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  Chapter 1 : A New World

    The Earth was destroyed.

    A virus that consumed the egos of living beings and turned them into ferocious monsters was the cause.

    A sudden catastrophe that arrived without warning.

    Because of it, humanity vanished into the pages of history.

    To be precise, every human being had turned into a monster.

    Not a single human on Earth retained their sanity.

    Ah, of course.

    I was the only one who remained unaffected.

    By some stroke of luck, I survived until the very end.

    But my survival alone could not negate the extinction of humanity.

    Because I’m not human.

    Even though I was born and raised here on Earth,

    The essence of my soul belongs to a vastly superior existence, far beyond humans.

    To put it clearly—I am what people would call a god.

    Long ago, I was exiled from the divine realm and had my powers sealed.

    Since then, I have lived among ordinary beings, repeating death and reincarnation.

    That was who I truly was.

    The memories of my time in the divine realm.

    The powers I once held as a god.

    These things only returned to me a few days ago.

    And I had a hunch as to why my memories and powers had been restored.

    “So the divine realm ended up just like Earth.”

    On the rooftop of a tall building,

    I looked up at the blood-red sky.

    In my eyes, which stared blankly into the void,

    The sight of the divine realm was clearly reflected.

    “Are there no survivors there either?”

    The divine realm had been completely destroyed—

    Just like Earth, by the same virus.

    The gods had either died or become monsters.

    Even those who had sealed and exiled me were no exception.

    Thanks to that, my powers and memories returned.

    Those who had acted as suppressors lost their divine powers

    And became monsters themselves.

    “What a horrific sight.”

    It seemed likely that the virus infecting Earth wasn’t confined to a single dimension.

    It had spread rapidly through many dimensions, including the divine realm.

    The virus that infected the divine realm.

    The virus that destroyed Earth.

    At their core, they appeared to be the same.

    Other neighboring dimensions had likely also fallen to this virus.

    A mysterious virus capable of infecting even gods.

    That day, I gave it a name:

    “The Apocalypse Virus.”

    ***

    Up until now, I had merely survived thanks to luck.

    But there was no guarantee that luck would last.

    If I stayed in this world, it was only a matter of time before I too became a monster.

    For reference, even though I had regained my original powers,

    My physical strength was still pathetically weak.

    Sure, I was stronger than I had been as a human,

    But the difference was negligible at best.

    Currently, there wasn’t a single believer who worshipped me.

    And the nature of my powers depends entirely on bestowing blessings upon my worshippers.

    Because of that—

    I needed to escape to another world.

    And once there, my top priority would be to gather followers.

    I brought my hands together and focused my mind.

    Slowly, my body began to fade.

    A sign that dimensional travel was beginning.

    Ah—

    I had no idea what kind of world I would end up in.

    I had no talent for dimensional travel.

    I could move between dimensions,

    But I couldn’t choose a specific one.

    In simpler terms, I would be transported to a random world.

    And I had only one shot.

    Consecutive dimensional jumps were impossible.

    Assuming I failed to gain even a single follower,

    It would take roughly a hundred years before I could move again.

    That was how untalented I was in that field.

    “Please, let it be a decent world…”

    With that desperate wish, my vision went dark.

    Some time passed.

    “······.”

    When I opened my eyes again—

    I was still standing on the rooftop of the building where I had just been moments ago.

    The scenery unfolding before my eyes was also familiar.

    It was almost identical to what I had seen just a few minutes earlier.

    However, that didn’t mean the dimensional travel had failed.

    The crimson sky had cleared,

    And the previously collapsed structures now appeared relatively intact.

    Time in this world hadn’t been reversed.

    So I had definitely arrived in a different dimension.

    It was just that the layout of the buildings happened to resemble the previous world.

    To confirm it more thoroughly, I used the Eyes of God to quickly scan the world.

    And what I learned was this:

    This place was a derivative world that had branched off from the original Earth.

    There were minor differences, but in the larger framework, it was practically identical to the original Earth.

    The name of the planet was also Earth.

    And the country established on this land was also called South Korea.

    If I had to explain it, it was like a parallel world—a dimension with a similar concept.

    Though it didn’t seem to be the kind of parallel world where the exact same humans existed as on the original Earth.

    “I’ve heard that a few worlds like this exist beneath the surface of specific dimensions… but this is the first time I’ve actually found one. A hidden dimension that can’t even be detected with the Eyes of God.”

    With a sense of awe,

    I continued to use the Eyes of God to examine this world.

    “…More importantly, has the virus spread here too? I can’t believe it even reached a shadow world like this.”

    It seemed that

    The Apocalypse Virus had spread to more dimensions than I’d imagined.

    Still, compared to the original Earth, this world wasn’t so bad.

    The virus had made its way here as well, but it appeared to be in its early stages.

    “It’s a relief that there seem to be quite a few survivors. At this rate, gathering followers shouldn’t be a problem.”

    I decided to stop using the Eyes of God here.

    Because I didn’t have a single follower, my divine power was starting to run low.

    Just as I was about to close the Eyes of God—

    “Hic… sob…”

    Inside a building far from here,

    A scene involving humans was unintentionally caught in my vision and drew my attention.

    “S-Stop… please…”

    One person stood there, naked, sobbing miserably.

    “Crying kinda turns me on.”

    “Ugh… I really can’t do it with him. You guys have strong stomachs.”

    “This isn’t the time to be picky. If you’re not doing it, move aside—it’s my turn.”

    “Hey, don’t be too rough. He’s the last sex slave we’ve got left. If he dies, we’re screwed.”

    “Relax. We’ll just go get another sex slave.”

    A revolting scene—several people surrounding and violating that one human.

    To be honest, the situation itself wasn’t particularly unusual.

    It was something that had happened frequently on Earth too.

    When society collapses and laws vanish, plenty of humans reveal their true nature and act on their desires.

    Not all humans are like that, of course.

    Anyway.

    There was only one reason why that scene caught my eye.

    The ones doing the violating were women.

    And the one being violated was a man.

    In other words, a group of women were taking turns raping a single man.

    The man appeared to be a chubby, bald middle-aged man—probably in his 40s.

    “What am I even looking at right now?”

    It felt like my understanding of reality had been overturned.

    I wondered if I was seeing things.

    No matter how strong one’s libido might be,

    It wasn’t logical for young women to be sexually assaulting an older, middle-aged man.

    ‘I’m certain this isn’t a world where the number of men is abnormally low.’

    When comparing only the surviving humans,

    The gender ratio between men and women was roughly balanced.

    ‘…Could this be a world where the notions of chastity between men and women have been reversed?’

    That thought suddenly crossed my mind.

    If that were the case, then the bizarre situation could be somewhat understood.

    This was a deep dimension that existed beneath the surface of the multiverse.

    A world where illogical distortions wouldn’t be out of place.

    A reversal of chastity norms wasn’t an impossible change.

    In fact, it could even be considered a minor one.

    After all, it was nothing more than the roles of male and female chastity being flipped.

    There might be other aspects that had been reversed as well, but I decided to confirm that later.

    ‘Assuming this truly is a world where chastity norms have been reversed, I should stop using my power now—it’s consuming too much energy.’

    After unexpectedly learning one fact about this world, I closed the Eyes of God.

    ***

    My plan was simple.

    First, I would create a community to act as a medium connecting me to my future followers.

    The community’s name would be “Disciple Gallery.”

    It was inspired by the name of an online community I used to visit occasionally for information.

    Then, I would invite as many survivors as possible to the community.

    Currently, the invitation range was limited to Seoul.

    Eventually, it would extend to Gyeonggi Province and Incheon as well.

    For those who received the invitation, a semi-transparent window—like a hologram—would appear before their eyes, displaying the following message:

    【The Creator God ‘Exseron’ has chosen you. Will you accept the offer to become a prospective disciple of ‘Exseron’?】

    Exseron was my true name.

    Naturally, it wasn’t the name I used on Earth—it was my name as a god.

    Anyway, upon receiving the message and accepting the invitation,

    The person would become my prospective disciple and automatically gain access to the Disciple Gallery.

    This was the most efficient and convenient method I had for recruiting followers using my current powers.

    It was also the safest method.

    Personally meeting each person one by one to persuade them to become a follower would be both tedious and dangerous.

    Humans were a threat, and so was the virus.

    I had also already laid out the next steps clearly.

    The method by which prospective disciples would become full disciples.

    The way disciples could offer sacrifices to me.

    The blessings I would bestow upon them.

    And so on—various details.

    ‘I’ll think about the more detailed plans later… For now, I need to create the community and start recruiting followers as soon as possible.’

    I immediately put the plan into action.

    First,

    I created the community at the cost of the “Eyes of God” ability.

    I didn’t have enough divine power to perfectly create the community without any cost, so giving up the Eyes of God was an inevitable decision.

    Even without the Eyes of God,

    My followers would soon become my eyes and ears, so it wasn’t an issue.

    I had included not just functions for uploading photos and videos, but also a live broadcasting feature.

    ‘It’s a bit disappointing that I can’t peek into other worlds anymore… but once I gain more divine power in the distant future, I can always recreate the Eyes of God.’

    Next,

    I sent invitation messages to the survivors within my area of influence.

    Of course, not every human would accept.

    Still, I expected quite a few would agree—

    Out of sheer desperation, if nothing else.

    Also…

    It was assumed that this world, like the original Earth, did not contain any special abilities—

    So there wouldn’t be anyone who mistook the invitation message as a prank.

    A semi-transparent window suddenly appearing before your eyes was far outside the bounds of ordinary human logic.

    Not long after I sent out the invitation messages—

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 0>

    <Number of Disciples: 0>

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 1>

    <Number of Disciples: 0>

    In the upper-right corner of the Disciple Gallery,

    The count of prospective disciples changed from 0 to 1.

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 413>

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 10,813>

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 42,531>

    <Number of Prospective Disciples: 42,530>

    In the blink of an eye,

    The number shot up to over 40,000.

    The reason the number dropped by one at the end was probably because the person who accepted the invitation either died or became infected.

    ‘Considering the number of survivors, not as many accepted the invitation as I expected.’

    If they refuse or ignore it, there’s nothing I can do.

    Disciples can’t be forcibly recruited.

    Without their consent, they can’t even become prospective disciples.

    Anyway—

    Once the disciples connected to the community,

    Numerous posts began flooding the previously empty gallery board.

    [Title: aaaa]

    [Title: What is this?]

    [Title: Just testing to see if I can post.]

    [Title: ???]

    [Title: What kind of tech is this?]

    [Title: A status window popped up!!!!!]
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    Earlier, when I used the Eye of God.

    I confirmed that not much time had passed since the Apocalypse Virus began spreading here.

    I don’t know exactly how much time has passed.

    Still, seeing that only common infected are present, this Earth clearly had a good chance of recovery.

    Moreover, with a fair number of survivors remaining, hope was overflowing.

    “No more humans accepting the invitation now… well, I guess this number is good enough.”

    The recruitment of prospective believers had come to an end.

    No more humans would accept the invitation at this point.

    Due to my lack of divine power, the validity period of the invitation message was very short—

    As expected.

    Naturally, I couldn’t send out another round of invitations either.

    I simply didn’t have the divine power to spare.

    “Anyway, it looks like everyone has connected to the community. Guess it’s time to write an announcement.”

    I immediately began writing a notice in the gallery.

    ***

    『Title: Notice – All Believers Must Read』

    ┗Author: ◆Exseron

    Greetings, dear humans.

    My name is Exseron.

    I am one of the many creator gods born in the divine realm.

    The reason I summoned you here is simple:

    To save this Earth, which has been consumed by the Apocalypse Virus.

    Unfortunately, I cannot stop this horrific catastrophe with my power alone.

    Though I will support you with my abilities, the final fate of Earth rests in your hands.

    The help I provide is straightforward.

    I will bestow upon you a special power called a “Skill.”

    ***

    【Farming】

    – A shared skill for all prospective believers.

    – Usable by anyone in the Believers’ Gallery.

    – Allows you to kill infected and acquire Bloodstones.

    This is the skill I am granting to all of you.

    When you possess this skill, you will have a chance to obtain a substance called a Bloodstone by killing infected.

    Bloodstones are condensed forms of life force.

    Once obtained, you must immediately return them to the gallery—

    Think of them as offerings to be given to me.

    Since my power source is life force, Bloodstones are essential for me to create and grant even greater skills.

    There are no other uses for Bloodstones.

    Returning them to me is their sole purpose.

    So, upon obtaining them, make sure to turn them in through the gallery.

    They are useless to you and will eventually disappear if left unattended.

    Furthermore, by returning Bloodstones, your Contribution Level will rise.

    A higher Contribution Level is required to receive additional blessings from me.

    You can spend Contribution Points to become an official believer or to purchase personal skills instead of just shared ones.

    Note: Many personal skills are only available to official believers.

    ***

    To summarize:

    In order to acquire better skills, grow stronger, and survive,

    All you have to do is kill infected, gather Bloodstones, and offer them to me.

    Lastly…

    I have two goals.

    The first and most urgent goal is to create an immunity skill.

    The second and ultimate goal is to create a vaccine.

    With my current power, I cannot yet create the immunity skill.

    However, if you continuously deliver large amounts of Bloodstones to me, I promise I’ll be able to create it in the near future.

    As for creating a vaccine—I can’t make any promises.

    It will clearly take much longer than the immunity skill, and it may even be impossible to create at all.

    The Apocalypse Virus is an unprecedented entity that has even corrupted gods.

    Therefore, do not feel pity for the infected.

    Abandon any hope that they can be cured with a vaccine.

    Right now, the survival of you prospective believers takes priority.

    Stay rational.

    In order to survive, you must kill the infected.

    Now then, I sincerely welcome you as my prospective believers, and I look forward to your shining achievements.

    ***

    ─: Is this guy seriously a god?

    ─: Did he just say he’s a creator god??? For real???

    ─: Whoa. That’s freakin’ amazing.

    ─: God hasn’t abandoned us after all.

    ─: This gallery feels oddly familiar.

    ─: Holy crap, that really was a status window.

    └: What’s a status window?

    └: It’s not a status window or anything. He probably sent us a hologram using some advanced tech. He’s just pretending to be a god.

    └: That kind of tech existed on Earth?

    └: Who knows. Probably some classified technology that wasn’t made public.

    └: Shut up, you dumbass.

    └: But honestly, if a human can use tech like this, we might as well call him a god.

    ─: So it’s kind of like a game system?

    └: I don’t really know anything about games though, ㅠㅠ

    └: It doesn’t matter. This isn’t that complicated.

    ─: Can we level up too?

    ─: Are there other skills besides Farming?

    ─: When he says “infected,” does he mean zombies?

    ─: So many dumbasses falling for this prank.

    └: The status window literally popped up. What are you still doubting?

    ─: I never thought I’d be back browsing this gallery again.

    └: For real. I don’t know about the rest, but just being able to use the internet again gives me hope.

    └: This isn’t exactly the internet though.

    ─: Why is a god using formal language with us?

    └: What, you want him to speak casually?

    └: Isn’t casual speech more normal though?

    └: I guess he’s just a polite god.

    └: What does a god gain from showing respect to humans?

    └: Maybe he’s a god who values human dignity.

    ─: Guys, be careful. This might not be a god—it could be a demon. Don’t fall for the devil’s temptations.

    └: What kind of next-level BS is that?

    ─: There is no such god named Exseron, people.

    └: And what would you know?

    └: Honestly, he is kind of a no-name god.

    └: “No-name,” lol—what, you from the divine realm too or something?

    ─: So gods really do exist, huh.

    ─: If you’re really a god, what were you doing until now? Why only show up now?

    └: Maybe he just arrived on Earth.

    └: What I mean is—what were you doing all this time while the world went to hell?

    └: He probably had his reasons.

    ─: Ah, so this is the gimmick here.

    └: It’s not a gimmick. He’s the real deal. He gave us a status window.

    ─: You want us to hunt zombies? That’s terrifying…

    └: Zombies are super slow. What’s so scary about that? Just avoid groups and take out the ones wandering alone.

    └: Even one is scary. What if I get infected?

    └: Wow, such a coward. Where do you live? I’ll help you.

    └: You’ll really help? I’m in Eunpyeong-gu.

    └: That’s pretty close. But wait, are you a guy?

    └: I’m a girl. Why?

    └: Then screw off, bitch. I was gonna help you thinking you were a guy. Damn, why is a girl such a scaredy-cat?

    I finished writing the announcement post.

    The comments weren’t all that bad.

    There were overwhelmingly more people who believed me than those who doubted me.

    It was, in a way, the natural outcome.

    Humans had just witnessed a transcendental phenomenon—a semi-transparent window appearing right in front of their eyes.

    ‘Then I guess I’ll just sit back and wait.’

    Now, I had only one thing to do:

    Wait until the prospective believers offered up Bloodstones.

    There was nothing else I could do.

    Ideally, I shouldn’t even move from my spot.

    My current location was the rooftop of a building.

    Even if the structure looked identical to the ones from the previous Earth, I couldn’t afford to walk inside carelessly.

    The buildings had been safe back on the old Earth, but things might be different here.

    I had to act with caution.

    Just because I regained divine powers didn’t mean I was immune to infection.

    So I waited, standing completely still on the rooftop, for hours.

    Among countless posts with meaningless titles, one appeared in the gallery with a noteworthy headline:

    [Title: Got a Bloodstone.]

    ┗Author: NoName

    [Photo]

    “I restrained and locked up my family in the bedroom early on, right after they got infected. I finally killed them today, and they dropped these red gem-like things.

    This is what you meant by Bloodstones, right?”

    ─: You killed your family?

    ─: You psycho.

    ─: Yeah, that definitely looks like a Bloodstone.

    ─: No matter what, how could you kill your own family?

    ─: What a bastard.

    ─: So it’s true—you do get Bloodstones from killing zombies.

    ─: Should’ve kept them locked up until the vaccine was ready…

    └[Author]: They said the vaccine might not even be possible. Even if it is, it’ll take a really long time.

    └: That’s cold…

    └: Honestly, it’s the right call. Instead of risking your life to go outside and hunt zombies, it makes more sense to take out the ones you can deal with safely.

    ─[Author]: By the way, how do I return this thing? Anyone know?

    └[◆Exseron]: Hold it up to your gallery screen.

    └[Author]: Huh? He replied to me directly.

    After replying to the post,

    I immediately added the method for returning Bloodstones to the announcement post.

    Not long after that—

    <Bloodstones in possession: 3>

    The number displayed at the top of my gallery screen changed from 0 to 3.

    It looked like the author of that post had successfully turned in their Bloodstones.

    And that post marked a turning point.

    [Title: Returned my Bloodstone.]

    [Title: Donated my Bloodstone! Admin, give me a skill!]

    [Title: Admin, just one question—do you not get Bloodstones from killing uninfected people? Please respond quickly.]

    [Title: I got a Bloodstone too.]

    [Title: Fuck… everyone I was with went out to find Bloodstones and died.]

    [Title: How do you donate a Bloodstone?]

    [Title: Suggestion—can you make it so we can store other items in the gallery screen like with Bloodstones?]

    [Title: Anyone willing to collect Bloodstones for me… or at least share a few…]

    [Title: I sent my Bloodstone~ Please give me a skill~]

    More and more people started offering up Bloodstones.
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    Bloodstones.

    A substance in which the energy of life has condensed due to my ability.

    Since life force is the source of my divine power, all I have to do to strengthen my power is absorb bloodstones.

    <Owned Bloodstones: 490>

    Currently, 105 bloodstones have entered the gallery.

    Not a huge number, considering the number of prospective followers.

    Still,

    This amount is enough to create a skill right away.

    But I wasn’t planning to make a skill just yet.

    Because the strengthened divine power isn’t permanent.

    If I use up my divine power to create a skill, I’ll have to absorb more bloodstones to strengthen it again.

    “First, I need to take care of my own safety.”

    That’s why I needed to accumulate a bit more divine power first.

    Summoning an assistant who could safely support me was the top priority—because only if I survive can my followers receive skills.

    Oh, and by the way,

    Creating a skill for myself is hard.

    It’s not impossible to create a skill I can use, but skills don’t always turn out the way I intend.

    Even if I design a skill with a certain feeling in mind,

    There are many cases where a completely unexpected skill is born, and most skills are created to be usable only by those who worship me.

    In other words, I won’t know what kind of skill I’ll get until I make it.

    So betting on getting a skill that’s actually useful to me wasn’t a smart move.

    “To build up enough divine power to summon an assistant… I probably need to absorb about a thousand bloodstones.”

    I looked back at the gallery.

    The number of owned bloodstones had already shot up to 520.

    At this rate, I’d easily surpass a thousand by the end of the day.

    “Let’s start by absorbing the ones that came in.”

    I decided to absorb them in advance.

    There was no reason to leave bloodstones lying around in the gallery.

    Just as I was about to start absorbing them—

    Posts expressing frustration about not gaining contribution points started to catch my eye.

    > Title: I turned in bloodstones, why is my contribution score still 0?

    Title: When are we getting contribution points!!!

    Title: Why aren’t my contribution points increasing? Mod, did you lie to me?

    Title: You bitch, give me my damn contribution points already.

    Oh right, this part was manual.

    Before absorbing the bloodstones,

    I had to convert all the bloodstones offered by prospective followers into contribution points.

    For now, I was fairly giving 1 contribution point per bloodstone.

    ***

    One hour passed.

    I have absorbed about 700 bloodstones so far.

    As expected, I still didn’t have enough divine power to summon an assistant.

    Even with enhanced divine power, it didn’t mean I had immunity to the virus or that my physical strength had increased—so I was still holding my breath on the rooftop of a building, waiting for more bloodstones to come in.

    Watching the posts that appeared in the gallery.

    > Title: Doesn’t the community feel kind of weird lately?

    ┗Author: NoName

    I’ve been paying close attention to the posts in this community.

    The world’s basically ended, and there are tons of zombies roaming outside, yet there aren’t many posts expressing fear or sounding gloomy.

    Isn’t that seriously strange?

    There are actually more cheerful and upbeat posts showing up instead?

    It’s like people are just using the internet in a perfectly normal world.

    How are there so many people with such strong mental fortitude?

    I seriously wonder if the people here are even living in the same world as me…

    Am I the only one who finds the atmosphere of this community weird?

    ─: Yeah, you’re the only one feeling weird.

    ─: I don’t particularly think it’s strange?

    ─: If you’re still panicking at this point, aren’t you just a dumbass?

    ─: Of course the real world is seriously depressing. But that doesn’t mean I want to bring that vibe here too.

    ─: I think people just developed stronger mental resilience after going through all sorts of stuff since the virus outbreak.

    ─: Everyone’s probably trembling in fear in real life though.

    ─: Quite a bit of time has passed since the virus spread. Humans are creatures of adaptation, after all. Most of the survivors have already adapted to this kind of world.

    └: The truth is, the ones who were panicking are all dead already.

    └: For real, lol. The weak ones all died.

    ─: I also find it weird that there are so few depressing posts. Feels like I’m the only real person and everyone else is AI.

    └ [Author]: So I wasn’t the only one thinking that, huh?

    └ [Author]: Here’s my guess. I don’t think the people here are AI, but most of them probably lost their minds because they couldn’t handle this world. It’s a world where you can’t survive unless you go crazy.

    └: This bitch just ignores every comment that disagrees with her opinion.

    A post questioning the weird vibe of the community.

    It was only natural for such doubts to arise.

    There was hardly any gloom, considering the apocalyptic setting.

    It’s not like there were no depressing posts at all.

    But the majority of posts in the community had a vibe like this:

    > Title: Real-time update from the Gopchang Alley in Guri City.

    ┗Author: NoName

    [Video]

    Zombies having a gopchang party.

    kekskek

    ─: Don’t post gore videos, you crazy bitch.

    ─: Ugh, f*ck.

    ─: Try going there and asking for just one bite.

    ─: The video quality is really good. What did you use to film it?

    └ [Author]: Took it using the status window.

    └: You can film videos with the status window?

    └ [Author]: Yeah, it has a recording feature.

    └: Oh, I knew you could take pictures, but this is the first I’ve heard of video recording.

    └ [Author]: It even has a live broadcast function.

    └: Nobody asked about that.

    └ [Author]: ?

    ─: You said you were in Incheon just a moment ago. How’d you get to Guri in a few minutes? Did some sex-rope or whatever give you a secret teleport skill?

    └ [Author]: Huh? This is my first post.

    └: Don’t lie. I saw a post earlier from a NoName too.

    └: Excuse me, NoName isn’t a nickname. It means the user didn’t set a nickname.

    ─: That area’s crawling with zombies.

    ─: Is Guri City in Gyeonggi Province?

    “Zombies, huh…”

    Zombies.

    A term used to describe the living dead.

    Even in this world, like on the previous Earth, many people referred to the infected as zombies rather than monsters.

    It was only natural to call them that.

    Because the infected shared very similar traits with the fictional zombies widely known to the public.

    To be precise—

    The infected aren’t zombies.

    They may resemble zombies, but they are entirely different beings.

    First of all, the infected aren’t corpses, which makes them fundamentally different.

    There’s probably no need to bother correcting people.

    Eventually, those calling them zombies will naturally disappear anyway.

    It was the same with people on the previous Earth.

    When only the basic infected existed, they called them zombies, but once evolved forms began to appear, they started calling them monsters instead.

    The basic infection evolves over time.

    Some develop the ability to reproduce, others undergo species evolution and gain special abilities or become stronger.

    People called such beings “evolved forms.”

    Sooner or later, evolved forms will appear on this Earth too.

    This world has only recently been overrun by the virus.

    Right now, only zombie-level basic infected exist.

    But it won’t be long before they begin to evolve.

    Considering how many humans have already adapted to the situation, it seems this world is at the tail end of the virus outbreak’s initial stage.

    I’d better hurry up and create an immunity skill. Many evolved forms have unique infection methods.

    Creating an immunity skill was urgent.

    But that didn’t mean I intended to neglect the development of other skills.

    Offensive, defensive, and survival skills—those had to be created quickly as well and distributed to my future followers.

    After all, I wasn’t making the immunity skill just to survive alone.

    If I created an immunity skill but not a single follower managed to survive, all this effort would be meaningless.

    ***

    About an hour passed.

    The bloodstones were continuously being absorbed as they were supplied to the gallery.

    Just a bit more, and I’d have enough divine power to summon an assistant.

    Surely, not all of the assistant worlds have been destroyed… right?

    Assistants—

    Beings who serve gods through a contract.

    The term referred to races like demigods, angels, or demons—half-gods in a sense.

    The assistants who lived in the divine realm had either all died like the gods or were infected by the virus.

    Same with the worlds near the divine realm, where many assistants lived.

    However—

    I hadn’t confirmed the fate of every assistant world.

    I didn’t have the divine power to do that.

    Well, the chances that every single one of those countless worlds was destroyed are extremely low.

    No need to worry.

    There are countless worlds where assistants reside.

    So many that even I didn’t know all of them.

    And with that many assistants out there, the chance that none of them survived without a contract was incredibly slim.

    Even if all the assistant worlds were destroyed, I still have alternatives.

    With that thought—

    Just as I was about to check my remaining bloodstones again—

    Creeeak—

    Suddenly, the rusty hinge screeched as the rooftop door opened.

    And then—

    A single human stepped out from beyond the door, walking slowly.

    They were completely covered—red helmet, black mask, clear plastic goggles, thick work gloves.

    The human who had entered the rooftop stopped in their tracks the moment they saw me.

    Holding a machete in each hand.

    “…A guy?”

  Chapter 4 : Prospective Follower

    A human appeared, opening the door to the rooftop.

    Judging by the voice, it seemed to be a woman.

    And then,

    ‘That human must be another one of my prospective followers.’

    She was a prospective follower who had accepted my invitation.

    In other words, a user of the Shin-Do Gallery.

    Something like this—I could tell instantly.

    There was no way I wouldn’t recognize my own prospective followers.

    If I wanted to, I could even check the faces of all the current community users, one by one.

    “······.”

    The woman silently stared at me.

    Her goggles, though transparent, didn’t reveal her expression clearly.

    What could she be thinking?

    Just as I was wondering that, she opened her mouth first.

    “Are you alone?”

    She asked that question and turned her head, glancing around.

    She seemed to be checking if anyone else was on the rooftop.

    After a brief moment of thought, I answered truthfully.

    “Yes, I’m alone.”

    Even if I lied out of caution and said I had companions, it would be exposed soon enough anyway.

    “A man with no companions… that’s rare. Did you have a group originally that all got wiped out by zombies? Or did something happen that separated you?”

    “No, I’ve been alone from the start.”

    “Alone from the beginning?”

    Now I could read her expression.

    Her eyes were filled with suspicion.

    She asked again.

    “How did a man survive alone until now?”

    “I just had a bit of luck.”

    “······.”

    After a short pause, the woman lowered her mask slightly and sniffed the air.

    Her eyes widened in that moment.

    Then she pulled the mask back up.

    I didn’t know the reason, but the suspicion in her eyes faded.

    “…Well, it’s strange, but let’s go with that. Anyway, you’re saying you have no one waiting for you?”

    She took a step toward me.

    Instinctively, I stepped back.

    Not because I was afraid.

    There’s no way a divine being like me would fear a mere human.

    The reason I widened the distance—

    It was simply to avoid contact.

    Right now, the virus may not transmit through simple contact, but there’s no harm in being cautious.

    The woman saw my reaction and stopped walking.

    “Ahem.”

    She cleared her throat and continued.

    “I say this out of concern, but if you keep going around alone like this, it’ll get dangerous. Luck doesn’t last forever.”

    There were two possible meanings behind that statement.

    Either she wanted me to join her.

    Or she was telling me to hurry up and find a group.

    “So… for your own safety, how about joining me?”

    It seemed to be the latter.

    Unfortunately,

    I had no intention of accepting her offer.

    Infected beings were dangerous,

    But humans were no less dangerous.

    Without an immunity skill, all living beings were essentially potential carriers.

    Even assistants were no exception.

    And yet, the reason I was planning to summon an assistant was that having a reliable guard by my side was safer than avoiding all risk of infection entirely.

    Of course, I only intended to keep one assistant around to minimize the risk of infection.

    This woman was a complete stranger I had just met today.

    On top of that, just an ordinary human.

    Not trustworthy, and currently powerless without my blessing.

    There was no reason to keep someone like that by my side, when she offered nothing more than what an assistant could.

    Therefore—

    Just as I was about to firmly reject her offer of companionship…

    [Groooaar—!]

    Suddenly, a strange voice echoed from the direction of the rooftop door.

    Judging by how the sound was getting closer, it seemed an infected was coming up toward the rooftop.

    “The zombies from inside the building must be coming up.”

    The woman said, glancing toward the door.

    “For now, just wait here. I’ll go clean up the zombies inside the building and come back safely. In the meantime, please take your time considering my offer.”

    The woman turned around.

    She gripped her machete firmly and began walking toward the door.

    Then suddenly, she turned her head back and looked at me again.

    “Oh, come to think of it, we haven’t exchanged names yet. I’m Yoon Seol.”

    “All right.”

    “…Aren’t you going to tell me your name?”

    So she was asking for my name.

    There was no need to reveal that I was Exseron, the admin of the Shin-Do Gallery.

    I didn’t know what kind of person she was yet.

    So I gave the name I used back on the previous Earth.

    “I’m Cheon Haneul.”

    “Haneul… Cheon Haneul… Got it.”

    The woman nodded.

    Murmuring my name, she disappeared through the door.

    It should be fine.

    She seemed like a regular human, but she was only dealing with normal infected anyway.

    She was armed.

    She looked full of confidence.

    And she was completely covered to prevent infection, so she should be fine on her own.

    ***

    Yoon Seol.

    A prospective follower I met by chance.

    I had no intention of traveling with her,

    But since she was the first of my prospective followers I met in the real world, I felt a bit curious about her.

    So I decided to check briefly.

    To see what kind of posts Yoon Seol had written in the gallery.

    Since the community was created by my divine power, of course I could pinpoint and check the posts of prospective followers.

    Even if they weren’t official followers and didn’t have nicknames.

    ‘The post was written by that human… Ah, here’s one.’

    I used a tiny bit of divine power.

    And I found the post Yoon Seol had written.

    She had only written one post so far.

    『Title: Admin, just one question. If someone isn’t infected, does killing them not produce Bloodstone? Please answer quickly.』

    …Why would she post something like this?

    Don’t tell me she was planning to kill humans to gather Bloodstones?

    No, it’s too early to jump to conclusions.

    First, I should check the contents of the post.

    『Title: Admin, just one question…』

    ┗Author: NoName

    I killed them, but nothing came out.

    Already on the tenth one, and I haven’t gotten a single Bloodstone.

    ─: ?

    ─: ??

    ─: Are you saying you killed people?

    ─: What the hell is this guy?

    └: Obvious troll. Don’t give attention.

    ─: What a loser desperate for attention.

    ─: lol I dare you to kill me, idiot.

    ─: Who even raised this person?

    Whether she was just someone desperate for attention…

    Or a real killer going around murdering people, I couldn’t tell.

    ‘Either way, she’s not a normal person.’

    I finished checking Yoon Seol’s post and returned to the community main screen.

    Then I saw a new post that mentioned the area I was currently in.

    『Title: If you live near Gwangjin, read this.』

    ┗Author: NoName

    There’s a person in Gwangjin wearing a red helmet and transparent goggles, right?

    If you see them, don’t even look back—just run.

    They’re a psychopathic killer who slaughters everything, infected or human alike.

    Don’t even think about trying to fight.

    I don’t know if they were some kind of special forces, but they slice through infected using just two machetes.

    Not even exaggerating—a good half of the infected in Gwangjin were probably killed by that one person.

    ─: There’s a killer roaming around Gwangjin? That’s terrifying.

    ─: Freaking out over one killer? We’ve got a group of cannibals kidnapping people where I live.

    ─: Still just one person, right? lol

    ─: Once I get a skill here, I’ll take care of her myself.

    ─: This is real. That psycho is scarier than the infected in Gwangjin.

    ─: I’ll take them down.

    ─: From the description, they don’t even have a gun. Why be scared? No matter how strong they are, one bullet is all it takes.

    └: Do you even have a gun?

    └: Yeah, tons.

    └: Share one with me.

    └: stfu

    ─: Have you actually seen this person? Or are you just spreading rumors?

    └[Author]: I witnessed the massacre myself.

    └: Then how are you still alive?

    └[Author]: I was hiding and watching.

    ─: Is there anyone in Gwangjin who doesn’t know about her? Pretty sure the rumors have spread to most people by now.

    └[Author]: I posted this just in case. There are a lot of survivors who avoid contact with others, so maybe some haven’t heard the rumors.

    ─: LOL, she supposedly took out half the zombies in Gwangjin by herself? Come on, that’s too much.

    └: Seriously haha, at least mix in some believable lies if you want people to buy it.

    └[Author]: I’m not lying.

    └[Author]: If you ever have to pass through Gwangjin, be careful.

    ─: I actually met someone with those exact characteristics recently and had a conversation.

    └: Then how are you still alive?

    It seemed the conversation was about Yoon Seol.

    So she wasn’t just an attention-seeking lunatic—she really was a human butcher, going around killing people.

    ‘…If it’s true that she wiped out half the infected in Gwangjin alone, then she’s pretty skilled for a human.’

    Taking down half the infected in an entire district.

    Even if they were just normal infected, it was not something an ordinary human could do easily.

    ‘And since she hasn’t been infected all this time, she must not only be skilled, but cautious too.’

    A highly capable prospective follower—she was starting to look a bit appealing.

    Of course…

    The fact that she went around killing people indiscriminately was a bit of a red flag.

    It would be troublesome if she started slaughtering other prospective followers.

    I’d just need to keep a close eye on her from now on.

    If I judge that she brings me more harm than benefit, I can take action then.

    It wouldn’t be too late.

    ***

    『Title: Anyone in the Dasan area of Namyangju?』

    『Title: I’m glad there’s finally a space to share information.』

    『Title: Could someone spare a little bit of food…?』

    『Title: Ugh, f*ck it, should I just kill myself.』

    『Title: Has anyone tried visiting a military base? I want to find a gun.』

    『Title: When do we get skills!!!』

    Posts kept flooding in.

    As I browsed through the newest ones, I made sure not to forget to absorb the Bloodstones accumulating in the gallery to strengthen my divine power.

    Time passed gradually.

    Before long, I had gathered enough divine power to summon a helper.

    After checking my divine power once more,

    I slowly extended my hand forward.

    “In the name of the god who holds the power of creation, I command thee.”

    With the incantation, I focused my mind,

    And released all the divine power I currently possessed.

    “You, who were born to serve the god.”

    The air around me began to vibrate.

    “Answer the call of me, Exseron.”

    KUUUUUNG—!

    Soon after,

    A brilliant light appeared before me, rising in a glowing circle.

    The light faded shortly afterward.

    And in its place,

    A woman in a pure white uniform knelt before me, head bowed.

    “I greet the great Creator God, Lord Exseron.”

  Chapter 5 : Assistant

    All the divine power I had was completely consumed.

    Along with that, a woman dressed in a white uniform appeared before me.

    “I greet the great Creator God, Exseron.”

    Her appearance was no different from that of a human.

    However, she was, of course, a different race from ordinary humans.

    I slowly looked over the assistant’s appearance and spoke.

    “Hmm. Judging by that uniform… you’re part of the Celestial Army, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, my Lord. It is an honor to serve you.”

    The Celestial Army.

    A noble group of warriors established to carry out the will of God, consisting solely of angels.

    In other words, the assistant summoned before me was of the angelic race.

    “And congratulations on regaining your authority.”

    “Thanks. But I don’t think I’ve heard your name yet.”

    “Ah. My true name is Ariella. In the army, I was called Ella.”

    “Ariella… that’s a nice name.”

    “Thank you. That’s the sixteenth compliment.”

    “Sixteenth?”

    “Yes. This is the sixteenth time you’ve complimented my name, Exseron.”

    “…Have we met before?”

    “Yes. This is our thirty-fifth meeting. Of those, you’ve asked for my name eighteen times. You didn’t compliment it twice.”

    “……”

    Probably.

    She must have been among the many celestial soldiers I greeted and shook hands with briefly when I visited their realm to encourage them.

    “My apologies. I’ll try to remember you from now on.”

    “Thank you.”

    Still kneeling, Ariella bowed her head deeply once again.

    I gestured calmly, giving her permission to rise.

    Ah, by the way—

    The contract with her was established the moment she was summoned.

    Ariella was already bound to serve me for life, unconditionally obedient to any command.

    Once standing, Ariella glanced down at the ground from the rooftop railing, then cautiously asked me:

    “This world has been infected by the virus as well. Is my task to eliminate all the infected?”

    “No. You only need to guard me. Unless I’m in danger, avoid contact with the infected as much as possible. You could end up infected too.”

    I had no intention of entrusting the slaughter of infected to my assistant.

    Even aside from the risk of infection—

    Wiping out the infected wouldn’t fundamentally solve the situation.

    My goal was to create immunity skills and a vaccine.

    To achieve that, I needed to strengthen my divine power, and to do that, I had to absorb bloodstones.

    However—

    Assistants aren’t considered my followers.

    In other words, Ariella couldn’t acquire bloodstones.

    Therefore, eliminating the infected had to be the task of the followers.

    “I do plan to assign you other tasks besides guarding me, but I’ll explain them gradually once we relocate.”

    Before getting into more detail,

    I decided to leave this place for now.

    Yoon Seol would be returning soon.

    The reason for avoiding her was simple.

    As I had mentioned before, until I created the immunity skill, I needed to minimize contact with living beings.

    “I understand. However, Lord Exseron… if I may, might I offer a humble suggestion?”

    “Speak.”

    “Um… I believe it would be best if you covered your face when going out. It could be dangerous otherwise.”

    “Dangerous to go out like this? What exactly do you mean?”

    Was she saying it would be dangerous because I might get exposed to the infection?

    While I was still wondering, Ariella immediately clarified.

    “My apologies. I should have explained better. What I meant is… if Lord Exseron, who possesses the most stunning appearance in the divine realm, walks around with your face fully exposed… the creatures of this world might go blind or suffer cardiac arrest. In short, it’s not you who’s in danger—but them.”

    …What kind of nonsense is that?

    As I was thinking that,

    an old full-length mirror tucked in a corner of the rooftop caught my eye.

    I slowly looked at my reflection in the mirror.

    ‘Now that I think about it, I did regain my divine appearance when I recovered my powers. I’ve been too busy to even glance at a mirror until now.’

    Even when I was human, I didn’t look bad.

    But now that I had regained the face I once lost, it was on a completely different level—perfection beyond comparison.

    I’m not someone who flatters himself easily, but credit where it’s due.

    ‘Still, Ariella’s words are a bit much.’

    It’s just a face.

    No matter how good-looking it is,

    people like Yoon Seol, whom I met just earlier, barely reacted or simply stared in awe—no one went blind or had their heart stop.

    “You’re overdoing the flattery.”

    “I meant every word, sincerely. And there’s another reason as well. It would be blasphemy for the lowly creatures of this lower world to gaze upon your sacred countenance.”

    That reason made a little more sense.

    Not all gods did, but many of them refrained from showing their faces to mortals—for exactly the reason Ariella just mentioned.

    “And so, I humbly ask that you wear this hat to cover your face.”

    With a serious expression, Ariella pulled out a white gat (Korean traditional hat) from subspace.

    It had a long white veil hanging from the brim.

    “To explain the veil attached to the hat—it allows you to see out from the inside, but prevents others from seeing in.”

    Ariella explained as she handed me the hat.

    Well, even without her explanation, I already knew.

    That gat was a favorite accessory of many gods.

    “Thank you. I’ll put it to good use.”

    There was no harm in wearing it.

    It also served as a way to prevent viral infection.

    After all, it protected the eyes, nose, and mouth.

    After putting on the hat, I spoke to Ariella.

    “Then let’s get moving. I don’t have much divine power left, so I can’t fly. I’d like you to carry me, Ella.”

    “May I… dare to lay my hands on your divine body?”

    “I don’t mind.”

    “Thank you… I mean, understood.”

    Ariella immediately lifted me up.

    One arm under my knees, the other supporting my back—the classic “princess carry.”

    I didn’t expect that at all.

    It was quite an embarrassing posture.

    “…Ella. Did you really have to carry me like this?”

    I asked, nestled in her arms.

    Ariella calmly replied.

    “There’s no helping it. I need to spread my wings to fly, so I can’t carry you on my back.”

    “You could fly even without wings, couldn’t you?”

    “This is my first time in this world. It will take time to adjust to the gravity here. So at the moment, flying without wings carries a high risk of crashing.”

    “…I see. Fine, I get it.”

    “Thank you for your understanding. Then, we’ll depart now.”

    Still holding me, Ariella

    revealed and unfolded her hidden wings.

    Five pairs of wings sprouted from her back—

    the mark of a high-ranking angel.

    ***

    ［GRAAAAH!!!］

    SPLAT—!

    The head of an infected creature was launched into the air.

    Blood spurted from its severed neck, and the body collapsed to the ground.

    With that one,

    every infected creature inside the building had been eliminated.

    And the one who accomplished this—

    was a single human named Yoon Seol.

    ‘That took longer than I expected.’

    After wiping the blood off her machete, Yoon Seol glanced around the hallway once before heading toward the stairs.

    ‘That man should still be waiting on the rooftop, right?’

    As she climbed the stairs, the image of a man flickered in Yoon Seol’s mind.

    Just a few dozen minutes ago—

    The man she had encountered on the rooftop of this very building, Cheon Haneul.

    As his face came to mind, Yoon Seol’s heart began to pound violently.

    ‘Cheon Haneul… he looked like he wasn’t even human… I still can’t believe it. Is it even possible for someone to look that perfect?’

    But the man wasn’t special only because of his appearance.

    His aura was strikingly different from anyone else’s.

    And there was a unique scent that lingered faintly around him—something no cologne could replicate.

    ‘I want to see him again. I should hurry up and get back up there.’

    Yoon Seol had always been emotionally indifferent.

    Most feelings to her existed only like faint shadows.

    Especially—

    The feeling of being drawn to someone.

    In other words, emotions related to love didn’t exist in her vocabulary.

    But today—

    While looking at a man, she felt a strange wave stir within her heart.

    It was an emotion she had never experienced before.

    But instinctively, Yoon Seol had a vague sense of what it was: fluttering excitement.

    ***

    On the rooftop—

    Yoon Seol stood still, scanning the area.

    “……”

    The man was gone.

    She searched every corner of the rooftop, but there was no trace of him.

    “Haneul-ssi?”

    She called his name—

    But as expected, there was no response.

    Only a heavy silence filled the space.

    ‘Where did he go? He couldn’t have jumped off… did he leave the building without me noticing?’

    If so, that meant he had rejected her offer.

    Even though he left without saying a word,

    Yoon Seol didn’t feel angry or disappointed.

    Rather, she thought his decision was perfectly reasonable.

    ‘Well, it’s only natural not to trust someone dressed so suspiciously. No wonder he ran without a word.’

    At the very least, she should’ve shown her face.

    That might have helped ease some of his suspicion.

    A small sense of regret crept into Yoon Seol’s heart.

    Ever since the virus spread throughout the world,

    This was the first time she had ever offered to travel with someone,

    so her approach had been clumsy.

    ‘…Still, I’m worried about letting him go like this. It’s dangerous for him to travel alone.’

    After a short deliberation, Yoon Seol made up her mind.

    She would search for him.

    Normally, she would’ve let it go after being rejected.

    But this man—she couldn’t let him go that easily.

    She was concerned for his safety.

    She wanted to see his face again.

    And she also wanted to smell that unique scent one more time.

    With just a few minutes of meeting him, she felt addicted.

    This had to be what people meant by a fated first encounter.

    With that thought, Yoon Seol first posted a message on the Shindo Gallery forum.

    [Title: Looking for someone. Reward offered.]

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    I’m looking for someone in Gwangjin.

    If anyone’s seen a very handsome man, please report it.

    A reward will definitely be given.

    ─: You probably got separated from your group while running from zombies. Hope you find him.

    ─: How the hell are we supposed to find someone with that vague of a description, you crazy woman?

    ─: Please specify what the reward is.

    ─: LOL, I’ll find him first and keep him.

    ─: There’s more than one handsome guy, you know?

    └: But very handsome ones are rare. Especially nowadays.

    ─: We’re posting missing person notices now, huh.

    └: That’s what communities are for.

    After finishing the post,

    Yoon Seol stepped out of the building—

    with Cheon Haneul’s face etched into her mind over and over again.

  Chapter 6 : A Strange World

    [Title: I Saw an Angel!!!]

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    I just witnessed a human with white wings flying through the sky!

    If a human has wings, doesn’t that mean they’re an angel???

    ─: What is this now?

    ─: Idiot.

    ─: You must be having a hard time. Stay strong. Even though we’re trapped in darkness now, the dawn will come someday.

    ─: Is this the mental illness gallery?

    └: Honestly, in a world like this, it’s harder to find people without mental illness.

    └[Original Poster]: No, I’m serious! I really saw it!

    └: Then post a photo for proof.

    └[Original Poster]: They already flew away. I was too shocked to take a picture at the time.

    └: Alright, next delusional liar.

    ─: There’s no evidence, sure, but it’s not completely unbelievable?

    Since the gallery master is supposedly a god, it wouldn’t be weird if angels existed.

    If this person is telling the truth, then maybe it was an angel that descended to this world along with the gallery master.

    └: So this person actually believes the gallery master is a god? Naïve.

    └: And you’re still doubting it?

    If the gallery master isn’t a god, then what is he?

    People like you should be disqualified from being a prospective believer.

    ─: Was the angel male or female?

    └[Original Poster]: I couldn’t see clearly because it was far away, but it looked like a woman.

    And she was holding a man in her arms.

    └: Why was she holding a man?

    └: The angel’s a kidnapper.

    ─: Lol. You can tell who hasn’t used a community site much when they fall for this kind of low-tier bait.

    └: Wow! You must be super experienced with online communities! Amazing!

    ─: What if it’s a mutated infected or something? lol

    └: Can the infected even evolve?

    └: I was just saying stuff.

    ***

    Heaven.

    A world where the celestial army was stationed.

    Through the eyes of God, I had confirmed that it had been completely destroyed—just like the divine realm.

    Heaven was in ruins.

    The celestial army was annihilated.

    There was not a single survivor.

    However…

    That didn’t mean every angel belonging to the celestial army had died.

    There were angels who had left their base and were on dispatch missions in other worlds.

    Ariella, who was summoned as an assistant, was one of them.

    Ariella had gone to search a barren world devoid of life, tasked with confirming whether new life could take root there.

    She explained that she had been carrying out that mission alone.

    “I knew that the divine and celestial realms were destroyed by some kind of virus.”

    Even though she had been isolated in another world,

    Ariella already knew about the virus.

    Apparently,

    The central command of Heaven had issued a directive to all dispatched angels, instructing them not to return under any circumstances and provided information about the virus.

    Ariella also shared other information she knew,

    Though unfortunately, none of it was particularly helpful in our current situation.

    After that,

    We descended back to the surface.

    Flying attracted too much attention, after all.

    This area didn’t seem to have many infected, so walking would be fine.

    “By the way, Exseron, may I ask where we’re headed right now?”

    “We’re on the move to secure shelter for now, but I haven’t set a specific destination.

    I’m planning to settle down in a place with fewer infected.”

    Not just Gwangjin, where we had been earlier,

    but even the area we were in now didn’t have many infected.

    Still, that was only relatively speaking compared to the rest of Seoul.

    I wanted somewhere safer and more peaceful.

    So, I decided to leave Seoul and head for another region.

    “More importantly, it’s time I told you what your role will be. Listen while we walk.”

    “Yes, understood.”

    And so we began to walk, slowly.

    First, I granted Ariella access to the gallery.

    I couldn’t turn an assistant into an ordinary believer, but it was perfectly possible to give her the authority to use and manage the gallery I created.

    So I showed her the gallery.

    And I gradually explained the reason behind the system’s creation and her role within it.

    Ariella’s role was to be the sub-administrator.

    She would manage the gallery in my place, handling detailed tasks like converting the believers’ offerings of Bloodstones into contribution points.

    After I had explained most of it,

    I ordered Ariella to review the notice I had posted.

    She diligently read the notice and then turned her gaze to me.

    “I’ve grasped the general concept of this gallery system. However… there are quite a lot of people making blasphemous remarks in the comments. Are you planning to leave them as they are?”

    “As long as they don’t cross the line, I’m willing to tolerate most comments.”

    “There are many that seem to have crossed the line, though…”

    “You think those crossed the line? The ones under the notice post? I think they’re pretty tame.”

    “…Exseron, your standards seem quite lenient.”

    “And Ella, yours seem pretty strict.”

    It didn’t matter that our standards differed.

    Ariella didn’t have the authority to strip someone of their believer status anyway.

    For now, Ariella had only two disciplinary powers.

    She could hide posts and issue warnings.

    “Can I issue warnings at my own discretion?”

    “Sure. I’ll be the one making the final judgment anyway. You can freely issue warnings to anyone you think is being blasphemous.”

    Receiving a warning didn’t immediately lead to consequences.

    Once a person accumulated three warnings from Ariella, I would then review their posts and comments and judge them personally.

    “But be sure to issue warnings carefully and without letting your emotions sway you. Only issue a second warning if the offense is worse than the first, and a third warning if the offense is more serious than the second.”

    “Understood.”

    Ariella gave a small nod.

    Then she immediately began working with the gallery interface.

    And without rest, she started issuing first warnings to the prospective believers.

    『Title: What the? I just got a warning out of nowhere?』

    『Title: What’s this “1st warning” thing?』

    『Title: Just got warned—anyone else?』

    『Title: What happens if you get a warning?』

    『Title: Instead of giving me a skill, you give me a warning?』

    『Title: What did I even do to get warned?』

    “Ella.”

    “Yes, Exseron.”

    “It’s good that you’re working hard… but for now, write a notice letting people know that you’ve been appointed sub-admin.”

    “Ah. Understood.”

    Ariella stopped her busily moving fingers.

    Then, following my instructions, she wrote a notice.

    『Title: Humans, be sure to read this.』

    ┗Posted by: ◇Ella

    Nice to meet you.

    I am Ella, an angel who serves Exseron.

    I’ve been appointed to help manage this place, so I look forward to working with you.

    Also, all the recent warnings were issued by me.

    If you accumulate three warnings, Exseron will personally judge you, so please be mindful of your words.

    ─: There’s a sub-admin too?

    ─: Huh? When was a sub-admin chosen?

    ─: Whoa. I’d better be careful now.

    ─: Why did I get a warning? Can I get an explanation?

    ─: Gasp! Don’t tell me… was that the angel I saw earlier!?

    ─: The main admin uses formal speech, but why does the sub-admin speak so casually?

    ─: It’d be nice if you explained the reason for the warning too. That way we’d know what not to do.

    ─: Is the sub-admin human? If so, were they chosen from the prospective believers?

    └: She said she’s an angel. Can you not even read this short post properly?

    ─: Is the sub-admin trusted too?

    └: She said she’s an angel. Why are there so many people with reading comprehension problems?

    ─: The sub-admin badge appeared!!!

    └: I’ve been wondering—what do “main admin” and “sub-admin” even mean?

    └: It’s slang based on the badge color next to their username. “Main admin” has an orange badge, “sub-admin” has a blue one.

    └: The badge doesn’t even look like a sticker though.

    ─: Please fix the bug where Bloodstones aren’t dropping. I finally killed a zombie and got nothing. Seriously.

    └: Bug, my ass. You think this is a game?

    └: Bloodstones drop at a random chance.

    └: FFS?

    ***

    We were walking along when—

    “Kyaaaahhh!!!”

    “Sister!!!”

    Just beyond the corner of the building ahead—

    A series of loud, deep-voiced screams echoed.

    We happened to turn the corner just then.

    And the source of the screams came into view.

    Three men were pressed tightly against the wall,

    Trembling in fear.

    Standing threateningly in front of them were five women, and at their feet lay another woman, collapsed on the ground and covered in blood.

    The collapsed woman glared up with fierce eyes.

    “If you even lay a finger on them, I’ll kill you—”

    Before she could finish her sentence—

    Thwack!

    “Kyaaa! Sister!!!”

    “W-What do we do!?”

    One of the standing women kicked her in the face.

    With that single blow, the fallen woman lost consciousness.

    From the looks of it—

    The three men and the unconscious woman were in the same group.

    And it appeared the five rough-looking women had attacked them.

    “Told you we should just share the men nicely. Why’d you have to make a fuss and reject us? Acting all high and mighty.”

    “You can’t even fight. Why’d you jump in? Thought you could take us on alone?”

    “She was just putting on a tough act in front of the guys.”

    “If you’re dragging three men around with you, you should’ve at least given up two of them. Greedy bitch.”

    “Anyway, when was the last time we saw such premium-quality ones, huh? Heh.”

    Slowly pulling down their pants,

    The five women began approaching the men.

    “D-Don’t come any closer!”

    “No… my precious purity…”

    “It’s never going up, so back off!!!”

    As if they had rehearsed it,

    The three men simultaneously covered their groins with both hands.

    Seeing that, Ariella’s face twisted in sheer bewilderment.

    “……”

    She was momentarily speechless and rubbed her eyes.

    Then she narrowed them and stared again at the scene in front of her.

    Clearly shaken by the incomprehensible situation, Ariella rapidly blinked in disbelief.

    “Exseron… that scene, is it… an illusion, perhaps?”

    “It’s real.”

    “……”

  Chapter 7 : Gender

    Come to think of it, I hadn’t explained it to Ariella yet.

    That this place had a different perception of chastity between men and women than a normal world.

    When I quietly informed her of that fact, Ariella looked at the scene in front of her with an expression that said she still found it hard to believe.

    “A world where the ideas of chastity between men and women have been reversed?”

    “I’m not certain, but it seems that way.”

    “…Indeed, it’s a horrifying situation that couldn’t happen otherwise. Even in matriarchal societies with skewed gender ratios, you wouldn’t see scenes like that.”

    It appeared…

    It wasn’t just chastity norms that had been reversed.

    Seeing how three men didn’t even dare to go against five women, the average physical strength between genders must have been reversed as well.

    In short—

    This was a world where men and women had completely swapped roles.

    “But what do we do about those people?”

    “Don’t interfere. It’s an unpleasant sight, but we have no reason to intervene in human affairs.”

    If one of them had been a prospective disciple in trouble, they would’ve stepped in to help.

    Conversely, if the prospective disciple had been one of the attackers, they would’ve stepped in to maintain discipline.

    But none of those involved were prospective disciples.

    That being the case, they were about to ignore it and move on—

    When it happened.

    “Huh? What the hell are those guys over there?”

    “Shit, you scared me. Thought they were zombies or something.”

    “Why are they just standing there staring?”

    The women had spotted them.

    “Hey! You over there! Come here!”

    One of the women shouted.

    She was tall and muscular.

    “Exseron. She’s shouting at us to come over. May I kill her for her insolence?”

    “Ignore it.”

    It wasn’t something worth killing over.

    So they turned away, ready to walk off—

    “These fuckers are straight-up ignoring us?”

    “Didn’t you hear us call you over?”

    Of the five women,

    Two began striding toward them.

    “Well, look at that. They’re just standing there all calm instead of running.”

    “Originally, I was just going to rob them of their food and let them go, but now that they ignored us when we called them—at least one of their arms has to be broken.”

    The two women were now right in front of them.

    Wearing hostile expressions, they leaned in close and glared fiercely at Ariella, who stood there peacefully with her hands behind her back.

    “What’s with this bitch’s hair color? Did she bleach it? Think she’s some kind of celebrity?”

    “She looks foreign. Maybe she just didn’t understand us and stood still? Hey! Hello, motherfucker? You no speak Korean?”

    “Your mouths reek. Back off, humans.”

    “Huh? She can speak Korean?”

    “Guess so. Then why didn’t you come when we called you? You seriously just ignored us, you fucking bitch?”

    Their vulgar mouths matched their rough appearances.

    Ariella frowned.

    “Such vulgar creatures.”

    “What? Vulgar? What the hell’s that mean?”

    “No idea. That foreign-looking bitch is using fancy words. Maybe it’s English or something.”

    While they exchanged dumb remarks, their eyes darted briefly toward the person standing behind Ariella—me.

    “But that one hiding his face with something… he’s a guy, right?”

    “Totally looks like a dude. Why even ask?”

    “Why’s he hiding his face? Is he that fucking ugly or what?”

    “That’s not it, though? Even with his face covered, he gives off a seriously handsome vibe.”

    The women shoved Ariella aside.

    Then they came up to me.

    They drew hidden knives and pressed them against my body, speaking in a threatening tone.

    “Oppa, take off that hat, yeah? Let us see your face.”

    “While you’re at it, take off your pants too.”

    Unless something serious happens,

    I do not harm humans.

    But in cases like this—

    It’s a different story.

    I have no tolerance for those who attempt to harm me.

    “…Exseron. May I kill them?”

    Ariella asked with a twisted expression.

    Her fist clenched tightly.

    She was barely holding back her rage as she awaited my response.

    I gently closed my eyes and replied to her.

    “I permit it.”

    The moment my permission was given—

    The bodies of the two women split vertically.

    Their bisected corpses crashed heavily to the ground.

    “W-What the hell!?”

    “Fuck, what just happened?!”

    “Those bastards must’ve done something! Grab your guns!!!”

    Three women standing a bit farther away.

    They fumbled in panic and pulled out pistols, aiming them at us.

    It seemed they were among the rare types who actually carried guns.

    “Ella.”

    “Yes, Exseron.”

    “The sound of gunfire spreading would be troublesome. Kill them before they can pull the trigger.”

    “Understood.”

    In a single instant—

    Ella vanished from my sight.

    Before the women could even register the surprise in their eyes,

    Ariella had reached behind them at astonishing speed, and without even making the sound of flesh being cut, she sliced their bodies cleanly in two.

    “Eliminated.”

    Ariella reappeared beside me.

    As if nothing had happened—

    By taking care of the five women who had threatened us,

    we had, in turn, naturally ended up saving the three men who were about to be victimized.

    “Th-Thank you.”

    “Thank you for saving us!”

    “Sister, who are you? Are you like a psychic or something?”

    The men, teary-eyed, thanked us profusely.

    We didn’t act with the intent to save them—

    But since we ended up helping them, we accepted their gratitude without much emotion.

    “Really… thank you for saving us…”

    The woman who had fainted was now awake.

    She bowed her head more respectfully than the men, repeatedly expressing her thanks.

    As we suspected—

    That woman and the three men were part of the same group.

    Apparently, they were from the same university club.

    Useless information, really.

    We skipped introductions.

    “Hyung, can you even see anything with that thing on your head? How do you walk around like that? Is it made from some material you can see through?”

    “Sister, can you please tell us what you just did back there? Please?”

    While one of the men was still recovering from the shock—

    The other two were already sparkling with curiosity, constantly asking questions and showing interest in us.

    They were surprisingly mentally tough for humans.

    Even after witnessing someone being split in half and killed in front of them—

    ‘Maybe they’re just careless and stupid.’

    That’s probably it.

    No matter how much we helped them—

    The fact they could so easily approach someone who had just demonstrated a supernatural power and committed murder said it all.

    ‘That woman must’ve had a rough time dealing with them.’

    The other two—

    The woman and one man—kept a cautious distance from us.

    Even if we were their saviors, they still showed signs of wariness.

    Which, of course, was the correct response.

    The other two men were simply… abnormal.

    “Sister, the clothes you’re wearing look so cool! Are you a soldier or something?”

    “Sister, how old are you? We’re twenty-one!”

    They seemed like the kind of people whose heads were completely empty.

    Ariella didn’t bother hiding her expression of contempt, clearly disgusted and repulsed by the men’s behavior.

    “Don’t ask my age. It’s rude to ask a woman that.”

    “Ahaha! Isn’t it rude to ask a man’s age? What’s wrong with asking a woman’s?”

    “This sister is hilarious! But seriously, why are you so good at Korean? Aren’t you a foreigner? Are you a Koreanized foreigner?”

    “Language restrictions are for inferior species.”

    “She said ‘inferior species’! Anyone hearing this would think she’s not even human!”

    “She’s seriously so funny! I thought she’d be all boring and expressionless, but nope.”

    “…”

    “Oh right, come to think of it, we haven’t asked this sister’s name yet.”

    “You’re right! Sister, what’s your name?”

    “I have no obligation to tell you.”

    “What, is telling us your name that hard? Or are you just shy in front of handsome guys?”

    “Totally looks like she’s embarrassed. Fine, we won’t ask about your superpowers anymore, so just tell us your name!”

    “No. And stop calling me sister.”

    “But you look like a sister, so what else are we supposed to call you?”

    “Most women like it when you call them sister, but I guess this one’s just shy. Anyway, how about coming with us from now on?”

    “I refuse.”

    “Huh? It’s not every day you get the chance to hang out with good-looking guys like us, you know? You might never get an offer like this again.”

    “Don’t be so cold, at least think about it before you answer! That hyung can come with us too!”

    “…Haah. Even tolerating this is exhausting. Stop talking to me and get lost. My patience has limits.”

    “Ooh, she told us to get lost? This sister’s got guts!”

    “If you keep acting like that, we might actually leave, you know?”

    The two men kept hitting on her non-stop.

    As Ariella sighed in disgust, the woman who had been tending to the injured man walked over and dragged the two men away.

    “Dohyun, Siwoo. That’s enough. Can’t you see she’s uncomfortable?”

    So their names were Dohyun and Siwoo, huh.

    Not important, so not worth remembering.

    The woman led them a short distance away,

    and for a while they argued in hushed tones.

    Then—

    Once their talk seemed over, the woman came back to us alone.

    “Um… my friends were wondering if they could maybe travel together with you…”

    Her voice was hesitant.

    She already seemed to know the answer would be no.

    She glanced briefly at Ariella, then turned her gaze back to me and finished her request.

    “Would you possibly be willing to join us?”

    “I’m sorry. We don’t have any intention of traveling with others.”

    I replied immediately,

    without even a moment’s hesitation.

    “I see… Understood. I apologize for the unreasonable request.”

    The woman backed off more smoothly than expected.

    From the looks of it—

    She had only asked because the men insisted,

    but she herself didn’t want to travel with us either.

    If she really wanted to come with us,

    she would’ve tried to explain what benefits there’d be in sticking together.

    Even if there weren’t any, she would’ve made something up.

    Well, I couldn’t blame her.

    Even if we had mysterious powers—

    It was risky to travel with people whose identities were completely unknown.

    After all, that power might not protect them…

    It might even turn on them.

    “I’ll try to explain it well to my group. Then, I’ll be going…”

    Just as the woman was about to leave quietly—

    “Hey, you.”

    Ariella called out to her.

    In Ella’s hand was a small medicine bottle.

    “Take this. It’s for your injuries.”

    “Huh? Ah… thank you.”

    The woman, looking a bit bewildered, took the medicine.

    She carefully placed it in her pocket,

    then returned to the men and told them the offer had been rejected.

    Perhaps displeased by that—

    The two men scowled deeply and raised their voices.

    “What!? I told you to try harder! We have to travel with that superpower sister to stay safe!”

    “You saw what she did earlier! Teleporting and killing people! If we want to survive, we have to go with her!”

    Their voices were so loud we could hear them too.

    Ariella, clicking her tongue briefly, muttered to herself in disgust.

    “Filthy trash. They don’t even show concern for someone who got hurt protecting them.”

    Ariella turned her gaze away from them.

    “Exseron. I believe we should move now. Because they’re yelling so much, the infected in the area are all heading this way.”

    “Right. Let’s move.”

    As we were about to leave,

    the men reached out to grab us, but their hands never reached us.

    ［Grrrr…!］

    ［Kraaaak!!!］

    ［Kiiiii!!］

    The infection that appeared out of nowhere blocked the path between us and the men.

    There weren’t many of them, so they weren’t too threatening.

    At this point, those men should be able to escape without harm.

    “What are you all doing! We need to run!”

    The woman, still prioritizing the men, led the group away, avoiding the infected.

    ***

    Ariella and Exseron began moving again in search of shelter.

    Ariella walked beside Exseron, briefly recalling the humans they had just met.

    ‘That woman didn’t seem like she wanted to travel with us… I’m sure the reason is me.’

    The woman must have weighed her options.

    Gaining the strength to protect herself.

    Keeping a hold on the men.

    Between those two choices, she clearly chose the latter, sacrificing safety in order to maintain control.

    This wasn’t just a guess.

    Ariella had seen the anxiety and jealousy on the woman’s face.

    ‘Did she think I might steal the men away from her? Well, it’s understandable to feel that way. Objectively, I am very beautiful.’

    Even in a world where the genders were reversed,

    the value of beauty remained unchanged.

    A group with only one woman.

    If a highly attractive woman joined, it would be natural for her to feel insecure, fearing that all the men would be drawn to her.

    …Ariella thought to herself.

    ‘Well, I don’t care about such insignificant people anyway.’

    She glanced sideways at Exseron.

    ‘More importantly…’

    And then, Ariella too began to feel uneasy.

    ‘If Exseron had revealed his face, that woman would probably have tried to travel with us anyway.’

    This was a world where genders were reversed.

    Even in an ordinary world, if Exseron revealed his face, women would flock to him.

    In this world, it would undoubtedly be even worse.

    ‘In this world, women might be more dangerous than the infected… I need to stay sharp and protect him even more carefully from now on.’

    After realizing this about the world,

    Ariella’s gaze shifted as she looked through the gallery.

    Most of the ones making lewd comments were women.

    These women now seemed like dangerous threats, all of them targeting Exseron’s chastity.

    Title: Aren’t you curious about the gallery manager’s gender?

    ┗Written by: NoName

    First off, the manager claimed to be a god.

    But even if they’re a god, don’t they have a gender?

    Is it a woman or a man?

    ─: Honestly, I’m curious too.

    ─: There’s no known info except the name, so we can’t really guess.

    ─: Exseron sounds like a male name, though. It’s ambiguous.

    ─: Why are you curious about gender?

    ─: Instead of worrying about this, go out and gather bloodstones or food.

    ─: The fact that the announcement was written so stiffly, isn’t that a sign it’s probably a woman?

    └: If it’s stiff, it’s probably a man.

    └: ?

    ─: Exseron isn’t human, so thinking he has a gender like us humans is a narrow-minded view.

    └: But gods in myths usually had genders, didn’t they?

    └: That’s from myths. And besides, Exseron might not even be a god in human form.

    └: If he’s a beast-like god, that’s even better.

    ─: It’s probably a man. I saw an angel earlier, and the silhouette of the person it was holding seemed like a man.

    ─: I hope it’s a man.

    Occasionally, there were posts speculating about Exseron’s true identity.

    Among them, some were curious about his gender.

    Ariella hid all those posts.

  Chapter 8 : Skill (1)

    Before we knew it, night had fallen.

    We found a decent building and went inside.

    Ariella had checked in advance to ensure it was a safe place, free of infected creatures.

    “I’m sorry… it’s because of me…”

    “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it, just get some good rest.”

    Now that I had regained my divine authority and body,

    I could keep moving without rest.

    I didn’t need to eat,

    didn’t need to relieve myself,

    and could go without sleep without any issue.

    Not that I was entirely devoid of desire,

    but if I chose not to indulge, I could easily endure.

    However, the same couldn’t be said for my companion.

    Unlike gods, demigods or beings like angels accumulated fatigue and needed to replenish their energy regularly like normal living beings.

    In short, they required basic physiological needs and rest.

    So this rest—

    It was purely for Ariella’s sake.

    “…Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll close my eyes for a bit. I promise I won’t fall into a deep sleep, so you don’t need to worry.”

    Ariella settled into a corner.

    Leaning against the wall, she slightly lowered her head and closed her eyes.

    Once I confirmed she had fallen asleep,

    I moved a little farther away from her and sat down heavily on the ground.

    Then I checked the gallery for a moment.

    『Title: Hey Admin! When are you giving us skills!!!』

    『Title: So in the end, we’re not getting any skills today, huh.』

    『Title: I’ve built up a ton of contribution points, but there’s nowhere to spend them. Should I just get promoted to an official follower?』

    Even if it was just for show—

    It was about time I created and bestowed some skills.

    If I kept delaying it, there was a risk they’d start losing faith.

    And once they experienced a proper skill,

    the prospective believers would be more motivated to gather Bloodstones in order to gain more.

    I had already enhanced my divine power.

    I had absorbed all the Bloodstones accumulated during the day.

    ‘With this level of divine power… I’ll have to use either my blood or flesh as essential material.’

    Honestly, what I was about to do didn’t quite deserve to be called “creation.”

    With my current divine power, I couldn’t create something from nothing—true creation wasn’t possible.

    So I had to use my own blood and flesh as essential materials.

    I also needed additional materials to craft skills as close as possible to what I envisioned.

    In any case,

    I planned to create two types of skills today.

    One skill with ice-based abilities.

    One skill that enhanced physical strength.

    For the former, I would use half my divine power to create just one.

    For the latter, I would use the remaining half in smaller portions to create several.

    I couldn’t afford to use all my divine power to make a single skill.

    If I did,

    I might create the most powerful skill possible at my current level—

    But only one prospective believer would be able to receive it.

    To distribute skills to multiple followers, it was better to allocate divine power efficiently—

    Even if the skills were lower in quality, the higher quantity was worth it.

    ‘Let’s start with the relatively easier one to make.’

    The first I would attempt was the creation of the strength-enhancing skill.

    Naturally, not just one, but several copies.

    The reason I chose to make multiple of the same type was simple.

    It consumed less divine power than crafting various different skills.

    ‘It’s a simple skill, so even if the creation goes slightly off, it should still be close to what I envisioned.’

    I gently closed my eyes.

    In the end, luck played a big role.

    Hoping I wouldn’t end up with some completely unrelated, useless skill,

    I focused my mind and began slowly drawing out my divine power.

    ***

    One of the many gods of creation in history—

    A being specialized in creating supernatural powers known as “skills.”

    The God of Skill Creation: Exseron.

    Having completed his focus, he reached out his right hand toward the empty space before him.

    Ssssss—

    From the tip of Exseron’s finger,

    his skin split open by sheer will.

    Crimson blood began to flow from the open wound.

    Drip.

    A single drop hit the ground.

    Drip. Drip.

    A second, then a third.

    Blood accumulated, soaking the ground.

    As if it had a will of its own, it moved and spread outward, forming a perfect circle.

    Once the blood circle was complete,

    his wrist split open next.

    Several silver tendons fell out.

    These were the extra materials Exseron chose to create the strength-enhancing skill.

    The tendons gently landed,

    then crawled like worms to the center of the blood circle before stopping.

    The cracks in Exseron’s skin healed instantly.

    ‘…’

    Exseron paused, deep in thought.

    Whether or not to use his own flesh as material.

    The hesitation didn’t last long.

    ‘To create a skill of this level, adding flesh on top of divine blood would be excessive.’

    He decided not to include any flesh.

    There was a risk that the creation could fail altogether.

    A skill unable to withstand excessive materials could easily collapse.

    Even if the probability was low.

    He judged it best to proceed as safely as possible for this first creation.

    ‘Alright, let’s begin fusing the materials.’

    Crunch—!

    Exseron clenched his outstretched arm.

    Then space twisted, and the blood that had formed a circle rose into the air.

    A storm of blood whirled up.

    And soon, it engulfed the tendons at the center.

    The blood that had consumed the tendons began to take on a spherical shape, pulsing in the air like a beating heart.

    Before long—

    A brilliant light burst forth from the sphere.

    The light faded quickly.

    And in its place,

    on the ground below,

    lay a faintly translucent, red stone.

    Silver fibers could be seen faintly within it.

    It was a material known as a Skill Stone.

    ***

    A skill had been created.

    The skill that had formed was a defensive one that hardened the user’s skin like steel.

    ‘Not quite what I had in mind, but this result isn’t bad.’

    Still, it wasn’t a bad outcome.

    At this stage, it was a fairly decent skill.

    The virus from standard infected beings could only be transmitted through saliva or blood, after all.

    With just this skill,

    infection from bites could be prevented.

    Though any saliva or blood on the skin’s surface would still need to be wiped off later for safety.

    ‘This will do. I’ll continue creating the same skill until half of my divine power is spent. Since it’s a defensive skill, it should be useful for more than just infection prevention.’

    After that,

    I created a total of ten Skill Stones.

    There were no complications, and all ten turned out identical.

    A Skill Stone—

    A stone imbued with the power of a skill.

    It was a material designed to allow easier acquisition of skills.

    The usage was extremely simple.

    If someone qualified to use it held it and applied a bit of pressure, it would break easily and be absorbed instantly.

    Of course, things worked differently for believers.

    The Skill Stones would be stored in the Gallery, and the moment a believer purchased one, it would be used immediately.

    As a side note—

    These Skill Stones couldn’t be used by Ariella, or even by me.

    They were skills created exclusively for believers and prospective followers.

    ‘Alright, I should go ahead and upload these to the Gallery.’

    Before creating the skill with ice-based abilities,

    I decided to first upload all the newly created Skill Stones to the Gallery.

    I chose to sell them via auction.

    Honestly, I wouldn’t be at a loss even if I gave them away for free.

    Bloodstones offered by believers were already mine, and even if they used the contribution points I gave in return, it didn’t cost me anything.

    Still, giving them out for free felt unfair.

    Naturally, those who offered more Bloodstones and accumulated more contribution points should get the first chance to acquire skills.

    And conversely, those who hadn’t offered any didn’t need to be given a chance at all.

    For that reason—

    I set the minimum bid at 1 contribution point.

    Skills wouldn’t be given away for free, but as long as someone had even 1 point, they could have a shot at obtaining a skill.

    To reiterate—

    Contribution points held no value for me, so it didn’t matter how much the skills sold for.

    Whether they went for 1 point or 100 points—

    Even if it was a skill that had consumed a vast amount of divine power to create.

    ‘Good. All 10 have been registered.

    Auction tab of the Believer Gallery.

    The registration of 10 Steel Skin Skill Stones was complete.

    『Skill Auction』

    【Steel Skin】

    ━ Personal skill exclusive to believers and prospective believers.

    ━ When you loudly shout “Harden!”, the user’s skin becomes as hard as steel for 10 seconds.

    <Minimum Bid: 1 Contribution Point>

    <Current Bid: None><Bidder: None>

    ●Time Remaining Until Auction Ends: 00:04:59

    ─: Oh! A skill just popped up!!!

    ─: It’s finally here.

    ─: Is this a good ability?

    ─: Can’t buy it… I have no contribution points. ㅠㅠ

    ─: Can someone who wins it post a video proof using the skill?

    ─: When did the auction tab get added?

    ─: Wait, weren’t skills supposed to be fairly distributed to those who offered bloodstones?

    └: Go read the announcement again. It clearly says skills can be bought using contribution points.

    ─: I thought they’d be handed out randomly to those with contribution points.

    └: Random? Use your common sense, man.

    └: Looks like this person didn’t read the announcement properly either.

    └: Probably a lot of people skimmed it because it was long.

    ─: Can this skill be applied to just a specific body part?

    └: If that’s possible, then this skill should definitely be handed over to the guys.

    └: Viagra skill, lol.

    ─: “Harden!” What kind of bullshit is this, seriously.

    ─: Hahaha “Harden!!!”

    ─: Who came up with such a dumbass skill?

    ─: Actually, this is way better than I expected.

    ─: The skill incantation is so cringe.

    ─: If it weren’t for that “Harden!” part, I’d have bid a hundred million contribution points.

    ─: Is there no cooldown?

    └: Seems like there isn’t?

    └: If there’s no cooldown, isn’t this actually an insanely good skill?

    └: Yeah but every 10 seconds you have to yell “Harden!” like a dumbass, so what’s the point.

    ─: Hold on, they never said anything about it being an auction??

    └: They never said it wouldn’t be an auction either.

    └: Isn’t an auction better? If you’re lucky, you might get a good skill for cheap.

  Chapter 9 : Skill (2)

    All ten skill stones were registered.

    However, the auction would not proceed all at once.

    I had set it so that they would be put up for sale one at a time, sequentially.

    The minimum bid was 1 point of contribution.

    If no one placed a bid and the item was unsold, I planned to randomly grant it to one of the prospective followers who wanted the skill.

    As long as they wanted it, there would be no exceptions.

    Even those who hadn’t accumulated any contribution points would be given a chance.

    It wasn’t that they were being denied the opportunity to obtain skills—only that they weren’t allowed to buy them.

    To take even that chance away would be too cruel.

    Even if someone was currently a useless human being who couldn’t defeat a single infected creature, there was still a slim chance they could become competent through acquiring and using a skill properly.

    It would be a waste to simply discard unsold skill stones.

    Also, this time I had prohibited duplicate purchases.

    Since the [Steel Skin] skill stone couldn’t be used more than once, it would be pointless for a single prospective follower to buy multiple copies of the same skill.

    That would only lead to wasted contribution points.

    Not that I was worried about their points being wasted—

    This was simply to prevent the skill stones from being needlessly consumed, and to give more followers a chance to acquire skills.

    ‘Looks like the prospective followers are starting to place their bids.’

    Taking a break,

    I watched the auction progress at a relaxed pace.

    ***

    [Skill Auction]

    [Steel Skin]

    — Personal skill exclusive to followers/prospective followers.

    — When shouting “Solid!” loudly, the user’s skin hardens like steel for 10 seconds.

    <Minimum Bid: 1 Contribution Point>

    <Current Bid: 15 Contribution Points>

    <Bidder: NoName>

    ● Time Remaining Until Auction Ends: 00:02:33

    ※ If a bid is placed with less than 30 seconds remaining, the auction time is extended by 30 seconds.

    —: Whoa, it’s already up to 15 points.

    —: How does the current bidder have so many contribution points? Are they using a bug or something?

    —: I wonder how much it’ll sell for.

    —: The comment section is popping off.

    —: If you’re not gonna buy, don’t comment. Just leave.

    —: I wanna buy it too…

    —: Stop raising the bid already. Let’s share things fairly, come on.

    └: What the hell are you saying, idiot?

    —: It’s getting too expensive.

    —: Who keeps bidding it up, damn it.

    —: I give up on this one.

    —: Honestly, I don’t think this skill is worth that much contribution.

    └: No way. Even if it costs 100 points, it’s a must-have.

    ***

    Auction Ended

    <Final Price: 17 Contribution Points>

    <Winner: NoName>

    ※ The second auction will begin shortly.

    ※ Winning bidders cannot participate in the next auction.

    ***

    The first auction had concluded.

    The final bid was 17 contribution points.

    Naturally, the winner’s name was “NoName.”

    Prospective followers couldn’t set nicknames.

    Of course,

    Even without a nickname, I could identify who the winner was.

    Their face was familiar.

    A human named Yoon Seol.

    It was the prospective follower I had run into earlier that day.

    ‘So the first winner was Yoon Seol. Well, she did seem pretty capable for a human, so I guess she’d racked up a lot of contribution points.’

    Just as I confirmed the winner,

    The second auction immediately began.

    Unlike the first auction,

    The bidding for the second one was slower, and in the end, it was sold at a lower price.

    ● Auction Ended

    <Final Price: 16 Contribution Points>

    <Winner: NoName>

    —: It’s the same skill again.

    —: This time it went for 16 points.

    —: Only the strong survive here, huh…

    —: How did they even manage to build up that many contribution points?

    └: They probably hunted infected creatures, mined bloodstones, and offered them.

    —: If someone has that much contribution, that means they’ve taken down at least sixteen zombies. There are more impressive people out there than I thought.

    └: For real, are the auction winners even human?

    └: Can one person even hunt that many infected in a single day?

    └: Maybe they weren’t alone.

    └: They could’ve worked together in groups and funneled all the bloodstones to one person.

    After the second auction ended,

    The third one began immediately.

    And five minutes later, the third auction ended as well.

    ● Auction Ended

    <Final Price: 7 Contribution Points>

    <Winner: NoName>

    —: Same skill over and over again.

    —: ?? The final price dropped sharply all of a sudden?

    └: Looks like the previous winners were bidding against each other, which drove the price up.

    └: So including the current winner, it was just three people competing.

    └: This one got it cheap because two of the others were out.

    └: Honestly, I still think 7 points is overpriced.

    After the third auction,

    The fourth and fifth auctions continued in rapid succession.

    Time passed like that.

    Eventually, the tenth auction arrived.

    ● Auction Ended

    <Unsold>

    The final auction went unsold.

    Not a single person placed a bid.

    —: Unsold?

    —: ???

    —: Huh? So what happens now?

    └: Go read the updated notice.

    └: Ugh, just tell me, you jerk.

    └: It says if no one bids, the unsold skill will be randomly given to a prospective follower who wants it.

    └: Ah, thanks.

    —: Why did it go unsold though? Were there only nine people with contribution points?

    └: That can’t be. Just looking at the bloodstone verification posts, there’s way more than ten.

    └: Maybe no one wanted that skill anymore.

    —: I never thought something would go unsold.

    —: Seriously? No one placed a bid??

    —: Maybe everyone was trying to save their contribution points.

    └: Why would they save them? This was the final auction, and no one knows when the next skill will be put up.

    └: Didn’t you read the new notice? This was the last auction for the Steel Skin skill, and it said a better skill will be put up soon.

    └: For real?

    └: The people with contribution points must’ve all seen the notice.

    └: Figures. The people who go around hunting zombies and mining bloodstones are just built different. They were constantly checking the announcements.

    —: I hope the next skill is something cool.

    —: So the Steel Skin skill was just a teaser.

    └: The nine people who won earlier must be crying, lol.

    └: The ones who won in the beginning probably don’t feel too bad. They didn’t know the same skill would be auctioned off ten times. They probably saved some contribution in case a better one appeared.

    —: There’s going to be a better skill than Steel Skin in today’s auction? Ugh, this is annoying. They should’ve posted that important info earlier.

    └: Haha, did you spend a ton of contribution points to win the Steel Skin skill?

    └: Nah, I didn’t even get to bid. I had zero contribution.

    └: ?

    —: Please, give me the unsold skill. Please. I really can’t do anything on my own. If you give me the skill, I promise I’ll get stronger and go help others like me. Please, I’m begging you. Please, please, please.

    └: Don’t lie. The ones who can’t do anything on their own are already dead and gone.

    As I said before,

    The unsold skill would be given to one of the prospective followers.

    And right now,

    A small screen would have appeared over the gallery window the prospective followers were looking at,

    Asking if they wanted to participate in the draw for the unsold skill.

    The participation period was set to 12 hours.

    It was a time frame chosen to consider those who didn’t check the gallery often or might be sleeping.

    ‘Come to think of it, I didn’t show the same consideration when the auction started. It began suddenly, and the time limit was short.’

    That part would be gradually improved later on.

    ***

    『Title: Posting a Video of Me Solo-Hunting Multiple Infected Using the Steel Skin Skill!』

    ┗Author: NoName

    [Video]

    ┃

    ┃

    ┃

    / A woman enters an alleyway, glancing around while holding a kitchen knife. /

    / She spots five infected and hesitates for a moment before mustering her courage and charging at them. /

    / The woman shouts “Hard!” loudly. /

    / The infected swarm her, but no matter how much they struggle, they can’t leave a single scratch on her body, now as hard as steel. /

    / She continues yelling “Hard!” while relentlessly stabbing the infected one by one with her kitchen knife. /

    / After a long and fierce struggle, she successfully defeats all the infected. The video ends. /

    ┃

    ┃

    ┃

    Getting Steel Skin changed my life!

    Exseron sir, I sincerely thank you!!

    I will serve you for life!!!

    Until the next skill is up for auction, I’ll work hard to gather contribution points!!!!!

    Smooch smooch!!!

    ─: Wow. She took down five of them by herself.

    ─: She’s just stubbornly grinding her way through them.

    ─: Is she a tank or what lol

    ─: Seeing it like this, it actually looks pretty good? I should’ve bid. I doubt I’ll be able to afford the skill coming up later anyway.

    └: Skills get better over time. Don’t waste your contribution points—saving up is the smart move. Patience always wins.

    └: You’ll probably die while trying to be patient though.

    ─: Damn, she’s soloing like crazy.

    ─: Everyone, please note—I told you this skill was good.

    ─: Even with a skill, charging into that kind of crowd alone? She’s seriously brave.

    ─: Be sure to wash everything off your body. That’s the only way to stay safe from infection.

    ─: What was that kiss smooch thing at the end, you little freak? Wanna die?

    ─: She was shouting “Hard!” every ten seconds. Ridiculous.

    ─: Does she have a tic disorder or something?

    ─: LOL, the way she uses the skill is hilarious.

    ─: Hahahahaha

    ─: Her skin color doesn’t even change.

    ─: It’s kind of grotesque.

    ─: I don’t want to go that far just to survive. There’s such a thing as human dignity.

    └: Then die.

    └: “Human dignity” my ass.

    ─: Her knife skills are awful, but she makes up for it with raw strength and the skill.

    ─: That was badass.

    ─: Honestly, with this skill, doesn’t it mean she’s basically immortal now? She’s almost immune to infection too, right?

    └: Only if the infected don’t get any stronger.

    ─: Earth is now ruled by the “Hard Hard Hard” gang!

    └: Hard!!

    └: Hard!!!

    └: Hard peepee.

  Chapter 10 : Skill (3)

    The moon rose alone in the night sky.

    I took a brief rest, gazing at it through the window.

    Afterwards.

    I ended my rest and trudged back to my seat to create another skill.

    This time, the skill I intended to create would possess ice-based powers, and I planned to consume every last bit of my remaining divine power to craft it.

    I also intended to use even more blood and parts of my flesh as materials than before.

    The extra materials were already prepared.

    A pistol I had taken when I killed those women earlier.

    A pure chunk of ice that Ariella had made for me using her ice ability.

    Just those two.

    The reasons for choosing each material were simple.

    The reason for the ice:

    If I focused on ice during the conceptual stage and even used real ice as a material, it would greatly increase the chance of creating a skill related to freezing.

    The reason for the pistol:

    The pistol is a human weapon with relatively strong lethality, so I judged that a more destructive skill could be created with it.

    The skill I intended to forge from the combination of these two: a skill that could summon a pistol capable of firing endless ice bullets without the need for reloading.

    No need to adapt to the skill.

    Something anyone could use easily and conveniently.

    Ah, for reference—

    I still can’t create an immunity skill.

    It’s not something that can be created with ordinary divine power.

    To create an immunity skill strong enough to block an unprecedented virus capable of infecting even gods, a much higher level of divine power would be required.

    “Well then, shall I begin again?”

    I plopped down onto the floor.

    Then, after calming my mind,

    I stretched out my arm and let blood flow freely from the palm of my hand.

    It was far more blood than what I used when I created the Steel Skin skill.

    Next—

    Chunks of flesh fell from my palm with a wet splat.

    Plop—!

    The flesh, separated from my body, was swallowed by the puddle of blood.

    On top of it,

    I carefully placed the chunk of ice.

    Then, I gently set the pistol down as well.

    Squeeze.

    I clenched my hand, closed my eyes, and focused my will.

    Visualizing the exact form of the skill I wanted.

    Sssss—

    The surrounding temperature dropped rapidly.

    Moisture in the air froze, frost bloomed along the walls, and the entire building shook as dust and pebbles fell from the ceiling.

    The trembling of the space was a good sign.

    It was proof that a powerful skill was being created.

    The shaking that had continued for some time gradually faded.

    And at that moment—

    Blood and flesh.

    The pistol and ice.

    All the materials merged together to form a dark blue sphere.

    Frost that had spread inside the building scattered like cherry blossoms and was absorbed into the orb.

    Then—

    A blue light exploded silently, magnificently.

    A dazzling flash filled the space in an instant.

    That mysterious light completely engulfed the area around me.

    Moments later,

    The light slowly faded, as if exhaling its last breath.

    Its faint blue afterglow melted beautifully into the darkness.

    ‘…I feel a little dizzy.’

    I took a deep breath.

    Barely clinging to the remnants of my fading consciousness.

    Then I slowly lifted my head and looked ahead.

    On the ground, there was only a single blue stone left.

    A stone with a large ice crystal embedded in it.

    A skill stone.

    ***

    『Skill Auction』

    【Frost Enforcer】

    ━ Grants the ability to summon a special pistol that fires “Freeze Bullets.”

    The special pistol can be summoned and dismissed at will by the user, and Freeze Bullets can be used infinitely without reloading.

    ━ Targets hit by Freeze Bullets will instantly freeze solid.

    However, against entities of a certain level or higher, the effect of Freeze Bullets may be halved or nullified.

    ━ Freeze Bullets only affect living beings.

    ━ To destroy a frozen enemy, hit them with another Freeze Bullet.

    To undo the freezing, strike the frozen enemy three times with the special pistol.

    <Minimum Bid: 1 Contribution Point>

    <Current Bid: 29 Contribution Points>

    <Bidder: NoName>

    ● Time remaining until auction ends: 00:28:42

    ※ If a bid is placed with less than 30 seconds remaining, 30 seconds will be added to the auction time.

    ─: Oh. That went up faster than I expected.

    ─: BROKEN skill alert!!!

    ─: You can shoot infinitely? This is seriously OP.

    ─: Not even close compared to previous skills.

    ─: This one’s worth buying.

    ─: Stop raising the price, you damn vultures!!!

    ─: Ugh. Like candy behind glass.

    ─: Is there only one of these up for auction? ㅠㅠ

    ─: This is practically a one-shot kill skill.

    ─: Can the people who won the Steel Skin skill participate too?

    └: Yeah.

    ─: So even if you get hit by the bullet and freeze, it doesn’t kill you?

    └: Seems like it just puts you in a near-death state.

    ─: Can you freeze just specific parts of the body? That would make this skill insanely OP. Hehehe.

    └: Hehehe, what the hell is wrong with you? You’re disgusting.

    ─: Could someone who buys this skill please give it to me?

    └: Beggars, please go away.

    ─: What does it mean that it doesn’t work on beings with a “higher existence level”?

    └: Just take it as: it won’t work on creatures with high ice resistance.

    └: Ice resistance, my ass. Is this guy playing a game all by himself?

    ─: A skill this good still has a minimum bid of only 1 contribution point, huh.

    └: Will it stay like this? Then maybe I could get a good skill later with just 1 point if I’m lucky.

    ─: Someone with a ton of contribution points will definitely win this one.

    └: Seriously, this isn’t fair.

    └: Excellon, awaken!!! Distribute skills fairly!!!

    └: What about people who haven’t earned much contribution? ㅠ

    └: Give us a chance too!!!

    └: What’s wrong with these people? Isn’t it only fair that those with more contribution get better skills?

    └: LOL, all the people in these replies are clearly doomed to fall behind.

    ─: Look how fast the bid is going up. Whoa.

    ─: Damn it. How high is this gonna go?

    ─: Ugh… I’m giving up. Not enough contribution points. Should’ve just bid on Steel Skin instead.

    ─: I want this skill so bad…

    ─: Seriously though, how the hell did someone rack up that much contribution?

    ─: I bet some group is funneling points to one person or something.

    ─: Are there any male summon skills available?

    ─: Day 1 of praying for a TS (gender-swap) skill.

    ─: I’m not even asking for super OP stuff. Can we just get a bunch of decent skills in the auction? That way more people could get skills and survive.

    └: Put that in the suggestions tab.

    └: There is no suggestions tab.

    └: Then tough luck, b**ch.

    ─: Whoever gets this skill probably already has Steel Skin, so they’ll have both defense and offense now.

    └: Why are you assuming they already have Steel Skin?

    └: Someone with that much contribution probably already won it.

    ─: I wanna f**k.

    ─: It’d be nice if survival-type skills were added too. Like one that lets you build a shelter or generate food.

    ─: What’s the tier of this skill, anyway?

    └: Wait, there are skill tiers?

    └: Are there not?

    └: I was asking, you idiot.

    ***

    The auction was set to last for 30 minutes.

    And in less than two minutes…

    The bid was already nearing 30 contribution points.

    Just as expected, it was extremely popular.

    Long-range attack skills are desirable for everyone.

    Especially one like this, where if you just hit, you can neutralize your opponent.

    From the description, you can guess:

    The first bullet from Frost Enforcer is for restraint.

    While the target is frozen, the second bullet is what actually kills them.

    ‘Glad it came out exactly how I envisioned it.’

    With a skill like this,

    At this point in time, where no evolved beings exist, it’s basically the strongest skill out there.

    You could safely and easily hunt normal infected,

    without getting close,

    and without worrying about running out of bullets.

    Because of that—

    The person who gets Frost Enforcer will massively outpace other prospective believers in contribution score.

    ─: Already passed 50 points.

    ─: LOL, this is basically a private league now.

    ─: Admin, check the bidders. They might be abusing a contribution bug.

    ─: I wonder what kind of people have racked up so many points?

    └: Probably ex-special forces or NIS agents.

    └: Definitely not just regular folks.

    ***

    Ten minutes passed since the auction started.

    Then 20 minutes… 30 minutes…

    And after a fierce battle—

    The auction for Frost Enforcer came to an end.

    The final winning bid was a whopping 75 contribution points.

    ─: 75 points… damn.

    ─: There weren’t any new bids after the 5-minute mark. Did the other person give up?

    └: Probably because no one had more than 75 points. No way someone would back out voluntarily.

    ─: Thank you. I’ll make good use of the skill.

    └: ?

    └: Wait… was that you who won it?

    └: Who even are you?

    └: How did you rack up that much contribution? Please share your secret!

    └: Damn, you must be good. Wanna team up with me?

    └: “Let’s party,” my ass. This isn’t a game.

    └: Guys, stop taking the bait.

    └: Please give up the skill… I might die without one. ㅠㅠ

    The commenter wasn’t the real winner.

    Just a troll post.

    The person who actually won Frost Enforcer was the same one who won the very first auction—Yoon Seol.

    ***

    A narrow alley in Gwangjin, Seoul, South Korea.

    Yoon Seol, who had obtained Frost Enforcer, summoned the special pistol.

    She slowly traced her fingers along the cold metal surface of the gun,

    Then turned her gaze in one direction.

    Where she looked—

    There was a woman crouched tightly against the wall, trembling in fear.

    Yoon Seol quietly aimed the barrel at her.

    “P-please… don’t…”

    As the plea hung in the air—

    Bang.

    A Freeze Bullet was fired.

    “…H-huh?”

    The woman who got hit—

    Froze completely in an instant.

    Like a perfectly sculpted ice statue.

    Yoon Seol stared at the frozen woman for a moment.

    Then, without firing a second bullet,

    She calmly walked away,

    Leaving the gleaming ice sculpture behind.

  Chapter 11 : Drawing Lots

    Dawn passed, and morning arrived.

    I spent the entire night with my eyes open.

    This body has no problem functioning without sleep.

    Of course, once I find a safe place to stay, I plan to rest.

    I actually enjoy sleeping.

    Just because I don’t need sleep doesn’t mean I lack the desire for it.

    To me, sleep is—

    Much like indulging in a hobby.

    Unnecessary, yet a pleasurable craving.

    “…Um, I’m awake now, Lord Exseron.”

    Ariella had just woken up.

    Unlike ordinary humans,

    She showed no signs of fatigue even moments after waking.

    Her face was completely refreshed.

    Having had enough rest, Ariella looked full of life.

    “I’m sorry for making you wait.”

    “As I said yesterday, there’s no need to apologize. Unlike us gods, you need sleep. It can’t be helped.”

    “Thank you for your understanding.”

    “More importantly, eat first. You need a full stomach to travel without issue.”

    “That’s alright. I’m just a lowly servant—I can’t possibly waste your valuable time just to satisfy my hunger. Skipping breakfast won’t hinder me at all, so we can depart right away.”

    “You’re being unnecessarily reserved. Don’t make me say it twice. Just eat. That’s an order, not a suggestion.”

    “Ah, understood. My apologies.”

    Ariella bowed her head politely in apology.

    She glanced at me for a moment, then pulled out a food pack from her subspace storage.

    A white square packet—

    It was an emergency ration from the Celestial Army.

    She had plenty of rations stocked up due to being on a dispatch mission.

    Ariella hesitated for a moment,

    Then cautiously took out another emergency ration from the storage.

    “Um… perhaps you would like to have one as well, Lord Exseron…”

    She offered the ration to me with a respectful demeanor.

    Of course, she knew.

    Gods don’t need to eat.

    That said, gods still possess appetites.

    They enjoy tasty food.

    But that’s clearly not why she offered it.

    Celestial Army rations have very plain flavors.

    Gods don’t bother eating bland food—or even average-tasting food—

    Because they don’t eat to satisfy hunger like living beings do.

    Still, I had a good idea why Ariella handed me the ration.

    She probably felt awkward about eating alone in front of me.

    I considered declining,

    But chose to be considerate and accepted the ration in silence.

    “Very well. I’ll eat one too.”

    “Yes. Here you go. These days, Celestial rations taste much better than they used to, so you can look forward to it.”

    She had said there were plenty of rations,

    So one for me wouldn’t hurt.

    Even if they ran out, I could always create more using my skills later.

    “Well then, enjoy your meal.”

    “Mm.”

    Ariella didn’t start eating right away.

    She stared intently at my hands, waiting for me to take the first bite.

    Noticing this,

    I opened the packet first.

    Inside was a round-shaped bread.

    I grabbed one and popped it into my mouth.

    Savoring it—

    It wasn’t bad for something meant as emergency food.

    Not tasty enough to be considered good, but acceptable.

    “It certainly tastes better than it did in the past.”

    “I’m glad it suits your taste.”

    Only then did Ariella tear open her packet and grab several pieces of bread.

    Was she trying to avoid finishing after me?

    She stuffed multiple pieces of bread into her mouth at once.

    Munch munch.

    Her cheeks puffed out like a chipmunk.

    The way she ate so aggressively was quite amusing.

    “Don’t eat so sloppily. Take your time. That’s an order.”

    “Mmph… Understood…!”

    Only after I gave the order,

    Did Ariella begin eating more slowly and properly.

    As I continued my meal, I checked the posts that had gone up on the gallery.

    [Title: Bold Statement.]

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    Honestly, in a world where laws have vanished, aren’t women scarier than the infected?

    They pounce on any guy like they’re in heat or something.

    ─: Don’t generalize.

    ─: Not all women are like that.

    ─: Are you a guy? Where are you right now?

    ─: You’re a guy? If so, tell me your location. I’ll protect you. I’m not like other women, so it’s okay.

    └: People like her are the most dangerous.

    ─: I’m a woman, and I totally agree with this post. There are way too many women acting like they’re in heat.

    ─: The women I hang out with are all really classy though. lol

    ─: Sounds like you’ve only met the weird ones.

    ─: There are decent women out there. Not many, but they exist.

    ***

    『Title: Why the Harden Skill Is Broken』

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    I just tested it—it can even deflect bullets. lol

    ─: For real? It can block bullets?

    └[Author]: Yeah, it handles them like a champ. lol

    ─: How did you even test that?

    └[Author]: What do you mean how? I got shot on purpose. lol

    └: Wait, you have a gun? You really shot yourself with it?

    └[Author]: Nah, ran into some raider scum earlier. They had guns. lol

    ─: What exactly is the Harden skill?

    └[Author]: Iron Skin. lol

    ─: Earth will be ruled by us Harden bros!

    └: Harden!!!

    └[Author]: Harden!

    └: Harden!

    └: Y’all need to stop flexing with that weak-ass skill.

    ***

    『Title: Should I Apply to Become an Official Follower?』

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    Just need to build up a little more contribution to be eligible.

    Should I go for the promotion or not?

    For the record, I already won the Iron Skin skill.

    ─: Go for it. You’ll be the first official follower ever.

    ─: Save your points for more skills instead.

    ─: What’s the benefit of being an official follower?

    └: There are skills only official followers can use. If one goes up for auction, non-officials probably can’t even bid.

    └: Oh, so if you’re the only official follower when that happens, you could snag it for just 1 contribution point.

    ─: I’m the only one without any contribution…

    ─: Is there no kind of review? Can you just apply and get promoted instantly?

    ─: If it were me, I’d 100% go for it. Being the first at anything is meaningful.

    └: Then you do it.

    └: Can’t. Got zero contribution.

    ─: Wait, you already have 100 points?

    └: There’s also a promotion option that costs 50 points.

    └: Oh, you’re right. What’s the difference between the two?

    └: No clue.

    ─: Just apply. You might get an honorary reward for being the first official follower.

    ─: This post is bait, lol. Pretty sure this guy has 0 points.

    ─: Hey, are you part of a group?

    └[Author]: Nope, solo player.

    └: You got that much contribution all by yourself? That’s incredible.

    └[Author]: Not really. Anyone can do it as long as they’ve got a gun.

    ─: You own a gun? If you’ve got extras, could you please spare me one? Pretty please?

    └[Author]: Drop your address. I can send a bullet straight to your head.

    ***

    After reading through some recent posts on the gallery in detail,

    I decided to make one myself,

    Just to encourage the prospective followers.

    Once in a while, it’s not bad to post something casual and engage with the followers.

    Unlike my usual stiff notices,

    I used a softer tone and wrapped the post up quickly.

    ***

    『Title: Good morning, prospective followers.』

    ┗Posted by: ◆Exseron

    Hope none of you die today. Let’s go, let’s get it. ^^

    ─: ?

    ─: It’s not a good morning.

    ─: Thought it was a notice, but it’s just a shitpost.

    ─: What the hell is this?

    ─: “Let’s get it,” lmao

    ─: Why’s your tone kinda cute now? Exseron, are you a dude?

    ─: What’s with the smiley eyes?

    ─: Why do you always use honorifics with us? The other admin speaks in plain speech right away.

    ─: Exseron’s kinda adorable.

    ─: Exseron, are you a man or a woman? Please tell us.

    ─: I don’t care about your gender, but I am curious what you look like.

    ─: Are there any skills going up today?

    ─: That cheer actually gave me a bit of strength.

    ─: So you post more than just notices, huh.

    └: Even replied to comments yesterday.

    ***

    The auction for the 10th Iron Skin skill failed again.

    12 hours later,

    It was time for the lottery.

    I hadn’t really planned out a method—

    But a simple one came to mind.

    “There’s no need for a complicated method… let’s just go with this.”

    The winner of the failed skill auction would be—

    The last person to post on the gallery exactly 12 hours after the auction failure.

    ***

    『Title: Can someone spare some food?』

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    I’m almost out of food I had stored up at home…

    Could anyone share some, please? ㅠㅠ

    ─: Nope.

    ─: Idiot.

    ─: Go get it yourself.

    ─: You should just die.

    ─: How about you try finding some on your own for once?

    ─: If human meat’s okay, leave a comment.

    ─: These begging posts just keep coming.

    └: Wouldn’t be surprised if every one of them was posted by this same chick. The writing style’s always the same.

    ***

    Just in one day—

    She had posted 30 begging threads.

    And made 460 comments and replies asking for handouts.

    And she was the lucky recipient

    Of the 10th Iron Skin skill.

  Chapter 12 : A woman consumed by fire

    An apartment somewhere in Seoul, South Korea.

    A woman stood in the living room of her home, staring into a full-length mirror.

    In the reflection stood a woman with a horrifying appearance.

    Her body was covered in grotesque burn scars that made one instinctively grimace.

    It was the cruel price she had paid after being caught in a fire during her high school years.

    Though she had barely managed to survive,

    the burn scars that remained on her body were like a cursed tattoo that would never fade.

    The monstrous figure reflected in the mirror had completely ruined her life.

    After becoming like this,

    she could only feel two emotions from the gazes of others: pity and disgust.

    Naturally, her relationships with others crumbled.

    Her entire family had died.

    Her friends stopped contacting her, one by one.

    And due to her horrifying appearance, she never formed a single new relationship.

    Even after becoming an adult, nothing changed.

    Even when the world was overtaken by an unknown virus, it was the same.

    No—

    life became even harsher.

    There were more people who openly showed their disgust,

    and countless others attacked her, mistaking her for an infected.

    Even in a world heading toward ruin,

    she remained, as always, an outcast.

    Even among survivor groups, she was rejected.

    Even when she explained she wasn’t infected, she was treated as a potential threat and driven away just because of her repulsive appearance.

    One day, she had worked up the courage to leave her home and look for food,

    only to be hurt once again and retreat to her room.

    Fortunately, she had managed to get some food.

    She had survived for a long time by rationing it carefully—

    eating just enough to avoid starvation.

    And as she did so, she simply waited for the day she would die.

    She had decided that when the food ran out, she would accept her fate.

    She no longer had the courage to go out again and search for food.

    The number of infected had increased since before,

    and even if she did go out, no survivor would help her,

    nor did she have the confidence to accomplish anything on her own.

    Her body was alarmingly petite compared to others.

    On top of that, she had a congenital heart condition, and her bronchial tubes were damaged from the fire, so she couldn’t run for long.

    Her strength was on par with or even weaker than most men.

    Though she was destined to be shunned by others,

    ironically, she was someone who couldn’t survive without the help of others—especially in a world like this.

    “As expected, there’s no one who’d willingly help someone like me… I guess it’s only natural.”

    The woman’s name was Park Haru.

    Today, she had become a prospective follower of Exseron,

    and she had been regularly posting begging messages in the gallery.

    “Well… it’s not like I’m disappointed. I didn’t expect anything from them anyway.”

    It was pitiful and humiliating.

    She wasn’t some parasite, but she had still tried to survive by clinging to others.

    But it was something she had no choice but to do if she wanted to live.

    Even though she had decided to give up on life once the food ran out,

    that didn’t mean she wanted to die.

    She wanted to live—if living was an option.

    So she set aside her pride and kept posting those desperate messages.

    It was the only thing she could do.

    If she went outside now, she’d be devoured by the infected within minutes.

    “No one’s going to help me just because I keep begging, but… still, maybe just one last time.”

    Clinging to even the thinnest of hopes,

    Park Haru posted her final begging message of the morning.

    Then she lay back down on her bed.

    As always, she tried to force herself to sleep.

    Moving around consumed energy.

    Energy meant hunger.

    Hunger meant using up what little food she had left.

    So minimizing her movements and staying in bed was her survival strategy.

    “Haah… I just wanted to hold a man’s hand at least once before I died.”

    Muttering to herself,

    she stared blankly at the ceiling and closed her eyes.

    Some time passed.

    Ding—!

    A familiar sound rang in Park Haru’s ears.

    It was the same sound she had heard yesterday when she was invited to the gallery.

    Her eyes flew open in surprise.

    In front of her appeared a message:

    【Congratulations. The unsold skill “Steel Skin” has been granted to you, Prospective Follower.】

    “What? I got the unsold skill? Really?”

    She couldn’t believe it.

    There were tens of thousands of prospective followers,

    and the unsold skill was only given to one random person.

    That it had gone to her—

    Was this real?

    Was she seeing a hallucination?

    Park Haru stared blankly at the message floating in midair.

    【The Skill Stone has been automatically used.】

    【You have acquired the skill “Steel Skin.”】

    She stared at the message saying she had acquired the skill for a long time.

    Eventually, she cautiously opened her mouth.

    “It said the skill activates when you say ‘Hard’, right…? H-Hard!!”

    Park Haru’s already red face turned even redder as she shouted.

    In that moment—

    her body hardened like steel.

    She immediately noticed the change.

    Even without touching herself, she could feel a heavy, solid sensation wrapping around her body—something she’d never felt before.

    Just to be sure,

    she kicked the corner of the bed hard with her pinky toe.

    Clang—!

    “….”

    Clang—!

    “Oh…”

    Clang! Clang! Clang!

    “Ohhh! It really did get hard!”

    Park Haru’s face lit up with joy.

    It was an expression she hadn’t worn in years.

    “No way… did I really beat the odds of tens of thousands to get the unsold skill…?”

    She trailed off mid-sentence.

    Something felt off, and she tilted her head in confusion.

    “…That just doesn’t make sense, no matter how I think about it.”

    It was something that couldn’t possibly happen.

    And for good reason—she had never been lucky in her entire life.

    “Now that I think about it, I did post a message begging for a free skill…”

    Maybe, just maybe…

    God had shown her mercy.

    Rather than giving her the unsold skill through a lottery, perhaps He had taken pity on her unfortunate situation and granted her the skill out of compassion.

    “I think God must’ve felt sorry for me and sent the skill under the guise of a ‘random draw’. There’s no way I actually won it by chance, right?”

    God had favored her.

    There hadn’t been a lottery to begin with.

    He had secretly helped a poor, pitiful prospective follower.

    Park Haru concluded her train of thought.

    “Thank you, Lord Exseron…!”

    She decided to keep this secret to herself forever.

    She’d never tell anyone—not a word—even to the grave.

    Because if other prospective followers found out that God had played favorites, it wouldn’t end well.

    She bowed in all four directions.

    Now that she had received a skill, she resolved to finally leave the house and try fighting the infected.

    With that resolve—

    an hour passed as she stood at the entrance.

    Though she had made up her mind, she still wasn’t mentally prepared.

    Park Haru stood facing the front door, her mind swirling with countless thoughts.

    Even with the skill—

    could she really defeat the infected?

    When her physical abilities were practically nonexistent?

    After running through the same doubts over and over, Park Haru finally shut her eyes tight, gathered her courage, and placed her hand on the doorknob.

    “…Don’t be scared. God went so far as to help me personally—there’s no way I can stay cooped up in here forever.”

    Creeeeak—

    The front door, untouched for so long, slowly opened.

    With trembling steps, Park Haru stepped forward.

    “Hard! If there are any infected nearby, come at me! Wait, not all at once—come one at a time! Hard!!!”

    She stepped into the outside world.

    Just to survive.

    ***

    『Title: Are there seriously losers here who don’t have the Hard skill?』

    ┗Author: NoName

    Hehe, well I’ve got it.

    By the way, my contribution score was literally zero.

    I didn’t win it through the auction—I just got it through the draw.

    Lol.

    Jealous? Jealous? Kekskek

    ─: Grats, grats.

    ─: I’m so jealous.

    ─: Hope all you “Hard” freaks die.

    ─: Not like these kinds of scrubs will live long even with a skill.

    └: Fr, lol. If you can’t even get 1 point in contributions, your level’s obvious.

    └: People like that get cocky after getting a skill and just die early.

    └[Author]: Nope? I’ve already taken down five infected, actually? I’m not dying anytime soon? Hshs.

    ─: Bet this is just bait.

    ─: What even is this lottery system, for real. Mod, you [censored].

    └: Why are you ranting here? Go comment on the announcement or the mod’s post.

    ─: Upload a video of you using the Hard skill.

    └[Author]: I’m kinda ugly so I’d rather not upload a video. Hehe.

    └: ?

    └: What, the other girls posted vids because they were pretty?

    └: Not uploading a video = definitely another “Hard-begging loser.”

    └: Phone-Hard girl.

    ─: So you got the Hard skill. Would you like to join Hard-Hard-Hard?

    └[Author]: Hard! I’ll join!

    ─[Author]: And Lord Exseron! I’ll never forget this blessing! I love you!!!

    └: This bitch’s got a lot to say for someone about to die.

    The skill didn’t just give Park Haru power—

    It also gave her confidence and courage.

    And on this day—

    Park Haru successfully exterminated a total of 15 infected.

  
    Chapter 13 : Biker Gang

    We finished our meal leisurely.

    Ariella and I exited the building.

    There was no lingering attachment to the place we had stayed for the night.

    Although it had been safe during the night, it wasn’t suitable as a permanent shelter.

    Since we were still within the Seoul area,

    nowhere could be considered truly safe.

    Even if it felt safe now, there was no telling when infected could suddenly swarm in.

    Our destination remained the same—somewhere outside of Seoul.

    Just a bit more walking, and we’d be out of the city.

    We traveled on foot rather than flying.

    We didn’t want to draw attention—whether from infected or from other humans.

    “It seems we’ll need to take a slight detour here. If we go straight, we’ll run into a group of infected.”

    “Got it.”

    We rarely encountered infected.

    That was because Ariella skillfully used her detection ability to guide us through paths without them.

    Of course,

    we couldn’t avoid every single infected.

    Sometimes, we had no choice but to pass through areas where they lingered.

    In such cases,

    we chose paths with as few infected as possible,

    and before they could notice us, Ariella would freeze them from a distance with her ice ability.

    We never got close to the infected.

    That was because we couldn’t predict when mutated variants with unusual infection methods might appear.

    While we continued on like that—

    “It’s a bit stifling.”

    I took off the wide-brimmed hat I’d been wearing.

    It was just for a bit of ventilation.

    “Uh, Lord Exseron? You shouldn’t take that off outside…”

    “It’s fine for a moment. There isn’t a single infected nearby.”

    “Even if there’s no risk of infection, nearby humans might catch a glimpse of your face…”

    “Oh. I forgot to mention it yesterday, but compared to other gods, I’m relatively less authoritative, so I don’t mind if humans see my face. And seeing my face won’t make them go blind or anything, so no need to worry excessively.”

    There were two reasons I wore this uncomfortable hat:

    To prevent viral infection, and because I couldn’t ignore Ariella’s concern.

    I didn’t really care if humans saw my face.

    “Then… are you planning to walk around without it from now on?”

    “No, I’ll put it back on after a short breather, so you don’t have to look so uneasy.”

    Of course, I’d wear it again—for protection against infection.

    Ariella let out a sigh of relief.

    “Please put it back on as soon as possible. Women in this world have strange ideas about chastity. They might throw off all their clothes and rush at you the moment they see your face.”

    Ariella looked completely serious.

    It seemed to be a genuine concern.

    “Throw off all their clothes and rush at me… Ariella, you’re underestimating humans too much. They’re intelligent beings, not beasts acting solely on instinct.”

    “Sometimes, they’re worse than beasts.”

    “…Well, you’re not entirely wrong. At least when it comes to a certain few.”

    There were definitely women who would try to assault me.

    In a world without laws, people like that weren’t rare.

    Still, no one would start stripping like a horny dog just from seeing my face—

    …Wait, hold on.

    Now that I think about it…

    Back on my original Earth, I’m pretty sure there was a guy who did exactly that.

    I had forgotten about it until just now.

    In the once-normal world I came from,

    when order collapsed,

    there were men whose brains were ruled by lust.

    Among them was one guy who didn’t even hesitate to assault a woman the moment he saw one.

    You couldn’t call him a sentient being.

    He didn’t even bother wearing pants, to begin with.

    ‘Crazy bastards like that are rare, but Ariella’s example wasn’t completely absurd after all.’

    For the record, that guy didn’t live long.

    He got infected—most likely because of his lust.

    Apparently, he got tired of assaulting humans and started doing it to infected.

    ‘Ugh. I didn’t want to remember that revolting freak… now I’m just in a worse mood.’

    I quickly erased him from my memory again.

    Just as that brief trip down memory lane ended—

    VROOOOOM—!

    Suddenly,

    a sharp engine noise tore through the silence.

    The sound of motorcycles nearby.

    Not just one—several.

    “Whoa, whoa! Survivors over here!”

    “Isn’t one of them a guy?”

    “Hell yeah!”

    A sudden appearance—biker gang.

    Three of them—all women.

    Each of their motorcycles had thick ropes securely fastened to them.

    At the end of the ropes, infected were being dragged along, kicking up clouds of dust.

    “Ooooooh!”

    “Holy shit! What the hell? He’s insanely handsome!”

    “Woohoo! Ultra-ultra-ultra top-tier male spotted!!!”

    Ariella and I stood still in place.

    The three motorcycles circled around us.

    The women, with the eyes of predators who had found their prey, kept circling us for a while.

    And then,

    the engine noises stopped.

    “I kept staring, thinking my eyes were playing tricks on me. Is he even human? I’ve never seen a guy that good-looking in my life.”

    “Woohoo! Is he a celebrity? An actor? A model? They say celebrities look unreal in person, but I didn’t think it’d be to this level!”

    “If we don’t know him, he’s probably not a celebrity. If someone that handsome were famous, we’d definitely know about him.”

    One, two, three—

    the women got off their bikes one by one.

    “Let’s just have a taste right away.”

    “Woohooo!”

    “What, here? Not taking him to the hideout?”

    “I can’t wait. How the hell am I supposed to hold back after seeing that face? Let’s use him all we want right here and then bring him back to the hideout.”

    “Woooohoooo!!!”

    What the hell—are they insane?

    I was genuinely taken aback.

    I never imagined the exact situation Ariella had warned me about would happen so soon.

    Maybe it wasn’t a warning—maybe it was prophecy.

    “What about the woman next to him?”

    “Why even ask? Just kill her.”

    “Woohoo? What are you saying? Don’t kill her! Did you forget I go for women too?”

    “Ah, right. You don’t discriminate. Well, she is kinda decent-looking, so I guess I can see why you’d be into her. Maybe someone like that is what it takes to walk around with a man like him. Still, the guy’s way too hot—it feels like a waste.”

    Like it was routine, the biker women pulled down their pants.

    And without hesitation, off came the panties too.

    In an instant, they were fully naked.

    For the record, they hadn’t even been wearing tops to begin with.

    “Lord Exseron. I told you, didn’t I? The moment women lay eyes on you, they’d throw off their pants and charge. Humans truly are creatures worse than beasts.”

    “Don’t generalize. Those ones are just weird— not all humans are like that.”

    “Not all, perhaps. But I imagine many are. More importantly—are your eyes okay?”

    “My eyes? They’re fine. Why do you ask?”

    “I was worried they might have been contaminated after seeing those grotesque naked bodies. I’m glad to hear you’re alright. In any case, may I destroy those blasphemers who dared defile your sacred presence?”

    I gave a small nod.

    Once again, I permitted bloodshed without hesitation.

    “You have my permission.”

    “Yes. I’ll take care of them swiftly.”

    Saying that, Ariella stepped forward, turning her back to me.

    “What, what, hey lady? You trying to take us all on by yourself?”

    “Woohoo! She’s dying to get down and dirty with us! Don’t worry, you’ll be our appetizer right after we’re done with the guy!”

    “I’m dying over here and you’re blocking me, you bitch.”

    “The one in the middle—you’re truly a beast, aren’t you? The way you keep making those strange grunting sounds… Are you a slightly smarter chimpanzee, perhaps?”

    With a look of utter disdain,

    Ariella slowly extended her hand toward the biker women.

    “For the crime of defiling Lord Exseron, you shall pay with your lives, you filth.”

    Her fingers gracefully sliced through the air.

    In that moment—

    ice particles crystallized in the air.

    Before the biker women could even grasp what was happening, the forming ice engulfed their bodies in an instant.

    Their vulgar voices went silent.

    Trapped in their icy prison, they could no longer speak.

    ***

    After dealing with the biker women,

    Ariella and Exseron resumed their journey.

    Some time later,

    feeling stifled again, Exseron briefly took off his hat.

    In that short moment,

    a human hiding in a nearby building caught a glimpse—

    He had peeked outside just to check the area for a bit, and by pure chance, saw Exseron removing his hat as he passed by.

    Exseron immediately sensed the gaze.

    But he took no action.

    The person had simply seen his face.

    They hadn’t done anything to harm him—so there was no need to react.

    Following Exseron’s will,

    Ariella also forced herself to ignore the human.

    Even though she wanted to punish them for daring to lay eyes upon the visage of her god,

    she suppressed the urge with great difficulty.

    Later,

    after Exseron and Ariella passed the building—

    a new post appeared in an online gallery:

    [Title: I just saw the most ridiculously handsome guy ever!!!]

    ┗ Posted by: NoName

    The moment I saw him, I was literally stunned.

    I couldn’t believe he was human—he was just that insanely hot.

    Not even exaggerating one bit, I’ve never seen anyone that good-looking before.

    Wow.

    I still can’t get over it.

    There’s no way to describe that face in words.

    So I took a picture with my status window.

    lol I couldn’t keep this to myself, so you guys check it out too!

    [Photo]

  
    Chapter 14 : Male God

    A photo was uploaded to the gallery.

    Exseron, who had taken off his hat for a moment, revealing his face.

    Ariella, anxiously staring at him.

    A photo of the two of them.

    ─: Wow, holy crap, he’s insanely handsome. Is he really Korean?

    ─: ??? Is he even human?

    ─: Did someone that good-looking really exist on Earth?

    ─: Dang… He really doesn’t look human.

    ─: Thanks for uploading the photo.

    ─: I’m a guy, but even I can’t find a single flaw in his looks…

    └: 22 I’m straight, but I think I might become bi starting today. Phewㅠㅠ

    ─: This is today’s side dish.

    └: Not just for today. I think I’ll be using it for the rest of my life.

    └: Are you people crazy?

    ─: So this is what it means for someone’s face to shine.

    └: Not metaphorically, his face is literally glowing.

    └: For real, is this photo edited or something? How is there a halo coming from a person’s face?

    └: Clearly edited, no doubt.

    └: The status screen camera doesn’t have editing features, guys.

    └[Original Poster]: It’s not edited. I just snapped it and uploaded it.

    ─: Is he a celebrity?

    └: Would he be a celeb? If someone that good-looking were a celeb, he’d already be a galactic superstar.

    └: Don’t compare him to celebrities, please.

    ─: Is the photo better, or is he better in person?

    └[Original Poster]: He’s even more unbelievable in person. The photo doesn’t do his looks justice.

    └: For real?

    ─: Whoa. Is this a real person?

    └: Obviously he is, otherwise how would someone take his photo, you dumbass? ^^

    └: Why the insults, man…

    ─: Where is this? Doesn’t look like Gwangjin-gu.

    └: OP, please respond to my comment too.

    └: OP?

    └: If you tell me the location, I’ll compensate you generously. Please respond ASAP.

    └: Why are you ignoring just my comment?

    └: Where is this place?

    ─: Who’s the girl next to him? She looks like a squid next to him.

    └: The girl’s actually pretty decent-looking though?

    └: She just looks like a squid standing next to that guy.

    ─: Huh? The girl’s outfit—it looks like that angel from earlier?

    └: Yeah? If she’s an angel, isn’t she a “Paddak” (fluttering one)?

    └: Are you saying the girl in the photo is a Paddak?

    └: Wait a sec. If she’s the Paddak, then the guy next to her could be the Juddak (main one)?

    └: Gasp?

    └: It has to be Juddak. There’s no way a human could look like that.

    └: So Juddak is actually a god.

    └: I just suddenly gained religious faith.

    └: Juddak is that ultra-amazing-super-handsome guy in the photo? Holy crap, I’m becoming a fanatic starting today.

    About 5 minutes after the post went up,

    Exseron and Ariella finally saw the post.

    ***

    Ariella and I.

    A photo of us had been uploaded to the gallery.

    That post we discovered late had drawn explosive attention from the followers, and Ariella, startled, frantically moved her hands to take action.

    “I’ve hidden the post for now…”

    Honestly, I didn’t really mind leaving the post up.

    Having my face floating around the gallery wasn’t a big deal to me.

    Even if people found out the person in the photo was me, it wouldn’t really bother me.

    “I didn’t think that human from earlier would actually take a photo of us… Exseron, that impudent human must be punished immediately. If you just give the word, I’ll go fetch them right away.”

    “Don’t overreact. There’s no need to go as far as punishment.”

    The poster was that woman from earlier—

    the one who had been secretly watching us from inside the building.

    Naturally, I also knew she was a prospective follower.

    I hadn’t realized she’d used the gallery function to take a photo, though.

    “She took a photo of our faces without consent and posted it in a public space. That’s a punishable offense, is it not?”

    “Normally, yes. But we don’t intend to apply the concept of portrait rights in our follower gallery. If you don’t like it, just use admin privileges to hide the post or give a warning. That’s enough.”

    “…Understood. If that is your will, Exseron.”

    Ariella backed down without resistance.

    She tended to express her opinions more than most assistants, but I liked that she never tried to go against my will.

    “Still, I suppose we could call it a blessing in disguise that not every prospective follower saw the post… huh?”

    Just as Ariella was checking the gallery while mumbling to herself—

    The prospective follower who had uploaded the previous photo

    posted again.

    『Title: What the hell? Where’d the ultra-hot guy post I uploaded go???』

    ┗Author: NoName

    Looks like it got deleted?

    Did the head admin delete it?

    [Photo]

    I don’t know why it was deleted, but I’m reuploading it anyway.

    ─: Oh lol, he’s insanely handsome.

    ─: Damn. I was bummed when the post disappeared, thanks.

    ─: Wah kya pya!!!

    ─: So it wasn’t you who deleted it, but the admin?

    ─: I better save it quick before it gets deleted again.

    ─: Who is this guy? Damn, he’s ridiculously hot.

    ─: Is there a way to save the photo?

    Ariella’s expression twisted.

    She immediately hid the post and issued a warning to the poster.

    『Title: WTF I got a warning.』

    ┗Author: NoName

    I’m the person who uploaded that super handsome guy’s photo earlier.

    The first post disappeared, so I reuploaded it, but it got deleted again and I got a warning.

    The sub-admin gave it to me.

    They didn’t say why.

    Anyway, I think I’ll just keep the photo for myself since I might get another warning.

    ─: Seriously, why the hell do they keep deleting it?

    ─: Sub-admin, stop going on a power trip.

    ─: Is there no place to file a complaint?

    ─: A photo of a hot guy? I didn’t get to see it, can you post it again?

    ─: Fuck, reupload that hot guy photo. I missed it too.

    ─: So it was the sub-admin who deleted it? Why does that bastard keep doing that? Is it some kind of confidential photo?

    ─: What’s this “hot guy” post everyone’s talking about?

    ─: What kind of bait is this?

    ─: So what’s the photo even about, you bitch.

    ─: Talking like it’s an inside joke…

    ─: Lol I saw the photo.

    ─: Rip to the latecomers who missed it.

    The one who posted the photo — a prospective believer.

    After they wrote that post, the “hot guy photo” bait completely took over the gallery.

    The hype was unreal.

    Posts about the photo flooded in like a storm — too many for Ariella to hide them all.

    『Title: What the hell is this hot guy photo!!!』

    『Title: Can you please just upload the photo one more time?』

    『Title: I want to see the photo too, please ㅠㅠ』

    『Title: Is it true that the man and woman in the earlier photo are the head and sub admins?』

    『Title: I saw the hot guy photo. He’s even better-looking than you could imagine.』

    『Title: You bitch of a sub-admin. Explain properly why you deleted the post.』

    『Title: Is it true that the head admin is a god-tier hottie?』

    ·

    ·

    ·

    ·

    『Title: Hot guy photo bait summary.』

    ┗Author: NoName

    I’m the one who uploaded the photo of the hot guy.

    I uploaded it twice and both times it got deleted by the sub-admin, and I got a warning.

    At first I was like, “What the hell is their problem?” but after thinking a bit, I figured it out.

    There are two people in the photo.

    The hot guy and a woman in a white uniform.

    I’m 99.99% sure the guy is the head admin, and the woman is the sub-admin.

    Why else would they bother deleting it unless it’s a photo of themselves?

    Tons of photos of random people have been uploaded without consent before, and as far as I know, the sub-admin never took them down.

    ─: This adds up.

    ─: Seriously? That hot guy is the head admin?

    ─: It’s not 99.99%, it’s 100%. I saw an angel flying in the sky yesterday and she was wearing a white uniform, just like the woman in the photo. And everyone knows the sub-admin claimed to be an angel, right?

    ─: Who cares about any of that. Whether Exseron is a god or goddess, hot or not, it has nothing to do with our survival. Don’t waste your energy on pointless stuff.

    └: Bitch, how is that pointless? Whether the head admin is a hot god or not is the most important thing to us!

    ─: Stop deleting the photo. It’s just a face, it won’t kill anyone.

    ─: Head admin, explain yourself.

    ─: Isn’t the head admin gonna show up?

    ─: Admin, if you’re really the guy in the photo, I’ll devote my life to serving you.

    ─: Head admin, if you do a face stream, I’ll grind bloodstones like crazy. Turn the cam on.

    ***

    I paused for a moment in thought.

    Should I reveal the truth or remain silent?

    To be honest.

    I didn’t really mind revealing that the man in the photo was me.

    Aside from Ariella disliking it, there wasn’t a strong reason to keep my face hidden.

    Even when I hid my identity from Yoon Seol yesterday, it was only because revealing I was the gallery admin wouldn’t benefit me in any way.

    ‘Hmm. I think I should just admit it. This gallery’s getting messier than I expected.’

    Ariella hoped I’d deny it.

    But I decided not to lie.

    The truth would come out eventually.

    Those who rise to high-ranking believers would have to meet me face-to-face.

    There would be no negative outcome.

    In fact, it might even boost morale among the prospective believers.

    Having made my decision,

    I glanced at Ariella,

    Then posted the following message in the gallery.

    『Title: To satisfy your curiosity, prospective believers.』

    ┗Author: ◆Exseron

    The man and woman in the photo posted earlier.

    The man is me, and the woman is Deputy Admin Ella.

    The reason the photo post was deleted is because the deputy admin was uncomfortable with her face being shown.

    So please keep that photo for personal viewing only.

    If enough of you wish,

    I’ll upload a photo of myself to the gallery later.

    Ah, of course.

    Posts containing my photo won’t be viewable by prospective believers with zero contribution points.

    If you want to see it, put in the effort.

    ─: Ohhhh shit! Official word from the head admin!!!

    ─: Is this real?

    ─: That hot guy was actually the head admin?

    ─: I love you, Exseron!

    ─: So it was true after all.

    ─: I’m so happy, oppa…

    ─: I didn’t expect such a straightforward confession, I’m stunned.

    ─: So what’s the photo though? Show us too!

    ─: Now that I know the head admin is a god-tier hottie, I suddenly feel religious.

    ─: Is he really doing a face reveal?

    ─: Are we really gonna see his face?

    ─: I was depressed for missing the photo, but now I’m hyped again.

    ─: When are you posting the new one?

    ─: I’m going to go grind bloodstones right now.

    ─: I’ve always been too scared to fight infected, but if it means seeing that photo again, I’ll try.

    ─: He really is a god.

    ─: I used to think the head admin was just some guy pretending to be a god. But after seeing the photo, I changed my mind. No way that face isn’t divine.

    ─: Didn’t you tell me your name was Cheon Haneul? Were you lying to me? Please reply quickly.

    ─: I saw the photo too. You truly are worthy of being called a god. Yesterday I said Exseron might be a demon, not a god, and I deeply regret that blasphemous statement. I’ll repent for the rest of my life — please don’t abandon me. I’ll worship you until I die.

    ─: Can I use the admin’s photo as a side dish?

    ─: Heuhh… I’m suddenly so turned on.

    ─: Will you do a cam stream later?

    ─: If I rack up enough contribution points, can I go on a dinner date with you? Please?

    After I admitted that the man in the photo was me.

    The speed at which bloodstones were gathered in the gallery increased by about 100 times compared to yesterday — proof that my decision was the right one.

  
    Chapter 15 : Additional Features

    Two days passed.

    It was now the fourth day since we arrived in this world.

    Ariella and I had left Seoul.

    We are currently in Namyangju City.

    Although we had arrived in the area some time ago, it took a while to find a quiet neighborhood without any infected beings.

    And today,

    I finally found a neighborhood that met my conditions.

    “Ella, are you certain there are no infected beings here?”

    “I’m certain. Not a single life form emitting a similar wavelength to the infected has been detected.”

    On the outskirts of Namyangju City,

    we found a strange village called Haetsal-ri, Gureum-myeon.

    Aside from the ruins, there were only two houses here.

    And both had been confirmed to be uninhabited.

    “So it’s an abandoned village with no residents.”

    “Yes, it looks like it was abandoned quite some time ago.”

    I never imagined there would be such a place in Namyangju City.

    Could it be a region that only exists on this Earth, but not in the previous one?

    Well, regardless,If I hadn’t found a suitable village today, I was planning to move on to Pocheon.

    It was fortunate to have come across this place.

    Honestly, I was starting to get tired of moving around.

    “Alright. Let’s stay here from now on.”

    Having decided to settle down in this village,

    I took off the hood I’d been wearing.

    Since this was an area without infected beings, the risk of viral infection was low.

    There was no longer any need to hide my face.

    ***

    We decided to build a proper structure later,

    and for now, we took shelter in a relatively well-preserved small country house.

    Naturally, it was an abandoned house.

    Inside, everything was covered in dust.

    There were no signs of human presence.

    It looked like it had been left alone for quite a long time.

    Ariella took time to clean the interior.

    We planned to fix the exterior of the building later.

    I instructed Ariella to take a good rest for the day.

    She sat down on an old sofa

    and, wearing a serious expression,

    pulled up the gallery with trembling hands.

    For reference, Ariella didn’t complain about my decision.

    When she found out two days ago that the man in the gallery photo was me, she was flustered and restless, then just looked gloomy.

    Ah, of course—

    after that, she began managing the gallery even more strictly,

    checking the latest posts frequently whenever she had time.

    > Title: When is the admin uploading another photo? It’s been 2 days already. Hurry up. Seriously.

    “Requesting a photo quickly? You should be grateful just to see Exseron face, and yet you dare to rush me… That’s one warning.”

    > Title: I want to do it with the admin.

    “…You get a second warning. If I meet this person in real life, I’ll tear them apart.”

    > Title: I just pooped. Everyone, come take a look.

    “Ugh… What’s wrong with this crazy person? Post hidden. One warning.”

    > Title: Guys, rate my naked body.

    “Post hidden. One warning.”

    > Title: Certified climax.

    “Sigh… There are far too many vulgar humans… Even if I kill and kill again, they never go away.”

    While Ariella held back her anger and managed the gallery,I went ahead and registered skills on the auction tab as usual.

    I had run auctions yesterday and the day before too.

    Thanks to the increased supply of Bloodstones, I was able to create more skills.

    As before, the auctions began without notice.

    However, the system had been improved so that every potential believer would receive a notification once a skill was registered.

    They could disable notifications if they wanted.

    I felt sorry for the believers who might be sleeping,

    but I had no intention of announcing the auction start time in advance.

    It was just more comfortable to upload the skill right after I created it.

    I didn’t even set a specific time for skill creation—I did it when I was in good condition, which reduced the chance of failure.

    Anyway,

    the skills I uploaded this time were Toughness skills.

    …No, more precisely, Steel Skin skills.

    > ─: A new skill is up!!!

    > ─: It’s the Toughness skill again today.

    > ─: Everyone, join the Toughness Gang!

    > ─: Any new skills coming?

    > ─: Please upload something like Frost Enforcer too.

    > ─: Oh haha, the Toughness skills are being uploaded consistently.

    > ─: Is he trying to keep uploading them until every believer gets one?

    > ─: At this rate, it’ll become the national skill.

    > ─: They go up all the time, but the competition is still fierce.

    > ─: Thank you for always uploading them!!! I really want the Toughness skill, and I was so worried that you wouldn’t upload it anymore.

    > ─: Admin. I don’t need the skill. Just post another photo. It’s urgent.

    The Steel Skin skill was more popular than I’d expected.

    A lot of believers wanted it,

    so I was continuing to produce it steadily.

    I figured I’d try creating a new skill tomorrow.

    Now that we’ve found a safe shelter.

    ─: What’s with the final bid contribution score being 10 points?

    ─: Did a bunch of high-contribution people show up all of a sudden?

    ─: Looks like the horny bitches are out hunting infected hard just to see the admin’s face.

    ─: Guess I’ll aim for the next auction…

    ─: Everyone’s amazing. I’m such a coward I can’t even imagine fighting infected beings.

    └: Then at least sell any items you have. Earn contribution that way and win a skill in an auction, then go hunt infected.

    Besides the skill auction notification system,

    I added several other features to the gallery.

    Contribution transfer system.

    Trade function and storage function.

    A petition board where users can make requests to me or Ariella.

    The storage function was added with Ariella’s help.

    It was made possible by one of her abilities—

    A subspace pouch she used to expand storage.

    Thanks to that feature, the prospective believers could trade without ever meeting in person, using just the gallery.

    Ever since the trade function was added,

    The gallery had become more active.

    Even during times when no skill auctions were up,

    A lot more people started using the gallery.

    Unlike the first and second days, which were filled with pointless posts,

    Now people were posting all kinds of useful, productive stuff.

    The posts in the trade tab were varied:

    Posts selling items people owned,

    Posts requesting specific items,

    Posts buying or selling information,

    Posts putting out personal requests with rewards.

    And more.

    Trading skills was strictly prohibited, of course.

    The most common trade methods were

    Bartering or using contribution points like currency.

    Earth’s old currency had no value here.

    『Trade Tab』

    『Title: Buying anything edible!』

    『Title: Selling male urine.』

    『Title: Looking to buy a gun.』

    『Title: Selling sliced bread. Lots of mold included.』

    『Title: Selling fresh meat. Source is secret. Only face-to-face trades.』

    『Title: Selling 20 cans for 1 contribution point. Only direct deals allowed.』

    『Title: Anyone near Ganeung-dong, Uijeongbu, Gyeonggi Province? If you check if my parents are alive, I’ll give you 5 contribution points.』

    『Title: Hiring a hitman.』

    ─ This post has been hidden.

    『General Tab』

    『Title: Inventory is OP lol, this is what a status window should look like.』

    『Title: Thank you for adding a feature that lets us store personal items in the gallery!』

    『Title: Storage function is seriously useful. My quality of life has completely changed.』

    『Title: Ever since storage was added, I threw out all my bags.』

    『Title: According to the notice, the gallery storage was made with the assistant’s power? I guess she’s not completely useless.』

    『Title: Long live storage! Long live the admin! Glory to the assistant!!!』

    『Petition Board』

    『Title: Hey admin, I think there’s a bug in the inventory.』

    ┗Posted by: NoName

    I definitely put 10 chocolates in earlier, but now there’s only 9.

    Feels like someone else used my storage because of a bug.

    Please check quickly.

    ─: For real?

    ─: All my stuff is still there.

    ─: Wait, you can comment on the petition board too?

    ─: I better check my storage too.

    ─: Not sure I want to use this if it’s unreliable.

    ─: Lol this dude’s using it like a public locker, not a personal one.

    ─: If that’s true, someone better fix it fast.

    ─: How would someone else even access your storage? It’s private.

    └[Poster]: That’s why I’m saying it’s a bug.

    ─: I doubt anyone else accessed your storage. There’s no way to even attempt that. Probably just a bug that made an item disappear.

    └[Poster]: You think?

    ─: Maybe you just remembered wrong? Are you sure you put in 10?

    └[Poster]: Yeah, 100% sure. It was 10.

    ─[◆Exseron]: There are no issues with the storage function.

    The bug you mentioned—items disappearing—has not occurred, and no other believer has accessed your storage.

    Storage is completely private.

    └[Poster]: That was a fast reply. Then why is one of my chocolates missing?

    └[◆Exseron]: The admin can access personal storage.

    └[Poster]: Huh?

    └[◆Exseron]: I took one of your chocolates and ate it. That’s all. Goodbye.

    └[Poster]: ???

    └[Poster]: You son of a bitch.

  
    Chapter 16 : Official believer

    A post was uploaded to the complaint board.

    It was an inquiry about a single piece of chocolate going missing from someone’s personal storage.

    Naturally, it wasn’t due to a system error.

    That’s because I had accessed that prospective believer’s storage and snuck the chocolate myself.

    Of course.

    It wasn’t just because I wanted to eat it.

    There was a reason.

    Seeing the comments on the complaint board might lead other believers to misunderstand, so I immediately posted an additional announcement.

    『Title: This is Exseron.』

    ┗Author: ◆Exseron

    ※Announcement regarding storage.

    The gallery storage is indeed a private space for each prospective believer.

    Other believers are absolutely forbidden from accessing someone else’s storage.

    However, the gallery administrator is an exception.

    With admin privileges, I can access believers’ private storage.

    That said, rest assured—I will never tamper with a believer’s personal belongings without cause.

    ※Announcement regarding warnings.

    Warnings are issued at the discretion of the sub-admin.

    There are no disadvantages for a prospective believer until they receive a second warning.

    However, if three warnings accumulate from the sub-admin,

    I will personally review all posts and comments made by that believer.

    After that, based on my own judgment:

    Revocation of believer status.

    Temporary suspension from using the gallery.

    Etc.

    A decision will be made on what kind of punishment to impose.

    And for the first time, a prospective believer has received three warnings.

    It’s the person who posted about the missing chocolate on the complaint board.

    After careful consideration,

    the punishment was decided to be “confiscation of one item from their personal storage.”

    Revoking believer status felt too severe.

    Temporary suspension seemed appropriate,

    but since our gallery was established recently and the believer might not have had enough time to adjust, a lighter punishment was given.

    This is the final leniency.

    Be more cautious going forward.

    P.S. The chocolate was delicious.

    ***

    ─: So there was a reason for stealing the chocolate.

    ─: Are you sure it’s really safe to use the storage?

    ─: The admin is so kind. They let someone off with just a piece of chocolate even after three warnings?

    ─: Honestly, I wouldn’t mind if the admin snuck a snack from my storage now and then. That’s worth paying as a storage fee—it’s super convenient.

    └[◆Exseron]: Then I’ll just take one. I don’t intend to take anything without permission, but if granted, I won’t refuse.

    └: nvm, sorry.

    ─: What the hell did they even do to rack up three warnings already?

    └: For real. Even two warnings is rare.

    └: Must’ve been seriously toxic.

    ***

    ─: If it’s our first time getting three warnings, will we also get a light punishment?

    └: Knew someone would ask this. That’s why strict punishment is necessary from the start.

    └[◆Exseron]: From now on, I’ll punish more strictly.

    └: Why though…

    └: Good.

    └: Ruthless.

    └: lol

    ─: What happens if your believer status is revoked?

    └: It gets revoked, obviously.

    └: Permanent ban from the gallery.

    └: That’s it?

    └: “That’s it?” You idiot, if you can’t use the gallery, your status window disappears. Of course you can’t use the storage either.

    └: gasp.

    ─: If someone is no longer a believer, do they lose all the skills they had?

    └: Pretty sure. Even if you get infected, they say it gets taken away.

    ─: If you’re temporarily suspended from the gallery, can you still use skills during that time?

    ─: Lord Exseron! If we die, what happens to the stuff in our personal storage??

    ─: Haneul. I earned a lot of contribution points today. Please praise me.

    └: What the hell is this guy on about?

    └: Who’s Haneul?

    └: This dude’s a nutjob. Just ignore him.

    I only answered the first few questions in the comments.

    I’m not free enough to reply to every single one.

    ***

    Clear-sky Sunshine Village.

    It’s been three days since I settled in this abandoned village with not a single infection.

    Early in the morning, I stepped outside and took a slow look at the building I now used as my residence.

    A single-story country house.

    It had a living room, two bedrooms, a kitchen, and a bathroom.

    All around the house was a small yard.

    The old, shabby fences had been completely dismantled.

    They were too damaged to serve any function and only spoiled the scenery.

    ‘It finally looks neat.’

    The overgrown weeds in the yard were all cleared out.

    Repairs to the house’s exterior were mostly done as well.

    Of course, I didn’t do it myself.

    It was Ariella, now stepping out from the front door, who had put in the effort.

    “Did you sleep well, Lord Exseron?”

    “Yes, you’re up already.”

    I also woke up well-rested today.

    As I’ve mentioned before, I do have the desire to sleep.

    Since finding a safe shelter, I’ve been able to enjoy sleep like this from time to time.

    “I’ll prepare breakfast right away. Please wait just a moment.”

    “I’m not hungry, so just make enough for yourself, Ella.”

    Up until yesterday, I had joined Ariella for her meals.

    Breakfast, lunch, dinner—even snack times. I didn’t miss a single one.

    But today, I just didn’t feel like eating.

    After eating emergency rations for days, I was starting to get sick of them.

    “Ah. Then I’ll skip the meal too.”

    Ariella said.

    This was exactly why I’d been eating with her up to now.

    If I didn’t eat with her, she seemed to feel awkward and pressured eating alone, so she’d say she would skip the meal too.

    “You’re skipping a meal too? Don’t you need to eat to keep your strength up?”

    “Skipping one meal won’t be a problem. Even without breakfast, I can still perform at my usual level, so please don’t worry.”

    “Well, that may be true, but from what I’ve seen, you seem to have quite the appetite… Don’t mind me and just eat. If you force yourself to starve, that’s actually more uncomfortable for me.”

    “No, it’s fine. I do enjoy eating, but I’m not so gluttonous that I have to eat every meal. Really, it’s okay to skip this one.”

    Just as Ariella finished her sentence—

    Growwwlll—!

    A loud sound echoed from her stomach.

    A clear sign of hunger.

    “Go eat.”

    “…Yes.”

    Looking embarrassed, Ariella lowered her head and went back inside.

    Honestly, she worries about the weirdest things.

    While Ariella was eating,

    I decided to sit leisurely in the wooden chair in the yard and wait. As usual, while browsing the gallery.

    “Huh? A notification popped up.”

    On the believer gallery screen,

    a notice appeared saying that a prospective believer had used contribution points to apply for promotion to official believer status.

    【There are 3 promotion requests.】

    It was a little surprising.

    Just yesterday, I had posted a notice saying there was no need to rush to become an official believer.

    I even added that I probably wouldn’t be able to create official-believer-only skills for a while.

    So the reasons they applied for promotion anyway could be…

    Maybe they didn’t see the announcement.

    Maybe they had excess contribution points.

    Maybe their faith in me had deepened.

    Maybe they figured it couldn’t hurt to get promoted in advance.

    Maybe they wanted a nickname to stand out from the other prospective believers.

    It was probably one of those.

    ‘Now that I think about it, there are quite a few reasons to apply for promotion.’

    I clicked the notification.

    Then three promotion applications appeared.

    Two were 50-point promotion applications.

    One was a 100-point promotion application.

    I hadn’t made a separate announcement about this, but—

    Whether it’s 50 or 100 points, they all become the same official believer without distinction.

    There’s only one difference between the two types of applications:

    The 50-point promotion gives you a random nickname.

    The 100-point promotion lets you choose your own nickname.

    For reference, “nickname” here is referred to as a title or alias.

    ‘The 100-point application is from Yoon Seol… Anyway, let’s take a look at the activity logs of these prospective believers.’

    I don’t review promotions too strictly.

    As long as they aren’t seriously problematic, I intend to approve all of them.

    So I briefly checked their recent activity.

    ‘Hmm. Two seem fine. One looks a little mentally unstable, but not to the point where I’d reject them.’

    After thinking for a moment,

    I just approved all three promotions.

    【Approval complete.】

    【The prospective believer is setting their nickname.】

    The prospective believer who submitted the 100-point application.

    Her name was Yoon Seol.

    【Nickname has been set.】

    [Yoon Seol]

    She set her nickname as her real name.

    As expected, a boring woman.

    【Approval complete.】

    【Nickname will be generated randomly.】

    【Approval complete.】

    【Nickname will be generated randomly.】

    The two who submitted 50-point applications.

    Their names were:

    Park Haru and Kim Anugae.

    Both were female,

    and unlike Yoon Seol, their nicknames would be randomly generated.

    Of course, it wasn’t completely random.

    The names are generated with some relevance.

    Based on things like appearance, personality, or life experiences.

    【Nickname has been generated.】

    ─[Scorchmark Beggar]

    【Nickname has been generated.】

    ─[Family Killer]

  
    Chapter 17 : Fixed Nickname

    Three probationary believers were promoted to official believers.

    Along with that, they were given epithets, or nicknames.

    One of them was a human I was familiar with—Yoon Seol.

    She was allowed to choose her own nickname and simply used her real name, Yoon Seol.

    The other two didn’t get that choice.

    Because they applied for promotion with a 50-point application, the Gallery system randomly generated their epithets.

    Of course, the nicknames were formed using words somewhat related to them.

    Real name: Park Haru.

    Epithet: “Scorched Beggar.”

    After checking her profile, I found out she was a woman covered in burn scars, including her face.

    That must’ve influenced the “Scorched” part of the nickname.

    “Beggar” was probably added because she had posted many begging-type messages in the Gallery.

    ‘But why the hell is Kim Anugae’s nickname “Family Killer”?’

    A woman with an unusual name—Kim Anugae.

    Her epithet was “Family Killer.”

    I had no idea why.

    ‘Did she have a past where she killed her whole family or something?’

    I got curious.

    So I decided to check all of Kim Anugae’s activity history in the Gallery.

    When I approved her promotion, I had only glanced through her recent posts.

    And upon checking,

    I figured out the reason behind the “Family Killer” nickname from the very first post she made.

    ‘Oh, it’s that post I even commented on. So that’s why she got that nickname.’

    Kim Anugae.

    She killed her own family.

    More precisely, she killed her family after they had turned into infected.

    It was her first day in the Gallery.

    She did it to get Bloodstones.

    It seems that action earned her the nickname “Family Killer.”

    ***

    [Title: Official Promotion to Believer Complete]

    ┗Author: Family Killer

    Kneel, you lowly probationary believers.

    An officially ranked believer of a whole different level has arrived, so be smart and bow your heads.

    ─: Who the hell is this freak?

    ─: ?

    ─: Not a no-name, huh.

    ─: Whoa, a named account appears.

    ─: “Family Killer” LOL

    ─: Don’t get cocky.

    ─: How do you set a nickname?

    └: You get a nickname once you’re promoted to official believer.

    └[Family Killer]: Yeah, you get a nickname when you’re officially promoted.

    ─: Wow, someone already got promoted? Isn’t that a waste of contribution points?

    └[Family Killer]: Not at all.

    ─: Why would you pick a nickname like that?

    └[Family Killer]: I didn’t pick it. Nicknames are auto-generated.

    └: Ohh, so it’s random?

    └[Family Killer]: It’s not completely random? Mine was at least related to me in some way.

    └: ?? Related? Are you a family murderer or something?

    └[Family Killer]: Not like that. A few days ago, I killed my infected family members. I guess that’s why I got this nickname.

    └: Oh. So you’re that disgraceful, garbage-tier psycho who posted about killing their family before? Nice to meet you.

    └[Family Killer]: ?

    └[Family Killer]: Watch your mouth. Where do you live?

    └: I’m out, peace.

    ─: What, you think we didn’t get promoted because we couldn’t? Lmao.

    ─: Haha, can already imagine her crying tonight when she can’t win the skill auction because she doesn’t have enough points.

    ─: Idiot.

    ─: I wish named accounts had their photos and personal info exposed. I want to go find this chick and give her a proper lesson.

    └[Family Killer]: I’ll send you my location, come on over.

    ***

    [Title: Giving Away Contribution Points!]

    ┗Author: Scorched Beggar

    Until recently, I was a loser.

    A worthless worm who couldn’t do anything alone, holed up in my house, rationing what little food I had, just waiting to die.

    Even as a loser, I still wanted to live.

    I was a coward, terrified of dying.

    So I grabbed at straws and desperately asked for help here.

    Naturally, as expected,

    none of you believers reached out a hand to help me.

    Everyone turned away, too busy with their own survival, and some even mocked and looked down on me.

    I get it.

    It’s a tough world for everyone.

    I don’t hold any grudges.

    Helping a stranger you’ve never seen is not an easy thing to do.

    But.

    I will not make the same choice as you.

    Thanks to the grace of Lord Exseron, I’ve gained strength—and now, I intend to extend kindness to those in need, like I once was.

    Even if I didn’t receive help from the Gallery,

    I know Lord Exseron would want me to act this way.

    So for today, I will share my contribution points with five people.

    Only those who haven’t earned a single point yet—leave a comment.

    P.S. I’ll check to make sure you actually need help, so only comment if you can provide proof.

    ─: Oh! Another named account appears!

    ─: Named accounts popping up one after another.

    ─: Is she an official believer too?

    ─: Wow, what an angel…

    ─: How many points are you giving?

    ─: First come, first served for five people? Count me in.

    ─: Me, please.

    ─: A beggar trying to share?

    ─: This reeks of a scam. Can’t trust someone with a name like that.

    ─: Didn’t read the whole post, but giving away points for free, right?

    ─: That nickname is so lame.

    ─: Give me points. I need them.

    ─: Can I have some too? I have zero points!

    ─: I haven’t earned a single point yet, cough it up, bitch.

    ─: I’ve got 0 points. I can prove it. Please help.

    At the top of the Gallery’s main page…

    Two new posts were just uploaded.

    They were written by the ones who had just been promoted to official believers.

    Yoon Seol also posted something.

    Not in the General tab, but in the Petition tab.

    [Title: Mr. Haneul, this is Yoon Seol.]

    ┗Author: Yoon Seol

    You remember me, right?

    I’m Yoon Seol, the one you met on the rooftop a few days ago.

    I have something to ask you, so if you see this, please reply quickly.

    ─: Who the hell is Haneul, seriously?

    ─: There was always this lunatic in the Gallery looking for “Haneul,” and it turns out it was this freak?

    ─: So you were the Haneul simp?

    ─: Ohh, another named account appeared!

    ─: Why are you looking for Haneul in the Petition tab?

    ─: Named accounts are popping up all of a sudden.

    └: Only three have shown up so far.

    ─: Don’t tell me the admin’s real name is actually Haneul?

    └: Gasp?

    └: That could be true? Posting in the Petition tab makes it plausible.

    └: Then is “Exseron” a fake name and “Haneul” the real one?

    └: Or maybe the poster is just mentally unstable.

    └: Couldn’t Haneul be the real name of the mod?

    └: Nah nah, I did some digging. Haneul is definitely the admin’s real name. Look, Yoon Seol is a girl’s name, right?

    Realistically, no girl would go desperately searching for another girl for days on end.

    I think Yoon Seol met the admin in real life and even exchanged names.

    But the admin ran away because Yoon Seol was super ugly, and now she’s stalking him because she can’t forget his handsome face.

    └: Whoa, detective alert?

    └: All the pieces fit together.

    └: Girls can like girls too, you know.

    Yoon Seol called me by the name I used back on Earth and summoned me through the Petition tab.

    As soon as I saw the post,

    I casually moved my hand and left a comment.

    ─[◆Exseron]: Who dis?

    └[Yoon Seol]: Huh?

    └[Yoon Seol]: You don’t remember my name…?

    └[◆Exseron]: Just kidding. I remember you.

    └[Yoon Seol]: Whew…

    └[◆Exseron]: Anyway, why did you call for me?

    └[Yoon Seol]: Yes. I have a lot to say, but since you must be busy, I’ll keep it brief and just say the most important thing.

    └[Yoon Seol]: It looks like I’m the first one to be promoted to official believer—could you let me accompany you as a reward?

    └[◆Exseron]: No, I can’t. Bye now.

    └[Yoon Seol]: ???

    └: Looks like Exseron’s real name is Haneul, huh.

    I rejected Yoon Seol’s request cleanly.

    Though she’s skilled enough to stay at the top of the contribution rankings without fail, I already had the high-ranking angel Ariella by my side.

    Without an immunity skill,

    I had no intention of interacting with Yoon Seol or any other probationary believers.

    Well, even if we can’t meet now—

    I’d naturally cross paths with her eventually.

    She’s one of the top candidates for becoming a high-ranking believer.

    ***

    [Title: So the admin’s real name is Haneul?]

    [Title: Exseron’s real name is Haneul. Valuable info GET.]

    [Title: Haneul is such a pretty name. What’s the last name?]

    [Title: Our Seron even has a Korean name~]

    [Title: Haneul~ wanna eat some yum-yums? hehe]

    Thanks to Yoon Seol’s post,

    my Korean name ended up spreading far and wide.

    Because of that, over half of the probationary believers were now calling me Haneul instead of Exseron.

    ‘…Not really something to fuss over, I guess.’

    I decided to just leave it alone.

    I actually liked the name Haneul quite a bit.

    Ideally, I’d prefer they call me by my true name, but even if they called me Haneul, it didn’t really bother me.

    ‘More importantly, the number of probationary believers has been dropping way too fast just now.’

    There was something else I needed to pay attention to.

    Starting just a few dozen minutes ago, the number of probationary believers had suddenly decreased far more rapidly than usual.

    [Title: Haneul, when are you uploading your pic?]

    ┗Author: Unknown

    Hurry and show us!!!

    ヾ(｀ε´)ﾉ

    ─: This one’s marked Unknown too.

    ─: Another Unknown?

    ─: Been seeing a lot of them since this morning.

    ─: Third one today.

    ─: What’s up with “Unknown”? Is that another type of named account?

    └: Are you stupid? Haven’t been on the Gallery before? If a probationary believer loses their qualifications, their posts show up as “Unknown.”

    └: Ahh, got it. But why did they lose their qualifications?

    └: If the username is gray, it probably means they either got infected or died. If someone loses their qualifications due to accumulated warnings, it shows in red.

    ─: Damn. This one probably died right after posting, huh?

    ─: Died without even getting to see the picture. Rip.

    ─: What’s going on? Why are so many dying all of a sudden?
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