew long from Dorothy’s hand.

“Eek!”

“Want to get pricked, or surrender?”

“I… surrender…”

“Winner, Dorothy.”

“Wow!”

“How did you do that?”

“Whoa! I didn’t believe it! How did you do that!?”

Even though they had written off this class and didn’t train, they were now making a big fuss.

Despite the pouring praise, Dorothy felt no joy.

Instead, only a sense of displeasure welled up.

I don’t care for your petty compliments.

“It’s just one win.”

“Only 32 wins left for 33 in total.”

Sandkooker, who acted as if he was just collecting the wins he had set aside, and Rosgini, who clearly wouldn’t get overly excited for such a small victory.

The companions who had trained together were like vines that intertwined to support each other, climbing a wall.

Just like they could tackle Professor Weird’s notoriously tricky notes by dividing up the work, they could overcome any challenge together.

‘Is this right, Professor Weird?.’

Professor Weird made a short exclamation, “Oh,” with an unreadable expression.

Oknodie gave an approving smile and a thumbs-up.

“Winner, Dorothy.”

“Winner, Dorothy.”

“Winner, Dorothy.”

Dorothy continued to rack up wins in consecutive matches.

Dodging enemy magic while landing her own spells.

Having mastered the basics, Dorothy dodged all the “I’ve-learned-this-cool-magic” type demonstration spells with ease.

[Scoreboard]

[Dorothy, 10 consecutive wins]

[Remaining Members]

100 vs. 90


	Vanguard Dorothy in the middle of a 10-win streak!

	Dorothy has now become the ace. Defeating her yields additional bonuses!



“Somebody, do something already. If she forfeits, we’re the ones in trouble.”

“If you’re so great, why don’t you try? How am I supposed to hit a crazy girl doing backflips?”

“Tsk. Can’t watch this any longer. This is why commoners…”

Among the Empire students, a student with white slicked-back hair and an arrogant expression stepped forward with a short staff.

An unusual hair color.


Oknodie’s expression showed a flash of concern.

Dorothy realized it too from the reaction.

A formidable opponent had arrived.

This match, this is the turning point.

“Hugo Mayonnaise. From the Barons of the Holy Central Empire, the Mayonnaise family has served in the Mage Corps for generations. I’ll show you the power of the Mayonnaise family’s unique magic.”

As the match began, Dorothy moved in a circular approach, unlike other students who hastily cast spells right away. 

Hugo took his time with a lengthy incantation.

“Darn it…!”

She fell into a trap.

Not knowing how to handle high-circle magic or having enough mana, Dorothy had only managed to secure victories with the minimal magic she could use. 

A powerful spell from her opponent was the fastest route to defeat.

The opponent seemed to have anticipated her thoughts and started his incantation without rushing.

‘If that’s the case, I’ll just cancel it!’

The rock she threw missed as Hugo sidestepped with ease.

Was it a coincidence?

Yes, it must be a coincidence.

Dorothy threw three more rocks in succession, trying to suppress her rising unease.

She had to admit it.

This guy knew how to dodge!

“Isn’t it unfair? Being skilled in magic and also good at dodging!”

“Mayo Sphere.”

A high-viscosity, cream-colored sphere characteristic of mayonnaise floated in the air.

“Ugh, that’s gross.”

“What’s with that color?”

“Ew. It’s all wobbly.”

While the other students grimaced, Dorothy grew increasingly anxious watching the slow-moving sphere.

There’s no way a spell that took that long to cast would be so easy to avoid.

There’s definitely something tricky going on.

“Take this!”

She threw a rock to strike the sphere, but instead of bursting, it quickly reformed its shape.

‘Ugh. It restores itself like slime.’

Dorothy swiftly increases her distance, spinning wider to target Hugo Mayonnaise’s rear.

However, eight spheres are hovering around her.

Four continue to chase her, while the remaining four guard Hugo from all sides.

‘If I hesitate, I’ll just get surrounded!’

She decides to break through while there are fewer of them.

“Vine Thorns!”

With vine-like claws extending sharply, Dorothy pierces one of the spheres, splitting it open.

“Got you.” 

“Kyaa!?”

The mayonnaise sphere bursts with a pop.

Mayonnaise splatters everywhere, leaving white stains on Dorothy’s uniform.

“Ew! What is this? It’s sticky, and I can’t see properly!”

“Heh. This is a unique magic, inspired by slime, founded by my family’s ancestor, Lord Hentai. Once touched by mayo, you can’t escape.”

Her movement slows, and her vision is restricted.

With the mayonnaise clinging thickly and sticky to her uniform, Dorothy is overwhelmed by new spheres and covered in even more mayonnaise.

Stained by the murky white liquid, Dorothy stumbles, unable to move as gracefully as she usually does.

“Winner, Hugo Mayonnaise.”

Dorothy’s winning streak has ended.

“Ugh, it smells weird.”

“I really hate it. Don’t come near me.”

“What is that strange liquid?”

Despite her contribution, students openly avoid Dorothy.

“Good effort.”

“At least cover your clothes. It might not help much, though.”

“…Sorry. I didn’t even make it to 33 wins.”

“You fought well. The opponent was just tough.”

“Hugo is considered a strong opponent in the lower class, after all. Even purebred Tower mages hesitate to face such an oddity. Don’t feel too bad.”

“Do you think Oknodie will feel the same?”

“She is a kind guy. Don’t worry.”

“If you’re concerned, go ask her yourself.”

With Rosgini and Sandkooker’s encouragement, Dorothy cautiously approaches Oknodie.

“Oknodie, I’m sorry. You went out of your way to help with training, but I only managed ten wins.”

“It’s fine! A broken streak won’t kill you. You should expect rewards once the midterm grading is done for your bonus as the vanguard and for your win streak.”

“Oknodie, you always know the right thing to say. You really are the kindest person in the world!”

Nearby, murmurs of “dirty deceiver” could be heard, but the two ignored them.

“Such sly moves, using ten consecutive losses to wear her out before coming in and claiming the Ace reward.”

“That’s called a clever fight. I was just waiting for the count of your filthy mayonnaise spheres to dwindle.”

Following Dorothy, Sandkooker takes down Hugo with a ten-win streak before dropping out.

The warrior who defeated Sandkooker goes on to achieve twenty wins but is eventually taken down by Rosgini.

Then even Rosgini falls after a tough ten-win streak against an unexpected adversary.

[Remaining Members]

50 vs. 70

Our side has fifty members left.

Despite the numerical disadvantage, Professor Weird’s “Fundamentals and Understanding of Mana Usage Course” students are exhilarated.

“Haha. Those fools have exhausted their aces trying to block Dorothy, Sankooker, and Rosgini! We still have Oknodie, the top of the grade!”

“Despair, you losers studying the Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology! We’re the ones with Oknodie!”

“Uh? I’m going in last, though?”

“…What? Are you serious?”

“For real?”

Oknodie offered a gentle warning.

“You sure? If I go in first, you won’t even get a chance to fight, and you’ll get deducted for cowardice.”

“What!? That penalty exists!?”

“M-Me. I’ll go next!”

Terrified, the remaining students volunteer to step up.

Of course, the reason for sending them in first was to aim for the “Last Stand” bonus.

With 49 of us left, even if they mess up, they should at least take out 25 enemies.

[Remaining Members]

1 vs. 70

That hope was in vain.

One opponent wiped out all 49.

The students had been utterly decimated.

“Ugh… I’m sorry, Oknodie…”

“I feel so heavy, after losing practice on top of missing classes.”

“I shouldn’t have completely given up…”

The students from the outskirts couldn’t raise their heads in embarrassment.

This time, the Empire students were gloating openly.

“Hah. Even if Oknodie is amazing, handling seventy is ridiculous.”

“You expect her to face seventy students alone? Oknodie will collapse from mana exhaustion mid-battle.”

“Oknodie, give up while you can~ Don’t hurt yourself fighting for such fools.”

The mocking jeers grew louder.

But Oknodie’s expression remained bright.

“Even better! I’ll get a ton of streak bonuses!”

“My word. She is saying that to keep us from feeling embarrassed after dragging her down!”

“Oknodie…!”

“Ugh. Just how radiant are you, Oknodie? I can’t look at you without getting blinded!”

As the ordinary students were moved beyond words, Dorothy, Sandkooker, and Rosgini also offered words of support.

“Go for it, Oknodie!”

“Take down those arrogant Imperial nobles.”


“…Do your best. Avenge us.”

She was simply after points.

Yet, hearing all this praise, Oknodie, feeling energized, cheerfully shouted, “Yes!” as she stepped into the arena.

One against seventy.

A legendary winning streak that would be talked about all semester was about to begin.



 
  
    Chapter 193: 70 Consecutive Wins


The morale of the Empire faction students was at its peak.

After the mysterious attack, the Empire students, enraged to the core, were more fired up than ever.

Even the skilled ones like Dorothy, Sandkooker, and Rosgini achieved only 10 consecutive victories before succumbing to the ace-targeting strategy of the skilled opponents and immediately fell.

Even worse, the remaining 49 students were consecutively defeated by the Empire’s ace, who had taken down Rosgini.

Thanks to this, an astonishing record of 50 consecutive victories was achieved by the Empire’s side.

“That’s the highest record for the most consecutive defeats in a freshman semester’s inter-class battle.”

Despite Professor Rave’s taunt, Professor Weird—who should have been at least a little angry about her students losing—merely tended to the flower bud growing on her head.

Wriggle wriggle… pop!

Feeding on the warm afternoon sunlight and the screams and despair of the students, Professor Weird finally bloomed a flower on her head!

“Hmm? What did you say?”

“…I’m saying the battle is now over.”

“As always, spouting meaningless words. The result was decided from the start.”

“Have you given up? Well, it was clear that you weren’t unaware of the insignificant skills of your students, especially with the 1-to-70 ratio.”

“Insignificant as they are, the ones losing will be you.”

“Do you think you can win? With only one Oknodie against 70 students?”

“That kid is strong. Stronger than you think.”

“And on what basis do you think that?”

“I looked into the source of that kid’s power.”

It was a statement too intriguing to dismiss as mere nonsense from a lunatic with flowers on her head.

“I tried feeding stones to the students to see if it increased mana, and the results came in.”

“Stones…?”

“I fed them mana stones, and their mana increased.”

“What about the impurities?”

“They absorbed only the mana and expelled everything else outside through form conversion. That kid’s mana capacity is unusual.”

“Are you saying she can handle 70 students?”

“Seventy? That number means nothing to that kid. She could handle even 100 alone.”

To Professor Rave, who was secretly excited about finally getting revenge on Oknodie, this news was as shocking as it was unwelcome.

***

As she stepped into the arena, the opponent student, looking more energetic than expected, taunted.

“Too bad. If I had defeated you as the 50th, my name would have been much more famous. Well… defeating you as the 51st should be enough to tarnish your reputation.”

Despite being a formidable foe, his entrance looked like an adorable tantrum to my seasoned eyes.

Moreover, defeating a streak winner could grant the ace-slayer bonus, now upgraded to an Ace of Aces bonus for taking down someone with 50 victories.

If you have the skills, the rewards increase, so what seems like bad luck can actually be a positive factor.

“Congratulations. Not bad for an extra!”

“…That arrogant attitude of looking down on others will end with this match.”

“What’s your name?”

“Follower of the God of Love, Atralaxia—Pepe. With the power of faith, I’ll defeat you with the same infinite stamina as before the match!”

I blinked at the title attached to his strange name.

Atralaxia… Atralax… Xia?

The sudden thought of my childhood friend’s name hit me like an arrow to the chest.

“Begin.”

With a smug sneer from Professor Rave, the match started.

A peculiar pink aura coated Pepe’s entire body, shimmering as if it was some kind of coating.

It was a divine body-enhancement spell that had previously crushed Rosgini and the 49 students after her.

“I’ve been wanting to ask—does it make sense to use divine magic in an Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology?”

“In the Empire, faith is part of everyday life!”

With mana amplification raised to its maximum, Pepe charged forward like an active-duty knight with incredible speed.

It’s clear how the 50-win streak was achieved.

No matter how much they trained their endurance and agility, that training was to dodge ranged spells from mages, not to match the level of a knight.

In short, it’s a matter of compatibility.

A light-footed evasion mage excels at dodging stationary spells cast by Imperial mages.

A melee-type mage, with physical stats that surpass the agility and endurance of the light-footed evasion mage, crushes the latter.

For someone so blatantly focused on physical stats, the only solution is to overwhelm them with the powerful firepower of an Imperial mage.

‘Since Rosgini and Sandkooker came from the Mage Tower, they probably had the firepower to give it a shot.’

However, there’s no rule that says you must win by using paper against rock.

If a rock is strong enough, it can even crush paper, just like Pepe, who defeated Rosgini.

Thud, thud, thud.

As I blocked Pepe’s incoming fists with my hands, my palms stung. 

Not as painful as the Warrior’s punch, but it hurt quite a bit.

This isn’t the power of just an extra.

There are occasionally students like this, even in the lower classes.

Why is he in the lower class?

Why is he an extra?

From anyone’s perspective, his stats are clearly advanced-class level.

The reason is simple.

He encountered and was unlucky enough to cross paths with a high-ranking advanced-class student during the entrance exam.

Whether you’re a seasoned player or not, if you happened to sit on a bush and draw the attention of Sing, sleeping inside, that entrance attempt is a spectacular failure.

It’s practically a natural disaster.

Assuming you didn’t start trouble with some ill-advised bravado.

‘This kid must have shown bravado every time!’

Considering I’d never seen this NPC before, he probably didn’t even manage to survive in the lower class.

It’s likely he became Sing’s prey, given his tough attitude.

“The advanced class is no big deal. The top of the year is just running away, after all!”

In any case, he could have been a fellow student, but instead of feeling lucky to remain in the lower class, he is probably too frustrated to see it that way.

Since he achieved 50 consecutive wins, he’s probably also thinking something like, “I’ll take down Oknodie, an advanced class student, as revenge.”

I understand the sentiment.

But I have no intention of losing.

“Darkside.”

Type – Dark Magic, Alchemical Magic


Activation – Equivalent Exchange

Specialization – Physical Support, Sustained Manifestation, Equanimity

Penalty – Personality Erosion

She transformed the pitch-black dark mana into aura, covering her entire body with it.

This was an adaptation of the full-body aura technique that Pepe had demonstrated, but in a dark mana version.

“To tame aura without faith!?”

“Aura is originally something that can be handled without faith. Your god is just conveniently using it.”

She enveloped her entire body in dark mana and wielded it as aura.

Naturally, the power of any part of her body covered in aura increased tremendously.

Unlike just moments ago, Pepe’s steps now hastily retreated backward.

As I pursued him and landed several strikes, Professor Rave, who had previously just observed silently as Pepe struggled, suddenly intervened.

“This is not a magical duel.”

“Professor Rave, isn’t that a bit disgraceful? I was considerate while he was winning 50 times in a row.”

“Urgh…!”

She had already established her justification.

While the accusation of cowardice came from him first, Professor Weird’s characteristic laziness, which made it seem like she was just letting things slide, ended up forming an unexpected argument that turned into a noose around the necks of Professor Rave and Pepe.

Could she have known?

That my specialty is body enhancement magic?

If a warrior measuring 2 meters and 30 centimeters typically uses magic, it would naturally be physical enhancement magic.

If she deduced that much without knowing, she has a remarkable eye.

“Angel Punch!”

Surrounded by crisis, a set of pure white wings sprouted around Pepe’s fist, emitting a dazzling light.

Despite the dramatic exclamation, it was closer to a flash punch.

“How cowardly!”

“Resorting to cheap tricks until the end!”

Even amid the pouring criticism, Pepe boldly thrust his fist, but my palm caught his fist precisely.

“How…!?”

“If you apply dark magic to your own eyes, it acts like a sun filter!”

Even when Ao used his gleaming punches, I fought just fine, so there was no way I’d be fazed by a similar cheap trick now.

After dealing with annoying patterns enough times, they become limited, so most can be blocked without much effort.

“Good effort, and well done. Now, hand over your points to me!”

“No!”

Pepe, unable to accept his defeat, unleashed magic indiscriminately, which only made me scoff.

Type – Dark Magic, Enhancement Magic

Activation – Giant Punch

Specialization – Physical Support, Rapid Overload, Protection

What came to mind was a single blow delivered by my own body, measuring 2 meters and 30 centimeters.

It was a strike with power surpassing even the basic spell regarded as <Magic Missile>, the <Magic Punch>, making the students’ eyes widen in astonishment.

Boom!

From the collapsed wall, Pepe, who had exhausted his divine power of the pink love god, flickered like a burnt-out bulb and collapsed.

It was an effortless victory.

“Wow. Wow…”

“Do we have to face something like that…?”


“If we forfeit, would we fail…?”

Imperial students, stunned by the fact that their turn was next, were left in despair, while Professor Rave, unable to accept Pepe’s loss, shot me a resentful glare.

In his stead, Professor Weird, who had been lazily lounging around with a flower in her hair, announced:

“The winner, Oknodie.”

It was a victory declaration that I’d hear 69 more times.



 
  
    Chapter 194: Destiny is a revolving Door


Pepe was the ace of all aces among the Imperial students attending the lecture on Basics and Understanding of Imperial Magicology.

When he was defeated, most of the other students lost their fighting spirit, though a few held on to a glimmer of hope, refusing to see it as a total loss.

“Isn’t it about time she got tired already?”

“Doesn’t the risk of losing control of Dark Mana increase the longer it’s used?”

“Yeah, if we just drag this out, Oknodie will eventually feel something off with her body and start to panic. If we hold on through seventy rounds, even Oknodie will have no choice but to forfeit!”

They were conceding a loss in skill but planning to drag out the time to snatch a victory in the “Class Match” somehow.

“You cowardly bastards!”

“You’d actually do that knowing the side effects of Dark Mana?”

“She could die, you trash!”

They knew it was cowardly.

But society is often cruel by nature.

“I’m fine!” 

Oknodie shouted confidently.

Hearing her declaration, the Imperial students cheered.

“Did you hear that? She said she’s fine!”

“Losers who already got defeated should stay in the corner and shut up.”

“Since she agreed, it’s on her if anything happens now!”

Dorothy held up a white tablecloth she had found somewhere and shouted out.

“Oknodie, if it gets too tough, just say so! You can surrender in the middle of the duel by throwing this white cloth!”

***

“Winner: Oknodie.”

“Winner: Oknodie.”

“Winner: Oknodie.”

Contrary to the ambitious hopes of the Imperial students, Professor Weird declared Oknodie the victor less than a minute after each match started.

“This is getting annoying. Can’t we just raise a flag when the match ends?”

Professor Weird’s frustration was understandable.

If she had used a lot of Dark Mana as they planned, she’d eventually hit a breaking point no matter how much she tried to counter with natural magic to curb personality erosion and runaway effects.

But the opponents were so weak she didn’t even have an opportunity to use Dark Mana.

“Shooting Stone!”

“Power Kick!”

“Chase after him and punch!”

“If he doesn’t surrender, hit him in a vital spot!”

“Huff… I, I surrender! I surrender!!”

As the calls got more random, the Imperial students started to realize.

“Isn’t that not even magic?”

“She is just throwing stones and beating them up with her fists and feet!”

She wasn’t using any magic.

So there was no need for mana consumption.

In fact, after knocking out about forty people, her mana had fully recovered.

She was taking it all effortlessly.

“Throw him far!”

“Aaargh!”

A student, who had been defeated and tossed out of bounds after having his leg grabbed and spun in the air, staggered back, shouting.

“This is cheating! I can accept physical enhancement, but throwing people isn’t even magic!”

“If it was me, I wouldn’t say such a thing out of sheer shame. If a mage can’t counter when their body is grabbed by an enemy, they’re practically dead already, aren’t they?”

Despite Professor Weird’s harsh criticism, the shameless student continued to shout indignantly.

“How are we supposed to stop a monster like that coming at us with brute force?”

“Like this.”

Massive vines spilled out from Professor Weird’s robes, launching the protesting student across the field to the opposite side.

“We… we haven’t learned magic like that…”

Another Imperial student, summoning up courage, spoke up, only for Professor Weird to reply bluntly.

“Isn’t preparation a virtue of students?”

It was all things they had said when dominating the frontier students.

The Imperial students had to admit it.

They were really going to lose seventy times in a row.

They have been completely beaten by just Oknodie.

But instead of boasting of an unbelievable victory, Oknodie, the subject of it all, suddenly staggered, letting out a groan as she slumped down to the ground.

“That tenacious kid. She must’ve been using body-strengthening magic secretly, right?”

“Oknodie. Are you okay?”

“Dorothy, ugh… you know…”

“Are you in a lot of pain? Did you use Dark Mana for too long? Should I take you to the infirmary?”

“I’m so hungry from using so much strength…”

“…Ha. You’re just hungry…”

After a brief pause, Dorothy whispered to Oknodie.

“If we return the tablecloth to the dining hall, do you think they’ll give us some food?”

“I’d probably get detention instead…”

The Imperial students looked at Dorothy, who was trying hard to keep her mouth shut, and their imaginations ran wild.

“She must’ve overused Dark Mana and is suffering from mana exhaustion. There’s no way she be having such a serious conversation if that wasn’t the case.”

“Didn’t she just say she’s hungry? Isn’t she just ordering food she wants?”

The naive ones spun baseless speculations, but the realistic ones brought up a more serious topic.

“Can you imagine telling anyone we lost in terms of physical ability to an eleven-year-old?”

“We have to say we were defeated by the evil power of Dark Magic. We have to align our story to that when reporting to our families. Let’s all agree on that.”

“If we say we were taken down by Oknodie’s self-sacrificing Dark Mana surge, done for the sake of friendship, it could become an inspiring story. People might say we lost, but at least we fought well.”

Anything would be better than the story that they had all been defeated by Oknodie, who only wanted a milkshake and garlic fries after pushing herself too hard.

The legend of Oknodie’s seventy straight wins started circulating through the lips of the defeated, spreading the tale of their “Valiant Defeat.”

And soon, the distorted story reached the ears of the Warrior.

“Did you hear? Oknodie, furious at the heartbreaking losses of her classmates after fifty defeats, managed to hold back her Dark Mana to take down seventy enemies on her own.”

“That’s not what I heard. I heard Oknodie condensed the pain of fifty people into a crystal and forced seventy others to experience it, making them all pass out, earning an automatic victory in the Class Match.”

“You fools. Both of you believe in the outdated tales of Oknodie’s friendship-fueled victory or the Demon Crystal theory? The latest and most supported version is that Oknodie, tired of pointless fights, took down fifty allies and then the remaining seventy all on her own. The ‘One Versus One Hundred and Twenty Tyrant Oknodie’ theory has the most backing now.”


The rumor about Oknodie grew and grew, inflating like a snowball as each student passed it along!

Nobody knew where the lies ended and the truth began, but one thing was clear: Oknodie had shown the students her true strength.

“Oknodie. Now that you’re at odds with me, the Warrior, are you saying you have no reason to hide your ominous power anymore…?”

Oknodie, and the academy, would be left unforgiven.

The Warrior Ishtar’s misunderstanding deepened even further that day.

***

[You have survived the Warrior’s Wrath unscathed.]

[You have completed the Winner’s Battle Series event.

<Point Calculation>

━━━

Base event reward +1000

Last Stand+5000

70-win streak bonus × 30

━━━

Total: 180,000 points

[You have acquired 180,000 points as the event completion reward.]

[Martial Arts Experience +30]

[Magic Studies Experience +15]

[Mana Control Technique Experience +15]

[Breathing Technique Experience +15]

[Swordsmanship Experience +10]

[Boldness Experience +10]

[Combat Stamina Experience +2]

[Mana Breathing Experience +2]

[Quick Movement Experience +2]

Not long ago, I reached 1,050,000 points, and already I’ve hit 1,230,000. 

The reward is insanely generous, as expected from overcoming such extreme challenges.

However, a new threat has emerged in proportion to the reward.

[The hostility of the Warrior has increased.]

[Now, even the Warrior’s comrades in the Warrior Party are hostile towards you.]

The Warrior Ishtar and her companions who follow her.

The more I reveal my strength, the more wary they become.

Since I’m using dark magic as my fundamental power, it’s no wonder they’re getting agitated.

Even during the mana verification test, Mob’s friend, Jakku, created significant tension by using just a hint of dark mana. 

Considering I’m wielding massive amounts of dark mana that overwhelms his, the attention on me is bound to be enormous.

‘Tch. The Warrior Party rewards are nice, though.’

“Ahh. I wanted to be a Warrior too…”

Feeling a bit gloomy, I murmured to myself as I walked back to the dormitory when I sensed someone flinch nearby.

“Who’s there?”

“…Sorry. I didn’t mean to eavesdrop.”

Kasia.

The electrically charged human born in the laboratory.

A fusion lifeform.

She emerged slowly from behind a tree.

“What are you doing here?”

“Working on an assignment.”

In her hand was a huge rhinoceros beetle, sprawled on its back, unconscious.

“Wow! Isn’t this a Hercules beetle?”

“I don’t know. It’s the biggest bug I could find to use for fighting in the midterms.”

“Nice~ You found it using your electrical signals, right?”

“…You can sense it too?”

“Sort of!”

“That must have been tough.”

“Yep! Took quite a bit to get the hang of it!”

[Kasia’s affinity has increased.]

The notification about the Warrior Party’s hostility had dampened my mood, but I felt a bit better now.

“I’ll show you my collection sometime. Let’s catch bugs together!”

“No way. I’m done with them once my assignment is finished.”

“What if we go to catch dragonflies with a net?”

“…If it’s dragonflies, I’d be okay.”

We hooked our fingers and made a promise before parting ways.

As the saying goes, “All who meet must part, and all who part will meet again.”

If my relationship with the Warrior Party worsens, maybe my bond with Kasia will strengthen in return!

Though I don’t intend to join the official Warrior Party, I had planned to leverage them for various events, so this new hostility from the Warrior Party stings a bit.

Still, if I immerse myself in deepening events with other characters, I can earn some pretty solid rewards in return.

I’ve already proven myself to the Imperial students and Professor Rave, so next time, I’ll show the Warrior Party what I’m made of, too.

Yes.


The perfect chance for revenge is just around the corner.

The final practice period right before midterms.

Professor Plato’s Advanced Physical Fitness class.

The midterm exam.

The final practice match before tomorrow’s midterms includes the Ironman Triathlon—running, swimming, and riding, with the times measured continuously from start to finish.
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