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    Chapter 1: The Community is a true form of love.

    Even if our bodies are far apart, people can still love each other.

    For example, look here. 

    [Devil of Lust]: (Honest opinion) Every time I see a villain with a pretty face, my lower half quietly vibrates… 

    [Proper Words]: Why are you acting up all of a sudden?

    Even though we’ve never met in real life, the thoughtful concern for others is evident. 

    [What is Justice?]: Cyberspace is a public place. Please refrain from using bad language and be considerate of others…

    [Proper Words]: Sorry, but are you my mom or something?

    Even without facing each other, the affection of asking about each other’s well-being is still there. 

    [What is Justice?]: The level of someone who brings up parents in an argument… it’s obvious without even looking.

    [Proper Words]: I’m buying a 50-billion-won mansion, okay?

    [Eyes of Truth]: (Fact) If Yoo Dongryeon doesn’t have proof of being a troll, what is he? 

    Even though we don’t know each other’s names, a single warm word of concern for others.

    [Proper Words]: Lol, your mom.

    [System]: The message from ‘Proper Words’ has been automatically hidden.

    And even inquiring about the well-being of the other person’s parents.

    Perhaps a community is a true form of love. 

    Otherwise, there would be no reason to waste time in such a place. 

    In a society where love has dried up, opportunities to converse unconditionally with a large number of unspecified people are quite rare.

    For example, how often can you speak openly with someone of a higher rank, dropping all pretenses? 

    [Proper Words]: Ugh, these losers…… I’ll take pity on you, first two people get a gold ticket. 

    [Eyes of Truth]: Fact First!

    [Devil of Lust]: Me, me, me, me, me! 

    [What is Justice?]: Do you heroes have no pride??? 

    What if the attention-seeking lunatic, who twists their whole body for attention, was actually the world’s richest person with unimaginable wealth? 

    [Reincarnation of Jinjo]: Ahem, who dares to distribute gold tickets without my permission? 

    [Eyes of Truth]: (Fact) Concept trolls have entered the chat. 

    What if the guy who uses strange speech every day and adopts bizarre concepts was actually a high-ranking elite with immense power that suits such speech?

    [Devil of Lust]: Something even chewier than gold tickets… click the link, oppas… (19+ site link).

    [Eyes of Truth]: (Fact) The average age of the people in the video is quite high…

    [Proper Words]: Admin!!!Why aren’t you banning that!!!

    What if the insane lunatic who floods the community with disgusting images and vulgar jokes every day was actually a top elite, half-crazed from the stress of social life?

    And what if those people, who are hard to approach in real life, set aside their authority and joined us in the ‘community’? 

    [Admin]: Can you guys just calm down?

    You’re all hopeless losers ruining your lives. 

    Sorry, but that’s impossible. 

    The fact is, the community is a place for human scum with nothing better to do than waste time and chat nonsense.

    So. 

    That’s what’s normal. 

    In that sense, one question inevitably arises. 

    [Using ‘Admin Privileges’ to view user information.]

    [This information is only visible to you and cannot be accessed by other users.]

    [Devil of Lust] – Superhuman Hero, S-rank 

    [What is Justice?] – Demigod Hero, S-rank

    [Proper Words] – Supporter, EX-rank 

    [Reincarnation of Jinjo] – Heterogeneous Hero, ???-rank

    [Eyes of Truth] – Director of the Hero Management Bureau, ???-rank 

    What the hell are you guys doing with your lives? 

    Possessing a character in a novel, game, or any work isn’t always a good thing.

    Depending on the genre, when you think about the nature of creative works, there’s a high chance they’re filled with blood and suspense. 

    In other words, if an ordinary modern person gets caught up in such a thing, they’re unlikely to live out their natural lifespan. 

    In that sense, my luck was just average. 

    I was fortunate in the former but escaped the latter. 

    First, the world of the game I possessed—<Hero Molding>—was a bloody world where monsters from another dimension, heroes who fight them, and villains who hunt those heroes all clash. 

    And the state I was in after possessing it was… 

    -Status Info 

    
      [Kim Gibom]
    

    
      [F-rank Villain] 
    

    Really, nothing to see here. 

    At the very least, to witness a bloody incident, you’d have to be in a populated area, but the place I ended up in was the most remote of remote areas, far removed from all such events.

    The southernmost tip of the Korean Peninsula. 

    Right next to the sea, a quiet village with only kind-hearted elderly folks and innocent children.

    In fact, it’s more desolate than quiet—a backwater village. 

    In the setting of this world, while large villain organizations operate beyond government control on a transnational level, a branch in such a remote area is practically just a nominal existence.

    Right now, the members are just me and the branch manager. 

    On a lazy afternoon, as I sat at my desk yawning, the daughter from the house next door, Chunsik’s kid, came running into the office.

    “Mister, can I take some candy?” 

    “Of course.” 

    The bold kid grabbed a handful of candy and ran back out of the office. 

    As I blankly watched her go, I turned to look at the branch manager, who was chuckling beside me.

    “Is this really a villain’s hideout?” 

    How peaceful does it have to be for a neighborhood kid to come in and raid the candy stash in a villain’s base? 

    It’s more like a community center than a villain’s lair….

    “Well, it’s better than heroes busting in and causing a ruckus every day, right? The guys in Seoul are all fighting monsters like Justice and dying left and right.” 

    “That’s true.” 

    Both the branch manager and I are peculiar people who, despite holding the title of villains, are more than satisfied with our current slow, healing lifestyle. 

    While I prefer to stay far away from the world-ending scenarios and catastrophic disasters that this game world is filled with, the branch manager, who’s supposed to be a villain, is truly an oddball for living like this. 

    But in any case, our personalities align.

    The ongoing conversation clearly shows that.

    “By the way, Gibom. I’ve got some bad news.” 

    “Did I get promoted?” 

    “It’s a crisis.” 

    Though it’s a strange conversation where the words “promotion” and “crisis” are paired, surprisingly, it’s not nonsense. 

    In a villain organization, a promotion usually comes with a dangerous mission. 

    For personalities like the branch manager and me, it’s an unwelcome guest. 

    “What happens if I refuse?” 

    “You’ll get fired.” 

    “Ah.” 

    Unfortunately, no matter how insignificant our branch in this backwater village is, the people who pay our salaries are the higher-ups in the villain organization. 

    I’ve been tied to them since I possessed this body. 

    Being fired is just a euphemism—if you don’t follow orders, you’ll be swiftly dealt with according to the villains’ discipline. 

    “Well, it probably won’t be that dangerous.” 

    The branch manager, who said that, handed me a document to review.

    With a smirk, he summarized the order written on it.

    “Enroll in the academy?” 

    The order is to enroll in the hero academy ‘Cradle’ and thoroughly report on the internal happenings without missing a thing.

    In the world of Hero Molding, Korea is a well-known powerhouse for heroes, and Cradle is considered the top academy even within Korea.

    It’s the cradle of heroes who have produced countless S-rank heroes. 

    More than just an academy, it’s a symbol representing the Korean hero community. 

    From the villains’ perspective, this is an important facility—one they’d love to destroy. 

    There’s a reason they’re sending someone to gather intel from the inside. 

    The problem is. 

    “Why does it have to be me?” 

    “You’re not the only one going. A few others are going too.” 

    “But I’m just an F-rank with nothing special. Cradle is a hugely important place—why am I being dragged into this?”

    “They said there are hardly any decent-looking guys of the right age.” 

    That’s the kind of reason you’d expect from a struggling small business. 

    “Villains are all like that.”

    The branch manager sighed, saying that among those who openly do evil deeds, there are hardly any sane people. 

    “I’m sorry, Gibom. It’s a direct order from the top—there’s no way to stop it.” 

    “I’ll go, then.” 

    The branch manager blinked in surprise, clearly not expecting me to accept so readily. 

    “The higher-ups probably don’t have high expectations for me anyway. I’ll just keep a low profile and make sure my identity as a villain isn’t exposed.” 

    “That’s true……” 

    “Besides, if I don’t do this, it’ll affect you, Branch Manager. I’ll go.” 

    The branch manager raised me like a father after I possessed this body as a complete orphan. 

    It’s just a matter of enduring for a few years and coming back. 

    For someone like a father, what’s so hard about that? 

    “It’s not like anything major will happen.”

    “Gibom.” 

    “Yes, Branch Manager.” 

    “Why are you already talking like something’s going to happen?” 

    “I feel like there’ll be an accident on the first day.” 

    My respect for elders was fading. 

    A day later. 

    My respect for elders returned. 

    ‘Branch Manager, you were right.’ 

    Kim Gibom.

    F-rank Villain. 

    The foreshadowing was recovered in just one day.

    Because even before entering the academy, I was experiencing things an extra shouldn’t go through. 

    Why, in life, such things happen. 

    There’s always that one person whose overwhelming beauty makes you feel like they live in a completely different world. 

    Right now, the woman sitting across from me in the train compartment is like that. 

    She’s pure white. 

    Her hair is white, her skin is white, her clothes are white.

    She feels like she’s floating, isolated from the world. 

    Her beauty is that unreal. 

    I know who this is. 

    ‘Baekseol.’

    Baekseol.

    It’s an obvious name, but her overwhelming beauty makes even such a plain name fit perfectly.

    More importantly, she’s one of the main characters in Hero Molding.

    The only daughter of Justice, the strongest hero in history. 

    One of the most promising students at Cradle, the top hero academy.

    Though calling her just a promising student feels inadequate. 

    “……Hello.” 

    In the train heading to Cradle, I politely greet the person sitting across from me.

    Of course, the situation doesn’t seem to be progressing at all.

    At least, the expression of the ‘S-rank’ person across from me remains unchanged. 

    She’s not just a promising student. 

    This person, despite being a student, is already an active S-rank hero—the top 1%, even within the top percentile.

    She’s already gathering expectations for how far she’ll rise after graduating from the academy. 

    And Baekseol, instead of responding, slightly lowers her eyebrows with an expressionless face. 

    It’s an elegant way of showing she’s not interested in me. 

    Though it feels like I’m being blatantly ignored, her aura makes it easy to let it go. 

    As Baekseol pulls out her phone and starts typing, I also look out the window without saying anything more. 

    The sound of keyboard tapping echoes. 

    It seems she’s chatting with someone. 

    ‘Might as well kill some time.’ 

    With that thought, I summon the ‘Window.’

    Though I’m an F-rank villain, it’s not like I gained no abilities after possessing this body. 

    Kim Gibom, F-rank Villain and Possessor.

    The ability I gained after falling into this world is: 

    -Skill Info 

    Unmoving Heart

    You are an anomalous existence in this world. 

    In certain situations, some emotions are forcibly adjusted. 

    ・Community Manager 

    You can create a place where people gather. 

    How about starting with the internet?

    -You can partially view the information of community members.

    -Interact with community members to receive special rewards! 

    Well.

    Normally, possession perks give you something incredibly special, right?

    The first ability seems somewhat unique, but what on earth is the second one?

    How is a possession perk about managing an internet community?

    It’s not entirely useless.

    In fact, if you think about it. 

    In this modern era where information flows abundantly, the ability to identify someone’s identity without question is quite valuable. 

    Even so, as a possession perk, the internet community I created is a purely ‘my space’ that’s immune to all kinds of hacking or attacks. 

    Only registered members can access it. 

    There’s no way to know each other’s identities—complete anonymity. 

    With my ability to view identities, I can filter out any spies from the villain side. 

    For heroes who constantly risk their lives fighting villains and monsters, and who can’t even talk freely online due to strict security measures, an anonymous community for casual chatter is like a godsend. 

    Thanks to my diligent management since possessing this body, my community ‘H-Net’ is practically a must-know among heroes. 

    Though it’s my only ability, nurturing it might come in handy somewhere. 

    By the way, there’s also a villain version called V-Net. 

    And in modern society, information is gold. 

    As the admin, knowing who’s saying what can yield valuable information. 

    There have been times when that information helped the branch manager and me avoid major trouble. 

    [Devil of Lust]: Ah, I’m so horny lololol pant pant .

    And if what I just described is the light of the community, the people I’m about to encounter are its dark side. 

    ‘Does this lunatic ever take a break?’ 

    As soon as I see the message flashing in the group chat named [Prison for Scum], a vein pops on my forehead. 

    Why ‘Prison for Scum’? 

    Because it’s a kind of prison where only the troublemakers who cause chaos across the community are gathered.

    Originally, I planned to permanently ban them, but then they started threatening to find me, self-harm, or join villain organizations, so I held back. 

    Instead, I agreed to lock them in the prison and prevent them from posting on the forums. 

    Even though I created it, what does this community even mean to these guys? 

    The funny thing is, the people locked up here are elites among heroes, the top of the top. 

    Maybe the higher the rank, the more stress they’re under, making them more prone to mental illness. 

    
      [Admin: If you don’t calm down, you’ll be banned from chatting for 3 days.] 
    

    [Devil of Lust]: The wristband has entered the chat. 

    This guy, whose username alone screams insanity, is a top-tier lunatic who’s posted over 500 NSFW images across the forums.

    According to my admin privileges, he’s an S-rank superhuman hero.

    Looking at what he posts, he’s like a perpetually horny internet ghost, and this guy is an S-rank hero.

    The hero industry is truly in decline. 

    [Devil of Lust]: Emergency……!! 

    Again.

    Throbbing, throbbing,,@@@@~~ 

    Here we go again. 

    Suppressing the vein on my forehead, I continue the conversation.

    [Admin]: Let’s hear it. What’s the problem?

    [Devil of Lust]: There’s a guy in front of me who’s clearly a newbie. 

    [Admin]: Okay.

    [Devil of Lust]: He’s fidgeting awkwardly and says, ‘Hello?’

    I really want to devour him greedily… 

    Leaving aside the insanity of the statement.

    Hmm.

    Something’s off. 

    The situation described feels eerily familiar. 

    In other words.

    It’s a bit similar to what I just experienced. 

    Gathering my doubts, I continue the chat. 

    Thanks to my possession perk, I can manipulate the community just by thinking while sitting still.

    [Admin: Where are you right now?] 

    [Devil of Lust]: Are you flirting with me?

    [Admin]: 3-day ban. See you in 72 hours. 

    [Devil of Lust]: No, just kidding! I’m on the train to Cradle! 

    Huh? 

    [Admin: What’s the guy doing right now?]

    [Devil of Lust]: He’s staring out the window, spacing out lololol His side profile is so cute??? 

    Oh?

    [Devil of Lust]: Ah, that kid looks like a Cradle freshman… I really want to cuddle and pamper him… 

    Wait a second.

    I glance away from the window and look at Baekseol across from me.

    She’s still holding her phone, typing away.

    Still. 

    Expressionless.

    Radiating that overwhelming beauty, not a single change in expression.

    And on my semi-transparent window, visible only to me, the chat updates again.

    [Devil of Lust]: Ah, he’s looking this way lolol My lower belly is throbbing! 

    So, is she… 

    That insane scum? 

    Before I could fully process the situation, a window popped up in front of me. 

    -System Info

    ・You’ve made contact with a community member.

    The target has been added to ‘Membership.’ 

    A quest related to the target has been generated. 

    Clear the quest to develop abilities related to the target!

    

    
      

      

      

    

  
    Chapter 2: Raid

    The world of Hero Molding has been shaped by numerous events, but the most significant is undoubtedly the “Great Rift” incident.

    Among the many cases of invaders from other dimensions tearing through rifts and launching invasions, this was the first and most devastating, causing catastrophic damage.

    The estimated death toll easily surpassed hundreds of thousands.

    In an era before superhumans, known as “heroes,” were discovered, this marked the first appearance of beings from another world.

    But on the day calamity fell from the heavens, the epic of heroes also rose from the earth.

    A hero cloaked in pure white energy revealed themselves, facing the “Black Beast” that had invaded Seoul.

    A man who called himself the Guardian of Peace charged barehanded toward the immortal and invincible beast.

    The fierce battle, still talked about decades later, lasted through the night, and the victory ultimately went to the Apostle of Pure White.

    The Great Rift, the Black Beast, and the Pure White Justice became defining moments in history.

    After these events, the words left by the first superhuman to appear in the world became a symbolic phrase that resonates even in the present era.

    It was from that moment that the “awakening” began for superhumans across the globe, those who would come to be known as heroes, protecting humanity.

    So, getting entangled with the only daughter of Justice in this way is, by any measure, not an ordinary development.

    ***

    
      Congratulations on unlocking the community membership feature!
    

    This feature encourages a stronger bond between administrators and members.

    The conditions for joining the membership are as follows:

    
      ★ Currently Registered Member:
    

    ▷ Level 1 Membership Benefit: The administrator can copy the member’s skill once.

▷ Due to the membership’s influence, the target is also affected by the administrator.

    Increase affinity to raise the membership level!

    Currently, there is 1 membership member.

    
      ■ As an initial bonus, you can use the ‘Avatar’ feature!
    

    ***

    Staring blankly at the window in front of me, I scan through the various contents written on it.

    Among all the details, the most important thing to note is:

    
      “Skill copy?”
    

    It sounds like a special ability you’d see in a game.

    Well, it’s not wrong. After all, the world I’ve been transported to is essentially a game, isn’t it?

    Though it took a while for this to pop up, the fact that I’ve been given such an ability is significant.

    My mind races as I sit there.

    
      “If I uncover the identities of the people in the community, I can copy their abilities and use them?”
    

    Of course, there are various conditions attached to the membership.

    I need to know their detailed information.

    I need them to like the community.

    And…

    I glance at Baekseol, who’s still typing away on her phone across from me, and quietly sigh.

    [Devil of Lust]: Day 0 of no fap.

[Eyes of Truth]: (Fact) It was also Day 0 yesterday.

[Devil of Lust]: lol.

[Proper Words]: Ah, you damn bastard.

    Right now, she’s expressionlessly spouting nonsense in the chatroom without a moment’s pause.

    By any measure, it doesn’t seem like she has any interest in me.

    
      “Have a favorable impression of the administrator?”
    

    It’s hard to relate.

    
      “How can there be any good feelings when she’s like this?”
    

    From the start, my relationship with the people in the community has been fleeting and superficial.

    When they spout nonsense, I step in and stop them.

    
      “Is the affection she feels something like the fondness one might have for a toy…?”
    

    ‘Anyway.’

    Whatever form of affection it is, since this system window exists, it must mean there’s some kind of emotion there, right?

    For now, the important thing is that I’ve gained some kind of ability.

    
      “…I don’t plan on doing anything drastic, but…”
    

    In the world of Hero Molding, incidents where people die happen almost daily.

    There’s no telling what kind of trouble I might get caught up in, so having some abilities won’t hurt.

    ***

    [Displaying the abilities of the target ‘Baekseol.’]

    As expected of a world built on game logic, the target’s abilities are neatly organized into skill forms, which is noteworthy.

    It really drives home the fact that I’m in a game-like world.

    
      ‘Let’s see……?’
    

    Unsurprisingly, as the only daughter of Justice, most of Baekseol’s abilities are inherited from him.

    However, one ability stands out the most.

    ***

    
      ◎ Pure White Justice [Unique Ability: Selected]
    

    The description is short but carries significant implications.

    It’s an overpowered ability possessed by very few.

    It’s likely the same ability used by Justice, the first and greatest hero.

    The effect is simple and intuitive but extremely powerful.

    A massive enhancement of all physical abilities.

    
      “If you’re physically strong, most situations can be resolved, right?”
    

    When you think of heroes, the first thing that comes to mind is superhuman physical abilities.

    In that stereotype, Justice is undoubtedly someone with top-tier specs.

    
      ‘Good is good, but…’
    

    I have no idea what’s going on, but…

    One thing’s for sure: I’ve gained an absurd ability just by sitting here.

    But, as some wise uncle once said,

    
      “With great power comes great responsibility.”
    

    ***

    
      ▷ An urgent quest related to the target ‘Baekseol’ has occurred.
      

      

      ▷ It is recommended to check ‘V-Net’!
      

      

      ▷ Failure will alter the fate of the world!
    

    As if to drill that saying into me,

    When an ability is given, an event that necessitates it follows.

    If I had known that, I might not have accepted this ability so readily.

    
      What is this now?
    

    I stare blankly at the window that has popped up in front of me.

    An urgent quest?

    It doesn’t sound good, whatever it is.

    Following the system’s instructions, I log into V-Net, the villainous counterpart to the H-Net community I run.

    Compared to H-Net, where all sorts of crazies roam, V-Net’s atmosphere is much more rigid.

    Rigid, but in a good way.

    There aren’t many toxic users like on H-Net, and everyone communicates politely and respectfully.

    
      ‘Hmm.’
    

    Looking at it this way, the villains seem more socially adept than the heroes, but anyway.

    Thanks to the site’s rigid atmosphere, I quickly figured out why the system had prompted me to do this.

    Just by looking at the top post on V-Net, it’s clear.

    
      [Cradle, train attack. Target: Justice’s daughter. It’s about to begin, so handle the aftermath.]
    

    As soon as I read that sentence, my entire body stiffens.

    
      ‘An attack?’
    

    Given the ruthlessly efficient nature of the villain organization, this is the kind of thing they’d only mention if they were absolutely certain they could pull it off.

    Soon.

    Baekseol, right in front of me, is about to be targeted by a villain attack.

    If I stay here, I’ll get caught up in it too.

    The sudden speed of events makes my head spin for a moment, but…

    I take a deep breath and gather my thoughts.

    Anyway, Baekseol’s role in this world is far from insignificant.

    
      Justice’s daughter.
    

    A gem with the potential to become the greatest hero, depending on the player’s route.

    She’s practically a ‘main character.’

    If something happens to her, the entire world’s fate could spiral into ruin.

    If that happens,

    My hope for this world to follow its original timeline and live peacefully would be crushed.

    So.

    The calculation was quick, and the decision even quicker.

    What I needed to do was clear.

    ***

    Baekseol tilts her head as she watches the boy with a slightly pale face leave the compartment.

    
      ‘Is something urgent?’
    

    His expression was strange, but she doesn’t pay it much mind.

    The boy’s presence soon fades from her thoughts.

    Her interest in him was only that much.

    Her focus was on ‘this side.’

    [Devil of Lust]: Noona,,, let’s recharge our energy ^^!!!!@@@!!!

[What is Justice?]: Please, I beg you to maintain proper online etiquette.

[Reincarnation of Jinjo]: I’m starting to lose patience…

[Proper Words]: Ah, damn it, admin, stop slacking off and ban this guy already!!!!

    As usual, the chatroom erupts into chaos as soon as the nonsense starts, and Baekseol chuckles to herself.

    Yeah, this is why I troll.

    Hero work, which often involves risking your life, is an inherently stressful environment, especially for a promising talent like Baekseol, who has high expectations placed on her.

    Her outlet for that stress was trolling anonymously online, but she might have gotten a bit too into it.

    [Baekseol was someone who never realized she could stoop this low.]

    But without anyone to top off her fun, her lips droop in disappointment.

    
      ‘Why aren’t you responding?’
    

    With no reply from the admin, Baekseol visibly sulks, pouting her lips.

    Just a while ago, he was even having a one-on-one conversation with her.

    Without the admin, there’s no reason to continue spouting vulgarities in the chat.

    She sighs and deletes the sentence she was typing.

    As she idly watches the chat, she notices the lack of activity now that the admin is gone and lets out a small laugh.

    
      ‘Idiots.’
    

    It’s obvious they’re all twisting themselves into knots trying to get the admin’s attention.

    The people gathered in this ‘den of degenerates’ all have some kind of interest in the mysterious ‘admin’ who runs H-Net, for one reason or another.

    Whether it developed after joining or existed before, that much is clear.

    In Baekseol’s case, it was the former.

    Honestly, thinking back to her first encounter with the admin, it’s not hard to see why she became interested.

    Member:

Your accumulated reports are about to exceed 10,000. 

    If you don’t tone it down, you’ll get a permanent ban.

    Fuck

    It’s late. 

    Go wash your feet and get some sleep.

    
      If you come to bed with me, you can comfort me.
    

    
      Ah, seriously, dude.
    

    That was their first meeting.

    It wasn’t exactly a warm atmosphere, but at least one thing was clear.

    This person sounds like a guy.

    A guy around my age.

    And that was a one-on-one conversation.

    For Baekseol, the only daughter of Justice, who had been treated almost like a deity by those around her, it was the first time she had a one-on-one conversation with a guy.

    When someone is too exceptional, it becomes surprisingly difficult to form friendships.

    Everyone assumes the gap is too wide and doesn’t even consider forming a horizontal relationship with her.

    In that sense, even though it was just an online conversation with someone spouting nonsense, it was a refreshing experience for Baekseol.

    
      ‘Admin, you’re interesting.’
    

    She smiles as she scrolls through the chat, replaying each conversation she had with the admin today.

    Despite her daily spouting of vulgarities, he’s the only one who listens to her and shows genuine interest.

    Even his reactions are amusing.

    Just earlier, he had tried to engage with her nonsense.

    Hmm.

    So, in that case.

    Couldn’t I at least call him a friend?

    For someone like her, who struggles to find equals to form relationships with, he’s someone she can at least call that.

    
      ‘Friends can be online friends.’
    

    Even if they don’t exist in real life.

    Thinking this, Baekseol taps her cheeks and stares blankly out the window.

    
      ‘Actually, I’d like to meet him in person.’
    

    What would his reaction be if he found out that the person spouting insane sex jokes all day is actually her?

    He’d probably lose his mind.

    His entire perception of Baekseol would be flipped upside down.

    In fact, it’s quite timely that she’s having these thoughts.

    Because something is indeed about to flip.

    Baekseol’s eyes narrow as she sees a black flash flying toward her from outside the window.

    Clearly.

    At a rapid speed.

    It’s heading straight for the compartment where she is.

    Then.

    
      
        KABOOOOOM-!
      
    

    The train is flipped over entirely.

  
    Chapter 3: Raid (2)

    The scene is filled with the sounds of explosions, screams, and the deafening roar of metal tearing apart.

    A train, struck by a black beam, derails and teeters precariously before collapsing, resembling a disaster in itself.

    Thanks to the safety mechanisms installed by Cradle, the train avoids complete destruction, but it happens to be on a bridge at the moment.

    Considering that most of the students on board are still trainee heroes who haven’t awakened their full potential, it’s inevitable that numerous casualties would occur if the train were to tilt and fall.

    “Ha!”

    But the perpetrator of this chaos sneers and flaps their wings.

    Cloaked in black magic, with a grotesquely mutated arm and black wings sprouting from their back, they are quite distinctive.

    This is the villain known as Devil Arm, an A-class wanted criminal with considerable notoriety.

    “Pathetic. I thought Cradle’s train would at least hold up a bit better!”

    “I did warn you not to cause too much trouble.”

    A masked woman floating beside him sighs and responds.

    She is the villain Mask, the mastermind behind this attack on the White Snow train.

    The train isn’t just carrying hero trainees but also numerous civilians.

    If the casualties pile up, it will only lead to more complications as heroes will come after them.

    “So what? Who cares if a few bugs die?”

    “Isn’t it better to end the miserable lives of those too weak to survive this? Right?”

    Instead of responding, Mask sighs inwardly.

    Villains like these are often madmen who revel in the deaths of others.

    “More importantly, our target is Justice’s child. We can’t let such a big prize slip away!”

    This kind of guy always ends up dying quickly.

    Mask sneers internally as she watches Devil Arm, whose eyes are burning with overzealousness.

    Even if Justice’s descendant hasn’t fully matured, they’re still of Justice’s bloodline.

    They won’t die so easily.

    The scene unfolding before them proves this.

    “Justice.”

    A voice recites the word.

    “Execution.”

    A pure white energy surges forth.

    The tilting train, on the verge of falling off the bridge, is struck by a massive force from the opposite side, restoring its balance.

    Just as it was about to plunge into the abyss, it lurches back into place with a loud clang.

    The students, pale and screaming from the shock, stagger but realize the train isn’t going to fall.

    They’re stunned.

    The reason is clear.

    “Huh.”

    Devil Arm and the woman look down at the girl standing on the bridge’s support beam, retracting her fist after delivering the blow.

    She exudes a white aura, her Cradle uniform torn, revealing a pristine white bodysuit underneath.

    ‘Just now, with a single punch.’

    Mask replays the scene in her mind, groaning internally.

    The train, along with the students inside, weighs several thousand tons.

    And she lifted it back into place with a single punch.

    “Even a cub is still the child of a tiger.”

    Devil Arm narrows his eyes and mutters fiercely.

    Even without fully awakening her abilities, she’s already this powerful.

    The bloodline of the one hailed as the strongest is no joke.

    “Hmm.”

    Meanwhile, White Snow, who just performed this incredible feat, stares at Devil Arm with transparent eyes.

    “An A-class?”

    Her voice is flat, but the mockery in her tone is palpable.

    “You’re after me? Really?”

    Hearing this, veins bulge on Devil Arm’s forehead.

    “You’re rushing to your death, brat.”

    “Instead of getting angry, just deal with her.”

    But whether he’s angry or not, Mask cuts him off, checking her wristwatch.

    “Other heroes will be here soon. We need to finish this quickly.”

    “Killing her will teach Justice a good lesson.”

    Devil Arm sneers as he looks at White Snow. There’s clearly something more to his plan.

    ‘Something’s off.’

    Honestly, that’s the first thought that comes to mind.

    White Snow is an S-class hero.

    It’s unlikely that an A-class villain alone could handle her.

    Yet, he’s charging in with such confidence, which means there’s definitely something else going on.

    ‘This feels unsettling.’

    But regardless of the reason, White Snow is a hero.

    Not just any hero, but the heir and only daughter of the invincible Justice.

    Her gaze flickers to the students inside the train, all watching her through the windows.

    “It’s White Snow! Justice’s daughter!”

    “Wait, really?!”

    Their eyes are filled with admiration and longing.

    Heroes who protect the weak and resolve situations in an instant.

    Yes, no matter what, running away is not an option.

    Justice would have done the same.

    White Snow grits her teeth.

    No one at the scene would have noticed her subtle reaction.

    She exhales and pulls one arm back.

    The trigger word for her hero power forms on her lips.

    “Justice.”

    White energy pulses at her fist.

    The highest, the strongest, the most fearsome.

    The abilities she inherited from Justice are beyond description.

    Her leg is the trigger, her waist the barrel, her fist the muzzle.

    “Execution.”

    A terrifying force, unimaginable for a human body, erupts toward the villain charging at her.

    But.

    -Ping!

    “What?!”

    White Snow’s eyes widen in disbelief for two reasons.

    First, her punch feels much weaker than expected.

    Second, a black barrier appears in front of Devil Arm, absorbing her energy.

    “Ha!”

    In that instant, Devil Arm closes the distance and slashes at her with his grotesque arm, leaving a deep gash across her body.

    “What’s going on?”

    But the shock in her mind is greater than the pain from her wounds.

    As an S-class hero, she’s faced countless battles, defeating villains far stronger than the one before her.

    Yet, no one has ever outright blocked her attack like this.

    “Weakening gas and a defensive barrier.”

    Mask taunts her.

    “We’ve packed in rare materials—dragon heart, unicorn horn, star iron. Anything we could get our hands on.”

    Each of these materials is precious enough to be considered a national treasure.

    “Did you think we’d just keep losing to that invincible guy? Countermeasures always come eventually.”

    The weakening gas and Devil Arm’s barrier are prototypes of such countermeasures, specifically designed to target Justice.

    “Both are still in the testing phase. If it were the real Justice, it might not have worked.”

    But even as prototypes, they’re enough.

    “For a half-baked like you, they’re more than sufficient.”

    “A pearl necklace on a pig’s neck, just as the rumors say.”

    Hearing this, White Snow’s body twitches. Her white eyes flash as she glares at Mask.

    The killing intent in her gaze is enough to tear through skin, as if her reverse scale had been struck.

    “Do you have time to look away?!”

    “Kuh!”

    But in that moment, Devil Arm strikes again, leaving another wound on her body.

    She tries to counterattack, but her blows are deflected just like before.

    The exchange continues.

    Unable to land a decisive hit, White Snow’s body accumulates more and more injuries.

    ‘I need to buy time.’

    Frustrating as it is, she knows her current abilities aren’t enough to turn the tide.

    It’s more rational to delay and wait for backup from other heroes.

    But.

    “This is…!”

    With a voice filled with rage, White Snow continues to fight.

    If this keeps up, she’ll die without being able to do anything.

    It’s obvious.

    The students watching from the train grow paler by the second.

    To anyone watching, it’s clear that White Snow is being overwhelmed.

    “How pitiful. She can’t even fight back properly!”

    But the situation isn’t something that can be reversed through sheer willpower.

    Her body takes more damage.

    Her consciousness begins to fade…

    Still, she can’t retreat.

    ‘Even if I’m just a half-baked, I’d rather die than run away after hearing that!’

    “Enough.”

    …?

    White Snow stops.

    Someone has halted her movements, her body pushed to its limits.

    She reflexively turns her head and sees—

    —a figure clad in gray.

    From head to toe, the figure is covered in a full-body suit, with an intimidating visor covering their face.

    They look like a knight in full armor.

    The aura they exude makes it clear they’re a hero, just like her.

    “Who…?”

    But White Snow doesn’t recognize this hero.

    Even as an S-class hero with a wide network, she’s never seen or heard of anyone like this.

    “Who’s that? Reinforcements?”

    “…No way. It’s too early for reinforcements. Besides, that guy isn’t in the hero database.”

    The villains are just as confused, muttering among themselves.

    If they’re not in the hero database…

    “A complete unknown. A rookie.”

    As Devil Arm sneers, the gray-suited hero pays no attention to them and instead turns White Snow around, placing her behind him.

    “That’s enough.”

    The voice is heavily distorted, making it impossible to discern the original tone.

    “I’ll handle the rest.”

    “What?”

    White Snow barely manages to squeeze out a disbelieving voice.

    What?

    How dare this unknown rookie say something so brazen to her, an S-class hero?

    As if he could easily replace her without any trouble.

    A complete rookie, an unknown!

    “What’s he saying?”

    “No idea. Seems like he’s just full of hot air.”

    Even Devil Arm and Mask, who were just beating White Snow, share the same sentiment.

    Frankly, it’s only natural.

    White Snow is an S-class hero, one of the strongest in the current generation.

    For an unknown rookie to confidently say such a thing, the reaction is almost mocking.

    “Let’s just finish them both. One more death won’t change anything.”

    “Some nobody just rolled in.”

    Devil Arm spreads his wings again, charging his grotesque arm with malice.

    Mask scatters the weakening gas around them.

    Originally designed for Justice, the gas is made with rare materials.

    An unknown hero would be completely suppressed, unable to use their abilities.

    “Don’t blame us. You came here to die!”

    Devil Arm charges at the unknown hero, his barrier still active.

    Like the madman he is, he’s even more vicious and aggressive now that he’s confident in his opponent’s weakness.

    It’s a dead end.

    Even if White Snow were in this position, she would’ve died.

    There’s no way to withstand this.

    Or so it should have been.

    The first to sense something was off was White Snow herself.

    Perhaps.

    ‘Because I’ve dealt with this ability countless times.’

    “Justice.”

    When the unknown hero utters the familiar word, the hairs on White Snow’s body stand on end.

    And then, what flows from their body is—

    —the exact same energy as hers.

    But far more intense, as if they were Justice themselves.

    “Execution.”

    The leg is the trigger, the waist the barrel, the fist the muzzle.

    In the next moment.

    The white fist that extends from the man’s body—

    —shatters the weakening gas, obliterates the defensive barrier, and—

    —utterly annihilates Devil Arm, leaving no trace behind.

    Both Mask and White Snow’s jaws drop simultaneously.

  
    Chapter 4: Raid (3)

    In a silence-filled environment, the first to react was the mask.

    “-Ugh!”

    With her breath caught in her throat, she began to flee from her seat as quickly as possible.

    ‘I have to inform them. As quickly as possible!’

    I don’t know where he came from, but the ability he just used was undoubtedly Justice’s.

    A human who can wield such monstrous power, and one who can use it even better than Baekseol, who is notorious for being a flawed product of Justice’s bloodline.

    This is big news, on the level of a tectonic shift!

    “Who are you?”

    And, more curious about this man’s identity than her, there was one more person present.

    Baekseol spat out those words in a hoarse voice.

    She spoke in a voice filled with confusion, directed at the gray hero before her.

    “Who are you…………..!”

    But the man remained silent.

    Instead of answering, he quickly jumped down below the legs.

    “Where are you going, hey-!”

    Though she heard the voice behind her, she didn’t look back.

    It wasn’t that she was ignoring her, but she was in a hurry herself.

    -System Message

    ▶ The duration of the skill ‘Pure White Justice’ has 15 seconds left!

    ・At least, if Baekseol tries to catch him and find out who he is after this is released.

    For Kim Gibom, he wouldn’t be able to resist even if he died.

    Of course.

    Even in his battered state, the sight of Baekseol, who remained awake until the end, fixing her gaze on him, was unsettling.

    As if she would never forget.

    As if she would definitely find out who he was.

    As if she was insisting on it.

    Sitting on an outdoor bench as far away from the scene as possible, he wiped his sweaty forehead.

    It’s astonishing to be able to get this far from the scene in just 15 seconds.

    “Avatar release.”

    -System Message

    ・’Administrator Avatar’ has been released.

    ▶ Unlock more avatars in the future!

    Confirming that there was no one around, the gray suit that had enveloped his entire body disappeared.

    Like powder crumbling and scattering into the air.

    He wiped his face, gasping for breath.

    He had learned one new fact.

    -System Message

    Escaping from an extreme situation.

    ▶ The effect of the skill ‘Immovable Heart’ has been released.

    ・This skill, Immovable Heart, is really more helpful than I thought.

    In his mind, the events he had just experienced kept replaying.

    ‘Impressive.’

    No matter if he’s a villain or what, he just committed murder.

    The realization just hit him, and when he actually killed Devil Arm, he didn’t feel anything.

    Well, rationally thinking, there’s no regret.

    He was trash who would have killed dozens or hundreds of people without a second thought if left alone.

    I don’t even think of mourning his death.

    But the guilt or shock that comes from it, all those negative emotions are completely stripped away, and this feeling is truly alien.

    Whether this is good or bad, there’s room for thought.

    But the conclusion came quickly.

    ‘Good is good, whatever.’

    What I immediately realized is that with this skill, I can maintain the most Calm thinking even in all kinds of extreme situations.

    That alone is undoubtedly a significant gain.

    ・So, you see.

    -System Message

    ▶ You have completed the urgent quest for the target ‘Baekseol’.

    ▶ Additional quest lines have been generated!

    You can increase the favorability with membership members and administrators through quest lines.

    Contact other members to generate additional quest lines!

    I wish they wouldn’t force this on me.

    Seeing the dizzying array of sentences, I wiped my face with even more vigor than before.

    ‘What’s with the quest lines?

    Of course, the more abilities you gain, the better it is in this harsh world, but I’d rather not be dragged into dangerous situations.

    Quests, what are they?

    Doesn’t it feel like being dragged into the main scenario of this world?

    The destruction of the world, salvation, the emergence of heroes, and all that terrifying stuff.

    What a headache.

    Though I held my throbbing head, it was clear I had no time to think deeply about it.

    [RightWordsNiceWords: You]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: You there?]

    Such a window flashed before my eyes.

    A 1:1 chat window. Only the conversation between me and the other party is visible.

    The person who spoke is famous for having the foulest mouth even in the Evil Quality Detention Centre

    ・Actually, when he’s with me, he doesn’t swear that much.’

    When he’s with others, he often shows truly destructive language, but when he’s with me, he seems quite tame.

    Maybe.

    Is it because he doesn’t want to get banned as an administrator?

    Anyway.

    Having just gone through such an event, I’m honestly too drained to deal with him.

    [RightWordsNiceWords: You]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: You]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Youyouyouyouyou]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: If you don’t reply, I’ll create sub-accounts and terrorize the board]

    ・Of course, if I ignore him, it’ll cause trouble.

    Why do these people act like this towards me?

    [Administrator: Sorry, but I’m really tired right now]

    [Administrator: Can I contact you later?]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Always busy –]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Do something about the chat room management.]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: It’s overflowing with disgusting images!!]

    [Administrator: I’m really exhausted.]

    [Administrator: I’m all wet with sweat.]

    After saying that, the other party didn’t reply for a while.

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Proof

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Send a body photo]

    What is this crazy person saying?

    [Administrator: I thought the sex talk quota was all taken by one person]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Do I look like that crazy bitch who’s into mating or something?]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: I’m not planning to sell your personal info, so just send a rough photo. Nothing specific.]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Always busy, how can I trust you?]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: If you don’t provide proof, I’ll post disgusting images everywhere? I can create a thousand sub-accounts at once, you know?]

    [Want me to remind you of the past?] RightWordsNiceWords:

    Ugh, seriously.

    Holding my throbbing head, I let out a sigh.

    It seems like I really have to give him something, or he’ll do as he says.

    ・And actually, this person often attempts cyber-terrorism-like acts.

    Of course, my community abilities in terms of security are nearly impregnable, so no matter what he does, I can easily suppress it.

    It seems the special privileges of being a possessor aren’t for nothing.

    When hacking attempts come in, the site automatically defends itself.

    ‘But the fact that all he can do despite that is disgusting image terrorism is kind of…

    ・Not easy, though.

    Anyway, I fumbled around using the system window to take a photo.

    Just sending a photo of my wet shirt front, what could go wrong?

    [Administrator: (Photo of wet shirt front)]

    [Administrator: Satisfied?]

    Again, no reply for a while.

    What is this person doing? Just as I was thinking that, a reply came.

    [RightWordsNiceWords:00]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: But you’re in better shape than I thought?]

    [Nice neckline?] RightWordsNiceWords:

    [Administrator: You said no sex talk, damn it]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Can’t even take a compliment]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Anyway, got it ]

    Well, at least he calmed down with that.

    I was thinking that.

    Until something else popped up before my eyes.

    -System Message

    ▶ The interest of one community member in you has greatly increased.

    ▶ An event related to the target will occur soon!

    •What’s this?”

    Yeah.

    That sentence definitely made me say that.

    Supporters, unlike heroes, are superhumans who handle powers that aren’t directly helpful in combat but are in other forms.

    If heroes are rockets, then supporters are the engines.

    Battle analysis, equipment support, recovery, enhancement, pre-planning, reputation management…

    Without a competent supporter, most of the hardships heroes face outside of combat wouldn’t be resolved.

    Soon.

    An EX-grade supporter refers to those who have reached the pinnacle in such non-combat battles.

    Although their position as supporters puts them in a worse position than S-grade heroes, no one can ignore them.

    Even in South Korea, a hero powerhouse, there are fewer than 10 of them, beings who have transcended monsters and entered the realm of legend in the supporter profession.

    And one of those in that realm.

    Is now in deep trouble.

    “Hmm.”

    Looking at the dozens of monitors filled with program codes, the woman in the room stroked her chin.

    If a woman somewhere is spreading the image of being ‘pure white’ as her name suggests, the woman sitting in this room now gives off exactly the opposite impression.

    Hair like ebony, eyes like obsidian, and skin pale to the point of being pure white.

    The resulting appearance is that of a beauty who could be called someone’s Venus and Magnum Opus without any exaggeration.

    Even in the dark room, the woman exuded a chilling beauty that could make one’s spine tingle, and with a sigh, she spoke.

    “Main AI. Report.”

    As she spoke, sipping from a teacup, a mechanical voice echoed through the room.

    [The 140th H-net penetration simulation has failed, Master.]

    ・As expected.

    The woman, Yoo Gaeul, frowned and set down her teacup.

    ‘It won’t break through, this strange site.’

    Thinking so, she rested her chin on the table, her eyes filled with deep dissatisfaction.

    In the past, the administrator would at least come out and hint to stop such actions.

    Now, it seems like they’ve turned on auto-guard, as there’s no response to her hacking attempts.

    ‘That damn administrator.’

    …Has he lost interest in her?

    That’s troublesome.

    ‘It felt like I finally met a worthy opponent.’

    An internet community that appeared like a comet out of nowhere.

    H-net and V-net.

    Unbreakable by any hacking, thoroughly concealing members’ identities no matter what methods they use, and above all.

    The administrator who created two such sites is rumored to be the same person.

    When Yoo Gaeul first heard that rumor, her reaction was simple.

    -A fellow industry worker?

    As supporters who assist heroes in all matters outside of combat, information gathering and management are among their key virtues.

    It’s entirely plausible that a seasoned supporter with substantial infrastructure created such sites.

    -Let’s mess with him a bit.

    So she decided to hack it once, curious about who would do such a cute thing.

    No matter how unbreakable the site’s security is, it shouldn’t stand against her EX-grade skills.

    Being able to do everything but fight is the basic virtue of an EX-grade supporter.

    •Until it broke without even a hint of success, she was filled with such pride.

    -I lost?

    Me?

    Not just anyone, but an EX-grade supporter failing to hack such a seemingly shoddy site.

    It was so absurd she tried again, but failed.

    Tried twice more, still nothing.

    Three times.

    Four times.

    CHA……

    After that, continuously. Continuously.

    [So just play nice in the community.] Anyway

    [If you’re in the community, play nice. If you’re not interested, just leave.]

    When such messages flew from the administrator, Yoo Gaeul was already in a state of bloodshot eyes, screaming inhumanly.

    -Let’s see who wins!

    After over 50 attempts and failures, she had already lost her sanity and was determined to mess with the administrator, resorting to disgusting image terrorism.

    Hmm.

    Even now, it’s an embarrassing past.

    ‘But still, I want to find out who the administrator is.’

    Finding out who this person is who so thoroughly defeated her has gone beyond stubbornness or anger to near obsession.

    Someone who made an EX-grade supporter like her feel a wall? Who on earth could that be?

    [MatingDevil: Guys, I’m depressed]

    [Shut up] RightWordsNiceWords:

    [Not a sex talk buildup, I’m really depressed] MatingDevil:

    [So what] RightWordsNiceWords:

    [MatingDevil: Why are you picking fights]

    [MatingDevil: NSFW pics incoming ᄀᄃ]

    [Hey] RightWordsNiceWords:

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Damn it, you crazy bitch]

    Being stuck in a place with such lunatics is all because of the administrator.

    Frowning deeply, she sipped her tea while looking at the window in the center of all the monitors.

    This group chat, filled with only the most wanted individuals, is a place where dizzying chats frequently pop up, fittingly named the Evil Quality Detention Centre.

    But opportunities to communicate directly with the administrator are rare.

    Being here might provide a chance to uncover his identity.

    Hmm.

    Thinking about it, she often behaves in ways that fit in here.

    Just letting off some accumulated stress.

    As an EX-grade supporter, she must always maintain a dignified demeanor outside.

    It’s not that she’s truly Evil.

     Well.

    [MatingDevil: (Photo)]

    •Immediately.

    Just seeing the pictures posted by the lunatic with the nickname ‘MatingDevil’ makes it clear who the real evil is.

    As the chat room floods with explicit images, she unconsciously lets out a shallow scream and switches the chat room.

    Her face red as a beet, she types furiously…………

    [You] RightWordsNiceWords:

    [RightWordsNiceWords: You there?]

    She sent an SOS signal to stop that evil, but all she got was an excuse about being too tired to deal with it now.

    ‘What’s with always being tired…………!’

    Dealing with such people is the most exhausting.

    Normally, she’d quickly delete such things, but why does she leave her seat when it gets this bad?

    I really need to make her verify or something……………!

    Wait.

    Verification.

    Verification?

    ‘Huh?’

    Why hadn’t I thought of that before?

    ‘Is there an angle here?’

    From what I’ve observed of the administrator.

    This person doesn’t reveal personal information, but doesn’t seem to thoroughly hide it either.

    If asked directly, he ignores it, but seems a bit soft on actions that risk exposure.

    Her eyes slightly open, she pondered for a moment before typing again.

    Casually.

    Without revealing her intentions, waving a white flag to show she has no ulterior motives, she carefully and skillfully approaches.

    [RightWordsNiceWords: I’m not planning to sell your personal info, so just send a rough photo. Nothing specific.]

    [RightWordsNiceWords: Always busy, how can I trust you?]

    Thus, skillfully coaxing.

    [Administrator: (Photo of wet shirt front)]

    ᆞGot him.

    She saved the photo at lightning speed.

    Her eyes widened to the point of bloodshot, displaying the photo sent by the administrator in the center of her monitor.

    At first glance, it’s just a photo of a sweaty man’s neck.

    What could you possibly get from this?

    But there’s plenty to extract.

    Decomposing the photo pixel by pixel, Gaeul began typing like a pianist.

    “Main AI! Analyze! Quickly! Quickly-!”

    Her voice almost a scream.

    [Master’s taste in necklines. Sorting related suggestive videos by popular keywords-]

    “That’s good too! Analyze everything in this photo down to the last detail!”

    [Starting analysis.]

    And then.

    The title of Main AI created by an EX-grade supporter was clearly no joke.

    [The coat of a freshman at Hero Academy ‘Cradle’.]

    From the fabric of the coat, barely caught in one pixel at the edge of the photo, it could deduce such results.

    But Gaeul was even more stunned than before.

    “……A freshman at Cradle?’

    That.

    That’s shocking in itself.

    The owner of such terrifying power that can crush an EX-grade supporter like her without a second thought, is just a freshman entering the academy?

    Something surged in her chest.

    ・What kind of guy is that?’

    Someone who worked hard, went through hell, suffered under the worst heroes to get here.

    And her position, her abilities.

    Were trampled by a mere ‘freshman’ at Cradle?

    Her mind went blank.

    Whether it’s jealousy or anger, Gaeul herself couldn’t tell what emotion it was.

    ‘I must see what kind of guy he is…!’

    Then, Gaeul, fuming, made a call somewhere.

    The recipient was the Hero Management Bureau.

    “Yes, Director.”

    “No, it’s nothing else. I have some business at Cradle. Just make me a disguised identity.”

    “A professor? No, a student identity.”

    “……No, it’s not about acting young and foolish.”

    ・No, I’m not sucking the life out of young kids. What am I, a vampire?”

    “So, I’m not an auntie, you-”

    -Damn bitch.

    Swallowing those last words required almost superhuman patience.

  
    Chapter 5: Contact

    A few days after the incident on the train.

    Inside the landing pod, a synthesized electronic voice echoed through the speakers.

    [“We hope you had a pleasant flight. We are now landing at Cradle.”]

    Along with the announcement, a small landing pod carrying students slowly descended onto the helipad located above Hakwon-dong.

    It’s not a mistake.

    There really are educational facilities that use flight equipment just to transport students.

    ‘Taking a train and then boarding a plane…’

    It’s a process that naturally makes you think that way, but looking around, it’s not entirely incomprehensible.

    Of course, if it’s an academy that aims to surpass not just Korea but the world, it’s only natural that its scale would be massive.

    ‘Still, this is a bit too much.’

    If this weren’t Korea but a game world, the vast forest of buildings that came into view would have been called Jeju Island, an entire island remodeled into a sprawling complex.

    [“Welcome to Cradle, the cradle that molds all heroes who will become new legends.”]

    As I read the words displayed on the holographic billboard hanging in the sky above the city, I also noticed the skyscrapers lined up around it.

    From what I’ve heard, those are the ‘classroom buildings.’

    “Everyone, this way! New students, please follow the student council president!”

    While the staff stationed inside the academy shouted and guided the people around, I raised my head and looked around.

    There were several architectural structures that could easily be considered landmarks, and the fact that all of them were educational facilities was absurd.

    Of course, something even more absurd was right in front of my eyes.

    -Quest Info

    The quest line for the target ‘Baekseol’ has begun.

    ▶ The success condition is the safety of ‘Baekseol.’

    ▶ Upon success, you will proceed to the next quest!

    Please save someone.

    ‘For now,’

    let’s think about it.

    If all sorts of game-related status windows are flashing before my eyes, it’s only logical to assume that the world itself is built on a game-like logic.

    And according to the common sense of the hero-molding world that I remember, if something important is scheduled to happen, there’s always a ‘period’ between such events.

    In some way or another, at least enough time to prepare is given—that’s the common sense of this world.

    Naturally, for someone as important as Baekseol, there should be some grace period before anything serious happens.

    Being chased isn’t great.’

    Like anyone else, I’m not the type to welcome something happening right in front of me.

    Especially if it’s certain that I’ll be caught up in the center of the world’s events, particularly if I’m a noticeable person.

    ‘It would be good to find a way to escape.’

    Honestly, someone like Baekseol would do fine without my help.

    Sure, she got beaten up badly before I intervened, but she’s not the type to fall for the same trick twice.

    ‘The problem is,’

    this quest didn’t just pop up without a reason.

    Clearly, there might be a situation where Baekseol, on her own, would struggle to overcome.

    What should I do?

    As I clutched my throbbing head, a phenomenon occurred around me that completely erased such worries.

    “Are you new students?”

    The wide-eyed freshmen, dazzled by the incredible sight before them, all stopped in their tracks at the sound of a voice as smooth as a jade bead rolling on a tray.

    The source was a woman standing gracefully with a smile.

    Silver hair that reached her waist and golden eyes.

    A beauty whose elegant demeanor perfectly suited the term ‘young lady.’

    The mole near her eye gave her a much more mature impression than her age suggested.

    She might not know me, but I know her.

    ‘The student council president.’

    The student representative of Cradle, Imena.

    ‘The daughter of Blazer, right?’

    “I’ve only seen her on broadcasts or in magazines, this is the first time I’ve seen her in person……”

    Whispers like that could be heard around me.

    Of course, if anyone were to ask who holds the top position in the hero industry, it would undoubtedly be Justice, but there’s some debate about who the second-in-command is.

    And as for Blazer, he’s a hero so great that no one would dispute his name being on that list.

    Imena is the only daughter of such a hero.

    She might not match Baekseol, who has already reached S-rank, but she’s still capable of holding her own against most active heroes.

    It’s no wonder she’s the student representative of the top hero academy.

    In the original story, she played the role of a tutorial fairy, teaching the rookie protagonist various things and leading the group as events unfolded.

    Additionally.

    ‘She’s a dead person.’

    Although she was a supporting character with some presence, she was someone who would die no matter the route.

    She could die during the first-year midterms.

    She could die during the monster rampage at the end of the year.

    She could die during the sky invasion incident at the start of the second year. 

    She could die at the end of the second year…

    Anyway, she dies.

    It’s no exaggeration to say that she has a mine-like fate, getting caught up in every dangerous event in the world.

    Despite being a supporting character with outstanding looks, no matter what route you take or what you do, she dies, and I still vividly remember people on internet communities desperately trying to save her.

    The peculiar thing is that the ‘reason for her death’ is always vaguely handled, making her a somewhat unsettling character.

    No matter what happens, the fact that ‘she dies’ is so heavily emphasized that it overshadows everything else.

    “-That concludes the basic orientation. Shall we explore the rest by walking around?”

    As I was digesting this information, Imena finished her explanation and smiled softly.

    Some of the male students’ faces turned red, their hearts seemingly sinking at her smile.

    ‘She’s going to die.’

    What a pity, guys.

    I feel sorry for her impending death, but honestly, the risk is too high for me to intervene and try to save her.

    From my perspective, wanting to maintain the role of a spectator and avoid getting involved in anything, she’s definitely someone to avoid.

    As I was about to move away with that thought.

    “Ah, Kim Gibom?”

    Imena, who had sent the students ahead, called out to me, who was at the very back.

    Naturally, I ended up alone with her, separated from the group of students walking ahead.

    “Did you need something from me?”

    “There’s something I’d like to ask of you.”

    “Huh?”

    A request?

    We’ve just met.

    We’re not at a stage where such words should be exchanged.

    As I was pondering this, Imena tilted her head close to my ear.

    As a pleasant scent tickled my nose, Imena, with her eyebrows curved, winked at me and said.

    “Could you come to the rooftop alone tonight?”

    “You must come alone.”

    Huh?

    What?

    “Uh, what’s this about?”

    “There’s something important I need to tell you.”

    “Why not here?”

    “It’s embarrassing.”

    We’ve only known each other for about 5 seconds.

    Are we at a stage to have such conversations?”

    “Sometimes, you just know when you can have such conversations at first sight.”

    With a wink, her smooth reply left me speechless as I stared at her.

    Common sense dictates.

    Meeting alone on the rooftop at night usually implies a certain kind of meaning.

    Of course, the idea of love at first sight is the first thing I dismiss from my mind.

    This isn’t some romantic comedy manga.

    Common sense suggests that there’s some ulterior motive at play…

    “Then, I’ll be waiting.”

    As I watched Imena walk away after saying that,

    another window popped up before my eyes, making me even more dazed.

    -System Message

    You have met a character related to Baekseol’s quest line.

    The quest starting point has been moved forward.

    ▶ The event will begin during the ‘entrance ceremony.’

    No.

    No, this is.

    ‘Damn it.’

    This message is enough to make my head explode the moment I see it.

    I can’t help but feel a surge of frustration.

    Putting aside why Imena is related to Baekseol for now,

    I quickly checked the time and saw that there were only a few hours left until the entrance ceremony.

    ‘No matter what happens,’

    I have to prevent Baekseol from dying.

    If she dies, she’s such an important character that it’s impossible to predict how the game’s ‘story’ progression will change.

    But.

    ‘You expect me to know what’s going to happen and prepare for it?’

    The only reason I was able to handle such situations before was because I got advance information about the attacks through V-Net, gained new abilities, and the opponents had no idea about my existence.

    If I keep getting involved in these events, it’s only natural that they’ll prepare for me.

    ‘At the very least……?’

    If I could warn Baekseol about something.

    If I could get her to prepare on her own, things would be much easier.

    But how?

    If I go to Baekseol now and tell her this, I’ll just be treated like a lunatic.

    At the very least, she’d need to have some interest in me or be willing to listen, but why would she listen to a nameless F-class villain?

    “Uh.”

    As I was thinking that, I let out a sound without realizing it.

    There is.

    Exactly one way.

    A way to convey a message to Baekseol with some persuasiveness without revealing my identity.

    I looked around.

    Well.

    One freshman disappearing for a moment wouldn’t attract much attention.

    Actually, Baekseol is someone who, despite always being expressionless, is often described as easy to read.

    For example.

    Even with the same expressionless face, if she’s walking around emitting a white aura like now, everyone would be startled and step back.

    The pressure she emits as she walks, enough to make the floor creak, makes it clear to anyone that she’s in a bad mood.

    Oct……

    What’s that?’

    And what’s currently occupying her mind is.

    The unidentified person she saw on the train the other day.

    A person who wielded the same abilities as her.

    Who is it?

    Who could it be?

    She’s never heard of Justice having another child besides her.

    ‘There’s no way someone like her would hide something like that.’

    As she pondered this, Baekseol continued walking step by step.

    Even though she had returned to Cradle after a long time, she was so absorbed in these thoughts that she didn’t have time to feel any emotions.

    Suddenly, the vibration of a phone in her pocket snapped her out of her thoughts.

    She tilted her head in confusion.

    There’s no one who would contact her.

    Occasionally, someone from the hero industry might reach out, but contacting her while she’s inside Cradle is prohibited for mission-related reasons.

    So, there’s really no one who would contact her.

    ‘Ah.’

    And when she checked the screen, she let out a small laugh.

    There is one person.

    Someone you could call a friend.

    [Admin: Hey.]

    After checking the message she received, Baekseol smiled softly and placed her fingers on the keyboard.

    What kind of crazy message should I send to fluster her?

    I’m in a bad mood right now, so seeing her reaction might be healing.

    But before she could act on that thought, another message came from the other person.

    [Admin: Let’s meet for a bit.]

    [Admin: You’re inside Cradle, right?]

    “What?”

    Without realizing it, those words slipped out of her mouth.

    

  
    Chapter 6: Contact (2)

    The experience of being in Baekseol’s shoes is extremely rare for a human.

    For instance, the current situation itself—rushing to a promised location with a heart full of anticipation—is one such example.

    ‘What is this?’

    And the only thing filling her mind at the moment is that very question.

    Honestly, everything from start to finish is sudden.

    The fact that the administrator contacted her first, the sudden request to meet, and the lack of explanation for the reason—all of it is abrupt.

    Above all.

    ‘Why am I nervous?’

    Baekseol checked her own physical condition.

    Her heart rate was slightly elevated.

    For someone like her, who rarely gets out of breath even in combat situations, this is undoubtedly unusual.

    What’s there to be nervous about when meeting someone?

    But.

    Whether it’s anticipation or curiosity, the feeling is definitely different from usual.

    She’s been extremely curious about this person for a while now.

    Of course, she would feel this way when finally meeting them in person.

    However, the scene unfolding before her eyes was nothing but disappointing compared to her expectations.

    “Are you kidding me?”

    Baekseol irritably spat out those words as she looked at the phone placed on the table in a dimly lit place.

    What is this, some kind of spy movie?

    Calling her out to meet and then pulling this kind of stunt.

    “Ms. Baekseol.”

    But her eyes narrowed at the words that immediately came through the receiver.

    The voice was filled with static, making it impossible to identify the speaker, which was unsettling.

    They know her name.

    “Are you hiding somewhere and watching me?”

    She said this while glancing around.

    Even as she spoke, Baekseol knew better than anyone that there was no one around.

    The senses of a superhuman who has reached the level of an S-class hero.

    If she focused, she could even hear the sound of clothes brushing against each other nearby.

    Simply hiding one’s presence wouldn’t work on someone like her.

    Moreover, there’s no trace of any equipment that could be spying on her arrival at this location.

    The person on the other end of this phone knew that it would be ‘Baekseol’ arriving here, not someone else.

    Thus, she reached one conclusion.

    The administrator of H-Net has known her true identity all along.

    “Ms. Baekseol. I apologize for having to speak to you in this manner. I didn’t want to get involved unnecessarily.”

    Seeing how they casually called her by name made it all the more real.

    It’s highly likely that they’ve known her true identity for a while now.

    I don’t remember writing any personal information when I signed up.’

    If it had been that kind of site, she wouldn’t have signed up in the first place.

    So, by what means did they know that she was the one active on the forum and prepared this meeting?

    Baekseol frowned in displeasure and crossed her arms.

    “I don’t have the hobby of talking to shady people.”

    “You don’t need to talk. I’ll just inform you unilaterally.”

    “What?”

    “Listen to me. If you want to live.”

    Baekseol’s eyebrow twitched.

    “-Ha.”

    The S-class villain, Mask, let out a deep sigh.

    Her ragged breath mingled with the air around her.

    As an S-class villain, while she may not be able to join the core of all villain organizations, the ‘Supreme Council,’ she is at least in a position to mobilize personnel from a branch at will.

    Thus, she can speak without reservation.

    “Preparations are.”

    As she spoke, one of the men kneeling nearby bowed his head deeply.

    “Complete.”

    Though the words were simple, the amount of labor condensed within them was truly immense.

    Launching a widespread attack on the plaza where the entrance ceremony is taking place to create chaos within Cradle, and using that opportunity to successfully ambush Baekseol with a weakening gas from before.

    They don’t need to kill her.

    Just inflicting enough damage to prevent her from walking properly would be a success.

    ‘After all, she’s just bait.’

    Only then can they draw out Justice.

    To achieve her goals, she must bring down the hero who holds the title of the strongest.

    “What about the security of the plan?”

    “Aside from the operatives currently infiltrating the school, there has been no leakage.”

    “Good.”

    The security applied to V-Net is unquestionable, but having already failed once, there’s no need to inform anyone beyond the parties involved in the plan.

    “No need to delay, let’s start immediately. First-“

    And as Mask was about to say that.

    A scream echoed, and a body soared high into the sky.

    Along with the sound of something bursting, a gas spread into the air.

    Amidst the heavy silence, Mask felt a headache so severe it felt like her head would split open, and she spoke.

    “That’s the weakening gas and the operative we prepared earlier, right?”

    “That’s correct.”

    “But doesn’t it look like that area is being attacked by someone right now?”

    “It seems so.”

    -What did they do right to answer so obediently?

    Mask’s face twisted horribly beneath the mask she always wore.

    Baekseol, who had been rolling a stone in her hand, exhaled and threw it forward.

    Though the motion was light, the speed at which the stone flew was almost like the sound of a bomb exploding.

    It was an absurd phenomenon where a sonic boom erupted from throwing a stone with her fingers, and the wall it hit crumbled entirely.

    People passing by were startled, but Baekseol paid no attention and only stared intently at the collapsed wall.

    Then, as the device prepared inside exploded, the weakening gas scattered around.

    Baekseol let out an irritated sigh.

    They really prepared thoroughly.

    Certainly, having been hit by this weakening gas once before, she was confident she wouldn’t fall for it again.

    ‘How many have I destroyed so far?’

    At least a dozen.

    If they had poured this much concentration into the path she was taking, with such paranoid dedication, she definitely wouldn’t have been able to withstand it.

    No wonder the owner of the phone hanging at her waist insisted that ‘if you don’t listen to me, you’ll die.’

    “Now go one more block and turn right. There should be a fire hydrant on the street. There’s a device inside too.”

    So.

    If it weren’t for the fact that they were informing her of the locations of all the devices meant to weaken her, one by one, she would have been in real trouble.

    “Huh?”

    “You. Why are you doing this?”

    “Why are you helping me? What’s your relationship with me?”

    Baekseol asked in a slightly annoyed tone.

    She understood the flow of the situation—that this person was the administrator of H-Net, knew her true identity, and was helping her at the moment.

    But the most crucial core details were all missing, leaving only superficial information.

    This person’s intentions and motives were still a complete mystery.

    “If you want something, say it. There’s nothing more unsettling than free help.”

    “I don’t want anything.”

    “Just surviving is enough for me.”

    How annoying.

    Baekseol frowned even more and threw another stone at the fire hydrant.

    Once again, with a puffing sound, the weakening gas scattered in all directions.

    The way they appeared out of nowhere, offered help on their own, and didn’t answer her questions directly reminded her of someone she had met not long ago.

    Someone on the train who wielded the exact same abilities as her.

    Remembering that scene made her irritation double.

    Few things felt as unpleasant to her as the sensation of someone watching her from above.

    “-At least establish a proper relationship. What do you want from me? If you’re going to help me on your own, at least state your purpose.”

    Her sharp voice caused the other person to fall silent for a moment.

    “Well.”

    Then, they continued.

    “I guess you could say we’re friends.”

    Baekseol froze.

    “-Friends?”

    “Friends.”

    Though it felt like a hastily concocted reason.

    The word matched exactly how Baekseol had been treating this person.

    “Friends. Hmm.”

    She repeated the word in her mouth, twisted her lips, and glared at the phone.

    “Huh?”

    “Fine.”

    “If we’re friends, then sure. That’s possible.”

    It’s a reason worth being fooled once.

    Rationally, she felt it was absurd to be swayed by such a word.

    But to Baekseol, the word ‘friend’ had a resonance that made it worth falling into a trap.

    Because she had never had one before.

    “The next target is the fire hydrant. It’s particularly dangerous, so you need to deal with it as quickly as possible.”

    “Alright. What is it?”

    “Turn your head to the right.”

    Following the instruction, she saw a sidewalk with people.

    There’s nothing but people.

    “Do you see a boy wearing a green cap?”

    She did.

    “You need to hit him.”

    Baekseol paused.

    “What?”

    “You need to hit him with the intent to kill. Otherwise, it’s dangerous.”

    She stood still and looked at the boy wearing the cap.

    He was staring blankly at her, looking exactly like a child with no thoughts.

    “Don’t make me laugh. You want me to kill a child?”

    “That’s not a person. If you don’t deal with it quickly-”

    “What the hell are you talking about?!”

    Of course, they had been helping her until now, but asking her to be prepared to kill a child was not an instruction she could understand.

    As Baekseol stood there, utterly bewildered.

    The boy, who had been staring blankly at her, took a step toward her.

    It was only then that she noticed something strange about his eyes.

    Eyes that no ordinary human could have, almost mineral-like.

    A feeling closer to something created rather than a living being.

    And by the time she realized all of this.

    The boy’s abdomen clicked open, and gas began to leak out.

    Dizziness surged. Strength drained from her entire body.

    It was the same sensation as when she had been properly caught in the weakening gas before.

    And as she staggered, fierce shouts erupted around her.

    “Got her. Grab her!”

    Then, from all directions, she felt people revealing themselves one after another.

    It was clear that they had been waiting in anticipation of her falling into even one of the traps laid out with paranoid precision.

    Baekseol frowned, staggering but pulling herself together and raising her arm.

    No matter what, she could fight her way out. Even if it was dangerous, as long as she could throw a punch……………!

    “……No, I told you to listen to me. It’s troublesome if you get hurt.”

    And, as she thought that.

    A familiar voice rang out.

    Though filled with static, she definitely remembered hearing it somewhere.

    The gray suit filling her vision was the same.

    The hero in the eerily familiar gray suit spoke.

    “I should have explained in more detail. I knew it would blow up eventually.”

    As he spoke.

    From the gray man, a white energy that was all too familiar to Baekseol surged forth.

    The Pure white justice.

    An ability identical to the one imprinted on Baekseol.

    It was a clear indication that this man was the same person she had met on the train before.

    And now, Baekseol had one more thing to add about this man.

    “Administrator?”

    Baekseol addressed the man who had helped her on the train with that title.

  
    Chapter 7: Assignment

    So.

    This was the situation I wanted to avoid the most.

    Wearing this gray suit, which is an administrator avatar, and stepping out in front of people.

    Standing out.

    In other words, setting the stage for another incident to occur.

    ‘Seriously.’

    From the moment the quest line or whatever was created, I had a feeling that I would get caught up in something, big or small.

    But I didn’t know it would involve saving an S-class hero twice in such a short time.

    Why does this S-class person keep getting into dangerous situations so often.

    Taking a deep breath, I scan the villains around me, who are wide-eyed.

    Seeing me use the same ability as Baekseol, they seem to sense something unusual and have all stopped in their tracks, their eyes rolling.

    In that case.

    I grab the staggering Baekseol by the scruff of her neck and leap.

    ‘No need to fight.’

    It’s better not to escalate things further.

    Pure white justice, which provides exceptional physical abilities even by superhuman standards, allows me to leap to the height of a building with just that light jump.

    The ground crumbles, and my body soars into the sky.

    After repeating the same action a few times, the place where we were just attacked by villains was far behind us.

    Meanwhile, Baekseol, who was tucked beside me like a sack of rice, regains consciousness and looks up at me.

    “Let go.”

    Baekseol says, tapping my arm wrapped around her.

    The movement is light, but the impact is strong enough to send a tingling sensation through my entire body, which is enhanced by pure white justice.

    It seems that despite being hit directly by the weakening gas, her abilities have almost fully recovered.

    Wow.

    She’s a real monster.

    The pure white justice I’m using now is, of course, a representative ability of Baekseol, but naturally, she must have dozens, if not hundreds, more abilities than I do.

    To recover so quickly from something that even the strongest hero’s abilities couldn’t handle.

    Even after being exposed just a couple of times, she’s already adapted.

    Of course, if you were to schematize her like a game character, it’s clear she has numerous abilities besides pure white justice.

    This terrifying adaptability must be part of that.

    “Who are you?”

    As I ponder this, Baekseol, who has gotten off me, narrows her bright yellow eyes and glares at me.

    “What’s your relationship with that man? Are you his lackey?”

    “Huh?”

    “Did Justice send you? Are you here to spy on me?”

    I don’t know why she suddenly brought this up.

    But there are two things I can infer.

    Baekseol, for some reason, doesn’t get along well with Justice.

    ‘Was it like that in the original?’

    I don’t remember that being the case. Weren’t they just a normal father-daughter relationship?

    And the other thing is.

    “He’s not a bad person.”

    She’s very wary of me.

    Of course, if someone with a hidden identity suddenly helps me, I’d be suspicious too.

    “I think my intention of not meaning any harm has been proven by helping you so far.”

    “Then, tell me who you are. Then I’ll believe you.”

    “I’m just an administrator.”

    “Yeah, I get that.”

    “And your friend.”

    “Baekseol’s eyebrow twitches.”

    It feels like she’s accusing me of being cowardly, using the fact that she has no choice but to believe me if I say that.

    And seeing her bite her lip and hesitate, it seems like she’s really considering it.

    “Please use the forum more. You come here to relieve stress, right?”

    “I only post obscenities and lewd pictures all day.”

    That’s true.

    “If you like it, just say so. Wait. I’ll show you my collection-“

    “Please keep that in moderation.”

    “I told you to use the community well.”

    “That’s not what it’s for.”

    “Then is it okay to send it to you personally?”

    “Alright. I’ll just send it to you.”

    “I never said that.”

    Baekseol snickers and shakes her head.

    “But, let me ask you one thing.”

    “Yes.”

    “Are you not going to tell me who you are until the end?”

    “Then, I’ll have to find out for myself?”

    “I can’t fully trust you until you tell me.”

    I understand.

    If a mysterious person claiming to be a friend helps me twice in a row and uses an ability that only I should be able to use.

    It’s almost a miracle that she’s not rushing to find out my identity right now out of curiosity.

    So.

    “Go ahead and look. I’ll hide well.”

    That’s all I should say.

    It’s not like she’ll listen if I tell her not to look.

    It’s better to emphasize that I have no intention of revealing my identity.

    How are you even going to find me?

    I’m an F-class villain hiding in this vast Cradle without any distinguishing features.

    Unless I leave some obvious clues, it’s obvious that she won’t even be able to start searching.

    “Alright.”

    But it seems that answer was enough, as Baekseol smiles and says,

    “Hide well. I’ll find you.”

    “Do as you please.”

    “Ah, and.”

    “Is it okay to contact you sometimes?”

    What’s this about now?

    Not knowing how to respond, I just stare at her blankly, and Baekseol frowns her pretty brows and says curtly.

    Her tone is curt, but somehow it feels like she’s on the verge of tears.

    “We’re friends, right?”

    “Huh?”

    “Friends can contact each other, right?”

    “Well, yeah.”

    When did she ever care about my opinion when she was causing trouble?

    Cautiously, with a somewhat nervous expression, asking if it’s okay to contact me, she really seems like someone making a friend for the first time in her life.

    “No take-backs?”

    When I reluctantly agree, her voice instantly brightens.

    This person.

    “She must have been really lonely.”

    First of all.

    I have to admire Cradle’s resilience.

    Right before the entrance ceremony, such an incident occurred nearby, but just a few hours later, they proceeded with the event as planned.

    It’s clear that their resolve is anything but ordinary.

    The train transporting students was attacked, and an incident occurred inside the academy on the day of the entrance ceremony, yet they handled it without a hitch and proceeded as scheduled.

    Where else in the world would you find such people.

    Externally, it’s also because they maintain a firm stance of never yielding to villain threats, but internally.

    ‘The faculty and the principal are not your average crazy people.’

    Generally, to be dedicated to nurturing the next generation, you need to be a veteran with years of experience in the field, and in a life-risking industry like the hero business, being a veteran means there’s a high probability of being a bit off.

    They’ve been exposed to so much stimulation that they now treat villain attacks like an evening stroll.

    -System Message

    ▶ There is an important change!

    And I think I’m starting to go a little crazy too.

    ★ Currently registered members

    Baekseol [Demon of Lust]

    [Community Affiliation] : H-net

    [Administrator Affinity] : Level 2

    ▷ Can copy a skill once.

    ▷ Affinity is at Level 2. Special interactions are now possible.

    -System Message

    ▶ You have raised an affinity with one of the community members to Level 2.

    ▶ Additional quest lines can now be formed.

    V-net quest lines can now be formed.

    I wish they’d stop saying ‘can now be formed.’

    I prefer closed possibilities.

    Can’t it just stay impossible?

    Forming additional quest lines means getting caught up in all sorts of incidents, like with Baekseol, could increase.

    ‘What does it mean that it’s possible with V-net too?’

    Compared to H-net, V-net users are much calmer and more formal, so even online, I don’t have any special relationships with anyone there.

    Even though I interact with H-net users regularly, what about this side?

    ‘I don’t know.’

    Anyway, the fact that it says ‘possible’ and not ‘confirmed’ is worth noting.

    Doesn’t it mean it could happen or not depending on how I act?

    In that case, nothing much changes from my initial stance.

    Stay low, don’t stand out, and remain thoroughly an extra.

    After the entrance ceremony, until I’m assigned a class and enter the classroom, I keep repeating this to myself.

    You’re an amoeba, Gibom.

    Don’t stand out.

    Don’t get involved with anyone.

    Never do anything noticeable.

    Muttering this to myself, I slide open the classroom door and step inside, where I see the people inside.

    It’s still early, so there aren’t many people in the classroom, but some definitely stand out.

    ‘Ah.’

    Seeing Imena sitting quietly in the front row makes me frown.

    She’s the one who suddenly asked me to meet her on the roof tonight.

    I can’t figure out what she’s up to.

    ‘I don’t feel like it.’

    No matter what, getting involved with peculiar people is something I’d rather avoid.

    Thinking this, I arrive at the seat with my name tag.

    Then, a catastrophe that makes Imena seem like nothing turns her head towards me.

    “Partner?”

    “Take care of me.”

    Seeing Baekseol say this so nonchalantly, a splitting headache hits me.

    Ah.

    Fuck.

  
    Chapter 8: Assignment (2)

    Surviving Possession – Chapter 1

    Only Move Within the Range of Predictable Events.

    In that sense, I can confidently say that I am faithfully following Chapter 1 of Surviving Possession…

    I glance at Baekseol, who is sitting next to me, quietly tapping away at her phone.

    Considering how she had politely asked me to get along earlier, it now feels like a complete lie—she doesn’t seem interested in me at all.

    ‘If she noticed something, there’s no way she’d just stay quiet.’

    The chances are low.

    She doesn’t seem like someone particularly skilled at acting.

    Still, just in case, let’s test the waters a little.

    “…Haven’t we met before?”

    “Hm?”

    Baekseol turned her head slightly.

    Her pure white hair shimmered under the lights, scattering like tiny particles.

    “On the train.”

    “…Oh, ah.”

    At that, Baekseol stared blankly into space for a moment with clouded eyes before shifting her gaze back to me.

    Her expression practically screamed, ‘Oh, that happened, didn’t it?’

    “Yeah. That’s right.”

    She acknowledged it halfheartedly, gave me an awkward glance, then immediately returned her attention to her phone.

    I could have continued the conversation if I wanted, but she neither knew how to make it flow naturally nor felt any need to.

    So, I just turned my gaze quietly toward the window.

    Seriously.

    What a relief…!

    She has absolutely no interest in me…!

    Given all the events that have happened recently, I can safely say this is the happiest news yet.

    Stay calm.

    The bad news is that we’ve been assigned to the same classroom, meaning I have to spend the entire semester with Baekseol.

    But if she’s this indifferent, there’s no need to go out of my way to create problems.

    I should just lay low.

    To pass the time, I pull up my community chat window.

    As always, the first thing that catches my eye is the massive pile of messages in The Hellhole.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Guys, did you see this? LOL

    [Devil of lust]: ?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: (Link)

    [Post ID: 221104123]

    [Title: I Scheduled a Fight with a Former Hero Tomorrow at 3 PM…]

    [Author: OO]

    At the Hero Association, when things get really frustrating, we can submit an official duel request.

    If you submit one, the other party has to either accept or apologize.

    I asked a former hero to clean up the underwear they left in the dorm, and they told me, ‘Don’t be so fussy.’

    So I wrote up a duel request right then and there.

    And they actually approved it, LOL.

    The fight’s tomorrow at 3 PM.

    Wish me luck.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Our industry is seriously messed up, LOL

    [Eyes of Truth]: Fact – If someone survived this long in an industry where you can challenge people to fights when angry, it means they’re terrifying.

    [Devil of lust]: LOL this one’s funny too

    [Devil of lust]: (Link)

    [Post ID: 311123464]

    [Title: I’m Reaching My Limit]

    [Author: Veteran Hunter]

    “I’m almost 30 now. I think it’s about time I pass the torch to the younger heroes.”

    Stepping down from this position feels both liberating and uncertain.

    “I miss my comrades who fought alongside me. Guys, make sure you live well up there in the sky.”

    [Rebirth of the Progenitor]: Why do you sound like you’re retiring when you’re only 30…?

    [Eyes of Truth]: Fact – At that age, it’s not retirement; it’s getting discharged.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: What’s wrong with being in your 30s?

    That’s prime working age!

    [Eyes of Truth]: Fact – You’re old.

    [Devil of lust]: Judging by your name, you were probably about to get fired anyway, LOL. “Veteran Hunter,” seriously?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Hey, man.

    [What Is Justice]: You’ve worked hard… Take a good rest now, senior…

    [Pure and Upright Words]: What rest? LOL Time to start collecting scrap metal.

    [Devil of lust]: You’re a real piece of work, LOL.

    [Eyes of Truth]: Fact – Even scrap collection is monopolized by telekinetic espers now.

    Yeah, yeah.

    Seeing these guys still talking nonsense all day long actually puts me at ease.

    So that’s what Baekseol has been so absorbed in this whole time.

    No surprises there—she’s been pouring all her time into this chat, just like me.

    Even though the world keeps moving with all sorts of events, these guys are still wasting their lives as always.

    It almost feels like I’ve returned home…

    [Admin]: Is today a special day? Why is no one stirring up chaos?

    [Eyes of Truth]: No

    [Rebirth of the Progenitor]: Yes

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Mouth

    [Devil of lust]: Board

    [Admin]: You’re all banned for an hour.

    [Rebirth of the Progenitor]: Please, master, have mercy just this once.

    Chatting like this gives me a sense of peace.

    Yeah, my environment hasn’t really changed much.

    I just need to stay sharp so I don’t get dragged into a bloody and violent epic.

    As I think that—

    I suddenly notice Baekseol shifting beside me.

    What’s she up to now?

    With her usual expressionless face, she snaps a picture with her phone and then returns to her normal posture.

    What was that?

    As I’m pondering this, a notification pops up in front of me.

    It’s a 1:1 message from Baekseol.

    [Devil of lust]: (Photo)

    [Devil of lust]: You at work?

    And the moment I see the image clearly—

    The fact that I don’t react with any visible shock is nothing short of a superhuman feat of self-control.

    She had lifted her school uniform slightly and taken a picture, showcasing her cleavage from above.

    And she did this right here, in a full classroom, without anyone noticing.

    [Admin]: What the actual hell are you doing?

    From right beside me, I hear Baekseol holding back laughter as she types on her phone.

    [Devil of lust]: You said I could contact you sometimes.

    [Devil of lust]: You gave me permission.

    [Admin]: I never said you could send this.

    [Devil of lust]: Oh, wasn’t that implied?

    [Admin]: Was it????

    As we exchange messages, Baekseol suddenly hesitates, as if considering something.

    [Devil of lust]: Uh, is this…

    [Devil of lust]: Too much?

    [Devil of lust]: Did it make you uncomfortable?

    Why is she suddenly being self-conscious?

    She’s making me feel self-conscious now.

    [Admin]: I wouldn’t say I’m uncomfortable.

    [Admin]: I mean, it was a nice view.

    [Devil of lust]: Right?

    [Devil of lust]: I am pretty confident in how they look.

    But as we continue talking, one thing becomes clear.

    She’s being careful.

    Rather than trying to uncover my identity, it feels like she’s more focused on maintaining this relationship.

    Her actions are bold, but it’s as if she’s trying her best to find a balance—to not cross the line.

    Like she finally got her hands on something she really doesn’t want to lose.

    I did label this relationship as friendship, but why does she seem so obsessed with it?

    She doesn’t strike me as someone who struggles to make friends.

    As I’m lost in thought, Baekseol suddenly lifts her head.

    Then, she turns toward the classroom door, staring at the person walking in with disbelief.

    “…Gaeul sis?”

    At Baekseol’s words, the woman entering the room visibly flinches.

    Her expression says it all—she definitely didn’t expect to run into someone familiar here.

    Gaeul?

    I etch the name into my mind and glance up and down at the woman who’s just arrived.

    Black.

    She looks as if her entire being was crafted from ebony and obsidian.

    But in stark contrast, her skin is pale, creating a striking visual effect.

    I know this face.

    She’s a Supporter, right?

    In the original story, Supporters were like summoned allies, brought in through in-game currency.

    They provided useful buffs to heroes, identified dangers on missions, and even planned out strategies for mission completion.

    Expensive, hard to summon, but undeniably valuable.

    And this woman—

    She was one of the highest-tier Supporters.

    Her very title was terrifying.

    Omnipotent One

    If you managed to summon her, she could single-handedly ensure mission success, even if the hero’s specs were subpar.

    Insanely expensive, ridiculously difficult to call upon, but with a track record that spoke for itself.

    And yet, this kind of person—

    What is she doing in Cradle?

    My gaze, full of curiosity, locks onto Yoo Gaeul.

    I must never let anyone find out that she enrolled here out of sheer jealousy toward a freshman…!

    As if stealing herself, Yoo Gaeul forces a benevolent smile onto her face.

    She never expected to run into a familiar face the moment she infiltrated the academy.

    “…Seol? Long time no see.”

    “…Yeah.”

    The awkwardness in their exchange is palpable.

    They do know each other.

    Any S-rank hero would have had at least a few experiences working alongside an EX-rank Supporter.

    But their relationship isn’t exactly friendly.

    Or rather, it was—

    Until Yoo Gaeul collaborated with Justice a few times, after which things became awkward.

    As Baekseol tilts her head in curiosity, she asks,

    “What brings you to Cradle?”

    The last question Yoo Gaeul wanted to answer.

    She averts her gaze uncomfortably.

    “…Ah, well… mission-related.”

    “Oh, I see.”

    The two fell into silence for a moment.

    …Awkward.

    As that thought crossed her mind, Baekseol’s gaze landed on Yoo Gaeul’s uniform.

    “Sis, you’re… posing as a student…?”

    Their eyes met—Baekseol’s stare clearly saying, Isn’t that a crime at your age? while Yoo Gaeul responded with, There’s a reason for this.

    Well… there must be a reason, right?

    Knowing Yoo Gaeul’s usual reputation, Baekseol suppressed her curiosity and averted her eyes.

    After all, this was an EX-rank Supporter, known for her outstanding character and impeccable work ethic—someone widely respected.

    If even she was resorting to this kind of deception just to infiltrate a school, there had to be a serious reason behind it.

    Besides, wasn’t she one of the few people that Justice personally sought out for help?

    As that thought lingered, Baekseol’s expression twisted slightly, while Yoo Gaeul hesitantly took a seat nearby.

    Unfortunately, the seats were close together, ensuring the awkward silence wouldn’t be going away anytime soon.

    Well, let’s just ignore it.

    Trying not to think about it, Yoo Gaeul ran a hand down her face.

    Don’t forget your goal.

    For now, she had to blend in naturally as a student.

    And in the meantime, she could slowly investigate who the administrator of H-Net was.

    It’s definitely not that guy.

    As she thought that, her eyes drifted to the boy sitting next to Baekseol.

    He had been staring blankly into space the whole time, looking incredibly stupid.

    What an airhead.

    The kind of administrator she had in mind would definitely give off a much more unique and imposing presence.

    For now, it’d be best to scope out her surroundings and see if anyone fit that image.

    Let’s probe a little.

    Narrowing her eyes, Yoo Gaeul pulled out her phone.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Hey.

    She called out to the administrator. Fortunately, they were online and responded immediately.

    [Admin]: Yeah. What is it?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Just wondering, have you ever been to Cradle?

    The reply came back with clear suspicion.

    [Admin]: Why are you suddenly trying to dig into my personal info?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Never mind if you don’t want to say.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: I just wanted to ask something.

    Well, that’s only natural.

    Who in their right mind would be happy about someone prying into their personal details?

    But Yoo Gaeul’s real objective wasn’t to extract information—it was to gain cooperation.

    If she could get them talking naturally, she might be able to piece together some useful details.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: I just got back to Cradle after a while because of some stuff.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: But I feel completely out of place here.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: If you’re from Cradle or still attending, could you give me some info?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: I’m a bit different from the students here, so I’m struggling to adjust.

    She revealed just a tiny vulnerability.

    This person had a strong guard, but they had a soft spot for people asking for help.

    [Admin]: What do you mean by ‘different’?

    Good.

    They were taking the bait.

    Time to drop just enough information—without giving anything away.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Just… I’m a bit older than the students here.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: And I ran into someone awkward the moment I arrived.

    [Pure and Upright Words]: I’d like to make a friend, but the person next to me right now is that very awkward person.

    [Admin]: Where are you right now?

    [Pure and Upright Words]: Just in a classroom.

    The key was to never let them realize who she was.

    Mix in some truth, but never anything that could pinpoint her identity.

    As long as no one was watching her directly, they’d never be able to tell it was her—

    “Achoo!”

    “?”

    The boy sitting right next to Baekseol suddenly sneezed out of nowhere.

    Both Gaeul and Baekseol turned to look at him, but he simply gave a slight nod, as if apologizing for the disturbance.

    What an idiot.

    That was the only thought in Gaeul’s mind as she tilted her head in confusion.

    
      System Info
    

    You have made contact with ‘Yoo Gaeul.’

    “You have encountered a community member. The target has been added to ‘Membership.’”

    “A quest related to the target has been generated.”

    “Clearing the quest will allow you to develop abilities related to the target!”

    No.

    Please.

    Stop exposing me.

    This keeps getting worse.

  
    Chapter 9: Assignment (3)

    What does a reward mean to a possessor?

    Enhancement, growth, and an essential means to survive.

    Generally, one should be happy if they gain such things, but not me.

    With great power comes great responsibility.

    It’s a famous quote that most people know, especially those familiar with the concept of superheroes, and I wholeheartedly agree with its meaning.

    No power falls without responsibility.

    It falls because it must be used.

    New power is, in a sense, also a new danger.

    From my standpoint, prioritizing my own stability, it’s like poison.

    Therefore…

    
      Membership Info
    

    ★ Currently registered members:

    Baekseol [Devil of lust]

    “Yoo Gaeul [RightWordsNiceWords]”

    [Admin Affinity]: Level 1

    ▷ You can copy a member’s skill once.

    There are currently 2 members in the membership.

    ■ Special interactions with membership members are possible!

    I don’t want to accept it.

    Honestly.

    I scratch my forehead and glare at the window in front of me.

    It feels ominous.

    What are they trying to make me do by giving me more power?

    Fortunately or unfortunately, a sentence follows that erases my choices.

    
      System Message
    

    Yoo Gaeul’s quest line will begin soon.

    Hmm, okay. It’s the system.

    The system is going to shove quests into your mouth whether you accept them or not, so be aware of it.

    If it’s this bold, I’m almost not even angry…….

    ‘Then I’ll have to choose.’

    Thinking that, I quickly skim through the popup of Yoo Gaeul’s skills.

    Unlike heroes, who are equipped with skills that directly strike or enhance themselves in combat, a supporter’s role is to assist those heroes with various utilities.

    A supporter’s skills don’t directly aid in combat but are highly efficient from a macro perspective.

    Naturally, the skill that caught my eye reflected that very point.

    
      Skill Info
    

    ◎Even If the Sky Falls

    Many heroes and supporters fall to their knees before overwhelming adversity, but an EX-tier who reaches the pinnacle is different.

    A truly great strategist knows how to show their best abilities in the most dangerous moments.

    When a crisis occurs, improvisation abilities are greatly enhanced.

    I stop for a moment as I look at that skill window.

    ‘Improvisation ability increase?’

    Just hearing the words, it’s vague.

    It’s not intuitive, and I wonder what kind of ability this is.

    But my instinct tells me.

    This is an unparalleled cheat skill.

    ‘One of my existing skills is…’

    There’s a skill called “Steadfast Mind.”

    When a crisis arises, this skill forces calmness, suppressing specific emotions.

    If combined with this, it means I’ll become forced to calm down and automatically make decisions suited for the situation in a crisis.

    For someone who doesn’t want to die, this is basically a golden rule skill combo.

    Once I think that, there’s no reason to hesitate.

    I immediately acquire the skill.

    
      Skill Info
    

    Steadfast Mind

    Community Administrator

    Pure White Justice

    Even If the Sky Falls

    Enhance your skills through special interactions!

    I sigh inwardly as I look at the filled skill window.

    Well, things are definitely coming together.

    The last sentence bothers me a bit, though.

    ‘What’s this special interaction?’

    As I think about this and glare at the window, it seems like the system detects my thoughts and pops up an additional window.

    
      System Message
    

    The ‘Community Administrator’ skill does not simply activate through online meetings.

    Form a ‘meeting’ offline with membership members!

    If you succeed in special interactions, additional rewards and quests will be provided!

    I absolutely should not perform special interactions.

    Absolutely not.

    Will people die?

    It’s already a headache just meeting them online, and now they want me to meet these people offline?

    While thinking about that, the classroom door suddenly creaks open.

    A middle-aged man, with the look of someone who’s seen it all, walks in with a haggard appearance.

    His rough beard, dark circles under his eyes, and messy hair give off the aura of someone who’s given up on life.

    In fact, some students even frown upon seeing him.

    Still, if the first person you meet in the world’s top academy is someone like this, who wouldn’t be disappointed?

    However, Baekseol, sitting next to me, looks at him with a slightly different expression.

    Yoo Gaeul, sitting next to her, also widens her eyes.

    He’s alive.

    There were rumors he was dead.”

    I hear them muttering, as if they recognize who this person is.

    Heroes generally conceal their identities through suits, masks, and other means, so the public often doesn’t know much about their personal information.

    Of course, with today’s technology, if someone wants to find out, they can, but there are even heroes who go so far as to use holograms or plastic surgery to hide their identities.

    They do this because villains might threaten their lives at any time.

    In that regard, the fact that these two individuals personally know each other’s identities means that they have worked together on missions several times, and anyone who has been in between them is not an ordinary person.

    And that’s actually true.

    “Rank Unmeasurable Hero.”

    Their abilities are so unique that they fall under the category of people whose combat power is difficult to measure.

    Baek Kangjun.

    Hero name: Untouchable.

    His power is “Sealing.”

    It is a very rare ability, even in this world, that erases the opponent’s abilities.

    Although there’s the restriction that he must “touch” the opponent to use it, it’s still an incredibly powerful ability.

    On the surface, well.

    As you can see, he looks like an old man who has given up on life.

    “So, he can’t be underestimated.”

    Be careful of older people working in fields where many young people die.

    He’s the perfect example of that saying.

    “Class President. Attendance.”

    At those words, Imena, who had been sitting in the front row, naturally stood up.

    It seems that as the student council president, she also serves as the class president.

    While Imena calls out each student’s name with a voice like marbles rolling on a tray, Baek Kangjun’s eyes slowly scan their faces.

    When he gets to Baekseol and Yoo Gaeul, his eyes narrow for a moment.

    Especially when it reaches Yoo Gaeul, he stares at her with a look of disbelief.

    ‘A student at your age? Seriously?’

    That’s probably the meaning.

    In response, Yoo Gaeul lightly smiles and meets his gaze directly.

    “Shut your mouth.”

    That’s probably the meaning.

    “A lot of troublesome people. You’ve got two big names gathered in one class?”

    Upon hearing Baek Kangjun’s words, the students glanced at Baekseol and Imena.

    They’re the daughters of Justice and Blazer.

    It’s rare for heroes to openly reveal their personal identities, and Baekseol and Imena are among the representatives of such heroes.

    Yoo Gaeul is a supporter, and since she’s undercover, it seems like she didn’t need to be mentioned.

    But these two are people who stand out, whether they like it or not.

    “Well, it’s the first day, so I don’t want to say too much. Just get to know each other’s faces and go rest in your dorms. One thing.”

    Leaving those words casually, Baek Kangjun scanned the faces of the students one by one and continued.

    “Make friends as you like, but don’t get too close.”

    Not understanding what he meant, everyone stared blankly at him, and Baek Kangjun nonchalantly continued.

    “This is an industry where it’s not unusual for anyone to die. Being a student doesn’t make you an exception.”

    “You’ll need to keep a certain distance if you want to survive. Don’t worry about those who can’t do it. They’ll be weeded out naturally.”

    His words, devoid of any emotion, like a calm statement of fact, fell heavily across the classroom, filled with silence.

    It wasn’t something a teacher at an educational institution should say, but there wasn’t the slightest trace of emotion on Baek Kangjun’s face.

    As if it were an obvious fact that didn’t require further explanation.

    Well.

    In a place like this, they’d continue their academy schedule even if a villain attacked.

    The hero industry is a place where you risk your life, and they unflinchingly reveal that atmosphere right from the educational phase.

    This isn’t a normal school.

    It’s a crucible that forges students into warriors who will truly risk their lives.

    “You’ll know from tomorrow’s class. Everyone should meet at the outdoor training hall by noon sharp.”

    At those words, someone quietly raised their hand.

    Baek Kangjun looked over indifferently, and the student, trembling, spoke up.

    “Uh, what’s the class content? If there’s something to prepare, should we…”

    “I just told you.”

    Huh?”

    “Make friends as you like, but don’t get too close.”

    “I’ve told you everything. Dismissed.”

    After saying that, Baek Kangjun left the classroom with a nonchalant air.

    In the end, he didn’t explain anything about what the class would be, but the student who asked the question stared blankly at his retreating figure, as if struck by his cool demeanor.

    He’s given the task of making friends.’

    He’s giving the most unwanted assignment and leaving.

    ‘Can’t I just do the bare minimum and drop out if needed?’

    
      System Message
    

    The “Community Administrator” skill is not activated solely through online encounters.

    Try forming ‘meetups’ offline with members who have joined the membership!

    ▶ If you succeed in a special interaction, additional rewards and quest lines will be generated!

    Because of this special interaction or whatever, I really don’t want to get involved with people.

    Especially, I must avoid Yoo Gaeul and Baekseol next to me.

    As I was thinking that…

    Something else popped up in front of me.

    
      System Message
    

    The “First Class” event starts tomorrow.

    Depending on the result, the success of the first “Main Quest” will be determined!

    Gather your team to achieve the best possible outcome!

    What is this person talking about right now?

  
    Chapter 10: First Lesson

    The accommodation was good. 

    The facilities, with the vast and ignorant land size, appropriately provide a private room for every student, and the infrastructure inside is exceptionally excellent. 

    I never expected to feel like I was in a 5-star hotel in a student’s personal room… 

    …Hmm. 

    Lying on the luxurious bed I could never have imagined during my time with the branch manager, I let out a groan. 

    As soon as I had free time, a relaxed voice returned through the phone. 

    [So, how was the first day at the Cradle?] 

    “Branch manager.” 

    [Oh, Gibom.] 

    “Please send me home.” 

    [You know that’s not possible.] 

    Damn. 

    I can’t curse in front of the branch manager, so I just push those words down my throat. 

    [Why, was there a lot of work?] 

    Well… 

    Let’s see how much there was. 

    I saved an S-class hero from a life-threatening situation, made friends with them, and discovered that an EX-class supporter was actually a malicious high-profile hacker haunting my community like a cyber ghost. 

    12/1… 

    ‘…………..Ah, it’s not even over with this, is it?’ 

    I feel a dizzying sensation and rub my face. 

    I almost forgot. 

    There’s still one more thing left. 

    “Branch manager.” 

    [Yeah.] 

    “What does it mean when a woman you’ve never met suddenly calls you to the rooftop in the evening?” 

    [Hmm. Maybe she wants to fight you?] 

    “………You’re over forty already. What do you mean by fight?” 

    [Well, logically, she’s not confessing to you.] 

    “Branch manager, it could be.” 

    [I don’t think I raised you to be someone lacking in meta cognition, Gibom.] 

    As always, the realistic words make my mind go blank, and I find myself wanting to hang up the phone. 

    But I agree with what was said. 

    ‘Is there even a reason for someone like her to take an interest in me?’ 

    I turn over the thoughts I’ve had countless times. 

    Imena.

    Daughter of the Blazers. 

    A well-rounded person, both in talent and looks. 

    Currently serving as the student president for Cradle’s first-year students, and a highly skilled individual who can at least achieve an A-class rank, if not S-class like Baekseol. 

    Her family supports her, and her own abilities are extraordinary, making her the kind of elite that ordinary people can only dream of. 

    Excluding Baekseol, who is an outlier, she has almost monopolized every title that a normal student could aspire to. 

    If she were a man, she would have already married into a prestigious family by now, but instead, she’s confessing to me? 

    “Yeah, I don’t think that’s the case.” 

    [Do you doubt it?] 

    “Yes.” 

    [If you’re not sure, why don’t you confront it and find out?] 

    I see. 

    Hmm. 

    That’s about the only response. 

    Let’s talk about the main quest. 

    I really don’t want to mention it, but the thought of it has appeared before me, so I guess I should bring it up. 

    Like any trashy game, the hero molding is a world filled with explosive triggers that could lead to the end of the world, and most of it depends on the rise of supervillains and monsters invading from other dimensions. 

    The most iconic event that triggers the first big crisis in the game is the “midterm exams” of the first semester. 

    It’s an event that completely changes the atmosphere of the game from what people expected, turning an adventure story of young men and women into something else. 

    In short, people die.

    A lot.

    Due to the villains’ intervention. 

    This is also Imena’s first death event. 

    One of the main reasons I’ve added Imena to my “People to Avoid” list along with Baekseol and Yoo Gaeul. 

    Just being nearby means you’ll inevitably get caught up in something big. 

    In that sense… 

    “Excuse me.” 

    “Yes, what is it?” 

    This person is acting in a way that’s incredibly surprising to me. 

    “What is this?” 

    Imena suddenly pulls me into a tight hug when I see her.

    It’s something unexpected the moment we meet on the rooftop at night. 

    It’s late, and thankfully there’s no one around, but she hugs me as if I were a lover she hasn’t seen in a long time. 

    Her hair with a gray tint gives off a subtle shampoo scent, and the warmth of her body where it touches my neck is transferred. 

    Kim Gibom, a lifelong virgin. 

    Is this the day I’ve been waiting for? 

    Wouldn’t it be? 

    As the branch manager said, I don’t have much meta cognition, and I never had a big enemy. 

    Even if she does something like this, my suspicions only grow—there’s no reason for her to suddenly like me. 

    “Professor Baek Kangjun said, ‘Make friends.’ That’s why I called you here?” 

    Imena’s hand gently caresses the back of my neck. 

    It’s clearly a sign of affection, and naturally, my suspicions rise. 

    “I wish I could know why you want to be friends.” 

    “Maybe it’s just because I like your looks?” 

    “Thank you. My self-esteem is boosted.” 

    “You don’t seem convinced at all.” 

    “What do you want from me?” 

    It feels like it would be better to just ask her openly, and as I say this, Imena turns around with a smile. 

    Her amber eyes shimmer in the dark. 

    “What’s your relationship with Baekseol?” 

    Ah, right. 

    If she’s asking this, I feel relieved. 

    At least now I know for sure that she has some kind of agenda. 

    ‘What kind of relationship do they have?’ 

    I didn’t notice anything today in the classroom that would suggest they were aware of each other. 

    If I remember correctly, even in the original story, they barely acknowledged each other. 

    I suppress those thoughts as I answer. 

    “I just met her today.” 

    We’ve bumped into each other a few times, but officially, that’s all. 

    And I don’t have any intention of getting away from it. 

    “Really? I don’t think so.” 

    How can she be so sure? 

    “I’ve only met her once on the train.” 

    At that, Imena stares at me for a moment before smiling again. 

    “Really, that’s all?” 

    “Yes.” 

    Hmm. Well, maybe.

    I frowned and spoke to Imena, who was smiling for some unknown reason.

    “What’s your relationship with Baekseol?”

    “A one-sided rivalry, from my side.”

    She smiled slightly as she said that, but honestly, 

    ‘I don’t think so.’ 

    A level of disgust, so intense it could only be described as an enemy to the point of unforgivable hatred, was rising like smoke. How could this be a rivalry? 

    Baekseol.

    Imena. 

    These two. 

    There’s something going on. 

    Just by looking, I can tell it’s a tangled, sticky, and vengeful relationship that no one would want to get involved with. 

    “I originally had something else to tell you today, but I changed my mind.”

    Saying that, Imena pulled me in a little tighter and whispered in my ear. 

    “You seem like someone who could help me. To bring that woman down.”

    
      Sensory-wise
    

    Being embraced like this feels like my entire body is tied up by a huge anaconda. 

    I measure the gap between myself and her. 

    ‘If we fight, I’d probably die.’ 

    If it comes to a fight, the gap is so wide I’d die a hundred times over. 

    She may have the purest sense of justice, but as ‘Kim Gibom,’ if I use that, my future is set on a path to hell. 

    My eyes tightly shut. 

    Gibom. 

    What woman are you getting involved with since your first day at school? 

    I don’t know what it is, but I know right away that this woman dislikes Baekseol and is trying to do something about her, and she wants to use me as a means to achieve that. 

    “Will you help me?” 

    “Do I even have a choice?” 

    “Of course you do. This isn’t a threat. Take your time with your answer.” 

    “After all, your will is important. Until then, I’ll treat you a little better.” 

    “It’s not a master-servant relationship. Let’s just start by being friends first.” 

    What is she talking about now? 

    She was threatening me earlier, and now this? 

    Imena, smiling softly, slowly pulled away from me. 

    I felt like the snake that was tying me up was now moving away. 

    “Let’s focus on tomorrow’s class first. After that, let’s just be a little more friendly. That’s all for now.” 

    “Why do you care so much about me?” 

    “Well, I told you from the start, didn’t I?” 

    Imena winked. 

    “I came here to make friends.” 

    She avoids the core answer again. 

    Looking at her with a ‘are you joking?

    expression, Imena responded with a smile. 

    “Ah, is it really true that my looks are your type? I’m about 9% in love.” 

    “That’s low.” 

    “About 91% means I’m thinking of using you.” 

    “Do people usually say that themselves?” 

    “Well, no matter how well I treat you, you’ll definitely doubt me, so I’ll just be honest.” 

    “Hmm.” 

    “From the start, your personality seems like no one would trust you. I don’t trust you, Baekseol doesn’t trust you, and no one else does.” 

    She hits the nail on the head.

    “So I’m just being honest, and I want to bring you to my side.” 

    It has some effect. 

    At least now I know what she’s after. 

    “So.” 

    I grab my throbbing head and continue. 

    “I’ll treat you well, so let’s be friends and take down Baekseol together?” 

    “You summarized it well. I’m about 10% in love now.” 

    “Wow, it’s easy to get you.” 

    “You could really make me fall for you. There aren’t many opportunities to turn someone like me into your girlfriend, you know?” 

    She says things she doesn’t mean. 

    “I’m sorry, but someone with dark intentions is not my type.” 

    Imena smiled brightly. 

    It was the kind of sly, fox-like smile of someone who doesn’t deny their own hidden motives. 

    “We’ll see about that, won’t we?” 

    At least one thing is clear. 

    I’m still not sure why she’s so interested in me, but… 

    I guess I’ll be seeing a lot of her. 

    Imena doesn’t seem like she’s going to easily back off. 

    The next day, she smiled brightly and bowed her head as soon as our eyes met. 

    I also noticed the strange looks from the people around us, alternating between me and Imena. 

    ‘Do they know each other?’ 

    Those looks are probably full of that question. 

    
      System Message
    

    You have established an offline relationship with ‘Imena’. 

    You can now create a ‘community’ with this person!

    Create a community and receive additional rewards!

    Of course, 

    I have no intention of doing something like this. 

    I irritably dismiss the window that pops up in front of me.

    An offline community?

    What the hell. 

    ‘By the way…?’ 

    Wasn’t it said that special interactions or something activate when you’re offline and dealing with certain things?

    So, today’s goal is clear.

    To avoid triggering those things as much as possible and handle it wisely. 

    
      System Message
    

    The ‘first class’ is about to begin. 

    Minimize casualties! 

    The results of this quest will affect the main quest! 

    Mostly, something like this.

    No. 

    I knew this wasn’t an ordinary educational institution, but what kind of first class involves talking about ‘victims’ and the like right off the bat? 

    As I think about this, I glance around.

    Noon.

    Outdoor training ground. 

    All the students were lined up, looking tense. 

    They had simply been told to gather without any explanation, so it’s no surprise this is the atmosphere.

    In the stadium the size of a baseball field, dozens of students stand silently, glancing around, when someone spoke in a low voice. 

    “Is that… blood?” 

    Indeed, there were dark red stains scattered around the field.

    They had been wiped and cleaned quickly, but it felt like they had been left there because they couldn’t be fully removed.

    “That’s from the students who took the class before you. We skipped the cleaning for time’s sake.” 

    At some point, Baek Kangjun walked onto the platform above the stadium and said that. 

    The students stared at him with astonished expressions, and he shrugged in response.

    “We’ll just clean it again since it’s gonna be spilled again anyway.”

    How terrifying must this class be? 

    As most students thought this, Baek Kangjun plopped down into a chair, pulling out an electronic watch from his pocket. 

    “Have you ever thought about why Cradle is the best hero academy?” 

    He pressed buttons on the watch as he continued speaking indifferently. 

    “It’s simple. If you’re not the best, you’ll just quit.” 

    With those words, the clock was lifted up in front of the podium.

    The display read “5 minutes.”

    “They say you can tell if someone’s going to make it from the start. We don’t train anyone who isn’t like that.” 

    With a clicking sound, 

    Baek Kangjun pressed a button on the watch, and the change happened instantly. 

    The lights in the stadium went out. 

    Immediately after, 

    In the pitch-black darkness, 

    The sound of a beast’s roar echoed. 

    Hungry for blood, ravenous, 

    Full of murderous intent. 

    “What, what is this…?” 

    “Wait a second! What is going on here? Explain what you’re trying to do!”

    So this is how it starts. Interesting. 

    Various reactions came, but I could feel the students’ atmosphere tightening. 

    A tense, dangerous feeling surrounded us. 

    Fear, excitement, competitiveness, panic, and intense tension. 

    Meanwhile, the roar of the beast grew louder and closer. 

    And… 

    He didn’t explain anything.

    Nothing had been prepared, and soon, it was clear that everyone was on equal footing, and their individual worth would have to be proven on their own. 

    “Survive for 5 minutes. Start.”

    And then, the scene that proved why the term ‘survive’ was used unfolded immediately.

    The lights in the stadium flickered on.

    “-01?” 

    Someone involuntarily muttered. 

    Well, 

    If a huge wolf, the size of a house, was staring at you with glowing eyes, that’s a reasonable reaction. 

    C-class monster, ‘Pack’. 

    A pack-hunting wolf-type monster, but its specs far exceed those of a normal wolf. 

    Unfortunately, a student who happened to be right in front of it experienced it firsthand. 

    With a roar, the monster swiped its paw, tearing the student’s skin apart. 

    “Aaaah!” 

    With a scream, blood sprayed like a fountain in all directions. 

    And soon, even the scream was drowned out by more violent screams coming from all around. 

    No one had expected the ‘real’ monsters to be thrown in front of the students. 

    They were starting to realize that they were facing flesh-eating creatures. 

    Then, seeing this, a large student next to the injured one caught the body flying through the air, ripped apart by claws. 

    This burly student, quickly turned to Baek Kangjun, his face urgent. 

    “Professor!” 

    “What is it?” 

    “He’s hurt! If this goes on, he’ll die!” 

    “So what?” 

    The students froze, as if struck by lightning. 

    The groans of the injured student echoed through the air, and everyone stared at Baek Kangjun with blank faces. 

    The gravity of his one sentence had weighed down on them. 

    This man is not someone who is here to save them. 

    He’s the ‘judge,’ not a ‘teacher.’ 

    If they’re not careful, 

    they will actually die here. 

    “4 minutes and 50 seconds left. Hold on.” 

    With those words, 

    the chaos erupted.

  
    Chapter 11: First Lesson (2)

    The system window popped up to signal that something was happening, and, of course, most of the time, it meant something urgent.

    But even considering that,

    What’s happening right in front of my eyes is clearly unexpected.

    “G-Get lost! I’m getting out of here!”

    “Can’t you see we’re surrounded? We have to stick together if we want to survive!”

    “Damn it, you fight those freaks! I came to school, not to risk my life fighting monsters!”

    Human behavior can be roughly divided into three categories:

    Those who are paralyzed by fear.

    Those who try to manage the situation somehow.

    And those who do neither, just going with the flow and trying to read the room.

    Exceptionally,

    There are those who are confident in their abilities, who don’t bother worrying about their own safety no matter what’s happening around them, and calmly assess the situation.

    Baekseol, Imena, and Yoo Gaeul fall into that category—

    “Wow, how scary~”

    “This is my first time seeing a beast~ It’s really terrifying~”

    I stared blankly at Yoo Gaeul, who was pretending to be scared in a tone like she was reading from a textbook.

    Baekseol also shot Yoo Gaeul an exasperated look, but Yoo Gaeul just avoided her gaze and sneakily blended in among the tense students.

    Well, I guess it makes sense.

    She’s a supporter, so her combat ability isn’t great, but for someone who’s probably been through dozens, maybe hundreds of real battles to act like that…

    Does she want to be protected or something?

    Honestly, neither I nor anyone else has time to care about that right now.

    More than her, the immediate threat of the beasts in front of us is real.

    At least dozens, maybe around a hundred of them.

    Even if they’re just C-rank beasts, with these numbers, all I can see in the future is annihilation.

    “At this range, if an S-rank hero really uses their power, everyone else will get caught up in it.”

    I flinched.

    While thinking that, I turned to see Imena suddenly next to me, speaking.

    “It’s the same for me. Baekseol and I could handle this many without much trouble, but in such a confined space, we can’t take them out without dragging others into it. The academy really planned this well.”

    Most high-rank heroes have high-powered, destructive abilities that match their rank.

    Naturally, the powers they manifest don’t differentiate between friend and foe.

    Especially with these people’s abilities.

    Baekseol, whose mere strength could crush a person with the shockwave alone, and Imena, whose ability is specialized in ‘wide-area attacks.’

    The moment they start fighting, it’s not the beasts that’ll be wiped out—it’ll be all the students.

    In short, getting through this is entirely up to the students.

    “What are you going to do, Gibom?”

    “Why are you asking me?”

    “Well, just to make friends, maybe? I might not be able to protect everyone, but I think I can at least keep you safe.”

    “Well, thanks for that.”

    I responded and took a deep breath.

    Now then, what should I do?

    Feeling the chill run down my spine, I scanned the beasts growling from all directions.

    Their mouths dripping with yellowish saliva, their bloodshot eyes filled with murderous intent, and their claws still dripping with blood from ripping a student apart just moments ago.

    No matter how you look at it, they’re unmistakably beasts.

    What kind of school releases man-eating monsters on students?

    With that thought, I tightly closed my eyes.

    I could use Baekseol’s power here, but if I did, the future that awaits is a real headache.

    The future where I want to live quietly and keep a low profile would shatter to pieces.

    If I don’t use my power and get caught up in this, on the other hand,

    I could actually die.

    Even if Imena says she can protect me, unexpected things can happen at any time.

    My heart pounds.

    My head spins.

    For the first time in my life, realizing I’m in a situation where my life is truly at stake, it feels like all the blood in my body has gone cold…

    It was around then that I realized something was off.

    Wait a minute.

    Something’s wrong.

    Right now—

    Why am I nervous?

    
      Skill Info
    

    Unshaken Mind

    You are an otherworldly existence in this world.

    Certain emotions are forcibly regulated in specific situations.

    The moment I saw that window, my suspicion turned into certainty.

    I have a skill that forcibly suppresses my emotions in specific situations.

    Usually, it kicks in during urgent situations.

    Didn’t I feel absolutely nothing after killing someone when Baekseol and I were attacked on the train?

    So then, why

    Why now

    Am I experiencing this fear-laced tension without any filter?

    Thinking that far, it felt like my mind cleared.

    My vision sharpened.

    My breathing stabilized.

    Thanks to that, I could observe my surroundings a bit more calmly, which was a relief.

    It didn’t take long for me to realize what I needed to do here.

    “Imena.”

    “Yes?”

    “I’m not going to do anything.”

    “…Huh?”

    “I’m not going to do anything.”

    Hearing me repeat those words, Imena blinked blankly.

    Facing her confused expression, I finished my thought.

    “And instead of protecting me, could you do just one thing?”

    “Sure. What is it?”

    “If anyone gets too excited, could you calm them down?”

    “…What?”

    “They’ll be the bigger problem.”

    In my opinion,

    The ‘victims’ the system window refers to are more likely to come from guys like them.

    Survival rate: 20%.

    That’s the blunt summary of Cradle’s infamous first lesson.

    “They won’t actually die, though.”

    Baek Kangjun mulled over that fact as he looked at the ‘bait’ who had just been knocked out.

    A student, seemingly on the brink of death, gasping ragged breaths after being struck by a beast.

    But that’s no student.

    It’s a teacher in disguise.

    Their acting skills keep improving.

    Seeing the body trembling as if on the verge of death, Baek Kangjun snorted with that thought.

    “Glitch. Vital signs.”

    [Transmitting.]

    At his words, the PDA in his hand projected a holographic window summarizing the students’ statuses right in front of him.

    The graph displayed the vital signs of all the students facing the current situation, quickly filling Baek Kangjun’s view.

    Of course, given the staged situation, most of them were wildly excited.

    Whether from fear, tension, or competitive spirit—any of those.

    Let’s see how many of them survive.

    In the last class, nearly 90% were eliminated.

    Baek Kangjun stroked his chin and began examining each window carefully.

    Cradle is renowned as the cradle of all modern heroes, and it boasts the honor of providing the best education to match its reputation.

    Modern knights who bear the title of hero.

    Monks who vow to protect the weak, uphold justice as their creed, and serve the virtue of goodwill.

    Such individuals are never easily cultivated.

    Naturally.

    Cradle is the premier hero academy that only accepts and nurtures the most exceptional.

    The first requirement for those who wish to enjoy the education offered here is just one thing:

    A big, steady heart.

    Even without talent, most things can be honed through effort and experience.

    If you’re weak, you can be trained.

    If you’re ignorant, you can be taught.

    But there are certain areas where that’s impossible.

    Courage to stand tall in any situation.

    A mind as unyielding as an iron fortress.

    Even if you can’t confront fear, at least having the spine to never kneel before it…

    Any of those qualities will do.

    A heart that can protect itself in extreme situations is something education can never provide.

    It’s the very virtue that heroes, constantly exposed to countless threats, are tested on from beginning to end.

    By that standard, the ones bound to fail are already obvious.

    The ones overly excited, those panicking in fear, and those so blinded by the fight they lose all sense of reason…

    It all shows in their vital signs.

    These are the ones who could always act the same in a real battle.

    On the flip side, the exceptional ones stand out just as quickly.

    Except for those three.

    Baekseol is an outlier who’s already been deployed on missions as an active S-rank hero, and while Imena may not quite match that, even by student standards, she’s far beyond what can be measured.

    And as for Yoo Gaeul, who’s looking around with a practically bored expression…

    I honestly don’t even know why she’s at Cradle.

    Seeing her casually glance around with those disinterested eyes makes me think that even more.

    She must have instantly figured out what this lesson is for.

    She’s someone who’s reached the EX-rank, an exceptionally rare level even by global standards.

    Even if she’s a supporter rather than an active hero, that rank can’t be ignored.

    Anyway.

    As for the others…

    First, there’s one who stands out.

    A massive student who was the first to catch the disguised professor pretending to be a wounded student and called for help.

    He’s still trying to mediate and improve the situation as best he can.

    Not bad.

    He’s got decent leadership and command skills.

    His insight is a bit lacking, though.

    He’s keeping calm without getting overly excited, but he hasn’t grasped the oddity of the current situation.

    He’ll pass, but it’s hard to give him a high score.

    And the other one…

    There’s a female student summoning a spear out of thin air while scanning her surroundings.

    Checking her vital signs, she’s feeling almost nothing.

    It’s as if she’s used to such extreme situations.

    This one too.

    Not bad.

    She seems confident in her skills and hasn’t lost control, but she’s only thinking about saving herself.

    In the hero industry, where powerful beasts and villains are everywhere, teamwork and judgment are essential for facing foes that can’t be taken down alone.

    Likewise, she’ll pass the cutoff, but it’s hard to give her a good score.

    Only one person truly caught his attention.

    What do we have here?

    Baek Kangjun chuckled as he spotted one of the vital signs.

    Just one.

    Not Baekseol, Yoo Gaeul, or Imena.

    Among the utterly ordinary students with no abilities whatsoever…

    There was one student maintaining the exact same vital signs as usual.

    Kim Gibom?

    The noteworthy point is that this guy’s vital signs were just as erratic as the other students’ at first.

    But now, he’s as calm as if he were out for a peaceful stroll.

    As if.

    He was initially flustered by the situation like everyone else but then realized something on his own and regained his composure.

    Baek Kangjun began observing him with growing interest.
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