
            I was possessed by a supporting role in a royal orthodox fantasy novel.

The story is about a hero who overcomes all kinds of hardships and hardships with his friends and eventually kills the devil and restores peace to the world.

In most common possession stories, a supporting character is used by the possessed person to use the knowledge of the original work to cause trouble. He takes advantage of the original protagonist's role, steals the heroine, and ends up playing drums and playing drums alone and seeing the ending.

They say nonsense like ‘I tried to live quietly’.

But that's trash.

You can't twist or tarnish an already completed original work.

Also, it is beneficial for me if the main character follows the original story.

The biggest weapon I have now is knowing the original story of Jeongseok Route. Taking action to change this on your own is tantamount to suicide.

It would be much better for the main character of the original to kill the Demon King and live quietly in a world where peace has arrived, rather than for me to become the main character.

So I helped. I risked my life fighting with the main character and his colleagues.

"You were right again this time, Dian."

"Dian, aren’t you a prophet?"

"I don’t even want to think about what would have happened if it wasn’t for Dian."

The protagonist and his colleagues trusted me, and I trusted them too.

That's how we were eventually able to reach the Demon King.

"Dian. Thank you so much."

The protagonist, facing the devil, opened his mouth with a determined expression.

"If I die here, so that Celine can return home safely... ."

"Don’t say anything strange and just do as I tell you. Then everyone can buy it. Do you trust me?"

"Okay. Believe. If I don’t trust you in this world, who can I trust?"

"Good. Then let’s go."

The battle was fierce and there were several dangerous moments, but the Demon King was destroyed by being split in half as in the original.

We returned safely and peace was restored to the continent.

Huge rewards, awards of titles and estates, and a grand welcome ceremony. At the end, I packed my bags and left the palace alone.

"Dian! Dian!"

As I was leaving the drawbridge of Hwangseong in the warm spring night breeze, I heard a voice calling me from behind.

When I turn around, I see the main character running in a huff.

"Dian! Was it here!"

"What is it? What if the main character of the welcome party leaves midway?"

"I couldn’t see you, so I came out to look for you. however… ."

The main character looked at the bag on my back and asked.

"What is that? Where are you trying to go?"

"To leave. Because I have nothing more to do here."

"I’m leaving… ? What does that mean? And you have nothing to do?"

I smiled and explained to the protagonist who was tilting his head in confusion.

"The Demon King is dead and there is nothing more for us to fight about. So there is nothing to do. Of course, you and the others will be very busy in the future."

"You speak as if it were someone else’s business, but Dian, isn’t there a position offered to you by the emperor? Are you really going to refuse?"

"Okay. I'm not suited to working with my head. It's frustrating to be tied to one place. So I'm leaving."

Then the protagonist asked with serious eyes.

"Is this also a decision made with an eye on the future?"

"Hahaha! It's not like that. There is no such thing as the power of prophecy. I'm just doing it because I want to live quietly alone now."

"You want to live quietly? But you… ."

"So I returned my title and territory. Because I don’t want to be tied down to the responsibilities of a nobleman."

"Ah… ."

The main character looked at me for a long time, probably speechless.

"Is that so... ."

After a while, the protagonist slowly nodded his head in a somewhat subdued voice.

"If that's you, then it's probably like that. Because you are never wrong."

"I’ve been wrong a lot. Well, anyway… It's goodbye now. Thank you for the time and be happy."

I patted the main character on the shoulder and turned around.

"Dian!"

Before I could take a few steps, the protagonist called me over.

When I turned around, I saw that the main character was making that serious yet innocent expression that he always made.

"If I ever need your help again... ."

The protagonist, who hesitated, continued speaking.

"Will you help me like you always have?"

After looking at the main character for a moment, I answered with a smile.

"Of course."

Originally, I helped lead the story as per the original story, but now the main character is my best friend.

The protagonist's face brightened after hearing the answer.

"Thank you, Dian! Until now, and in the future!"

I waved to the tearful protagonist and left the drawbridge.

Everything follows the original story. The Demon King died and peace came to the continent.

I don't know the story after the ending. So I can't be of any further help.

Now I live quietly with the things I received as an example of subjugating the devil.

It could be said to be the best ending suitable for a possessed supporting role.

# # # # #

10 years later.

"Dian. Could you please help me?"

"Ah, this is a bit… ."

        
            "Dian! Is Dian here?!"

The restaurant door burst open and a girl came running in.

"Olicia? What's going on?"

I was just about to lift my fork when I turned around to see Ollysia grabbing my arm and dragging me.

"The Ferencinos are coming here now!"

"Ferrencino? They must have scolded me once before, right?"

"This time, the union president came in person! I will take revenge on Dian... !"

plural? These guys are funny.

"Okay, let’s go. Let’s leave this first."

I released Olisia's hand from holding my arm and left the restaurant.

When I went outside, I heard several noises.

The sound of something breaking, swearing, screaming, and urgent footsteps. These are things that are somewhat out of place in a peaceful port city.

Beyond the roof of a low building, you can see colorful yellow and black flags waving from a tall mast. These are merchant ships of the Ferencino Union.

With the majestic mast and flag in the background, I saw about a hundred people walking towards me. They were all wearing yellow and black uniforms that matched the flag and their hands were armed.

Let's see. The guys holding the sticks are union employees, and the guy with the sword in front is the union president.

"Olicia. you go home Already gone."

I smiled when I saw Olisia already running away through the alley. Meanwhile, the Ferencino union members continued to grow closer.

When I tried to stand in the middle of the road with my hands on my hips, I noticed me from the other side and my steps gradually slowed down.

"Chairman of the union! It’s him!"

One union member pointed a point at me. It looks like the guy with the leg splint is the guy who attacked me last time.

The Ferencino Guild is a group that trades in the Brunswell area, and while it's just trade, half of it is basically pirate activity.

It's not that strange, since we live in a world where people who normally board ships, regardless of whether they are navy or merchant ships, become pirates in an emergency. In addition, as always, most of those who do the difficult and arduous work on ships are ex-convicts or ex-convicts, giving the union a bad name.

Not long ago, some guys docked at the port were making a fuss at my favorite restaurant without paying for their food, so I took some help and they came in droves.

"Are you the one who messed with our children!"

The union leader pulled out his sword, pointed it at me, and shouted loudly.

"Even if you dare to touch the members of the Great Ferencino on the topic of unemployed people on the dockside... ."

"Sorry while I’m talking."

He raised his hand and interrupted the union leader.

"I have to finish eating quickly and then leave. Are you here to get revenge on me? Then, hurry up and go back."

"That crazy bastard!" "Kill him!"

I sighed as I watched the union members shouting and running towards me.

I didn't want to make a fuss, saying 'I was trying to live quietly', so I actively helped the main character and completed the ending.

And now, even though I was really trying to live quietly, things often end up being noisy like this.

# # # # #

"Move quickly, move quickly, quickly!"

With a loud bell ringing, the city guard was urgently dispatched. A report was received that armed sailors disembarked from the Ferencino merchant ship anchored at the dock and went to the city center.

The atmosphere is even more urgent because they are already notorious and have previously gotten into a big fight at a restaurant in the city.

"Damn it! Especially on a day like today! An important person from the empire has decided to come!"

The guard captain gritted his teeth and rushed to the scene, leading his subordinates.

"No, what on earth is this…? ."

However, the guards who arrived at the scene could do nothing about the scene unfolding before their eyes.

Numerous people were lying down and groaning in the narrow street. Judging by their uniforms, they are clearly members of the Ferencino union... .

"Ugh… . help me… ."

A man lying down with a fancy sword sheath on his waist saw the security guard and stretched out his hand shakily.

"What happened here?"

"Monster… There's a monster... !!"

"A monster?"

"Save me! I don’t want to die!"

The man shouted, grabbing the guard's arm.

"Wrong! Forgive me!"

The guards exchanged inexplicable glances with each other.

# # # # #

"You’re here, Dian!"

When I opened the door to the house and entered, Olisia came out to meet me.

"What happened?" "I scolded him so he wouldn’t come back again."

"Thank you for your hard work. I'll bring you something cool." "Okay."

I went to the terrace and lay down on the sunbed.

The sea breeze blowing from the bottom of the hill where the house is located carries away the noisy and peaceful noise of the port. Behind it, the sea, sparkling like a carpet spread with jewels, stretches out endlessly.

This is the port city of Brunswell. This is where they settled after leaving the imperial castle.

After parting ways with the main character, I stayed at an inn in the capital for a while and wondered where to go.

Since I didn't receive a title or territory, I didn't really have to stay in one place, but I didn't really like the wandering life. I want to go to a quiet and peaceful place and enjoy the rest of my life leisurely, but where would be better?

This place is so underdeveloped, wars break out here every now and then, and I don't like it because it's close to the imperial castle. After looking at the map for a while, I found a suitable place.

Brunswick, a small neutral port city in the southeastern part of the continent.

There is no need to worry about war, the natural scenery is beautiful, there is moderate development, and no one knows me. I'd like it here.

It's already been 10 years since I left the capital and came here to Brunswick. I bought a small house on a hill and am now playing and eating.

‘I was trying to live quietly,’ but this is much better than going through all kinds of trouble and dragging the main character down.

The main character and his colleagues seem to be living very difficult lives. It doesn't mean it's a bad thing, but it means that each person has their own position in the empire and are busy there without much attention.

The protagonist became the captain of the royal guard, and the priest became the general secretary of the religious order. Both are important positions, but they are insanely busy.

It is said that the wizard went to a certain high position in the Magic Federation, but I am not sure of his exact title.

In the case of the main character, the position of captain of the guard is actually a bit disappointing, but there is a political reason for it.

‘The imperial castle guarded by the hero of the continent.’ How amazing is this? It's perfect for external propaganda. They will probably sit there for a few short years for show purposes and then move them up to a higher position.

Then, in the end, I'm the only one who has it worked out the best out of all of them. Living in such a warm and comfortable place without any worries.

"Have a refreshing drink, Dian!"

After handing me the lemonade, Olisia sat down on the sunbed next to me and looked down at the sea.

"Look over there, Dian. A huge ship is coming in."

When I turned my gaze to the direction that Olisia had pointed out, I saw a really large ship slowly rippling and entering the port.

In terms of shape and style, it looks like an imperial battleship, so what's going on here alone?

I guess he came because he had something to do. What do I know?

"Olicia. What’s on the menu for dinner tonight?"

"What would you like to eat?"

"Okay. Tired of fish, should I eat grilled meat?"

"Then I’ll go to the market and buy it. I need to see if there is any charcoal left."

Just as Olisia was getting up from her seat, an imperial ship docked at the dock. At the same time, a fanfare sound is heard. Babba bambam!

Seeing such hospitality in a neutral port, I don't know who it is, but it seems like a very high-ranking person has come.

"Has the emperor come?"

I laughed at Olisia’s words and shook my head.

"If the emperor had come, would it have ended like that? And the emperor is not leisurely enough to come here on a boat."

"Hmm, then who is it? . Anyway, I’m going to buy meat!"

"On the way there, I went to that bakery and bought some snacks." "Yes!"

Even as Olicia leaves the house and goes down the hill, the fanfare continues to be heard. It seems like a really high-ranking person has come.

# # # # #

As I was dozing off in the warm sunlight, I heard the sound of footsteps.

In addition, the sound of a paper bag rustling sounded like Olisia had bought meat.

But why are you running in such a hurry? Do you even need to pee?

A few steps behind Olisia's footsteps, the footsteps of several completely different people were following.

These are not ordinary shoes, but the sound of combat boots lined with iron plates. In addition, the sound of the sword sheath clashing and the seams of the leather armor fitting together.

Could it be that they are the remnants of Ferencino? But it sounds completely different from their normal armament.

When I open my eyes and get up from the sunbed, I see Olisia jumping up from down there.

"Dian! Dian!"

And after a while, a group of knifemen appeared between the buildings.

They were wearing simple clothes and a light leather breastplate, but when I looked at the scabbard on their waists, they were knights of the Imperial Imperial Guard. These were the people who had greeted me with fanfare at the port earlier.

But why are they here? This hill road leads nowhere else but my house? Are you coming here?

As I tilted my head, I was soon able to understand the whole situation.

"Dian!"

The main character at the head of the knights smiled brightly and waved at me.

        
            "Linus… ?"

"Dian! It’s been a while!"

"Linus!"

I was more excited than wondering why the main character was here, so I jumped over the wall and ran to him.

When I suddenly ran quickly, the startled knights stood in front of Linus as if to block him.

I had no idea that the drivers would intervene, but I was unable to slow down and ended up colliding with them.

"Ugh!" "Wow!"

The knights who collided with me, my bare body, fell and rolled loudly on the floor.

"Oh my, I’m sorry. It would be difficult if you suddenly intervened like that."

"It’s still the same even after 10 years, Dian."

Linus let out an embarrassed laugh as he looked down at the knights who were moaning and writhing.

He raised the fallen knights and asked.

"But what on earth is going on here? Without any message?"

"I came because I missed you. I also brought a gift."

Linus took out a bottle of alcohol from his pocket. That thing, with its long, slender, streamlined appearance that shimmers a somewhat strange red color in the warm sunlight... .

"Wow!? Isn’t that Armand Brignac!?"

"I thought you would like it as expected."

"Let’s go in, hurry."

I led Linus and the knights into the house. Olisia was already waiting with the front door open.

"Why don’t you take off your armor? It must be very hot here because it is different from the imperial capital."

When I asked the knights entering the small garden, they shook their heads.

"Guards do not take off their armor anywhere."

"This is not the Imperial Castle, so I don’t think there will be any problems… ."

Looking back at Linus, he smiled and said to the knights.

"Take off your armor. I will never reach out to the guard captain."

Then, after hesitating for a moment, the knights finally began to take off their stuffy leather breastplates one by one.

"Olicia. Give them a glass of lemonade each. Give it to this person too."

"Okay, Dian!"

The knights had us sit on the sofa in the living room, and Linus and I went out to the terrace.

"You really lived in a nice place."

Linus spoke animatedly as he looked at the view of the city and sea below the terrace.

"Sea, seagulls, sailboat, market. It is a place full of romance. I really envy you, Dian."

"I’m satisfied too. Now do you understand why I left the imperial castle that night?"

"It is only now, 10 years later, that I realize its great meaning. It is clear that you have the ability to see the future."

Armand Brignac turned around and burst into laughter.

"I don’t have that kind of ability. If so, I would have already known that you would come here."

"Anyway… It's really nice to meet you, Diane. I was always curious and missed what you did for a living."

"Well, I just live like this. Unlike you who are busy. by the way… ."

I asked, putting down the Armand Brignac on the nightstand.

"Aren’t you the captain of the royal guard now? From what I heard earlier, it seems like the position has changed to something like the guard captain."

"I recently moved to a different position. Because it is not human to sit in the position of Captain of the Hwangseong Guard, which is a major promotion position, for a long time and block the path to promotion. It was just a symbolic position."

"The imperial castle guarded by the hero of the continent! It must be something like this. but… There's no way they would have appointed someone as big as you to be the captain of the guards. So what are you doing now?"

Just then, Olivia came with two glasses of lemonade for us.

"For now, keep this alcohol cool in the kitchen cupboard. It’s very expensive so you have to be careful."

"How expensive is it?"

"With ten bottles of this, you can buy one of those imperial battleships."

"Heek?!"

A startled Olivia wrapped her arms around Armand Brignac and trembled as she entered the kitchen. Linus asked with a smile.

"A maid? I think she's too young to be a maid."

"I bought it from a slave ship that stopped by here. They say that they were war orphans and that the captain of the ship who was deceived by saying he would take refuge in a safe kingdom sold them all to slave dealers."

"There was such an unfortunate situation. It was a good decision, Diane."

Linus shook his head, took a sip of lemonade, and said that it was refreshing and delicious.

"So, how did you know I was here?"

"Oh, you mean that? Recently, the Imperial Intelligence Department received information related to the Ferencino Association. As soon as I heard it, I knew it was you."

"The intelligence department knows all those little details?"

"It’s a small thing. It's about a person who single-handedly knocked out 30 members of a delinquent group that dominated this area. How could that be such a small thing?"

As he said that, Linus shook his shoulders and laughed lowly, wondering what was so funny.

"Dian, didn’t you leave the imperial palace saying you wanted to live quietly?"

"That’s right. But not everything in the world goes as I want."

"Well, it’s actually a good thing because I was able to find out your whereabouts thanks to your accident."

Linus smiles brightly again. Even though 10 years have passed, that guy's unique good-natured aura remains the same.

Linus.

The one and only hero who is said to be the salvation of the continent and the scourge of demons. He is the original protagonist of this fantasy novel that I possessed.

With his blond hair, tall height, and well-built muscular body, he has an appearance that is comparable to that of any other aristocratic child.

Because of this, he appears arrogant and arrogant at first glance, but in reality, Linus is not that type.

His origins are the child of a serf belonging to a small fiefdom whose name is unfamiliar in a remote corner of the empire. He had been farming with his parents since he was young, but when the war broke out, he abandoned everything and suddenly left his territory and enlisted.

The reason was that after hearing the horrors of the war, they could not bear to farm and maintain their own well-being. Although I obviously knew Linus' tendencies, when I heard this story in person, I thought he was crazy.

Afterwards, I felt it clearly while fighting in the same platoon. This guy is crazy.

Linus has a humble and just nature. He always has a gentle smile on his face and his eyes are extremely kind.

They cannot tolerate injustice and will do anything if they think it is right, even if it means risking their own lives. It can be said to be a very fine specimen worthy of the name ‘Hero’.

So that's the problem.

Linus becoming a lowly soldier in the legion is the background setting of the original story. The prologue of the original work begins with Linus, who survived various battlefields with great skill, and is promoted to officer in recognition of his contribution.

That means that if this guy doesn't die for the next few years, we can at least get the story started. I almost died more than once because of this kid's overflowing passion and sense of justice.

As an example, in the worst situation where the platoon was wiped out and only the two of us were able to break through the siege, Linus entered into a desperate battle to save a civilian village that was under attack.

If I hadn't helped him at that time, he probably wouldn't have found his body. If this isn't a crazy person, then who is?

After crossing the line of fire countless times like this, I was able to keep Linus alive until the prologue.

Afterwards, we were promoted side by side, and later we were selected to join a special team, a warrior party, to attack the Demon King's stronghold. After that, it follows the original story.

So, to me, Linus is the main character of the original work that I need to help, and at the same time, he is an incomparable comrade who has shared life, death, and ups and downs.

"By the way, Dian. Let’s eat dinner together tonight. I'll treat you at the best restaurant here."

"Good. But let’s eat at my house instead of a restaurant. I was already planning to eat grilled meat for dinner. By the way, how long will you be here? If you are going to stay for a long time, please leave some room."

"No, you don’t have to do that."

Linus shook his head.

"I have to return to the capital at dawn tomorrow. I will also sleep on the boat."

"You seem very busy. I can't help it. Because it makes no sense for the savior of the continent to live like an unemployed person."

"Hearing those words from you makes me so embarrassed that I don’t know what to do. Then, let’s eat dinner here."

Linus brought a few knights with him when he told Olicia to buy more meat and other things.

# # # # #

As the sun slowly set, we ate grilled meat on a large terrace overlooking the sea.

While Olicia and the knights ate at one table, we talked about the past at a separate table. The story of his days as a junior soldier in the corps, the story of being later drafted to a special unit called the warrior party, the story of infiltrating the Demon King's Castle with party members including Celine, etc.

The story did not end until the sun completely set and the stars began to twinkle in the sky over the eastern sea.

After emptying the entire bottle of Armand Brignac and getting both moderately drunk, I asked Linus.

"Linus. Why did you come here?"

"I told you so. I came because I wanted to see you."

"Linus, you are."

He pointed at Linus.

"You are a simple bastard. You have no talent at all when it comes to hiding and deceiving."

At my words, Linus tipped his drink and smiled slightly.

"So tell me quickly. Why did you come?"

"Haha. As expected, it’s amazing."

Linus said, looking at the port lights flickering below the hill.

"Do you remember the day we broke up 10 years ago? The words that said you would help me someday if I needed it."

"I remember. So, do you need help?"

"Okay, Dian. There is something I can only ask of you."

"What is that? Could it be that the Demon King has been resurrected again?"

"It’s more difficult than that."

A task more difficult than killing the demon lord? Is there such a thing in the world?

"Do you know anything about the Imperial Special Mission Academy?"

"I don’t know. What is that?"

"It is a newly created institution recently created by the empire, and it is a place to train domestic and foreign information collection experts."

"Is it spy school?"

"Haha. Well, to some extent. But not everyone does that. To put it simply, it can be said to be a place that creates all-weather civil servants for the empire."

"So? You're not trying to ask me to teach kids there, are you?"

Linus has no answer.

"… Really?"

"Dian."

Linus put down his drink and looked straight at me with the most serious eyes in the world.

"Become the principal of the Imperial Special Mission Academy."

        
            After looking at Linus for a moment, I burst out laughing.

"Are you kidding? You want me to teach the kids?"

But Linus did not laugh.

"It's not a joke, Diane."

Actually, I knew Linus wasn't joking. That guy doesn't do silly things like jokes.

He really came all the way from the imperial capital to offer me the position of principal of the academy. If it was simply because they wanted to see me, they wouldn't have brought the knights of the Royal Guard on board an imperial battleship.

But I refuse.

"I’m sorry, but I think that will be difficult."

"There is no need to be humble, Dian. You have what it takes to become a principal."

"No, I’m not being humble, I really am. I can’t help you with that."

Linus asked with a somewhat puzzled expression.

"Can I ask the reason?"

"You know. I can't sit down and use a pen. Moreover, it is very burdensome to be in a place with such great responsibility."

"You are not doing this alone. Several talented professors and administrative staff will assist you. You just need to properly pass on the experiences and tips from our past."

"But that’s not it. It's nothing else but the 'principal'. Authority and responsibility come with it and everything is determined by my decisions, but I don't want to do that."

After repeated refusals, Linus sighed lightly.

"Now, the first principal is in a situation where he has a lot of hate in his face. The Imperial Palace is trying to find a successor and oust the current principal. However, although we have vetted numerous candidates so far, none of them have met the standards we wanted. This is something only you can do."

Still, it still doesn't work. What is the reason why I refused the title and territory and came all the way to this distant neutral port with only money? Was it because I wanted to live quietly and comfortably without any hassle?

If the Demon King were to come back to life and ask me to kill him, I would listen without hesitation, but I am a principal. It's right to refuse this.

"I’m sorry, Linus."

Linus, who was silent for a moment, opened his mouth.

"Actually... The Imperial Palace tried to appoint me as principal."

"What? Is this kid really just hitting on me?"

"That’s not it, I’m planning on retiring soon… . The Imperial Palace is telling you to find the right person if you want to do that."

"Retirement? Are you planning to settle down somewhere quiet?"

"I hope so. Actually, the baby is born next month. I plan to focus on raising children."

"What… ? baby? parenting… ?"

I was dumbfounded by the unexpected words and asked back in an idiotic manner.

"You… Are you married?"

"Okay. I married Celine."

"What, what!? Really?!"

Celine was a hunter in the warrior party and had a subtle atmosphere with Linus throughout the journey.

At the point before the battle with the Demon King, Linus even left a will asking him to bring Celine safely to his hometown when he dies.

We were both so cool that I was frustrated when they would confess and date each other, but they ended up getting married. Is this really good news?

"Congratulations, bastard! You’re finally married!"

A happy smile appeared on Linus's lips as he patted his shoulder.

"Who confessed first? huh? Maybe it was Celine? Because he was more proactive than you. Is it a son or a daughter? no… wait for a sec… ."

As I was pouring out words with joy, a thought suddenly occurred to me and I trailed off.

"The baby is coming next month... ?"

Celine lost her left leg in the battle with the Demon King. A body like that cannot take care of a baby alone.

"Okay, Dian. That's why it is like that. Can you understand why I want to quit?"

"If that’s the case, wouldn’t it be okay to hire a nanny?"

"I’m quite busy with work at the Imperial Castle. There are many cases where I go out at dawn and come back at dawn, Dian... ."

Linus said in a quiet voice.

"Up until now, I thought it was for the continent and had fun, but after getting married and having children, my feelings changed a little... .As you said, you can hire a nanny or look after the child instead of Celine in some way. But I don't want to start a family like that. What would be the meaning of going out and seeing your family sleeping and coming back in after seeing them sleeping?"

I was so kind that I lived a life full of the spirit of sacrifice, but when someone who really needed to be sacrificed appeared, confusion arose.

I remember something from my current life. When I was in the military, a high-ranking person said this.

When I go on vacation, the child walks, when I go on vacation, the child talks, and when I go on vacation, the child goes to elementary school. At first, he cried when he saw his father, and later he said he was a man who comes home once a month, and now he calls me dad.

Although he works for his family, he becomes increasingly distant from his family. As Linus said, what does this mean?

In particular, in the case of Linus, he would want to be even more faithful to his family since he has the means to make a living for the rest of his life even if he quits working right away. The reason he served the Imperial Castle until now was to stably establish peace in the era after killing the Demon King, and the real purpose was not to make a living.

"I fully understand your situation. A babysitter is not the fundamental solution. I understand."

"I’m sorry, Dian. He came to me after 10 years and asked me this difficult request."

"No, for now, I was somewhat offset by the good news that you married Celine. Are you leaving at dawn tomorrow? Then I will think about it and give you an answer."

"Okay, Dian. I'm sorry again."

# # # # #

After Linus and the knights returned to the ship, I lay down on the sunbed on the terrace and took stock of the situation.

Two of my best friends ended up getting married and having a baby next month.

Celine's body is not growing well, so Linus wants to retire and focus on raising children, but the Imperial Palace is telling Linus to either become a principal or find a suitable person and leave.

In this difficult situation, Linus found out about my whereabouts after I had a fight with Ferencino earlier and came here.

He could just use a nanny, but Linus thinks there is no point in starting a family if the nanny is raising the child and he is tied to the castle. I agree with that 100,000 times.

So, shall we weigh the two?

Breaking the original story, living a life of seclusion in a port city with only money and having fun vs. going to an academy and working for a couple of friends who have been through life and ups and downs with me.

Of course it is the latter. If my dear friends Linus and Celine are in trouble and I can help them solve it, I will do anything.

And, embarrassingly for the reclusive subject, after 10 years of just playing and eating, I'm starting to feel a bit itchy.

It's a long-distance trip with the purpose of helping a friend in this situation. not bad.

But after all, the principal is a very high position. I don't want to sit in such a burdensome position. Is there any better way?

"Dian. What are you doing?"

"You sit here."

When Olysia came out to the terrace, she sat me down on the sunbed next to me and explained to me the options at hand. Olivia is smart, so she will think of something good.

After hearing my story, Olivia thought deeply, massaged her chin, and then snapped her fingers.

"I thought of a great way! This is a way for you to help your friend and his wife without taking on too much responsibility. Of course, this would have to be approved by high-ranking people in the empire."

Olivia whispered what she thought into my ear. Oh, is this okay?

# # # # #

Dawn slowly dawning.

Linus was leaning on the railing of the deck covered in thick fog, looking out at the dock.

Will Dian really come? Maybe it will come. Dian is Linus' most trusted friend.

It was shameless to ask such a difficult request after meeting after 10 years, but Linus had no choice.

I was worried about how he was doing after leaving the imperial castle and whether he had died somewhere, but there was no way to find him. Dian disappeared completely from that day on, and although letters occasionally arrived, it was impossible to trace their origin.

Dian had often said this to Linus in the past. He says that he is the main character of this world and that he has no place in the post-war era of peace.

Could it be that he was talking about his disappearance for the past 10 years? I don't know. But Dian will help anyway.

He continued to help Linus from the time he was a junior soldier in the legion until he killed the Demon King, and even 10 years ago, he promised to help him at any time.

‘Are you a new soldier too? nice to meet. Let’s get along well’.

When Linus was sent into combat for the first time, Dian, who had enlisted around the same time as him, spoke first.

Dian, with unkempt brown hair and cheerful eyes, was somewhat different from Linus.

Unlike the honest Linus who can't stand injustice when he sees it, Dian is like, what can I say? It was bad.

Watching the commander's attention, he would hide and rest for some time, use various tricks to get more rations, or secretly go to the warehouse and steal new supplies.

Linus doesn't really like that kind of person. People who just want to make everything easy and have no shame about immorality.

So I avoided Dian at first, but how could that be easy in a platoon of about 30 people? Linus unintentionally became involved with Dian.

‘Hey, Linus. Come on. ‘Let’s eat this together’.

‘Where did that come from? Did you steal it from the supply warehouse again?'

‘Stop nagging. The platoon leader kept this in his tent. It should have been given to the soldiers originally.'

‘Still, this is difficult… '.

‘Hey, Linus. Since it's annoying, let's not set up a tent and sleep in the bushes over there. When I looked at it, it looked nice and fluffy.'

‘You cannot leave the garrison, Dian. And how do you plan on getting out of today's roll call?'

‘The deputy sub-commander said he was on duty. Let's do a rough roll call and stay up all night. Let’s go quickly’.

‘Are you really okay…? '.

Dian always cared for Linus, who came from a rural background and had no close comrades due to his inflexible personality. And when we actually got to know each other, Dian surprisingly had a nice side to her.

Moreover, surprisingly, Dian had a natural talent for combat and saved Linus from death several times.

‘Hey, Linus. That's my personal opinion. Let's move this way. I guess it has to be like that.'

'But the platoon commander's order is to charge. That's a protest. Resistance is capital punishment.'

‘You idiot. If you charge into the current situation, you will die. 'You don't want me to die because of a foolish order before you can achieve your wish, do you?'

'That's right... '.

‘Hey, Linus. Let’s catch that one.’

'Nonsense! That guy is coming! 'Wait for support!'

'If you just listen to me, it's enough for the two of us. Let’s pick that bastard’s head and get a medal.’

‘Dian! Dian! Come back! Damn it! Come with me!'

With Dian's help, Linus crossed countless lines of fire and was eventually recognized for his contributions and promoted to officer alongside Dian.

Even when he was drafted to join the special team for the Demon King's Castle, Dian was always with him. Even in battle with the Demon King... .

"Hey, Linus."

Dian and his maid Olysia appeared through the fog on the dockside. Both were carrying large suitcases in their hands.

"Dian! You came!"

Linus jumped over the railing and landed in front of Dian.

"I knew you would come too! Have you made up your mind?"

"The principal decided not to do it."

Linus' face hardened at the unexpected answer. Surely you didn't come here because you accepted the offer? Then why on earth is that suitcase?

Dian continued speaking while looking at Linus who was confused.

"The principal doesn’t do it. However, I am willing to be a professor at an academy."

"Professor?"

"When you become a principal, you have to take responsibility for troublesome things. But if you're a professor, it's a different story. And anyway, isn’t what Hwangseong wants to do is educate the academy kids using my know-how? Not management. As you know, I am not sincere enough to do a job like a principal."

"That's true."

Linus thought deeply about Dian's new proposal. The conclusion is not bad.

The Imperial Palace had their sights set on Linus and rejected all the candidates he recommended, but it would be different with Dian.

Dian has outstanding talent in combat and has a lot of practical experience. Even if I'm not a principal, a professor position would be a good compromise.

"If you do that... ."

As Linus opened his mouth to speak, tears suddenly filled his eyes and he had to grit his teeth.

Since I didn't know his whereabouts, I couldn't send him a greeting letter during that time. When we met for the first time in 10 years, even though I made an unreasonable request, Dian... .

Celine. Once again, we had Dian's help. As expected, Dian is my most trusted friend and helper.

# # # # #

"You… If you do that... ."

Linus burst out laughing with tears in his eyes.

"Good. Well then, since we've decided, let's go right away. I'm going to take him too, is that okay? Why should I leave you alone?"

"Of course. Hurry up and get on board."

Linus took the lead and guided us to the boat.

"Anyway, it seems like your friend knows how annoying Dian is."

"Be quiet, Olisia. It's called leisure."

As I crossed the plank leading to the boat, I rebuked Olysia's joke.

" Let’s set sail! Everyone to location!"

With the captain's shout, the sailors moved in unison and began to unfurl the sails and untie the ropes.

I stood on the slowly moving bow of the ship, looked at the sea, and thought.

'I was trying to live quietly' but I didn't want to make a fuss, so I helped Linus and met the ending. And now, I was really trying to live quietly, but after 10 years, the main character asked me for help again.

What can I do? I have no choice but to do it. I promised to help 10 years ago, and Linus and Celine are truly precious friends to me.

From now on, my latest goal is to become an academy professor and ensure childcare activities for Linus and his wife, the main characters of the original work.

An academy professor... . You can do just about anything. Well, it's difficult.

        
            "Wow! Dian! Look at that!"

Olisia leaned over the deck railing and shouted excitedly.

A magnificent city appeared in the direction of the ship as it advanced powerfully through the waves.

High and sturdy castle walls along the coastal cliffs. Above it, fortresses waving numerous flags stand firmly.

In the downtown area of the port, buildings with colorful roofs are lined up densely, and many ships, large and small, are coming in or leaving.

At the long piers on either side, ships from all kinds of countries are anchored, showing off their majesty, and sailors and merchants are very busy unloading.

Coastal guard ships floating offshore block suspicious ships, and in the meantime, a fight spreads and several people fall to the deck.

It looks as if the city is alive and moving on its own, like a huge living organism. The scars of the war that was trampled by the devil's army are no longer visible.

Calvasar, the capital of the great empire. The birthplace of all cultures, technologies, and trends on the continent. This is where I left everything 10 years ago.

"This is my first time in a city that big! oh my god! There are so many people!"

"It’s natural because it’s the capital of the empire. That's part of it. The land side is bigger."

"Hee profit?!"

The ship we boarded entered a separate dock a little further in from where the civilian merchant ships were anchored.

That place is the headquarters of the Empire's 3rd Fleet, lined with ships of a size that is incomparable to the one we are currently on.

They say even the mountains and rivers change in 10 years, and I never would have thought that the fleet that had been completely lost to the Demon King's army was rebuilt so much in that time.

"What ship’s mast is… It’s taller than the temple bell tower… ."

Olysia looked up at the masts of battleships passing by on our left and right with her mouth open in a daze.

"Let’s get off now, Dian. Miss Olivia."

As Linus and I disembarked, a luxury carriage drawn by four horses came running from the other side and stopped in front of us. It appears to be Hwangseong’s carriage that came to meet him.

"Wow, I can’t believe I rode all these carriages… ."

As she patted the soft cushion, Olivia couldn't help but be amazed. Brunswick, where we were, was not a very large city, so there was no need to take a carriage at all.

"By the way, Linus. I have a question. Is there any problem with the academy principal now?"

"There is a somewhat complicated situation. First of all, although his personal skills are excellent, he is evaluated as having some shortcomings in terms of management and supervision ability."

"Do you think you have a temperamental personality?"

"That… ."

"Wow! It’s a golden castle!"

Just as Linus was about to answer, Olysia suddenly screamed something incoherent.

When I looked out the window, I was in front of the Hwangseong drawbridge. This was where Linus and I parted ways 10 years ago. How is it that this place is the same without a single brick being changed?

The carriage passed straight through the drawbridge without any inspection, probably because it had been notified in advance, and stopped in front of the castle.

"Miss Olivia goes to a separate waiting room. Follow the coachman. Dian, you come this way."

"See you later, Dian."

After parting ways with Olysia, I followed Linus into the grand main gate of the castle.

"Welcome, Sir Linus. I was waiting for you, Mr. Dian. "

As soon as we passed the door, a neatly dressed employee came up and greeted us.

"2The princess is in her office. I will take you there."

2nd princess? I just thought I would meet a minister related to this matter... . It would be better if it were the emperor. Where did the second princess come out of nowhere?

"Linus. Why do I have to see the second princess?"

"The 2nd princess is currently serving as the head of the empire’s security office. The intelligence department and the inspection team are all under his command."

"Oh, is that so? You're hogging all the nutritious food."

"The Intelligence Department and the Inspection Department are where the demand for graduates of the Special Mission Academy is greatest, so the Second Princess is directly involved.

wait for a sec. Let's just stay still. What kind of person was the 2nd princess... .

During the war, the 2nd princess was serving as a commander on another front, so I never saw her face. From what I heard, he is very capable and has several records of turning around unfavorable battles.

Since most of the generals from the imperial family and noble families failed repeatedly and failed to achieve any significant results, it is understandable that the second princess held key positions after the end of the war.

"Your Excellency. This is Sir Linus and his close friend Dian."

As we opened the door to the luxurious office and entered, a young woman stood up from her chair and greeted us.

"Welcome. Thank you for your hard work in coming this far."

When I first saw the second princess's face, I was a little surprised.

There is no surprise as silver hair, which is almost gray, is unique to the royal family. There may be differences in height from person to person as well.

What surprised me was the eyes.

The second princess's left eyelid was crushed and closed. This is because there was a long scar running from the forehead to the chin.

Nevertheless, it is not enough to cover up the overflowing elegance and beauty. Perhaps because of the relaxed smile on her lips, the princess seems to be winking playfully.

I heard he was a commander, wasn't that right? How could it hurt so badly?

"Why are you so surprised? Is it because of these eyes?"

The princess smiled lowly and pointed to the scar that covered half of her face.

"From what I heard, you were also part of the special lease team along with Sir Linus. Haven’t you seen limbs being cut off and crushed as if you were breathing?"

"Yes, Your Excellency. However, it was a bit surprising to see such a high-ranking person suffer such serious wounds at first sight. Most of them were busy replacing their subordinates and running away themselves."

At the informal answer, the eyeballs of the person standing next to him started to pop out, and Linus frowned and sighed lightly.

"Hahahahaha!"

On the other hand, the princess laughed so boisterously that her uvula was visible.

"It’s nice because it’s refreshing. Sit down."

As we sat down on the sofa, the princess sitting across from us leaned comfortably against the backrest and opened her mouth.

"Okay, Dian. Sir Linus recommended me, so I did some research about you. His record was very impressive."

"I didn't want to die, so I ran around with Linus and got a little lucky."

"I see. Isn't this the incarnation of Hala, the god of battle?"

"If you're joking, yes, but if you're serious, no."

The princess smiled again, as if she liked my answer.

"I like it very much. Sir Linus, your judgment was very sound. It seems like he has enough experience and courage to take charge of the academy."

"That’s too much praise, Your Excellency. however… I have something to tell you."

When Linus cautiously opened his mouth, the princess gave him a questioning look.

"Actually, Dian hopes to become a professor, not a principal."

As the princess waited in silence for the next words, Linus explained in detail the stories we had shared before coming here.

Due to a problem with his personality, Dian left everything and suddenly left the empire and lived quietly in a quiet port city for 10 years. Because of this, he feels tremendous pressure about suddenly taking on the important position of headmaster of the Imperial Special Mission Academy.

However, he could not bear to refuse the request of Linus, his long-time comrade in arms, and instead agreed to become a professor rather than a principal as a compromise.

In Linus's personal opinion, Dian has superior combat ability than anyone else on the continent, but has never had any experience in a managerial position, so from the Empire's perspective, this will be advantageous in many ways.

It would be better to leave the existing principal as is and have Dian carry out his teaching duties and provide appropriate assistance and advice.

The princess, who listened to Linus until the end while sipping the drink served by the servant, stayed still and then opened her mouth.

"It’s definitely not a bad method. However, I would like to add one more thing."

"What is that?"

"Then wouldn’t it be a better picture if we appointed author Dian as a professor and Sir Linus as the principal?"

"Your Excellency. As I said last time... ."

"Then I’ll just leave."

Before Linus finished speaking, I jumped up from the sofa.

"The reason I came here was to help Linus after hearing that he was having a difficult time becoming a principal. After listening to the princess, I see no reason for me to be here."

The princess looked at me and asked leisurely.

"Do you think we can get out of here?"

"Do you think you can’t go out?"

A silence fell in the office, as if cold water had been poured.

"Sorry, Sir."

Linus, who had been quiet, opened his mouth.

"I will come and meet Dian."

Linus stood up and grabbed my arm.

"Let’s go, Dian. I'm sorry. I'll find a boat to return home."

"No. Now that I'm in the capital, I'll stay for a few days and take a look. Just pay the inn fee."

"Wait."

As we were just leaving the door, the princess called us from behind. When I turned around, the princess said, still sitting on the sofa.

"Let me accept that offer."

"You must tell us exactly what kind of proposal you would like to accept."

"The current principal should remain in office and Dian Nega should become a professor. Sir Linus will return home as requested. But it is not retirement."

When he tried to refute that, the princess raised her finger.

"This is parental leave until the child grows up to a certain degree. The period is 10 years. The salary is the same."

"Wow."

Admiration flowed out without me knowing. 10 years of paid leave, isn’t this really crazy?

The princess, contrary to my previous impression, was surprisingly a very cool and wonderful person.

"What do you think, Sir Linus? My conditions."

"Thank you for your undeserved gratitude, Your Excellency. Thank you."

Linus bowed deeply and expressed his gratitude.

"Good. Then, Dian, go to the academy right away. Please adapt to your teaching duties as quickly as possible."

"Right now? Yes, I understand."

"We'll talk about Sir Linus separately later."

"Understood, Your Excellency."

After waving goodbye to Dian, we went out to the front gate where the carriage was waiting.

"Hey, Linus. What is that girl?"

"He may talk strangely, but he is actually a very warm-hearted person. Try to feel better just by looking at me."

"I see. I'm not sure. But wait a minute. So, is that woman now my boss’s boss’s boss?"

"That’s right."

Seup, this... . I can't decide if it's good or bad. Still, Linus said he was a good person, so let’s give it a try.

"Dian. You must go to the academy alone. I have a lot of work to complete before taking leave, so I don’t think I’ll be able to keep up."

Linus said with an apologetic expression as he got into the carriage with Olisia.

"It’s okay. I am not a child. Say hello to Celine. I'll invite you soon."

"I will do that. Thank you so much, Dean. I survived thanks to you this time too."

After parting ways with Linus, we headed straight to a place called the Special Mission Academy.

# # # # #

The 2nd Princess was standing at the office window, looking at the carriage passing over the drawbridge.

Did you say your name was Dian? I expected it to a certain extent since he was Linus' close friend, but I didn't expect it to be to that extent.

Not only did she not feel at all discouraged in front of the princess of the empire, but when she saw Dian's eyes asking if she thought she would not be able to leave the imperial castle, the princess felt a chill that made the hairs on her entire body stand on end.

When she was at the front line, she was a princess who only heard that there were people across the country who were posting ridiculous battle records, but she did not know their nature or tendencies.

When Linus expressed his intention to retire and recommended Dian to take care of his child, the princess, after seeing his history, had already decided to give Linus 10 years of paid leave.

And when I heard that Dian wanted to become a professor instead of a principal, I thought it was a very good idea.

Dian wants Linus to take care of the family more than she wants to go to the academy. You might be able to take advantage of that.

However, the reason I bothered to provoke Dian was simply because I was curious about how great the hero's friend was, but this was more like giving something in return.

Maybe it was a natural result.

The princess lowered her gaze to the document she was holding in her hand. It's Dian's military service record. There is a clear stamp on the top and bottom that says Level 1 Secret.

Initial rank: Sergeant Major / Final rank: Lieutenant Colonel (special commission) / Service period: 3 years and 1 month

Award history (commendations below military commander omitted)

Third Class Military Service Medal: For his contribution to the strategic judgment of our forces by acquiring comrades and enemy prisoners during the defense of Camel Ridge.

Third Class Military Service Medal: For killing an ogre of the enemy vanguard with his comrades in arms during the Battle of Dervion District.

Second Class Service Medal: For cutting off the supply lines of comrades and rebels in the Kalias Steppe.

Second Class Military Service Medal: For his contribution to annihilating a number of enemy infiltration teams attacking his comrades and allies during the Battle of Rajoram.

First Class Military Service Medal: For his contribution to blocking and defending a civilian village being attacked by the enemy.

Distinguished Service Medal: For killing a comrade in arms and an enemy corps commander during the Battle of the Black Swamp.

Distinguished Service Medal: For killing a comrade in arms and an enemy corps commander in the Battle of Orendir.

Distinguished Military Service Medal: During the battle to recapture Ibronique Castle, he climbed the wall with his comrades and opened the castle gate.

Distinguished Service Medal: For killing a comrade in arms and an enemy corps commander in the Battle of Pinluk.

Distinguished Service Medal: For killing many of his comrades and enemy command staff in the Battle of Pelimia.

Distinguished Service Medal: For killing an enemy corps commander in the Battle of Tyraelen.

Empire's Highest Military Service Medal: For his contribution to delaying the movement of the Dragon Hindra Star with his comrade-in-arms team, thus ensuring conditions for friendly forces to retreat.

Imperial Hero Award: Contribution to killing the Demon King.

The principal must be quite embarrassed for a new employee with such experience. Will he be able to continue to hold on to this situation?

The princess smiled lowly and returned to her desk.

        
            "Wow, it’s really big!"

Olisia was impressed as she arrived at the Imperial Special Mission Academy and got off the carriage.

As Olivia said, the academy was truly enormous.

The grand parade ground, where events and major training are held, is about the size of several modern-day soccer fields combined. A structure in which the main buildings, including the headquarters, surround the parade ground.

After that, many small facilities could be seen, making it a size comparable to that of a small town. There is even a forested hill within the site.

And all of that was surrounded by a solid wall about five meters high. There's probably a spell there that prevents intrusion from the outside.

"Hello, Dian. I will take you to the principal. Is your younger sister accompanying you?"

The head of the administrative office who came out to meet me looked at Olysia, who had brown hair similar to mine, and asked.

"I am a maid."

"Is that so? Then, the maid will go to the accommodation and unpack her luggage."

The carriage carrying Olisia passed us by, and I followed the head of the administrative office to the main office building.

"Principal. A successor has arrived."

What awaits me in the office... Eh? what?

Behind the desk piled high with documents, something black slowly rose up. It was a dark elf.

Ruby-red eyes and dark black hair. And skin as smooth and dark as chocolate. Aside from their unique slender stature and long ears, they are completely different from elves.

The moment I checked the race of the head of the training center, I knew what Linus meant. He said that the current headmaster had excellent individual skills, but was evaluated as lacking in organizational management.

It is safe to say that dark elves are a race born to become assassins. His unique agile movements, extremely developed five senses, and innate ability to use memorization are unrivaled.

However, because the race itself is very small and they live in dark forests, there are many limitations in their ability to work in high positions in civilized society.

But how on earth is a dark elf sitting in a position like this?

And that dark elf is a bit unique.

Instead of having skin like pitch-black ebony, the skin has a somewhat bright tone like chocolate. Why is the face so gentle?

I'm trying to open my eyes fiercely now, but compared to the dark elves, who basically look like snakes, they look like cute cats.

"Hello, principal. This is Dian."

I said hello, but the dark elf principal just stood still and looked at me. Is there something I don't like?

"Hello?"

As expected, he remained silent and only had eyes. Why is it like that? As the principal's silence continued, the administrative director cleared his throat.

"Principal. I am the successor principal. Received word from the Imperial Palace."

"I know. just… I just took a closer look at what a human looks like."

Only then did the Dark Elf principal look me up and down while muttering something.

"Hello, principal. My name is Dian."

"I am Kirrin Nemara. But, what did you do in the past? What kind of experience did you have that made the Imperial Palace send you as Sir Linus' representative?"

"Didn’t the Imperial Palace tell you this? If that’s the case, I won’t tell you either."

I heard from Linus that when I left the imperial castle, the imperial castle kept all my records confidential. They tried to use them for propaganda purposes, but I ran away, so they were worried that my image would be viewed negatively externally.

So, if Hwangseong did not send the resume of the successor principal, there is no need for me to say anything. Perhaps, they were concerned that if they sent me as a professor, the hierarchy would be disturbed due to my career.

"Still, surprisingly, he looks normal. Since he was coming on behalf of the continent's hero, Sir Linus, I thought he was a barbarian at least the size of a troll or an orc, wearing no shirt, with his thick chest hair exposed, chewing on a deer leg bone."

"Rather, it is a battlefield where pale-faced people like me can survive for a long time. however… ."

After thinking for a moment, I continued speaking.

"If you are Nemara, are you the Nemara clan I know? The assassination team that infiltrated the imperial castle."

"Okay. That Nemarada."

Right. Only now does the whole puzzle come together as to why the dark elf is sitting as the academy's principal.

Originally, the Dark Elves were on the side of the Demon King's army during the war. Very, very troublesome guys who acted as assassins and caused enormous damage to our troops.

Then, when Linus and I had just defeated the dragon Hindrastar and were promoted to captains, the dark elves had infiltrated the castle.

The goal, of course, was to assassinate the emperor. But it failed. It was because of the betrayal of the Nemara clan that was involved in the assassination.

For unknown reasons, the Nemara Dark Elves, who were not on good terms with the leadership of the Demon King's Army, killed all the other Dark Elves who had infiltrated with them and surrendered with their clan.

Taking this as an opportunity, the emperor greatly praised the Nemara clan, and as part of his gratitude, he appointed a dark elf from the clan as the principal of the academy. Anyway, the emperor's promise is a solemn one.

"This is an honor. This is my first time meeting the Nemara clan in person."

"Okay… . And this will be the last... ."

"Yes… ?"

"I will now be kicked out and return to the forest where my clan lives... . And I will never be able to come out to the world of humans again."

Then suddenly, tears began to well up in the principal's ruby eyes.

"Oh my... ."

The head of the administrative office saw that and lamented in a voice so low that I could barely hear it.

"Well, you probably haven’t heard from Hwangseong yet. First of all, I… ."

"No, stop."

The principal closed his eyes tightly and cut me off with a cold attitude.

"I don’t want to hear it. They'll probably notify me of my dismissal anyway. It’s obvious."

"Well, first of all, I am not the principal. I came here as a professor."

"Of course… . Eek?! What?!" "What do you mean?!"

The administrative director and Principal Kirrin shouted at the same time at my words.

"The principal position is too burdensome. The 2nd princess also told me to do the same. So, the head of the Imperial Security Office. Your boss."

"I won’t be kicked out?!"

When the principal excitedly raised his arms, various memorized weapons, including daggers and nooses, poured out from inside his sleeves and clothes. Still, a dark elf is a dark elf.

"Oh my, my. No, don't touch it. These are dangerous items."

The principal, who was squatting down, stopped me from trying to help and picked up the memorized notes himself.

"Sorry. I showed my disgrace."

"Haha… . it's okay. So what should I do now?"

"There was a vacancy at the moment, so it worked out well. Talk to the administrative director."

After hearing the principal's words, the administrative director grabbed my arm and dragged me.

"Please come this way, Dian."

When I left the office, I bowed my head to the head of the administrative office and apologized.

"Sorry, Dian. The principal must have been very embarrassed."

"No, it’s okay. Because there are many different types of people in the world. But isn’t the principal so openly happy?"

The head of the administrative office smiled slightly at my words.

"When I heard the rumor that the imperial castle was considering a successor for the continent's hero, Sir Linus, I told him I had stopped eating and drinking for several days."

"Yes? Is that so?"

"The principal does not want to return to the dark elf forest."

"Why? You must be greedy for a seat, right?"

"That’s not true, there are some complicated circumstances."

The head of the administrative office briefly told me about Kirin Nemara's history.

Her father is the head of the Nemara clan. He was the one who betrayed and killed other dark elf clans during the imperial castle infiltration incident.

In response, the emperor accepted the surrender of the Nemara clan and repaid them for saving his life. The head of Nemara requested that his daughter Kirrin be appointed as the principal of the newly established academy here.

Since he was originally on the side of the Demon King's army and then defected, there was naturally a great deal of opposition, but the emperor could not go back on what he had already promised for the sake of face, so he brought Kirin in for now.

The emperor probably never thought that such an absurd request would come out. Well, I would have expected land or money or something like that.

"The principal’s father was very happy when the principal came here. Dark elves, who had been alienated from the mainstream, were finally recognized as members of civilized society."

To put it simply, it's like a prosecutor's child coming from a rural corner.

"So do you understand now? Why doesn't the principal want to give up his position and go back to the forest? Because that would disappoint the entire clan."

After listening to the story of the administrative chief, I was able to roughly guess Hwangseong's situation.

Since it was an important institution called the Imperial Special Mission Academy, the Second Princess, head of the Security Office, was worried about how to kick out the dark elf who had been appointed by the emperor's promise, and ended up pulling out a fraudulent card called Linus.

Linus, the continent's savior who killed the Demon King, must have calculated that even the emperor's parachute would be helpless.

However, Linus was married to Celine and was about to have a child, so he wanted to retire, and the second princess made a ridiculous offer that she would let him retire if she could find a suitable successor. Is there anyone in this world who can replace Linus?

And just in time, when I entered the intelligence department and realized that I had been involved in a fight with the Ferencino guys, Linus realized that it was me and came to ask for help.

To put it simply, the daughter of an acquaintance who helped the chairman a lot came in by parachute, and didn't the executive director, who is the chairman's child, make a plan to get her kicked out? This thing is very, very complicated. I never imagined it would be this twisted.

"Anyway, I am glad in many ways that Dian came as a professor rather than a principal. The principal can keep his position, and our academy has a great professor."

"Then what should I do?"

"Please take on the role of senior combat professor. Since you were mentioned as a candidate for principal in Hwangseong, your abilities must have already been proven."

"Aren’t there just junior subject professors? I don’t want to do difficult things."

"Sorry, but there are no vacancies for subject professors. The former chief combat officer just resigned, so let’s go there."

Senior combat professor... . It's a bit ambiguous, but it's still better than the principal. I'm compromising at this level for Linus and Celine's sake.

"But why did your predecessor resign?"

However, the head of the administrative office did not respond to my words and only smiled meaningfully.

"I survived!!"

Just as I was starting to walk, I heard Principal Kirrin's screaming cheers coming from inside the closed door. They don't seem to know that we're still standing in the hallway.

For a dark elf, she's pretty lame, that girl.

By the way, looking at the documents piled up earlier, it is clear that the high seats are not comfortable.

Even in this life, heads of organizations and CEOs who seem like they're all having fun are actually extremely busy. Work isn't all about sweating in the field or sitting in the office all day.

This is a fact that you can never know unless you go there.

Moreover, considering the size of the academy here, it is rather strange that it is so leisurely.

I'm really glad I didn't become a principal.

        
            A separate professor's office was set up on this floor of the main office. There is a nameplate on the door that reads ‘Chief Combat Professor Dian’.

The professor's office I was assigned to was small and cozy. Since my predecessor resigned and ran away at night, the furniture, including chairs and desks, is still there and can be used right away.

The academy decided to provide all kinds of stationery, but the problem is those bookcases and shelves... .

The empty bookshelves and shelves on one side of the wall in the professor's office are very annoying. However, it is a bit difficult because there are no books to put on display or things to display. Ah, a good idea occurred to me.

"Dian! Are you sure you are a professor here?"

Olivia, who came at my call, looked at me with suspicion as she took out the things she had packed in her bag. What Olivia brought with her was a teacup set, kettle, and snacks from Brunswell.

"If you’re a professor, shouldn’t there be books or something like that here?"

"I’m not really the one who got in after taking the exam, so it’s okay. And anyway, what we teach is not theory, but practical experience."

"Still, if you pile up a bunch of random things in your office like this, the higher-ups will feel uncomfortable."

"Then why not quit?"

Then Olivia looked at me with a puzzled expression.

"I don’t want to go back to that village again."

Come to think of it, Olivia always wanted to get out of Brunswell. To be precise, it was not that I disliked Brunswick, but rather that I wanted to go to a more developed city.

Girls of that age prefer flashy shopping streets and clean-cut children of aristocratic families, not drunken, ignorant sailors and fishy sea breezes.

"Anyway, Dian, please stay here. This is why I tell you to work hard."

"Yes, yes. I get it. Meanwhile, please make me a cup of tea. I have to go to the meeting."

"Drink here and leave. Don’t get criticized for being arrogant when a new professor attends a meeting holding a teacup."

"What do you think? Drinking tea during meetings is not a big mistake."

I walked down the hallway holding the teacup that Olivia gave me and headed to the conference room.

"Hello."

As I opened the door and entered, many eyes were on me. There are about 20 people of various genders and races. Let's see. Of course there are dwarves and there are orcs. I guess it's at a level where we can communicate a bit.

"What are you doing blocking the door?"

When I looked back, the dark elf principal Kirrin was standing there.

"And what is that teacup? Thank you, but I decline. I usually… ."

"Yes? This one? Do you want to drink it?"

Principal Kirrin's face turned dark red as he took a sip of tea.

"Get out of the way right now."

I followed the principal as he passed me and entered the conference room. Where is my place? Is it over there? It's next to the principal.

"Do not sit down. I was already going to introduce myself."

I was about to sit down on the chair, but the principal stopped me, so I got up again hesitantly. He was holding a teacup in his hand.

"Attention everyone. The author is Dian, a newly appointed senior professor of combat."

The professors looked at each other and murmured softly.

"We hope you get along well as we have become one family from today as a talented person with specialized knowledge suitable for our academy curriculum. Above."

After the principal finished speaking, the professors applauded and I opened my mouth in response with a smile.

"Then, a quick greeting… ." "Let’s start the meeting. First, today’s schedule."

The meeting started right before I could even open my mouth. I also prepared a few jokes to use in the first greeting.

"Nice to meet you, Senior Professor. My name is Lina, a professor of infiltration in the Department of Combat."

As I shyly sat down, the professor sitting next to me leaned his upper body and quietly whispered hello. She was a woman with short bob hair and a lively appearance.

"Nice to meet you, Instructor Lina."

"I’ll give you a good tip. Today, please do not meet the general combat professor in private."

The place where Professor Lina glances is at the other side of the table. A stubborn-looking man was sitting there, staring at me.

"You are the most senior member of the Combat Department. You absolutely hate drinking or eating something during a meeting."

"I’ll keep this in mind. Still, it's a waste, so I'd rather drink it."

Professor Lina covered her mouth and giggled as she quickly took a few sips from the teacup she was holding in her hand, and a deep wrinkle appeared between the general combat professor's eyebrows.

The order of the meeting is the usual things such as today's weather, schedule, academy student status, and other special matters. What I paid attention to here was ‘safety evaluation’.

To put it simply, safety assessment is a process of identifying and taking action in advance on expected risk factors during training, but I was surprised at how rigorous the process was.

There are more than 50 items, and if something seems even slightly dangerous, doesn't the principal directly take action to make adjustments?

"That part is expected to cause ankle injuries to students, so it will be replaced with practice on flat ground."

"It is early spring now, so the sea water will be very cold, but diving training is postponed to next quarter as hypothermia is expected."

"How about increasing the amount of exercise time before training? I think that will reduce the risk of injury."

After the principal messed up like this, half of the originally planned education and training was lost. What is this?

"It was originally like this… ?"

"Well, the principal… They are very sensitive to children getting hurt and having accidents... ."

When I saw Professor Rina smiling awkwardly, I immediately realized the situation. You were doing this so that Principal Kirrin wouldn't get kicked out?

Even in today's military, if an accident occurs, it is common for all the unlucky commanders to be blown away. Since the Second Princess was already trying to change things somehow, Kirin was not willing to tolerate even the slightest noise.

I understand your feelings, but proper education cannot be achieved if things continue this way... . This is unsettling.

# # # # #

The first place I visited after the meeting was the Comprehensive Combat Training Center. It is the largest training center within the academy and is also a place where students are about to be graduated.

It is an appropriate place for the first visit of a senior combat professor who needs to know about the overall education and training of the combat department. The general combat professor walking in front of me doesn't seem to think so.

"It is against etiquette to eat during a meeting, Senior Professor."

Comprehensive Combat Professor Nan, who had broad shoulders, a thick neck, and a long white beard that would have looked like one in the past, was a man with a surprisingly long back end, despite his appearance. What's wrong with drinking a cup of tea?

"Please refrain from next time."

"Because it is my habit to drink tea in the morning. I'll try my best."

Then the general combat professor stopped and looked back at me.

"Excuse me, how old are you this year?"

"I ate as much as I could. And if you're a head professor, isn't that a higher rank than an ordinary professor? What's wrong with being treated poorly?"

"I also ate as much as I could."

"I know that. That beard of yours says so."

He pointed his finger at the general combat professor’s white beard.

"You can't get over drinking tea during a meeting, but you don't seem to have a big problem with a person who is famously a professor at an academy growing a beard like that, right?"

"This has a special meaning. Maybe the head professor doesn’t know, but… ."

"I know very well. I’m not bragging because I’m from a long-distance patrol unit."

Because long-distance patrols of the corps infiltrate deep into enemy territory for months on end, they are unable to shave their beards in time, so they braid them like that, which has now become a tradition. It's a funny tradition.

"I don’t know how long you served and what battlefield you were active in, but don’t be foolish and try to gain an upper hand based on that. Don’t you get the answer when you see that I’m a senior professor at this age?"

The general combat professor's face turned bright red, but he didn't seem to be able to find anything to refute. Even though he was older than me, it was a bit too much to push him, so I smiled and patted him on the shoulder.

"I will try my best not to eat anything during the meeting. So let's relax. If you are too strict about everything, you will get seriously ill later."

"… Okay."

# # # # #

The comprehensive combat training center we arrived at was Wajiseon in Yasan, located within the academy. The training course is to run in a straight line from below to the top of the mountain and reach the flag at the top of the mountain within the time limit.

It may seem simple at first glance, but there are dozens of various obstacles lined up along the path, so overcoming them is not an easy task.

I went up to the control tower at the starting line and watched all the academy students practice the course. About thirty academy students advanced like ants toward the top at different speeds.

But it's strange that everyone is so slow to act. Moreover, aren't some of the obstacles made of detours or boards laid like bridges?

"Phew! Phew! Phew!"

Even in the section where he was shooting an arrow from behind cover to suppress the enemy, he was making sounds with his mouth while shooting a bow without an arrow. What are you doing, what are you doing?!

"Professor. what is this? Why are you doing your training so sloppily?"

"Under the principal’s instructions, all risk factors have been removed and it is being carried out safely."

When I heard the inside story, I found out that they skipped obstacles with a high risk of injury and even shot arrows without giving out arrows for fear of misfires.

I need to do some work on this. If this is the case, the level of academy students produced will be lowered, and there will be a hundred complaints from the inspection team and the intelligence department.

The second princess, who confirmed the complaint, will say that it is right and will go out to cut off the principal's head. If the headmaster's head is blown off, it is obvious that I will be the one dragged up to the vacant position.

If I don't go, she'll threaten to bring back Linus, who has just started taking care of the baby. It can never be done like that. Why did I come here?

"Is there a wizard here at the academy?"

"There is… Why are you doing this?"

"Call the wizard. From now on, I will directly control this place."

# # # # #

Grumble, rumble.

Kirrin, who was working buried in papers, was startled by a sudden explosion and vibration and ran to the window. Over there, he could see a magnificent cloud of dirt rising from the hillside where the comprehensive combat training center was located.

Why are you like that? We eliminated all elements that could cause such a disturbance during today's training.

As a new cloud of dust appeared along with a flash of light, Kirin suddenly remembered that Dian had said earlier that he would go to observe comprehensive combat training.

No way, no way… no way… ?!

Kirrin didn't want to waste time going down the stairs, so she opened the window and jumped down this floor.

Kirrin landed like a cat and immediately ran towards the general training ground, where a series of explosions shook the ground.

"Wow?!"

Kirin arrived at the training ground and froze, unable to say anything at the sight that unfolded before her eyes.

Currently, dozens of academy students are climbing the mountain at the training site. It looks like an active-duty legionnaire engaged in a battle for high ground.

A flashing beam of light struck behind the academy students and exploded.

The source of that beam of light is the control tower at the starting line. On top of the control tower, a magician from the Academy was excitedly firing attack magic.

And next to it… .

"That way this time! Keep pushing! Training is like actual combat! Real combat is like training!"

Senior Professor Dian was directing fire by swinging a long tree branch.

"A drop of sweat in training is a drop of blood in actual combat! Keep pouring!"

"Ugh! You crazy human!!!"

        
            The academy students' slow movements, obstacles that don't even half function properly, and an empty bow that you shoot with your mouth.

If someone tries to go fast with enthusiasm, the teaching assistants stop them by yelling. The reason was that he could get hurt.

I felt it painfully as I watched them from the control tower. The era of peace is definitely the era of peace. This would have been unthinkable 10 years ago, when the Demon King's army was active.

The culprit that shook the entire continent has disappeared, and the countries that suffered so much damage from the four years of war are putting aside old feelings and working on post-war recovery 'for now'.

In a situation like this, and even the principal is obsessed with the principle of putting safety first, there is no way for things to work properly.

"There are wizards here at the academy too, right?"

"There is… Why are you doing this?"

"Call the wizard. From now on, I will directly control this place."

When I told the wizard who arrived at the training site what I was thinking, the comprehensive combat training professor shouted in surprise.

"That’s not allowed! It's too dangerous!"

"Do you think you can put it into practice at this level? It's all a dog's death."

"But the principal has already conducted a safety evaluation himself… ."

"Stop. I take full responsibility. Training this way is unacceptable."

Anyone who sees him may think he is a senior professor full of enthusiasm and a sense of duty, but you are welcome. All I care about is keeping Principal Kirrin in office.

If you send out kids of this caliber like me to actual combat, they will get a lot of criticism. The second princess, who was sharpening her sword, will use that as an excuse to kick Kirrin out and make me sit there. If I can't do it, Linus will bring me back.

In order for both Linus and I to live comfortably, Kirrin must continue to be the principal, and for Kirrin to continue to be the principal, she must dramatically raise the level of the academy students.

But the problem is that Kirin is extremely depressed right now because she is scared that a safety accident will happen and everything will be blown away. In fact, he didn't even know that it was really endangering his position.

So, as a senior professor, I have to step forward.

"So, what you’re saying is to shoot attack magic at the back of the academy students just in the nick of time, right?"

After hearing my instructions, the wizard's eyes lit up and he licked his lips. Given the current atmosphere at the Academy, I have never used magic of this kind before, so it seems like I am very excited for the first time in a while.

When the wizard cast an attack spell and the first explosion exploded, all the academy students who were running were dumbfounded and looked back.

"What are you doing?! If you just stand there, you'll get roasted!"

When several people fell due to the second explosion, the academy students realized the situation and started running. After that, attack magic rained down non-stop.

I nodded as I watched the training ground explode. Okay, it's finally starting to take shape. Only at this level can it be called an imperial spy school.

"Hey, you crazy bastard!!!"

At that time, I saw Principal Kirrin screaming and running furiously from the entrance to the training ground.

"Ah, principal. Are you here? " "What are you doing now?!"

Principal Kirrin, who, like a dark elf, jumped up to the top of the control tower in a single leap, tried to grab me by the collar.

As I slowly twisted my body to avoid it, the principal lunged at me again, and when I also avoided it, the principal eventually gave up on shaking my collar and shouted.

"You decided to kill them!?"

"I’m not trying to kill you, I’m trying to save you."

"If shooting attack magic isn’t killing, then what is it?!"

"If the kids graduate as is, the principal will be blown away."

Principal Kirrin's hand, which had been pulling out a dagger from his sleeve in excitement, stopped.

"What… ? My hair... ?"

"If the kids educated at the academy are a mess, whose fault is it? It's the principal's fault, right?"

"Well, that’s… ."

"Of course you know that Hwangseong is only looking for the number of cases to fire you, right?"

"ugh… ."

As if Kirin knew this, she withdrew her sword and took a few steps back. He smiled at the principal and extended his finger.

"In order to avoid liability for accidents, education and training will be drastically reduced. As a result, the quality of academy students falls. Several departments that received such new agents raise objections. 2The princess is happy. The principal returns to the forest."

"Oh, no… !"

"Actions that try to preserve one's position ultimately become a noose that tightens one's neck. Do you understand?"

"I know too… . but… ."

The principal looked at the training ground where magic smoke was exploding with fearful eyes.

A dark elf clan that joined the Demon King's army and then defected once again. How heavy the burden and responsibility must be as you represent your clan in civilized society. It's not that I don't understand.

Anyway, since I have already witnessed the reality of the academy, my latest goal is to make sure that the principal is recognized by the Imperial Castle.

Kirin is good because she can preserve her position, the princess is good because she gets high-quality graduates, Linus is good because she can raise her children with ease, and I am good because I don't have to be selected as principal, so everything is great.

# # # # #

I walked around the academy all day and assessed the situation.

The curriculum of the Imperial Special Mission Academy here is largely divided into two categories. One is advanced theoretical education with a mixture of various subjects, as is the case at regular academies. That is, the theory department.

And the other one is the combat department that I observed earlier. Infiltration, assassination, kidnapping, terrorism, guerrilla warfare, etc.

Here, in the case of the theoretical department, there does not seem to be any major problems.

There is a senior theory professor in the same position as me, and the professors are all experts in their respective fields, and because it is done indoors, Principal Kirlin is not particularly involved.

The biggest problem is, of course, the one-of-a-kind trainings with zero practical sense, which occurred due to the warden's self-centeredness. In other words, the education and training of the combat department that I must command.

Most field training is being replaced by theory classes, and even if conducted outdoors, anything that poses even the slightest risk of injury is reduced or excluded. It was almost like a picnic.

I think this is probably the area I should be mainly involved in. I don't know anything about theoretical education anyway, and the reason Hwangseong and Linus sent me here was with the intention of using practical experience.

So first, let's fix that strange 'safety evaluation' or something. In addition, we compiled various ways to develop the combat department and made it into a report.

When I went to the principal's office to get the report approved, the administrative director looked at me and shook his head.

"You’d better quit, Senior Combat Professor."

"What is it?"

"I guess it means that you will study the subjects of the Combat Department in a practical way, right? While I was doing that, my former professor ran away."

"Oh, is that right?"

The head of the administrative office sighed deeply.

"Since you reject anything the Combat Department wants to do, is there any way it can work out properly? Well, if you really want to go in, I won’t stop you."

"Thank you for the advice. Then, let’s go in."

I entered the office and explained the report to Kirrin. While listening to the explanation, Kirin's facial color changed moment by moment.

"That’s not possible! So what are you going to do if you get really seriously hurt?"

"No problem. Isn’t there a medical station here?"

"There is… ."

"Okay then. Let’s reduce the safety evaluation items by half and have the kids practice it realistically."

"But it’s really difficult if you get hurt."

"It’s not difficult. No, wait… ."

When I saw Kirin's eyes, I had an ominous feeling.

"Are there any academy students who come from noble families or something like that?"

Kirrin nodded silently and I shrugged.

"Still, I’ll keep going. It's not like I was dragged in or something. If you don't like it, ask them to leave."

"You can never say that!"

"It’s okay. They are nobles, they are nobles, and they are the same academy students here. And."

He looked straight at Kirin, who was still anxious, and said.

"If outsiders criticize me for providing rigorous training, just say I did it all. I won't get the principal in trouble with this."

"?"

"I will protect you. So don't worry."

"E… ?"

Kirin stared at me for a moment, then suddenly turned dark red and got angry.

"If someone hears it, they won’t misunderstand that I did it passively because I was scared!"

"That’s true, right? Once again, what."

"Then I will leave it here, so please pay quickly. If you don’t do it, I will become the principal myself and approve it… ."

"Get out! Leave it and go away right now!"

He chuckled and stepped back.

"And please put away some documents. What is all this?"

As Kirin pointed to the pile of things on her desk, she let out a tired sigh.

"What should I do if it keeps happening even if I clean it up? ."

"Haha. Well, then there is nothing we can do about it. Good luck!"

# # # # #

"Such a crazy person!"

Kirin suddenly got angry and threw away the pen she was holding in her hand. A long time had passed since Dian left the office, but Kirrin could not concentrate at all.

It wasn't because I was bothered by the contents of Dian's report on combat department improvement. It was because of what Dian said earlier.

‘I will protect you’. "Ugh!!"

"Why are you doing this, Principal?!"

As Kirin held her head and screamed, the door opened and the head of the administrative office rushed in.

"What's going on?"

"No, it’s nothing. Go and work."

When the administrative chief left, Kirin jumped up from her seat and opened the window wide. A warm spring breeze blew and blew her black hair.

However, rather than calming Kirin's heart, the spring breeze made it even more violent.

"Damn, damn, damn."

In an effort to calm her confused mind, Kirin let out harsh words and pulled out a dagger from her sleeve. As soon as she touched the cool, sharp blade of the dagger, she felt her heart calm down a little.

Kirrin has lived in the dark elf forest her entire life.

Dark elves are colder and more cynical than other races. For those people, things like pushing love or warm skinship are things that shouldn't happen.

Kirrin was also a dark elf and had never heard a friendly word from anyone before. On the contrary, there was even pressure from his father to raise the clan's honor every time.

To Kirin, Dian's words that he would protect her came as a huge shock. It's like... .

"Come to your senses, you idiot!"

Kirin shouted, holding her dagger.

That statement from earlier was a cliché expression that meant that one was completely selfless and would take responsibility for oneself. Don't get too excited!

Kirin, who mercilessly slapped her own cheek, returned to her desk in stride. Then he frowned and cupped his cheek.

"Ah… It hurts… ."

Then, he scribbled his signature in the approval section of the report posted by Dian.

It looked like a death penalty consent form, but there was nothing I could do about it. Considering various factors comprehensively, there is something about this person named Dian.

Maybe this person will save me... .

        
            Rumors from the general combat training center spread throughout the academy. Some crazy guy said he was the chief combat officer and showed up with a wizard in tow and started messing with them.

In addition, there were testimonies that he walked around all day and scribbled things in his notebook with a very disapproving expression.

Judging by the antics at the General Combat Training Center, it was clear that there would be a major reorganization of all combat subjects.

Reactions to him were sharply divided.

Students who enroll because they really want to become special agents of the empire are in favor. These children were worried that they would not be able to demonstrate their capabilities properly in the workplace using the existing education methods.

The opponents are children who have already become accustomed to the comfortable academy life or who have no particular motivation to become special agents in the first place. For example, these are high-ranking lineages that were pushed out of the line of succession and were forced to flow here.

As a rule, noble titles are inherited by the eldest son, so other children must find another path. Usually, people use their family's wealth to start a business or enter public office, and in the latter case, the diploma from the Imperial Special Mission Academy is quite useful.

Graduating from this academy does not necessarily mean you will become a special agent. The curriculum itself is so extensive that students advance to various organizations and positions depending on their individual skills and graduation grades. That's why many people from noble families also attend the so-called 'spy school'.

Considering the purpose of establishing the Academy, these types of people should not be accepted, but it will not be easy to ignore the influence of nobles and high officials. These kids don't care about the GPA in the combat department and only focus on the theory department classes, so they probably don't like Dian's behavior.

In the midst of such sharp differences in likes and dislikes, Dian began his duties as a senior professor of combat in earnest.

# # # # #

"So, this is what will happen from now on."

After everything was explained, I turned around and saw the professors staring at me blankly.

This is the combat department room. I have just gathered together combat professors and presented my plan for future reform of the combat department's education system.

"Anyone have any questions?"

"Hey… Senior Professor."

Infiltration Professor Lina quietly raised her hand.

"Is this something the principal approved? I guess not."

"Approved. You signed your hand here."

When I held up a report with a strange sign that looked like a picture of a cat fighting, gasps were heard here and there.

"School, the principal has approved the combat department report!"

"What on earth did you do, senior professor?!"

"There are ways. Anyway, did you understand everything about the direction for improvement?"

Then, Professor Lina raised her hand again.

"I understand the content, but isn’t that too dangerous?"

"Is there anything dangerous? This is the academy. Do I really have to die?"

"That's because I'm worried about the children getting injured. Regarding the nighttime infiltration that will begin soon... ."

"You just need to take sufficient safety measures. If you're afraid of that and don't do it at all, then what on earth are you going to teach?"

Then another professor raised his hand and spoke.

"Senior Professor. This is Geneve, an armed combat professor. There is one big problem."

A professor of armed combat… .

Examining the professor's hands, he noticed that, as expected, the calluses were those of an experienced swordsman. Judging by his sharp eyes and his subjects, he seems to be a man who made a name for himself in that field in his old days.

"What kind of problem is it?"

"Currently, our academy’s medical center is not capable of treating fatal injuries. At best, first aid can be given to minor abrasions or bruises."

"Is that possible? Is there no sacred priest?" "No."

"Then who teaches first aid and emergency surgery?"

"That’s what I’m doing!"

Survival Professor Waver, carrying a bow on his back, raised his hand vigorously. A hunter teaches first aid?

"After all, survival methods and first aid methods have something in common! And preparing game is also similar to a simple surgical operation!"

What kind of bullshit is that? Does it make sense that a large academy like this doesn't have a holy priest, so hunters teach first aid?

I didn't even look around the medical center because I thought it would of course be full, but I'm a little embarrassed.

"The principal reduced all combat training subjects and even expelled the sacred priests from the medical center. The idea is to save your budget since accidents are unlikely to happen anyway."

Armed Combat Professor Geneve bluntly explained my question.

It's the same situation as saying the server is normal and firing the entire development team. For some reason, I thought it was strange when I heard that there was only one wizard in the academy at that time.

this this. They are afraid of causing a safety accident and are trying to save a lot on the school budget. I tried my best to avoid getting cut.

Well then, we should first strengthen the infirmary. I'm trying to make the training stronger in a practical way, not to be ignorant. If you are injured, you must ensure that you receive proper treatment.

"I will take care of that, so you can re-create your education and training plan according to the improvement plan I made. The key is practical training. Is there anyone here without practical experience?"

"Chief Professor."

Then, a female professor sitting across from me adjusted her glasses and opened her mouth. I am Felimia, a psychological warfare professor who specializes in intimidation and negotiation.

"What is it? You really have no practical experience?"

"Is that possible? However, there is a critical error in the head professor’s plan."

"What is it?"

"I don’t know if you know, but some of the kids we teach… ."

"Don’t you think the children of nobles and high officials are at stake? Are you worried that if they make a mistake, it will be difficult to deal with it?"

Professor Pellimia kept his mouth shut, and the other professors shook their heads or sighed as if they agreed with that opinion.

"No need to worry about that either. I will take full responsibility, so you can only worry about how you can teach your children properly. That's enough."

"Can I believe that?"

"Of course."

At that time, I see a hammer swinging in the air on the desk over there.

"Hey, head professor. I also want to say something."

The one shaking the hammer is the dwarf Kazador, a combat equipment professor with only his head sticking out of his desk.

"While we are tearing everything down and rebuilding it, we will also return some of the budget for our combat equipment."

"Why combat equipment? Surely you didn't take out all the tools because it was dangerous for the kids?"

"That’s not true, there is a severe lack of practice tools. It's a situation where five people form a group and use tools."

"Ha, oh my… . I’ll take note of that too."

"Well, I also have something to tell you... ."

This time, Anna, the combat riding professor, glanced at me dejectedly and said,

"We also need some things like hay and beans to feed the war horses... . The principal reduced many areas due to the risk of falling off the horse... ."

Oh my, is this crazy dark elf trying to save money on feed for the horses? Was this action taken after knowing how much war horses eat per day?

"Okay. I promise you that I will listen to everything that comes out now. If there are no major problems, just do as I say. And don't listen to the principal. Since I am under the principal and you are under me, anything that happens must go through me. Got it?"

"Good, good! I like Dian in my blog!"

Orc Brog, the unarmed combat professor, exposed his buck teeth and pounded his fist on the desk. Thanks to this, the professors' notebooks and pens bobbed up and down.

"I also completely agree! How boring it was already because there was nothing to use magic."

A youthful appearance full of freckles. Orendi, the academy's only wizard and professor of magic in the Combat Department, agreed, creating twinkling stars above his head.

However, most professors still look as if they are complaining about something. It's a natural reaction for a young guy who has been in office for less than a week to suddenly change everything and tell people to trust only him.

Anyway, it worked. That's all for today.

"If there are no further comments, please prepare a new education and training plan for each person by tomorrow and report it. Next spring, in exactly one year, we will produce our first graduates, so we shouldn’t send out trash, right?"

"Yes." "Yes."

When the professors responded, they lightly hit the desk.

"Good. Anyway, you guys just trust me. Over!"

# # # # #

"What is really changing? ?"

After Head Professor Dian left the staff room, Combat Riding Professor Anna opened her mouth despondently.

"Since the founding of the Academy, the Combat Department has been in a cold state... . Even though he's the head professor, he's ultimately under the principal, so I'm a bit... ."

"That remains to be seen. However, seeing as I received approval from the principal, I don’t think there is a need to be too pessimistic."

As magic response professor Orendi responded positively, infiltration professor Lina also nodded vigorously.

"You shouted so loudly. Wouldn’t you like to show me something? Last time at the general combat training center, oops."

Lina glanced at General Combat Professor Morton with a sheepish smile. It is a well-known fact that Morton tried to take the lead in the early stages but was attacked by Dian.

"Okay, Morton. What was it like when you encountered it in person? That guy named Dian."

Combat equipment professor Kazador, like a dwarf who doesn't pay attention to what others think, asked Morton openly.

"At least he doesn’t seem to be the type of person who cares about himself like the current principal."

"Ha, that’s it then. Let’s take a look."

Canjador, who has a simple thinking circuit, finished his review of Dian with that, and Brogue, an Orc unarmed combat professor, just repeated that he liked Dian.

"Actually, it doesn’t matter to me as long as it doesn’t completely eliminate combat subjects and gets cut!"

Survival Professor Waver, who had a cheerful and optimistic personality, smiled broadly and plucked his bowstring like a harp.

"In that case, the key issue right now is whether the medical center’s manpower can be restored to the way it was before."

Psychological warfare professor Felimia said, adjusting her glasses.

" Having a sacred priest dispatched from the church again would be an opportunity to verify the abilities of the head professor."

"I think that’s difficult."

Armed Combat Professor Geneve bluntly expressed his opinion.

"The denomination is already offended by the academy. Isn’t this a situation where they are asking you to kick them out and give them back?"

"It’s probably impossible. Unless you have great connections in the denomination."

General Combat Professor Morton calmly sighed and stood up.

"Well, good luck to everyone. I will go and create a new education reform plan."

"Good luck." "I guess you’ll have to work overtime today."

As Morton went out the door, Combat Equipment Professor Kazador raised his hammer and shouted.

"Aren’t there people who want to burn the beginning of a cigarette? Please lend me one!"

"There is a blog! Let’s go together, dwarf!"

The professors stood up one by one and left the department room, each saying a word.

"Ha, I want to feed our war horses well… ."

"I hope this time, I can follow those smug theory department professors properly."

Psychological warfare professor Felimia was deep in thought as she followed the professors out.

Is the head professor really so confident that he will be able to get a new priest from the church and shout loudly?

The head professor's educational reform plan has no possibility of being realized if it is not supported by the medical center's capabilities, so the head professor must bring in a sacred priest.

However, no matter how much you think about it, it is highly unlikely that a senior professor who is still young would be able to negotiate with the church. It's impossible unless you have some kind of connection.

The church is a group located above the head of the Imperial Palace. It's not an easy place to accept the whims of just one academy. Let's not have high expectations.

However, none of the professors know the background of that person named Dian. Where on earth did this person come from and what did he do?

# # # # #

"Dian!"

As I was walking up the stairs to the church headquarters, I heard a voice calling me.

When I look up, I see Lormane hurriedly coming down the stairs, his purple priest's robes fluttering.

"Dian! I missed you!"

Lormane jumped down a few stairs and jumped into my arms.

Lormane, general secretary of the church. This is my old colleague who played the role of healer in the special rental team that picked off the devil king's head.

        
            After leaving the department room, I headed straight to the academy medical center. There is a need to check on site whether what the professors say is true.

The medical center is a fairly large two-story building located a short walk away from the main office. Considering the size of the academy, it is an appropriate size.

When I open the door and go in, there is a person sitting at the reception desk. Isn't that person resting his chin on his book as he glances at me and then looks back down at the book?

"Hey. Are you an employee here?" "Yes."

"Alone?" "Yes."

"Are you a doctor?" "Yes."

What is that attitude? Anyway, since you’re a doctor, let’s take a look at your skills.

"I have a headache, so I came here to get some medicine."

Then the doctor points with his chin in that direction with a sour expression. When I looked there, I saw a shelf with medicine bottles on display. The medicine bottles had roughly scrawled name tags attached to them.

"Take one out of the box that says headache medicine." "Yes?"

However, the doctor seemed to not be able to hear what I was saying and fell into a state of deep reading again. Are there all crazy people like that?

I took out a pill of headache medicine and looked around the inside of the infirmary.

The first floor was a medical office, and its structure was similar to a modern emergency room. At the entrance was a reception desk where a doctor sat. Behind it stands a bookshelf for document storage. There wasn't much documentation.

If you go inside, you will see several beds and a shelf containing simple first aid kits and bandages.

There was a room inside, so I opened it and to my surprise, it turned out to be a surgical operating room. There was an iron bed in the center on the tile floor, and it was full of dust as if it had never been used.

When I opened the other room, it was an office. Judging by the doctor sitting in front of it, this must be the place used by the religious priests.

This floor is a hospital room. There is nothing special to see here.

The facility itself is good, but it seems that accidents and injuries were predicted when the academy was built in the first place, but it is not being operated properly due to the principal's self-centeredness.

First aid training is being taught by a professor who used to be a hunter, the shabby medical center is empty, and this is a complete mess.

As the professors say, the capacity of the medical center is at a low level, so if the education and training is changed immediately according to the report I submitted to the principal, there will be an uproar. Let’s start by filling it up from here.

As I came down to the first floor, thinking about various things, the doctor was still reading a book and didn't even pay attention to me. I need to cut that guy down.

Now I see that the second princess was a complete Buddha, right? How can they not fire and leave the principal who runs the academy like this? No, to be exact, it is the emperor's parachute, so it cannot be cut.

If this kind of development were to appear in a web novel, there would definitely be comments saying that the principal was actually Spy, a plan to neutralize one of the empire's major academies, and that the intelligence of the principal's character was lowered too much.

But dark elves are by no means a stupid race. Although the Combat Department has an open class, after studying it for a few days, I found that the theoretical department has an incredibly solid curriculum.

Although it is not comparable to the famous Imperial Calvasar Academy, it is significant considering its short history and has not yet produced its first rider.

In my opinion, the principal is not a bad person at all. It seems like there's something different... . Are you really a spy? The principal of the spy school is a spy!?

No way. If that were the case, the flying and crawling imperial intelligence department would have noticed it a long time ago. It's a place where everyone knows about the fight between the hundreds of thousands of people in distant Brunswick.

Anyway, that's enough, let's go quickly.

* * * * *

When I went to the professor's office to go out, Olysia came by and was cleaning.

After coming here to the academy, Olicia and I have been living in the staff area on one side of the academy. Still, as a professor, the accommodation I was assigned was a small single-family house with a garden.

Olissa lives there as a housekeeper and often comes to the professor's office to clean. It's because I'm afraid that the professor's office is messy and that I might be criticized by a high-ranking person.

If you get caught and kicked out because you're a sloppy person who can't organize your surroundings, you'll have to go back to Brunswell, so from Olivia's point of view, something like that should never happen.

"I went out and came back."

"Outside? Aren't these working hours? Where are you going?"

"It’s a business trip, a business trip. To go to the church headquarters."

"Church headquarters? So are you going downtown?"

"I do pass by there. But why? Ah, yes."

When I saw the look in Olivia's eyes, I burst out laughing.

"Let’s go together. I'll take you down downtown for a moment."

"Hi!?"

Olivia made a strange noise and hurriedly put away the broom and mop and took off her apron.

Although she left Brunswell and came to the imperial capital, Olysia was unable to go out for a while. That's because I was so busy starting with the house cleaning.

Even in Brunswell, Olysia often said, 'How beautiful is the imperial capital, Dian?'

Now that I think about it, this is my first time going outside the academy. I didn't even notice the time passing as I was worrying about how to raise the level of my children before producing our first graduates next spring.

Olysia and I left the academy in the private carriage assigned to the head professor.

The academy was located right next to the city center, so I was able to enter the forest of tall buildings shortly after leaving the main gate.

"Hiyaaa… ."

As Olivia looks at the shops lined up on the street, it feels like drool is flowing from her mouth at any moment.

There are all high-rise buildings that are basically three stories high and six stories high, and you can see guards whenever you are bored. The security is also very good. After all, Calvasar is the largest city on the continent.

"I’ll drop you off here. See you later."

When I flicked a gold coin to Olisia who was getting off the carriage, she caught it by slightly opening her skirt with both hands.

"Thank you, Dian!"

"You should not carelessly follow someone you don’t know. If anything happens, run straight to the guard. Got it?"

"Yes, don’t worry!"

After dropping off Olisia, I ran a little further and headed to the church headquarters.

The headquarters of the church is located in Linus Street, where the imperial castle and other key institutions of the empire are gathered. That Linus is that Linus.

It was originally a different name, but 10 years ago, Linus returned from killing the Demon King and changed it to that name to commemorate him.

Fortunately, there is no ‘Dyanga’. The main character in this world is Linus, and I am a supporting character who assists him. Avoid appearing in front of the main character.

As I passed the bronze statue of Linus holding a sword and yelling at something, the church headquarters appeared in front of me.

The sparkling marble temple stands out majestically in front of a large circular plaza paved with pure white stone and a fountain.

Each colonnade with embossed patterns honoring God is so thick that ten adult men would have to hold their hands together.

Numerous priests and people enter and exit through a huge door that even a decent dragon can pass through, and in front of them, sacred knights dressed in formal attire stand solemnly on guard, holding ax spears.

It is the headquarters of the Goddess Church, the largest religious group followed by most people on the continent, with a harmony of grandeur and sacredness.

"What business have you come here for, sir?"

As soon as I got off the carriage, a holy knight asked me politely.

"I came here to see the Secretary General."

"Are you talking about the Secretary General? Do you have any prior reservations?"

"I couldn’t make an appointment because I came suddenly."

"Is that so… ."

The Holy Knight looked at me and the carriage I was riding in with a slightly embarrassed expression. It was as if I was trying to gauge what kind of social position I was in and whether I could demand to meet a priest who holds such an incredible position as the Secretary-General.

"I am Dian, a senior combat professor at the Imperial Special Mission Academy. I'll be waiting here, so please give a message to the Secretary-General."

When I took out the ID card with the academy seal from my pocket and handed it over to him, the Holy Knight said he would understand for now and went into the church headquarters.

And after a while, the Holy Knight returned and said with a slightly puzzled expression.

"I will take you inside right now."

As I was climbing the stairs leading to the church headquarters under the guidance of a sacred knight, I heard someone calling me from above.

"Dian!"

When I look up, I see Lormane hurriedly coming down the stairs, his priest's robes flying.

"Dian! I missed you!"

Lormane jumped down a few stairs and jumped into my arms.

"It’s been a while, Renee."

"Ha, Dian… . Dian… ."

Lormane buried her nose in his chest, took a deep breath, and smacked his face. The sacred knight who was guiding me stared at the sight in bewilderment.

"Rene. There are a lot of eyes watching." "Oh?!"

Only then did Lormane push me away and hurried away, then smiled awkwardly.

"Sorry, Dian. It's been so long that I can't control my joy... . Let’s go inside and talk."

As we entered the main temple, all the passing priests bowed to Lormane. The general secretary is one of the highest ranks in the church. Its power will be great.

As I entered the office, a rather young-looking priestess followed me in. On the outside, it looks like he's younger than Olysia. What are you doing?

The little priest bowed his head to me and clattered the teacup and kettle. I guess it's something like Lormane's exclusive priest.

While the little priest was preparing tea, Lormane poured out a storm of questions.

Why did he suddenly leave, where and how did he live during that time, why did he suddenly become a professor at the Special Mission Academy, etc.

"Didn’t Linus tell you?"

"But, I want to hear it directly from Dian. I always liked listening to Dian’s stories."

"I see. Then there is nothing we can do."

I sat across from Lormane and briefly told him the story of how I became a professor at the Academy 10 years ago after leaving the Imperial Castle.

Throughout the story, Lormane listened to my story with his hands clasped together and his eyes shining. This really reminds me of the old special rental days.

When we were camping, we would always tell mythical stories about constellations, and Lormane would always say something like that.

"That kind of thing happened. As expected, Dian is amazing."

After finishing the story, Lormane opened her mouth with watery eyes, as if she was about to shed tears at any moment.

"Unfortunately, Dian went into seclusion for a long period of 10 years because he believed that his power might become a variable in the era of peace... ."

"No, it’s not like that, I just want to live comfortably… ."

"You did not ignore the difficulties of your former comrade, but rose up and took on the important responsibility of being the academy's chief combat officer... ."

The man named Dian described by the church's general secretary is truly noble and has a strong spirit of sacrifice.

"I really respect Dian."

"What… thanks. So, how have you been?"

This time Lormane began to tell his story. After a grand welcoming ceremony at the castle, Lormane returned to the church, and was promoted to the position of general secretary in just 10 years, something that would have taken others a lifetime.

It wasn't just because of the halo of being a member of the warrior party that killed the demon king, he was talented enough to be selected to the warrior party in the first place, but the achievement of killing the demon king was added to it.

Suddenly, Lormane reached out and grabbed my hand.

"If Dian hadn’t left without saying a word that day, I would have given up on becoming a priest… ."

"Haha… ."

With a shy smile, he took his hand out of Lormane's hand. Lormane, who looked quite disappointed with my reaction, asked.

"By the way, Dian. Why are you here? I don’t think it’s just because he wants to see me."

"That’s right. Wasn’t there a Holy Priest assigned to the Special Mission Academy in the past?"

"That’s right. When it was just founded, the Imperial Palace raised a complaint and dispatched it. I came back though."

"Because of that problem. We need a Holy Priest again. I'm sorry for being like this and that... ."

"Maya."

Before I could finish speaking, Lormane opened his mouth. Then the little priest who was pouring tea into my empty teacup bowed his head.

"Please speak, Secretary General."

Please convey what I am saying to the denominational office."

"Understood, Secretary General."

"The assignment locations of bishop-level priests scheduled to be on tour this month will be changed."

What? Bishop level? A bishop is a high-ranking priest in charge of a diocese. There is no need for that kind of level in our academy... .

"No, wait a minute, Lormane. There is no need to reach the bishop level... ."

"Probably about 30 people. Send all those people to the Special Mission Academy."

"Thirty people?!"

"I will be there later, so tell them to notify them first."

"Understood, Secretary General."

"Ugh! Wait!"

As soon as Lormane finished speaking, he hurriedly grabbed the wrist of the little priest who was running towards the door.

There is no need for such people to come one by one!

        
            "Why are you doing this, Dian? Didn’t you need a holy priest?"

As I caught up with the little priest named Maya, Lormane tilted his head.

" That’s true, but 30 bishops is too much. Just a few rank priests who are proficient in sacred power are enough."

"Oh, is that so? then… ."

Seeing the young, determined look in Lormane's eyes, I shook my head seriously.

"I would rather receive a platoon of bishops than receive a secretary general. Instead, just recommend one good priest."

"Can I have one?"

"More than enough."

Anyway, as long as you can use divine power, any major injury can be cured. Therefore, there is no need for old men like bishops, and one or two passionate young rank-and-file priests are just right.

"Yes. Then take Maya with you."

"If you say Maya, are you really talking about that kid, no, the priest?"

I looked at Maya, who was free of my hand and standing next to Lormane. He looks younger than Olysia. Isn't that a trainee priest, not a rank priest?

"You may be wondering, but it's okay if it's Maya. This kid is an oracle priest."

"Huh? Really?"

There is a saying that an oracle priest is a priest who is directly divined by God and gives him the fate of a priest. I am not sure if this is true, but he has divine power that is far superior to others.

Lormane, who is in front of me now, is also an oracle priest. In the case of Lormane, he is famous for instinctively healing his mother's torn body part when she was born.

"Because he is still young and has the characteristics of an oracle priest, I am teaching him by his side until he comes of age. So you can trust me and take me."

That's right. If just that one little kid stays at our academy, we can run the kids without too much worry.

"If you say so, that's true, but is it okay? Trust priests are an important asset to the church, so can they be sent to the academy so easily?"

"No problem, Dian. I am the Secretary-General. I am one of the few people who can speak alone with His Holiness. I'll take care of it myself."

"Really? good. So what are the Mayan priest’s intentions?"

"If the Secretary General tells me to do so, I will do so."

Then the priest Maya, who was standing like a wax doll, answered softly. I think he has a very calm personality that is inappropriate for his age. It's completely different from Olivia.

"Maya. Pack your bags. I have to go to the academy right now."

"Understood, Secretary General."

As Maya walked out the door, she turned to Romane and asked.

"Is it really okay? Can he live on his own?"

"All of our priests live together and do most of the household chores on their own, so you don’t have to worry. However, if you are concerned, it would be a good idea to have Dian stay with you where she is staying."

"I see. Well, there is a maid of similar age to her in this two-story house, so it won’t be a big problem. But how is the dispatch fee paid? ."

"You don’t have to give it. You can send it to volunteer work."

"Huh? Is that really okay?"

"Of course. I, Romane, am very happy to be able to provide great help to Dian."

And with that, Lormane held my hand once again.

"Now that you’re closer, we’ll see each other often. I really missed you for 10 years."

"Okay. I will do that."

"There are a lot of things that have accumulated and there are a lot of things that Dian needs to release."

What does this mean again? Of course, it's not something I suspect, it's just a longing for me or something like that, but it doesn't seem to be a metaphorical expression coming from the mouth of a high priest.

After holding my hand and hugging me several times, Lormane released me.

The Maya priest, who had already brought a large bag, was just staring at Lormane's repeated skinship.

"Hello, Dian! Come visit again next time!"

"Thank you for today, Renee. See you often."

Finally free from Lormane, I was able to leave the church headquarters with the Maya priest.

"Would you like me to carry your bag, Priest Maya?"

"I will take it."

He extended his hand, but the Mayan priest flatly refused and pulled the bag he was holding with both hands towards him. Are you a very shy person?

# # # # #

When it became known that I had received a Holy Priesthood from the religious headquarters, professors from the Department of Combat came to the medical center in a hurry.

"Really, Senior Professor?! A divine priest was dispatched?!"

"This is truly ridiculous. How on earth did you do that?"

"What happened to that arrogant religious order all of a sudden? Will the devil be resurrected tomorrow and the continent will be destroyed?"

The reaction of professors in the Department of Combat Studies to this issue is very intense. Was this such a big deal?

"Say hello to everyone. This is Priest Maya, who will look after our Combat Department reliably from now on."

Anyway, since everyone had gathered unexpectedly, I introduced the Mayan priest.

"Uh, what is it… . You’re a child, right?"

The professors looked blatantly disappointed when they saw Maya's small and dwarf appearance.

"Hey?! So cute!"

Infiltration professor Lina was just patting her head in confusion, but when the Mayan priest slapped her hand away, she became embarrassed and backed away.

"Lina. You have to be polite to priests. You can't treat me like a child."

Psychological warfare professor Felimia adjusted her glasses and pointed out Lina's mistake.

"Still, he’s too young… . He's the same height as the colt... ."

Combat riding professor Anna mumbled to herself and glanced at the Mayan priest, while unarmed combat professor Orc Brog scratched his chin.

Geneve, the professor of armed combat, folded his arms and gave me a look that asked for an explanation, and Morton, the professor of general combat who was very dissatisfied with me, was already going through the motions.

"Hmm, but since he is a priest, he can at least provide first aid."

"Of course. Where is that?"

Survival Professor Waver and Magic Response Professor Orendi, who were inherently optimistic, tried to emphasize the positive aspects.

"Hey, head professor! Will the proper training you mentioned take place like this?"

Combat Equipment Professor Kazadar complained while touching the head of the hammer attached to his waist.

"What if I bring in a trainee priest who can't even use divine power properly? Huh?"

"I am not a trainee priest."

Then Maya, who had been quiet until now, opened her mouth.

"Huh? What?"

"I am not a trainee priest."

Then Maya raised her golden, shining hands above her head. Then suddenly golden rain started pouring down from the sky.

"Wow?!" "No, this is?!"

As the rain of divine power fell, the wilted plants in the flower bed of the infirmary suddenly raised their heads and became stiff.

This is the rain of healing. With its ability to randomly heal all targets within a certain range, most priests would not even dare to use it.

Although I often see Lormane writing, the Mayan priest is not yet an adult. This is really amazing.

Although Lormane assured me not to worry because he was an oracle priest, I never thought it would be to this extent.

I formally introduced the Mayan priest again to the professors.

"I couldn’t tell you before, but this person is an oracle priest. As you know, I have divine powers by nature... ."

"Nice to meet you, priest!"

The professors surrounded the Mayan priest and busily greeted me, pushing me. Haha, what a ridiculous group of guys.

"What, what on earth is happening!"

At that moment, the window on the other side of the main office burst open, and Principal Kirrin stuck out her upper body and took a deep breath.

"Huh? Healing rain?!"

"Principal. Here it is."

As I waved my hand, Principal Kirrin looked at me and Maya in turn and shouted out a question.

"What kind of situation is this?!"

"The church has brought in a sacred priest. I'm trying to strengthen the medical center."

"In the church, in the denomination… They said they sent a priest... ?"

"And since you are here as a volunteer, you don’t have to worry about money!"

"Bo, volunteer?!"

I thought as I looked at the confused Principal Kirin.

I will absolutely nail you to that spot, so you should only do what I tell you to do, or rather, what I suggest.

# # # # #

Principal Kirrin was dumbfounded as he looked out the window at the noisy scene in front of the infirmary.

I know that Dian went on a business trip to receive a priest at the church headquarters. It is natural that the medical center will play a very important role in realizing Dian's plan to improve education in the combat department.

It was not because of any bad intentions that Kirrin sent away the priest of the church.

As risk factors were removed to prevent safety accidents, the frequency of use of the medical center naturally decreased, so the decision was made to save on labor costs.

Holy priests cost an enormous amount of money. It costs so much that you can hire ten doctors with the money it would take for one holy priest. It really costs a lot of money.

But you brought it in for free in the name of volunteer work? What is that person really?

Kirrin knows very well that her father, the head of the clan, betrayed the other dark elves to save the emperor, and thanks to that, she became the principal of the academy, something she undeservedly deserved.

And even though those in power after the war, including the second princess, want to oust him, they cannot do anything about it under the emperor's orders.

So, everyone even knows that in order to let him walk on his own feet, he nominated Linus, the hero who killed the Demon King, as his successor.

So, Kirin tried hard not to find any fault. It was obvious that if even the slightest problem arose, the imperial castle would bite the bullet.

My father is a very resourceful person who predicted that the Demon King's army would be defeated and joined the human side in advance, but like the dark elves, he is an extremely cool-headed person.

Kirrin was afraid of her father, and as someone who carried both her father's expectations and the family's honor, it was inevitable.

Although the classes in the Combat Department were significantly reduced, the theoretical department was strengthened and sufficient budget was reserved to account for the reduction in functions.

In the situation she was in, Kirin was walking a tightrope based on her own judgment. Anyone in a situation like Kirin would have been helpless.

At the same time, Kirin also hoped that someone would show up and dramatically help her. Either make the situation better or get out of it.

And then, like a miracle, Dian appeared.

'If this goes on, as soon as the first graduate comes out, the Imperial City will immediately fire the principal. If you look at the miserable level these kids are at, don't you think the Emperor will no longer be able to protect them?'

'Then what should I do... ?'.

‘We need to rebuild the collapsed Combat Department. If both combat and theory are balanced, extreme measures will be put on hold even in the Imperial City.'

‘Ha, that’s true, but… '.

'Do not worry. I'll take care of it. ‘Please just sign off on this report.’

So Kirin signed off on the report, and Dian began to push forward as he had promised.

But I never even imagined that the church would bring in such a holy priest, especially a great priest who uses healing rain. This was an even bigger shock than when I heard that my father had betrayed the Demon King's army and turned around.

No matter how I think about it, it's better for everyone if Dian becomes the principal rather than me. But that doesn't mean I have any intention of going back to my clan's forest.

I don't have the courage or confidence to drop everything and go back and face my father.

Kirrin looked at the education and training plan on her desk. It is planned for the 'Assassination and Kidnapping' subject, which Kirlin is currently in charge of.

No matter how good the flying and crawling professors are, there is no one who can match the dark elves in this field, so Kirin is also serving as a subject professor.

As Kirin stared at it, an idea occurred to her.

What if Dian becomes the principal and I go down as the assassination and kidnapping professor? ?

It would be good for the imperial city to have the painting they wanted, and it would be good for me to be free from pressure and stress. My father would also be somewhat satisfied if his daughter was a professor at a major academy in the empire, and it would be good for Dian to get a high position as well.

It looks like no one is losing anything. This is pretty good... ?

        
            Holy priest Maya was recruited and placed in the infirmary. The existing doctor was immediately fired, and Maya is now a one-person system.

Unless it is something serious, divine healing can be done right away. In particular, Maya, who is an oracle priest, does not have average divine power, so she would be able to do it on her own.

Now, let’s start implementing the combat science education improvement project in earnest.

The first thing I did was review the latest education and training plan for each professor's subject.

Almost all the professors, like professors, did a good job of following my intentions, but the problem was the assassination and kidnapping subjects.

This is a subject taught by Principal Kirrin, not a general professor. This is because no one can match the Dark Elves when it comes to assassinations and kidnappings.

Will the principal properly update the education and training plan? Or should I go?

At that time, something black suddenly entered the professor's office along with a knocking sound. It was Kirrin, with chocolate-soft skin and ruby-colored eyes.

"Principal. What's going on?"

"To show you the newly created education and training plan."

When I looked at my hands, I saw a document stuck between the payment boards. Hmm, this is unexpected. At first impression, I thought I would stick with it until the end.

"Please sit here. I'll take a look."

I gave up the chair I was sitting on, pulled out a simple chair, and sat next to it.

I was surprised when I opened the judgment card Kirin brought. Not only is it formatted well, but the writing is very straight. What about the diagram?

It wasn't even done on a computer and printed, so how did they make it so well? Do you have a ghostwriter?

"Hey, principal. Who wrote this?"

"I’m sorry… . Don’t look at the outside, just look at the content."

"You really wrote it yourself?"

"Ha, don’t point it out one by one. Still, he’s the principal, so don’t treat him like a regular professor."

As she stared at Kirrin, her face turned dark red.

" That's not it, it was written so well that I was wondering if it was really written by the principal. "

"Eh? Oh no! I wrote it! Who are you ordering this from?"

Wow, this is surprising. Although dark elves live in a clan society, this level of advanced paperwork is not part of their daily lives. That's why they were surprised.

"That’s a stereotype. After the war, I studied at a public academy with the support of the Imperial Palace. That too was a blessing from His Majesty the Emperor."

"Really? You're an academy graduate? Dark elf? Oh, sorry."

"This is really… ! Do you really think I came here because of delay and no end?! I have the minimum qualifications!"

"Ah, yes. All right. I am sorry. Haha."

I laughed off Kirin's anger and reviewed the documents.

"Principal. The process here is a little more rigorous. Kidnapping is harder than assassination."

"Huh? More than this? Then the kids might get hurt... ."

"I told you, right? What is safety first?"

"That’s… ."

I looked at Kirrin quietly, and she hesitated before opening her mouth.

"Principal dismissed… ."

"Good. Change it like this. I’ll keep watching."

"Okay… ."

Thus, the review of the latest version of the education and training plan for all subjects, including Kirin's assassination and kidnapping subject, was completed. Now it's really starting.

"Hey, what I have to say is… ."

"Then I will go first. I need to give some guidance starting with today’s armed combat practice."

I hurried out of the professor's office, leaving Kirin behind.

# # # # #

"What does this mean?"

Graduating academy students gathered in front of the department bulletin board were buzzing. What they are looking at now is an announcement regarding today’s armed combat class.

Lecture Room 4, the existing gathering place, was suddenly changed to an outdoor sparring hall. In addition, it states that everyone must wear academy standard weapons.

So far, the only time I've been armed in an armed combat class was when I tried on an educational weapon to measure the size at the beginning of the semester. Since then, the classes have continued to focus on theory, so I've never tried on an armament even once.

"Class president. How did this happen?"

The eyes of the academy students turned to Knightley, the senior class president, with his arms crossed behind him.

Knightley carefully examined the notice on the bulletin board with arrogant golden eyes. Then he opened his mouth coldly.

"Don’t you know how to read? It probably means that you will act properly from now on."

At those words, the academy students looked at each other with anxious eyes. "Is that senior professor by any chance?"

"Don’t stand there stupidly, get your arms ready. Surely there's no one who doesn't know what that standard weapon is?"

As Knightley turned and walked away, several of her followers hurriedly followed behind her.

"Hey, Knightley. Should I arm myself?"

Just as I entered the dormitory, one of my followers groveled. Even though they were classmates, they were like a lady and a servant.

"Get out. I'll take care of it."

"Okay. See you later then. I'll be waiting in front."

As Knightley turned and entered the room, his followers bowed their heads in humility.

And after a while, the faces of the followers who straighten their backs are full of hatred and disgust.

"Unlucky year."

"Is she the duke’s daughter or the duke?"

"The subject ran away to the academy because he didn’t want to get married."

"Be quiet. Listen. Let’s go and prepare too."

After his followers left, Knightley slowly pulled away from the door. Things like trash.

Since these were not even worth laughing at, Knightley expressionlessly opened the closet door and took out a weapon.

The Duke of Toulouse, one of the influential families of the House of Nobles. Originally, he was a powerful figure who commanded the empire, but after the four-year war, his power weakened somewhat.

This is because the previous duke, who participated in the war as a commander, failed to achieve any significant achievements and even lost more than half of the private troops he brought with him. As is always the case with noble-born commanders.

Therefore, the political position of those in power after the war, led by the second princess, that is, ordinary commanders who achieved success during the Four Years' War, has been considerably narrowed.

Even so, as the saying goes, even if a rich man is ruined, it lasts for three generations, the power of the Duke's family is still so strong that many lower-ranking nobles do not even dare to have a conversation with the Duke.

It is impossible for Knightley to inherit the title as the third daughter of the Duke of Toulouse, but it is not easy to use the family's wealth to start a business or explore other avenues like her other brothers.

And in the first place, Knightley had no interest in such things. That's because Knightley had a future dream that he didn't tell anyone about.

That's a special agent. He is a secret agent who works in the Imperial Inspection Service and the Intelligence Department.

When she was young, her second brother, who took part in the four-year war with his father and returned alive, told her several times about the special forces that were active in the battlefield.

Even there, Knightley's favorite story was about an organization of special mission agents formed solely to kill the devil.

A special lease shrouded in mystery whose existence was not even clearly revealed. It was a very provocative story for the noble lady in the cage.

However, there was no way to know how to become a special agent, and Knightley had already decided on a partner for an arranged marriage before he even became an adult.

Then, as soon as he heard the news that the Imperial Special Mission Academy was founded, Knightley immediately left the mansion and ran to the academy.

Knightley plans to join the Imperial Inspection Service or Intelligence Department after graduation. If I hold out there until I get married, my father will probably give up on the arranged marriage.

However, there was one variable, and that was the academy principal, Kirrin.

For some reason, the principal curtailed all of the combat studies classes, which were the most important training for a special agent, causing a major setback to Knightlin's plan to become a special agent and avoid an arranged marriage.

It would be really difficult if I graduated at a level that was not good at all. It seems like a new head combat professor is coming and changing things, but... .

The fact that we were asked to arm ourselves and gather at the outdoor training ground, which we had never done before, must have something to do with the new head combat professor.

They brought in a magic professor at the general combat training center and caused such a fuss, but even though it is an armed combat class, there won't be any changes.

However, if a person who used to use a pen at a desk somewhere comes forward without any practical experience, it is not good for Knightley at all.

For now, let's go. I'm going to go check it out. I'm really curious about how they're going to do it.

Knightley, dressed in armor, took out a wooden sword.

Unlike other academy students, its surface was covered with scratches. Even this one was broken, so this is the second new standard weapon I received.

Her followers were already waiting in front, but Knightley quietly ignored them with her characteristic arrogant expression and left the dormitory alone.

# # # # #

The academy students gathered at the outdoor training site screamed in unison.

"Unlimited sparring?!"

"Why is this happening all of a sudden, Professor!"

As if the voices of the academy students protesting could not be heard, Professor Geneve recited the match list bluntly.

The content of this armed combat class is ‘unlimited sparring’. It's unlimited sparring, but you advance through the bracket in a tournament format.

The last person standing will be given 50 points and the opportunity to spar with the professor. And additional points are awarded depending on the level of skill shown there.

50 extra points is a huge reward, but I've only taken theory classes so far, so what... .

It was clearly the idea of the head combat professor smiling leisurely behind Professor Geneva.

But who is the girl standing next to him? Looking at his attire, he looks like a priest. Is this the priest who came to the infirmary recently? That young?

While the academy students were guessing and whispering about various things, Professor Geneve announced the results of the match-up in a quiet voice. The sparring began immediately.

Dalian was a mess. It felt like some kind of kindergarten sports day since the kids had hardly ever actually swung a knife or hit someone with that knife since entering school.

But even there, there were some children who were better off.

A girl with blonde hair and golden eyes was mercilessly beating down the children standing in front of her with an expression that showed no emotion at all.

Not only was the opponent of a very low standard, but upon closer inspection, the girl's knife attack was unusual. Well, at least the basics are very solid.

"Genève. What is he?"

"This is the class president of the graduating class."

Let's see. Is your name Knightly Toulouse? If it is Toulouse, is it really Toulouse of the Duke of Toulouse?

"That's right. I am a student who comes to the training ground alone and practices every day against the scarecrow."

"Ho, yes. The daughter of a noble family is so amazing."

Even as I was talking with Geneve, a girl named Knightley defeated three people in a row and then turned to look at us.

"Professor. It's all over."

Now I see that Knightley is already left alone. Geneve took out a wooden sword and stepped forward.

"Knightley student. An additional 50 points are given. And the sparring with Professor Bon... ."

"No. Not the professor."

Knightley aimed his wooden sword at me, who was standing behind Geneve.

"I want to try it with you."

"Huh? You want to do it with me? Why?"

"I’m curious what kind of person you are."

Knightley answered.

"It is true that the sudden disruption in class was due to the influence of the head professor, but I wanted to know if he knew what he was doing or if he was just overdoing it with the enthusiasm he had in his early days."

Professor Geneva didn't say anything at that bold attitude, and I moved forward with a smile on my face.

"Senior Professor. She is the daughter of the Duke of Toulouse."

"I know, I know. But how can you not accept something like that?"

"You must not die."

"I understand. I won’t kill you."

After receiving the wooden sword, he walked to stand in front of Knightley and asked.

"What you’re saying is, don’t you want me to prove that I’m worthy enough to do something like this? Right?"

"That’s right."

"Then do whatever you want. If you survive one sum, you get 300 extra points, and if you survive two sums, you get 500 points."

At my declaration, muffled groans erupted here and there. With that amount of extra points, you can get a full score without taking the test, and even if you skip half of your attendance from now on, you can get a full score.

"What are you doing? Aren’t you coming?"

As I swung the wooden sword and held it upside down, Knightley ran at me screaming.

# # # # #

Knightley, sprawled on the floor and bleeding from his nose, looked at the broken wooden sword that had fallen far away.

Ugh, ugh, billion.

The sparring with the chief combat officer could be summarized like this.

He looked like a pale gentleman, but he held a wooden sword strangely, so I thought he was just a desk-headed professor with no experience.

The moment the heavens and earth turned upside down and his vision temporarily blacked out, Knightley realized. That professor is not a human being.

He may not be as crazy as the secret rumor that I heard from my second brother about the special lease to kill the devil, but he is definitely a crazy person.

I like that professor.

        
            The rumor that Knightley, the graduating class president and daughter of the Duke of Toulouse, was killed by the head combat professor quickly spread. Even the ridiculous extra points of 50 points all at once and the crazy sword skills of the head combat professor.

After swinging the wooden sword just twice, Knightley fell upside down on the floor. Among the numerous students at the scene, none of them looked closely at how the head combat professor neutralized Knightley.

Also, the daughter of a high-ranking noble who is said to be one of the empire's most powerful people? What are you crazy doing? Do you have two lives?

All professors of the Department of Combat Studies who heard this news could not help but be shocked and lamented.

"I thought it was working properly, but it caused such a big accident!"

Dwarf Kadazar hit the desk in anger, and General Combat Morton quietly reprimanded Geneve, who was present at the time.

"What on earth were you doing there when you stopped him?"

"How can a subject professor stop the head professor’s actions?"

In response to Geneve's answer, Anna, a combat horse, clenched her hands and cried.

"Now our combat department is over… . What if the Duke of Toulouse, who found out that his daughter had been beaten, bursts into the academy... ."

"Haha. Could it be so? This is a school where students are taught, and they could get hurt during practice."

Waver, the king of positivity, smiled brightly, but most of the professors' faces were filled with deep sorrow.

"I don’t know anything else, but I don’t mess with kids from real noble families… ."

"I don’t know. Just in case, I need to prepare a resignation letter."

While professors in the Department of Combat, who were looking forward to practical education and training but had no idea it would make such a sudden move, were in gloom, there were active discussions about this in the Department of Theory, which is at the opposite end of the Department of Combat.

"Senior Professor. What do you think? Will the Tolus family take action?"

"I think that damn Toluz, not any other place, would definitely turn the academy upside down."

Theoretical department staff room. Ismera, the senior professor of theory sitting at the head table, was quietly listening to the professors' stories.

"The Combat Department's misfire won't end up as a spark for us, right? Even now, Principal Kirin is in a very precarious situation."

"What on earth is the new chief combat officer thinking?"

One day, Dian, a senior combat professor, suddenly ‘appeared’ at the academy.

A chief combat officer is obviously a seasoned warrior with a lot of relevant experience, but no matter how you look at it, Dian is a pale-faced young man. Just looking at his appearance, he looks more like a theory professor or an academy librarian.

So the theory department professors did everything they could to investigate his background, but nothing came up. So it's rather strange.

It's normal for anything to come out as great as great, but for some reason, there was no way to know what Dian had done in the past.

Therefore, theory professors are only guessing that Dian may have been a special agent of the empire. Because that kind of people are all like that.

However, in the case of Ismera, she knows some information about Dian through her personal connections. He was part of one of the many special units created during the Four Years' War, and made great contributions there.

I don't know exactly what he majored in, but at least he can feel relaxed even after committing the atrocity of beating the daughter of the Duke of Toulouse with a wooden sword in front of everyone. Or maybe it's because he doesn't know exactly what kind of place the Duke of Toulouse is.

"One thing is certain."

When Ismera opened her mouth, all the professors fell silent and focused their attention on her.

"The place we are paying attention to now is not Toulouse but the Imperial Castle."

At those words, the professors nodded with low admiration.

"I see. It is a public fact that the Imperial Castle is trying to oust Principal Kirrin. The reason why the chief professor of combat is so active is because Principal Kirin approved it, so the Imperial Castle may use this as an opportunity."

"Looking at the atmosphere so far, even if the Toulouse family doesn't raise an issue, the Imperial Castle may deliberately escalate the matter and attack the principal, right? Then, of course, the successor principal... ."

The professors looked at Ismera with expectant expressions, but Ismera did not respond and only smiled faintly.

A dazzling appearance with platinum hair like a barley field, green eyes reminiscent of emeralds, and long ears.

Ismera is an elf. After the forest he lived in was burned down by the Demon King's army, he immigrated to the human world with his surviving family members and has an unusual history of becoming a professor at an academy.

Like all elves, he is a smart person who became an advanced master in just 10 years and was appointed as a senior professor at the newly established Special Mission Academy. He is different from the dark elf Kirrin, the emperor's parachute.

Perhaps that's why Kirrin, along with the second princess, is also feeling extremely burdened by Ismera.

Since the former head of combat ran away and the position is vacant, the principal's representative is the head of theory. And of course, Ismera is a pure-blooded elf in contrast to Kirrin, and her experience is also amazing.

Kirrin is not an idiot and is trying her best not to be fired, but she cannot avoid being compared to Ismera in one way or another.

So, professors in the theory department are making a wish circuit that if Kirin is cut from the imperial castle, Ismera will take the vacant position, and if Ismera's vacancy arises, they might be the ones to take up the position.

"Everyone, please don’t act rashly. This matter is entirely up to the principal and chief combat officer to deal with. This is not a matter for our theory department to debate."

Ismera dismissed the professors' excited debate with a completely clueless attitude.

"This concludes the morning meeting. Well, everyone today too… ."

"Chief Professor! Senior professor!"

Ismera was just getting up from her seat when an assistant from the theory department came running in, out of breath.

"There was chaos! The Duke of Toulouse is coming to the Academy!"

# # # # #

While professors in the combat department and the theory department showed conflicting reactions.

"Now I’m dead… ."

Kirrin, who was in the principal's office, was crouching down and muttering, her already dark skin turning even darker.

Kirin's signature is included in the final approval column of the combat department's education and training improvement plan, and if the Duke of Tolus is caught up in this matter, she must take full responsibility.

The Duke of Toulouse is a great family that exerts tremendous influence even within the imperial nobility. If such a family makes a loud noise, the imperial castle, which was waiting for every opportunity, will pretend to not be able to win and cut off Kirin, and Kirin will have to return to the clan's forest and face her father.

Risking the fate of his clan, he betrayed the demon king's army and joined the human side. Miraculously, his previous life ended with the human side winning, and his clan instantly became the emperor's lifesaver.

Accordingly, in order to ensure that the clan was completely incorporated into the empire, her father sent Kirrin to a public academy to study and appointed her as the principal of the Special Mission Academy here.

Rather than putting my father's efforts in vain and returning to the forest, it would be better to commit suicide here... .

"School, principal… !"

As I was feeling extremely conflicted as I looked at the dagger I had pulled out of my sleeve, the head of the administrative office came running in with a contemplative look on his face.

"Hiik!? What are you doing? Now is not the time to study memorization!"

The head of the administrative office flailed his arms as he urged Kirin, who was holding a dagger.

"The Duke of Toulouse is coming to the Academy! Ah, principal!"

The head of the administrative office screamed when he saw Kirin falling backwards with foam at the mouth.

# # # # #

When I received a sudden call and went to the front gate of the academy, the professors were already there.

At the forefront are Principal Kirrin and Senior Theory Professor Ismeraga.

"Come this way, Chief Combatant."

Ismera happened to spot me and pointed to her side with a benevolent and beautiful smile typical of elves.

"Hello, Principal Theory. however… Are you okay, Principal?"

"Trigrams, trigrams, I think it’ll be okay… ?"

Unlike Ismera, who is as calm as fog, Principal Kirrin is trembling as if he is about to faint.

Actually, if you think about it, it's not surprising that the two people's reactions are different.

Kirin is afraid of the second princess, but Professor Ismera has no connection. And in the case of the Duke of Toulouse, it was probably due to the fact that he knocked out Knightley in an armed combat class.

Professor Ismera has nothing to do with that either, so he's just acting like someone else's business. But Kirrin is different. Because both the 2nd princess and Toluz have to take care of it themselves.

However, since not one but two of them came at the same time, it would not be strange at all if they fainted right here and now.

"I see a carriage!"

With the guards shouting, I saw a carriage coming from afar, kicking up dust.

"You are the Duke of Toulouse!" "Ugh… !"

Kirrin covered her mouth as if she was about to burst into tears, and Professor Ismera patted her on the back, telling her not to worry too much.

Then I caught a smile spreading across Ismera's lips. It feels completely different from the good-natured smile you showed me earlier. like… like… It's like ridicule.

But I was the only one who saw that fleeting smile as everyone was watching the duke's carriage get closer. I need to remember that.

The carriage that had just passed the main gate came to an abrupt stop in front of the faculty. The door opened and a middle-aged man strode out. This is the Duke of Toulouse.

"Principal Kirrin!"

As the Duke of Toulouse shouted in anger, the poor Principal Kirrin stumbled and leaned on Ismera's shoulder.

"Whenever you say you will teach your child well, what on earth is going on? What kind of crazy person would beat up a girl like that!"

"Well, that’s… ."

He felt bad for watching Kirin tremble, so he blocked the Duke's path and shouted.

"Commander! It’s been a while!"

The Duke of Toulouse's eyes almost popped out as he turned to me at that sound.

"What?! you you! Lieutenant Dian?!"

"That’s right!"

"This is crazy?! Why are you here?!"

"That’s right. I also never thought I would meet you here again, Commander."

"You bastard! I thought you were searching because it suddenly disappeared!"

The Duke smiled brightly and hugged me.

# # # # #

What situation is this?

Ismera felt extreme embarrassment when she saw the Duke and Chief of Staff suddenly embracing each other.

I definitely thought they were going to beat up the principal and the chief combat officer and trample them... ?

        
            Several carriages are running along the road. Each horse-drawn carriage has a gorgeous appearance, and the emblem painted on the door belongs to the Duke of Toulouse.

The Duke, who was furious after hearing the news that his daughter Knightley had been assaulted by a professor at the academy where she was attending, was on his way to the academy for 'parental counseling'.

To be precise, should it be expressed as ‘pleasure’ rather than anger?

The last time the duke was angry was not now, but when Knightley, who was scheduled for an arranged marriage, ran away to the academy.

Currently, the empire is largely divided into two factions. On one side are the nobles who previously dominated the empire, and on the other side are commanders and some minor nobles, like the second princess, who rose to prominence through remarkable achievements during the four-year war.

In the case of the former, its incompetence was revealed during the four-year war, and its position was somewhat shaken, so it is being significantly pushed back by the latter forces.

In times like these, internal unity is more important, so they tried to marry Knightley to a chosen family, but Knightley ended up running away to the academy. It is also a special mission academy managed by the second princess, who is on the opposite side of the political spectrum from herself.

At first the duke tried to drag Knightley away, but he could not. The academy's response was that, in principle, it was impossible to expel a student due to external intervention, but the duke believed that this was clearly the second princess's handiwork.

The intention may be to weaken the power of noble families by holding them hostage. This is especially true at a time when some nobles are showing signs of breaking away from the existing power structure by sending their children to special mission academies.

But now the situation is different. Since it was an assault on a student by a professor, I planned to strongly protest as a parent and bring Knightley in. So it's not anger, it's joy.

No matter how special the mission is, if you refuse to take Knightley here, the Noble House will definitely raise an uproar.

As soon as the duke got off the carriage and saw the black-skinned dark elf headmaster standing precariously, he began to pour out all his might. To be exact, it was just pouring out.

At that time, didn't someone suddenly come between the principal and himself, calling him commander and pretending to know him? What kind of bastard dare you? You know who I am!

However, upon seeing his face, the duke got goosebumps all over his body and was unable to say anything.

That guy... Lieutenant Dian?!

The relationship with Lieutenant Dian begins in a desperate situation where the noble private army coalition led by the Duke of Toulouse is retreating after a crushing defeat.

The Duke of Toulouse remembers that time very vividly.

The noble army, whose front line had been broken by the Demon King's army due to a series of wasted attempts by incompetent noble commanders, was recklessly fleeing to the rear. However, the situation has already caught up and the military is continuously being consumed.

Two young officers came to the temporary station of the noble army standing on the edge of a cliff.

They introduced themselves as belonging to a certain unit of a certain department somewhere in the empire and said they were here to carry out a special mission.

It is tracking down the White Dragon, Hindra Star, which is a thorn in the front lines.

After suddenly disappearing a month ago, I was wandering around, but when I heard the news that this guy had recently appeared, I rushed over to him.

"What is the correlation between the appearance of Hindrasta and your coming here?"

"Hindrasta is ambushing the noble army on its retreat route. So correct your course."

At first the Duke of Toulouse and his commanders did not believe him. Rather, it was even dismissed as a conspiracy by the Imperial Palace to weaken the Noble House in this chaotic situation.

"It’s okay to think so. If you leave it alone, it’s a golden opportunity to annihilate the Noble House’s private army, so why bother giving you this information?"

Lieutenant Dian shrugged his shoulders.

"You can lead your troops with arrogance and self-righteousness, as you have always done throughout the war, and go straight into the dragon's maw. We don't care."

The commanders, who were already on edge, drew their swords in anger, but the young officers did not even flinch an eyebrow.

"Did you say Lieutenant Dian?"

The Duke of Toulouse, who saw this, opened his mouth.

"Good. Let's say there's a Hindrastar ambush. But as you said, why is the Hwangseong Special Rental Unit helping us?"

"I was against it. This guy here said that's not something a human would do."

Lieutenant Dian pointed to Lieutenant Linus, a tall man with blonde hair standing next to him.

"A believer in justice. You know? When you are stuck in a tight situation, you have to move according to your beliefs to be able to solve your problem."

Lieutenant Dian giggled, and Lieutenant Linus stared at Lieutenant Dian with a stern expression. What are those?

"Anyway, change your career path. We said it clearly."

The two officers left and the commanders argued fiercely over this. And the conclusion is a change in course.

In any case, they had to retreat, and the Duke of Toulouse, who had seen the eyes of the two men earlier, decided to trust them.

And the next day, their words turned out to be true.

While the noble army was bypassing the valley where Hindra Star was said to have ambushed them, they suddenly heard a tremor that shook the ground and a terrible roar that was difficult to explain.

When I look back, I see something like a huge wing shining through the valley on the other side, and a terrifying fire rises. Quagwang, quagwagwang. Wow!!

Everyone fell flat on the ground in shock at the sight, and after a while, the white dragon's large body was seen quickly rising above the valley. The skin, which was supposed to be white, was stained with soot and blood.

As Hindrasta flew over the noble army, red blood poured down like rain.

The Duke of Toulouse still cannot forget that incident.

After questioning, he found out that one of the officers was Linus, the hero of the continent who later killed the Demon King, and tried to give him a big reward in return, but Linus refused.

So, I inquired about the whereabouts of the remaining one, a man named Dian, but the answer was unknown. No one knew where he had gone.

If I met him someday, I wanted to repay him for saving my life, but we ended up meeting him here at the academy, which I never expected.

# # # # #

"Why are you here, Dian?"

"It happened again. First, let's go inside. Other professors are busy."

"What? Haha, yes! Let’s go in!"

I entered the principal's office with the Duke of Tolus, the principal, and the elf Ismera, the head theory professor.

Even as the car came out, the duke continued talking to Dian without even looking at the principal. I think he had already forgotten that Knightley's name wasn't mentioned.

"A senior combat professor? That's amazing! Yes, this is the perfect position for a guy like you."

"Thank you, Duke. Actually, I didn’t come because I wanted to, I was dragged."

Kirin, who saw our friendly appearance, just tilted her head without understanding what was happening, and Ismera bit her lip quietly. I didn't miss it.

Ismera, who was still for a moment, changed her expression and opened her mouth with a smile.

"It’s really nice to see the two of you happy to be reunited after so long. Perhaps even more so when you see your daughter."

"Huh? A daughter? Ah, that's right. That's why I came."

Only then did the Duke remember that he was here because of Knightley and cleared his throat.

"Principal Kirrin."

"Hiik?! Yes, yes!"

With a gasping sound, Principal Kirrin straightened her back.

"But I recently heard that some crazy guy beat up my daughter."

"Ah, that… ."

"No matter how short its history is, this is an academy accredited by the empire. How can such a ridiculous thing happen?"

Kirrin looked like she was about to cry, and Ismera patted her shoulder. However, there was a smile on the corner of his mouth that could not be detected unless you looked closely.

"I will explain that to you, Your Excellency."

Ismera opened her mouth while comforting the trembling Kirrin.

"Recently, the Academy has drastically reorganized the combat department's education method. This was approved by Principal Kirrin with the intention of providing more practical training. It looks like there was some noise in the process."

Oh, look at that. This is not a mother-in-law who hits, but a sister-in-law who stops her. I intend to place the blame for this incident entirely on Kirrin.

"So, who is this guy who fanned my daughter? professor? assistant? Or a fellow student? I don't know what kind of guy he is, but I dare say that the Duke of Toulouse... ."

"Ah, about that. That's what I did."

Haha, I smiled and opened my mouth, and the Duke looked at me from afar.

"Dian, you hit my daughter?"

"Yes, Duke. Through sparring, it was decided that the best student would spar directly with the professor and receive additional points accordingly. Of course, your daughter won first place. Why are they suddenly singling out me instead of the subject professor? Because I have eyes to see, it’s a bit difficult to look at it… ."

"Then it’s cheap even if it’s true!"

When the Duke, who had been quietly listening to me, shouted, Kirrin was startled and even Ismera flinched.

"Good job, Dian! that's right! I wonder if I can learn properly as long as I see him as the son of an aristocrat! It's actually a good thing!"

The duke laughed and slapped his knee.

"If you were a slob, I would have given you a harpoon, but you were teaching Knightley. It would be better to have them continue attending the academy here."

"Thank you for your kind words, Duke. However, since I am a senior professor, I do not teach directly... ."

"Please take good care of our Knightly in the future, Dean."

The Duke grabbed my hand and shook it. Seup, I accidentally misunderstood this as something like my homeroom professor.

However, as I looked at Kirrin wiping away her cold sweat and sighing, I realized that it wasn't like that right now and that it was a bit difficult to do, so I just smiled and said, "Yes, yes."

# # # # #

"Goodbye, Duke."

"Take care, Dean. I'll come back again soon. Let’s talk properly then."

The Duke sticks his upper body out the carriage window and walks away waving his hand. And Professor Dian, the chief combat officer, was waving his hand at it.

Ismera bit her lip as she looked at it.

This is not the picture I expected. It wasn't an obvious development where the duke who visited the academy turned everything around and the imperial castle decided it was right, firing Kirrin and promoting his deputy, Ismera, to principal.

"Why are you doing this, Professor Ismera?"

"Yes? What do you mean?"

When Dian suddenly spoke, Ismera quickly changed her expression and smiled.

"No. I think you're feeling a little unwell. Are you uncomfortable?"

"It’s not like that. Since I am also human, I guess I was a little nervous when I heard that the Duke of Toulouse was coming."

"Is that so? Wow, principal!"

Ismera quietly turned and walked away, leaving Dian holding the fallen Kirrin while holding her forehead.

        
            Kirin quietly opened her eyes to the warm energy.

The first thing I saw was an unfamiliar ceiling. And it is an expressionless girl looking down at herself. what.

"Try moving your eyes."

Holy Priestess Maya spoke calmly as she caressed Kirrin's body with golden hands.

Kirin, who was looking at the girl blankly for a moment, suddenly thought of the sacred priest of the church that Chief Combatant Dian had brought. Yes, that's right. That kid is the priest of our academy infirmary.

So this is the medical center? Why am I here? He clearly went out to see the Duke of Toulouse off... After that... .

"Try moving your eyes."

"Ah, yes… ."

Rolling her eyes here and there, taking in the scenery of the infirmary, Kirin continued to try to remember her lost memories. But it failed.

"Hey, priest. Why am I here... ."

"The excessive tension was instantly relieved and I fainted. Senior Professor Dian came here with the principal."

"Professor Dian… ? Where is that person now... ."

"There is no special problem with my body. Then take a break."

Before he could finish speaking, the Maya priest just said what he had to say and got up. Despite his cute appearance, he has a very blunt personality. Contrary to his cool-headed appearance, he always makes the worst judgments and decisions, which is the complete opposite of me.

While listening to the sound of the Mayan priest writing something with a pen as he returned to his seat, Kirrin thought about her meeting with the Duke earlier.

Apparently, the Duke of Toulouse stormed into the academy to protest because his daughter Knightley had been stabbed with a wooden sword by Professor Dian. And as soon as he jumped out of the carriage, he started verbally abusing Kirin.

From the moment she saw the carriage, Kirrin was so scared that she almost lost her mind. This is because he expected that this matter would grow like a snowball and eventually lead to his dismissal.

If he is cut off like this, he will have to return to his father. Perhaps I will be punished according to the clan's rules. I would rather go into the dragon's maw, but I don't want to return to my father empty-handed!!

"Commander, it’s been a while!"

At that time, Dian suddenly blocked Kirin's path and pretended to know the duke. And a miracle happened.

The duke, who recognized Dian, smiled brightly and hugged her, creating a friendly atmosphere in the principal's office the whole time!?

I thought it would all end well like this, but suddenly Ismera, the senior professor of theory, brought up Knightley's story.

Then the Duke, who suddenly realized the original purpose of his coming, turned red again and went into an uproar. Ah, is it really over now... .

Even if you're Dian, you probably can't boldly say in front of your father, 'I hit your daughter.' . But that wasn't it.

"That’s what I did."

Second salvation. Dian completely shifted the duke's attention from Kirrin to himself and explained the situation at the time.

The duke, who listened to that in silence, said that it was actually good, and that he would take good care of Knightley, and took Diane's hand and shook it wildly.

Even though Kirin saw everything before her eyes, she couldn't believe it. really… It really ends like this... ?

Kirrin, who was confused as she watched the carriage carrying the waving duke leave, only realized it when the carriage disappeared from sight.

finished… . it's over. The duke didn't overthrow the academy or hold Kirrin responsible, and instead went back feeling much better.

I was able to keep my position as principal and not be put in the worst situation of returning to my father. Lived!

I don't remember anything after that, so I guess I fainted at that time.

A while ago, Dian made a rant about overturning the combat department's entire curriculum. He said he would take responsibility.

He said he would protect Kirrin if anything happened, and today he really kept that promise.

Dian… You protected me from the Duke's wrath... .

"Ahhhh!"

"Please be quiet."

"Sorry, priest… ."

Kirin picked up the blanket that had fallen on the floor and had to bury her face in it to hide the laughter that kept spreading.

The Mayan priest who saw this clearly and clearly wrote a pen in the patient's diary.

[Principal Kirrin Nemera. Temporary fainting followed by screaming or laughing for no reason. Psychiatric evaluation is required at a later date].

# # # # #

Rumors quickly spread that the Duke of Toulouse and his chief of staff, Diane, were familiar with each other and that the Duke was extremely happy to see them.

The Combat Department professors who saw it in person were in a festive mood. I even thought that the department's existence was in danger, but that wasn't the case.

"I never thought that the Duke of Toulouse was capable of making such an expression."

"Of course. Do you remember the other day when people were trying to get rid of Knightley? It really wasn't a joke."

"What kind of person is the head professor, and why is he so close to the duke?"

Combat riding professor Anna, who was listening to the story in the corner, carefully offered her guess.

"Perhaps… Could it be the secret prince? ?"

"What?"

At that absurd guess, all the professors' eyes turned to Anna.

"Why… There were often rumors like that... . Because he’s such a mess… They said he hid it by pretending to be a commoner for the sake of the emperor's reputation... ."

"Hmm, it’s not completely unfounded."

Magic Response Professor Orendi nodded, rubbing his chin.

"Although our head professor is not an asshole, is he diligent and diligent? That's not it either. Compared to the 2nd princess and other princesses, the atmosphere is completely different."

"Nonsense."

General Combat Morton quickly dismissed Orendi’s opinion.

"The royal family has had silver hair for generations. But the head professor's hair is brown."

"Well, changing it with magic is not a problem. What do you think, Professor Waver?"

"I agree with your opinion, Orendi. Now that things are like this, should we properly line up for the head professor?"

Infinitely positive, Waver and Orendi laughed haha, and the rest of the professors also laughed, telling them not to talk nonsense.

Only psychological warfare professor Pelemia is silent as she adjusts her glasses.

On the other hand, the theory department has a subdued atmosphere, as if the entire budget had been cut.

In fact, the theory department professors didn't really care whether Dian was close to the duke or not. The reason they have such heavy expressions is because of Ismera, who is sitting at the head of the table.

Ismera remained silent throughout the morning meeting, not saying a single word. Even after the meeting was over, he remained stiff as a stone.

That's why professors can't leave while everyone is watching.

Dian suddenly became a combat chief as if he had fallen from the sky. His past is shrouded in mystery, and on the outside he appears to be a pale man who walks around the academy with his back to his back.

However, less than a month after taking office, he persuaded Principal Kirrin to overturn the Combat Department curriculum and beat Knightley of the powerful Tolus family with a wooden sword.

As if that wasn't enough, he hugged the Duke of Toulouse, who ran towards him angrily to the core, and sent him off with a smile on his face.

There is no doubt that he is a truly amazing human being. There is no mistake... .Paddeuk-!

The professors were startled by the grinding sound and looked at Ismera.

Just a little more... I could have become the principal instead of that incompetent dark elf... .

Ismera was about to give up everything when she heard the news that Linus, the hero of the continent, had been nominated as the successor principal.

But suddenly, a human other than Linus arrived. Even he was a professor, not a principal. So Ismera had high expectations... .

Kirrin is receiving special treatment simply because she is a member of the clan that prevented the emperor's assassination.

Even he participated in the assassination and then betrayed himself along the way. You weren't even there and it was all your father's doing.

I lost the forest to the devil's army, barely survived, and came to this place after 10 years of hard work. But you… .

Paddeuk-ppaddeuk-!

Ismera did not even wear her usual gentle and benevolent mask, and instead kept grinding her teeth with a cool shadow falling over her.

# # # # #

Rumors about his father eventually reached Knightley's ears.

"Knightley. What is the relationship between the chief combat officer and your father?"

"Could it be that Professor Dian is also a nobleman? Your father is a great man. If you know someone like that... ."

"I don’t know either. Stop asking."

Knightley coldly answered the followers' questions with a contemptuous look.

"And why are you curious about that? Can you at least stand in line for that professor?"

"No, that’s not it… Just curious… ."

Knightley turned around and walked down the hallway without even hearing what was said.

The things I liked the most when I was defeated by the head combat professor are now trying to find out if they can get anything out of it, so they try to dig up Professor Dian through me.

Even though they are from the same noble family, they are so disgusting and disgusting that I can't stand it.

by the way… So, because of this incident, has my father given up on trying to get me to drop out of school and have an arranged marriage? It would be nice if that were the case.

It's like Professor Dian, whom I barely even know, is protecting me. I really like that professor.

He is talented, has a wide network of connections, and is even good-looking. I wish I could get closer to Professor Dian. Is there some way... .

After standing and thinking for a while, Knightley came up with an idea and walked towards the main building where the principal's office was located.

# # # # #

The Academy is in an uproar over the Duke's visit.

I get called, go to the principal's office, and out of nowhere, I hear something like a bolt from the blue.

"Are you telling me to coach Knightley exclusively, now?!"

        
            "Are you telling me to take full charge of Knightley, now?"

I thought I might have misheard, but that couldn't be possible. Principal Kirrin shook his head, unable to meet my gaze.

"I hope so."

"Why on earth? It seems like you're talking about the homeroom professor, but I'm the head professor, right?"

"But… ."

When I saw Kirrin lowering her head, unable to continue speaking, an idea occurred to me.

"Principal. Is that because the Duke of Toulouse asked me to take good care of Knightley? Is that right?"

"There are also things like that… ."

"That’s just what I’m saying. I don't mean for you to take your daughter and tutor her."

"Actually... ."

Kirin touched her forehead with her hand as if she was about to say something very difficult and then spoke.

"Actually, Student Knightley requested a meeting directly."

"Well, did you even ask to make me your homeroom professor?"

"To be exact, I am not a homeroom professor, but I am looking for personal guidance on combat subjects about once a week."

"That kid is so bold. No matter how much she is the duke's daughter, this is an academy, right."

As I clicked my tongue, Kirin looked at me with desperate eyes.

"Dian. Can you please help me? Huh?"

"You’re helping me. As I said last time, I'm doing a good job by overturning the combat department so that the principal doesn't get fired."

"Well, of course, I’m really grateful for that. Oh, and I wasn't in a hurry at the time so I couldn't say it... Thank you for protecting me during the Duke’s visit."

Kirrin slightly lowered her head. I was a bit surprised by this part.

Dark elves live in gloomy forests and are as cold-blooded as they come. It is not a dark elf's job to apologize, ask for favors, or thank someone.

"If it wasn’t for you then, I probably would have been kicked out a long time ago. I really appreciate it. I don't know how to repay you... ."

"It was repaid. It was something we all did for the good of each other. Anyway, so what? Are you telling me to teach Knightly once a week?"

"Ugh… . I hope so if you don't mind. Sorry. For putting a burden on me... . No no, no."

Then suddenly Kirrin threw up her hand.

"Pretend you didn’t hear what I said. Come to think of it, you can't treat a senior professor like a tutor just by interviewing one student. That's ridiculous. No, Dean. Sorry. Stop and go out."

"Are you okay? You're talking gibberish."

Kirin stared at me for a moment, covered her face with both hands, and let out a tired sigh.

"I really didn’t want to be a principal… ."

"Didn’t you do it because you wanted to?"

"No… ."

Kirrin took another deep sigh.

"I was forced to come because of my father… . So even if I don’t like it, I can’t quit… . If that were the case, I would probably… ."

Kirrin, who was about to say something more, jumped up from her chair. And then he suddenly fell to his knees?!

"Dian… ! Please help me!I'm asking you this... ."

"Uh, principal! Don’t do this."

"I really did my best… . It is true that the combat department was shrunk, but other classes were strengthened and a lot of budget was secured... ."

Kirrin placed both hands on the floor and almost fell down.

"Since you came, we've been doing everything we've been told to do... . I will continue to do so... Help me… Diane… . Don't let me go back to the forest... ."

"Okay, Principal. Calm down."

"Please… please… ."

However, Kirin began to sob, tears streaming down her face.

"I don’t want to go back to the forest… . scared… . please… ."

"What happens if you go?"

"Huh… . Tsk… Ugh… ."

Kirin could not respond and began to moan and shake her hands.

This is a bit harsh. What on earth is this clan's forest and the person called father like... .

It is said that Kirrin's father, the head of Nemara, betrayed other clans during the assassination mission for the emperor.

At that time, Linus and I were just running around having fun. As a cunning dark elf, he anticipated the outcome of the resulting war and sided with the winner in advance.

After the war, he asked the emperor to repay his life debt and appointed his daughter as the principal here. As the first step toward the clan being fully recognized as members of society.

So, if Kirin is kicked out of her position as principal and returns to the forest, her father will not forgive her. Because all his plans went to waste.

If so, how will they be punished?

The dark elves we often encountered during the war were cruel enough to make us shudder. Even before the war, they used their racial characteristics to make a living by doing dirty work such as assassinations and kidnappings.

It's just that the race itself has nothing to do with words like conscience, justice, compassion, and love. Kirrin, who is currently kneeling and crying, is such a unique case that it can safely be described as a mutation.

I may not know it, but I will face something so terrible that I can't even imagine. I'm not the type of family that sees you as a daughter.

It's pitiful.

Even though he didn't want to, he became a parachute principal at the behest of his fearful father.

Those in power after the war, including the second princess, were not happy with the idea of a renegade dark elf as the principal of the academy, and Kirrin, who noticed this, struggled hard to somehow hold on to her position.

If I stay still, I will end up in a forest I never want to return to, back to my father.

"Dian… . I will do as you say and I will never interfere... . You can use all the budget you have saved as you wish... . just… Just don’t let me get kicked out of the academy and go back… ."

"I think so even if the principal doesn’t say so. I feel comfortable and my friends feel comfortable only when the principal is there."

He squatted down and patted Kirin on the shoulder and said.

"I will look into Knightley often. Even if you don't take full charge, both Knightley and the Duke will be satisfied."

To be honest, I have nothing to lose.

The other day, when I first learned of Knightley's existence, I looked through his academic records and found that his grades were quite good. If you help out just a little bit, it will definitely fly higher.

If we raise the level of the first graduates, Kirin can be recognized by the second princess, and then she can continue to be the principal, and Linus and I will be at ease.

Besides, if it's about once a week, it's not really a waste of time, and the Duke, who owes me his life, can't argue about that. Rather, he'll be happy if I tell him that I'm paying attention to his daughter.

If we can show off by working without much loss and Kirin can perform her duties as principal stably, then it will be good for both of us. Me, Kirrin, Linus, the second princess.

"So calm down now. It’s ugly."

"Thank you, Diane!"

As I held my still trembling hand, Kirrin suddenly hugged me. Dark elves' skin is quite cool and soft. This is my first time knowing this.

"Oh, sorry… ."

As I was about to feel that pleasant touch, Kirin got embarrassed and pushed me away.

"Are you feeling better now? Stop crying. This is my first time seeing a dark elf cry. But the tears are not black."

Kirin, who felt a little relieved by the joke, laughed. This is my first time seeing a dark elf smile like that.

"Then I will go. I should at least see the face of that noble lady named Knightley."

"Thank you so much, Diane. Thank you so much."

I was embarrassed to see Kirrin constantly bowing as if I were the principal, so I quickly left the principal's office.

By the way, what kind of person can suddenly look so pitiful?

By the way, you keep budgeting, but how much have you saved?

# # # # #

After Dian left, Kirrin wiped her eyes with her sleeve and staggered to her desk.

Knightley suddenly came to the principal's office and immediately requested that Professor Dian be assigned as his homeroom professor. It was nonsense.

Kirrin was not an idiot, so of course she knew that such a thing could not happen.

But even so, Kirrin could not dare to refuse the request of the Duke of Toulouse's daughter to her face. So I asked Dian for help again.

And this time, Dian seems determined to protect her.

Kirrin graduated from the public academy against her will and came here as principal against her will.

Behind her was her father, the head of the Nemara clan, and Kirrin was more afraid of disappointing her father than being kicked out of her position as headmaster.

There have been tens of thousands of times that I have thought about running away and disappearing. However, I did not have the confidence to run away from the same dark elf.

It is impossible for Kirrin, who is a mixed race with a human, to escape the pursuit of pure-blooded dark elves.

And because of that, only Kirrin came out of the forest, took advantage of the empire's education system, and entered public service.

For mixed-bloods, the coldness and cruelty typical of pure-bloods have been dulled to some extent, making them appropriate as the first members of the clan to be sent out to imperial society.

This is why Kirrin came to human society on behalf of her clan, and it is also the reason why she is grateful to Dian, apologizes, shows tears, and harbors feelings for him.

Dian patted Kirin's shoulder and held her trembling hand. He comforted her with kind words and facial expressions.

It wasn't actually like that, but if it seemed that way in the eyes of the person involved, it would have been so.

How many times have I already been saved by Dian? . No words can ever express my gratitude.

At this point, Kirin slowly began to formulate the vague plan in her mind.

The extraordinary plan is that he will be reduced to a professor in charge of assassination and kidnapping, and Dian will be promoted to principal.

It's good for the second princess to be able to remove the troublesome emperor's parachute, Dian is good to be in a high position, and it's good for her to be able to let go of all the burden, but wouldn't her father be satisfied to some extent if he were a professor?

Then suddenly an idea occurred to Kirin and she hurriedly looked up the school rules.

Let’s see, let’s see… . Can I take leave from work if I get married and have children? .

I'm looking for it just in case, just in case. Dian's eyes were unusual when she held her hand earlier.

It wasn't actually like that, but if it looked that way in the eyes of the person involved, it would have been so.

# # # # #

I wonder if Kirin has calmed down and come to her senses now.

I will help you as much as I have now, so stay focused and stick to your position as principal.

But is this right? It's almost time to leave after class.

Just then, the classroom door opened and students who had finished their theory classes poured out. There, I was able to find a female student with particularly striking blonde hair.

"Knightley Toulouse. Let me see for a moment."

        
            Knightley, who was leaving class, had to stop. This was because more people were standing around unable to leave the classroom.

When I put my feet up, I saw a crowd of students standing in front of me, making a fuss. What's going on?

"The senior combat professor is in front of you!"

Several students made a fuss, pushing Knightley's shoulders and moving forward. If you're the chief combat officer, is it Professor Dian?

Not long ago, Dian, a senior combat professor, suddenly appeared without saying anything.

The first time he appeared in front of students was in his senior year's general combat class. There, Dian made a spectacular debut by summoning a magic response professor and showing off his antics by pouring attack magic on the students.

After Professor Dian's appearance, the Combat Department classes changed completely. In the past, I barely went outside and just watched the teaching assistant's demonstrations in the classroom, but now it's different.

All combat classes are held at an outdoor training center unless it is a special event, and students are armed and trained in an environment similar to the actual field. So it's quite dangerous.

Injuries occurred one after another in the senior year, which had not had proper outdoor classes for several years. From minor injuries such as spraining an ankle or bruising to quite large injuries that result in a tear or profuse bleeding.

Several students questioned this and protested, but Professor Dian did not budge. Just repeating the saying, ‘A drop of sweat in training is worth a drop of blood in actual combat.’

However, this does not mean that Professor Dian is recklessly and ignorantly pushing ahead without any thought.

It is the recruitment of a new priest from the church, which has been a big issue recently. The academy was in an uproar because Professor Dian had received an oracle priest from the church.

What is an oracle priest? The protagonists of a legendary story in which God foreshadowed their destiny to become priests. They use divine power before they can even walk, and when their level is reached, they can even perform miracles on behalf of God in this life.

I recruited such a great priest not long after taking office. To an academy that has a history of sending back priests once, saying there was no need for that.

A young priest named Maya was able to use tremendous divine power as an oracle priest, and as a result, many students suffered minor injuries, but none of them received proper treatment or were able to participate in class the next day without a single scar.

At this point, a suspicious rumor began to circulate around the Academy. It's about Dian's true identity.

There were many unfounded speculations. There are theories that he is the only survivor of the Balderland family, theories that he is a refugee from the Sadirian Kingdom, theories that he is a former instructor of Liantal, etc.

The most absurd of them all is the theory that he is the current emperor's secret prince. And since it is the most absurd, it is also the theory that most people talk about.

There is such a rumor in the empire. It is said that the emperor has a son in addition to the current princess, and his temperament is so bad that he is imprisoned somewhere in the imperial castle.

What has changed a bit is the illegitimate child. They said that she was not an empress or a concubine, but was a child born from a third class of people, and because she had royal blood in her blood, they could not bear to kill her and exiled her to a faraway country.

Since the Imperial Palace has not released an official position on this matter, perhaps because it is not worth discussing, it is like a ghost story that only circulates everywhere.

Is that why? When a special person appeared somewhere, people would speculate about whether he or she might be the secret prince of the imperial castle.

The closest example is Linus, the hero of the continent. As he slowly began to receive public attention, people began to think of Linus as a secret prince.

However, those who saw Linus in real life realized how absurd that assumption was.

A striking appearance with blond hair and a sculpted body. Linus, who had a just and upright personality and humility, was not someone who should be considered shameful and hidden from the imperial palace. Rather, it would be better if he was openly presented as the successor.

The current situation at the Academy is similar to that time, and the target is Dian. It was a move that at first glance felt like an eccentricity, but it ended up dramatically changing the classes in the Combat Department.

Even though they had already sent away a priest once, they received a priest, and an oracle priest, from that arrogant religious order.

He beat Knightley Toulouse, who no one in the academy could touch, with a wooden sword, and even greeted the Duke, who came to him angrily to the core, and greeted each other warmly.

Moreover, there was a rumor going around that the other day in the principal's office, Principal Kirrin appealed to Professor Dian for help.

And the most important external factor is that Professor Dian is quite handsome.

Although he doesn't have the silver hair that is a symbol of the royal family, he has brown messy hair that would make sense if he were an illegitimate child mixed with other blood, eyes that shed a cheerful light, and an always easy-going smile. Even the crazy swordsmanship that turned Knightley over with a few wooden sword strikes.

With all of this combined, Professor Dian is now receiving the most attention from the Academy. So, it is not surprising that students flock to Professor Dian's sudden appearance.

What student would pass up the opportunity to see the popular combat professor, who was always seen from afar, right in front of them.

"Chief Professor! Hello!"

"Yes, yes. hi. But your skirt is too short. If you don't restore it to its original state, you will be penalized."

"Chief Professor! You’re handsome!"

"Yeah, I know."

"Chief Professor! Are you a secret prince?"

"If that were the case, would you be running around here like this?"

Professor Dian, who was answering students one by one, spotted Knightley and raised his hand.

"Knightley Toulouse. You can see me for a moment."

Then everyone's eyes turned to Knightley. That gaze may have been burdensome, but Knightley did not even lift an eyebrow and gave an arrogant look.

"What's going on?"

"It’s a bit awkward to say here. Follow me."

As Professor Dian turned and walked out of the crowd, the students responded with disappointment.

"Chief Professor! Please teach me swordsmanship next time!"

"If you are ready to get ripped off, come."

"Can I go to the professor’s office?!"

"You can’t hide snacks."

The students burst into laughter, and Dian also smiled and waved in a friendly way. Although it has only been about a month since he took office, he has proven his abilities and is even handsome in that time, so he is very popular.

Compared to Principal Kirrin, whom everyone secretly avoids, Professor Dian seems more like the principal.

Knightley followed behind Professor Dian, pushing away the children who were blocking his path.

# # # # #

When I open the door to the professor's office and go in, I see Olisia cleaning with a duster.

"Olicia. Give me two drinks of something sweet and delicious. Student interview came."

"Okay, Dian."

As Olivia hurried over and clattered to prepare tea, Knightley, who had followed me into the professor's office, stared at her.

"I guess he has a young girl as his attendant?"

"Not a servant, but a maid. Aren’t there a lot of them at your house too?"

"There is, but I don’t abuse a child like that. Is this a child brought in through human trafficking?"

"No?"

I was about to answer that, but Ollysia intervened first.

"Dian, you are not involved in human trafficking! What a great man you are! Even though you have a prankish streak, you are more of a hero to me than Sir Linus!"

As Olicia poured out a storm, Knightley blinked in embarrassment.

"Never speak of Dian as such a bad person again!"

Knightley, who was gaping, found it difficult to speak.

"The personality is very… You are strong... ."

"Okay, that’s it. Olicia hurry and bring out the tea and Knightley sit here."

Olivia got into the car hurriedly, still fuming as if her anger wasn't going away, and Knightley glanced at her several times and sat down in the chair.

"Thank you. You should now go back to your dorm."

As soon as Olivia placed the tea cup down in front of us, she immediately pushed us back.

"And let’s eat that for dinner tonight, that. Let’s eat shrimp-filled gambas with bread dipped in it."

"Okay, Dian. Please leave work before it is too late."

After Olicia left, Knightley asked, looking at the closed door.

"Does the maid reside in the professor’s office?"

"That’s not true. We live in the professor's dormitory over there, and he often comes here to clean."

"I see. However, I think we need to provide proper education on the following."

When I gave him a questioning look, Knightley, holding a teacup, answered.

"In noble families, employees are thoroughly educated about their words and actions. It's impossible to treat a customer like that."

"It’s okay because I’m not a noble. There isn't much to do with welcoming guests. He just lives with me and pays for his own food."

"Is that so? Then how did you get that kid?"

I wondered why he was curious about that, but I thought it would be an icebreaker so I told him Olivia's story.

Olivia is a war orphan. While running away with other refugees, they are deceived by the favor of a captain who promises to take them to a safe place, and are handed over to slave traders on a ship.

The slave ship carrying Olicia happened to be anchored in Brunswick. At that time, Olicia ran away, but was recaptured and beaten in the middle of the road when she was saved by me.

Maybe that's why Olivia follows me so much and can't stand it when others gossip about me. However, since Knightley spoke to me as if I were someone who trafficked and exploited minors, my panic button was pressed.

Of course, Knightley may have said this without thinking about it.

"So, are you saying that the professor bought the girl purely out of sympathy, even though he didn’t need anyone?"

"It was necessary. Because doing housework is really annoying."

"But in that case, it would have been better to hire an experienced professional."

"What… well… ? Couldn’t it have been done while teaching?"

"Perhaps you like younger women... ."

"If Olisia had heard that, she might have killed you right here."

"Ha."

Knightley snorted and lifted his teacup. With that, we took a few sips of tea in silence.

As I watched Knightley sip her tea, I recalled the contents of the school records I had looked up before calling her.

Knightly Toulouse. The daughter of the Duke of Toulouse, she entered the academy of her own volition. Her grades in all subjects are excellent, and she is currently the class president of the graduating class.

What is noteworthy is that there were several requests from the duke to withdraw, and Knightley refused them all.

At our academy, according to school rules, it is impossible to expel a student through external intervention unless the student decides to do so or there is a serious reason for expulsion.

However, the Duke of Toulouse is a great nobleman who is making a name for himself in the empire. What school would be able to survive if these amazing parents got so excited?

However, unlike other private academies, the Special Mission Academy here is managed by the second princess, a powerful figure in the empire after the war. The situation is completely different.

Even if you can't cast 'At best, something like Duke', it's enough to point out the rules and send it away as impossible.

And there was a very unusual record that stood out: <Personal combat practice was performed at an outdoor training center during public lectures and personal breaks>.

I heard from other professors that Knightley was dissatisfied with the combat classes that Principal Kirrin had been focusing on, focusing on theory, and had been practicing on his own.

This is why Knightley beat up all the other kids the last time we went to an armed combat class and had them spar without warning.

"Okay, Knightley. I heard the whole story. I heard you asked the principal to take exclusive charge of you?"

"That’s right."

Knightley set down his teacup and opened his mouth.

"That’s what I said. Of course you will, right?"

Oh, look at this.

"Why do you think that way?"

"I have the best grades at the academy right now. And she is the daughter of an imperial duke. Tutoring a student like this will probably help the professor's career as well."

In the academic record, it was additionally written that 'As someone from a great family, he was quite arrogant and self-righteous', and that was correct.

"Well, okay. It's true that you have good grades and it's true that you're the daughter of a duke. But one thing is not true."

"What is it?"

"My career will not improve just because I am in charge of the daughter of the head duke of the Academy."

"Yes… ?"

"Rather, the average is lowered by water riding."

"What… ?"

Knightley's eyes twitched slightly.

        
            "What do you mean by that, Chief Professor? The average is lowering?"

"There is such a thing. It’s troublesome to explain them one by one."

Knightley worked hard to figure out the true meaning of Dian's answer.

They say that private lessons from the daughter of the Academy's chief duke are not helpful to one's career... .

Of course, you can't show that as your official career. However, the ‘experience’ that Knightley talks about is more than just adding a line to your resume.

The 'career' she means is her close connection with the Duke of Toulouse, one of the most influential members of the Imperial House of Nobles. This is an unimaginable privilege for a senior professor at just one academy.

Professor Dian has a close relationship with his father, so if he can create another relationship like this, it will definitely be helpful in his life later.

In fact, Knightley escaped to the academy to escape from the arranged marriage and realize his dream of becoming a special agent in the future. Therefore, it is not right to borrow one's father's power now.

But then what?

The story of the members of the Imperial Special Forces that filled my heart as I heard it from my brothers who survived the Four Year War 10 years ago.

Knightley wanted to get out of his stuffy, cage-like mansion and become an agent roaming the continent and working undercover, so he ran away as soon as the Special Mission Academy was established.

However, at the academy she ran away from, she did not receive the education she had hoped for, so while she was training on her own, Professor Dian appeared.

When Professor Dian swung the wooden sword once or twice with a look so bored that he yawned, Knightley temporarily lost consciousness, not knowing what he was getting at.

Then Knightley made a decision. I decided to make that professor my own. He decided to use Professor Dian as a stepping stone to realize his dream.

And when his father came to the academy and saw Professor Dian, he implicitly acknowledged that he was attending the academy, so Knightley decided to take advantage of the opportunity.

In other words, as long as Professor Dian is at the Academy, Knightley will not be expelled from the Dukedom, and in that case, it is possible to take advantage of the family and take over a professor he likes.

But what was the relationship between the two? Well, I guess we just met during the war as subordinates to the commander. The details are none of my business.

Anyway… If you are here, I won't be forced to drop out or be expelled from the family, so I'm trying to appease you by confidently showing off my family connections.

By teaching me, you will not only add one line to my resume, but you will further strengthen my relationship with the great noble Tolus.

So, naturally, I assumed that Professor Dian would have fully understood Knightley's intentions regarding his 'career', but that wasn't the case? Rather, it's something that undermines one's career?

What are you thinking? Also, how great is your career? At best, wouldn't you have received a commendation or two on the battlefield?

Knightley, who had quite the arrogance and self-righteousness typical of a noblewoman, could not understand Dian's reaction at all.

But I have no intention of giving up easily. Knightley achieves what he sets his mind to.

That's how Knightley has lived until now, carving out his own destiny. The same goes for that professor named Diane.

"Professor. Let's think again. It's all for the professor's benefit... ."

"Once a week."

"Yes?"

Professor Dian held up one finger.

"It is possible as long as you look after it once a week. But I can’t just focus on you every day like my homeroom professor."

"But, Professor. Isn't that too sparse? Until now, I have never properly learned anything related to combat at the academy. There is only one year left until graduation, but to get to the level where you can be put into the field right away... ."

"Enough."

"Yes… ?"

"That’s enough. Once a week, you will be able to perform your duties as an agent right around the time you graduate."

Even though Dean spoke confidently, Knightley found it difficult to completely trust it. Even if you're a combat chief, wouldn't that be a bit difficult... .

But Knightley soon changed his mind. For now, let's get the promise to this extent. The frequency can be increased little by little later.

Knightley was confident that he could capture that pale man named Dean. She is the daughter of a great family, a top student at the Academy, and is clearly aware that she is pretty.

There are enough weapons, and Professor Dian will be taken over within a month and will act as a homeroom professor who takes full care of himself.

"Okay, Professor. Let’s do that. It's good for me to be able to receive instruction from the professor, and it's good for the professor to be able to build a relationship with my family. There's nothing bad about either of us."

"Yes, yes. Then go back now. I'm busy. I have to go to the meeting."

Knightley asked as Dean waved his hand away.

"Then when is your first private lesson?"

"I’ll tell you about that later. I need to see if I can adjust my schedule for this week right now. Go now. Quickly."

"Okay, professor. I'll wait for your contact. You can come to my dormitory. I live alone."

Knightley smiled quite seductively and crossed her legs. Then the skirt rolled up, revealing her smooth thighs.

However, Professor Dian did not answer, but walked over to the desk, sat down, lowered his head, and rummaged through the drawers.

Knightley, seeing that, let out a low laugh. You said you were just attending a meeting, so why are you suddenly searching through my drawers?

He looks at my legs and is trying his best to hide his embarrassment. You seem surprisingly naive.

Look forward to it, Professor… . I'll make it so you can never escape. You become a professor just for me.

# # # # #

After confirming that Knightley was leaving, I took out a whipped cream pie topped with a cherry from inside the drawer.

When I smelled it, fortunately, it didn't seem to be spoiled yet. I had to eat it by today, but it almost rotted.

Actually, I remembered this from the middle of the interview with Knightley, but the story kept getting longer and longer, so I was having trouble. However, since there was only one, I couldn't share it, so I quickly kicked him out under the excuse of a meeting.

When I took a big bite of the whipped cream pie, the sweet taste filled my mouth and I couldn't help but smile.

This is really delicious. I heard it's made at the bakery in front of the academy's main entrance, so I'll have to ask Ollysia to buy it for me often.

But when I thought about it, there were no convenient facilities in this large academy. Even today’s universities have all kinds of franchises, right?

They bring in this and that and let the faculty and students use it, and in return, the academy collects rent and a certain fee. This is good for both sides, and no one will lose anything.

Instead, quality control should be thorough since it can be done roughly as if it were a monopoly. This is something that the administrative office should take care of.

It has nothing to do with the combat department, but is very closely related to my quality of life, so I will have to discuss this separately later.

Hmm, okay. So what should I bring in? Since Olivia has been out shopping a lot lately, I'll ask her later this evening.

First of all, a bakery has to come in and a restaurant, no, two or three of each type have to come in, right? How many people are there? And again… .

# # # # #

A few days later, late evening at the dorm.

"Hey, class president… ."

Several female students approached Knightley with shy expressions. Everyone was holding a beautifully wrapped small box in their hands.

"Perhaps… this… ."

Knightley, who was looking at the students who were blushing and holding out the box, snorted.

"I’m sorry, but I don’t like dating women. Look elsewhere."

"Ah?"

The female students' eyes widened as if they were surprised by the extremely cold reaction, and then they became embarrassed and stuttered.

"This... Not to you, but to Professor Dian... ."

"What?"

"I want you to tell this to the head combat professor... ."

"What?"

It's not because the female students' voices are low, nor is the question being asked intentionally to scare them. It was because I couldn't understand that statement at all.

"Last time I saw it… I seem to be personally close to the head combat professor... . He is too high to give it directly... ."

Knightley, who was looking at the girls blankly for a moment, realized that he had made a ridiculous misunderstanding, and his expression instantly became distorted with shame and anger.

Since he had been receiving gifts and confessions from people around him since he was a freshman, he naturally assumed that they were going to give it to him.

"Am I your servant? Passing out gifts here and there?!"

Then the startled female students ran away, saying they were sorry. Other students who had been watching and laughing under their breath also controlled their expressions and looked away or walked away.

"They are really funny."

The followers gathered around Knightley smiled fakely and rolled their eyes.

"Why are they telling Knightley this and that?"

"Sure. If it had been outside, a commoner would have been stopped before he could get near Knightley."

"Isn’t that the same for you too?"

Knightley's sharp retort made his followers fall silent and exchange anxious glances with each other.

Knightley walked down the hallway with great strides, leaving his followers behind.

"Knightly! Where! It’s a night infiltration class soon!"

"I’ll take care of it, so don’t worry!"

Knightley is very nervous right now. That's why I react sensitively to even the smallest things. This is because there has been no response from Professor Dian for several days.

He said he would take over and teach once a week, and he seemed embarrassed by Knightley's intentional flirtation, so I thought he had caught the right hook, but why on earth haven't I heard anything?

Knightley, angry to the core, left the dormitory and headed to the faculty building. I was planning to go directly to the professor's office and ask questions.

"Professor! Professor Dian!"

I knocked loudly on the door with the name “Chief Combat Professor Dian” on it, but there was no answer. When I looked through the crack in the door, I couldn't see any lights, so it seemed like he had already left work. Maybe I should go to the professor’s dormitory.

But now it's time for night infiltration classes. It may be a theoretical class, but it is difficult to miss because it is practical training in actual mountainous terrain outside the academy.

Knightley, who was worried, returned to his dormitory.

First, participate in class. Professor Dian, we can meet again tomorrow, but night infiltration practice does not happen every day.

"Huh? There you are! Mr. Knightley! My letter to Professor Dian... ."

"Get out!"

"Hiik! Sorry!"

# # # # #

Outside the academy. A night-time infiltration class was held in an area connected to coastal cliffs and several highlands.

Students wearing black uniforms and their faces painted with black charcoal work in groups of several people and overcome mountainous terrain at night under the control of their teaching assistants.

Each group is given a different infiltration route, and the common assumption is to infiltrate the academy by crossing the highlands. As this is the first night infiltration exercise since the founding of the academy, the level of difficulty is not very high.

As the infiltration teams departed one after another, Knightley still stood there with his arms crossed. It wasn't because she was dissatisfied with the way the class was conducted, but because she was the only one who didn't have a group.

"Professor. Am I there yet?"

"But now it’s your turn."

When Knightley raised his hand, Infiltration Professor Lina handed him a map she was holding in her hand. The moment Knightley accepted it, he couldn't believe his eyes.

"What is this… ? Could this be an infiltration route?"

"That’s right. Just follow that route and infiltrate the academy."

"But this… ."

The path Knightley is looking at right now is quite different from the other groups' paths. Just looking at the contour lines, it looks like the vicious terrain was intentionally selected and connected with lines.

"There is no way a person could go to a place like this."

"I’m sorry. This is a matter directly ordered by the head professor, so I have no authority."

Chief combat officer? Professor Dian? So, is this the once-a-week private lesson you mentioned then?

Perhaps, because they have an eye for other children, they are planning to select a separate place to teach? Not bad.

It's a private lesson just for the two of us in a dark place where no one can reach in the middle of the night... . I guess you'll lose to me this time too, Professor.

Knightley finally walked away, feeling relaxed and satisfied for the first time in days.

At the bottom of the map, ‘This is the professor you chose. There were strange words written on it that said, 'Hold on with your strength and evil,' but it didn't mean much.

He must have been bragging like this to make up for being captivated by Knightley's coquetry during the interview and to take the initiative. Cute, this guy.

# # # # #

An hour later.

"Damn, damn, damn! This damn professor!"

Knightley, who was flat on all fours on the nearly vertical slope, cursed.

"Where on earth are you!! Why hasn’t he shown up yet!!"

        
            After receiving guidance for the first time, Knightley entered the dark forest alone with a light heart.

A mountain in the middle of the night. There is no control assistant and no accompanying team members, but there are no major problems.

Although Principal Kirin has controlled field training due to the risk of accidents, he has put a lot of effort into theory classes.

Therefore, the students are very proficient in the basic Dokdo method, and Knightley in particular has studied separately, so he can roughly guess the direction just by looking at the shapes of constellations and trees.

There may be a difference between what you've been doing at your desk and actually stepping on the ground, but it's a minor problem that you'll get used to after a few times.

So finding your way in the mountains near the academy is not a big problem.

Moreover, isn’t this Professor Dian’s private lesson?

If you give private lessons openly, negative comments may spread, so we are trying to set up a separate place to teach.

Professor Dian will probably be waiting for you if you go a little further.

One hour to do that. Knightley noticed something strange going on.

The path, which had been following a gentle ridge, gradually turned sideways and the terrain began to become increasingly rough.

At first, it was an incline that required some body balance, but soon it was at such an angle that it felt like I would fall sideways if I didn't hold on to something like a tree.

As he grew out of breath and sweat rolled down his chin and neck, Knightley stopped and looked at the map again. I wonder if I might have taken the wrong route.

However, even if you turn the map around and check the compass, this direction is correct. We have to keep going through this damn terrain all the way to the academy.

For now, let's keep going. There's a little flat ground in front of me, and I think Professor Dian might be there.

Another hour like that. Knightley ended up swearing while climbing up a slope that was almost like a cliff.

"Damn, damn, damn! Where on earth is this damn professor?! Why hasn’t he shown up yet!!"

However, the only thing that answers him is Knightley's echo, reflected here and there.

"Come out right away! I know you’re watching!"

There is no answer either.

Knightley wiped the sweat from his hands and took out a map.

There is still about a third of the way to reach the Academy border, and there are almost no gentle sections or detours in between.

You really planned an amazing route. As if he was really trying to tease me.

At this point, Knightley thought about going back the way he came. But that seems difficult.

I don't want to give up like this. What would Professor Dian think if you go home empty-handed after boasting that having a dedicated tutor for you will definitely help your career?

They will think that she is a vain noblewoman who is arrogant and makes loud noises that she cannot protect herself.

Moreover, when you return, you have to return with an infiltration professor or another teaching assistant, and you cannot ignore the gaze of other students who have already arrived at the academy.

It's not because I'm ashamed or embarrassed, but because I hate being talked down to by such lowly people.

And on the other hand, Knightley wanted to test his abilities and limits.

Clearly, she is the top student at the academy, excelling in all subjects, but that only applies to theory classes and written exams.

Knightley does not yet know his level in rough terrain.

If I can't even climb the mountain near the academy, I can't become the special agent I wanted to be.

It is no longer possible to live like the imperial special agent in the story that her brothers often told and that captivated Knightley's heart.

If you are excluded from the field because you are not up to par and are transferred to an office job, you might be caught by your father right away.

Then, the whole past of running away to the academy to avoid an arranged marriage, causing a bitter feud with my father, becomes meaningless.

Goes. Even if I die soon, I will go. If Professor Dian was a thoughtful person, he would have put in place the minimum safety measures.

Knightley stuffed the map into his arms, touched the ground, and raised his upper body.

Knightley, who had missed several times and almost fell, soon regained his balance and began to crawl up the slope.

# # # # #

"Damn, damn, damn! Where on earth is this damn professor?! Why hasn’t he shown up yet!!"

When I heard Knightley's scream of anger from the top of the slope, Survival Professor Waver turned to me and grinned.

"It looks like the class president is very angry."

"You’ll be pissed. I came here expecting private lessons, but I just kept riding mountains."

Waver and I are currently sitting on a tree at the bottom of the slope where Knightley is sitting halfway down.

We have been following Knightley ever since he received separate guidance and began infiltrating on his own.

Almost two hours have passed since then, and Knightley still hasn't noticed our presence.

"It looks like the class president is going to take a break for a while. Shall we have a late-night snack?"

Waver took out two large pieces of beef jerky from his waist pocket and handed one to me.

"This is lamb jerky. I made it myself. The taste is amazing."

"Hmm, that’s right. It’s really delicious."

Waver asked while chewing the beef jerky.

"By the way, senior professor. I thought I was second to none when it came to hiding and tracking. Today, I see that the head professor is no slouch either. Where did you receive separate training?"

"I didn’t receive any formal training, I just learned it through hands-on experience here and there."

"Is that so? According to rumors, he is a war veteran. Where were you in the military?"

"Here and there too. So what did you do during the war?"

When I changed the topic, wondering if I should go into detail about the past, Waver answered.

"I was active in the militia."

Survival Professor Waver was a hunter in the Qirana region in the eastern part of the empire. When the Four Years' War broke out and the Demon King's army invaded, they formed a militia with local people and fought to the death.

"There are many hunters in Qirana who have continued the family business for generations. As soon as they were able to walk, they learned how to shoot arrows and set traps, and most of the terrain was mountainous, so the Demon King's army had a very difficult time."

I know about that well. In the early stages of the war, the Demon King's army swept across most of the continent, but struggled in a few places, one of which was Qirana.

A mountain battle in a place teeming with hunters skilled in bows and traps. It's scary to even think about it.

"So, did you have some fun?"

"It’s a bit hard to say this, but even so, I have received a medal."

"That’s right? What medal did you receive?"

"This is the Third Class Military Service Medal. I received it after hitting the hundredth arrow into the head of the hornman."

"Wow, it’s really amazing. A civilian hunter, not an active duty soldier, shot and killed 100 demons."

"Haha. Thank you."

Then I heard a rustling sound and looked up to see Knightley staggering to his feet.

"Oh, it’s happening. Will the class president go forward or turn back?"

Waver and I watched Knightley with bated breath.

Knightley, who was a little hesitant, soon began to climb up the slope, placing his hands on the ground.

Waver saw that and expressed low admiration.

"I thought she couldn't endure any more hardships just because she's a noblewoman, but she's amazing. I am also the class president student."

"Then, Waver, you go ahead first and wait for Knightley. I'll follow you."

"Okay, head professor. See you again at the academy."

Waver shoved the remaining beef jerky into his mouth and quickly climbed the slope, silently hopping from tree to tree like an owl.

I waited until Knightley was far enough up the slope and then quietly followed him.

# # # # #

"Ha… ."

As the lights of the Academy appeared in front of him, Knightley sighed wearily and knelt down.

Now she had just come down the rock cliff. The gloves are already worn out and the muscles of my entire body are trembling.

Even though it was her first practice, Knightley was able to come this far thanks to the physical training she did on her own.

Although I don't know the details of how to overcome the terrain, I ended up reaching the final point of the infiltration route because my basic stamina supported me.

"Good job, Knightley."

When I lifted my head with difficulty, I saw Professor Dian looking down at Knightley with a smile.

"Professor… . Why are you doing this to me? ."

"Why are you like this? This is the first private lesson held once a week."

"Something like this… ."

Knightley forced his dry lips to reveal his teeth.

"Something like this… It's called private lessons... ?"

"You came alone, away from the other students. And I followed behind you and continued to supervise you."

"Follow me… ? I didn't feel anything... ?"

"You probably don’t know yet. If you keep learning, you will be able to feel it. however… ."

Professor Dian pointed behind his shoulder with his thumb.

"The final destination is not here, but inside the academy. It's infiltration training."

"Damn it… ."

Knightley gritted his teeth as he got up on his knees and stepped forward with his shaky legs. And then he fell forward.

Dian caught Knightley, who was falling, just in time.

"Are you okay?"

Since there is no answer, Knightley in the body appears to have completely fainted with his eyes closed.

I guess it will be difficult to proceed any further. I have to stop here.

When Dian gestured, Waver, who was up on the academy watchtower, gave a hand signal indicating that he knew and withdrew from the watchtower.

The original plan was to climb over the wall while being bombarded with Waver's 'narrowly missing' arrows, but this is enough.

The reason Knightley was forced into such a dangerous place alone was to test her will and patience.

If Knightley gives up on something as simple as breaking through difficult terrain, there will be no point in continuing to teach him.

I just call them once a week, spend some time, and send them back, right?

So I tested it.

Until now, you've been bragging as if you can do anything based on your theoretical grades, but once you're actually thrown into the field, your thoughts will change.

I have seen many platoon leaders who graduated from military academies with excellent grades become entranced after their first battle. Theory and field are completely different things.

But fortunately, contrary to concerns, Knightley did not give up and came this far.

Actually, I'm really glad that I also wanted to teach Knightly.

Knightley is an excellent student in many ways, and I was curious to see how far he could grow under my guidance.

And if we produce outstanding agents among the graduates, the Second Princess will not have any doubts about the current system, where Kirin is the principal and I am a professor.

Okay, Knightley. Let's keep going.

# # # # #

"Hello, priest."

The Maya priest, who had stayed up late at the infirmary for a night infiltration class and was writing a patient diary, looked up.

Dean, the head combat professor, was entering the medical center carrying a blonde female student with a disheveled appearance.

"I am a student who took infiltration classes. I came to receive divine treatment because I was completely out of stamina."

"Lay it down there."

While Dian laid the girl down on the empty bed, Priest Maya quickly made notes in the new patient's log.

After confirming that the patient diary he wrote was based on completely objective facts, Priest Maya got up from his chair and turned to the patient.

[In the middle of the night, Professor Dian carried a beautiful female student with an embarrassed smile, her clothes in disarray, her body wet with sweat and unconscious].

[As the other students who participated in the class did not visit, it is presumed that some kind of intense physical activity occurred between the two that deviated from the previously planned class content].

        
            I sat by the window of the professor's office and ate beef jerky while basking in the morning sunlight.

This beef jerky is lamb jerky that I received as a gift from Waver. When I told him that what I ate during the last night infiltration class was delicious, he brought me a basket.

"Combat Senior Professor. It is time to enter the Hwangseong regular report writing meeting."

The professor's office door opened, and a teaching assistant from the Combat Department came in.

Hwangseong regular report.

The academy regularly reports operational status and special matters to the Hwangseong Security Office, a superior organization.

However, this does not mean that the Imperial Palace just grabs the head and shakes it around, and in most cases, the academy has discretion and authority.

However, since it is a place that produces agents used by the empire, the imperial castle must also know the circumstances to some extent and intervene if necessary.

"Okay, okay. Just eat this."

He stuffed the half-eaten lamb jerky into his mouth and got up from the chair, wiping his greasy fingers on his cloak.

I put the remaining beef jerky in my pocket to eat as a snack later.

As I walk down the hallway chewing beef jerky, I see someone standing in front of the principal's office over there.

Almost as tall as a man, with shiny blonde hair and long ears. An elf who exudes elegance and beauty that cannot be expressed in words. This is Ismera, a senior professor of theory.

"Hello, Professor."

"Ah, Professor Dian. You came just in time... yo. this… ."

Ismera turned to me with a gentle smile and trailed off when she saw me chewing beef jerky like gum.

It's as if he is suppressing the contempt rising deep in his heart at the sight of the lowly behavior of the lower class.

Since ancient times, elves have always smiled gently on the outside, but they are a sinister people who cannot tell what they are thinking on the inside.

They consider themselves a noble, high-ranking race and live together in their own forests, but they are very exclusive and do not hesitate to look down on other races.

In particular, during the Duke's last visit, Ismera seemed to have a particularly strong tendency to do this. The way she turns her smile on to a dark face and criticizes her is just like a Kyoto person... .

# # # # #

Senior Professor of Theory Ismera was walking gently around the academy campus. I am on my way to attend the Hwangseong regular report writing meeting.

"Hello, Professor."

"Yes. Good morning."

As she smiled at the students and faculty who greeted her, Ismera thought about the upcoming meeting.

The Imperial Castle's regular report contains a lot of sensitive information, so only the principal and two senior professors attend. Coincidentally, the principal and senior professor are people who Ismera dislikes.

I have consistently hated Kirrin for a long time, and in the case of Dian, I started hating her recently because she ruined her big picture.

Ismera's big picture was that the Duke, who was angry at the Knightley Gun, overthrew the academy, used this as an excuse to dismiss Kirrin from the imperial castle, and took his place.

But out of nowhere, Dian showed off her closeness to the Duke, and the situation actually ended on a very good note. Kirrin stayed put, and Dian's reputation within the school only increased.

Perhaps Professor Dian also became chief combat officer through personal connections? A pale-faced person with no known experience is the chief combat officer.

He might have looked like the big old man Morton of the combat department or that ignorant orc professor, but it was hard to think that a person walking around the school with a wooden sword would have the experience to be worthy of being the head combatant.

Ismera stopped in front of the principal's office, biting her lip and raising her eyes.

It's unreasonable.

Some people lost their forests during the war, ran away, studied for 10 years in an unfamiliar place, and barely became a senior professor, but in reality, everyone else is enjoying favors thanks to their parents and personal connections.

"Hello, Senior Professor of Theory."

At that time, a familiar voice was heard from the other side. It was Dian, a senior combat professor.

"Ah, Professor Dian. You came just in time... yo. this… ."

Ismera, who saw him munching on something, trailed off and smiled.

What on earth are you doing now? Eating while walking? Now I see that he was a very ignorant person.

"What do you enjoy eating so much? After seeing Professor Dian eating, I am afraid that both the principal and I will get hungry early in the morning."

This is an elegant way of saying, in a vulgar and impolite manner, not to walk around with food in your mouth.

Most elves who consider themselves noble speak this way, but Ismera's attitude is particularly severe.

This is all Ismera's own way of surviving after losing her hometown and clan and being thrown into an unfamiliar human society.

As a minority with no one to rely on, even the smallest conflicts and fights must be avoided.

However, since I am a proud elf, I don't want to bow my head even if it means death, so the compromise I chose was to laugh and laugh.

"Oh, this? This is lamb jerky. Professor Waver gave it to me. They said they made it themselves and it’s really delicious."

Professor Dian smiled brightly and responded to Ismera’s words.

I have no idea what that is, human. Ismera responded with a soft smile.

"I see. Professor Waver seems to be continuing the tradition of the famous Qirana hunter at the Academy. Perhaps it is thanks to the senior professor of combat who ensured such conditions well."

A person called a professor is making beef jerky. Doesn't the Combat Department have a lot of work to do? It meant.

"Isn’t that why I can eat such delicious jerky? I heard that his hobby is making these and giving them away as gifts. Didn’t you give it to Professor Ismera?"

"I also want to taste it someday if I get the chance."

‘If I get the chance someday.’ An Ismera-style euphemism for saying that you will never have to eat anything like that again in the future.

It is an expression that most people often use as a greeting, so Dian will understand it.

"Is that so? I just happened to bring one, would you like to try it?"

But suddenly, when beef jerky came out of Dian's pocket, Ismera was so embarrassed that she almost lost her smile.

"Thank you so much, but what should I do? Actually, I had just eaten breakfast... .(I absolutely hate it!)"

"Then, eat it later when you feel hungry after work. Come on, come on."

However, Professor Dian didn't seem to notice and shoved beef jerky into Ismera's robe pocket.

"Taste it and let me know if it’s okay. I will ask Professor Waver to do the same for Professor Ismera. Once you eat this, it's hard to get rid of it."

"It's a grateful suggestion, but I don't think it would put a burden on Professor Waver. (There's no need for such uncivilized food!)"

Then Dian threw up both hands.

"No, no. I told you. Waver says his hobby is giving gifts here and there. I'm sure you'll be happy. Ugh, sorry."

At the same time, when Diantri was used, the corners of Ismera's eyes twitched slightly.

"Then let’s go in. If you go in with Professor Dian, the principal will be happy too. (You were delayed here because you were being stupid)"

"Hehe, is that so? Well, I’ve been working really hard these days."

Dian smiled and shrugged his shoulders without knowing anything. No, what kind of person would be so perceptive… .

Ismera opened the door to the principal's office and entered, feeling a bit frustrated at Dian's consistent response.

"Ah! Welcome, Dian!"

Kirrin, who had been buried in a pile of documents, raised her head with a happy expression.

"And… Professor Ismera... ."

Kirrin's voice, which had greeted Dian brightly, suddenly diminished when it reached Ismera.

Looking back at the documents precariously piled on the desk, Ismera smiled a captivating smile that captivated the viewer.

"It's nice to see you working hard day and night for the development of the academy, but I feel really sorry, principal. (Please clean up your desk and live)"

"Since I’m the principal, I have to do better… yo. this. Thank you for your encouragement, Professor Ismera."

As Kirrin laughed awkwardly, Ismera cursed inwardly. That stupid black bitch has no clue.

"Sit down. I’ll bring you some tea."

Ismera said with a smile after taking a sip of the tea brought by the administrative chief.

"This tea really has an interesting taste. (It’s not tasty)"

"Really? This is the tea I enjoyed drinking when I studied at the public academy. They say it has the effect of clearing the mind."

"It’s amazing that it has such efficacy. Thanks to this car, the principal was able to graduate with excellent grades. (Baseless bullshit. How can someone from a lowly public school be so proud?)"

"Professor Ismera, if you need it, I’ll give you a few bags… yo. this. Being a senior professor is always a difficult and tiring position, so this will be helpful."

"If I get the chance someday, I would like to feel that feeling of clarity of mind. (There is no need)"

However, Kirin did not understand at all and gave a grin, calling the head of the administrative office and ordering him to give all the remaining tea bags to Ismera after the meeting, and Ismera was forced to raise the corners of her mouth and say thank you.

They really are a tribe with no sense at all... .

The principal and senior professors sat at a conference round table and discussed the contents of the regular report to be sent to Hwangseong.

The most important thing to be covered in this first quarter regular report is the reorganization of the Combat Department.

Dian sequentially reported on pending matters related to the Combat Department.

"First of all, the proportion of practical training in all combat subject classes was organized to exceed 80%. Accordingly, the education and training plan has also been revised and supplemented."

"Ugh… ."

Kirin personally took an ink pen and wrote down Dian's report in a report. The round, straight handwriting was so charming that it was hard to believe it was from a dark elf.

However, the look in Ismera's eyes when she saw it was eerie, as if she were looking at a living, wriggling insect.

"The principal’s handwriting spans all generations. (Why is the handwriting of grown adults like that?)"

"Oh, the handwriting is really cute."

Dian, who glanced at Kirrin's handwriting, praised Ismera's words, and Kirrin's face turned dark red.

"Principal. Do all dark elves have such pretty handwriting? (I can tell the level of you ignorant dark elves)"

"No, I practiced it while attending a public academy. I didn't think it was that good, but these two people viewed it favorably, so it's a bit embarrassing."

"I don’t know much about it, but it’s a public academy, and it seems like a really good place. (It’s a trash academy, right? It’s a place where you can practice handwriting, right?)"

"Do you think so, Professor Ismera? thank god. In fact, I was worried that Professor Ismera might be ignoring me because I lack academic ability."

At this point, Professor Ismera began to doubt whether he had really faked it.

My heart feels so tight. Why are these things so hard to understand?!

Ismera gathered her mind and opened her mouth with a smile.

"Is that possible, Principal? The principal and I have different paths, but in the end, we are doing a rewarding job teaching students here at the academy. (Of course, the difference between you and I is heaven and earth. Don’t mistake us for being equal because we work at the same school.)"

"Kyaa-!"

Professor Dian, who heard those words, applauded in admiration.

"As expected, Professor Ismera! How is it that your thoughts shine as brightly as your noble appearance? An elf indeed!"

"No… Well, that's not what I'm saying... ."

Professor Ismera suddenly felt dizzy and stuttered.

        
            "As expected, Professor Ismera! How is it that your thoughts shine as brightly as your noble appearance? An elf indeed!"

"No… Well, that's not what I'm saying... ."

In the end, Professor Ismera stuttered and caused a pupil earthquake.

I pretended not to know and asked with wide eyes.

"Then is there another, deeper meaning?"

"E… ? Oh, that… no… . therefore… ."

Kirrin tilted her head as she looked at Ismera, who was struggling, and I chuckled to myself.

Elves consider themselves a noble race, so they never make rude remarks to others.

However, at the same time, their sense of being the chosen people is also very strong and they look down on other races.

That's why you always need to be careful when talking to an elf. It may sound nice on the outside, but hidden in those words is a dark contempt for base things.

When dealing with people like that, it's best to pretend not to notice.

The best thing to do is to keep your eyes wide open and respond as you hear what is being said in a twisted and twisted manner.

The funny thing is, I intentionally pretended not to understand, but it seems like Principal Kirrin really didn't know.

Naturally, dark elves are as dark as elves, but Kirrin is truly not like a dark elf. cute.

Anyway, Ismera must have been so frustrated the whole time she entered the principal's office that she was on the verge of bursting out.

Still, an elf is an elf. He doesn't reveal his true colors until the end.

So, shall we stop here for today?

Now that I know that it doesn't work if I try to laugh and cast spins like that, I won't try to do anything next time.

"Anyway, that human, Dian, once again became in awe of the race of elves. It is a great honor to have someone who is beautiful both externally and internally here at the academy."

"That… uh… thank you… ."

Ismera, who was trying to say something, opened her mouth and then answered hesitantly, avoiding my gaze.

Kirrin's eyes widened in surprise as she saw Ismera.

This must be the first time I've seen an elf panic. It's as if Dark Elf was my first time.

"Then shall we continue writing the report?"

"Oh, that’s right."

Kirrin, who was dazed, hurriedly grabbed the pen and I continued reporting on combat science.

"Also, the capacity of the medical center was strengthened by dispatching sacred priests from the religious denomination, and thanks to this, more bold practical training became possible."

"Ugh… . also… ?"

"We have established a maintenance plan for outdoor training facilities that have not been used for a long time and will all be restored to their original condition within one month."

"Ugh… . and… ?"

"Advanced courses were included in the curriculum. There are specialized experts needed here, and I plan to recruit some of the active-duty personnel."

"Ugh… . Recruiting experts… ."

With her eyes fixed on the report and her pen playing, Kirrin kept saying 'Ugh...' ' he answers while muttering. That's pretty cute, that... .

I glanced at it, and as expected, Kirrin named Ismer said, ‘Ugh…’ 'Every time he said that, he wrinkled his eyebrows as if he was disgusted, but then he looked at me and quickly smiled.

"And please ask me to allocate more of the budget. There are a lot of things to buy, such as weapons, harnesses, etc. needed for training."

"You don’t have to tell Hwangseong about that. We also have a big budget."

Kirrin answered with a fairly confident expression.

Come to think of it, Kirrin told me last time that she had accumulated a lot of budget while doing the nth town raid of the season, so I could spend it however I wanted.

How much money have you saved to keep doing that?

"How much?"

"There is more than enough."

Hmm, that’s right… .

"If the money is overflowing like that, principal. Let’s do our own business."

"Business?"

"We are creating a shopping mall at the academy."

"Shopping district? What do you mean, you?"

There is something I thought about the other day.

Our academy is the size of an entire village, is filled with all kinds of facilities, and is home to a large number of people.

Academy students, teaching staff, facility management personnel, security forces, and even their families.

Normally, modern universities of this size would have several franchises, but there is nothing like that here.

At best, there is a cafeteria directly managed by the academy, but it is too much to handle the academy students.

Therefore, it is a very cumbersome situation for the faculty and staff to have to take a horse-drawn carriage through the main gate of the academy and go to the city center to even get groceries.

When I want to eat something, it's a bit burdensome to ask Olivia for it.

"So, we remove unused buildings and put private businesses there. Restaurants, bakeries, beauty salons, shops, bathrooms, etc. There, the academy receives rent and a certain fee. We conduct evaluations every year, and those with poor quality are kicked out and replaced."

"Wow, that’s a really novel idea."

While Kirrin was still confused, Ismera opened her mouth.

"Our senior professor of combat is also very knowledgeable in management. If you run a business, you will be successful… Uh... ."

I smiled and looked at Ismera, who was shocked and avoided my gaze.

Don't play around with money, and if you are a professor, behave like a professor.

After all, people can never give their habits to others. Even after what happened earlier, he's doing it again, tsk tsk.

"Anyway, what do you think, Principal? What do I think? No one loses anything. Right?"

"It’s not a bad idea… . This actually has nothing to do with education and training, so what if the Imperial Palace says something?"

"Why is there no relationship? Is it about student welfare? If you eat well, dress well, and play well, your grades will improve."

"Seu-eup, yes… ."

"If you’re really scared, please write it next to it. Proponent: Diane. Like this."

"Write your name? That’s not possible!"

Kirrin shouted.

"Then what are you going to do if the Chief of National Security notices you?"

"Then will the principal go crazy?"

"Hiik!"

"Please write it quickly. It's so uncomfortable and difficult to live here. If I can't make a shopping mall, I'll quit."

Then Kirrin hurriedly wrote my name. Seeing that, I laughed openly and Ismera secretly frowned.

Afterwards, Ismera reported on the contents related to the theoretical department, and Kirrin wrote down everything and neatly organized the report.

"Ugh, this is done… This is no problem... . Everything is fine."

Kirin, who checked each item with a pen and checked for typos and omissions, finally smiled.

"It’s done now. Thank you both for your hard work."

I only realized it now, but Kirin's smile is secretly cute. It's really funny that the expression "cute" suits a dark elf.

# # # # #

After the meeting, Ismera left the principal's office and greeted Professor Dian.

"Thank you for your hard work, Professor Dian. I was very impressed by the sacrifices you made for the development of the academy. (What? The name of the proposer is you? You play drums and trumpets all by yourself)"

"Nothing much to say. (Yeah, what to do) By the way, I will definitely ask Professor Waver to make some beef jerky for the professor. It is very delicious. You didn’t throw away the beef jerky I gave you earlier, right? (I know you’ll throw it away as soon as you turn around, you bitch)"

Ismera, who had planned to throw it in the trash can as soon as she got to the professor's office, patted the pocket of her robe.

"I keep it here carefully. (XX) By the way, Professor Dian."

Ismera held up the bag in both hands. This is the bag of tea leaves that Kirin had told the head of the administrative office about earlier, that she had kept for Ismera.

"Do you not have a hobby of enjoying tea? (I have no intention of ever eating this kind of crap, so eat it yourself)"

"Haha, what a guy like me. It was a special gift from the principal to Professor Ismera, so please enjoy it alone. (No modifications)"

When Professor Dian politely pushed the bag away, Ismera had no choice but to pick it up and smile elegantly.

"Then I’ll leave. Why don’t you have a cup of tea in my professor’s office later? (You know this means disappear from my sight right away, right?)"

"Yes? Is it really true? (Oh, look at this) I like it. I will definitely stop by once. (I’m not saying this out of courtesy, it’s real. Be prepared)"

"I will be waiting for you. (Will you come?)"

After parting ways with Professor Dian, Ismera stopped walking, turned around, and glared at Dian's back as he walked away, gritting his teeth.

Originally, Ismera's main target was Kirrin, and Dian was not to that extent.

However, through today's regular report writing meeting, Dian suddenly emerged as Ismera's new main target.

It's so bad that I can't stand the fact that people interfere and put their hands on various things as if they have something to say about the subjects that came to the academy through connections I happened to get.

Moreover, it's frustrating to keep saying different things without being able to understand a word of what you're saying, which is driving me crazy.

really… I hate you so much that I really want to kill you... .

After leaving the main office, Ismera walked expressionlessly, took out some beef jerky from her pocket and threw it into the flower bed.

"Hello, Professor."

"Okay, hello. The weather is really nice today."

Ismera, who was just tearing open a bag of tea leaves, smiled warmly at the students who greeted her.

There's a lot of this stuff flying around, so I can't just throw it away, so let's take it to the professor's office for now.

Ismera took steps full of anger, clutching the half-torn bag.

"Professor. Hello."

"Hello. You always have a hard time. Hoho."

what? Are you building a shopping mall inside the academy? A person who was not qualified to be a professor in the first place became a professor.

Even if you focus all your attention on teaching students, it's not enough, so you're going to take money from business owners and take money from them? That's crazy.

The imperial palace will probably be furious and order the person who proposed that crazy proposal to be reprimanded. In addition, even the principal in charge.

In my opinion, I thought it was great, so I told him to write the name of the person who proposed it so that he could monopolize all the praise, but he doesn't seem to have the brains to foresee that it would come back as a source of trouble.

The stupid black bitch is so happy that she doesn't even know that she is falling into a hole with her.

I wish both of them would disappear at this opportunity.

And a few days later, Ismera hears shocking news.

The Imperial Palace responded very positively to the proposal and said it would spare no support in promoting the project.

what… ? Really, what is this… ?

Just like the Duke visit incident last time, why do things keep happening like this? ?

What on earth... !!

        
            "Hahaha!"

The second princess, sitting in the office, laughed so hard that her uvula was visible.

The Second Princess had just read the regular report from the Special Mission Academy.

A report that clearly states the general status, budget operation, pending tasks and suggestions, etc. in clear font.

I don't know anything else, but the dark elf principal writes really well.

This report included something special: a complete curriculum overhaul of the Combat Department.

The story is that Kirin is drastically increasing the practice that was reduced to save himself, conducting everything in line with field standards, and creating conditions to support this.

Despite the Second Princess's warning not to neglect combat subjects, Kirin misunderstood that she was setting a trap to get herself fired. The emperor pressures her not to fire her.

A person named Dian changed a problem that had been at a standstill for several years since its founding in just one month. At this, the princess couldn't help but burst into laughter.

The second princess wrote a reply to the report on the spot.

Accept all suggestions from the Academy. In particular, suggestions related to shopping areas are very good and we will not spare any support if requested.

They do it on their own without having to ask the principal to do it. That's great. He is also a friend of Sir Linus.

# # # # #

"You seem to be in a good mood."

As I left the office, the dedicated deputy who was waiting outside greeted me.

"That happened."

"Are you going straight to His Majesty’s office?"

" That’s how it should be."

The dedicated adjutant cautiously opened his mouth as he followed the second princess walking down the hallway with the judgment board at her side.

"Are you planning on making a suggestion today about dismissing the principal of the Special Academy?"

"Well."

"This is already the fifth time. It's natural to support him, and I'm worried that His Majesty will be furious."

"Your Majesty will not be angry because of that today."

The exclusive adjutant's eyes widened at the second princess' answer.

"Have you now given up on the proposal to dismiss Principal Kirlin?"

"It’s not giving up, it’s deferral. Right now."

The exclusive adjutant saw the cool smile spreading across the princess's lips and asked.

"Are you related by any chance to the man who had an interview with Sir Linus earlier?"

"Okay. We decided not to touch Principal Kirrin for the time being as long as he is around."

"Your Excellency. Who on earth is that man?"

"You wait here. I will go in alone."

Without answering the personal adjutant's question, the second princess entered the emperor's office.

The emperor and the first prince, who were talking about something, looked at the second princess at the same time.

"Me. Ah, your brother happened to be there too."

The emperor, who saw the judgment in the princess's hands, opened his mouth in anger.

"If you’re going to talk nonsense about kicking out a specially appointed principal again, get out of there right now! A man never speaks twice, and the emperor's promise is worth more than a thousand gold... ."

"That’s not true. It is related to the pending work of the National Security Office."

As the 2nd princess held up the judgment board with a relaxed smile, the 1st prince bowed his head to the emperor.

"Then I will just leave, Your Majesty."

"Brother. What did you discuss so closely with His Majesty?"

"It has nothing to do with you. Don't get involved."

When the 2nd princess asked the 1st prince who was passing by her, the 1st prince rolled his eyes and answered coldly.

However, when I made eye contact with the second princess, who had half her face covered in scars, I unconsciously shrugged my shoulders.

Is it because of that? The 1st prince standing next to the 2nd princess looks quite small even though he is a man.

Like the emperor sitting now, the first prince also has a thin frame and a sinister look. She looks very different from the second princess, who is tall and has a well-shaped figure.

The 2nd princess looked down at the 1st prince and smiled half-heartedly.

"I see. Well then, goodbye, brother."

As the 1st prince closed the door and left, the emperor snapped his fingers. The 2nd princess laid out the board on the desk and began reporting to the emperor.

The content is nothing special as it is an interim report on pending work promoted by the Imperial Security Office, which the Second Princess is in charge of.

The emperor, who received the report without saying a word, answered by nodding his head. Then he picked up a colorful ink pen and scribbled a grand signature.

"Thank you. We will continue to pursue this in a substantial manner."

The emperor cast his wrinkled eyes at the second princess with a disapproving expression.

"Mirellis."

"Please tell me."

"I hear your story a lot these days. All major positions in the security office and subordinate organizations were being replaced with officers from the corps you were leading."

"I’m not particularly considering origin. However, as we selected talented people, we happened to have something in common. It has no special meaning."

The emperor raised a thin, trembling finger and pointed at the second princess, Mirelis.

"An angular stone attracts affection."

"You are right."

"I recognize your contribution in the war. So keep in mind that it doesn't absolve you of all your actions. You are not alone in the castle."

"Would it be okay?"

"Just because you come from a lower background than other brothers and sisters, I will not forgive you for crossing the line to make up for it."

"Keep this in mind, I will keep it in mind again."

The 2nd princess smiled relaxedly and slightly bowed her head. Needless to say, the emperor did not like that smile.

"And, I'll say it again out of anger, but don't mess with the principal of the Special Academy. Nemara is my life savior and the principal is the daughter of such a benefactor. Do you understand?"

"Of course. Then let’s go."

Just as Mirelis was turning around, the Emperor said something else.

"By the way, how is that person named Dian doing?"

"Be quiet and well. It looks like he is quite satisfied with his position."

"When on earth will he come to the imperial castle? If I put it where my eyes can reach, I will be able to clear my mind."

"You told me that last time."

The second princess smiled softly and answered.

"He left the imperial castle because he felt burdened by being treated as a hero. However, if His Majesty summons him to the Imperial Castle, who knows whether he will suddenly evaporate like he did 10 years ago."

The emperor's face became pale at those words.

In the past ten years, the emperor has never had a good night's sleep. The reason is none other than Dian, a member of the Special Demon King Killing Unit who suddenly disappeared.

The emperor thought that the reason Dian abandoned everything and disappeared was because he was dissatisfied with the empire, and that he would one day come to kill him.

It may seem like a ridiculous delusion, but the emperor was extremely suspicious after dark elves trying to assassinate him entered his bedroom during the Four Years' War.

So, the emperor stirred up the security office and intelligence department to find Dian, and at the same time appointed Linus as commander of the guards.

Since he was a member of the special team that killed the Demon King, the logic was that there was no one in this world who could stop him if he invaded, other than the warrior. That's also true.

However, Linus' ability is too great to remain as the captain of the guard, and the second princess recently replaced the captain of the guard after several years of hard work. As a result, the emperor even made crazy claims that the dark elf Nemara clan, who had saved him, should be brought into the palace. reached.

Meanwhile, Linus miraculously found out the whereabouts of the missing special agent Dian and brought him to the empire.

At first, the second princess did not want to tell anyone about Dian's existence. To prevent those who covet Dian's history from doing unnecessary tricks and to keep him completely under their control.

Of course, there are people who met him and formed a relationship with him during his three years of military service, but only a handful of people know that he was a member of the special task force to kill the devil.

However, when the emperor began the process of bringing the Nemara clan to the imperial castle, he eventually reported the matter to the emperor in order to prevent it.

Although it was absurd for a dark elf to enter the imperial castle and was met with numerous opposition, the emperor had already appointed Kirrin, a dark elf, as the principal of the Special Mission Academy.

Especially since this matter is related to his own life, he will pursue it even more strongly. If we left it alone, we would see truly renegade dark elves wandering around the castle's garden.

If that happens, all of the second princess's long-standing plans will go to waste.

However, the second princess added some seasoning by reporting that she had secured Dian and brought her to the academy.

The reason Dian went into hiding was because she felt burdened by the attention, and she was only able to bring her back under the condition that her identity be kept secret.

So, even if the emperor does not want him to disappear again, the priority is to make him feel comfortable and not to provoke him for no reason.

And so far, the atmosphere is forming as the second princess hoped.

"So rest assured, Your Majesty. I will take responsibility and take good care of him."

The second princess smiled and bowed her head to the emperor, who was sweating coldly.

# # # # #

As the second princess left the emperor's office, the waiting deputy approached her.

"Did you finish the report successfully? I heard the 1st prince came out. Did anything unpleasant happen?"

"There was. From them, not from me. Because my brother absolutely hates meeting me."

The rest of the siblings, including the 1st prince, dislike the 2nd princess and are jealous.

The son of a concubine who, except for his silver hair, has a different physique and appearance from their wretched counterparts, and who has made great achievements while traveling through the battlefield with bold determination and courage without fear of death.

With the support of the post-war powerful force consisting of ordinary officers who were with her, the second princess quickly emerged as an influential figure in the imperial castle, disregarding the succession order even though she was not of absolute bloodline.

So there was no way the rest of the heirs would not look down on the second princess Mirelis.

"By the way, Your Majesty was yelling. What happened again?"

"It was a minor thing. Don't worry."

"But I’m worried. Your Majesty's whims and suspicions toward you are becoming more severe day by day."

The dedicated adjutant lowered his voice.

"It’s also true that you trust that unpleasant dark elf clan called Nemara… Perhaps His Majesty is similar to what His Excellency suffered... ."

"Raise suspicions when you can handle them."

"Oh, sorry… ."

The second princess asked while smiling at the confused deputy.

"Is the Corps Ground Special Forces graduation ceremony today?"

"That’s right. After you freshen up, we will take you to the carriage. There, he dines with the special forces commander and presides over a convening meeting at the level of the inspector general at night."

"I understand. While I prepare, you must deliver the order to the commander of Unit 5439. Starting today, we will strengthen surveillance on the first prince’s residence."

"5439 To the commander of the unit, strengthening surveillance of the first prince's residence. Confirmed."

The dedicated deputy who had received the order disappeared down the hallway like a shadow.

The second princess, who was left alone, walked to a place other than her office and thought about the words of her personal lieutenant.

It's not just a groundless statement.

Due to his continued delusions and trusting the wrong dark elves rather than the imperial ministers, the emperor was becoming more and more strange after the war.

Some of the ministers suspected that the elderly emperor was suffering from mental illness or dementia due to the stress of four years and the shock of the assassination crisis. Moreover, he had hardly slept properly in the past ten years.

Of course, there would be no suicidal person who would say that out loud. But in any case, it is certain that the emperor's current condition is not normal.

The Second Princess, who was walking while thinking about various things, soon arrived at her destination.

It is a spire located in the back of the imperial castle.

A small bedroom appears as you go around the spiral staircase.

A beautiful woman with a gaunt expression was sitting on a bed bathed in the sunset coming through the window, holding a doll and looking out the window.

"Mother."

When Mirelis called, the woman looked at him in shock.

"Don’t come closer!"

The woman, who saw the large scar on the second princess's face and crushed eyelids, wrapped her arms around the doll and shouted.

"I can never give Mirellis away!"

"I didn’t come to pick up Mirellis. Just to make sure you're okay... ."

When the woman threw the glass of water on the nightstand, Mirelis snatched it right in front of her eyes. However, the water poured out and soaked Mirelis' hair.

"Get out! Get out now! no! This kid is a no-no!"

Mirelis smiled sadly as she looked into her mother's eyes, which were shining with madness.

"Then… I'll come see you again next time. Stay healthy."

Mirelis bowed and stopped before leaving the spire.

"Please take good care of your mother."

After giving a few gold coins to the employee in charge of managing the spire, Mirelis headed to his office.

Mirelis' mother went crazy after drinking a poisoned drink prepared by 'a certain force' who were concerned that Mirelis would become stronger.

Even after several years have passed, she has not recovered and still refuses to take a step outside the spire, considering the doll to be her daughter.

And Mirelis knows who that ‘force’ is.

You can look forward to it… . One day, I will inevitably destroy you all and sit on the throne myself.

In order to do that, I will have to place that person named Dian under me and utilize him well.

He's probably figured out what's going on by now and is busy thinking about it in his own way.

Last time I saw you, you had a lot of guts and it wasn't normal for you to speak up.

Hwangseong is a den of giant poisonous snakes. It is a place where venomous snakes with hidden fangs wait for an opportunity to bite and kill each other.

In order to survive as the child of a crazy concubine in a place like this, the second princess was going to use Dian as her powerful fangs.

# # # # #

Meanwhile, at the Special Mission Academy, in the detached house in Gyosu-dong where Dian stays.

"What is it, Olisia! Didn’t you say let’s eat Gambas today?"

"I was busy so I couldn’t buy the ingredients. This is delicious too, so just eat it!"

"I wanted to dip bread in gambas soup… It’s a shame."

"You don’t really choose side dishes like this when you eat with a high-ranking person, right?"

"I’m a kid."

"You have a child’s taste buds."

"Uh-huh!"

"By the way, don’t do this outside."

Olivia said, raising her finger.

"It is best that you never do anything that will get you faulted. All high-ranking people are hiding their poisonous teeth. To go higher than now... ."

"I don’t know, you guy. Whether you bite or not. And there's no need to go up any further. Anyway, tomorrow is Gambas. Did you understand?!"

"Oh, really… ."

Contrary to the Second Princess' expectations that she would be busy with political calculations, Dian was arguing with the young maid, Ollysia, for not preparing the menu she wanted to eat.

        
            As soon as Hwangseong received a positive response, the academy began work on building a shopping mall.

I thought Kirrin would hesitate this time because she was hesitant when I first made that suggestion, but surprisingly, she was very proactive.

"Because the Director of the National Security Office gave me good words for the first time."

Kirrin, holding in her hand the reply written by the Second Princess, chattered excitedly with a red-faced face.

"This has never happened since I became the principal. I was always scolded in writing, and once I was even called to the Imperial Castle. I was so scared at that time that I even had to pee. Ah, this is a secret!"

Kirrin hurriedly put her finger to her lips.

"Anyway, this is an opportunity. We will create the best academy shopping district so that the Chief of Security will be satisfied when he comes to provide on-site guidance in the future."

"Yes. That's good."

"This is all thanks to you."

Suddenly Kirrin grabbed my hand.

"When you came, everything changed and I received praise from the head of the National Security Office. So, you will always be by my side... . Oh?!"

As soon as she finished speaking, Kirin looked startled and suddenly shook my hand away.

"I was so excited… . Sorry."

"Seeing you in a good mood makes me feel good too."

"Yeah, right… ."

Kirrin, who was muttering something while squeezing the hand that was holding my hand, eventually lowered her head. cute.

The first things we plan to open at the academy are restaurants, bakeries, beauty salons, general stores, and bathhouses.

In it, I suggested including some of the capital's famous expensive dessert cafes.

This is the place where I made a delicious whipped cream pie that I ate alone after a hasty meeting with Knightley the other day.

I don't know if it overlaps with the bakery, but this place promotes a medieval fantasy worldview.

So, the bread made at the bakery is not like that of today's life, but rather a staple food eaten instead of rice. Therefore, it is a bit inappropriate to treat it as a snack.

And if you look at the gender ratio of our academy students now, half of them are women.

For girls of this age, eating sweet desserts and drinking drinks while chatting at a cafe is one of the main daily routines.

Do you think not only girls but also boys hate sweets?

The situation is the same for faculty and staff.

There is no place to have a casual conversation, so I always hang around in the department office or the shady smoking area behind the main office.

For this reason, a dessert cafe must be opened for the welfare of those residing at the academy.

Actually, I also want to eat desserts like that easily. It's burdensome to ask Ollysia to go out to the city center every time.

In addition, I presented another plan to the principal and Ismera.

"Are you talking about creating a theory department and practice center in a shopping district?"

Ismera asked back, trying hard to control her expression.

"I heard that the Department of Theory has separate classes specialized for accounting and commerce. We take those kids and train them. Rather than just studying from books, you actually learn in the field."

Our academy is a special mission academy. In layman terms, it is a spy school.

However, not all students are raised to be spies.

Since it is an institution that trains 'all-weather civil servants' desired by the empire, it includes a special curriculum called 'Combat Department', which is not found in other general academies.

Accordingly, next year's graduates will not all become black agents, but some will be sent to ordinary civil service positions, and others will be dispatched to various places depending on the need.

Of course, there will be people who go to the imperial castle's treasury or to the accounting and disbursement department of major organizations.

Also, although it may be rare, there will be some who go into the private sector instead of civil servants, so there is a need to gain a variety of experiences and learn practical skills, not just combat and theory.

And even if you become a black agent, you will not only perform assassinations and other such tasks, but may also perform missions such as undercover employment and embezzlement, so you must have at least a minimum of knowledge.

In this way, only by producing students who are all-rounders will the Second Princess be satisfied and the current system of placing me as a professor and Kirin as the principal will be maintained.

And because it is best for Linus and me to maintain the current system, we do not bother to interfere in the affairs of other people's departments.

Ismera opened her mouth with a fake smile.

"As expected from a senior professor in the Department of Combat, you definitely have bold and creative ideas. (Why would an ignorant person mess around in someone else's department if he doesn't know anything?)"

"Because the constitution is different from the static theory department. (You old-fashioned bitch who is stuck in the back and forth. I'm giving you ideas.)"

"We will discuss this positively with our professors. (I will never do that. Are you crazy? Let’s turn students into merchants?)"

And as for Kirrin, who was quietly listening among us.

"I think that’s a really good idea! Let’s include it!"

"Eh? No, that… . Ho Ho… .(That black guy?!)"

Ismera hurriedly tried to control her facial expression at Kirrin's unexpected reaction.

"Principal. (This ignorant thing) Of course, I also think that what Professor Dian said is 100,000 times correct. However, since we need to discuss many things, how about proceeding with some time? (We are absolutely against it)"

"If it’s a discussion, do you mean Hwang Seong’s permission? (Look at that?)"

When I intervened, Ismera looked back at me with a gentle smile.

"If necessary. (Let’s not raise the bar for no reason, okay?)"

"If that’s the case, don’t worry. They said it would be good to build a shopping district, but are they really going to oppose it? (Don't you understand the situation yet?) Then, let's at least write a letter and send it. Because the head theory professor also agreed. (Then, shall we involve you and stab Hwangseong?)"

Then Ismera said nothing and kept her mouth shut. Just like that sneaky elf.

"This is something that can be done at the Academy's discretion without having to mention anything to the Imperial Palace. (Let's just do it in a positive manner.) Let's not bother the Imperial Castle for no reason. (If you object further, we will make a formal suggestion to the Imperial Palace without any hesitation. Even including your name.) "

"After listening to it, I feel that Senior Professor Dian’s words are correct. (Ha, that sounds like shit…)"

Kirin's positive approval and Ismera's inevitable consent were obtained, so this passed as well.

Now the question is where to build a shopping district, and I have also thought about that.

About halfway between the center, where major administrative buildings such as the main office are located, and the south, where dormitories and faculty and staff housing are located.

There, two four-story buildings with unclear uses stand facing each other across the road.

It is connected to the main gate on the west, so it is easily accessible, so it would be great to open a shopping street here.

Fortunately, Ismera didn't cast any special attacks here either.

Encouraged by Hwang Seong's positive response and the principal's approval, the academy's administrative office quickly contacted an internal interior design company, signed a contract, and conducted a field trip with store owners in the city center.

As a result, almost all the stores we wanted were confirmed to be available. Construction began immediately that day.

The sight of wagons loaded with interior materials and workers filing in was truly spectacular.

"Hey, Dian."

As I was watching the scene with my arms crossed, I heard a loud voice calling me from below.

When I looked down, I saw the dwarf Kazadar, the combat equipment professor, looking up at me.

"What are you doing here without class?"

"Damn it, I should be able to concentrate."

Kazadar stretched out his ten thick fingers. They all had blue bruises at the end.

"What is that? Did you dig a tunnel with your bare hands?"

"During a practical demonstration, I lost my gaze and got hit by a hammer one after another. That's because I can see it outside the workshop window."

Kazadar grunted, pointing to a construction site in full swing.

"Human construction technology is so barbaric that it is frustrating. You can't act like that now. And especially the bathroom requires meticulous work!"

"Then what should I do?"

"So, can I ask you a favor?"

I knew what this dwarf was trying to say before I even heard it.

"I want you to participate in the construction, too, right?"

"What?! How did you know?!"

"Is there anything else that can come out of the mouth of a dwarf who is fiddling with a hammer and licking his appetite?"

"This guy is very perceptive!"

A professor at the academy visits the construction site whenever he has time... .

If it were in modern life, it would be an uproar, but if the professor was a dwarf, the story would be completely different.

Dwarves are basically a race skilled in mining, architecture, design, and production. If Kazadar is put in there, the period can be drastically shortened.

However, if you can't skip class and only move during public lecture hours, you can do so within your authority without having to report to the principal. There is no reason to refuse.

"Good. Let's do that. Instead, only during public lectures."

"Thank you, Dian! My body was so itchy that I thought I was going to die!"

An excited Kazadar ran to the construction site with his short legs.

# # # # #

The rumor that a shopping district was being built at the academy spread quickly.

Restaurants, general stores, bathhouses, beauty salons, etc., and even a branch of a famous dessert cafe in the city center are opening.

And this is all thanks to the fact that Dean, the senior professor of combat, 'proposed a project that only eats up the budget without any relation to the curriculum to the Imperial Palace at the risk of being dismissed for the sake of students' welfare.'

Until now, you had to use low-quality canteens run by academy salaried employees or take a horse-drawn carriage to the city center.

Even in a situation where it is difficult for students to freely enter and exit, the idea is to create a shopping mall including a dessert cafe.

This was a more shocking and welcome cataclysm than Dian's reorganization of combat subjects, and a feat worthy of note.

Even students who complained that the combat subjects had become tougher had no choice but to admit it this time.

Because of this, Dian's popularity among students, and indeed everyone, including professors and staff, soared to unprecedented heights.

In fact, this is an issue that the Academy can just handle on its own, and the reason it was made public to the Imperial Palace was for the purpose of some kind of publicity, saying, ‘We are working hard on this and that.’

This is by no means to say that Dian negotiated based on any noble spirit of sacrifice, but it was just a rumor that continued to spread and was distorted.

But there was no way that a single student could have known that. In any case, if it weren't for Dian, the construction of the shopping district wouldn't have happened, so in the end, it's probably thanks to Dian.

"I really like Professor Dian."

"He’s handsome, takes jokes well, and is kind. How on earth could that be?"

The students, who had a great liking for Dian, gathered together whenever they had time and talked about Dian.

The number of students who kept hanging around to meet Professor Dian when he patrolled the campus with a wooden sword slung over his shoulder increased.

There is even an increase in the number of students who gather in small groups and practice separately at the training center after work in order to attract Professor Dian's attention.

And at the same time, students’ interest in Knightley also increased.

Everyone already knows that her father, the Duke of Toulouse, and Professor Dian are close friends.

"Senior Knightley. What kind of person is Professor Dian?"

Even today, several freshmen who were not familiar with Knightley's cold and harsh personality approached him and bombarded him with questions.

"Have you known each other since you were young? Then I guess you know what you like?"

"I don’t know anything about that, so get out. One more useless thing... ."

"This is Professor Dian!"

At that time, someone shouted from the other side, and the freshmen ran toward the sound, abandoning Knightley who was trying to say something.

"Listen to what people say to the end!"

Knightley shouted viciously, but the freshmen's attention had already left Knightley a long time ago.

"Professor Dian! Hello!"

"Uh, yes. What are you all doing here? Are you plotting a rebellion?"

As Dian tells a silly joke to a cloud of students, laughter breaks out everywhere.

"You’re handsome! Please date me!"

"Is that so? So you're going to wait until I get out of jail for kidnapping a minor?"

Another burst of laughter.

"Please check out my sword skills! I practiced to show the professor! Yap yap!"

"Wow, you’re good. If I had gone to culinary school, I would have been at the top of the class a long time ago."

"Oh, it’s so much fun!"

Knightley, who was left alone looking at the bustling scene surrounding Dian, unconsciously bit his lip.

        
            It was surprisingly quiet after the night infiltration class.

I thought he would make a fuss about Knightley fainting and being taken to the infirmary before being able to enter the academy, but the students just admired him, feared him, or despised him behind his back, as usual.

This is all thanks to the Mayan priest and Professor Dian.

The loud-mouthed Mayan priest did not tell anyone about what happened at the infirmary, and Professor Dian spread the understandable rumor that 'Knightley was so advanced that he took a separate in-depth course.'

Because of this, Knightley was able to continue his academy life as usual. But not everything can be the same as before.

"Professor. You deliberately troubled me."

At the infirmary that night, Knightley, who came to his senses after being treated by a holy priest, asked Professor Dian.

"You made me go to an absurd place to break my nose."

"Is that possible? If that was your intention, there are many easier ways."

"Then why on earth are you like this?"

"That’s because this is everyday life for the agents you want to become so much."

With a gentle smile, Dian told Knightley what the agents in the field do.

Knightley's expression changed moment by moment as he listened to the story. From interest and interest to astonishment and fear.

"Really… Are you saying that you do things like that? ?"

"I can’t be specific, but yes. And this is a normal mission, and the 'special' agent you're talking about is a little tougher."

"How could that be…? . No matter how special you are... It's the same person. It's not a polymorph dragon... ."

"Haha!"

As Professor Dian laughed out loud, the Mayan priest who was writing the patient's diary raised his head.

"Please be quiet at the medical office."

"Sorry, priest"

Professor Dian slightly bowed his head to the Mayan priest and looked back at Knightley with a low, breathless smile.

"Like you said, we are the same person. If you learn from me, you can do it too. Of course, you have to be willing to do that. And today was really a test of sorts to see if you were determined."

Knightley was unable to answer readily and kept his mouth shut.

Steep terrain that climbed and fell depending on moonlight. A tree branch hit my face, and my charcoal camouflage has long since been erased by pouring sweat.

My thigh muscles felt like they were going to burst, and I could feel the taste of metal in my mouth as my breath filled up.

It was extreme physical pain and mental fatigue that I had never experienced before in my life.

You have to do these things once a week? I... Can I do it... ?

Crunch, crunch, Knightley bit her lip when the sound of the Maya priest writing down the patient's diary became unusually loud.

You have to do it. We've come too far to back out now.

I absolutely have to go as an agent in the field. Otherwise, my father will use his power to somehow get me out of the family.

Since I ran away once, it would be impossible to run away a second time, and in the end, I would have to enter into an arranged marriage that I had no intention of making. That's not enough.

And above all, when I saw Professor Dian's smile, a strange competitive spirit began to boil over.

Until now, Knightley has never been below anyone else.

Everyone bowed down to please Knightley, and no one did anything against his wishes.

Professor Dian thought so too.

A man with a pale appearance who always smiles at everything.

Knightley thought he could manipulate the professor as he did with others.

But that was a big mistake.

I thought I had captured Professor Dian, but it was Knightley who was defeated.

For Professor Dian, there is a solid invisible wall and he feels helpless and unable to overcome it.

It was a miserable and shameful feeling he had never felt before, and that made Knightley angry.

I wanted to make the smile disappear from that handsome professor's face. I wanted to embarrass myself like it did everyone else.

I want to jump over that human and trample on him!!

In order to do that, he needs to work hard to receive private lessons, but in reality, that person is just a joke among the students. How pathetic!

This is disloyalty in contract performance. I need to make a formal complaint.

"Ugh… !"

Knightley, who was walking towards Diane, was pushed by a group of students who had joined from somewhere and almost fell.

"What! You’re not looking straight?!"

However, the students don't even seem to know that Knightley is there because they are busy looking at Diane.

"Get out of the way! Let it pass!"

I tried to dig through the gap, but it was impossible for Knightley to get through the crowd alone.

Instead, he was hit by someone's elbow, causing him to stumble and be thrown out.

Knightley, who had raised his eyes in bewilderment, immediately turned around.

It seems difficult to approach Dian right now, so I'll have to go to the professor's office in person later.

# # # # #

With the dwarven combat equipment professor Kazadar interfering instead of interfering, the construction inside the shopping center progressed at a tremendous speed.

In the end, construction was completed in less than a week and stores were lined up to open.

A hair salon, a bakery, a bathhouse, a general store, several restaurants, and, most importantly, a dessert cafe.

We haven't yet filled the two buildings designated as shopping malls, but that can be done gradually.

Some floors were decided to be used as practice rooms for the theory department.

The practice center is mainly a store that sells school supplies and items needed for practice, and its management is exclusively managed by one of the professors in the theory department.

Students are then divided into groups and take turns running the store after work.

Anyway, in this way, the first round of shopping mall construction was completed and an event was held.

A podium set up on the road with two commercial buildings facing each other.

At a gathering of all faculty, students, and store owners, Principal Kirrin stood up on the podium and cleared his throat.

"Eh, that… Hello, this is Principal Kirrin Nemera."

The voice of Kirrin, raised with magic by magic response professor Orendi, resonated with over a thousand people.

"Today is the first day the shopping mall arrived at our Special Mission Academy. Uh, I hope these changes make your school life richer. And uh… ."

Principal Kirrin hesitated, then pointed to me standing right in front of the podium.

Oh my, principal. Don't do that.

"Professor Dian, the chief combat officer here, made a particularly great contribution. If it wasn't for Professor Dian... ."

"Wow!!"

Even before Kirrin’s principal finished speaking, the students cheered.

Principal Kirrin came down from the podium with a shy smile, and Magic Response Professor Orendi waved his hand brilliantly and set off a firecracker spell over the heads of the crowd.

"Dian!Dian!Dian!"

Pabang- Pabang- I had no choice but to wave to the students as they chanted my name amidst colorful magic fireworks pouring down.

"Someone would think that the head professor is the principal. Oh my, what a mistake."

Infiltration Professor Lina glanced at Kirin at a distance and covered her mouth.

"Good. To commemorate this happening, I am shooting myself today. Everyone in the Combat Department gathers at the dessert cafe!"

"Yay, I’m excited!"

Even the junior assistants, including the Combat Department professor, were so excited by my declaration that they charged into the dessert cafe instead of charging into it.

"Professor! Professor Dian! Wait a minute!"

At that time, someone called me urgently from behind, so I tried to turn around, but I couldn't.

"Let’s go quickly! Brogue wants to eat mango cake!"

This was because Orc Brog, the unarmed combat professor, pushed me forward.

I don't know who it is, but if it's urgent, I'm sure he'll come by later.

"How about a cafe for us too, Senior Professor?"

"That’s good."

When one of the theory department professors asked, Professor Ismera smiled.

"But I took a quick look at it earlier, and the desserts on the display stand were so pretty and appetizing that even I, a vegetarian, was drooling."

"Ah, haha… . I think it would be better not to go… ."

# # # # #

"Professor! Professor Dian! Wait a minute!"

As soon as the event ended, Knightley pushed people away and called out Professor Dian. It was to request an interview.

Instead of being conceited just because I gained some popularity, shouldn't I start taking private lessons quickly? I'm thinking of strongly protesting that this is a violation of the contract.

However, Professor Dian disappeared from Knightley's sight as the large Professor Brogue pushed his back.

"No! Stop!"

Getting pushed around by the crowd, Knightley continued to move forward.

Since construction of the shopping mall began, Knightley has not had a chance to meet Professor Dian properly.

Professor Dian was not in the professor's office because he was busy talking with students or snooping around the construction site.

That extremely outgoing and sociable person has never been alone for a single moment, so even when Knightley tried to talk to him, he gave up.

Because private lessons were a secret between the two of us, third parties should not be allowed in.

So, as soon as today's event was over, I tried to catch Professor Dian on his return and at least make an appointment for a meeting... !

Knightley somehow made his way through the crowd and had to stop.

Professor Dian was sitting at an open-air table in a crowded dessert cafe. Along with other professors and assistants in the Department of Combat.

Knightley, who thought for a moment while watching Diane laughing and talking, soon made up her mind and walked away.

"Hey, Dian Church… ."

"Chief Professor! What would you like to drink?"

"Oh, I’ll look at the menu and choose that myself!"

Knightley was about to approach and open his mouth when Dean got up and entered the cafe.

I was trying to follow it in, but suddenly Professor Brog, an orc, stood up and the path was completely blocked.

To make matters worse, the bell rang to signal the start of class, and Knightley had to turn around, biting his lip.

Why on earth is it so difficult to talk to people when we're in the same academy?!

Isn’t that person tired? How can he do that all day long? You seem like a crazy person.

Knightley, who was walking to the lecture hall with a huff, suddenly had a brilliant idea and stopped.

okay… . If you are busy at work... We can meet after work, right?

Why didn't I think of that until now... ?

# # # # #

Late that night.

One student left the dormitory wearing a cape.

The student, who was even wearing a hood, looked around and quickly hid himself in the shadow of a building.

After observing the movements for a moment, I move to the shadow of the next building, and then to the shadow of the next building.

After crossing stepping stones, the student arrived at the faculty area on the south side of the academy.

The faculty area is a sort of small village within the academy, with a few dormitories and houses for professors and married people.

Knightley, who was crouching under the sign at the entrance to the area, took a moment to gauge the direction, then crouched down and ran quickly.

Under the authority of the graduating class president, the location of Professor Dian's house has already been identified through various channels.

I think it's probably a two-story single-family house over there.

On the way there, Knightley was worried that Dean had invited the professors over and was having a barbecue in the garden.

But fortunately, no such commotion was heard anywhere in the district, let alone Professor Dian's house.

Knightley, who arrived at the front door of the house, checked that the name plate read 'Dean, Senior Combat Professor,' and pressed himself against the wall.

First, let's look at the situation inside and then ring the doorbell. It would be difficult if there were other students or professors.

Knightley, who was carefully sticking his head out over the wall, was startled by a strange sound coming from somewhere and his body became stiff.

Crunch, crunch, crunch. It was coming from next to Knightley, as if a pen was writing on paper.

"Aaaa!!"

Knightley slowly turned his head to the side and ended up screaming.

Maya, a sacred priest who must have been lodging and eating at the infirmary, was standing there.

The Mayan priest climbed up using a straight foundation stone that he had obtained from somewhere, glanced at the inside of the wall, and was diligently writing something in the journal in his hand.

That… Maybe it's a patient at the medical center... ?

As Knightley screamed, the Mayan priest looked back at Knightley with indifferent eyes and jumped off the cornerstone.

Then, as if nothing had happened, he put the patient's log inside his priest's uniform and walked away at a brisk pace... ?

"Master! There's a strange noise outside! There must have been a thief!"

At that time, a girl's cry and pounding footsteps were heard from inside, and the front door burst open.

"You’re a thief!"

Professor Dian's maid, Olivia, quickly looked around, holding a cast iron pan in her hand, and made eye contact with Knightley, who was sitting on the wall.

"En… ?"

"Ah… ."

Knightley and Olivia looked at each other, unable to continue speaking.

"Hey, Ollysia. Don't make a fuss. Do you think thieves will break into the academy?"

Lately, Dian strolled out.

"Probably a cat in heat in the spring… Not... ."

"Ah… Hello professor… ."

Knightley awkwardly greeted Dian, whose eyes were wide.

        
            "Good. To commemorate this happening, I am shooting myself today. Everyone in the combat department gathers at the dessert cafe!"

"Yay, I’m excited!"

Even the junior assistants, including the Combat Department professor, were so excited by my declaration that they charged into the dessert cafe instead of charging into it.

"Professor! Professor Dian! Wait a minute!"

At that time, someone called me urgently from behind, so I tried to turn around, but I couldn't.

"Let’s go quickly! Brogue wants to eat mango cake!"

This was because Orc Brog, the unarmed combat professor, pushed me forward.

I don't know who it is, but if it's urgent, I'm sure he'll come by later.

As we sat down at the outdoor table, young professors went into the cafe to order dessert.

"Huh? Do you guys know how to eat desserts too?"

"Didn’t the head professor tell everyone to gather together?"

General Combat Professor Morton, who was sitting with his arms crossed, answered bluntly. Armed Combat Professor Geneve doesn't even have an answer.

"Have you ever eaten something like this?"

"This is my first time. Dessert is not suitable for long-distance patrols. If they were ordinary infantrymen like girls, they wouldn't know."

"Huh? You really haven't tried it? What about you?"

I looked at Geneve in surprise at Morton's answer, and she also shook her head briefly without saying a word.

Anyway, how in the world have you never had dessert?

No, even if I haven't tried it, what on earth does it have to do with long-distance patrols?

These are exactly that, that's it. American style man.

In America, men have to prove at every moment that they are not gay, right?

"Now that you are an academy professor, try some of these things."

Neither of them has an answer.

"Chief Professor! What would you like to drink?"

"Oh, I’ll look at the menu and choose that myself!"

At that time, I heard a voice calling from inside, so I got up from my chair and went into the cafe.

As I was looking at the menu and ordering additional drinks and desserts, Professor Pelemia, a psychological warfare professor, tapped my shoulder.

"By the way, senior professor. Aren’t you coming with the principal?"

"Principal? I'm sure the principal will take care of it himself."

"That’s not it. Technically, the principal is also a member of our Combat Department, right?"

Oh, I see. Come to think of it, Kirrin is also a professor of assassination and kidnapping.

I looked around and saw the principal with his ears drooping, standing alone at a distance, glancing this way.

"Principal!"

As I raised my hand, Kirin’s ears perked up.

"Come this way!"

"Oh, no. I'm fine, so you guys enjoy it together."

"Come on! The principal is also an adjunct professor in the Department of Combat!"

"No. I don't want to go. I just came to see what the inside looks like, so I'm really going to leave soon."

"Pellemia. Bring the principal."

Kirrin was embarrassed and threw up her hands in gibberish, and gave an order to Pelemia.

"Ji, it’s really okay! You’re uncomfortable when I’m around!"

I burst out laughing at Kirrin's words as she was dragged by Felemia by the arm.

That applies only to bosses who are scary or overflowing with authority, principal.

"Come this way, principal!"

As Kirin sat down on the chair and was welcomed by Professor Lina, everyone in the Combat Department finally gathered in one place.

However, looking at it this way, their appearance and attributes do not seem to be professors at the academy, but rather a dark organization.

Let’s take a look at that aspect.

Morton is a general combat professor who is middle-aged, has a thick neck, is muscular, and has a long, braided white beard.

Geneve is an armed combat professor with cold eyes, a tightly shut mouth, exposed arms, and a face full of cut scars.

Brogue, a green orc unarmed combat professor with a majestic physique that stands over 2 meters tall and has protruding buck teeth.

Kazadar, a dwarven combat equipment professor, has thick forearms and a vicious hammer attached to his waist belt.

Waver, a hunter and survival professor who shot and killed 100 demons and received a medal.

Orendi is a magic response professor who has a youthful appearance and is full of freckles, but actually possesses tremendous magical power.

In contrast to her gentle and kind personality with a friendly smile, Rina is an infiltration professor and former member of a special team whose past is completely unknown.

Pelemia, a psychological warfare professor who was in charge of interrogating captured high-ranking demon executives.

Anna, a combat riding professor with dark black hair who is always depressed... I'm not sure.

In addition, there is the dark elf Kirrin principal, a race notorious for assassination.

These are characters that do not fit at all at the outdoor table of a dessert cafe on this sunny spring day.

In addition, the instructors who occupied the tables around us were from the Combat Department and had all worked here and there in the past.

If this world is an illusion of the 'dark side' type, it would not be impossible to lead these people and conquer the world.

When the dessert came out, I was the first to invite Kirrin to taste it. Even though she is the principal, she is still the highest ranking person here.

Kirrin's ears fluttered and her ruby eyes widened as she took a bite of the whipped cream strawberry cake.

"This is so delicious… ?!"

Soon, Kirin started eating the cake until her cheeks were full.

"The principal looks just like a puppy right now."

Lina, who saw that, giggled and quietly whispered to me.

The rest of the professors who ate the cake were all satisfied, and even Morton and Geneve, who insisted on being manly men, seemed to secretly like it.

# # # # #

On my way home from work that day, I bought some desserts to give to Olivia.

Naturally, Olysia also really liked it. This is a cheat for girls of Olivia’s age.

"It’s nice that I don’t have to take a carriage to the city center anymore."

Olivia said while eating a whipped cream cake.

"No matter how special the carriage was for Dian, it was burdensome to ask the coachman every time, even though it was not part of the academy."

"Just write it. The academy gave me to take care of all my personal business."

"But that’s true. If you use it too openly, you may be looked down upon by higher-ups later."

Olivia is worried that I might get fired from the Academy. If I get fired, I'll have to go back to Brunswell.

"Oh, and by any chance, Dian. Did you put a stone next to the wall?"

"A stone?"

"The flat cornerstone I saw for the first time was right next to the wall, so I thought Dian had brought it there to do some work?"

"Well? What do I work on? Everything here is fine with no need for repairs."

"Hmm, then what is it… ."

Olivia, who was chewing on her cake, lowered her voice.

"Perhaps… Isn’t there a thief?"

"A thief?"

"You bring a stone and go up there and look inside to see if there is an opportunity."

"What are you talking about, Olisia? This is the Special Mission Academy. There's no way a thief could get in. I don't know if they're like the Demon Death Squad."

"I see… ."

"Aaaah!"

At that time, a scream was suddenly heard outside.

"You’re a thief!"

Without even having time to understand the situation, Olivia jumped up, grabbed a cast iron pan from the kitchen, and ran outside.

"Wow, that’s real."

I felt like I needed to bring her in, so I followed Olysia outside.

"Hey, Ollysia. Don't make a fuss. Do you think there will be thieves at the academy? Probably a cat in heat in the spring... Not... ."

"Ah… Hello professor… ."

When I saw Knightley sitting under the wall, I was speechless.

# # # # #

"So, you came all the way here to protest because of the private lessons? And secretly leaving the dormitory?"

"Yes."

Knightley answered calmly while drinking the warm tea provided by Olicia. The embarrassed look from earlier when the cloak was removed is now gone.

"You are the class president. Is this okay? And if it's such a trivial story, you can just come to it during work... ."

"How do I find the professor when he is never in his office!?"

Knightley immediately raised his voice.

"Every time I go, he is absent and when I look to see where he is, he is always at the construction site or making jokes with students! Either that or messing around with people from the Combat Department!"

"Dian! Is that really true?!"

Olisia asked, startled by Knightley's words pouring out like a waterfall.

"Are you really not working and just having fun all the time?"

"No, something like that. Hey, Knightley. If anyone hears it, they'll think it's really me."

"Dian. Then what are you going to do if you get fired? I don't want to go back to Brunswick!"

"Never get cut, you guy. Okay, you go take a shower and get ready for bed."

I forced Olicia into the bathroom and sat down with Knightley again.

"So the point is, don’t you want me to give you intense private lessons as soon as possible? Right?"

"That’s right. This is a clear contract. Did you know that oral contracts are also effective?"

"You know."

"So, fulfill your contract faithfully. You said you would give lessons every week, but you haven't done it once since the night infiltration."

That's true. There was so much going on in the meantime that I couldn't pay attention.

At first, Knightley made the request unilaterally, but I agreed because I wanted to teach a kid like Knightley and wanted to keep Principal Kirrin in the principal's position.

As Knightley said, it is a contract between two parties, so it must be fulfilled with sincerity.

"I still had work to do, and it went well. Let’s go together for a private lesson."

Then, for a brief moment, color appeared on Knightley's extremely cold face.

"When?"

"I’m going right away tomorrow. So, hurry up and go back to the dormitory and get some sleep."

"Where are we going? What is it?"

"You will find out when you go. Is that enough now?"

"Good."

Knightley stood up while controlling her expression.

"Then good night."

"Goodbye."

After Knightley left, I shook my head and sipped my tea.

Even though she is a senior and the daughter of a duke, would she ever think of coming to the professor's house at night? Anyway, these are things these days.

"Huh? Has he gone?"

Just then, Olysia came out of the bathroom and asked.

"Uh. Now go and sleep. You have to go to bed early to grow taller."

"Dian. But what he said earlier is really not true, is it?"

Olivia asks again if she is still worried.

"Uh. No, don't worry. If I get fired as a professor, I will hand over all my assets to you."

"Really?! Wait! Quick, grab a pen and paper... !"

As Olivia was scrambling to write a memorandum, the door suddenly creaked open.

"Professor."

When I turned around, I saw Knightley wearing a cloak standing there.

"What are you? Why did you come back? Is there still anything left to say?"

"That’s not it. I don’t think I can go back to the dormitory."

"What? Why?"

"The security spell was activated after midnight. I can’t break through."

Professor Orendi's security magic is applied to the main facilities of our academy to prevent outside intrusion at night.

Was it activated at midnight?

In fact, it is not that difficult to destroy the guard magic cast by an Orendi level wizard.

But that's the case when infiltrating anywhere, and here the situation is different.

An academy professor cannot destroy security magic by sneaking a deviant student into the dormitory at night.

Well, is there a way?

"Then just sleep here and go back early tomorrow morning. That will work."

"Eek!? Dian!"

Olisia was more frightened than Knightley and shouted.

"That’s not possible! If anyone finds out, it’s over!"

"We just need to keep it to ourselves so that no one else finds out. The bed in your room is large, so you two can sleep there. That's okay."

"No. I'll just sleep on the sofa. That’s convenient."

Then Knightley flatly refused and pointed to the sofa where I was sitting.

Although she didn't say it directly, it seems unacceptable for a noble lady to share a bed with her maid, Olysia.

"Okay, if it’s convenient for you, do that. Did you hear that, Olivia? Bring a blanket."

"Seup… . I understand."

Olicia brought the bedding and Knightley spread it out on the sofa.

"Then sleep well everyone."

"Good night."

Olivia goes to her room on the first floor, Knightley lies down on the sofa, and I go up to the second floor.

Lying in bed, I finished reading the novel I was reading and giggled before falling asleep.

# # # # #

midnight.

Knightley quietly opened his eyes and turned his head.

There was no light coming from the room the maid entered earlier, so she must have already fallen asleep.

Knightley got up from the sofa and crept to the window to look out, just in case.

Fortunately, there was no Mayan priest's head visible on the wall.

After confirming that everything was fine, Knightley headed up the stairs to this floor.

Knightley, who couldn't sleep because of the anticipation of having private lessons tomorrow, was about to go to Professor Dian's room.

If the professor is not sleeping, we can talk about various things.

What did you do in the past, how did you become friends with your father, what led you to join the academy, etc.

Professor Dian travels around all the time, so it is rare for him to have a one-on-one conversation in a quiet atmosphere.

You've already failed to properly request an interview once. If I just let tonight go, I don't know what will happen tomorrow.

"Where are you going?"

As I was just stepping up to the first step, I suddenly heard a voice.

Knightley almost screamed, covered his mouth and looked up.

Lying at an angle about halfway up the stairs, Olysia, wrapped in a blanket, was looking down at Knightley with half-open eyes.

Um, that kid over there without a sound... ? More than that, what on earth are you doing over there?!

"Ah, that… ."

Knightley, completely taken aback by the unexpected situation, stuttered and struggled to come up with an excuse.

"So, I need to urinate urgently... ."

"The side door of the kitchen."

"Okay… ."

Damn it… . Really, that kid is an obstacle every time I meet him... .

Knightley bit his lip and went into the bathroom to urinate, even though he didn't feel like it.

And then, when urine really didn't come out, he had to go through the humiliating humiliation of making a 'shhh' sound with his mouth to deceive Olisia.

# # # # #

Olivia clicked her tongue as she heard Knightley making noises about urinating in the bathroom.

Noble, you're funny. Is there a noble in this world who makes noises like urinating with his mouth? what the.

Just as Knightley finished his clumsy performance, Olysia pointed to the living room.

"The sofa is over there."

"Yeah, right… . I was already planning to go there... ."

Olivia shook her head as she watched Knightley hesitantly lying down on the sofa.

I knew I would be like that. I recognized it from the first time I saw it.

A vicious female student who clearly came to the dorm to see Dian.

I heard a rumor that Dian is very popular these days because he does various things, so maybe that's why.

In the end, as expected, you tried to break into Dian's bedroom, right?

As expected, it was good to protect it.

If something unpleasant happens between that crazy noble lady and Dian, Dian will be kicked out of the academy and I will have to return to Brunswick.

I will never let that happen.

No one can approach Dian while you are a professor at the Academy!

        
            The next day we woke up early and had breakfast.

With her eyes red as if she hadn't slept all night, Olysia watched Knightley's every move.

There seems to be something he really doesn't like about Knightley.

"Then we’ll go, so you get some sleep. Your eyes are like rabbit eyes."

As I put on my cape and headed out the door, Olysia pulled my cape on me.

"Dian. Wait a minute."

After sending Knightley away first, I came back in and Ollysia was on tiptoe and whispering in my ear.

"I’m talking about that noble lady. From now on, you need to keep your distance and be careful."

"Why? What don’t you like?"

"Whether you like it or not, it is a private lesson. I think the intentions are quite impure."

Then Olivia told me that Knightley had tried to go up to my bedroom on this floor last night.

"So you slept on the stairs to protect yourself from going up?"

"That noble lady is probably one of the students who admires Dian. He must have come under the pretext of a meeting and wanted to do something bad that night. If you're not careful, you'll end up getting caught."

"Hmm, yes."

"You’re not going to react leisurely like that, Dian!"

Olivia pointed a firm finger at my attitude.

"Dian is not just a professor, he is a senior professor. You have to be careful about even the smallest words and actions. Especially relationships with women, and secret private lessons with a female student who is not yet an adult... ."

"Professor! What are you doing? Come quickly!"

At that time, Knightley shouted irritably outside, and I released Olicia's hand from holding my ear.

"I knew exactly what you were talking about. I’ll be careful."

"Be careful, be careful!"

"Yes, yes. A different professor accompanied me during the last private lesson, and he will be there again this time, so don't worry too much. I’m coming."

Olisia, who followed her to the front door, crossed her arms and glared at Knightley with a dissatisfied expression, and Knightley also did not give up and returned her gaze.

"Professor. As I said last time, you need to take good care of the lower part."

Knightley opened his mouth as they walked side by side to the lecture hall.

"Look at that little boy, he was acting as if he were the hostess."

"The hostess. What kind of bullshit are you talking about again?"

"The professor treated me comfortably, so I climbed up without knowing I was scared."

Knightley glanced back at Olysia, who was still watching us walk away.

"If you leave it alone, it will end up playing on the professor's head someday, and when that happens, it will become very difficult to correct it. I've seen those maids a few times now. You may not know that the professor is not a nobleman, but that girl is the only maid... ."

"Oh my, it’s noisy."

He interrupted Knightley by pretending to dig his ears with his fingers.

"They are my family. She's like a younger sister. Education and all that is important, so you, precious princess, will do a lot more when you return home."

"My family is not returning."

"Then she won’t even be the duke’s daughter. If you get married, you are outside the monastic order. If you are not married, but do not return home and cut off ties, you are still outside the monastic order. You know that much, right?"

Knightley's face hardened, as if he was aware of that fact.

"You. As a senior in life, I tell you, if at all possible, do not cut ties with your family. Only you have a hard time."

"Be interested in other people’s lives."

"Ah, that’s right. Now that I think about it, when you first asked me to give you private lessons, didn't you say something because I'm your father and family member?"

Knightley, who was hit repeatedly, could not say anything and only bit his lip.

"Chief Professor!"

When I arrived at the lecture hall amid Knightley's one-sided silence, the two professors standing in front greeted me.

"Good morning, Head Professor!"

"Hello… ."

They were Orendi, a magic response professor with a youthful appearance and full of freckles, and Anna, a combat riding professor with dark black hair and hunched shoulders.

"Oh, Knightley came too. It looks like we met each other on the way, right?"

"That’s not it. I'm going to take Knightley with me."

Orendi tilted his head at those words.

"Are you taking a student? This is not a class, but a business trip to secure teaching materials, right?"

"It’s not a teaching material… ."

"Ahaha, sorry."

When Anna timidly pointed out, Orendi smiled cheerfully and corrected her mistake.

"Anyway, so, you’re taking Knightley with you?"

"Okay. It's a kind of deep learning. As you know, Knightley is the senior. Normal classes are not suitable."

"Well, that’s right. great. Knightley, you’ve never been through a portal, have you?"

Knightley, who had been frantically following the conversation between me and Orendi without receiving any information, shook his head at the word ‘dimensional gate.’

"Never before. however… Where are you going now?"

In response to Knightley's question, Orendi looked at me.

"Didn’t you tell Knightley, Head Professor?"

"First of all, we don’t have time, so let’s go quickly. I have to come back before sunset."

"Okay. Let's get moving right away. Before that, let me check the coordinates one last time."

Orendi and I opened the map, cross-checked our destinations, and calculated coordinates several times.

The terrain where we are going is somewhat rough, so if the portal exit opens incorrectly, a catastrophe could occur.

Perhaps it was his first time seeing the calculations used to obtain the coordinates of the portal, but Knightley opened his mouth half-open and focused on the conversation between me and the professors.

"Then I will open the portal."

Blue magic glowed in Orendi's hands, and a small vortex appeared in the air in front of us.

The slowly spinning vortex of magic suddenly sped up and expanded into an oval-shaped portal in an instant.

"Wow?!"

Knightley took a small breath as if seeing the portal for the first time.

"Relax… . I'm not going to any strange places... ."

Professor Anna spoke to Knightley in a dark tone.

"I come first. Next, in that order, Anna, Knightley, and Orendy."

"Yes, head professor!"

We passed through the portal one after another.

Fortunately, the portal's exit was not through a cliff or swamp, but through flat ground.

"This can’t be right… ."

Knightley, who came out of the portal and stepped onto the ground, gaped with a dumb expression on his face.

"Here… how… ."

Knightley could not continue speaking and just looked at the scenery unfolding before his eyes.

"Wow, my heart is bursting open."

Orendi took a deep breath with a cheerful smile.

"Ugh, the wind is cold… ."

Anna became depressed and crouched down.

The place we are standing now is the Bronn Plateau in the northeastern part of the continent.

The Brunn Plateau, the most expansive plateau on the continent, boasts a unique topography that combines wide, flat grasslands and rugged rocky mountains.

The dark forest at the border of the plateau leads to green mountain ranges, and the mountains lined up like folding screens are just like a painting.

Especially on a spring day like today, the wildflowers in full bloom and the gently waving grass under the clear sky are truly spectacular.

"The Brunn Plateau?"

Knightley was surprised when he heard my explanation.

"Then it means that you almost crossed the continent... . What on earth did you come here for?"

"I came to catch the horse. Because I need it for combat horseback riding classes."

Our combat department has a combat riding course that Anna is in charge of.

As the title suggests, this is a subject to learn how to ride a horse, which is the basic means of transportation in this world.

In addition to simply riding a horse, you learn how to seize a horse from a stable, how to ride a horse without a harness, and how to fight while riding a horse.

In addition, it is a subject that teaches everything related to horses, such as how to drive a carriage, how to sharpen worn-out horseshoes, and even how to raise horses and how to slaughter horses and procure food in extreme situations.

In today's world, it is the same as teaching new recruits to the National Intelligence Service how to drive a car, how to start the car without a key, and emergency maintenance.

But the problem is that there are not many proper words in our academy right now.

When I went to the stable managed by Professor Anna and the teaching assistants, I found that there were not many war horses and most of them were short ponies.

War horses are large and rough-tempered, so the risk of accidents is high, and maintenance costs are unimaginable, so Principal Kirrin scaled down the size of the horses.

According to the combat department reorganization plan made after my arrival, about 30 horses are needed for combat riding, but the number is not enough to handle it.

In response, Kirin suggested buying old horses that were no longer in active service in the imperial army at a low price, but that didn't seem to be a good idea.

The Imperial Army's war horses received so much training that their retirement meant that they could not run at their own speed. You can't practice with those words.

This is not a driver's license school, but a spy school, and there is no time to take a horse on site.

So it's better to master it thoroughly from the beginning.

And when I checked, fortunately, everyone had learned basic horseback riding skills.

However, purchasing 30 war horses at once is like purchasing 30 medium-sized cars at once in this life, so your budget will skyrocket.

So one way I came up with was to capture wild horses.

Here in the Brunn Plateau, wild horses live in groups of dozens centered around a leader. If you catch them whole, you can solve the budget problem and students can practice with horses in good condition, so you kill two birds with one stone.

Moreover, wild horses have no owners. What a great idea. So I immediately set up a wild horse capture party.

Here, Knightley came to me in the middle of the night and complained why I didn't give him private lessons more often, so he was added as a sidebar.

"But I can’t see the words."

As Knightley said, there were no traces of wild horses anywhere in the meadow.

"We suddenly appeared and everyone hid. I won't show up until I think it's safe."

"Then where should we hide and wait? How is it over there?"

Orendi pointed to a corner of the meadow.

There were structures scattered about, tilted diagonally and half buried in the ground.

The long logs are connected to each other in a rectangular shape, tilted and covered in weeds and vines, making them perfect for hiding inside and waiting for wild horses.

"What is this?"

"Probably… It’s the Demon King’s chariot… ."

When Orendi sat inside the structure and asked, Anna answered darkly.

"The wild horses here in the Brunn Plateau... Compared to other war horses, it is larger and stronger... The Demon King’s Army was very coveted… . This is probably the cart that was brought here to capture the wild horses... ."

"Ho, I see. But there are a lot of these in the back too, yikes! What is this?!"

Orendi, who was sitting on the floor, got scared and jumped up.

After doing some research, I noticed that there was a white bone sticking out of the dirt floor where Orendi had been sitting.

"Ugh?!" "Aya!!"

Seeing this, Knightley and Anna stood up at the same time and hit their heads hard against the pillar of the cart.

"Everyone, we have to get out of here right now… ! This is above the grave... !"

He laughed while holding on to Anna's cloak as she tried to run outside in fear.

"Everyone, calm down. This is the bone of a demon."

When the protruding skull was pulled up, two horns twisted like a mountain goat were revealed.

"So stop sitting. They say that if you make a lot of noise, the wild horses run away further."

"Oh, it wasn’t human. I was surprised."

Orendi, who confirmed that it was a demon's bone, sat down on the floor with a sigh of relief, and Anna also came inside the cart, muttering something.

"But I have a question."

Knightley asked as he looked at the demon skull that he had thrown into the corner.

"Like here, there are dozens of abandoned carts visible in the back... So does this mean that in the end, many of these demons failed to capture wild horses and died here?"

"Isn’t that what it is? Do you know anything about this, Professor Anna?"

"I don’t know exactly, but… I've heard it through rumors... ."

In response to Orendi's question, Anna opened her mouth in a gloomy whisper.

"The Demon King’s army needed a good war horse… We sent troops here several times... No one came back... ."

"Why?"

"Look at the surrounding terrain… . A rocky mountain where something huge can hide… . Flat land where it is easy to fly... . Something doesn't look very livable... ?"

Orendi burst out laughing at those words.

"Are you really trying to say dragon? Nonsense. Then wild horses wouldn’t be able to survive either. I would have already become food."

"Then what on earth can annihilate so many demon lords here other than dragons...? ?"

"Hmm, I guess so… . Well, that also makes sense. Considering that there are only traces of demons, it certainly does not seem to be a battle with the Human Coalition."

"That’s right… . If you want to unilaterally slaughter the Demon King's army, there's no explanation other than dragons... ."

# # # # #

While Orendi and Professor Anna were having a serious conversation, Knightley was looking somewhere intently.

It was the corner of the remains of the cart where they were hiding, waiting for the wild horses.

This is because I caught a glimpse of something foreign between the vines wrapped around the thick log.

When I reached out and tore off the vines and weeds, some letters appeared.

The letters were all carved into the surface of the log with a sharp knife. The contents… .

'The strongest special rental is here!'

‘Commemorating the creation of the Horned Cemetery’

‘Linus♡Celine, please get married’

'Our friendship will be together forever!'

What the heck... what… ?

        
            Graffiti that looks like something you would see at a famous tourist attraction.

However, this is not a tourist destination, but a plateau where people do not visit. Moreover, it is a place where demons were exterminated for some reason in the past.

Judging by the lively tone of the content, it doesn't seem like it was written by a demon... .

'The strongest special rental is here!'

If it's a special lease, it's from the Human Alliance that was fighting against the Demon King's army.

‘Commemorating the creation of the Horned Cemetery’

Does this mean that this special lease team is the ones responsible for annihilating the demons who came to capture wild horses?

'Our friendship will be together forever!'

It seems like they got along very well with each other.

‘Linus♡Celine, please get married’

What does this mean? Were there people who liked each other among the special rentals?

But for some reason, the name looks very familiar.

Linus, Linus, Linus… .

omg?! Could it be that Sir Linus, the hero of the continent who killed the Demon King?!

It wasn't the dragon that came here, it was Lord Linus!

If that were the case, the whole situation would be understandable. Sir Linus would have been able to unilaterally annihilate the demons like this.

"Professors, take a look here. Here… !"

"Shh! Appeared!"

Knightley was just about to tell the professors what he had discovered when Professor Orendi raised his hand.

There, in the dark forest between the meadows and the mountains. Wild horses from the Brunn Plateau appeared at the border.

Knightley opened his mouth, completely forgetting about the famous warrior party's graffiti.

The wild horses that appeared in the sunlight shining through low clouds were a picture in themselves.

Powerful, writhing muscles and smooth fur that seems to glow on its own. Straight legs that easily spur across the meadow as if running for eternity.

There are about thirty of those beautiful horses, which roughly matches the number needed at the academy.

Knightley, who had been fascinated by the wild horse's graceful movements for a while, suddenly came to his senses. This is because I suddenly had a strong question.

"But… How do you capture that? Surely the plan is not to recycle this cart?"

"I’m not that absurd."

As Dean laughed, Knightley continued to question her.

"Since there are three professors, let’s say they are somehow dragged to the academy. What next?"

When Dian gave him a questioning look, Knightley continued.

"The process of training a real wild horse to ride a human is very difficult. For example, racehorses must go through the process of getting them used to harnesses from the time they are foals."

When the topic of horse education came up, combat riding professor Anna's eyes began to shine.

"If you jump on a wild horse without that, he will strongly reject it and struggle, so it is impossible to handle it. And the students are not professional rescuers or trainers, but they get to practice with wild horses."

"Gye, continue. Knightley student... ."

As if she had seen an undergraduate student giving off a dirty smell, Professor Anna urged her to say the following.

"It is common sense to catch a foal and train it professionally according to its purpose. An entity that has grown without training cannot be used. Horses are very stubborn animals, and once a habit becomes established, it is nearly impossible to change it."

As soon as she finished speaking, Professor Anna said 'sigh' and licked her lips.

"You… You know a lot about horses... ? I was originally very interested in this area... ?"

"These are things I heard from the stable keepers while learning horseback riding since I was young. I have no intention of going this way."

"Ah, yes… . But there's one thing you're overlooking... ."

Professor Anna said, crouching down and feeling discouraged, as if she was disappointed.

"The wild horses here in the Brunn Plateau are a bit different from ordinary horses... ."

"It’s different?"

" Live in a group by uniting strongly around the head horse… . The bond and obedience to the leader are beyond imagination... . Maybe it's to survive in an isolated and harsh environment... ? Anyway… So, compared to other wild horses, they are relatively easier to tame… . because… ."

After hearing that, Knightley offered his own guess.

"Could it be that if you just subdue the leader, the rest will become obedient or something like that?"

"Ma, that’s right… ! But despite this, the fact that those high-quality horses are still in the wild... ."

"This is probably because the effort and effort required to come up here and subdue the boss is too great."

"Hiik?! You really seem to have talent in this field, but maybe after you graduate… ."

"Is that the leader by any chance?"

At that time, Orendi stretched out his arm and pointed in the direction.

Among the wild horses, a horse as white as an ice cap stood tall.

It has a much larger body than other horses and its long flowing mane looks like a crown granted only to the king of horses.

"That guy is the leader."

Professor Dian, peering out from between the carts, opened his mouth.

"If you make that guy sit down, the others will automatically give in."

"But it won’t be easy, right? If I were to step on that thing, I would die instantly. Oh my god, what are you saying so loud?"

Orendi asked when he saw the leader standing tall and controlling the group.

"Shall we use magic?"

"That’s not possible… . Words can get hurt, and above all… You have to hit it with your body and press it with force... ."

"Then it is time for Professor Anna, a combat riding expert, to step forward."

"No. Knightley does it."

Everyone's absurd gaze was focused on Professor Dian's words.

"What did you say?"

"That leader’s horse is subdued by Knightley. That's today's private lesson."

"Soo, head professor… . It's too dangerous... ."

While the professors were confused, Knightley, who was involved, could not say anything and just looked at Diane.

"I… I have to get on there... ?"

"Yes, Knightley. You are riding it."

"But that… ."

Knightley looked over Dian's shoulder at the head horse again.

A huge wild horse that is incomparable to any other horse and looks like a crossbreed with an Orger or Troll.

Knightley pursed his lips and shouted lowly.

"There’s no way you can ride something like that all of a sudden!"

"You have already learned all the basic horseback riding skills. You said you wanted to become a special agent, right? In the field, depending on the situation, there are times when you have to steal a horse and ride it, or like today, you have to catch a wild horse."

Dian said seriously.

"If you can subdue that leader, you will be able to ride all the horses in the world. Imagine that horse becoming your favorite horse."

"But… ."

"Get on the horse, Knightley."

Knightley lowered his head at Dian’s words.

"As expected, it’s impossible… ."

"I will watch over you from the side. So that’s okay, right?"

"No… ."

No matter how strong my self-esteem was, Knightley was not confident this time.

If you fall off your horse and get stepped on by the hooves of that giant, your whole body will be crushed. If you're lucky, you'll die. If you're unlucky, you'll be crippled for the rest of your life.

That's so scary.

"I think he noticed we were here?"

After hearing Orendi's words, I turned around and saw that the leader horse was staring at me.

"If you’re not going to ride, go back, Knightley."

At Dian's firm words, Orendi turned to Knightley.

"Knightley. Think about why you came here. Because I want to learn in-depth courses."

"But… ."

Dian, who was looking at Knightley's hesitation, turned his attention to the professors.

"Ana, Orendi. Let's get ready."

"Okay."

While Anna was taking the rope out of her bag, Orendi and Dian quickly discussed a plan to make Anna jump onto the lead horse.

Meanwhile, Knightley, left alone, fell into a terrible sense of self-destruction.

I shouted out loud, but I never dreamed it would be like this.

I should have expected it when I was pushed into an unbelievable place during a nighttime infiltration last time... .

While Knightley was biting his lip, the doodle from earlier suddenly appeared in his field of vision.

Graffiti written by Sir Linus' warrior party. The story of a hero who grew up dreaming of becoming a special agent after hearing it from his older brothers as a child.

If I give up here... I become nothing.

He may become an ordinary civil servant, live a normal life, and eventually return to his family.

That's absolutely not enough!

You can't run away, you can't run away, you can't run away... .

"I will ride."

When Knightley opened her mouth, the professors who were busy preparing turned to look at her.

"Let’s give it a try."

# # # # #

"Listen carefully, Knightley… . As soon as I got on his back, I hung a rope around his neck... ."

Anna explained as she handed Knightley the rope.

"That’s your lifeline… . If possible, it would be nice to hang it under the boat as well, but that would be difficult... . First, fasten it around your neck and keep it as close to your back as possible... . All you have to do is hold on without falling... ."

"I understand."

"The head professor may put a noose around the horse's neck and weaken it, but the key is you... . You have to ride on its back at all costs… . Only then will the wild horses of the Brunn Plateau obey... ."

"I’ll hold on."

While Anna was pleading with Knightley, Orendi asked Dian worriedly.

"Is this really okay, is this?"

"It’s okay. It's not like I'm going to kneel down directly, but Knightley is more than capable of holding on."

"If you happen to fall, it's a big problem."

"I think it will be over in about ten minutes, so that won’t happen."

Anna joined in.

"How can you be sure about that… ? It will take at least an hour... ."

"This is the intuition of a veteran who has crossed the line of fire countless times. Let’s get started."

When all preparations were completed, Orendi bloomed blue magic power in both hands.

"Knightley. On the count of three, immediately fall on top of the horse. There's no time to prepare. We have to take action right away."

"Okay."

"Good. Then let's go. One, two, three!"

Suddenly, the large white back of a horse appeared before my eyes.

Knightley immediately untied the rope and put it around the horse's neck, tightening his legs around the body.

The lead horse started screaming and shaking back and forth mercilessly due to the sudden ride.

Even though the horse is already very strong, the large leader horse is so determined and runs wild that it looks like Knightley is almost swung around in the air.

As the leader horse got excited, the horses of the herd got scared and ran away, while Dian just watched Knightley with his arms crossed.

"Chief Professor! What are you doing! Throw the noose!"

Anna and Orendi shouted when they saw this, but Dian remained steadfast with the noose hanging over her shoulder.

Knightley gritted his teeth and clung to the head horse's neck and back.

Damn professor! Why don't you hang the noose sooner!!

what?! Will you help me? Then why are you just crossing your arms?

"Do it quickly, Professor!!"

"Cheer up, Knightley~~~!"

That crazy person!!!!!!

I'm an idiot for being fooled twice!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

        
            "Help me quickly!!"

"This is also part of private lessons. Hang in there!"

"Hey, XXX XXX!!"

While swearing wildly, Knightley squeezed every muscle in her body to keep from falling.

However, the horse ran wild with a force that was hard to believe for a normal beast, and Knightley came to seriously suspect that the horse might actually be a hybrid of a monster.

When Knightley didn't fall even after shaking and shaking his body several times, the horse suddenly started sprinting forward.

"Keuuk?!"

As the horse ran at an incredibly fast speed, a gust of wind blew and Knightley was out of breath.

As a member of an aristocratic family, Knightley has been horseback riding since she was very young.

Starting with ponies, he later mastered everything from ponies to horses of similar size, including legion war horses.

Knightley is very athletic, so he often participates in youth horseback riding competitions held by the Noble House and has won prizes on several occasions.

Nevertheless, the speed of this horse was such that it was difficult to believe that it could be achieved by a mere animal.

Moreover, since there is no harness, the only thing Knightley can rely on is the rope around the horse's neck.

Holding on to a rampaging wild horse by relying on a single rope was an impossible task for an academy student to overcome in the first place.

As the surrounding scenery passed by in a blur, Knightley sensed that he was about to fall.

It had been a long time since I lost feeling in my hands holding the rope, and I felt excruciating pain in all the muscles of my body, especially between my legs.

I really can't stand it anymore... .

As Knightley was about to fall to the side, something lifted him by the scruff of his neck with tremendous force and threw him onto the horse's back.

"Hang in there, Knightley!"

When I looked to the side, I saw Dian riding another wild horse, following closely behind.

"If you fall, you die!"

"In the first place! I shouldn’t have pushed you into that situation!! I can’t hold on anymore!"

"You can do it! You passed the night infiltration safely!"

"I feel like I’m going to fall!! Catch me!"

As Knightley tried to throw himself, Dean reached out and pushed Knightley back.

"Hold on until the end! If you give up here, you won’t be able to do anything in the future!"

"I can’t! I can’t!"

"Hold on! If you give up here, your private lessons will end today!"

"Holy XX!"

Knightley cursed and clung tenaciously to his words.

"Place your gaze in the center and pull the rope! Make it feel like you are laying your upper body back! Strong enough to break that guy’s neck!"

"Ugh… !"

Instead of saying, 'What the hell are you supposed to do with that!', Knightley mustered up all his remaining strength and pulled the rope.

Then I felt the horse, whose neck was tied by a noose, slow down a little.

"Good. Now pull your left hand harder! If you keep going like this, you'll hit a rock!"

Looking ahead, there was a rock the size of a house stuck in the ground.

Knightley gritted his teeth and pulled his left hand, causing a searing pain in his palm and the horse swerved dramatically.

"Good job, Knightley. Now keep rocking him left and right!"

Following Dean's guidance, Knightley twisted the rope around her wrists and began pulling alternately with both arms.

Then, the horse, which had resisted strongly at first, gradually changed direction to the left and right according to Knightley's will.

"You’re doing great, Knightley. That’s how we keep going."

"If I come down from here alive… I will definitely take revenge!"

"I really like that attitude. The heart that overcomes adversity is not hope, but hatred!"

"Crazy bullshit!"

How long has it been since then?

Finally, the speed of the leader horse decreased drastically.

The horse, which had slowed down to almost walking, kicked its hind legs several times and eventually snorted and slowly circled around in its place.

"That's enough, Knightley."

Diane, who jumped off the horse that followed her, took the rope from Knightley's hand and opened her mouth.

"Uweeeek!"

Knightley fell from his horse, landed on all fours, and violently vomited bitter water.

"Good job. You did it."

"Week… ."

Dean praised her, but Knightley seemed to have no strength to respond and just kept gagging.

Damn it, you sound like a fucking professor… . Sounds like a crazy professor... . I almost died... !

However, Knightley was too exhausted to say those words out loud.

"Congratulations, Knightley!"

At that time, Orendi came running over and patted Knightley on the back and praised him.

"Congratulations, Knightley… ."

Anna, who arrived late, lightly stroked Knightley's head and then went straight to Mal.

"Congratulations, Knightley."

At the end of Dian's words, after handing over the horse to Anna, Knightley fainted.

# # # # #

"Knightley beat the boss, Professor Anna!!"

After seeing the leader's horse stop, Orendi joined and started jumping up and down, screaming with foam in his mouth.

"I climbed on the back of that crazy horse and held on until the end!"

"Okay… ."

However, unlike Orendi, who was excited, Anna scratched her head with a gloomy face and muttered.

"Strange… . It's not going to end this quickly... ."

"What is it?"

"Think with common sense… . That's such a big statement... It doesn't make sense for a female academy girl to get tired so quickly just because she's riding on her back... . Even ponies don’t do that… ."

"Hmm, really? I guess Knightley weighs more than she looks, huh? Come quickly!"

Orendi, who had easily overlooked Anna's suspicions, ran towards Knightley and Diane and shouted brightly.

As she followed Orendi, Anna thought deeply about the situation.

The original plan was for Anna to jump on the horse's back and Professor Dian to hang a noose to exhaust her stamina.

It's not just another horse, it's a wild horse from the Brunn Plateau, and it's the leader there, so even the two professors are in a close race.

However, Professor Dian suddenly brought in Knightley, an academy student, to replace Anna without prior consultation.

From anyone's perspective, it was a very dangerous task, but Professor Dian was calm and did not even throw the noose, leaving Knightley to stand alone on the horse.

Then, when the horse ran away, he casually mounted another wild horse and chased it.

Anna tried to step in, as Knightley had to hang around for almost an hour, but surprisingly, the head horse gave in in less than ten minutes.

Before we started, Dian boasted that it would be over in ten minutes, and that was indeed true.

However, this is an impossible event that even expert Professor Anna could not have predicted.

Everything is full of questions.

1. Incorporating a student instead of a combat horse riding professor

2. What you said would be over in ten minutes

3. Handling untamed wild horses too easily

Unless you foresaw the future that it would end without anyone getting hurt, you couldn't be relaxed while carrying out such a ridiculously bold plan.

Suddenly, Professor Anna made a guess that even she couldn't believe.

no way… Does Professor Dian have the power to foresee the future? ?

Anna, who lightly patted Knightley's head while he was sitting on the floor, witnessed Dean's strange behavior just before handing over the rope.

"Yes, yes. He’s nice."

Deanne was stroking the horse's mane right after she finished praising Knightley.

Surprisingly, the horse was giving in to Dian's touch and was nuzzling its cheek against Dian's face.

"You finally remembered it now? Yes, it's me."

Dian continued speaking to those words with a friendly expression and tone.

what… . What are you talking about to the horse? .

"I am proud that you have grown up so well and are leading the group like this."

What on earth does that mean... ?

"Senior Professor… . Have you ever known this before? ?"

"Huh? No?"

Dian answered Anna's question with an expression that asked what she was talking about.

"Are you sure you remember from earlier? ."

"What are you talking about? I didn't say anything."

"Is that so… ."

Even after asking twice, when Dian came out like that, a timid Anna couldn't ask any more and just scratched her head.

It's really strange... .

# # # # #

Knightley slowly opened his eyes.

It's an unfamiliar ceiling, no, it's a somewhat familiar ceiling.

When I heard a crunching sound, I turned to see a Mayan priest writing a patient diary on the other side.

Did he faint again and be taken to the infirmary?

Knightley, who tried to get up, fell back down, groaning from the immense pain that assaulted his entire body.

It felt like my whole body had been beaten with a stick. In particular, the muscles in the groin area are particularly painful.

There was no way he was going to be okay since he was stuck on the back of a powerful wild horse without even a saddle.

After observing the Maya priest's notice, Knightley spread his legs slightly and began to carefully massage and rub the muscles inside his groin.

Second private lesson.

First, they had them cut through a place that was almost like a cliff at night, and this time, they tamed wild horses without any safety devices.

In common sense, this is not a level of education that an average academy student can do.

Dean is a crazy professor. I'm out of my mind. I don't think there's any deep meaning to doing this.

That person just didn't like the idea of me unilaterally pressuring the principal to get private lessons.

So, by giving them tasks they can't complete, they are trying to get them to leave on their own.

As expected, that person… .

No, wait.

Now that I think about it, I ended up completing both private lessons anyway, right?

We overcame dangerous nighttime infiltration and eventually subdued the wild horses of the Brunn Plateau, which were said to be foul-tempered.

Professor Dian said something like that during our first interview.

I wonder how far I can grow.

then… Did Professor Dian intentionally create a situation that was so close to the limits of my abilities?

If you hold on just a little longer, you can overcome it... So let's raise the ceiling little by little... ?

good. I'll fool you one more time, Professor Dian.

Because I also became curious about how far I could go.

"Still, it’s a bit disappointing… ."

If Professor Dian had told me in advance what exactly it was about, I would have been more prepared.

For example, changing into riding pants and boots.

How on earth would a human think of putting a school girl wearing a skirt on a horse naked?!

Knightley's anger boiled over again, and he moved his hands, which had been flexing his muscles, even faster and groaned in pain.

# # # # #

Priest Maya observed everything and calmly wrote down the patient's diary.

[Professor Dian visits the medical center carrying an unconscious, beautiful female student with clear rope marks on her wrists and bruises on her groin].

[Based on the condition of the groin bruise, it is assumed that it occurred through repeated fairly intense up and down movements. Professor Dian said it was because of 'horseback riding classes', but confirmed that there were no combat horseback riding classes on today's official schedule].

[In addition, there are traces of dried sticky liquid around the female student's mouth. It is currently impossible to confirm whether it is vomit or some other type of liquid].

[After some time has passed, the student regains consciousness, expresses ‘I’m sorry,’ spreads his legs, puts his hand between them, and begins to massage and rub them].

[Afterwards, he repeated the action faster with an excited expression and stopped with a groan. It is impossible to confirm what the regret is and whether it has been resolved].

        
            "Principal! Principal! There was chaos!"

The head of the academy's administrative office opened the door to the principal's office and rushed in.

"The senior combat professor… Huh?"

There is no one at the principal's desk, where documents are piled up like a mountain.

weird. Where has the principal gone, who should always be sighing with his head covered? I have an urgent report to make right now!

"Has anyone seen the principal?"

However, even the administrative office staff are unaware of this. Or did you go to lectures and provide field guidance? It's lunch time now.

The head of the administrative office left the main office and ran to the lecture building right behind it.

"Is the principal here by any chance?"

I stopped a passing professor and asked him, but he said he had never done anything like that. weird?!

As the professor said, I checked the entire lecture hall, but the principal was nowhere to be seen.

Then, could it be at the Combat Department’s outdoor training center?

"Administrative Director? What are you doing there?"

While I was wondering which training center I should start at in this large academy, Professor Lina of the Combat Department passed by and asked.

In his hand, he was holding a bag filled with dessert from the cafe.

"I have something to urgently report to the principal, but I haven’t seen it so I’m looking for it."

"Ah, the principal? Go to a cafe. Stay there."

"Are you at a cafe? Thank you!"

After passing Professor Rina, the head of the administrative office walked quickly towards the dessert cafe in the shopping district.

It was lunch time, so the cafe was crowded with students.

The administrative chief was able to find Principal Kirrin in the gap.

Right now, Principal Kirrin is eating a piece of strawberry whipped cream cake on the table.

"Principal! What are you doing!?"

As the administrative chief shouted, Principal Kirrin perked up his ears like a rabbit and opened his eyes round.

"What… What?"

"Now is not the time to leisurely eat cake!"

"Then what should I do during lunch time…? ?"

"Chief Professor Dian has rescued the horses!"

"Really?!"

Principal Kirrin put down his fork, jumped up, and ran after the administrative director.

The place they headed was the stables located next to the academy's combat riding training center.

Horses were coming out one after another from the large portal in the large paddock in front of the stables.

"Be careful… ! Don't be surprised, one by one, go this way... !"

Under the supervision of Combat Equestrianism Professor Anna, the Combat Department instructors pulled the reins and put the horses into the stable one by one.

"Principal. Welcome."

Professor Dian, who was watching everything with his arms crossed, spotted Kirrin and greeted her.

"What is all this… ?"

"Is this your first time seeing a horse?"

Kirin was in no condition to laugh even at Dian's joke. Because I couldn't believe it even after seeing it before my eyes.

When Dian first raised the demand for war horses, Kirrin mentioned the Legion's retired war horses.

If you bring in a sufficiently trained retired combat horse at a low price, it will be easier for students to learn, save on budget, and reduce the cost of taming.

But Dian countered that it wasn't a good idea.

Even though it is a fully equipped legion cavalry unit, the agents in the field have to face all sorts of situations.

Riding a horse well is important, but finding a horse to ride is also important. So, isn’t it important to teach everything about horses, from horse capture to slaughter?

For this reason, Dian decided to purchase only a few retired war horses and fill the rest with untamed wild horses.

Students who are not familiar with horseback riding will learn the basics with their own ponies and retired combat horses, and students who have reached a certain level will learn how to ride wild horses.

Dian's argument is that if you can ride a wild horse properly, you can secure any horse anywhere.

At the same time, he boasted that he would be bringing high-quality wild horses in a few days and that people should know that.

I had a lot of questions about how on earth I would bring in about 30 wild horses and how I would tame them... .

"Where and how did you get this… ?"

"The wild horses of the Brunn Plateau. I had Knightley subdue the leader’s horse."

"Knightley… ? An academy student who hasn't even graduated yet tamed a wild horse... ?"

I couldn't believe it, but the words were coming in right in front of my eyes, and I couldn't help but believe it.

"Is that true, Orendi?"

"Then is that a lie, Principal?"

Orendi shouted excitedly.

"Knightley, who fell off the horse's back with an instantaneous leap, relied on a rope and did this and that to drain the leader's stamina!"

"I did that alone... ?"

"Professor Dian ran alongside me, encouraged me, and caught me when I was about to fall a few times."

"Still, you’re amazing, Student Knightley."

With that, Kirrin let out a sigh so deep that the ground gave out and she dug underground.

That person rode the Duke of Dajjagojja's daughter on a wild horse... ? If you fall, it's at least a serious injury!

If you storm into the academy and hit someone with a wooden sword and find out that you could have died... .

However, Kirin could not argue with Dian as strongly as he did at the previous general combat training center.

This is because Dian's position within the academy was already very solid based on his accomplishments so far.

At this point, let's take a look at the minor achievements that Dian, who 'appeared' on the back of a letter of recommendation from the Emperor, has achieved so far.

1. In order to save Kirin's life, the combat department was overturned and reorganized to focus on practical combat.

2. The Duke of Toulouse, a great noble who was hostile to the Academy, was turned into an ally as soon as he saw his face.

3. A religious priest who was thought to never be accepted again was brought in as an oracle priest in half a day.

4. The construction of a shopping district, which had been ignored by the Imperial Palace, was realized with the active support of the Imperial Palace.

5. Thirty obedient wild horses were suddenly obtained from somewhere without spending a single copper coin.

Dian single-handedly carried out all the projects that most academies would pursue with all their might.

So, it is not a situation where Kirin, who is a 'mere' principal, tells Dian to do this or that.

And even bigger than that are Kirrin’s feelings for Dian.

Kirrin had already relied a lot on Dian since the Duke of Toulouse left the Academy with a big smile on his face.

This human can save me. You can save me from a terrible future where I am dismissed and returned to my clan's forest.

That feeling grew bigger and bigger through a series of events, and Kirin was contemplating giving up her position as principal to Dian and moving down to a professorship.

If that happens, it's good that the talented Dian becomes the principal instead of Kirin, who is an eyesore in the imperial castle, and it's good that Kirrin doesn't return to her clan's forest and is a professor at the academy in name, so her father won't be disappointed, and Dian gets a high position.

Of course, I don't know what my father would think about being downgraded from principal to professor, but wouldn't it be okay to say that there was no choice because there was such a talented person in Hwangseong that there was a large-scale change in position?

And there is something in mind as a ‘safety device’ to some extent.

That's the conclusion... .

"Principal? What did you eat here?"

"What?"

"What are you walking around with on your mouth like that?

At that time, Dian suddenly stretched out his hand and touched the corner of Kirrin's mouth.

"What is it, whipped cream?"

What was on Diane's hand was the whipped cream from the dessert cafe cake she was eating earlier.

"The face is black, so white is especially visible."

Dian giggled and licked the whipped cream off her hand with her tongue.

"Mmm, it’s delicious. Is this a shopping street dessert cafe? As expected, the cake here is delicious… Principal!"

Dian hurriedly caught Kirrin, who was about to collapse due to extreme dizziness.

"Why are you doing that?"

"Because of you… . Oh?!"

Kirrin, who realized that she had made a mistake in her confusion, quickly closed her mouth and almost bit her tongue.

"Hmm, Principal."

Dian, holding Kirrin, narrowed his suspicious eyes and opened his mouth in a meaningful voice.

"Well, what… ?!"

Kirin's heart started pounding and her ears started fluttering, wondering if Dian would be holding onto the pod.

Close enough to feel Dian's exhaled breath. If my true intentions are revealed here, I won't be able to handle it! Plus, there are other professors and teaching assistants around!

"How much cake did you eat?"

"Huh?"

However, what came out of Dian's mouth was a completely different story.

"What are you talking about… ?"

"How much cake did you eat alone? You didn't eat just one plate, did you?"

"Well, that’s not it, about half of it… ."

"So it’s like this."

Dian smiled and gently pushed the bridge of Kirrin's nose with his finger.

" Because I ate half of that sweet treat by myself, my blood sugar level rose rapidly and I became unbearably drowsy."

"What is blood sugar? ?"

"It’s like sugar mixed in the blood. If you eat a lot of sweets, the proportion rises temporarily."

"I don’t know what you mean, but I’ll keep it in mind anyway… ."

"Then stand up for yourself now."

Only then did Kirin realize that she was still cradled in Dian's arms.

"Head professor!"

At that time, I saw Professor Lina running towards me with a bag full of desserts.

"I bought snacks! Eat and enjoy!"

Professor Lina, who rushed in at an incredible speed as expected of an infiltration professor, wrapped her arms around Dian's and Kirin was thrown to the other side of Hoeng.

"Look at this. There are slices of cake, financiers, madeleines, and coffee… . "

"Huh? It’s a snack!"

As Professor Lina opened the bag and chatted to Dian, Professor Orendi came running towards her in anger.

"Professor Anna! Hurry! Professor Lina brought snacks!"

"Wow, this looks delicious. Let’s all take a break!"

Kirin, who was left out in the crowded field of professors due to the intrusion of dessert, stood blankly and looked at Dian who was happy.

I guess Dian is a good fit for the principal. I should come down as quickly as possible.

however… If I said I would go down to a professorship, would the Second Princess accept that offer?

Because of the past resentment, I wonder if he will immediately kick me out after thinking that it is right... ?

Perhaps a ‘second safety device’ is needed.

Until now, I was afraid of being fired, so I tried to save myself by not doing anything, but now Dian is supporting me from behind.

It is not too late to accumulate achievements while you still have the authority of the principal.

Then, when I try to become a professor in the future, the Second Princess will not be able to cruelly kick me out.

I am raising my value so that people think that I can at least use them as a professor.

Dian said he would protect me, and since he has kept his promise so far, he will probably be a reliable ally no matter what I do in the future.

Now is the time. You can't miss it.

Okay, Kirrin!!

Trust Dian and do it boldly!!

        
            I was just picking out one of the desserts Professor Lina brought and putting it in my mouth when I noticed Kirrin muttering something to herself.

The expression on his face, as if he had made a firm decision, is quite unsettling.

It felt like watching a nerd sitting in the back of the classroom suddenly raise his hand with serious eyes.

"Principal. Come and eat together... Where are you going?"

Kirin seems not to have heard me calling, but turns around and runs towards the main office. Is that really up to something?

Oh, that can't be true. I am a person who even got rid of training because I was afraid of getting kicked out.

I stopped paying attention to Kirin and hurriedly reached for the dessert before the other professors finished eating.

"Hey, Orendi. Give me that. I saved it earlier."

"Ah… This is the most delicious one... ."

While eating the piece of whipped cream cake that I stole from Orendi, I turned my attention to the stable.

A beautiful white head horse inside the stable was staring at me with big eyes.

The rivers and mountains change in 10 years. He was only a foal at the time, but he has grown so much that he is now leading the herd.

I met that guy when Linus and I were on a special mission operation in the Brun Plateau.

It may seem a bit wrong to say that I have a connection with horses, but anyway.

At that time, our special unit had just received intelligence that the Demon King's army was moving to capture the wild horses of the Brun Plateau and was just moving in that direction.

However, the Demon King's army was faster, and when we arrived, the wild horses had already been captured and dragged away.

They attacked it, annihilated all of them, and let the wild horses escape, but it was inevitable that several of them would die during the battle.

That one was also one of the foals that lost its mother at that time.

We did not leave the plateau right away, but waited for the Demon King's army to arrive later, and for the next few days, we took care of the injured wild horses and foals.

It was because Celine, who was a hunter, had knowledge in that area, and thanks to that, the guy who was dying in pain was able to regain his strength and run again.

After wiping out even the last generation of the Demon King's army, he left the plateau and 10 years later, he came back again for this incident.

Originally, Knightley was going to teach taming a small wild horse, but he changed his plan when he saw that it was the leader.

In fact, if he had just picked Knightley, he probably wouldn't have lasted long and would have been eliminated, but it was a calculated gamble.

Horses are much smarter animals than you might think, and the wild horses of the Brunn Plateau are especially unique.

So, I expected that he would recognize me and stop his rampage soon.

What if they don’t recognize me and continue to cause trouble?

At that time, I just have to step in and subdue them. All you have to do is evacuate the falling Knightley with an instant jump from Orendi.

With all the worst-case scenario measures prepared, Knightley was brought in, and the result was as I expected.

A normal wild horse would have made a fuss without end, but as I ran alongside him and kept talking to him, he remembered me and complied within less than ten minutes.

In this way, a whole herd of wild horses could be brought to the academy and used for practice.

The wild horses of the Brun Plateau are very intelligent and their leaders are especially cooperative, so training and practice in various situations will be possible.

For example, this means that a once tamed horse can 'act' by running wild during a new rider's class as if it were the first time.

There's nothing difficult since Professor Anna is a genius in combat riding (although it doesn't seem obvious from the outside).

"By the way, hmmmnya, I’m thinking of skipping it this year as well."

Orendi, who took the cake from me, picked up another piece of bread and ate it, bringing up a new topic.

"What do you mean skip?"

"Selection of special students. The original operating regulations call for selection at the beginning of the year."

"What is a special student?"

As I asked questions in succession, Orendi looked at me with very suspicious eyes.

"Senior Professor. Just in case, I’m asking, haven’t you read the operating regulations?"

"I didn’t read it."

"Yes? Wouldn’t it be more convenient for you to read it at work? Wouldn't it be difficult if you got caught up in the rules while pushing ahead and got caught in the middle?"

"That's all you need to do if you understand the rules and point it out in the middle. Anyway, what is a special student?"

Orendi, who was looking at me with a puzzled expression, chuckled and explained.

"Originally, our academy starts from the first year by taking an entrance exam, right? However, special students do not take an exam and start immediately from the highest grade, that is, from the senior year, if we count this year."

"Really? Does that special student literally mean a person with superior skills? So much so that you don’t have to take the regular courses in order?"

"That's right. This is a system that is already being implemented in some academies. Producing excellent graduates is the academy’s top priority. Even if you didn't teach from the bottom up, you are from the academy anyway."

"I understand. But our academy has never done that before?"

"Yes."

This is all Kirrin's doing because she was afraid that something unpleasant would happen and she would be dismissed as principal.

"So how many special students are being selected?"

"Up to five people, depending on the quality level of applicants. If they don't meet the academy's standards, they may all be eliminated."

Isn’t this a bad system?

"When are you doing that?"

"A selection notice should be issued around now. Only then will we make the final selection within this month and participate in the formal curriculum for the graduating class."

Orendi glanced toward the main office where Kirrin had disappeared.

"But seeing as there is no news, I think they will probably just skip this year as well."

"Okay. That’s right."

This is the right thing to do. Operating regulations are operating regulations, but they are also an opportunity to receive good external resources, so of course we should do them.

As Orendi said, in any case, all you need is a diploma to graduate from the academy.

If we can recruit a great person from anywhere and have him graduate, we will ultimately build the prestige of our academy.

If we raise the prestige of the academy by raising the quality of its graduates, the Second Princess will be very pleased and will think, 'It will run well on its own without having to promote Dian to the position of principal.'

Let's wrap things up here and finish the rest of today's work, then make a formal suggestion to Kirrin tomorrow.

# # # # #

The next morning.

"Professor!"

I was just leaving the faculty area and heading to the main office when someone stopped me in an angry voice.

When I turned around, I saw Knightley staring at me with a very dissatisfied expression.

"What are you doing at this hour? Aren’t you going to class?"

"It’s still before first period."

"Ah, yes. Then go quickly and prepare for class. I'm busy so I'll stop."

"Wait a minute!"

As I was about to start walking, Knightley screamed and tried to run towards me.

But instead, Knightley approached him with his legs shoulder-width apart and swaying from side to side.

I tried to burst out laughing at that, but I bit my lip and waited for Knightley to approach.

But Knightley's pace was so slow that I had no choice but to ask her for permission.

"I’m sorry, but I have to go see the principal right now. If we don't talk about it right away, we'll die, or we'll talk about it later!"

I'm sorry Knightley, but I have a lot of work to do today, so I need to talk to Kirrin about the 'special student selection' before class.

"Professor! Ouch! Really!"

I hurried to the main office, leaving Knightley's cries behind, and heard unexpected news from the head of the administrative office.

"Yes? You went to the Hwangseong?"

"Yes, Senior Professor. This is a report on pending work."

"Hmm, that’s right… ,"

What's going on with this dark elf all of a sudden? It's a topic that makes me tremble even when the story of the second princess is mentioned.

Suddenly, I remembered the face of Kirrin I met at the stable yesterday.

He was muttering to himself and had an incredibly determined expression on his face.

Usually, when a person makes a big decision, he or she makes a hasty decision.

Don't you just go and do something ridiculous and get scolded and kicked out?

# # # # #

"Phew… Going crazy… ."

Kirrin let out a dry sigh as she saw the walls of the imperial castle outside the rickety carriage window.

An ornate gold plate was placed gently on her lap. This is a report on current affairs to be reported to the 2nd princess.

The reason why Kirin suddenly decided to go to Hwangseong was all because of the decision she made while seeing Dian yesterday.

It was because of the very plan that he had to build up his achievements step by step from now on in order to smoothly hand over the position of principal to Dian and move down to professor.

So Kirin made a report and sent a message to the imperial castle saying she would visit today, and fortunately the second princess accepted.

"So… With this special student selection… Oh, again… Graduation class contest schedule... Hmm, what was it again… . Pre-interview with recruitment agency... ."

While I was repeating what I wanted to report to the second princess, the carriage stopped in front of the main castle.

"Welcome, Principal Kirlin."

The servant who came to meet Kirin guided Kirin into the castle.

As she walked down the hallway, Kirrin took a deep breath and tugged at the collar of her shirt, but it was no use.

The fear that is squeezing your heart won't go away with just a few deep breaths.

Sigh, if I had known this would happen, I would have at least asked Dian to come with me.

I think it would have been a little better with Dian... .

But Dian is busy leading the combat department. Bringing her here is a nuisance to Dian.

And I'm the principal. I have to act according to my position.

If you appear to be hiding behind Dian, the second princess will accuse you of not being qualified to be a principal.

Kirin took another deep breath, walked down a hallway that seemed to lead to an execution site, and stood in front of the second princess's office.

"First, please return everything you have on you."

"Okay… ."

Only after Kirin had poured out daggers, poisonous needles, and snares of all sizes that she had hidden all over her body did she hesitantly knock on the door and open her mouth.

"Ki, Kikiki, Kirrin Nemara… .De, de, de, do I know if I can come in or if I can ask a question... ."

"Come in."

When Kirin heard the second princess' answer from inside, she felt her blood run cold and opened the door.

        
            "Wow?!"

Kirin, who opened the door and entered, was startled and took a step back and tried to close the door.

"I would have told you to come in."

"Ha, but… ."

Kirrin completely froze at the second princess' command and could not move.

Right now, the second princess was just getting dressed by the window. This is a very inappropriate time to receive a report.

But it wasn't just because of that that Kirrin panicked and tried to retreat.

Most of the princess's bare back was covered with terrible burn scars.

So much so that Kirin, who lived in the clan's forest and came out into the world only after the war, couldn't even dare to look at it.

"I’m sorry. I thought I would have enough time before you came."

"Oh, no… . sorry… ."

"It’s okay. Don't stand there, come in. Unless my body is so ugly that it is difficult to bear."

If we retreat from here, we will end up acknowledging that the princess's body is hideous.

Kirin had no choice but to squeak into the office and close the door.

Meanwhile, the princess wearing a shirt buttoned it and slowly turned around.

Because of the scar that covered half of the left side of her face, Kirin met only one gaze and involuntarily lowered her head.

This time it wasn't because of the scar. The 2nd princess has an elegant and beautiful appearance that cannot be hidden even by scars.

However, Kirin did not have the guts to face the second princess's gaze directly.

A woman who participated in the Four Years' War as a commander and proved her abilities by making remarkable achievements while crossing numerous lines of fire.

He is a person who stands at the extreme opposite of Kirrin, who unexpectedly became the principal behind her father's background.

"What is that?"

The princess, all buttoned up, put on a uniform studded with medals and looked at the judgment board in Kirrin's hand.

"This is… Hey, report on current affairs… Here’s the report… ."

"Really? I haven't heard anything about receiving a report. Well, okay."

The princess sitting on the chair smiled and crossed her legs.

"You said you prepared, so let’s listen. Come closer."

When the princess snapped her finger, Kirrin hesitated and stood next to her.

The princess smiled lowly as she looked up at Kirin, who was slightly trembling.

"Why are you so nervous?"

"Sorry… ."

"Report."

Kirrin spread the judgment board in front of the princess with trembling hands and began her report.

"Let’s begin… ."

The contents of the report are the Academy's new projects that Kirin will promote this year.

From the selection of external students with special talents conducted at the beginning of the year, external contests and self-evaluations to verify the abilities of prospective graduates, and hosting of preliminary interviews and briefing sessions for prospective recruits, etc.

It's a bit grandiose, but to put it simply, 'I'll try my best, so please be kind to me.'

The second princess, who could see through everything, just smiled without saying a word and listened to the report until the end.

To begin with, the second princess is several years older than Kirrin in terms of age and is a superior by several levels in rank.

Although he may dislike the complicated political situation in which Kirrin became the principal through the Emperor's parachute, he does not dislike Kirrin herself.

So, the sight of Kirrin expressing her will despite fear in the eyes of the second princess is just cute.

"Everyone is good. Proceed as you reported."

When the report was over, the second princess opened her mouth without hesitation.

"As expected, your report is astounding. It would be good if the working-level officials in our National Security Office could do just half of the work."

"Huh?! Okay, thank you… ! Ouch!"

Kirrin, startled by the sudden compliment, bowed her head deeply and ended up hitting her forehead on the desk.

It was unimaginable words and actions for a dark elf, but now Kirrin was like a reed in a typhoon in front of the second princess.

"But I have one question."

"Please tell me… ."

"In the meantime, despite my orders and warnings, you have been so focused on maintaining your position that you have neglected education and training in combat subjects."

Kirin couldn't even respond to the princess's direct remarks and opened her mouth.

"But looking at the details reported today, it seems like he was determined to clear up his past mistakes and start anew. Why did he suddenly change his attitude?"

"Ah, that’s… ."

Kirin thought for a moment about what to answer.

Here, he couldn't say it was because of Dian. He couldn't say it was because he had faith that Dian would protect him and help him even if he got into trouble while acting boldly.

As Kirin muttered, the second princess rested her chin and asked.

"Is it because of the newly appointed senior professor of combat?"

"Eh… ?! Oh, no!"

Kirrin's eyes widened and she shook her head at the 2nd princess's sharp question, and the 2nd princess laughed out loud when she saw that.

"Let’s say no."

"Not really, sir… ."

"Okay. Got it."

The princess asked as she saw Kirin lowering her head.

"By the way, how is Professor Dian doing?"

"Chief combat professor… I'm very busy these days. As of yesterday, I personally captured wild horses on the Brunn Plateau."

Kirrin told the second princess about Dian coming up with a ridiculous plan and bringing in more than 30 wild horses.

"It’s not just that. The recently built shopping district was promoted almost from start to finish by a senior professor of combat. So both students and faculty like Professor Dian."

"That includes you too."

"That’s not true."

The second princess smiled and said at Kirin's firm answer.

"Okay, Kirrin. I heard it well today. Go back and do your best at your duty."

"Understood, Your Excellency. But actually, I came because I was called… ."

"My business is already finished."

"Yes… ?"

"Stop going back."

"Okay… ."

Although Kirrin was confused, she turned around and left the office because the princess ordered her to return twice.

Looking at the closed door, the princess laughed again.

Originally, the reason the princess called Kirrin was to check the change in Kirrin's attitude after Dian became a professor.

If Kirrin was no different from before, the princess planned to replace Kirrin and appoint Dian or Linus as principal, even if it meant conflicting with the emperor.

The biggest demand for students graduating from the Special Mission Academy early next year will be subordinate organizations, including the National Security Office headed by the Second Princess.

In any case, students selected for each organization will receive additional training there to become more perfect agents, but they must still have raised their level from the academy.

That's why she called Kirrin, and after meeting Kirrin face to face, the second princess decided to put the plan in her mind on hold.

Kirrin today is different from before. I don't know for sure, but it's probably because of Dian.

Other than Dian, there was no special opportunity at the recent academy for Kirrin to change so dramatically.

After all, he is a friend of Sir Linus.

Well then, let’s leave Kirrin alone for the time being.

# # # # #

"That’s it, that’s done, that’s done!!"

On the carriage ride back to the academy, Kirrin let out a scream of joy.

Although I was nervous, I reported well and the princess praised me for the first time.

This is all thanks to Dian.

This happened because Dian came and changed the atmosphere of the academy, protected me, and gave me courage.

Really, Dian… . ha… .

While Kirrin was smiling to herself and cupping her cheeks, the carriage passed through the academy's main gate and stopped at the main office.

"Huh? Are you here already?"

As I opened the carriage door, Dian, who was passing by, stopped and said hello to Kirrin.

"Dian… ?"

Kirin, seeing his face, was filled with joy and affection, and jumped into Dian's arms.

"Dian!"

"Kek!"

Although she was of mixed race, Kirrin was a dark elf, so her leap was quite sharp.

"Dian! Thank you so much! You are the only one for me!"

"Why are you like this?! There are a lot of people watching!"

When Kirrin pressed her face against his chest, Dian got scared and pulled Kirrin away.

Only then did Kirin realize that she had done something crazy because of the emotion of the moment, and that professors of the Department of Combat were standing behind Dian.

"Heek?!"

Feeling ashamed of being seen by everyone, Kirrin took a sharp step back and hit her back against the carriage.

The Combat Department professors stared at Kirin with expressions that revealed their individual tendencies.

Everyone was different, but they all had one thing in common: silence. I don't have anything to say, I don't want to say it, or I'm speechless.

"The Negro principal suggested to the head professor that they should breed."

Breaking through the extremely cold silence, Orc Professor Brog opened his mouth.

"Shut up, brogue."

Professor Morton spoke softly, and Brogue tried to say something else.

"Haha!! They look really friendly and happy!"

Then, Survival Professor Waver laughed loudly and punched the shoulders of Orendi and Pelemia, who were standing on either side.

"How nice to see. Yes? Well then, let us go first! Come on!"

As the professors walked away, Dian scratched his head in embarrassment.

"Principal. Why are you acting like this all of a sudden? Have you lost your mind because you were scolded so much by the second princess?"

"It’s not like that! I was praised!"

Kirin got closer to Dian, chattering excitedly about what had happened in the princess's office earlier.

"So, when I said to the princess, ‘I will take responsibility and complete these things!’ the princess said something to the effect of ‘Kirrin, you are truly the best!’ ."

Kirrin, who had been bragging like crazy, suddenly realized that she had come right in front of Dian and was standing on tiptoe.

"Have you decided to select special students? Good for you. I was already going to tell you that."

Dian smiled and patted Kirin on the shoulder.

"It seems like the principal and I have something in common."

"Sat, there is something in common… ? We're not there yet!"

Kirrin, who pushed Dian away, jumped up to the terrace of the principal's office on the second floor in one leap and ran away inside.

"What, really. Why are you like that today?"

Dian, who was looking up at the terrace where Kirin had disappeared, muttered and walked towards the professors of the Department of Combat Studies who had gone far away.

And a Mayan priest was watching it all from a corner of the main office.

# # # # #

A few days later.

Announcements for selection of special mission academy students were posted throughout the empire.

        
            As the academy decided to select external students with special talents for the first time, the faculty department became very busy.

Although it is the administrative office's job to issue notices and create a place to take the selection exam, the faculty department is responsible for actually conducting the selection exam.

If I had done it normally every year, I could have taken last year's plan and modified it a bit, but since this is my first time, I have to start from scratch.

"Don’t worry too much, you two. I will seek advice from other academy principals. If you are lucky, you can at least receive a copy of the plan."

Kirrin spoke loudly to me and Ismera and went out on a business trip in a carriage.

"The principal is working hard for the first time in a while. Hoho."

Ismera praised Kirrin with a completely different expression and laughed, covering her mouth.

"As this is my first time interacting with other academy principals, it would be very meaningful to achieve even a small result."

Ismera's true meaning is, 'It is obvious that I will return empty-handed.'

But I couldn't really refute that.

There are numerous academies in the empire, most of which, like modern-day universities, have the primary purpose of academic teaching.

And among them, there are some that were established for special purposes, such as our academy or the Imperial Military Academy.

There is even a Special Warfare Training Center, a quasi-military facility whose departments consist entirely of subjects related to combat.

Anyway, these academies are busy competing with each other to receive excellent resources from within the empire, and they are all implementing a system similar to the 'external special talent selection' that we are currently promoting.

This is why Kirin needs to meet with other academy principals to see if they will provide know-how or related materials.

They are sensible people, so they won't attack you outright, but I guess they're just gently turning it around like Ismera.

"For now, let’s prepare on our own while the principal is away."

Ismera and I sat at an open-air table in a dessert cafe and selected subjects for the selection test.

Every time I took a bite of dessert, Ismera would make a very dissatisfied look on her face, but when we made eye contact, she would immediately burst into laughter.

"Professor, don’t you eat it? It’s really delicious."

When I slightly pushed the plate containing the cake forward, Ismera pulled her upper body back in disgust.

"It’s okay. As you know, elves are vegetarians. (Didn’t you know that?)"

"I see. There is no meat in this."

"Not many people know that milk is used when making whipped cream."

"Oh, I can’t eat that much."

As I pulled the plate back and ate the cake, Ismera frowned again, but then covered it up with a charming smile.

Anyway, that elf also lives a very tiring life.

# # # # #

That evening, as I was just getting off work with the Combat Department professors, Professor Lina pointed ahead.

"Hey, the principal is coming?"

Kirrin was just getting off the carriage that stopped in front of the main office. His ears are drooping and he has a despondent expression.

Even if you don't ask, it's obvious what the result of today's business trip was.

"Thank you for your hard work."

"Everyone is leaving work... . Get some rest… ."

When the professors greeted them, Kirin weakly accepted their greetings and ambled into the main office.

"The principal seems to be in a very bad mood today. Do you know why you're like that?"

"I think I failed when I went to meet the principals of other academies and tried to get some information on selecting special students."

"That is definitely unreasonable."

Psychological warfare professor Pelemia adjusted her glasses and opened her mouth.

"All academies are trying to secure excellent resources, but how much more willing will the academy directly under Hwangseong do good work?"

"Hmm, that’s right… ."

Lina thought for a moment and quietly whispered to me.

"Senior Professor. I had a good idea. Please listen to other professors too."

Lina whispered to me and the professors about the idea she had just had.

Infiltration and takeover of Lina's 'good idea'.

The idea was to infiltrate one of the academies that was already conducting an annual event to select external students with special talents, secretly steal a copy of the plan, copy it, and then return it.

"That’s a good idea!"

Kazadar laughed loudly and shouted.

"There is no need to leave the easy way and go back to the hard way!"

"Are you justifying theft now?"

When Morton, who had been listening silently from behind, tackled him, Professor Waver joined in with a smile.

"Professor Morton, you also did a lot during your active years."

"You can’t put this issue on the same line as military operations under the Ming."

"Would Professor Morton’s counterpart at the time have thought that way?"

"Um."

As Waver immediately covered Morton's mouth, Anna also darkly joined in.

"I also agree… . I'm already busy with more horses to take care of... You can't spend too much time writing a plan... ."

"If you don’t leave any traces and evidence, it may end up like it never happened in the first place."

As Felemia spoke while adjusting her glasses, Lina turned to me and asked.

"What do you think, Head Professor?"

Honestly not a bad idea.

Wouldn't it be okay to just take it for a moment, copy it, and then put it back?

It may be an act without conscience, but as Felemia said, if no one knows, it will never happen.

In the first place, it's only someone like Linus who questions whether it's legal or conscience, and if we did it that way every time, neither he nor I would have survived until now.

"I think it’s good too. Then, can you do it right away, even tonight?"

"Of course. But which is better?"

After thinking for a while, I was able to think of a good place.

"Imperial Military Academy. Since that place is similar to ours, let’s steal it from there."

There are several academies, but not many have a combat department.

And even there, there are only a few academies that balance both combat and theory, the most representative of which is the Imperial Military Academy.

It is a place that trains the empire's elite officers, and as far as I know, there are quite a few members of the royal family from here. A representative example is our superior, the second princess.

Therefore, its level is incomparable to our academy, which has a short history and was created for the purpose of infusing new personnel into subordinate organizations of the Imperial Security Office.

There is also a special warfare training center, but it is a place that literally trains ‘active soldiers’ who will be deployed in special warfare, so its personality is a bit different from ours.

No matter how much they perform the same mission, there is a huge difference between soldiers and personnel.

In that respect, the Imperial Military Academy, which trains officers with civil and military skills, is perfect for us.

And even if you get caught and a fight breaks out, it's better to fight with members of the same imperial castle rather than privately.

This is because most private academies are sponsored by nobles, so there is nothing good about being associated with them.

"A military academy… Isn’t the difficulty level a bit high?"

When Orendi reacted somewhat worriedly, Lina smiled and pushed Orendi's forehead with her finger.

"How on earth do you know me? I can do it. If no one knows, it doesn't happen."

Orendi, who was scratching his head, quickly became bright as usual.

"After hearing it, I found out that it was true. great! Let’s go steal it right now!"

"It’s not stealing, it’s renting, reading, and returning. Let’s make this clear."

In fact, Morton may have felt a bit of pressure about making a new plan, but he seemed to be compromising to some extent instead of his previous stubborn attitude.

What I'm saying is that Waver and Lina, who are always in agreement, have already started discussing how to infiltrate, and Kazadar and Brog are also happy that they have less time to use their pens.

Even timid Anna was a little worried, but muttered that it was good to be able to save time looking at the horses.

Felemia only adjusted her glasses, and Geneve, as always, remained silent and did not open her mouth. I wonder what that guy is always thinking.

# # # # #

At midnight, Lina changed into the black uniform she usually wore when infiltrating and appeared in the department's office.

"I’ll come back soon."

"It’s still cold… Please eat this and go… ."

When Anna handed her the warm tea she was drinking, Lina shook her head.

"I’ll go and have a drink. It would be awkward if you wanted to go to the bathroom midway."

"But then it will all cool down and not taste good... ."

"You can boil it again. I'll be back then."

As the masked Lina disappeared through Orendi's portal, Anna put down her teacup on the desk and muttered.

"Is it okay…? . Wouldn’t it be a bit too much to go to a military academy? ."

"Are you afraid that the infiltration professor will fail to infiltrate? Now, let’s all have a late-night snack instead!"

Waver shouted cheerfully, pulling out a cloth-covered basket from under the desk.

It's full of beef jerky, bottled yogurt-like fermented milk, and smoked meat. I made it all myself.

The dry food made by Qirana hunters is delicious and of excellent quality, so it is sold at a very high price to large merchants and noble families.

There is a basket full of such precious food, and the professors are delighted and rush to eat it one by one.

"Mmm, it’s really delicious. After all, he is a Qirana hunter."

"Of course. No matter how I eat it, I never get tired of it."

"Waiver. Isn’t it time to go hunting now? Take me with you then."

" That’s how it should be. The days were warm, and all the meat I had left in the dorm was gone."

"Hey, I want to go with you."

While we were chatting and eating a late-night snack, Lina suddenly popped out from inside the portal.

Why are you coming back so quickly? Could it be that he got caught on the way? I wanted to, but I could see the bundle of documents in Lina's hand too clearly for that to happen.

"Here it is, Head Professor."

Lina handed me the stack of documents in her hand.

"Read it and if it is correct, I will transcribe it and return it immediately."

Looking at the documents, it is clear that the plan is for selecting external special-needs students used by military academies.

"Good job, Lina. It’s the best."

"Ta-da."

Lina smiled and drew a V with both hands over her mask.

"This hasn’t cooled down yet, right?"

Then he took off his mask, picked up Anna's teacup, which was still steaming, and took a swig.

That's amazing.

Isn't it some kind of Guan Yu? You infiltrate the Imperial Military Academy at night before the tea has even cooled down and bring back exactly the necessary documents.

I heard that he was a member of a special team in the past, but I never thought he would be like this.

Anyway, good. Now, let’s complete the plan by modifying it to suit our academy.

        
            Late at night, the theory department’s staff room.

Professor Ismera, the head of the table, announced a short break.

When the professors got up from their seats, Professor Ismera, who was left alone, closed her eyes and massaged her eyebrows.

Ismera is currently working overtime with everyone in the theory department. This is to create a selection plan for students with special talents.

Since you have decided to select students with special talents, you must have a plan to make it happen, but the academy does not have an existing plan, so you have to create a new one.

Such a large project must be undertaken not by individual professors but by higher-ups, but there are three people at the academy who can be called those higher-ups.

Principal Kirrin, Ismera, who is the head theory professor and filling in for the vacant position of vice principal, and Dian, the head combat professor.

Principal Kirrin is so incompetent at writing that he will probably never create anything.

From what I heard, you said you came back from your business trip today without any results?

And there is no need to mention Dian, the chief combat officer.

Just like those ignorant people in the Combat Department, he must have been a special agent or a secret agent, but he caught the eye of a commander somewhere and came in knowingly.

Although until now, I have been miraculously lucky and achieved success several times, like catching a frog while a cow is backing away, this time is different.

The plan for selecting special students is not something that can be done so haphazardly.

It is not enough to simply take the exam, but the score table and weights that reflect the talent our academy wants must be included.

Is that all? There are a lot of things you need to pay attention to, from deciding where to select, planning your route, meals, and even accommodation if it lasts longer than two days.

There is no way Kirin or Dian could do something like this.

So Ismera sees this as a golden opportunity to appeal to the Imperial Palace.

If you take the lead in everything from planning to execution to final selection, the Imperial Palace will certainly positively consider raising Ismera to the position of principal.

Even though she is the daughter of the dark elf who saved the emperor's life, there is a pure-blooded elf with exceptional abilities right below her, so let's see how long she can hold out.

The plan will be completed around lunchtime tomorrow, and Kirrin and Dian will have no choice but to do whatever I say.

"This is really delicious."

At that time, several professors who had gone out came in with something in their mouths. When I looked closely, I saw that it was beef jerky.

"Of course, beef jerky is from Quirana."

Looking at Qirana, it is a beef jerky made by that recklessly optimistic hunter professor in the Combat Department.

The same beef jerky that Professor Dian had forced into his pocket the other day. Ismera was disgusted by the thought of that time.

Elves mainly eat vegetarian food and are very proud of it. To Ismera, Dian's behavior was extremely barbaric and rude.

Really, that guy... .

"Sorry… ."

As Ismera became angry again, the professors noticed and hurriedly hid the chewy beef jerky behind their backs.

"I didn’t say anything. But where did that come from?"

"I met with professors from the Department of Combat Studies outside who were on their way home from work, and I gave it to them to eat while they were working overtime."

"You left work?"

Ismera glanced at her watch and snorted.

There is no way the Combat Department, which knows how to do anything but work hard, has already created its own plan.

And obviously, Dian asked Ismera to show the theory department part for reference once it was completed.

In that case, it is clear that he got tired of waiting for this side to complete the plan first and gave up and went back.

Ismera, who was already halfway through the combat department, had no intention of showing the plan to Dian in the first place.

As early as tomorrow's lunch, we will see Kirrin and Dian so cold that they can't even open their mouths.

Ismera, in a good mood, clapped and called the professors together.

"Now! Now let's start again. You must complete your plan before lunch tomorrow!"

At Ismera's words, the professors of the theory department had to sit down in their seats with embarrassed expressions.

# # # # #

"Take a good rest and see you tomorrow."

"Please come in, Head Professor."

"Please enter. See you tomorrow."

After parting ways with the professors in the faculty area, I walked home alone.

It was past midnight, so most of the houses, including the single dormitory, were quiet with the lights off.

It was so quiet that you could almost hear the sound of waves on the beach southeast of the academy.

However, no matter how good my hearing was, I could not hear the sound of waves far away from here.

Instead, you can sense the sound of footsteps following behind you.

When I glance back, I see combat riding professor Anna hiding behind a wall.

Anna is single, so she lives in the dormitory over there, not here. Do you have something to say to me?

I stood and waited for a while, but he didn't come out, so I turned around. It would be embarrassing if we pretended to know the person who was hiding.

After walking for a while, I heard footsteps running in the opposite direction.

When I turned around, Anna had already gone far away and disappeared into the darkness.

What is he?

When I entered the house, the living room light was brightly on, and Olivia was sitting on the sofa, dozing off.

"Olicia. What are you doing when you’re not sleeping?"

"Ah, you’re here… ? I was waiting for Dian."

Olivia woke up rubbing her eyes and headed towards the kitchen.

"Have you eaten? I prepared it just in case."

There was bread and cheese on the kitchen table covered with a cloth.

"Thank you, but I ate it. Waver brought a late-night snack. You know that jerky from last time?"

"That was delicious. I'm glad you ate."

Olivia yawned as she covered herself with a cloth.

"What were you waiting for? Just sleep."

"How can I sleep comfortably when Dian works so hard?"

Olivia yawned again and this time brought a dry towel.

"Hurry up and go to sleep. Just because you worked overtime today doesn't mean you'll have to go to work late tomorrow."

"That’s right. Thank you, Ollysia."

"This is all for the purpose of telling Dian not to think about anything else. Do you know what it means?"

"Yes, yes. It means you should never quit the academy."

"As expected, you are Dian. Then I'll just go in."

After Olivia went into the room, I took a shower and immediately lay down on the bed.

By the way, Kirin and Ismera should be happy with the combat plan based on the military academy plan.

The reason we scrapped the military academy plan was not for the purpose of winning over the theory department or impressing Kirin.

There's no need to start from scratch when there are good samples nearby. It's better to reduce unnecessary effort.

Moreover, the professors of the Department of Combat are more swords than pens, so the quality of the results is obvious when they sit at their desks and wrestle with each other for several days.

In that case, I think it is better to be flexible so that no one suffers harm.

Since the stolen document has been returned, the military academy will not be aware of it at all, and there will be no damage to the military academy by copying it.

It's good that we can go comfortably, Kirin will just like it, and Ismera will also be good because she doesn't have to cover the combat department.

Ismera will probably come up with an overall plan to appeal to her abilities, so all we have to do is add our field to it, so everyone is happy.

good. Everything is good, nothing is bad.

# # # # #

The next day, just before lunchtime.

"Professor Ismera. It's really okay... ?"

"It’s okay… ."

When Kirrin spoke with a worried expression, Ismera, with red eyes, answered in a tired voice.

This is the principal's office. Kirrin, Dian, and Ismera gathered to discuss the final draft of the upcoming external special student selection plan.

"Your eyes have become ruby-colored like the principal instead of emerald-colored? Don’t you have to go to the medical center at least?"

At Dian’s words, Ismera smiled and shook her head.

"With the academy’s big day ahead, the head professor can’t be lazy."

"Still, your complexion is very bad. You really haven’t slept a wink since yesterday, right?"

Instead of answering, Ismera only smiled haggardly.

"I think it would be best to end today’s meeting quickly and for Professor Ismera to get some rest. Then let’s do it quickly."

With that, Dian first took out two draft copies of the plan and placed them in front of Ismera and Kirrin, respectively.

"First, it is the field of combat studies. It's a bit lacking, but please look at it kindly."

Ismera snorted inwardly.

While everyone in our theory department stayed up all night, everyone in the combat department went home from work.

The result is obvious even without looking at it. Let’s respond appropriately and push into what we have created.

"Hmm… . Professor Ismera... ."

Meanwhile, Kirrin, who had been looking through the plan, looked back at Professor Ismera with a meaningful expression.

"This is what I’m talking about… . I could just use it as is... ?"

"What are you talking about?"

"Read it once. I think so, but Professor Ismera may see it differently."

Ismera, who had no idea what the black principal was talking about, picked up a copy of the plan in front of her.

The title is <Special Mission Academy External Special Talent Selection Plan>.

The outline is obvious, so skip it.

As for the general plan, um… . hmm… . I did it in a way that made it plausible. It looks like the Combat Department isn't just a gathering place for idiots.

However, anyone can make a general plan, and the key is the detailed plan.

It goes without saying that it will be a mess. It may seem great in the eyes of an underqualified principal, but to me, who has even earned a high school master's degree, it's just a guess... .

what… what is this?!

Ismera's eyes widened as she read the detailed plan.

Kirrin asked impatiently at Ismera's rare expression, which was rarely seen.

"What do you think, Professor Ismera?"

"Uh… Uh, that… Umm… ."

Ismera rolled her eyes here and there, confused by the plan that was so perfect.

How did this happen... !? Is this really something that combat science idiots created!?

"Well, it’s true… . I don’t think any additional supplementation is necessary… ."

Although Ismera is dark on the inside, her race's unique pride is so strong that she cannot lie to herself.

The combat science plan that Dian presented was perfect, and it would be no problem to apply this format as is to the overall plan.

On the contrary, he felt like the entire plan he had pulled out after roasting the professors all night was trash, and he felt like he wanted to die.

"You did a really good job, Dean. Praise."

"Haha. thank you Then, let’s eat lunch and eat cake today."

"Ah… Is that how it goes... ."

Ismera gritted her teeth and glared at Dian, who was chatting with Kirrin.

That human… What is it really?!

        
            At this point, Ismera began to have some delusions.

Could it be that the Imperial Palace is considering Dian as the next principal?

No matter how much I think about it, there are more than one or two suspicious things.

Ismera had heard that the imperial castle was looking for a successor to Kirrin through various channels.

They had endured it for several years because of the emperor, but with the first class of graduates coming out next year, the Director of National Security said he could no longer tolerate it.

So Ismera was secretly hoping that she, who also served as vice principal, would become the principal.

But why? The name of Sir Linus, the hero of the continent, came up, but the person who actually came was a delinquent human man with brown messy hair whom I had never seen before.

As soon as he arrived, he destroyed Kirin's academy management method, which had been steadfast despite the pressure of the imperial castle, raised the storefront, and brought in wild horses from somewhere.

And all of this was accompanied by the active support of the Emperor.

Moreover, the plan created by Ismera, a graduate of the advanced master's degree, and professors from the Department of Flying and Crawling Theory, has resulted in a perfect plan that cannot be compared.

At first, I thought Dian, Ismera, was similar to Kirrin, someone who had connections with high-ranking people and became a senior professor.

But now I see that this person has amazing skills.

Ismera is not the kind of person I thought he was. For sure… There is definitely something there.

Any way you look at it, Dian is the next principal prepared by Hwangseong.

Since Kirrin is under the emperor's protection, there is a burden to replace her immediately, so is there an intention to assign her as a head professor and slowly take over the academy?

Then I… ?

Ismera looks at Dian and Kirrin as if the dragon's breath is coming out from her eyes at any moment.

In complete contrast to Ismera's burning insides, Kirrin smiled and adopted Dian's plan as the basic form.

Dian's plan includes the details of the combat department and the overall issues have been established, so just including the theoretical department is complete.

The meeting ended with the head of the administrative office being called in to discuss the budget and other requirements needed to carry out the plan and preparations starting in the afternoon.

"Professor Ismera. Go to the infirmary. When you receive divine treatment, your energy will be restored."

As Dian spoke as he left the principal's office, Ismera shook her head.

"Thank you for your concern, but it’s okay. It is inappropriate for a professor to enter the medical center during work hours."

"No, let’s go together. I, too, slept late last night and was tired, so I need to get some buffs."

"Buff? What is that? oh! Let go of this!!"

When Dian forcefully grabbed her wrist and dragged her away, Ismera was startled and tried to shake off her hand.

However, Dian's grip was so strong that Ismera was unable to resist in any way and was helplessly dragged away.

"I will go on my own feet, so please let me go! My wrist hurts!"

"Oh, sorry, sorry."

When Dian released his hand, Ismera glared at Dian while massaging his wrist, and then walked to the infirmary with strides.

Normally, she would have put on a mask of emotion, but now Ismera is very tired from staying up all night, and she is mentally driven by the speculation that Hwangseong is pushing Dian to become the principal.

As a result, my true nature came out without me even realizing it.

However, Dian, who already knew everything about Ismera, was not surprised and followed behind Ismera with a smile.

"Hello, priest. Please give us some divine treatment."

"Where were you injured?"

When they entered the infirmary, a Mayan priest stood up to greet them.

"I wasn’t hurt. I was wondering if we could both recover from our fatigue after staying up all night."

Ismera looked dumbfounded at Dian’s words.

It has to be that way. Dian went home a little after midnight, and Ismera was the only one who stayed up all night.

"Lie down here. We will infuse your body with divine power."

As Dian and Ismera lay down on each bed in the treatment room, the Mayan priests manifested their divine power one by one.

The golden divine power enveloped Dian's entire body with its unique warmth, and Dian fell asleep without realizing it.

While the Mayan priest turned his back to me and used his divine power on Ismera on the other side, Dian began to doze off.

And after a while.

"Dian. Dian!"

When someone shook me awake, I opened my eyes and saw a black thing looking down at Dian.

"Principal?"

"You’ve been looking for it for a while. What are you doing here?"

"I was receiving spiritual treatment. But why are you looking for me?"

"Didn’t you decide to eat cake?"

Only then did Dian remember that he had jokingly told Kirrin to shoot the cake since she had made a good plan.

"Wake up quickly. I’ll buy you a cake."

"Do you want to eat it, principal?"

"Wake up!"

Kirin didn't answer but grabbed Dian's arm and dragged him. I guess it's true.

"Ah, Professor Ismera… Do you want to go together?"

"I don’t eat cakes containing milk."

"Sorry."

Kirrin looked back at Dian, embarrassed by her unusually sharp reaction.

"Professor Ismera is a vegetarian. Let’s go by ourselves."

"Okay… ."

After Kirrin and Dian left the infirmary.

Ismera, who was left alone, could not overcome the man and hit the bed with his fists.

Damn it, damn it, damn it!!

"Please be quiet in the hospital."

"Sorry, priest… ."

The Maya priest who treated the student who suffered abrasions during practice returned to his desk and began writing down the patient's diary.

[Professor Dian, Head of Combat, visits the infirmary with Professor Ismera, the Elf, Head of Theory].

[They said they both came to receive divine treatment because they were very tired after staying up all night].

[While receiving treatment, the dark elf Principal Kirrin came to see Professor Dian and took him to a dessert cafe, offering to buy him a cake].

[Professor Ismera, who saw this, expressed inexplicable anger and struck the bed several times].

# # # # #

After leaving the medical center, we went straight to the dessert cafe.

"Principal. Are you here? Are you getting a round today too?"

"Yes. That’s right."

As soon as I entered the cafe, the owner recognized Kirin and welcomed her warmly.

"Principal. Is there anyone else who decided to come?"

"Is it just the two of us eating?"

"But why are you ordering just one round? Do you want to pack the rest?"

Kirin then fluttered her ears with an expression of genuine ignorance.

"If we’re going to eat together, shouldn’t we have one plate?"

"Is that so… ? Well, since none of us had lunch, we could probably eat a plate."

However, the cafe owner gave off a hint that it was ‘something you always eat’… .

"I will eat well!"

After putting a cake on the table, Kirrin picked up a fork.

"Mmm! It’s really so delicious!"

After taking a big bite of cake, Kirin's ears perked up like a rabbit. cute.

"From what I saw earlier, Professor Ismera seemed very angry."

Kirin opened her mouth, wiping the whipped cream around her mouth with a tissue.

"Is it because I asked to eat cake without speed? If you had asked me to go eat a salad, I wouldn't have done that."

I laughed when I saw Kirrin, who guessed correctly even though she guessed incorrectly.

"It’s not because of that. This is because the principal adopted the plan I made."

"Oh, was it something like that? but… Professor Ismera's pride must have been hurt."

"Inwardly, I looked down on myself and the Combat Department, but when I looked into it, I realized that was not the case."

"That’s right. Professor Ismera is a pure-blooded elf and has an advanced master's degree. In Ismera’s eyes, I’m probably a terrible principal too."

"Probably so."

Kirrin, who was shaking her head, spoke cautiously.

"Professor Ismera wants to be the principal."

"I know. But it won't be easy. In political terms."

"That’s right… ."

The reason the Second Princess has been unable to dismiss Kirrin so far is because of the Emperor.

So I used Linus as my trump card, and when that didn't work, I presented myself as the next best option.

However, when even that was not possible, they had no choice but to put me in as a professor.

Now, Kirin has become an iron rice bowl regardless of her will, and Ismera cannot overcome that.

If that were possible, the second princess would have immediately recommended Ismera, who was nearby, instead of the hero or the reclusive me.

Ismera's specifications are too small to break the emperor's stubbornness.

"I am always sorry and grateful to Ismera… . If it wasn't for Ismera, I wouldn't have survived."

"I admit that. No matter how he feels on the inside, Professor Ismera is working really hard."

Kirrin let out a deep sigh.

"Ha… . How did I become so incompetent? ."

"In this case, it is said that it is a situation where you can neither withdraw nor add."

"This is my first time hearing something like that… ."

Dejected, Kirin ate the cake with her ears drooping.

# # # # #

With the academy's final plan in place, preparations for selecting special students have accelerated.

We removed one dormitory building and made it a place for applicants to stay during the selection period, and even provided convenience facilities such as a restaurant and a bathroom.

The professor's department did a final inspection of the exam center and score table, and Kirrin wrote letters to be sent to various territories and cities.

The content is, 'The academy is selecting talented people, so lords and mayors, please actively recommend such people if they exist in your region or city.'

The letter containing the selection plan was scattered everywhere through Orendi's magic.

During this time, Knightley came to visit me once, and he apologized for being so busy, but asked for my understanding to meet again after the selection process was over.

Although he looked very dissatisfied, Knightley still understood the situation as it was and walked away.

And then a letter arrived from Linus.

They said the baby was born and that they would invite him to their house in about a month.

Even in this life, newborn babies have weak immune systems, so outsiders are not allowed to enter for a while.

When I opened the box that came with the letter, I found a brightly shining bottle of alcohol wrapped in straw.

"Haha, you bastard."

Armand Brignac. It's an incredibly expensive drink, and I brought it as a gift the last time I came to Brunswell.

How much salary does the empire pay this guy to gift him two bottles of this so casually?

You should save this and share it with your professors later.

A hectic week passed by and the day of selection for special talent finally arrived.

        
            Selection day.

The front gate of the academy was crowded with people from all over the empire, riding horses or carriages.

At the reception desk, where tents were spread out and desks were set up, assistants worked to compare application documents with actual people.

Applicants who passed it passed through the main gate and moved to the main auditorium, put down their luggage and waited.

The evaluation begins immediately after confirming the final attendance status and providing information on the overall plan and precautions.

Those who failed on the first day of evaluation today will immediately pack their bags and go home, and those who passed will go to their accommodations and take the second and last day of evaluation tomorrow.

"You really applied a lot."

Kirin opened her mouth as she looked at the crowded front gate.

"I never thought there would be this many people."

"It is a huge advantage to be able to transfer directly to the graduating class of the Imperial Academy, which is not a private institution."

"Even taking that into account, it’s a lot."

As Kirin said, all kinds of people came.

There is no difference between men and women, and the variety of skin colors, hair, and eyes, as well as difficult-to-understand dialects, make one feel dizzy.

How many different outfits are there?

"Personal armament is not permitted. Please return it here and receive a storage certificate."

The instructors blocked the people who came armed with swords, spears, and shields.

Those guys are part of the famous Revlan mercenary unit. Why did these people who make so much money apply here?

"There! Don’t burn the beginning of the year carelessly!"

One of the teaching assistants shouted at the men in fur cloaks who were gathered in small groups, burning tobacco and emitting toxic smoke.

Those guys are from the north. I'm so ignorant that I don't understand most of the social norms. I'm not suited to be an academy student.

"Please dress neatly! This is the Imperial Special Mission Academy!"

The head of the administrative office went up to the podium and shouted loudly through a loudspeaker.

His eyes were drawn to a large, shirtless man with indiscernible tattoos all over his body.

Judging by the tattoos and the jewelry he is wearing, he is clearly from the faraway Pretonos Islands Federation.

Really amazing people applied.

Is that all? Dwarves, Orcs, Lizardmen, Gnomes, Beastmen, and other races are so diverse that it seems like all the intelligent people of Imperial nationality who came here after reading the selection notice have flocked here.

But somehow, the more you look at it, the more severe the face value is.

Due to the nature of the academy environment, there is an age limit, but no matter how you look at it, there are more than a few suspicious things.

I need to tell the receptionist to carefully compare the application form with the actual ID card.

I went to the reception tent, and sure enough, it was different.

"What are you talking about? You’re over age!"

A cat prisoner was barking, the fur on his entire body standing on end.

"According to the cat age calculation method, you are over forty years old in imperial standard age."

When the teaching assistant showed the standard age calculation chart for each species, the cat beast showed its fangs.

"There was no such content in the notice!"

"It clearly says here, ‘A person who has not exceeded twenty years of age according to the imperial standard age.’"

"Kyaaagh! Who reads the notice in such detail?"

"Anyway, no. Please go back."

"Why on earth are you letting that bearded old man in?"

The cat beast got angry and pointed at the bushy-bearded dwarf who was just passing through the reception area and entering the academy.

"She is eighteen years old this year. You're a dwarf."

"This is racial discrimination!!"

The cat, Suin, was crying loudly and suddenly started gurgling and spitting out a hairball.

As the sticky hairball, which looked like vomit, fell to the floor, the people around them retreated in horror.

There is no such thing as a nuisance.

"Hey. I just grab one and turn it around."

At my command, the assistant sighed and took something out from under the desk. When the cat beast saw this, its eyes began to shine with greed.

What was in the assistant's hand was a small bag containing a few catnip leaves. He saw several cat figures among the application documents, so he ordered them to be prepared just in case.

Most of the cat beastmen are self-righteous and arrogant, so they often use ridiculous and unreasonable tactics like now, and it is quite a pain to chase them away.

If he didn't like it, he would go wild, scratch, and make a fuss, so I had to prepare a countermeasure.

"Sleep. Take this back with me. If it doesn't work, it doesn't work."

"Quickly… Give it to me quickly!!!"

Suin, the cat who grabbed the bag of catnip while drooling, hurriedly opened the bag, stuck his nose in it, and took a deep breath.

"Hyaaaang… ."

The cat, whose whites were exposed and almost in a trance, turned and walked away, staggering as if he was drunk.

"Chief Professor!"

While I was laughing at the cat Suin leaving, an employee from the administrative office urgently looked for me.

"Please come quickly! There was a fight!"

"Are there no teaching assistants?"

"Right now, teaching assistants are in a situation where they can’t do anything. The head professor must step forward!"

I went to see what was going on, and what on earth was that?

Two young orcs were glaring at each other. In each hand was a sharp double-edged ax and a vicious iron club.

The academy guards who came out to provide manpower hesitated, not daring to intervene in the orcs' fight.

Looking at the tattoos on each other's forearms, does this look like a meeting between hostile tribes?

"The guy who will cut you into pieces and kill you!"

"The one who will cut the bones, boil the meat soup, and feed it to the wyvern!"

When one orc flashed its fangs and raised an axe, the other orc responded by slamming an iron club on the ground.

"Hey. This isn't an arena. Choose whether to pretend not to see each other and hand over your weapons, or to give up and fight."

"Don’t intervene!"

"It’s a fight between orcs!"

Then the orcs gave each other blood-curdling battle cries.

"Heek?!"

Kirrin, who followed me, pulled down her ears and trembled, and everyone around her also flinched and stepped back.

There is no such thing as a mess. I guess I can't put those things into words.

"Kyaaa! My bracelet!!"

Just as I was about to get between the orcs, a woman's shrieking scream came from the other side.

A slim, gray-colored woman was screaming, hugging herself in fear.

"My bracelet was pickpocketed! Everyone run away! Everyone, if you don’t want to die, run away!!!"

What is that again?

"I am a werewolf! Things change without the bracelet! Run as far as you can!!"

werewolf?

I immediately looked at the woman's wrist, but I couldn't see the silver bracelet that was supposed to be worn by werewolves to suppress transformation... ?

"Don’t be stupid, let’s go!"

Suddenly, the woman's body bulged and her mouth began to protrude. It is transforming!

The woman who grew bigger by tearing off her clothes instantly turned into a bipedal wolf over 3 meters tall.

A transformed werewolf in the middle of a crowd of people. A dangerous situation that cannot be compared to two orcs holding an ax and an iron club and shouting battle cries.

This is why it was clearly stated that being a werewolf is disqualification... . However, if you claim that the silver bracelet is an ordinary accessory, there is absolutely no way to find out when in human form.

This is really annoying.

"Let’s borrow that."

"Crrr!!"

As soon as the iron club was snatched from the orc's hand, the werewolf rushed towards us.

As I took off my cloak and wrapped it around my left arm, Kirin shouted from behind me.

"Dian, it’s dangerous!! Avoid to the side!"

Kirin's dagger grazed my shoulder and flew forward. However, the werewolf threw them all away with a single wave of his arm.

Then this time he threw a noose around the werewolf's neck and hung it. Amazing workmanship.

But that can't stop the transformed werewolf.

The werewolf grabbed the noose around his neck and swung it like a whip, causing Kirrin to float in the air and be thrown to the other side of Hoeng.

"Ugh! Ouch!"

The instructors swarmed in and caught the falling Kirrin.

"Everyone, don’t interfere! I'll take care of it!"

He waited for the werewolf to get close enough, stretched out his cloaked arm, and the creature bit down on it.

I reached out through my dried cloak, grabbed the guy's tongue, and hit him on the head with the iron club.

"Awesome!"

The werewolf who had been hit squarely on the head fell to the floor, screaming.

While holding the werewolf's tongue as it struggled to get up, he mercilessly struck down the iron club and gave instructions.

"Someone go and bring a spare silver bracelet."

"Kkegaegaggang! Wow!"

"Here you are, Head Professor!"

Catching the silver bracelet thrown by the instructor, I hit him with the iron club a couple more times to prevent him from resisting and then put the silver bracelet on his wrist.

Then, similar to when she was transformed, the werewolf instantly returned to a naked human woman.

I didn't know what to do, so I told him to prepare some silver bracelets like catnip, but he used these again.

Who knew that a werewolf actually applied while hiding his identity?

"Thank you… ."

The woman who greeted me with faint eyes fainted, and the teaching assistants rushed to help her.

"Take me to the hospital. You must tell the Maya priest that you are a werewolf."

As the assistants took the woman to the infirmary, she turned and looked at the orcs.

"If you’re going to keep fighting, go out and fight, otherwise… ."

"We are friends!"

The orcs who were staring at me in bewilderment suddenly started acting friendly, putting their arms around each other's shoulders.

Ugh, those idiots.

"I defeated the werewolf without being properly armed… ."

"Could it be a polymorph dragon? ?"

Kirrin came running, pushing away the people who were whispering.

"Are you okay?!"

"It’s okay. By the way, there is no such thing as a complete mess."

Since this is the first time, there are many mistakes. Next year, I will take lessons from this year's events and strengthen my application qualifications.

Kirrin held my arm anxiously, a shadow casting a shadow over her already black face.

"It’s already been like this… Can we properly evaluate this many people?"

"Don’t worry. I'll probably run out of another half before lunch today."

The first evaluation of applicants is a physical fitness test.

Regardless of whether you go to the field or work internally after graduation, as it is a ‘special mission’ academy, physical strength must be maintained.

If you don't have good physical strength, no matter how smart you are, you won't be suitable for our academy, so we plan to first check your physical strength and quickly weed out the unsuitable people.

If you are weak and smart, it would be better to go to another great traditional academy rather than here.

"Principal. This place seems to be roughly organized, so let’s move to the main auditorium… Joe… ."

As I was just looking back at Kirrin, I trailed off and focused on what I could see over Kirrin's shoulder.

It was bright pink hair mixed in among the bustling crowd.

A girl with rare pink hair hanging down to her waist in pigtails was staring at me.

Judging from the type of armed force, it looks like he belongs to the Leblanc mercenary unit standing in front of the reception desk over there. Was there a girl like that there?

During the war, I worked with the Les Blanc mercenaries, and I heard at the time that Les Blancs did not hire female mercenaries.

But that kid looks too young and delicate to be a mercenary... . Is it a wizard or another class?

Well, I'll find out more later when I'm finally selected.

"Let’s go, Principal."

There was no answer, so I turned around and saw Kirrin being pushed by the crowd and floating away.

I quickly ran over, grabbed his hand, and brought him behind the reception tent.

"Wow, I almost got into big trouble. Thank you, Diane."

"Why do you even leap as a dark elf? Why are you being pushed around?"

"If the space is too tight, even that is not easy."

Kirrin smiled embarrassedly.

This is a person who takes a lot of effort in many ways.

        
            After some fuss, registration at the main gate was completed.

Get rid of people who filled out false applications and get rid of people who appear to be unqualified. For example, things like having limbs that are not in good condition or not being able to read letters.

When I counted the people gathered in the main auditorium, about 1/3 of the initial number of applicants had evaporated, leaving about 200 people.

If about half of the people are eliminated through the physical fitness test over there, about 100 people will disappear again within the morning.

The remaining children will be evaluated this afternoon and tomorrow, and if even one fails, they will be kicked out on the spot.

As expected, only three people will survive to the end. The standards for the Combat Department have been set very strict.

Kirin said it was too harsh, but Ismera had a competitive spirit and made their theory evaluation extremely difficult.

It is a tremendous privilege to be transferred directly to the graduating class, obtain an official academy diploma next year, and enter a related institution.

Moreover, since it is being implemented for the first time this year, the Imperial Palace will be keeping a close eye on it.

Therefore, a method is to boldly weed out those who are not qualified and, if there is no one you really like, not to select them at all.

If I pick a half-baked kid, get caught in the imperial palace, and cause a blemish on Kirin's career, it could create a butterfly effect and make me the principal.

"Principal. Let’s get started now."

" That’s how it should be."

Kirrin went to the podium and greeted the two hundred applicants.

"Hello, this is Academy Principal Kirrin Nemara."

"Nemara… ? That dark elf clan, Nemara?"

When Kirin introduced herself, the applicants murmured.

"Thank you for applying to our Special Mission Academy. We hope that you will achieve good results and we will proceed with the selection process."

Following Kirrin, Ismera guided the overall selection process and precautions.

To be honest, Ismera, standing on the podium, looked much more like a principal than Kirrin.

The elegant and dignified appearance and atmosphere unique to pureblood elves. A soft, clear voice and coherent words and actions.

In addition, he holds an advanced master's degree, which is equivalent to a doctoral degree. He is perfect without any reproach.

That's why I don't understand why you hate Kirrin so much. Honestly, I think I would do the same if I were Ismera.

If Ismera becomes the principal right away, our academy will develop much further.

But what can you do? Now that the emperor has intervened, it has become impossible to win based on pure skill.

It is absolutely impossible for Ismera, a high-ranking diplomat, to turn the tables on a war hero and one of the most important positions in the empire, the second princess, who is head of the National Security Office.

As I carefully looked around at the applicants, I once again found the girl with pink hair.

The color was so bright that it immediately came into view, and this time I was able to observe the girl's face more closely than before.

Now the girl was smiling with her arms crossed and her legs crossed.

The drooping corners of the eyes are pink, similar to hair. The smile on his face is so relaxed that if anyone sees him, he looks like an already enrolled student, not an applicant.

Judging by her white skin and slender neckline, she doesn't look like she used to work as a mercenary.

However, the armament from earlier clearly belonged to the Leblanc mercenary unit. Is it really an indirect combat skill like a wizard?

That's just as strange... . Why on earth would a wizard apply to a place like this?

If you want to learn more magic, you'll go to the Magic Tower, and if you want to make money with magic, there are plenty of places to go.

Then I guess it's a spiritist or healer type. I honestly don't know about that either.

Each function has its own unique atmosphere similar to a cartoon or game cliche, but he doesn't feel that at all.

The more I look at it, the more puzzling it becomes... .

Then, suddenly, the girl looked at me as if she felt my gaze.

The girl who made eye contact with me stared at me for a moment, then turned her gaze back to Ismera.

# # # # #

The physical fitness test has begun. The location is the grand parade ground.

There is a huge flat area in the very center of our academy, so wide that it would not be a problem to practice cavalry assault.

Here, applicants must pass a variety of physical fitness tests.

What I value most is measuring the running around the outskirts of the grand parade ground.

Agents in the field must have excellent endurance. You have to have endurance so you don't get tired easily and you don't get tired easily so you don't despair easily.

And due to the nature of the agent's duties, it is not uncommon for agents to enter dangerous areas alone and then have to flee or escape to a safe area alone without any support.

In times like this, having the endurance to walk and run without stopping is a must.

Physical fitness testing began with professors and teaching assistants from the Department of Combat.

In the physical fitness test, failure standards are set for each item, so if you fall short in even one item, you are immediately considered to have failed.

Therefore, the number of applicants who survived the final stage, the long run, instantly decreased by 40 percent, from the initial 200 to 1120.

"I will be doing long runs from now on, so I would like to spread some precautions."

While Waver was educating the applicants on safety-related matters, I looked at the applicants' faces.

And I was able to find that pink girl there again. I was with several former Leblanc mercenaries who had escaped elimination.

The fact that you have come this far means that your basic strength and endurance are above par... .

Then he is definitely not a wizard. A wizard is a profession that requires a lifetime of study, so they usually have lower physical abilities like Orendi.

Are you really a mercenary?

what… I've seen many women who demonstrate just as much prowess as men on the battlefield, so it's not that strange... .

Actually, there are a lot of other girls besides that girl, but the reason I keep getting eyes on her might be because of her ridiculously colored hair.

As I was watching, the girl suddenly raised her head again and looked at me standing behind Waver.

We make eye contact too often for it to be coincidental.

"Then everyone, stand at the starting line!"

As the applicants lined up with nervous expressions, Waver blew his whistle sharply.

"What is that?"

Isn't the girl in pink running ahead of the leader at a tremendous speed, breaking through the applicants who are rushing off?

If you run like that from the beginning, you will get tired along the way, but is that okay?

"You’re overdoing it."

Waver smiled and opened his mouth, probably thinking something similar.

"For long-distance running, stamina distribution is important."

"Looking at him, he looks like he belongs to Leblanc. Do you know anything about him?"

"Isn’t Les Blancs a famous large mercenary unit? That girl belongs there? No way."

"No. As for my armament, I continued to travel with other LeBlanc mercenaries. Could it be that she is the daughter of the mercenary leader Leblanc?"

"Okay. I've never heard of that person having a daughter."

Waver, looking at the pink girl who was already half a lap ahead, snapped his fingers.

"I think maybe they hired friends from Lesblanc rather than being affiliated with Lesblanc?"

"As a bodyguard?"

Among wealthy commoners who cannot have private armies due to lack of titles, they often hire mercenaries for long periods of time and use them as private armies.

Or, as Waver speculated, there are cases where money is paid for short-term security purposes.

"I’m not sure, but if you think about it that way, it makes sense. In case something unpleasant could happen during the selection process, the bodyguard mercenaries may have come along as applicants."

"That’s right. What you say makes sense."

During the short conversation, the girl is already catching up to the last place applicant. It's really incredibly fast.

I wonder if I can actually run twenty laps around this wide parade ground at that pace.

And about an hour later.

Surprisingly, the girl who beat the other applicants by several laps reached the finish line first.

Although he sweated a little, he seemed to be barely out of breath, indicating that he was in very good physical condition.

"Thank you for your hard work. You’re really good at running, aren’t you?"

As I spoke with a smile, the girl looked up at me with somewhat mischievous eyes.

"Do something."

"I like that confidence. However, the physical fitness test is the first hurdle, and there are many evaluations to be made afterward, so let’s not let go of tension until the very end."

"Keep this in mind."

There doesn't seem to be anything special. As Waver said, she seems to be the daughter of a wealthy family who wants to become a civil servant.

Thirty minutes after the girl crossed the finish line, latecomers began to arrive one by one.

It's not like you collapse and vomit as soon as you cross the finish line.

A Mayan priest who came to provide medical support busily went around and provided sacred treatment.

A total of 60 people passed the physical fitness test.

The first 200 people came, the number grew to 120 at the reception desk, and from there, the number grew to 60 through the physical fitness test.

The first evaluation has barely been completed, but as many as seventy percent of the initial applicants were rejected.

In the end, most of the applicants were imaginary numbers that did not meet our standards, and now the real evaluation begins.

I wonder how much will ultimately be left tomorrow afternoon.

While I was thinking about this and that, I felt like someone was watching me, so I looked around.

There, beyond the fallen and whimpering applicants, a girl in pink was standing crookedly with her hands on her hips, looking at me.

I tried to catch that gaze, but the girl didn't seem to have any intention of avoiding it and just stared at me as if they were going to have a snowball fight.

We've made eye contact a few times, and now we're openly looking at each other like that.

"Senior Professor. There is a brief meeting regarding the afternoon evaluation."

Just then, a teaching assistant came up to me and spoke, so I took my eyes off the girl and headed towards the main office.

As I walked, I looked back and saw the girl was still looking at me.

        
            After lunch, the afternoon evaluation began.

During the afternoon evaluation, the field of our combat department was Geneva's basic armed combat.

We spar with our combat instructor with only a wooden sword and evaluate its quality.

Since it was none of my business for other theoretical evaluations, I put my back and quietly headed to the outdoor training center.

Ismera can be seen over there among a group of theory assistants carrying test questions.

This pure-blooded elf is so tall that he looks like a peacock mixed in with chickens.

Ismera, who was leading the teaching assistants, looked at me and smiled a beautiful and elegant smile that melted the hearts of those who saw it.

"Thank you for your hard work, Professor Ismera."

Ismera's expression slightly lowered her head towards me, but her expression suddenly turned cold.

But it was a moment that no one but me could have captured, and we passed each other as if nothing had happened.

Anyway, that elf lives a really tiring life.

Just as I arrived at the outdoor training center, a pink-haired girl named Sophie was facing the combat instructor with a wooden sword slung over her shoulder.

"Are you here?"

Geneve, who was looking at it with her arms crossed, greeted.

"I came to take a look. That girl."

"Let’s begin."

The sparring began with the sound of a whistle.

The one who moved first was the combat instructor. He quickly approached the girl with narrow, fast strides and launched an attack.

As the team was composed entirely of people who had worked hard on the outside, the attacks of our combat instructors were absolutely impossible for ordinary people to block.

However, the girl slowly turned her body as if she was dancing and let all the attacks go.

Since there was a prior warning to work hard at all costs, the instructor pushed the girl even more fiercely, and the girl retreated to the end of the sparring area.

No matter how you look at it, it seems like you're doing it roughly.

"You are not a real applicant."

Geneve, perhaps noticing this, similarly assessed the situation.

The girl who had been being pushed around suddenly tilted her upper body to the left in a threatening motion, and the teaching assistant flinched and took a step in that direction.

"Oh my."

I was tricked.

The wooden sword that was draped over the girl's shoulder fell at an absurd angle and hit the instructor.

"Gagging!"

Before he could defend himself, the wooden sword fell on the assistant's shoulder and he fell to his knees.

The teaching assistant stepped away with support from other teaching assistants, and Geneve scribbled down the evaluation sheet without saying a word.

Meanwhile, the girl who was left alone looked at me with her characteristic smile.

After looking at me for a moment, the girl threw her wooden sword on the floor and turned around to leave the sparring room.

I don't know if he knows me or if he just looks good.

# # # # #

Evening after afternoon evaluation.

In the conference room, under the leadership of Kirrin, all members of the faculty gathered to discuss the progress of the selection process.

The final 30 applicants survived today.

Kirin made a list by lining them up in order of detailed grades, and checked one by one what the evaluations were to be conducted tomorrow and whether preparations had been completed.

The name at the top of the list is ‘Sophie’. Is this the pink-haired girl?

"Probably so."

Felimia, a psychology professor sitting next to me, answered my questions.

"Because I was so unique, I took a look at the application form."

"Is there anything special?"

"They say he belongs to the Leblanc mercenary unit."

The LeBlanc Mercenary Corps is a large mercenary group that is notorious in the empire.

However, it was not like that from the beginning; it was a type of organized crime that originally started with about ten gangsters who were active in the Les Blancs area.

They were vicious and cruel by nature and would do anything for money, so they mainly took on the dirty work of nobles and gradually expanded their scale.

As the rumor spread, the scum of the earth began to gather here and there, and as it grew bigger and bigger, the name was eventually changed to a mercenary unit.

Afterwards, during the Four Years' War, they took on all the burdensome requests for the legion and established a specialty, growing rapidly and becoming the large mercenary force that it is today.

A twenty-year-old girl from a mercenary unit... .It’s definitely something special.

"Does Les Blancs also accept female mercenaries? As far as I remember, I don’t think there was anything like that."

"Not until now. This kid must have recently joined the mercenary army."

"Do you know anything?"

"There is some intelligence that I came across through various channels."

Pelemia adjusted her glasses and told me what she knew.

That kid joined the mercenary army a few years after the end of the war.

He suddenly stormed into the mercenary headquarters and made a persistent demand to use him.

At first, the mercenaries thought she was crazy and told her to go away, but instead of backing down, she made an outrageous statement, saying, 'If you don't accept me, I'll rip off the head of the mercenary leader.'

One of the mercenaries got angry and tried to hit the girl in the face, but he broke his neck and went into a vegetable state... . What kind of development is this?

Anyway, the girl who proved her skills went straight into the mercenary army and achieved significant results here and there.

Even women can use a knife and kill someone. But even so, the process of joining the mercenary army is completely absurd.

If you are 20 years old this year, you would have been younger a few years ago, but you broke the neck of a Leblanc mercenary who had gone through many hardships?

"Are you sure about that?"

"If you distrust the Chief, it will become a lie, and if you trust it, it will become the truth."

Pelemia smiled vaguely at my question. He says he can't give a definite answer.

"But anyway, for a girl to be Les Blanc at this age, her history is quite strange."

"Right?"

"Then why did you apply here?"

"I applied together with three other Leblanc mercenaries. They are all 20 years old too."

"Hmm, okay… . It would be difficult to see four people trying to leave the mercenary group at the same time. As expected from Waver, I guess he came along to protect someone."

"Here, this."

Felemia took out one of the application forms and showed it.

"What is this? Zenobi Trade Center? Aha."

The daughter of a wealthy merchant from the continent applied to become a special student at our academy.

In that case, the Leblanc mercenaries became volunteers and followed him into the academy to guard this precious person. With ordinary bodyguards, they would have been stopped at the main gate.

Now everything makes sense.

Then let's see. On the list of successful applicants today is Zenobi’s daughter… There is none.

Then, the Leblanc mercenaries who came along to protect me will all give up and go back. It's a bit of a waste.

Kirin, who checked preparations for tomorrow's evaluation, this time talked about the problem of those who failed today going home.

Normally, I would have sent them home, but it is too late, so if I send them out now, most of them will stay overnight nearby.

Kirrin's position was that the academy should take responsibility for going that far to take the test.

It was true, and it seemed like doing so would help improve the image of the Academy, so I agreed, and all the Combat Department professors followed me and expressed their approval.

Professor Ismera, across from me, just smiled and twitched the corners of his eyes.

Kirin and I may want to completely oppose it, but it seems like we can't bring ourselves to do it out loud because it's an objectively good plan.

"What do you think, Professor Ismera? You should give your opinion."

"Hoho… . The principal pays close attention to details that we may not have thought about due to being caught up in our schedules."

Regardless of what was going on, Ismera had no choice but to agree, and as a result, it was agreed that all of today's eliminated candidates should receive lodging and food at the Academy and depart tomorrow morning.

"Thank you all for your hard work today and cheer up again tomorrow. Above."

Kirin left and the meeting ended.

When I looked out the window, it was a completely dark evening. I'm slowly getting hungry.

What does Olivia have in store for you today?

The academy is a school, so of course there is a cafeteria.

It is large enough for both faculty and students to eat, but the taste is just acceptable.

It's not that it's not delicious, but it's also not worth the expense of eating home-cooked meals, so I always go home and have dinner with Olivia.

As the shopping district was raised, branches of famous restaurants opened there, but it was always so dirty that it was difficult to eat there.

I guess I'll have to expand the shopping district later by emptying another building next door.

"See you all tomorrow."

"Please go in."

"Rest well, Senior Professor."

I parted ways with the professors at the intersection of the faculty area and headed home alone.

As I felt the rather warm night breeze, I thought about a girl named Sophie.

I'd like to have that kid as a student at our academy.

This was true during the physical fitness test as well as in basic armed combat. He is a talent that you cannot afford to miss.

If at least one such student with special talents enters the academy, it will be promoted externally, and more applicants will flock next year, allowing the academy to select high-quality resources.

Also, due to the improvement in the quality of graduates, the second princess will think that it was a good decision to have Dian as a professor and not to touch Kirrin.

But now it's not 10 years ago and I'm a professor at the academy. It would be difficult to force my will to be carried out.

Still, I can't help but feel regretful.

No, wait a minute.

Since I'm not leaving today and I'm at the academy, should I go to their dorm and try to persuade them?

If you're going to risk your life anyway, it might be a good idea to convince the special agent that he or she has more merit... .

But what is that kid?

My knowledge of the original work was discarded 10 years ago when the Demon King died. I don't know what happens next.

At that time, Sophie would have been a ten-year-old child, and even if she had distinguished herself, I would have known right away.

He is a child who stimulates curiosity in many ways, including the fact that he joined a vicious mercenary group before he was even 20 years old.

As I was walking, thinking about various things, I suddenly stopped.

As I looked across the dark street, I quietly opened my mouth.

"Come out."

Someone slowly walked out from behind the wall over there.

Pink hair that is clearly visible even in the evening twilight.

It was Sophie, a Leblanc mercenary who entered the Academy as the bodyguard for Zenobi's daughter.

"It’s been a while, Dean."

Sophie, who was blocking the path with her hands on her hips and her crossed legs, grinned.

Just turned twenty.

A girl who was only about ten years old when I was active knows my name.

It's like we've known each other since long ago.

What is this situation?

After weighing various possibilities, I was able to come up with a reasonable guess.

Was it really that… .

"Hello, Hindra Star."

There is no explanation for the current situation other than this.

Unless it's a dragon that polymorphs into a human woman.

Hindrasta's smile grew wider as I noticed his presence.

        
            "I know that humans age quickly... ."

Hindrasta looked me up and down and said.

"How come you haven’t changed at all?"

"Because I’ve been playing hard for the past 10 years."

"Palza is good. Some people are going through humiliating days filled with shame and anger."

I laughed out loud at those words.

"Isn’t ten years a blink of an eye for a dragon? I'm still shaking like crazy. Just like back then."

Hindrasta's eyes twitched.

"But… ."

Instead of replying, Hindrasta looked over my shoulder and around the area exaggeratedly and asked.

"Have you found the yellow head that always sticks around?"

"Ah, you mean Linus, the hero who built the Buntang Lizard Hindra Star?"

Hindrasta's eyes twitched again.

"Far from dying, I am living very well. We met recently and drank together."

"But why are you alone?"

"She doesn’t work here."

"Not here?"

"Yes."

"Then where is it?"

Hindrastar inquired about Linus' whereabouts.

"To be honest, I don’t even know where it is. Anyway, it’s not here."

"That’s right… . That yellow head is not here... ."

Hindrasta closed his mouth and thought deeply.

"If you want revenge on Linus, just quit. Don’t get in trouble again and get completely kicked out this time."

But Hindrasta doesn’t answer, as if he can’t hear me.

Meanwhile, I took a close look at Hindra Star.

A young, cute face and a petite body. Even the pink pigtails that attract attention everywhere.

Even if you polymorph, why do you have to look like that? Your taste is truly unique.

White Dragon Hindra Star. Also known as Buntang Lizard.

Considering the lifespan of a dragon, this is a relatively young individual, and he has been interfering with the human alliance to an absolutely disgusting extent throughout the past four years of war.

He comes and goes here and there across the wide front lines that span the entire continent, overturns battles that were almost won, cuts off supply routes, starves the entire corps, and is annoying anyway.

There are more than one commander who suffered nervous breakdowns and hair loss because of that guy.

However, surprisingly, he never went into battle directly.

All it does is suddenly appear, blow its breath into the air, cast the dragon's special ability, 'Dragon Roar', mess up the battle scene, and then disappear quietly.

The first scene I witnessed at the front after receiving the mission to exterminate Hindra Star was truly spectacular.

As soon as Hindra Star appeared, both animals and people were busy running away, so tents were destroyed, food was spilled, and weapons were thrown away... .

The mere sight of the dragon's shadow makes me startle and turn over, but it's strange that I'm still fine since I've heard the dragon's thunderous breath and the dragon's unique roar that scares the weakest beings into submission.

Even in this fantasy world, dragons are extremely rare monsters that are treated as semi-legendaries.

The funny thing is that even the demons on the scene were so confused that they all scattered, so when Hindra Star appears, it is correct to say that the battle is completely ruined for both sides.

In response to this, the Imperial Intelligence Department came up with an analysis that Hindrastar appears to have participated in the war just for the sake of 'difficulty'.

Although they move on the side of the Demon King's army, they do not openly cooperate with the Demon King's army. It is questionable whether there is a contract between them or whether there is such a thing as a contract.

In addition, the basis was that the dragon appeared suddenly, threw the battlefield into chaos, and then disappeared repeatedly, and had no history of mass destruction, which is quite possible.

So, Hindra Star was given the nickname 'Bunchang Lizard', and Linus and I, who had been promoted to officers at the time and became members of the Special Forces, were given the task of eradicating it.

After traveling around the entire continent for several months to the point of getting portal sick, I received intelligence that Hindrastar was moving towards the rear of the retreating noble army.

I almost hit him there, but unfortunately I missed. In the meantime, he met the Duke of Toulouse, who was one of the commanders of the noble army at the time.

Perhaps even then, Hindrasta did not intend to exterminate the noble army, but simply wanted to see the humans running wild in fear.

Anyway, fortunately, Hindra Star disappeared completely after the war and did not show up even after the war, so I thought it was dead or hibernating in its nest.

But who would have thought that we would suddenly meet at the Academy with pink hair and pigtails?

Why on earth does it have to look like that... ?

Even as his thoughts reached this point, Hindrasta continued to stand there motionless.

I was hungry so I spoke first.

"Hey, are you listening? Just stay quiet. Don’t just scratch and make a mess."

Since Hindrasta has never directly caused any damage, it is very difficult to charge him with any serious crime.

If you say, ‘I was just going on an outing outside the nest, but you arbitrarily misunderstood my intentions,’ there is nothing to say.

On the contrary, if you say, 'I'm glad that it ended on that level even after making a fuss around my nest,' it's a pain in the ass.

Therefore, unlike the demons and other traitorous intelligent races who were tried for war crimes, the Hindrastars were not wanted or tracked down, and were gradually forgotten by the world.

So, if you live quietly while hiding your appearance from now on, you will be able to live a long and healthy life without any problems.

"Do you understand? Because you're smart, you know what I mean? Even though Linus and I beat you up, you're a dragon so you recovered quickly... ."

"Thank you."

Hindrasta opened his mouth, interrupting me.

"Okay. Thank you, right? What kind of person in the world would give life advice to a dragon? If you know, go back quickly… ."

"I wondered what would have happened if I had died during that time."

Hindrasta interrupted again.

"I was worried that I wouldn't be able to get revenge, but I'm so thankful that I survived and was fine."

"What?"

I felt a subtle air current begin to flow through Hindrasta's body. The aura that only extremely strong beings like dragons can use has been activated.

Ha, that’s really… .

"An imbecilic guy. I shouldn't have said that the yellow-headed guy wasn't here."

Hindra Star slowly approached me, glowing with aura.

"You must be quite foolish to let your enemy know that you are defenseless?"

"What are you talking about, really? It's not that I'm not smart, it's just that it doesn't really matter whether Linus is there or not. And you!"

He raised his finger and pointed at Hindrasta’s feet.

"Stop coming closer!"

Then Hindrasta grinned.

"Are you afraid?"

"That’s not it, the floor is all ruined!"

The pavement that had been stepped on by Hindrasta's shoes, which had activated the aura, was cracking. There are already dozens. Fixing that all costs money.

If you're repairing something old, you're spending money on the school's budget that you don't necessarily need to spend.

I already have a lot of places to spend my budget, but tsk.

"I have to kill you here and clear up the shame of 10 years ago!"

The Auror danced wildly on Hindrasta’s shoulder.

When I saw that, I knew that words wouldn't make sense.

Dragons are arrogant and stubborn, so once they decide to do something, they will do it until the end.

Moreover, Hindra Star is a dragon with a humiliating history of running away after being beaten by humans who treated it like scum.

Since he has decided to seek revenge and Linus is not here, he must have concluded that he can at least punish me, and there is nothing in this world that can stop it.

Now, I don't want to fight a dragon that I have no personal feelings towards, but I have no choice.

If that guy were to go back to the main body, it is certain that the residential area here would be destroyed.

When you consider the cost of restoring it, it is much cheaper to defeat that guy here.

And I had another idea besides that.

That's what came to mind right after I found out that that girl named 'Sophie' was a polymorphed Hindrastar, and that thought was... .

"Die!"

Hindrasta rushed towards me, tearing the paving stones to pieces.

As expected from a dragon, the density of auras was so enormous that it felt like an invisible wall was closing in.

If you stick that into the ground, the paving stone will be damaged again... .

After making a decision in the short moment when Hindra Star was rushing in, I tore the Auror to the left and right with both hands and grabbed Hindra Star's neck.

"Kek!?"

Hindrasta, who was grabbed by the neck, looked at me with puzzled eyes.

"Uh, why… ?"

"Why? It’s a natural result."

"Obviously… I'm alone... ?"

He pulled Hindrasta by the neck and kicked him in the abdomen with his knee.

"Wow!"

With a short groan, Hindrasta's body went limp.

If you're a fan of dragons in the first place, the number doesn't really matter whether it's one or two.

So you thought you could kill me in a polymorph state, so you didn't change into your original form?

You idiot.

First of all, when you wake up, let's talk.

A good idea occurred to me.

If we use this guy well, he can greatly contribute to the development of our academy.

I lifted the fainted Hindrasta on my shoulders and headed to the infirmary.

        
            "Hello, priest. Sorry for the late time."

The Maya priest stood up and went to the infirmary with Hindrasta on his shoulder.

"I am an applicant for this special talent selection. I said my stomach hurts."

"Lay on this side."

After putting Hindrastha down on the bed, the Mayan priest began sacred treatment.

As golden divine power enveloped his abdomen, Hindrasta slowly opened his eyes.

"Ugh… . What happened... . I was definitely alone... ."

"Didn’t you feel something strange about the two of you making you like that in the first place? What difference do you think it would be if a person like that were alone?"

"Damn it… ."

A single tear flowed from Hindrasta's tightly closed eyes.

"I was trying to get revenge for making me do that... . I got hit again this time... ."

"So I clearly warned you."

"Damn it really… ."

When the Maya priest returned to his desk, I spoke quietly to Hindrasta.

"Now you have two options."

"What is it… ."

"First, since you got into trouble again this time, let’s have a three-way face-to-face with Yellow Head and I."

"Hiik!? no! I hate that even to death!!"

As Hindrasta made a fuss, the legs of the bed creaked as if they were about to break at any moment.

"Calm down. You said there were two options."

"What is the second one, then."

"The second is to become a student at the academy here."

"What?"

Hindrasta looked at me with an expression that said he didn't understand at all.

"What are you telling me to do?"

"Didn’t you come here posing as an applicant to closely guard the daughter of Zenobi’s boss who applied for the selection?"

"That’s right."

"You currently have the best grades among the applicants. If you do this, you can be selected as a special student and attend the academy. That's what I'm saying. Erase all the past."

"What? Erase it?"

Hindrasta squeaked.

"You can never erase it! Are you telling me to forget that shame? Ouch… ."

Hindrasta, who was raising his upper body, groaned, clutching his stomach as if the pain had not yet subsided.

"Then, of course, the first option… ."

"Kaaak! You bastard! Ugh, my stomach hurts… ."

"You’ve already figured out the situation. You can never get revenge on us. And."

He continued speaking, preventing Hindrasta from retorting.

"At that time, we had received orders to kill you. Considering the damage you caused to the Human Coalition, shouldn't you be thankful that you survived? If anyone hears it, they'll think the two of us have invaded an intact nest."

"So… What should I do? . Are you telling me to become an academy student?"

"Yes."

"How on earth does that benefit you?"

That's a huge benefit.

Polymorphed dragons have abilities that exceed those of ordinary humans.

If such a great talent graduates from our academy, the Second Princess will definitely be satisfied and will continue to use Kirin as the principal.

"Select. Three-way meeting or academy graduation? There is no third option. Refusal to choose is rejected."

"I will! You can do it! I'll do that for you... !"

Perhaps because of anger and shame, sobs were mixed at the end of the screams.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck… . Why should I fall so far into the abyss for being so angry? ."

Unlike me, who was infinitely happy, Hindrasta sobbed with tears streaming down her face.

"Why on earth is my Yongsaeng so twisted? ."

# # # # #

A long time ago.

In a deep mountain valley, there lived a young dragon, Hindrasta, who had just become independent.

The only things around were jagged rock peaks and stupid trolls and ogres, so Hindra Star was very bored.

Having to live like this for tens of thousands of years, wouldn't there be something interesting?

While I was sitting around worrying, someone came to Hindrasta's nest.

At first, I thought they were humans, but unlike humans, their heads had horns similar to those of mountain goats.

They introduced themselves as demons and said that they were waging a holy war to rise up and reclaim the continent unjustly occupied by humans, centered around the immortal hero, the Demon King.

[What is war?]

"Many people are divided into sides and fighting."

[Hoo, yeah… ?]

Hindrasta, intrigued by those words, stroked his chin with the tip of his tail and fell into thought.

"Please help us, great White Dragon Hindrasta!"

The demons fell flat.

"The Demon King offered various rewards if Hindrasta cooperates."

Meanwhile, the demons kept talking about gold coins, treasures, and the biggest palace.

But that was something only mortals with short lives would be interested in. Hindrasta was only obsessed with that thing called ‘war’.

So, you're saying that the demons and the rest of the races will split sides and fight, and I'll join them too, right?

This sounds really fun, right?

[would.]

In this way, Hindrasta participated in the great war that would later be called the Four Years' War.

The Demon King was overjoyed at the addition of Hindrasta. But it didn't last long.

"Why on earth did you come back without annihilating us!!"

He was clearly told to go to a certain battlefield and wipe out all the armies of the Human Alliance, but the Demon King was angry at Hindrasta for returning empty-handed.

[If we kill everyone, the war will end too quickly. I don’t like that.]

"The reason I invited Hindrastar in the first place was not for fun, but to win as quickly as possible and liberate the continent!"

[Then just leave?]

"No, that’s not it… ."

Even after that, Hindrasta paid no heed to the orders of the Demon Lord's Army leadership and only visited the large battlefield, giggling at the sight of the army being shocked by his appearance.

At first, the demons cheered when Hindra Star appeared, but when they heard 'Dragon Roar', which they could not identify as enemies, they retreated in ignorance.

When you spread your wings and blow out your breath, it's so fun to see them running away without looking back, regardless of whether they are on your side or mine.

Compared to the boring days in the mountain valley nest, the war was a very strong dopamine stimulant for Hindrasta.

In the end, the Imperial Intelligence Department's analysis that Hindra Star would have participated in the war for the sake of 'difficulty' turned out to be exactly correct.

The short period of a little less than two years was the best days of Hindrastar's life.

But that ended the moment the empire gave a special order to exterminate Hindrastar.

Yellow-headed Linus and messy-haired Dian are two of the worst special agents.

Dragons are quite stubborn and show an obsession that borders on obsessive-compulsive in areas they are passionate about.

But that crazy special lease was even worse than that.

I thought I had been left out, but he suddenly came out and was waiting for me in the place I thought this was the end of it.

After months of waiting, Hindrasta finally decided to quit the meaningless game of tag and go into hiding for a while.

This was right after Linus and Dian forcibly tamed the wild wyvern on the spot, climbed into a blind spot, and attempted to ride on Hindrasta's back.

Hindra Star, who discovered it at the last moment, shouted Dragon Roar, and the frightened Wyvern turned and flew away.

Then, surprisingly, a crazy guy named Dian jumps out of the wyvern, flips upside down, and falls free onto Hindrastar's back?!

Fortunately, due to a sudden gust of wind, he missed Hindrasta's body and fell straight to the ground.

Linus then hit the fleeing wyvern with the club he used to tame it, forcing it to turn and catching Dian just before it was dispatched.

Seeing this, Hindrasta felt 'fear' for the first time in his life and went into seclusion for a long time without saying a word to the Demon King.

Hindrasta, who had been in seclusion for a long time, couldn't bear it as his instinct for anger kicked in again.

They say that unlike dragons, humans have a short lifespan and forget quickly. At this point, I've probably given up.

"Hey, you fucking golden lizard! He disappears without saying a word and then quietly appears from somewhere... !"

The top staff gave a new mission to Hindrasta, covering the mouth of the demon king who was so angry that he risked his life and poured out abusive language.

The request is to block the rear of the Human Alliance's noble army, which has recently suffered a major defeat and is retreating.

That sounds fun.

[would.]

And there, Hindrasta was eventually caught in an ambush by Linus and Dian, and was beaten to the brink of death before desperately escaping and saving his life.

But Hindrasta's hardships are not over yet.

Not only did she recklessly intervene in the conflict between the creatures, but the dragon elders realized that she had been robbed and punished her.

The punishment is a restriction that makes you polymorph into a human and never allows you to return to your original body.

[You are not worthy of living in the form of a dragon! Live like that for the next thousand years and reflect!]

In this way, Hindrasta was forcibly exiled to the human world and joined the Leblanc mercenary group, which was able to make money by force in order to make a living and was said to offer the most money in the world.

While living as a mercenary, Hindrasta also dreamed of revenge.

However, Linus had already become the hero of the continent and could not be approached without permission, and the cub named Dian was either dead or unknown.

Then, recently, I ran into Dian at the academy after receiving a request to accompany and provide security as an applicant when the daughter of a wealthy person was going to take an exam.

It is said that humans age so quickly that they cannot even be compared to dragons.

It's already been 10 years, and seeing as he's just a professor with nothing to do, it's clear that his physical abilities are declining.

Moreover, since it was certain that the yellow-headed bastard was no longer there, Hindrastar was finally trying to take revenge from 10 years ago.

However, Hindrastar was unaware of the fact that although humans die faster than dragons, they do not rapidly weaken in just 10 years.

As Dian grabbed him by the collar and planted a knee on his stomach, and his eyesight went black, Hindrasta had to admit that he had made a complete mistake.

This isn't it... . Why do things always go wrong when I get involved with this guy?!

And now Dian is asking her to become an academy student.

If I keep doing this, I will never be able to return to being a dragon and will truly become a human!

# # # # #

Meanwhile, in the Mayan priest’s patient diary:

[Professor Dian visits the medical center with a woman who appears to be a minor who fainted in the middle of the night due to stomachache].

[There are clear signs of strangulation on the neck, and the bruises on the lower abdomen are quite large. [It is suspected that there was a strong shock].

[Professor Dian said to the patient, ‘We did it together that time too, so why can’t we do it alone?’ and the patient responded, ‘It happened this time too.’ Exact details unknown].

[The patient continued to caress her stomach while shouting, ‘I can never erase it,’ and when Professor Dian continued to say something, the patient cried and said, ‘I will do it. I answered, ‘You can do it.’ Afterwards, he lay down and sobbed for a while].

        
            That's how I got a promise from Hindra Star to become an academy student.

Hindrasta returned to the applicant dormitory sniffling, and I also headed home with a relieved heart.

I am so lucky to be able to receive a polymorphed dragon as an academy student.

As soon as I entered the house in a good mood, what I saw was Olisia sitting at the already cold table, very upset.

"Dian! Why on earth are you here so late?! Also, did you spend your time extravagantly at some place like a dessert cafe?"

Olivia suddenly urged me.

"I’m sorry. Among the applicants, there is someone who wants career counseling."

"Hmm… . I see."

Olivia nodded in satisfaction when she heard that I was late because of academy work.

What Olivia is most afraid of these days is that, by chance, I'll be kicked out for making a joke like I did at Brunswick and go back to Brunswick.

"Good. I'll reheat your meal. In the meantime, please take a shower."

While Olivia put the pot on the stove, I washed up and changed my clothes.

Tonight's dinner is bruguignon, beef braised in wine.

When I tasted it, it was very soft, indicating that it was made from very high quality meat.

Recently, when I worked overtime a few times because of the special talent selection, Olysia said that I needed to replenish my energy, and I guess that was it.

"It’s really delicious."

"Because I made it with all my heart all day long. So, did you finish today without any major problems?"

"Of course. Who am I? It's Dian."

"You're making a mistake if you're too overconfident."

I giggled and told Olivia about what happened today.

The main gate of the academy, where people of all races flock to become a market place. The evaluation was intense and the eliminated candidates were being cut down like a fall harvest.

However, he never mentioned anything about 'orcs' and 'werewolves'.

If you tell them about interfering in a fight between orcs or suppressing a werewolf rampage, Olysia might foam at the mouth and roll her eyes, asking why you did such a dangerous thing.

"It’s really amazing. He's only 20 years old, but he's working in a mercenary unit and even applying to the academy."

When the story reached the topic of Sophie, a girl from the Leblanc mercenary unit, Olivia's eyes sparkled and she clasped her hands.

"Well, I’m not sure if he’s a great person. " He’s not exactly a great dragon.

What kind of dragon in the world joins the war just for the sake of causing trouble, but then gets kicked out of the clan for shame after being robbed, and lives in human form?

# # # # #

Before the evaluation started the next day.

I waited in front of the applicant's dormitory and called Hindrasta aside.

"What, what! What are you going to do again?"

"Shut up. You."

The music band pointed a finger at Hindrasta and spoke sternly.

"Do not intentionally think about getting eliminated."

"If you’re not good at it, you might fail."

"Ho, really?"

He crossed his arms and looked down at Hindrasta.

"If you fall, I will immediately report to the Imperial Palace that I have found your whereabouts. So what happens?"

"This crazy bastard?!"

"The Hindra Star that I couldn't find and forgot about has appeared, so I guess I should catch it again, right? Who will come to catch me? Linus and I will come like before, right? This time, I couldn't even transform into the main body... ."

"As long as you don’t fall!"

Hindrasta frowned with a pale, blood-stained face.

"Not falling is not everything. Be the chief. You have to be the top student to become a special student."

"That’s impossible. I'll try, but... ."

"If you do not become chief, I will immediately report to the Imperial Palace that I have found your whereabouts. So how… ."

"Aaaa! okay! Do it!"

In the end, Hindrasta burst into tears again.

Apart from the fact that he cried when he was being beaten up in the rear of the noble army, it seems that he has a tearful personality, apart from being rude.

I'm not sure about the scientific basis for dragon tears, but I heard that they're good as a magic ingredient, so I got a few drops and sold them, which was quite satisfying.

Now that I'm in a polymorph state, I have no use for it.

"Captain! Aren’t you going?"

At that time, the Leblanc mercenaries who were ready to leave the academy waved their hands.

"Didn’t I tell you that I wouldn’t return to the mercenary army?"

"I didn’t do it. I was already going to say it now."

"Then go quickly."

When I slapped him on the butt with the wooden practice sword used when patrolling the school, Hindrasta ran away in disgust.

"Let’s go, Captain."

"I’m not going!"

"Yes?"

The Leblanc mercenaries looked at each other in confusion at Sophie's sudden remark.

"You’re not going?"

"Are your ear holes clogged? That kind of maggot-like mercenary unit won’t go back!"

"Why suddenly… ?"

"Do you think a delicate lady like me would be suitable there? uh? Get out of my sight right now!"

Hindra Star went on a rampage, taking out his anger on the mercenaries who he loved.

I wonder if they really had to do it that way, but it's a dragon so it's not like I don't understand it. Dragons treat other races like insects.

Still, if you want to stay at the academy from now on, you shouldn't show such trash-like personality.

I think I need some socialization training.

Anyway, like that, the second day of evaluation began.

When I entered the writing evaluation room, I saw Hindrasta sitting there, resting his chin and doing nothing.

"We hope that all applicants will do their best until the very end!"

When I deliberately shouted loudly for them to hear, Hindrasta found me and flinched, put his head down and played hard with his pen.

Still, the dragon is a highly intelligent monster that uses something, so it doesn't seem like it's really bad.

"Come on, everyone! The high ground is not far away now! Cheer up everyone!"

"Fuck fuck… ."

As I followed each evaluation site and encouraged him, Hindrasta glanced at me and muttered a curse.

# # # # #

After all evaluations were completed, the entire faculty, including Kirin, gathered.

First of all, I checked the comprehensive report card and luckily the first place was Hindra Star.

As it is a polymorph dragon, it naturally demonstrated outstanding skills and achieved satisfactory results in the combat department evaluation, which focuses on force.

Although the theoretical evaluation was a little lacking, the combat field was so overwhelming that it was already impossible to catch up in the overall score.

There was already a feeling among the professors that Hindrasta would be the final selection, and Ismera didn't seem to have any disagreement with that.

If I had known that there was some kind of connection between me and Hindrasta, I would have been extremely opposed to it, but there is no way I could have known that.

And even if you knew, it wouldn't be a problem because it wouldn't be cheating.

Polymorph dragons have capabilities that far exceed those of ordinary humans, so the reason why Hindrastar became number one was purely due to his own abilities.

Moreover, although the notice states that werewolves and vampires are not allowed, there is nothing prohibiting polymorphed dragons.

In the first place, there is no need for a dragon to polymorph and take an academy exam.

So there is no problem with this. I was just trying to do my best and force myself to do my best to get out of the hospital.

Considering both the overall score and the observation evaluation score, it was unanimously agreed to select Hindrasta as a special student.

The 2nd and 3rd places were also quite good, but they were not comparable to Hindrastar, and at Ismera's suggestion, it was decided to limit the successful candidates to 1 on purpose.

"I don’t think there is a need to intentionally relax the criteria to increase the number of successful applicants. Since it is the Imperial Special Mission Academy of the Empire, there is a need to instill the perception that selection is strict."

This is of course correct. After all, Ismera is an elite professor who, aside from her shady personality, is incredibly capable.

Kirin decided to announce the final results and went with the professors to the auditorium where the applicants were gathered.

"Thank you once again for applying to our Special Mission Academy. According to the academy’s internal standards, only one successful candidate will be accepted."

Applicants murmured at Kirin's words on the podium, and Hindrasta closed her eyes with a desperate expression, clasping her hands together as if praying.

I don't know if I'm hoping to be selected or eliminated. Anyway, the thing I hate about both is the same.

If you are selected, you will have to live here with me, and if you are eliminated, you will have a three-way confrontation with Linus.

Then, we will announce the final successful candidates."

"Goddess, please ask. I'm sorry for all the trouble you've been through. Please have pity on me... ."

As Kirin paused, the hall became quiet, and the sound of Hindrasta's prayer could be heard especially loudly.

A dragon looking for a god. This is a rare situation that would make even a real goddess faint from shock.

"The final successful candidate is Miss Sophie from the Les Blanc mercenaries."

"Ugh!"

At Kirin's announcement, Hindrasta let out a roar that was unclear whether it was a scream or a cheer.

"Congratulations, Miss Sophie. And a word of consolation to the remaining applicants who were unfortunately eliminated... ."

However, Kirin's words could no longer be heard due to the wailing sound of Hindrasta, who sat down and cried quietly.

"I guess I’m very happy to have been selected."

"What kind of academy are we? Of course I'll be happy."

He gave a reasonable answer to Lina's words and gave Hindrasta a thumbs up.

"Aaaargh!"

Hindrasta, who saw this, cried mournfully as if the world had collapsed.

At that time, I heard a crunching sound and turned around to see the Maya priest present with the professor, looking at Hindrasta and writing something in a small notebook.

Are you following up on the recovery status of patients discharged from the medical center?

You are so sincere. As expected, he is a priest highly recommended by Lormane.

        
            From the day after selection, Hindra Star was immediately placed in the graduation class, where only the students with the best grades entered.

This is the class where Knightley Toluz is the class president.

There are a lot of smart kids there, as well as kids from noble families with good pedigrees like Knightley. Will Hindrasta, who used to be a mercenary, be able to get along?

I thought it would be different, but as expected, Hindra Star had an accident from the first day.

Some children from noble families who found out that she was a Leblanc mercenary who only the ignorant and uneducated people of the world gathered together started a fight, but Hindrasta beat them all up and sent them to the infirmary.

I heard that the ten hospital beds on the first floor of the medical center were full, but the fact that there were ten kids fighting with the transfer student was even more absurd than the fact that Hindra Star had had an accident.

Doesn't this seem like a more urgent need for character education for current students rather than Hindra Star?

Still, the good news is that Knightley is not involved.

I will have to talk to the class professor later.

The disciplinary committee was not held.

This is considering that he was a monumental first special selection student and although he threw his fist first due to ridicule, it was an extremely unfavorable situation of 10 to 1.

Ismera expressed great disgust at the idea of resolving the situation through violence, but my thoughts are a little different.

"In any case, isn’t this proof that our selection criteria were accurate?"

Ismera's eyes when looking at me seem to say, 'Ignorant combatant.'

Still, we can't just ignore it, so we have to call Hindrasta and give him some admonitions.

If you come forward like this every time there is a problem, you may end up being referred to the disciplinary committee.

"Hey, I’m a teaching assistant. Go Hind… No, please bring some students to Sophie. It's a meeting."

"I’ll call you right away, Head Professor!"

After a while, Hindrasta came into the professor's office swaggering.

"What is that expression?"

"I'm on my way after scolding some arrogant bitches."

"That’s why I called you. Sit down."

As he pointed to the chair, a look of wariness appeared on Hindrasta's face.

"I’m telling you clearly, they started the fight first. Do you know? They asked me what I did in the mercenary unit, and they said I worked as a prostitute, not as a mercenary!!"

"I’m not deaf, so don’t scream. Calm down and sit down."

When I pointed to the chair again, Hindrasta sat down with an angry expression and crossed her arms.

"Do you drink tea by any chance? Or should I give you some cookies or pies?"

"I don’t want to be with you even for a minute, so just get to the point quickly."

"Okay. Then only I eat this."

When I took out a whipped cream cake wrapped in paper wrapping from a drawer that had been repurposed for snacks, Hindrasta's eyes were focused on this.

"What is that?"

"There is a dessert cafe in the Academy shopping district, and I bought it there. This is really delicious, but I was honestly nervous that you might say I was eating it."

As I took out a fork and cut the cake into large pieces to eat, Hindrasta tried to look away.

"So, why did you call me?"

"I know very well that dragons look down on humans. But even here, it’s difficult."

"I told you! You treated me like a prostitute!"

"Yes, I know. I'm not trying to say whether I did a good or a bad job with this incident. However, it will be difficult if violence continues to be used in the future."

"Then what should I do? Also, if someone talks nonsense to me, are you telling me to just put up with it and move on?"

"Try to use the system."

Hindrasta slightly tilted his head at my words.

"Because humans live together in large numbers, they make social agreements with each other. That's the system. Here at the Academy, we have a very great system called duels."

"Duel? Fighting one-on-one, risking your lives?"

"I won’t risk my life. You fight according to the rules under the professor's mediation with a practice wooden sword."

"There is something like that at the academy? Isn’t this where kids study? It's uncivilized."

"Because it’s not just an academy. Anyway."

He said while dabbing the cake with a fork.

"This was my first time, so I got over it, but if I beat him up again next time, I might get disciplined. If disciplinary action accumulates, students will be expelled. I'll leave it to your imagination as to what will happen if I get expelled."

"Ha, fuck… ."

Hindrasta sighed and massaged the back of his neck.

"Okay, I got it. So, if something happens, I can challenge him to a duel, right? If you called me to say that, I'll leave now."

Hindrasta jumped up from the chair, turned around, and asked.

"You bought that at a dessert cafe in the shopping district?"

"Uh. why? Will you buy it too?"

Hindrasta opened the door without even pretending to listen to me.

And then, instead of going out, he just stood in the doorway. what are you doing?

Now I see someone blocking Hindrasta's path.

Knightley, with lovely blonde hair and arrogant golden eyes, was looking down at Hindrasta.

"Get out of the way."

"You get out of the way."

When Hindrasta spat out, Knightley responded coldly.

"If you don't get out of the way, I'll challenge you to a duel."

You're using what you just learned, that one.

Knightley chuckled at Hindrasta’s threats.

"It looks like you're all arrogant about picking on innocent bitches, but I'm different."

"Then we are all the same human beings. A duel... ."

"Stop. Knightley, you get out of the way."

Anyway, Knightley is no match for Hindra Star, and on the subway, he is the one who leaves first.

At my command, Knightley stepped aside with a very dissatisfied look on his face.

Then, Hindrasta deliberately hit Knightley hard on the shoulder and went out.

"That cheap bitch… ."

Knightley, who was glaring at the back of Hindrasta's head as he walked away, soon entered the professor's office with an arrogant attitude.

"What's going on with you again?"

"Professor. What are you doing now?"

Knightley asked incredulously.

"Wasn’t today the day you were supposed to have private lessons?"

"Oh, that’s right. right. I forgot."

"I waited at the training center for a long time, but he didn’t come, so I came."

"Sorry. Interviewing a special student. Let’s go."

Knightley asked as he walked to the training room.

"What were you talking about with that girl earlier?"

"It wasn’t a big deal. Because of the fight this time. Don’t do that again in the future."

"You look like an ignorant mercenary."

When Knightley sneered, he pointed it out.

"Everyone in this world knows that the Leblanc mercenaries are ignorant. But if you say it's a prostitute exclusively for mercenaries, will you use it?"

"I didn’t say that."

"Your followers said that. I have to manage it."

"Why do I manage those bitches?!"

Knightley got angry and objected to my words.

"I have nothing to do with them, right? Since I'm a duke's daughter, I'm just following you around to make sure nothing happens."

"Is that so? Then we are not friends."

"I have no intention of being friends with low-class petty nobles."

Knightley single-handedly bullies the entire academy. amazing.

"Anyway, Sophie, how are you doing? Have you made any friends?"

"Well, I think I like the ones below."

Oh, this is surprising again?

"Tell me more about it. What do you like?"

Knightley said that the followers who called Hindrasta a whore and such were gangsters who roamed around the academy.

He had been harassing and harassing kids with low grades or low backgrounds, but Hindrasta beat them all and suddenly became a hero.

So, to put it simply, it's like a transfer student destroyed a group of students. Plus, everyone likes her because she has a pretty face and nice body.

"In fact, it seems like the special student has no intention of forming friendships with the people around him."

As a dragon, Hindrastar defeated humans that were hostile to him and ignored humans that approached him with kindness.

"You probably won’t make a single friend until you graduate?"

Knightley smiled with contempt, as if he thought such a Hindrasta was laughable.

I think it's common for me to have no friends.

"By the way, Professor. Why are you so interested in that special student?"

"Isn't it natural to wonder if you are adapting well as you are a member of the 1st generation who was chosen with difficulty?"

"Is that so? However, please be careful as a third party may view it as inappropriate curiosity."

I burst out laughing because I thought what kind of bullshit was this.

"Aren’t you so stupid as to think that I’m digging into her because I have some strange feelings for her?"

"Please express that you are not stupid, but that you are open to various possibilities."

"This is the class president of the class with the highest grades. The future of our academy is dark."

"What?!"

Knightley raised his eyes and responded with a smile.

"By the way, Professor. I think I missed the training center?"

Knightley, who had been walking for a while, stopped and looked around.

Where we are now is near the academy's east gate.

If you leave the door in the direction where Knightley had previously conducted night-time infiltration training, you will be taken to a mountainous area on the outskirts of the capital.

"Wasn’t it supposed to be done at the training center?"

"You can do that later in class. Still, since it is a private lesson provided by a combat chief, shouldn’t there be a differentiated curriculum?"

"What are you planning to do this time? ?"

Knightley got scared and stuttered. But I can't teach you now.

If you tell me, I will definitely run away.

If you say you're going to capture a wild troll, it's natural for you to run away.

# # # # #

"What are those… ."

Hindrasta was hiding in the corner of the building and watching as Dian and Knightley left the academy's alumni hall side by side.

Hindrasta, who left Dian's professor's office earlier, pretended to go to the lecture building, then took a sharp detour and hid in the bushes at the main gate of the lecture building.

The blonde human who was having a snowball fight with him seemed suspicious.

Hindrasta has often seen that cheesy soup-and-eat attitude.

The hostesses of noble families who visit to consult on requests are usually like that. So, is that human woman Dian's hostess?

But judging by his attire, he was clearly a student, right?

No matter how little experience we have in the human world, Hindrastar knows that it is abnormal for a professor and a student to marry.

Moreover, after coming here and looking into it, I found out that Dian is single. I heard that he lives with a little bitch who is either a slave or a maid in the faculty housing area.

An unmarried professor and a female student he taught secretly went out through the academy's alumni gate to a forested place... .

Moreover, I heard that Dian is a head professor or something that does not teach students directly... .

Why on earth would you go to a place like that... ?

Hmm… .

Hmmmm… .

They say you can't give up your dog's habits and your dog can't stop pooping.

Hindrastar's instinct to fight began to stir.

        
            "Where are you really going?"

Knightley asked in a somewhat annoyed voice as he followed me up the hill.

"You’ll know when you go?"

"What strange thing are you trying to make me do again this time?"

"That’s strange. The goal is to teach in an environment similar to the field."

Knightley didn't ask any more questions, but he still couldn't shake his suspicions.

"Senior Professor. This way."

How much higher did it go up? Waver's voice was heard from the top of the slope.

However, only voices are heard and no figures are seen.

"Where is it?"

"Here."

As I looked around, Waver appeared among the well-camouflaged beats in the shady bushes.

The body was covered in mud and covered in twigs and leaves.

"Please come in here."

When I lifted the cloth covering the entrance and went inside, there was a small pipe leading to the valley ahead.

"Are they still there?"

"Yes."

When I look at the observation hole, I see something lying deep in the valley.

It is a muscular humanoid monster troll with grotesquely elongated limbs covered in dirty hair.

It must have just caught its prey, and a bone with flesh attached to it is rolling around next to it, and the creature is sleeping with its mouth open.

Since it is a hill near the city center, there are no natural enemies, so they live in peace. It's like looking at me from my time at Brunswell.

"Where do you think you came from?"

"I don’t know for sure, but when you think about it, there is a high probability that it came from Honebe."

"What is the basis?"

"They say a new mineral vein is being drilled there. I heard that they even hired a wizard, so it seems to be quite large."

"So, they lost their habitat and came here. Well, this is the only place nearby that has a suitable environment for trolls to live in."

While Waver and I talked about the troll's funnel, Knightley looked at us in confusion.

"Sorry for interrupting you, Senior Professor. We're on our way, right? There is no time to waste time here."

"A waste of time?"

"That’s right. Troll hunting is Professor Waver's job, and he gives me private lessons... ."

Knightley made eye contact with me, trailed off, then closed his mouth and turned his gaze towards the still sleeping troll.

Then he looked at me again.

"Lie."

"It’s true."

"Don’t do this."

"That’s what you wanted."

"I didn’t want this. I didn't want to go troll hunting... !"

He stopped Knightley, who was about to scream, and put his finger on his mouth.

"Quiet. If it wakes up and jumps, it's hard to catch its tail again."

"What kind of crazy talk is this about troll hunting? !"

"Capturing, not hunting."

"That’s it… !"

When Knightley gave a low growl, Waver laughed.

"Knightley student. Then what were you thinking?"

"I thought I was learning effective murder methods, kidnapping, and such!"

"The principal teaches that well. No one knows which organization you will join after graduation, so it is best to master cannabis behavior in advance."

"But how can I catch that by myself? It's not a horse, it's a monster!"

He placed his hand on Knightley's shoulder, who was angry and scared at the same time.

"Don’t worry. You're not doing this alone. Me and Waver are doing it together. In the first place, trolls are the ones that need to be teamed up to catch them."

"At best, the professors have an assistant role and will probably tell me to stand in front."

"I can understand things now."

Knightley sighed in resignation as he tried to retort further.

"I made a choice, so I have to endure it with spite, well."

Waver grinned and I patted Knightley on the shoulder.

"You grow little by little like this."

"That’s it. What should I do now?"

"Disguise yourself first. If you want to get closer, you have to remove the smell."

Knightley's gaze then turned to Waver, who was covered in mud and leaves.

"I don’t like it."

"Do it."

"I don’t want to do it."

"Then go back."

Knightley bit his lip as he pointed off the beat.

"If you graduate with mediocre grades and get a decent administrative job, you can make a living. If it’s still okay, you can go."

"Yes, Student Knightley. Because not all graduates work as field agents. Supporting the field is also quite valuable."

As Waver helped, Knightley glared at me with angry eyes.

"I will. But make sure you promise."

"What promise?"

"We decided to do it together, so let’s really do it together. Don’t just push back like last time."

"Haha. At least I have the judgment to distinguish between the truly dangerous ones, right? I'll promise. Let’s really do it together this time."

Only then did Knightley begin to apply the mud that Waver had collected separately to his face and arms.

"But, it’s not hunting, it’s capturing? Why? Are you planning to use it to move something heavy?"

" Lock them up and have their blood drawn. "

"Yes?"

Knightley looked back at me with an expression that I couldn't hear.

Even in the dirty mud, Knightley's golden eyes were shining beautifully.

"Draw blood… ?"

"Troll blood is a very precious ingredient in healing potions. So, we will lock them in a cage and draw some blood to make a potion."

"What… ."

"That’s how everyone does it. There is no problem with the law, and trolls are low-intelligence, cruel, and very vicious monsters that eat everything they see, even humans."

"Is that so… ."

"If you leave it alone, it will kill people anyway, so it is much more valuable to make a recovery potion and save several people's lives with it."

Knightley slowly shook his head as if there was nothing to refute my words.

"Now I will explain how to catch it."

He looked at the troll through the observation hole and opened his mouth.

"Trolls are big, but they are strong and flexible, so they can run very fast."

"Then we should block the escape route in advance and start."

"Exact. The place he can escape to is the exit on the other side of the valley over there. I'll take care of that. You take the front seat. You can use this."

I put some hunting stones into Knightley's hands.

A hunting stone, also called a 'Bola', is a weapon with iron beads attached to both ends of a rope about a meter long that serve as weights.

This is not for killing, but for capturing, and is a method of tying the prey's legs by spinning them around and throwing them around using centrifugal force.

Trolls, like monsters, have such overwhelming strength that ordinary humans can never subdue them using normal methods.

However, he has one drawback: his lower body is weak compared to his upper body.

After tripping the animal, you can kill it by stabbing it in the vital area with a blade or striking it with a blunt object.

Therefore, during the Four Years' War, the Legion required a hunting stone gunner for each squad to deal with humanoid monsters such as trolls.

"You already learned how to use it, right?"

"I tried throwing it a few times during survival class."

"Good. That's enough. Aim for under his shins with this."

Knightley, who had counted the number of hunting stones, looked at me with a somewhat despairing expression.

"There are only three… ?"

"It met the standards for carrying legionnaires during the war. If you throw it three times, you will get caught once."

"Hey, professor. This is my first time using this in real life, right?"

"You can’t always face situations you’ve practiced for. Now, let’s go."

"Ha, really… ."

The three of us left the beat and carefully made our way down the slope.

Waver located himself at a suitable location for easy observation and shooting along the way, and Knightley and I continued our descent until we reached flat ground.

The troll is still stretching out his limbs and snoring loudly, wondering why he enjoyed it so much. It's really noisy.

In terms of size, it is at its strongest and most active several years after becoming an adult. In other words, it is the most dangerous time.

Trolls are basically omnivores, and when they are hungry, they eat all species regardless of their species. Of course, that includes humans.

The mere fact that he has appeared near the academy is a very serious situation and must be exterminated at all costs.

Fortunately, Waver, who was out hunting to get meat to make jerky, found the traces and tracked him down, so he was able to catch that guy today.

Let's lock him up, draw his blood, and use it as an ingredient to make a high-quality healing potion.

A healing potion containing troll blood is effective against trauma, so more drastic practice than now is possible.

"Then let’s begin."

"Phew… ."

Knightley tensed and held the hunting stone tightly.

In the meantime, I circled around the sleeping troll and moved to the back of the valley where it could escape.

After blocking the middle of the road and raising his hand to signal, Waver nodded, fed an arrow to his bow, and pulled the bow with all his might.

"I’m going crazy… ."

Knightley's legs were shaking slightly as he stood on the other side of the troll and muttered.

In fact, trolls are a very daunting opponent for Knightley right now.

Honestly, it's a pointless fuss to try to catch a troll. All you need to do is just give it a honey chestnut, knock it out, and then drag it away.

Most of the agents currently working in the field do not fight against monsters, and most of them only determine their location and provide information to professional hunters or military units.

But the worst, the unavoidable, always comes without warning.

When a tamed monster is guarding the entrance to the place you infiltrated on a mission to steal important documents, you have no choice but to fight, and Knightley will learn that today.

When he lowered the hand he was holding, Waver flicked the tightly drawn bowstring.

The troll's eyes widened as the arrow flew in a straight line and hit its abdomen.

# # # # #

Meanwhile, at the Academy.

"Hey, you know. I have something to ask."

Hindra Star was gathering the lower-ranking students of the graduating class one by one.

Hindrasta, who beat up the bullies of the first graduating class, is like a hero to the lower-ranking students who were bullied by them.

When such a child suddenly said that he had something to say, the lower-ranking students became very excited and gathered around Hindrasta.

"I don’t mean this in a bad way, I’m just saying this because I’m really curious."

Once enough students had gathered, Hindrasta began speaking in earnest.

"Professor Dian and the first graduating class president. I'm asking this because I'm a new student and I really don't know much, right?"

"What are you curious about?"

"I'm just curious, is there something special about those two? Is that so?"

"What’s special? Did you see anything?"

"Are you sure that girl named Knightley is Professor Dian’s?"

"You mean that?"

"Kal."

At those words, the students looked at each other with puzzled eyes.

"Sophie. Kkal... what… ?"

"Huh? Don't you know? Kkal?"

"I don’t know."

What's this? No matter how low-ranking they are, how can it be that they don't even know the word they use to refer to their lover... .

ah! right. It's been 200 years since I last saw the book that came out in it, so you might not know it.

I have to change it to 'cheetah'* and say it again.

"I mean girlfriend, girlfriend."

Then the students burst into laughter.

"That can’t be possible. You misunderstood."

"Professor Dian is not the kind of person who would treat a student like that at all."

good. First of all, this is the reputation of this guy named Dian.

"Oh, really? So what was that thing I saw earlier... ."

Hindrasta stimulated the children's curiosity by touching his chin with a serious expression.

"What is it? Did you see anything?"

"But I may have seen it wrong... . I don't know if I can tell you... ."

"What is it?!"

"Suuu… . If I bring this up for no reason, it could be a problem... ."

"Tell me, Sophie!"

Hindrasta, who had waited for the students to calm down enough, opened his mouth.

"Actually, I happened to see something on the academy alumni side earlier… ."

When Hindrasta lowered his voice to a whisper, the students shouted in surprise.

"Just the two of you went out as academy alumni? Hugging each other’s waists?!"

"Are you sure you saw it clearly?"

"Really?!"

As the children scolded, Hindrasta threw up both hands with an embarrassed smile.

"No, I’m not saying it’s for sure. It's too far away to know if it was hugged around the waist or not... ."

"Actually, I have been a bit suspicious about something for a long time."

At that time, someone secretly raised their hand and said.

"I saw Knightley come in and out of Professor Dian’s office a few times."

Then, the commotion grew in an instant, like a fire spreading through a dry field of reeds.

"That’s ridiculous!""First of all, I might have seen it wrong, so everyone calm down… Hoho." "Is it really that kind of relationship?" "Ah! Now that I think about it, I remember seeing just the two of them together a few times in the past." "Ah, Professor Dian… ." "It's a lie!" "If this is true, isn't it really big?" "What's going on with you guys?" "Hey, you know! I heard that a special student saw it, and Professor Dian and Knightley... ." "Be quiet! What if I speak carelessly?" "What happened to Professor Dean and Knightley?" "I told you to be quiet!""What?! Professor Dean was putting his hand under Knightley's skirt and massaging her buttocks?!""I never said that?""No! My Professor Dian can't do that!!!!" " Kids! Professor Dian abandoned Professor Anna and started dating Knightley!" "Why does Professor Anna suddenly appear here?" "Oh, was it Professor Ismera? Or the principal? Anyway!"

Hehehe, there's an uproar. There was an uproar.

Keep rolling like a snowball, hehehehe.

        
            "Roll to the left, Student Knightley!"

As Knightley threw himself to the left, Waver's arrow flew like lightning.

The arrow hit the wrist of the troll who was aiming at Knightley with his club, and the club's trajectory was distorted.

A dull vibration rang out as the ignorant club, roughly made from wood, narrowly missed Knightley and hit the ground.

"Good! Good job, Knightley!"

As I stood blocking the troll's retreat, I made a hand horn and shouted at Knightley, who was rolling around with his hair all messed up.

"Damn it… !"

Knightley, who had barely stopped rolling, swore and turned the hunting rock in his hand to the side.

The remaining hunting stones she has now include one she is spinning and another dog tied to her waist. The first hunting stone I threw missed completely and disappeared somewhere out there.

The troll, who had arrows stuck all over his body, screamed in anger and pulled out a wooden club.

"Don’t fight on flat ground! Keep moving! Make it move slower!"

"No one can do it if you say it behind their back! Ouch!"

Knightley, who dodged the troll's subsequent attacks, quickly ran away and disappeared between the thick bushes.

The troll chased after him, pushing and trampling the trees.

"Kegegegegegegeong!!"

Then, as his body kept getting rubbed and frozen by tree branches, the angry troll punched the tree and swung his club at it.

At that time, Knightly appeared from the forest diagonally behind the troll who was making a fuss.

Knightley, with only his upper body sticking out, sent a few hand signals to Waver, who was waiting on the slope on the other side, and Waver nodded and pulled the bowstring.

Several arrows left the bow and hit the back of the troll's head, causing the troll to turn around, pulling out all the arrows with its hands struggling.

"Here, here!"

The troll, who threw the arrow in his hand to the floor, soon found Waver and ran towards him.

Knightley, who was hiding on the side of the troll's direction of travel, did not miss the opportunity and swung the hunting stone with all his might.

The hunting dog flew by, grazing right behind the troll's neck with a gap of a piece of paper, and flew away.

The speed of the troll, which runs in a straight line, is very fast, so if he was going to throw it, he should have aimed a little further forward, but Knightley overlooked it because he had little experience and the situation was urgent.

Still, even though the second attempt failed, the idea was very good.

It's difficult to handle a head-on fight, but after luring a rather stupid monster into the forest, I use my small body to cut through the bushes and ambush it in a detour.

Lure the friendly troops on the other side and attack from the side while the monster turns its attention to that direction.

If the hunting rock had been thrown properly considering the troll's running speed, the troll would have fallen over in this game.

Of course, Knightley. He is worthy of being the head of the Academy. Excellent.

Anyway, I need to get some waivers first.

He picked up a rock rolling on the floor and threw it at the troll who was crawling up the slope where Waver was on all fours.

Scream-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A- There was a flying stone that hit the troll right in the anus, causing the troll to tumble down the slope with a bizarre scream.

The troll looked around, rubbing its buttocks with its hands, and when it saw me, it came running towards me again, this time stomping.

If you stab it here, it goes here, and if it stabs you there, it goes there. No matter how stupid it is, it doesn't matter if it's that stupid.

As the troll was almost in front of me, I activated my aura.

The troll hit by the auror's wave is startled and takes a step back, but soon becomes scared and runs back to the other side.

"Knightly! This time, really finish it!"

But how come I can't see Knightley? Did he hide it in the bushes again?

If you look closely, you can see Knightley hiding there. But maybe I didn't have enough time to hide, because all my clothes were visible outside the bushes?

The troll, who was looking for something to vent his anger on, saw Knightley's clothes sticking out and ran towards him.

I was about to yell at him to be careful when I noticed something strange and ended up smiling.

Just as the troll was about to rip off Knightley's clothes, which were exposed in a gap in the bushes, a shirtless Knightley jumped from the tree to the back of the troll.

Knightley stretched his arms back in the air, turned over and threw the hunting rock with all his might into the legs of the troll who had his back to him.

The hunting stone flew in with a sharp rotation and wrapped around the troll's leg like a living tentacle, causing both iron balls to cross each other, causing Knightley to fall from his back to the floor and shout.

"That’s it!"

The troll turned at the sound, its legs got entangled, it tilted, and it lost its balance and fell sideways.

A few arrows hit the troll's wrist while it was trying to tear off the hunting stone. Meanwhile, I quickly ran over and crouched down next to the troll's head.

"Stay calm."

The situation ended with the troll rolling over its eyes and fainting when he snapped his fingers and hit a chestnut on its forehead.

"That was great, Student Knightley!"

Waver, who slid down the slope, praised Knightley.

"It was a really brilliant idea! Using a scarecrow is often the method used by hunters, but to think of it during a hunt without any preparation, put it into practice, and succeeded is truly amazing! Especially in this urgent situation when dealing with trolls and such!"

"Thank you, Professor."

Knightley, who greeted Waver, stared at me as if it was my turn this time.

"Good job, Knightley. Honestly, I didn't know it would be this bad. After a while, we tried to step forward, but I never thought you would really catch us."

"Of course. Because I am the head of the academy."

"Good, good. You’re the best, you."

When I raised my thumb, Knightley snorted and stroked his hair smugly.

"But won’t you be cold?"

When I gave my top to the troll as a scarecrow and pointed out that I was wearing a thin sleeveless underwear, Knightley blushed slightly and turned around.

"Why are you looking so closely?"

"I didn’t look at it closely, it’s because I was worried."

"If you’re worried, why don’t you take off your cape?"

"Hey, look at that crap."

He laughed and took off his cloak, and Knightley snatched it and wrapped it around himself.

"So, what on earth did you do?"

Meanwhile, Waver was looking around at the fallen troll, looked at its forehead and asked me.

"It’s quite difficult to stun this guy."

"This is the troll’s weakness."

He bent down and pointed to the troll's sunken eyebrows.

"If you give an impact here, the bone will shake and you will faint."

"That's true even if it's a dragon, not a troll. The problem is the strength of the impact... ."

"I fed him chestnuts properly."

"Yes, no problem. Since you are the chief combat officer, you should at least knock out a troll with a single punch."

As I bent and flicked my middle finger, Waver, who thought I was making a silly joke, chuckled.

"Is it real?"

"Okay. I won't ask any more questions. Even hunters never tell others the secrets that are passed down in each family."

Waver turned his attention back to the troll.

"Anyway, if I manage this guy well, I can easily make several carts of recovery potions."

"Right? Let's hand it over to the Imperial Security Office. Use field agents. 2The princess will like it."

"Of course. He is our second-highest commander, so he needs to be seen clearly. That way, graduates will be put in good places here and there."

Waver began tying the troll's ankles and wrists with strong iron rope made of woven wire.

Looking at the knot, it was a unique binding method used by Qirana hunters, and could never be undone unless one had considerable strength.

"I will protect this guy. Senior Professor, please request support from the academy. I don’t think the three of us can move it."

"Okay, okay. Good work. Let's go, Knightley."

"Thank you for your hard work."

Leaving Waver behind, Knightley and I left the forest side by side and headed towards the academy's alumni gate.

"What do you think, Knightley? Because I actually fought a monster."

"I’m out of my mind. Do I really have to do this when I go out into the field?"

"In fact, it is rare to encounter monsters directly."

"What?!"

Knightley raised his eyes.

"Then why did you make me go through all this trouble?!"

"Honestly, you were thrilled too, right? When the troll falls."

Knightley kept his mouth shut, wondering if it was true.

"It’s not often you get a chance to come face to face with a troll. And just because you're an agent doesn't mean you always bump into people."

"That’s right… ."

"Today’s experiences will all become your blood and flesh. Well done, Knightley."

"What… Because I’m the senior."

Knightley muttered, adjusting the front of his cloak.

"By the way, Professor. I'm curious too, how on earth did you knock out the troll?"

"You hit me right away?"

"Haha… . If you don’t want to say it, don’t."

Knightley, who, like Waver, took my statement as a joke, asked a different question this time.

"I have another question. The professor was just blocking the path, so why did the troll keep avoiding him and come to the other side? How did you do that?"

"I caused an aura."

" Come on… ? That thing that only advanced engineers use... ? ha… is it so… ."

Knightley sighed, as if he didn't want to talk anymore.

"Then why is someone who knows how to stun trolls and create auras with a bamboo stick teaching here? Aren’t you supposed to be at least a principal or doing important work in the imperial castle?"

"Ah, that. Originally, they asked me to become the principal, but I said no. Actually, I had no intention of coming to the academy, but my friend asked me to work here instead of her because she was having a baby, so I came."

"What… ?"

Knightley looked at me with a truly crazy expression. Actually, even if it were me, I wouldn't believe it if someone said something like this.

"Let’s say that… Then who is that friend?"

"Sir Linus."

"Please!"

When the name of Linus, the hero of the continent, came up, Knightley eventually became irritated.

"Please, it’s okay to be serious sometimes!"

"Huh? I'm serious now."

"How serious is this? It is said that he knocked out a troll with a chestnut, and that he uses Aurors like a high knight, and that such a great person is a professor at the Academy, and he deliberately demoted himself to a professor when he was originally going to be the principal, and even he had no choice but to come as a substitute for a friend who was having a child. They say it's Sir Linus who killed him, but who would believe him? You have to be playful too!! Why don’t you just say that you were part of the special team that killed the Demon King?"

"Uh, that’s right. That was me."

"Professor!"

Knightley stamped his feet and got angry.

"Those people all received noble titles and rose to prominence, so why isn’t that the case for you, Professor? That doesn’t make sense!"

"I just didn't want to get unnecessary attention, so I said no to everything, took the money, and lived in a quiet place. That makes me feel comfortable."

"So, you could achieve a feat that will go down in history and be guaranteed everything from a hero title to a noble title to an estate, but you turned it all down, right? Just because you don't want to get attention? Who in the world would believe something like that! That's crazy!"

"After hearing it, it’s like that again."

"That’s it!"

Believe it or not, I'm fine with it.

I had just passed through the east gate, greeting the guards, when I noticed something strange.

Several students were hiding in the corner of the building over there, with only their heads exposed and looking this way.

# # # # #

"Wow! What is it?"

"Do you think what Sophie said is true?!"

The students who saw Dian and Knightley just coming through the east gate made a fuss.

Both of them were covered in dirt and leaves, as if they had been rolling around violently on the ground.

Her sweat-soaked hair was sticking to her face, and her clothes were all damp.

Moreover, Knightley is not wearing a top, he is wearing a sleeveless underwear and Professor Dian's cape is wrapped around his shoulders?!

That's not enough, my legs are shaking?!?!

Two people, what on earth are you doing in the forest!?!?!?!?!

"Sophie! Sophie! I guess what you said is really true!"

Seeing the very suspicious appearance, the students hurried to find Sophie.

But Hindrasta was nowhere to be seen. Are you sure we were together until just now?

        
            "Sophie! Sophie! I guess what you said is really true!"

Seeing the very suspicious appearance, the students hurried to find Sophie.

But Hindrasta was nowhere to be seen. Are you sure we were together until just now?

At that time, Hindrastar had already left the scene and was running towards Ganghwa-dong.

The moment Diane and Knightley entered through the east gate, they turned and started running.

There is no need to arouse unnecessary suspicion by being seen hanging out with humans.

Of course, that guy named Dian is not a very stupid person, and if an unsavory rumor spreads, he will immediately start to suspect me.

If you ask people a little, you'll probably find out that I was the one who first spoke about becoming an academy alumnus.

So what should I do?

I made sure to just tell the kids, 'I saw Deanne and Knightley leaving the academy alone.'

'They were very close to each other, but they were so far apart that I don't know if they hugged each other by the waist or something. He also said, ‘I didn’t see it properly.’

Additionally, the claims that the two were suspicious and that Diane lifted up Knightley's skirt and massaged her buttocks were all just misrepresentations that were passed down by word of mouth.

Clearly, I was only telling the truth. Of course, I intended for it to be loudly distorted.

After closely analyzing what was going on, I realized that the reason he kept me here at the Academy rather than killing me or handing me over to the Imperial Palace was because my presence here as a student was helpful to the Academy and to himself.

What that means is that even if I have a heartache, that alone won't stop me like it used to.

And you know what? To be honest, I didn't do anything wrong.

You're a transfer student. If you happen to see a high-ranking person like the head combat professor leaving the academy with just one student, wouldn't you naturally be curious and ask around?

For example, do you systematically manage only students with excellent grades?

I am also a first-time special student, so if there is something good like that, I can participate. I was curious because my academic achievement and motivation were high. That's it.

Is there a problem? There isn't any? Then I'm leaving?

If I say that, Dian will let me go, right?

Hindrasta, who reached the shopping street next to the lecture building, stopped and glanced back.

Fuck, this is so fucking scary... .

Surprisingly, Hindrasta's experience of being a troublemaker does not last very long, as it does not live up to its nickname, the Buntang Lizard.

All he did was harass the monsters near his nest in the distant mountain valley where he originally lived, then participate in the war at the devil's rite and stir up the battlefield.

Since he was the king in the nest, there were no restrictions, and the battlefield itself was a place of great anger.

This was the first time for Hindrastar to suffer from such a peaceful daily life, and I actually don't even know what the level or line should be.

Well, I don't know. it will work out somehow. Since I'm hungry, let's eat something.

Hindrasta, who entered a dessert cafe in a shopping district, looked closely at the shelves and found a whipped cream cake.

Last time I went to Dian's room, he enjoyed this, right?

"Here! Give me this!"

Hindrasta pointed at the whipped cream cake on the display stand and spoke informally.

The habits from the old Leblanc mercenary days came out just like that. No, from the beginning, Hindrasta has no intention of using the honorific term.

"Sophie student. You can't talk like that."

At that time, someone pointed out Hindrasta's rude attitude.

When I turned around, I saw a dark elf with black skin and ruby-red eyes looking down at Hindra Star.

It was Kirrin, the academy principal, who had a gentle face that was not typical of a dark elf.

Hindrasta, who was about to say, “Who are you, telling me this and that, meddling?” changed his mind.

Even though Hindra Star is a dragon, he knows quite a bit about how human society works after serving as a LeBlanc mercenary for the past 10 years.

That black little bitch is the highest ranking person in the Academy, so it wouldn't be a bad thing to be seen well.

"Hello, Principal."

Hindra Star bowed deeply and greeted us with the cutest smile in the world that melted the hearts of those who saw it.

"Okay, hello. Sophie. You should always speak respectfully to others."

"Okay, principal. president! Please give me one of these."

"Are you eating whipped cream cake too?"

Kirin said as Hindrasta politely ordered again.

"I was going to eat this too, but why don’t you eat it together?"

"The principal gives the money, right?"

"Huh? Uh... That should be it... ."

She was already going to buy it for her, but when Hindrasta asked her outright, Kirin's ears fluttered in embarrassment.

"Boss. Please give me one."

Hindrasta tilted his head at Kirrin's spell.

"Who else is coming?"

"No? Are we going to eat just the two of us?"

"But what kind of cake are you ordering so much?"

"I always ate like this… ?"

Are dark elves actually a people that eat that much?

Well, there are certain races that naturally do not gain weight even if they eat a lot.

Anyway, it's good because it's free.

Now, Hindrasta has not been able to bring much money because he was suddenly captured by Dian.

Like a dragon, I made a secret nest that no one knows about and stored it there, but when I get the chance later, I'll go out and get everything.

"How is life at the academy, Sophie student?"

Kirin asked while eating cake.

"Any inconveniences or suggestions."

"Well? It hasn’t been a week yet so I’m not sure?"

"If anything like that happens, tell your teaching assistant or professors. Because we are doing our best to help you study comfortably."

"I will."

"And if someone starts an argument because you are a transfer student and a former mercenary, then you should not just fight… ."

"I know, I know. Do you mean to resolve it verbally or, if you really want to, have a formal duel? I heard everything from Professor Dian."

"Dian?"

When Dian's name came up, Kirrin's ears perked up. Hindra Star did not miss that change.

"Yes. Professor Dian called me aside and told me various things."

"I see… . Dian paid close attention to even the details I missed... ."

Kirrin lowered her head with a bright smile on her face.

Hey, look at that... ? Why do you suddenly react like that? Should I take a stab at it?

"What kind of person is Professor Dian?"

"Good person… ."

Kirin spoke with dreamy, blurry eyes.

"Everything changed after Dian came… .With a shopping mall like this, you can eat cake every day for lunch and save money by bringing in wild horses... The selection of special talent was also carried out based on Dian's plan... ."

"Oh, really?"

"The combat department became top, and the princess praised me for the first time... ."

What about the princess? What does that mean?

"I had trouble sleeping every night worrying about being kicked out... Since Dian came, I no longer have nightmares and can sleep well until morning... ."

A stupid smile appeared on Kirin's lips.

"He was such a great person."

"Ugh… Dian is the savior of our academy and the savior of my life... ."

Kirin, who suddenly pursed her lips, opened her eyes wide and looked at Hindrasta.

"Just pretend you didn’t hear the last thing I said."

"What did you say?"

"I’m glad you didn’t hear it."

However, Hindrasta had already heard everything clearly and was even able to sense to some extent that that black ear bitch had more than just feelings for Dian.

Yes, that's right... .

"But I have a question. Is there anything going on between Professor Dian and the 1st graduating class president?"

"Knightley? why? I don't know anything."

"That’s not it… The two of you seem to be quite close. There was a rumor that we went out just the two of us as academy alumni."

"Academy alumni?"

Kirrin thought for a moment and said.

"Knightley was a senior, so he probably wanted to take a separate in-depth class. That happens often."

"In-depth class… . yes… ."

Kirrin asked as Hindrasta trailed off.

"What’s wrong? What is it?"

"No, that’s not it… I don't know if I can say this... Who said that... . no… No."

"Huh?"

"No! I enjoyed the cake!"

Hindrasta hurriedly left, throwing only a bunch of litchi.

As I ran away, I glanced behind me and saw Kirrin fidgeting, holding her ears tightly with both hands.

Hehehehehe. As expected, my prediction was correct. Hehehehehe.

That bitch likes Dian of the opposite sex, right?

Upon seeing the mouth-watering display of fuss before his eyes, Hindrasta quickly forgot his worries about whether his level of fuss was excessive.

"Over there."

"Surprise!"

Someone suddenly approached Hindrasta and spoke to him as he was just leaving the shopping district.

It was a Mayan priest at the infirmary wearing a purple priest’s uniform.

"What are you? Do you have something to say to me?"

"I came here to check if the bruises on my lower abdomen have all disappeared."

"Huh? I got better already?"

Hindrasta rolled up her top to show off her smooth stomach.

"I see. I am so glad you recovered safely."

Maya looked at Hindrasta's stomach and opened the notebook in her hand.

"By the way, could I hear in detail what you said with the principal earlier? It seems to be a story about Professor Dean and Student Knightley."

"Why are you curious about that?"

"Student Knightley, who had abrasions here and there, visited the infirmary just now. In relation to this, smooth treatment is only possible if you know what caused the injury."

"Haang, really? If that's the case, you should tell me. So, I mean."

Maya wrote down everything Hindrasta said in her notebook.

I have no idea what the indifferent expression is thinking.

# # # # #

Meanwhile, Kirin had thrown away the cake she was eating and was running towards the academy's alumni gate.

The words that special student Sophie said earlier kept ringing in my head, and I couldn't sit back and eat cake as the pain grew bigger and bigger.

What on earth did the two of you do when you went out to the alumni hall?!

        
            Meanwhile, Kirin had thrown away the cake she was eating and was running towards the academy's alumni gate.

The words that special student Sophie said earlier kept ringing in my head, and I couldn't sit back and eat cake as the pain grew bigger and bigger.

I know that Dean is tutoring Knightley. Because Kirin first knelt down and asked Dian.

However, I never thought that their relationship would develop in this direction in the process... !

I… I was too complacent... . If you become dull and lazy... . How stupid!

If what student Sophie said is true, what should I do... ?

It doesn't work!

Kirrin, who arrived at the academy's east gate in a dazed state, saw heavy trolls and dozens of guards being carried on two interconnected carts.

"Be careful! Move left slowly!"

In front of him, Dian was guiding the cart by moving both arms.

"Um, what is that… ?"

"Is the principal here? As you can see, it's a troll. I caught something that appeared east of the Academy. If you use that guy’s blood, you can make a high-quality recovery potion."

"If it’s east of the academy… Outside the east gate?"

Dian looked at Kirin with a strange expression as she asked an obvious question.

"That’s right."

"I didn’t go for a private lesson with Nightree… ?"

"I went with Professor Waver and Knightley. After all, hunting also serves as a nightly practice of anti-horse fighting."

"Really? Is that really true? Ha, thank goodness… ."

"What are you happy about? uh? Are you crying?"

At Dian's words, Kirin hurriedly wiped her moistened eyes and smiled.

"It’s nothing… . I just like it... ."

"Good, right? We will use some of the healing potion made with that guy's blood and send the rest to the second princess. For field personnel. Then, the second princess will look favorably on us and provide us with more support, and the principal will be able to keep his position... ."

Kirin stared at Dian, who was talking with excitement, with tearful eyes.

Student Sophie misunderstood... . I'm so glad... .

# # # # #

I thought as I looked at Kirrin, who seemed ready to shed tears at any moment.

Why are you doing that? And suddenly a garter belt and stockings?

Didn't you always wear pants?

"Chief Professor!"

At that time, Magic Response Professor Orendi appeared out of thin air and landed next to me.

"The magic construction has been completed in the underground laboratory near the north gate."

"Are you sure?"

"Of course. Even if just one troll gets into trouble, we can easily stop him."

"Good job."

The troll captured this time is planned to be locked in an unused underground laboratory at the north gate.

Orendi has already placed various spells on it under my instructions, and the troll will be trapped there and donate blood regularly.

That could also be included in class as a type of practice.

Since ancient times, when hunting monsters, the by-products are valuable, and the blood of trolls in particular is very valuable, so there is no harm in learning how to handle them.

"Keep moving! Get rid of the kids in front!"

I led the guards and safely put the troll into the underground laboratory and called Professor Ismera.

"Wow?!"

Professor Ismera, seeing the troll who had not yet woken up, gasped in horror.

"What… What is that?!"

"It’s a troll."

"I know it’s a troll, but why is it in the academy?!"

"I caught it. I'm going to make a recovery potion. Professor, you know the benefits of troll blood, right? That’s why."

When I explained how to use trolls, Professor Ismera looked disgusted and shook his head violently.

"You can’t do something like that!"

Normally, he would have laughed and said things around, but it seems like my plan was quite a shock.

"No problem, Professor Ismera. It's a good thing for many people. Except that troll. But trolls aren’t people."

"But he’s alive… ."

They range from vegetarianism to philanthropy and conservationism.

"Okay, there is a manufacturing subject in the theory department, right? Also include it as an exercise. Our combat department will support controlling trolls."

"What do you think, principal?"

Ismera, knowing full well that there would be no use in telling me any more, turned to Kirrin.

"Dian caught it, so let’s do what Dian says."

Ismera, who was speechless, looked at me with a questioning look and I shrugged my shoulders, putting off Ismera's outfit.

"Do whatever you want. However, if a problem arises, you two must take responsibility."

"Sure, whatever. So Professor Ismera also agreed?"

"I don't agree, but since the principal and chief combat officer say so, I have no choice but to follow. I will make this clear."

"Sure."

That elf bitch... .

# # # # #

After that, it was the same as usual.

After scolding the bullies in the first graduation class, Hindrasta has adapted well without causing much trouble.

If you run away without being able to return to the main body, Linus will chase you, so it's best to lie flat on the ground.

Of course, Linus won't come. I'm busy taking care of my child.

Still, I received another letter from him a few days ago. It was an invitation.

Now that outsiders can enter the house, please let us know the date when they can come as soon as possible.

I thought this weekend would be appropriate, so I responded like that.

I told Olycia to go out into town and look for some suitable gifts to bring home to the new baby.

I want to choose it myself, but I'm so busy that I need time to go downtown.

But I wonder if you invited Lormane as well. Since he is the general secretary of the church, it may be difficult to find time.

Lormane... I wish you didn't come. There are various reasons… .

Lormane is really... .

When memories related to him came to mind, I trembled and quickly shook them off.

I guess I'll have to go on campus patrol. If I sit still, I will keep thinking about it.

I picked up the wooden sword for practice, left the teaching building, and walked around the school.

"Hello, Senior Professor… ."

The students who encountered me greeted me in hushed voices and hesitantly stepped aside.

That's strange. In the past, people would come and make a lot of noise, but why are they like this today?

"Heek?!"

Another student even ran away as if he had seen something unclean. Does this have a strange atmosphere?

"You there! This way!"

I pointed out a student who made eye contact with me and avoided eye contact.

"Come quickly, quickly."

"I didn’t do anything… ."

"It was your fault for avoiding my eyes."

As the student approached, he put the wooden practice sword over his shoulder and asked.

"What's going on these days? Why is everyone avoiding me?"

"Nothing happened… ."

"This guy? Don’t you speak straight?"

"Nothing really happened!"

The student ran away, raising the end of his words like a scream. Looks like something is going on.

Should I ask Knightley, a fellow student?

I don't even have any expectations from Hindrastar in the first place.

Unlike Knightley, that guy is incredibly hostile towards me, so I'm sure he knows but pretends not to know.

Let's go to Knightley as well.

# # # # #

Meanwhile, Knightley was surrounded by followers.

"Knightley. You heard it too, right? ‘That rumor’."

The rumor is the 'Dianne-Knightley scandal', which is the hottest topic among academy students right now.

The young, talented, handsome and witty head professor is the head of the academy and is in a relationship with a pretty girl with good pedigree.

Who on earth wouldn't jump on the bandwagon of this rumor?

However, this is a rumor that should be overturned by the Academy a long time ago, but it is surprisingly quiet.

That's because most of the students who distribute and consume rumors are whispering and secretly spreading the word.

Professor Dian was the head professor of combat, and there had been rumors for a long time that he was a secret prince, a nobleman who hid his power, etc., so there were aspects that were difficult to mess with.

And in the case of Knightley, she already has a cold personality and is the daughter of the great noble Tolus family, so regular students can't even talk to her.

For this reason, only followers who mistakenly believe they are close to Knightley have the courage to mention it to her.

"What kind of rumor is this?"

Knightley, whose expression and words would normally mean 'Get the fuck out of here' asked his followers in a somewhat gentle manner today.

"Well, why… Senior Combat Professor... I called you to the professor's office and forced you to do something bad... ."

The story of ‘just the two of us went out to the Academy’s alumni’ has now branched out into the absurd direction of ‘we were raped in the professor’s office’.

Hindra Star's troubles, which started with 'I don't know because I'm a transfer student', have ended up here.

Knightley snorted after hearing that.

"I have never been forced to do anything."

"What is there?"

"It does exist. But that's a secret between me and the professor. There’s no need for you guys to know either."

"Then… Is it really true that you're dating a professor? ?!"

"I told you, right? Things you don't need to know."

The private lessons were confidential, so I didn't lie.

Since we aren't dating, I didn't say we were dating.

"Oh my god… ."

The followers covered their mouths and looked at each other.

A satisfied smile appeared on Knightley's lips as he saw this.

I was already worried because Professor Dian's popularity within the academy had skyrocketed these days.

In addition, I thought Professor Dian's attention would be focused on that as an outstanding student with special skills was selected.

Suddenly, it got better as they started spreading ridiculous rumors.

If I just keep my mouth shut, everyone will automatically tie Professor Dian and me together, right?

I don't know what kind of crazy person the person who first spread the rumor was, but I have to be thankful anyway.

Professor Dian is mine. My own personal professor. I can't give it to anyone... .

"Hey, Knightley! Let’s ask something!"

At that time, Professor Dian called out to Knightley from the other side.

        
            I went to the garden next to the lecture building where children usually gather to play during recess, and as expected, Knightley and his followers were there.

"Hey! Knightley! Let’s ask something!"

As I called his name and waved, all his followers ran away and Knightley was left alone, waiting for me with his arms crossed.

"What is it?"

"What do you guys have? Kids keep avoiding me whenever they see me?"

"Well?"

Knightley smiled mysteriously and gave an ambiguous answer.

"If that’s the case, you should ask the people involved. Why did you come to see me?"

"I tried to ask, but he ran away. Still, you are the closest student to me."

Knightley's smile grew wider at those words.

"Are there no other students you are close with other than me?"

"Well, personally, there are no students like that."

Then Knightley's breathing became slightly irregular.

"Are you saying I’m the only one?"

"Well. Is it right to express it that way? ."

"Am I the only one?"

"Okay. There is only you. So, if you know anything about what's going on, tell me."

As I gave a rough answer to the persistent question, Knightley's mouth fell to his ears.

"Well, there was something like that. The professor and I are like that."

"So what if we are in a relationship like that?"

"You know."

The relationship between the professor and the female student is like that... . I can guess.

"So the kids are avoiding me? What is that? Where did this baseless rumor spread?"

"It’s not entirely without evidence, Professor. Is there smoke coming out of the chimney?"

"What basis are you talking about?"

But Knightley didn't answer and just stared at me.

"Ah, is it because you and I were stuck together for private lessons? I might misunderstand that."

But that alone has made it this far? It was clear that someone had sprinkled some seasoning with malicious intent along the way.

Who could that be... . Who could it be... . I know who it is. Should we dig it up properly?

"Professor. Are you listening?"

"Huh? Did you say that?"

"Would you like to take a private lesson with me today?"

"Today? Today is not the day."

"But, you don’t necessarily have to do only the specified content on the specified day, right?"

As he said that, Knightley smiled coquettishly.

Since I had seen Ismera's pretentious but extremely beautiful eye smile several times, I wasn't particularly impressed.

Young people are already like that.

"Now that things have come to this, let’s just boldly move on, right? If it's unfair, why don't you just do it?"

Knightley lifted his shirt slightly with his fingers and licked his lips in a somewhat awkward manner. That's crazy.

I know a little bit about Kirrin. At some point, that stupid dark elf became excessively emotionally dependent on me.

But I didn't know Knightley would do that.

Perhaps, since you are a sassy duke, you are trying to monopolize me like you have done in everything up until now, right? You're laughing, little crab!

"Noisy!"

"Ahh!"

When I fed him a little honey chestnuts, Knightley curled up, holding his head with both hands.

"Why are you hitting me? That's right!"

" That’s correct. A slap in the face!"

As I raised my fist, Knightley ran away.

Ugh, I guess I'm really going to send that thing back to my dad.

He may be using his brain to his own advantage, but he's still a kid.

By the way, I think this is probably Hindra Star's mess... .

Let's check first.

Anyway, if you catch him and try to beat him, he won't blow something himself... .

"Phelemia!"

I ran to Pelemia, who had just finished psychological warfare class.

"What's going on? In such a hurry."

"Have you heard any stories going around among kids recently?"

"Okay. What is it because of?"

When I told her what I saw and felt earlier, Pelemia adjusted her glasses and said,

"The airflow is definitely suspicious. Shall I check it out?"

"I hope so. I don't know what it is, but it would be troublesome if this ruined the academic atmosphere."

"I understand. I will look into it before work today and report the results."

Pelemia waved her cloak and slithered into the crowd of children.

Pelemia is a professor of psychological warfare and an expert in intimidation, cajoling, persuasion, and brainwashing.

It will definitely bring some useful information.

And that afternoon, as promised, Pelemia came to the professor's office.

"Senior Professor. I looked into a few things."

"Tell me."

Pelemia told me what she had learned.

1. The first person to mention the relationship between Diane and Knightley in a suspicious tone was Sophie, a special student.

2. It was a remark to the effect of, ‘I’m curious because you’re a transfer student. It seems like you two are together often. Is there anything?’ This was the starting point of the situation.

3. The background for Sophie's remark at the time was when she witnessed Diane-Knightley leaving as an academy graduate.

4. As the rumor spread, it became more and more distorted, and now there are theories that Professor Dian and the maid are married but are having an affair with Knightley, that the maid is the child of Dian and Knightley, that Dian raped Knightley and is using it as a weakness, There is a theory that she was riding Dian, not a wild horse, in the Brunn Plateau. The theory is that the troll brought to the academy this time was beaten and imprisoned because she witnessed the scene of Dian-Knightley having sexual intercourse in the academy's alumni forest. Dian was originally a woman with long ears. I like Kirrin-Ismera... .

"Stop it."

I felt like I would lose my mind if I listened any further, so I raised my hand to stop Pelemia from speaking.

"So the rumor started with Sophie, a student?"

"That’s right. But I don’t think there was any malicious intent."

Of course so. There is absolutely no room for misunderstanding in Hindrasta’s first words.

But that's only from the eyes of a third party who doesn't know anything.

What kind of dragon is Hindra Star? Wouldn't the genius of Buntang have even taken out insurance?

To me, it was because he was really curious, and he must have prepared something in advance to make a fuss.

It was clearly intended to ruin my reputation at the academy.

So, three things come to mind right away.

The first is to correct erroneous public opinion.

No matter how nonsense it is, the rumor going around that the chief combat officer has an inappropriate relationship with an individual student is not helpful to the academy at all.

The second is to take advantage of this incident as an opportunity to use it as a class on public opinion agitation and information collection.

Among field missions, there are those that infiltrate hostile countries and spread rumors, or conversely, determine the authenticity of rumors and propaganda being spread on our side.

Since this situation is very similar to that situation, it can be a useful education if used well.

The third is Hindrasta mental rearmament. This guy hasn't come to his senses yet.

Well then, let’s quickly solve the third problem, which is less difficult.

I picked up the wooden practice sword leaning on the desk and left the professor's office.

# # # # #

The rooftop of the abandoned academy building where the troll is trapped.

Hindrasta, who skipped class arbitrarily, was lying down on a sunbed he had found somewhere, closing his eyes and leisurely enjoying the spring sunlight.

Professor Dean and Knightley? What were you doing in the forest outside the academy's alumni gate? Wasn't that a way to catch a troll? The troll was caught by Professor Waver. Honestly, you probably had plenty of time before or after the hunt. Now that I think about it, didn't Knightley take a different route during the night infiltration last time? That's not an in-depth class... . They say Knightley followed them when they caught the wild horse. So you weren't riding a horse, you were riding a professor?! Who hasn't? Knightley, she ran away here to avoid an arranged marriage. By the way, didn't Knightley's father seem very close to Professor Dian when he came here? So is Knightley's new marriage partner Professor Dian? Professor Dian, was he a nobleman? I don't know either. But he seems to be a nobleman. No one at the academy cares about Professor Dian. Or a hidden secret prince? Anyway, is it true that Knightley and Professor Dian were biting and sucking each other in the professor's office? So what is your relationship with the maid who lives in that house? Who said that? As a daughter and wife... Oh, it's complicated! under… Professor Dian is being taken away like this... . I was going to confess when I graduated... . It's terrible. What would Professor Dian do to a kid like you?

As the snowball he made rolled and grew like crazy, Hindrasta was so happy that he almost died.

Yes, yes, it tastes like this. I'm going crazy over this taste! Keep rolling!

It would be even more fun if we also released the trapped troll here, right?

Oh, I'm going crazy! I'm so excited I can't control it!

Something cast a shadow over Hindrasta, who was grinning.

"Get out of the way. It blocks the sunlight."

"Talk to me."

Hindrasta, who was irritated, got up in a panic, turned over the sunbed, and fell to the floor.

"D, Dian… ?"

Dian was looking down at Hindrasta with a wooden practice sword slung over his shoulder.

"I was going to class now!"

Dian says nothing.

"It’s true! I only came here briefly because of my habit of sunbathing when I was young! I'm going now!"

Dian says nothing.

"What? Do you have anything to say? uh? Then do it. Don’t act like that!"

Dian says nothing.

"Ha, yes. okay. Sorry. I put your name on a dessert cafe and did some damage. I'll pay you back soon."

"What… ?"

Ah, write it. Wasn't this it? I said it for no reason.

"Anyway, that’s enough now, right? I’m going?"

Dian walked silently and blocked the retreat.

"What, really! What! Why are you making a fuss by scaring people?"

Dian says nothing.

Hindrasta, who looked at Dian for a while, eventually confessed.

"That’s right. I said something pointless. When you and that girl went out, I wanted to know something and asked people, but I never thought it would end up like this."

Dian says nothing.

"I feel sorry. Excessive curiosity was the problem. But I also feel unfair. It was because I was wondering if there was a separate class to learn advanced courses from the chief combat officer. I too am a special student."

Dian says nothing.

Hindrasta's voice began to tremble.

"What are you saying? That's all I really asked! I never said anything else! It was pure intention!"

Dian says nothing.

"What do you want me to answer? huh? Are you just doing that because you want to beat me up? It doesn't matter whether I really took the initiative or not, right? That's it! Was that something like that?"

Dian says nothing.

"Fuck, why on earth are you doing this to me?! It was you who caused the misunderstanding in the first place!!!!"

# # # # #

Quaaaang!

Professor Ismera was startled by the sudden loud noise and ran to the window.

In the distance, a pink-haired special student was jumping down from the rooftop of an abandoned building where a troll was trapped.

"Save people!!"

And the one who threw himself after him was... Professor Dian?! what?!

However, the two people disappeared from sight in the blink of an eye, and Professor Ismera doubted whether he had seen something in vain.

        
            "You bastard! Don’t you stand there?!"

When Hindrasta suddenly jumped off the rooftop, Dian threw herself after him.

"What on earth did I do wrong!!"

Hindrasta, who landed on the floor and rolled several times, got up and shouted.

"I’ll tell you what I did wrong, so come here!"

"Are you crazy?!"

Hindrasta thought as he ran away to the north gate with all his might.

I don't know how he figured out that I was the source of the rumor, but let's leave the academy first.

If you get caught, the minimum is death, but if you escape, you can survive if you're lucky.

That guy said last time that the hero isn't here, so even if he comes to catch me right away, I'll have enough time to run away.

Neither that guy nor that Dian guy can use tracking magic, so if you go to another kingdom far away from here, you'll never find it.

If you had the ability to find me, you wouldn't have chased me for months during the war.

"I won’t kill you, so stop!"

Hearing Dian's chilling cries behind him, Hindrasta regretted his past self.

I lived quietly and well for 10 years after the war, but what could have caused me to be so upset? .

But you can't just pass by when the board is ready for you!

If he hadn't been alone with that human woman, and if that stupid black bitch hadn't shown me that he likes Dian, I wouldn't have done it either!

It's wrong for the person who stole it, but it's also wrong to leave the door open so they can steal it?! That’s right!!

But what on earth is that dark elf good for, a crazy guy like that? I don't understand. anyway!!

"It’s your last chance! If you don’t stop now, I’ll scold you even if you stop later!"

Hindrastar almost stopped for a moment due to Dian's threatening cajoling, but in the end, he persevered and ran outside through the north gate.

If you go straight from here, you can enter the city through the eastern corner of the city center. If you blend in with the crowd there, you'll never be found.

Even if he was Dian, he wouldn't be so intelligent that he would commit the atrocity of beating up a pretty and cute female student and dragging her by her hair in full view!

Of course, Dian wasn't that stupid and so he caught Hindrasta before entering the city center.

"Ugh!"

Hindrastar suddenly stopped and screamed when he saw Dian blinking in front of him.

It stopped so suddenly that the entire ground was shaken up and the paving stones stood up like lizard scales.

"Please help me! A professor is trying to rape a female student! Please help me!"

Hindrasta cried out desperately, but there was no one to help her.

Coming all the way from the North Gate to run away from Dian was rather self-inflicted.

Run away? Kneel down? No matter what you choose, it is inevitable that you will eventually be beaten by Dian.

Then, Hindrasta got so scared that he lost his temper and made the worst choice.

Hindrastar exploded the aura.

As he gathered the aurors with all his might, blood began to sprout like spider webs on Hindrasta's forearms and nape of his neck.

As the aura that boiled like crazy flowed through the veins, Hindrasta's entire body seemed to be covered in a brightly shining net.

Kwasizik, Kwasizik, Kwasizik!

The paving stones and floor caved in, unable to withstand the weight of the aurors, and the pink pigtails burned upside down like the flames of lava.

[I can’t live like this anymore!!!]

When Hindrastar shouted Dragon Roar with his human body, birds from the nearby forest flew up in unison, cackling.

The body of a weak polymorph woman, but inside is a mighty white dragon.

If she truly works hard, no one can stop her... .

Sigh!

"Kkieek!"

Dian's finger broke through the aura and hit Hindrasta's forehead.

Hindra Star, who was reeling from the impact of shaking the goal, managed to regain its balance.

If I hadn't been wearing an aura, I would have fainted immediately... .

Sigh!

On the second night, Hindrasta collapsed.

# # # # #

About thirty minutes later we returned to the academy.

"Bwaaeaeaeang!!"

It is very noisy because Hindrasta, who follows behind, is crying.

So who wants to make a fuss so shamefully? It's like a dragon with poor discernment.

First of all, I succeeded in keeping that guy quiet for the time being.

Now, we need to stop the muddy atmosphere and educate children about psychological warfare.

"Pellemia. Let’s work together with me."

"What is it?"

When I visited the professor's office, Felemia smiled as she adjusted her glasses.

"It’s about Sophie students, let’s organize this as a practice for psychology warfare subjects."

"I roughly understand what you mean. This is a response to the spread of rumors, right?"

"Exact. How did you know?"

"If you do this for a long time, you can roughly tell a person’s intentions just by looking into their eyes."

"From now on, I will have to close my eyes in front of you."

"Still, there is a way to know everything. Anyway, how will you do it?"

I told Felemia what I had in mind.

Pelemia said it was a good idea and made a few suggestions, and we gradually refined it.

However, Pelemia keeps asking me a bit too much and trying to make eye contact.

When I made eye contact and wondered why this was happening, I suddenly felt something sharp and intangible coming at me and then bouncing.

At the same time, Pelemia flinched and took a small step back. Seup, that… You're using technology on me.

When I blocked her technique, Pelemia never made eye contact with me after that.

# # # # #

"Professor Ismera. Let’s talk for a moment."

When we went to the head professor's office in the theory department, Ismera was scared and quickly backed away, as if she was carrying an unclean contagious disease.

"Don’t come in!"

"Yes?"

"Talk there!"

Judging by the reaction, Ismera also seems to have heard part of the rumors going around among the kids.

"Tomorrow, I plan to gather all the students in the main auditorium and give them some education. I think you should know."

"Tell that to the principal!"

"Okay. I told you clearly."

When I left Ismera's professor's office and went straight to the principal's office, Kirrin stood up and greeted me with a smile.

Normally, the reactions of the elf Ismera and the dark elf Kirrin should be reversed.

"Dian! What's going on?"

"Principal. Tomorrow, all students will be in the main auditorium... ."

"Do that."

All of a sudden, Kirrin agreed.

"Huh? You haven’t even said anything yet?"

"You’re trying to clear up any misunderstandings about this, right? If that's the case, I totally agree."

At that, Kirrin's face blushed and her ears drooped. It's quite cute that it looks like a puppy looking for praise.

The next day, as I reported to Kirin, I gathered all students and faculty in the main auditorium.

As soon as we went up to the podium, the students started chattering and there was silence for a moment as they waited for it to die down.

"Joyooong!!"

However, when it showed no signs of abating, Orc Brog let out a battle cry that chilled the stomach.

The students lost their blood and fell silent at the terrifying shout, and some professors from the theory department stumbled and almost collapsed.

"I, the chief combat officer, am disappointed in you all."

When the auditorium became quiet, I slowly opened my mouth.

"I never thought you would be like this. I feel like all the hard work I've done so far has been in vain."

The students, so mesmerized by the battle cry, could not say anything and just looked at each other.

"There’s been a strange rumor going around these days. You will know what that means without me having to say it myself."

After looking around at the students, he continued.

"This is a rumor intentionally spread on campus by the Department of Combat."

"Wow… ?!"

I heard a sound of breathing coming from somewhere.

"You probably learned about ‘incitement’ in psychological warfare class. There, you."

"Yes, yes… !"

The student sitting in the front row who was singled out by me got up nervously.

"What is incitement?"

"It is to encourage others to do something or take action… !"

"Public opinion manipulation?"

"It is an act of an individual or group distorting public opinion through distortion of facts or false information for the individual's personal purpose or the benefit of the group!"

"I know it well!!"

When I shouted, the students flinched.

"Why on earth did the special mission academy students, who will become key agents of the empire in the future, fall for such absurd rumors? This senior combat officer is disappointed that no one recalled the content from the psychological warfare class and had no doubts. Were you guys dragged here?!"

"No!"

"Professor!"

Then someone bravely raised their hand.

"I understand everything you said so far. However, many students saw Professor Dian and the first graduating class president together. How would you explain that? Surely you wouldn’t say that all of this was just an act?"

"Of course not. Because that’s true."

"Aaaa! That’s ridiculous!"

A scream was heard from somewhere.

"In the meantime, I have been teaching advanced courses to Knightley students, who are the academy’s top students. Knightley was the only student who met the very strict criteria, and it could be seen as a special favor, so it was kept a secret until now."

"This is an advanced course? Are you talking about night infiltration, Bruen Plateau wild horses, and academy alumni trolls? Do you have any evidence?"

"Combat department professors here are witnesses. Professor Waver, Professor Anna, Professor Orendi."

As the professors I called each came out and testified that they had participated in all of the events, the students began to whisper.

"Do you understand now? You all were fooled. It puts to shame everything that the chief combat officer has worked hard to reorganize since taking office."

One by one, the students lowered their heads, and funny enough, Kirin, who was standing next to me, also lowered her head as if she was criticizing herself.

"But it’s not too late."

He said, slamming the tip of his practice wooden sword onto the floor of the podium.

"The instigator spreading rumors and causing chaos in the academy is still active. Here, the chief combat officer would like to make a suggestion."

When all the students looked at me, I was silent for a moment and then spoke.

"The psychological warfare practice in the first half of the year is to apply what you have learned in class to sort out the truth and find the instigator. I will give full marks to the person who finds it in the first half of the psychological warfare subject. Exams are of course excluded."

"Ma, perfect score?!"

"But you need to bring solid evidence. I don't want to catch a live person. The deadline is next week. Considering the size of the academy and the number of people, a week is enough."

Pelemia is famous for its poor scores, so it is said that no one has ever had a perfect score in the psychological warfare subject.

It is said that if you find the person spreading the rumor in this situation, you will receive a perfect score without even taking the test, so this is a fairly extraordinary reward.

As expected, the auditorium became noisy as students talked excitedly to each other.

The source of this uproar is the ambiguous relationship between me and Knightley.

Even professors of the Department of Combat Studies came forward to explain it, and it turned into empty bullshit that had no credibility at all.

Therefore, the students will truly believe the lie that I intentionally spread rumors for the purpose of practice, and since I offered a huge reward, they will turn on their eyes and go find the instigator.

Of course, there are probably no students who point to Hindrasta as the instigator.

Hindra Star has prepared an escape corner in advance in case she gets caught by me, and it is highly unlikely that students who do not know Hindra Star's original tendencies will notice it.

Instead, through the process of finding the instigator, children will quickly learn the ability to deal with situations that create social chaos by spreading rumors. That's enough.

Unlike other combat subjects, I had a lot of concerns about how to practice psychological warfare, but I never thought such a good opportunity would come.

"Now, wait a minute! What are you talking about?"

Knightley screamed something over there, but it was drowned out by the other kids' voices. If you have anything to say to me, I'll come back later.

Now that we've sorted out the situation to some extent, shall I get ready to go to Linus' house?

I made a promise to go on the weekend tomorrow.

First of all, let's hit that thing on the head one more time.

"Why are you hitting me!"

"Looking at your face, I get angry again."

When I fed honey balm to the head of Hindrasta, who was loitering outside the auditorium, Hindrasta started crying again.

But wait… .It could run away again while I'm away... .

Just throw them in the troll prison together? But magic doesn't work well on dragons... .

So do I have to drag myself to Linus' house this weekend?

        
            After thinking about it, I immediately headed to the administration office.

"I’ll look at the list of outings tomorrow."

Looking at the list of applications for going out provided by the head of the administrative office, there is ‘Sophie’.

"Take this one out. I decided to take supplementary classes separately."

"Okay."

After confirming that the head of the administrative office had crossed out Sophie's name, I left the administrative office.

No matter how I think about it, I have to take Hindra Star with me for the weekend.

Hindrasta is now a very important student at our academy.

This is because it is the first round of external special talent selection that Kirlin has ambitiously pursued, so it has great symbolism.

What would happen if such a Hindra Star broke away from the Academy?

The academy's prestige will also fall, and Kirin will be completely devastated.

In any case, the selection of special students will only be meaningful if Hindra Star graduates with excellent grades early next year and enters a good place.

In order to do that, you have to prevent that angry dragon from escaping, and if you just give in to it, it's obvious that it'll end up in a ridiculous mess like this time.

First of all, there is a perfect way, but I can't do it right away, so I'll have to keep an eye on it for the time being.

"Chief Professor!"

Someone called me, so I turned around and saw professors from the Department of Combat Combat coming.

"Are you okay?"

Lina, who always treats me kindly and kindly, gently held my arm and asked.

"You were misunderstood as someone who was not good at treating children. I hope that this misunderstanding will be resolved... ."

"Well, everyone would have understood. Those who don't understand will just keep going. Anyway, if this incident can be used as an opportunity to improve the children's abilities, that's fine."

"Ah, as expected, the head professor… . I really respect you... ."

Lina's eyes lit up, as if she was greatly impressed by my words.

"Anyway… I'm glad it all worked out as planned. You were worried for no reason."

"What kind of person did you see me as?"

He smiled and tapped Morton on the shoulder, and Orendi came out.

"You seem to live a haphazard life, but you are always perfectly prepared for everything!"

"I like that style of blog!"

As Brogue pounded his chest, Anna was horrified and covered her ears.

"So, is that special student, Sophie, the instigator planted by the head professor?"

"That’s right. I'm a special student, so I can't go the same way as regular kids, right?"

"As expected, you are amazing."

Lina looked up at me again, her eyes sparkling.

"You are giving practice to both special students and the rest of the students at the same time."

"Wipe off your spit, Professor Infiltration!"

As Kazadar laughed, Lina hurriedly wiped her mouth with her sleeve. Of course, there was no drooling.

On the other hand, Geneve and Morton stood behind and remained silent without any reaction.

They are normally silent, but today their silence is a bit different from usual.

It is clear that he is probably suspicious of me.

Looking at his actions so far, it's natural to be suspicious. Because the professors here aren't idiots.

I know that even Lina, who is holding my arm right now, and Orendi and Waver, who are the kings of positivity, tried hard to pry after me in the beginning.

However, when nothing came of it, he quickly gave up, like his easy-going nature, and Kazadar and Brogue are, well, good guys.

But the rest is different.

Morton, a former member of a long-distance patrol unit known for his tenacity, is using his connections while on active duty to find people who know him, and is making moves without Geneve's knowledge.

Most of the professors have doubted or are doubting me, but the only thing is that I am the head professor who holds the authority to make intermediate personnel decisions.

And as soon as he took office, he revived the combat department and brought in a huge budget, so he just doesn't show it off.

However, Pelemia almost openly tried to use her abilities on me.

Yesterday, when I went to Felemia's professor's office and the two of us came up with a plan to turn this situation into a practical exercise.

Pelemia continued to talk to me and made eye contact, activating her interrogation ability.

It's a tactic to get me to reveal the truth without my knowledge, but it doesn't work on me.

Felemia was extremely embarrassed when her ability was blocked and remained quiet after that, but she must have been more suspicious of me because of that.

I was able to extract confidential information from the mouths of those damn demon army commanders, but what about humans?

This is a bit inconvenient, but if I have to go to the imperial castle later, I'll have to ask the princess.

Either give me a fake identity so that I can clearly maintain security, or just let me tell everything in peace.

But honestly, I understand Hwang Seong’s position.

I'm not trying to brag, but I think it would be difficult to carry on as usual if my entire history were revealed.

Well, if we talk about it later, we'll get the answer.

Let's get off work for now. I have to get ready to go tomorrow.

But why is he acting like that from earlier?

In the corner, Anna hunches her shoulders like a fool, lowers her head, and says nothing.

It's gloomy as usual, so I guess there's no big problem.

# # # # #

As the sun was setting, I was walking through the faculty area when I heard footsteps behind me.

"Do you have something to say?"

"Heek?!"

When I looked back, I saw Anna, the combat riding professor, looking around restlessly.

"How did you know… ?"

"I’m not so deaf that I can’t even hear the sound of riding boots."

"Ah… ."

Anna looked down and began to cross her legs as if to hide her boots.

"If you have something to say, say it."

"How did you know I had something to say… ?"

"Your dorm is not here, it’s the dormitory over there."

"Ah, yes… ."

Anna, who continued to cross her legs, hesitantly pursed her lips.

"Senior Professor… ."

Anna scratched her head for a while, as if thinking about what to say next.

"Uh… The stable… . No, thank you first... . That's not it, it's an apology... ."

Anna shook her head violently, as if her words had been messed up, and cleared her throat loudly.

Then, as if making a big decision, he took a deep breath and opened his mouth.

"Sorry… . I misunderstood the head professor... ."

Are you saying it’s a misunderstanding? If it's a misunderstanding, it's Knightley... ."

"Even though I don’t think he would ever do that… I also know that you are taking a separate in-depth course... As I kept hearing things here and there, I started to have some doubts... ."

Anna boiled over my words and said her own.

"Did you? what… Whatever you think inside, you are free... ."

"But it’s true that I had bad thoughts anyway… ."

Then, Anna bent and straightened her back. The large chest bounced heavily.

This is a bit embarrassing. Up until now, Anna hadn't shown any signs of this, and I thought she was only interested in words.

"And thank you for replenishing the stables… ."

"Well, what everyone said was good... ."

"As the principal reduces practical training… We were only able to protect the existing children... .Oh, and by children I mean horses… ."

Anna spoke immediately before I could speak.

"It was also sad that students were not able to learn horseback riding properly… It was also sad that we couldn't provide the best environment for the children... ."

"That’s a complicated situation… ."

"Of course, I have no intention of blaming the principal… ."

Anna, who had also interrupted me, smiled faintly, giving me a gloomy smile.

"The principal must have had his own circumstances... . I heard that the relationship between the principal and a high-ranking person in Hwangseong is not good... I wonder if it might have something to do with it... . It's something that a professor like me shouldn't and can't know, but... ."

"Actually, that’s right… ."

"But when the head professor came, everything changed… ."

Anna said, twisting her messy hair with her fingers.

"The combat department has been normalized... We brought in a lot of smart kids... You also created a shopping mall in the bleak academy... ."

"I didn’t do it alone, you and the principal… ."

"Thank you again… .Thank you for saving the combat riding course and the combat department... . I'm sorry for the misunderstanding... ."

Anna swayed again and bowed deeply.

"I will work hard too… . I will do my best to help graduates achieve the best grades... ."

"If you just do it like now... ."

"Then take a break… . There was a lot of rudeness after work… ."

With those words, Anna turned and ran towards the single dormitory.

What is that kid? He just poured out his words and ran away. It's cute, but... .

# # # # #

The next day, I left home in the senior professor's carriage, being seen off by Olivia.

I was going to go with him, but since he was alone, he said he would clean up, so I told him to do it.

As I left the faculty area and headed towards the main gate, it was crowded with students going out for the weekend.

Let's see. Where is he?

"What?! What do you mean!? I definitely applied!!"

When I looked in the direction where the sound was coming from, I saw a pink-headed Hindrasta arguing with an administrative staff member standing at the school gate.

"It’s no use saying that. There is no name on the list here."

"Is that possible!? I definitely included it when I was summarizing it on Wednesday!? Isn't that wrong?! That’s ridiculous!"

Since he asked the head of the administrative office to remove him from the outing list, Hindrasta is now in despair as he is prevented from leaving the main gate.

He stopped the carriage and asked calmly.

"What’s wrong with you? What's going on?"

"Heek?!"

Hindrasta, seeing me, was scared and took a step back.

"Other friends are being delayed because of you. What's going on?"

"It’s not on the going out list, but they keep saying they’ll go out."

In response to the administrative office staff member's response, I looked back at Hindra Star.

"Are you sure? Are you sure you applied?"

"That’s right… . I saw all the other kids too... ."

As Hindrasta shed tears, the students next to him agreed, saying it was true.

After pretending to think for a moment, I spoke to the administrative staff.

"I think there was probably something missing in the middle. However, it would be a bit awkward to put them back on the list now, so I will lead them out personally. Are you okay?"

"What… If the head professor says so... ."

"Good. Sophie student. Get in the carriage."

As I pointed to the carriage, Hindrasta looked at me with eyes full of wariness.

"Take it. I was already about to go downtown. I'll drop you off from there."

"Really… ?"

"Either ride or stay in the academy."

"Let’s ride!"

When Hindrasta quickly got on the carriage, he smiled and started the carriage.

And about an hour later.

Hindrasta looked around and asked in a fearful voice.

"Now… Where are you going... ?"

        
            "You’ll find out when you go"

Hindrasta's face turned pale at my words.

"Where are you going!"

"They say you’ll know when you go. It’s not a strange place, so don’t worry."

"To sell me to Hwangseong... ."

"Would you sell it and get a gold coin? Stay still."

"On the inside, I’m a fool… ."

Hindrasta started shedding tears like chicken shit again.

That's a lot of tears. I cry every now and then.

As we passed the road around the outskirts of the city and continued for a while, we saw a vast farmland with a far-off horizon.

This is the famous Calvasar Plain.

A great plain that starts near the capital, Calvasar, and is large enough to fit an entire kingdom.

The crops grown here can feed all of the empire's subjects, and it is considered one of the important factors in the empire's rapid conquest of the continent.

There are quite deep pits here and there in the farmland, all traces of the fierce fighting during the Four Years' War.

At that time, the Demon King's army launched a large-scale mobile battle on this plain with the aim of occupying the imperial capital, but ultimately failed.

Because the terrain was impossible to hide, they were unable to break through the barrage of magicians gathered from all over the continent.

At that time, the Demon King's army, whose strength had already been greatly weakened due to Linus and I wandering around here and there, and whose momentum was greatly broken by losing in the Great Battle of Calvasar, eventually went on the defensive, and with the creation of the Demon King Killing Special Forces, it went down the path of downfall.

But this place is all fields and orchards, and Linus lives in a place like this?

I took the letter out of my pocket and checked the address again. It was definitely around here... .

It's not a city center and it's wide open, so if you keep coming, you'll see it.

Still, it's really nice here.

The sky is clear, a cool spring breeze is blowing, there is nothing blocking the view, and the farmers look lively.

"Why are you taking me to this deserted place... ?Did you perhaps receive a secret order to eliminate me from the imperial castle? huh? Is that it? Is that so?"

Hindrasta is still scared and talking gibberish.

If this place had been far from the capital, 10 years ago I might have settled here instead of Brunswell.

But then Olicia would have gone crazy.

Brunswell is a port city in name only, so it has at least a city role, but there's really nothing here.

It goes on like this until even Hindrasta's talking to himself stops.

"I think it’s over there?"

When I raised my hand and pointed forward, Hindrasta jerked his head up.

A castle in front of me? Palace? No, there was just one mansion standing there.

The mansion seen from afar was like a painting.

The mansion is built of delicately polished stone, and its warm ivory-colored exterior walls sparkle in the sunlight.

The centrally located main building has a classical design, with large arched windows, elegant columns, and a red-tiled roof with multiple chimneys, forming a balanced silhouette.

A well-manicured garden spreads out in front of the mansion, and the elaborate landscaping and the colors of the various flowers are visible from afar.

Between them, a stone-paved road extends straight to the front door of the mansion.

There are annex buildings on either side of the main building, which were built in a style that harmonizes with the main building, making the entire mansion symmetrical and impressive.

The size and beauty of the mansion stood out even more, perhaps because of the backdrop of the Calvasar Plain that stretched far into the distance.

"You, I mean you, you… !"

Seeing this, Hindrasta broke into a cold sweat and started making strange noises again.

"Are you planning to offer me up to a nobleman? Did you decide to receive something in exchange for a pretty and cute girl? Otherwise, you're a pervert who likes polymorph dragons... . Evil!"

As soon as he hit Takbam, Hindrasta stopped what he was saying and held his head.

As I got closer to the mansion, I saw someone coming this way from over there on a horse.

"Are you Dian? I was waiting. Follow me"

It was Linus’ house, after all.

Linus, you bastard... . You're living incredibly well, right?

We were able to arrive at the entrance of the mansion, following the servant.

The entrance to the mansion itself was like a magnificent and elaborate sculpture.

The large iron gate was decorated with detailed patterns and decorations, and had a coat of arms engraved on it.

It was an intuitive shape with strong clenched forearms crossing each other.

"I will walk from here. Please leave your carriage and luggage to us."

As soon as he got off the carriage, the gate slid open and Hindrasta gasped at the scenery revealed through it.

A beautiful garden scenery unfolded before my eyes.

The well-groomed lawn was green and wide, and there were several stone-paved walking paths between the lawns.

Colorful flowers were in full bloom along the trail, and their scent was carried by the wind and tickled my nose.

There was a large fountain in the center of the garden.

A stream of clear water rose high from the fountain and sparkled in the sunlight, and the refreshing sound of the water falling echoed throughout the garden.

There were benches around the fountain, providing a space to sit and relax.

Trees were planted throughout the garden, and each tree had its branches spread widely, providing shade.

Various statues were erected between the trees, and each statue was made with exquisite workmanship and caught the eye of the viewer.

There was a small pond on one side of the garden, and water lilies and lotus flowers were blooming at the edge of the pond.

When I looked into the pond, I saw fish swimming and dragonflies flying above them, adding to the serene atmosphere of the pond.

Hindrasta, entranced by the sight, muttered.

"Who on earth lives here…? ?"

"Dian!"

At that time, someone shouted my name from the other side.

A woman with a cane was standing at the entrance to the mansion, looking at me.

A gentle face covered in dark brown hair and freckles. And the left prosthetic leg visible under the skirt.

This is my old companion, the hunter Selene.

"Dian! You’re Dian, right?!"

"Celine!"

"Oh my god, Dian! It’s really you!"

Celine came towards me, limping precariously across the garden with her cane.

"It’s there. I'll go."

As I ran towards Celine to make sure she didn't overdo it, Celine grabbed my hand with one hand.

"Dian! I really missed you! How come you haven’t changed at all!"

"It’s because I’ve been playing for 10 years. But is it okay for you to come out like this?"

"Ugh, it’s okay. It's all recovered now. Haha, Dian. It's really, really good to see it again. however… ."

Celine looked at Hindrasta who was standing quietly behind me.

"Who is that person?"

"Ah, a special student at our academy. He was left alone on the weekends, so I brought him here. The name is Sophie."

"Welcome, Miss Sophie."

"Hello."

Hindrasta was greeted in a rather reserved manner, perhaps because he was overwhelmed by the grandeur of the ridiculously magnificent mansion.

"Pink hair and pink eyes are such a rare and pretty color. First, two people come in. Don't stay here, go inside."

Celine boldly took the lead and headed towards the mansion, holding on to her cane.

"Who is it… ?"

Hindrasta asked lowly as he walked next to me.

"My friend."

"Why don’t you have a leg?"

I turned my attention to the prosthetic leg under Celine's skirt, which was fluttering cheerfully.

In the battle at the Demon King's Castle, Celine lost her left knee below.

Even though I knew the knowledge of the future, I couldn't stop it.

In the first place, such details were not described in the original work.

Would it be fortunate if death was avoided through quick first aid?

"But you said it as if you broke up 10 years ago… It wasn't exactly 10 years ago when the war ended... ?"

"That’s right."

"If I was your friend during the war... ."

Hindrasta, who was about to say something more, closed his mouth and stopped.

"Dian. You’re here."

Linus was standing at the entrance to the mansion, smiling. She was holding a baby wrapped in swaddling clothes in her arms.

"You had a hard time coming this long way. Come on in."

"I didn’t know I lived in such a nice place."

"Thanks to the great support from Hwangseong."

"But why don’t you live in the city and live in the middle of a field?"

"This area is my territory."

"What… ?"

For a moment, I couldn't believe my ears.

The Calvasar Plain is considered the most fertile on the continent. Even there, the golden yellow land located right next to the capital is Linus' territory?

"Wasn’t the originally promised territory somewhere else?"

"That’s right too. Here, a few years ago, the 2nd princess reorganized some of her direct jurisdiction and gave it to her in appreciation of her hard work."

"2The princess? He's really cool."

okay. This is correct.

It makes no sense that the hero who killed the Demon King would rather be betrayed than exiled.

"Who is next to you? I don't think it's the maid from last time."

"Uuuu… ."

When I turned around at the strange noise, I saw Hindrasta stiff and trembling convulsively.

"Are you okay? Do you have a bad complexion?"

Celine asked, but Hindrasta couldn't even answer and seemed ready to collapse at any moment.

Squeak-

"Oh my!"

I looked down and thought, oh my. Hindrasta was urinating.

Linus, who saw that, smiled gently as if he understood everything.

"It’s been a long time, Hindrastar."

        
            When Linus greeted him, Hindrasta rolled his eyes and fell down.

It's a shame I caught it in time, otherwise I would have ended up rolling around in my own urine.

"I’m sorry, Linus. They brought me in without even saying a word. After I sent you the letter, things got a little complicated."

"It’s okay. Let's move that dragon first. I'll call the maids."

At Linus' instructions, the maids came and entered the mansion, carrying Hindrasta on their backs.

Celine asked, looking at it with concern.

"Is he that dragon? The white dragon you two chased away?"

"That’s right. I ended up coming to our academy by chance. But Linus, how did you recognize him?"

"If there was a girl I had never seen before who trembled and became incontinent when she saw me, who else would there be other than polymorph Hindrasta."

After listening to it, it's true again.

"Let’s go in quickly. I have a lot to talk about."

"Shall we take a look at the baby first?"

With Celine pushing my back, I went up the stairs and approached Linus.

Linus smiled and showed the baby he was holding in his pom.

The baby had blond hair and big, clear blue eyes.

Its eyes were clear and transparent, as if they resembled the sky, and it was looking around with curiosity.

Her small face was covered in soft, fluffy fur, and her pink cheeks were full of healthy vitality.

A baby's unique innocent smile spread between slightly parted lips.

The small, fragile hands were held lightly as if trying to grasp something, and the fingertips were transparent and clean.

The appearance of the baby had a beauty that made those who saw it smile, with its innocence itself.

I chose Linus for the overall appearance, and Celine for the smile and mood.

"You said it was your son, right? Your name is Lumien?"

"Okay. Look at this, Dian."

Linus took a dried walnut out of his pocket and placed it in the baby's hand.

Then, didn't the baby crunch and crush the walnut?!

"What, what is it?"

"We only found out about it recently. Only after I kicked the bed railing and smashed it at night."

"Hey, this. It's already time to become a hero."

We laughed and entered the mansion.

"Wow."

When I saw the inside of the mansion, my mouth fell open.

This isn’t a house, it’s a real palace, right?

The entrance hall had an impressive high, vaulted ceiling, and a gorgeous chandelier was shining in the center of the ceiling.

The numerous crystals in the chandelier reflected light, creating beautiful patterns on the walls and floor.

The walls had detailed gold leaf decorations and delicate carvings, making it look like a real part of the palace.

The floor was finished with luxurious marble, and a rug with elaborate patterns was spread over the marble.

This rug gently absorbs the sound of footsteps, giving you a pleasant feeling every time you walk.

Various works of art were displayed on both sides of the hall.

On one wall were paintings by famous painters, and on the other, antique furniture and artifacts were on display.

In particular, there was a small museum-like space in the far corner where ancient armor and weapons were displayed.

"Hey, Linus. Yes, you. Didn’t people change when they learned the taste for money? Is it too extravagant?"

"Actually, I don't want to live like this, but I couldn't refuse because the 2nd princess was so strong."

According to Linus, he originally planned to build a small, simple house, but the second princess forced him to build this magnificent mansion, saying that a hero and hero of the continent should not live in such a place.

"Probably because I was very conscious of external opinions. If the person who killed the Demon King is not treated like this, who will volunteer when something similar happens again in the future?"

"You’re right, Dian. And there must be another reason."

Another reason Linus mentions is the second princess's political ploy to keep Linus under her control.

The second princess, who showed tremendous political power after the war and monopolized important positions in the imperial castle despite being the child of a concubine, even brought the warrior Linus under her command.

It was only later that I heard that a huge number of mysterious deaths occurred in the process of the princess seizing real power at that time.

A general manager vomited blood while drinking, a corps commander was stabbed by a subordinate, a minister suddenly collapsed on his way to work, clutching his chest... .

What they have in common is that they are all vested powers, including the second princess, who stand at the antithesis of post-war power.

They had previously controlled everything in the empire, but during the Four Years' War, they were relatively intimidated as they were unable to achieve any significant results.

Given the circumstances, it is clear that the assassination was committed by the 2nd princess, but the problem is that no matter how much we track the evidence, we cannot find it.

So, at the time, there was a widespread perception in the imperial castle that anyone who attacked the second princess would die without even realizing it, and after such indiscriminate assassination, the second princess was able to sit in the most important position as head of the National Security Office.

I was a bit puzzled as to how the child of a concubine, who may have been the seed of a downward spiral, became the head of the National Security Office, but it was only after hearing the story that my doubts were finally resolved.

For a princess like this who is vicious and capable, but whose legitimacy is weak due to her origins, she must always hold on to Linus.

So, he tried to appoint him as the principal of the academy he controlled.

And out of fear that Linus will be taken over by another faction, he is giving everything he has.

Last time, they gave us 10 years of paid parental leave, gave us a direct territory near the capital that everyone was drooling over, and built us this magnificent mansion, etc.

Anyway, that part is really too complicated. The decision I made 10 years ago when I gave up everything and left the Hwangseong drawbridge was a very good decision.

I sat in the living room, which was as ornate as the hall, looked around and asked.

"But where are the medals and such that we received from you in the past? Didn’t you put it on a separate exhibition?"

"What is the meaning of hanging that in my house?"

"Can’t you still show it to guests when they come?"

"I didn’t walk that path to brag to others."

"Is that so? It's been a while since I looked at them one by one and wanted to talk about old times."

"If that’s the case, you’re welcome."

Then, Linus spoke to the employee who was just bringing out the tea.

"You know the paper box left separately inside the warehouse? Please bring it to me."

It's very Linus-like to keep medals that other people would never receive in their lifetime locked away in a warehouse.

"By the way, Dian. What happened to Hindrasta? I see you wearing a school uniform. Are you a student at your academy?"

"Yes. Do you know that special students have been selected this time?"

"I heard. It was quite noisy outside too."

"I applied at that time. I wasn't trying to become a special student, but one of the applicants was a security guard. He said he joined the Leblanc mercenary unit after the war."

I told Linus about the situation in Hindrasta.

At first, he thought it would be fun to fight, so he joined the fight, but after getting beat up by us, he ran away. Then, the dragon elders restricted him to human form, so he was kicked out and started working as a mercenary to make a living.

"You are such an impure dragon that you entered the war simply to make the situation more confusing. But apart from that, the recent situation is very unfortunate."

Linus nodded slowly.

"So, did Hindrasta agree to continue studying at the academy?"

"It’s not an agreement, I’m just forcing it. To raise the level of academy graduates."

"I understand. From the Emperor's point of view, he would be happy if a polymorph dragon became his agent. But if you force it, doesn't that mean you could run away someday? Then it would end up in a situation that would be worse than holding it in."

"So I sold your name."

Linus looked at me for a moment, understood what I meant, and smiled lowly.

"If you run away, it looks like this time, you and I will see to the end."

"There’s no other way to suppress that dragon, right? So, when he wakes up later, you can threaten him."

"I understand. Don't worry about that."

"So Dian. How on earth have you been living all this time?"

Celine asked as our story ended.

"I wanted to invite you to the wedding even though I didn't know anyone else, so I asked everywhere but ultimately failed. Linus said it was over there in Brunswick."

"Well, there was nothing special. I just played around with the money I received. Oh right. But there's one thing I'm curious about... ."

I lowered my voice so that no one would hear me.

"Romane is not coming today either… ?"

"Lormane? No, I'm not coming. Last time I asked, he said he couldn't come today because he was busy."

"Phew, I’m glad."

"Are you still not forgetting what happened then?"

I burst out laughing at Celine’s question.

"If it were you, would you be able to forget it in just 10 years?"

"Well, that’s true… . Anyway, tell me your life story. I was surprised to hear that you were the person who single-handedly defeated the top gangster in Brunswell."

"Okay. Got it."

I trembled, shook off the memory of Lormane, and began to talk.

It was until today after I crossed the drawbridge and fell into Brunswick on the night of the imperial welcome party.

# # # # #

"You really ate well and lived comfortably?"

When the whole story was over, Celine was impressed.

"It would have been nice if our Linus had done the same. I went through a lot of hardships in Hwangseong over the past 10 years."

Celine placed her hand on the back of Linus' hand with a pitiful expression.

"There’s nothing I can do because I’m a hero. I was able to leave because I was nothing."

"Don’t say that you are nothing, Dian."

Linus politely countered my words.

"If it weren’t for you, there wouldn’t be me and Celine. I probably wouldn't have come out of the Demon King's Castle alive."

"It’s true. As I always said, the real protagonist of this world is you. Even now."

"What on earth does ‘this world’ mean? . Ah, thank you."

At that moment, a worker who had gone to the warehouse showed up holding an old cardboard box.

After receiving the box, Linus casually turned it over and spilled the contents on the table.

A pile of shining medals of various colors filled the table.

Linus lifted the box and placed it on the floor, then reached out and began to pull out the medals.

"These are things I received after the end of the war... ."

The medals flying around and falling into the box look like they are sorting miscellaneous fish at a fish market.

"Now, this is what I received then and the medals you left in my bag. I kept it as is."

Linus swept about forty medals to the center of the table.

"This is the first medal we received."

Among them, Linus held up a medal.

This is the Third Class Military Service Medal, and it is the first medal the two of us received for capturing an enemy prisoner during the defense of Camel Ridge.

"Ah, that. It was really fun back then."

Memories of that time come to mind again and again.

# # # # #

"I finally found it."

Linus, who was sitting in the corner of the trench eating potatoes alone, looked up.

A brown, messy-haired soldier was looking down at Linus, smiling.

"Are you that hillbilly Linus?"

"By the way. Do you have any business for me?"

"Potatoes taste better when eaten with salt."

The soldier who sat down next to Linus held out a small pouch. There was a lot of salt inside.

"Where did you get this? I remember there was no salt in today's supply."

"In the platoon leader’s personal issue. Oh, don't worry. It was supposed to be distributed to soldiers, but that bastard stole it and hid it."

"But this is theft."

"Isn’t stealing supplies theft? This is not theft, this is resupply."

"But… ."

"Nice to meet you. I'm Dian. A new recruit like you."

Dian extended his hand to Linus.

"Let’s get along well with our recruits."

        
            The 8th Imperial Army Corps, to which Linus belongs, recently landed at the southern tip of the small kingdom of Avoca.

The small kingdom of Avoca is a peninsula country that extends out like a boot.

It is a close ally with frequent traffic since ancient times, as it is located across a narrow sea from the empire's capital, Calvasar.

The Demon King's army invaded the Avoca Kingdom, and the kingdom's army struggled and continued to retreat south.

Now we have reached a situation where there is nowhere to retreat but the sea.

Accordingly, the empire moved the entire 8th corps to the rear of the Avoca Kingdom army in the name of saving the kingdom.

If the Avoca Kingdom is breached, it is possible to advance straight to Calvasar by boat, so it was necessary to prevent the Avoca Kingdom from collapsing at all costs.

After landing, the 8th Corps, which joined the Avoca Kingdom Army, advanced northward with great vigor, but was stopped by the strong resistance of the Demon King's army at Naktalyeong, 1/3 of the peninsula.

With magic and all kinds of catapult weapons flying at each other, both sides dug trenches on the front lines and entered into a tedious standoff.

The corps command was having a hard time trying to figure out how many corps the Demon King's army was currently facing.

If you know where they are, you can roughly infer their strength and respond accordingly.

But right now, there was no way to know how many troops would be waiting behind those damn trench lines.

Moreover, if they are the elite 9th Corps of the Demon King's Army that disappeared from the border area of Avoca Kingdom, pushing further from here would be suicidal.

Linus and Dian met each other in the front line trench in a stagnant situation where they could not do anything.

# # # # #

"I am Linus."

Linus held Dian’s outstretched hand.

"You enlisted a month ago, right? I also came in around that time. Let’s do our best together."

In fact, Dian is one of the new recruits who enlisted a week ago when the 8th Legion was just forming its landing force, and is technically Linus' successor.

However, it is meaningless to divide up ranks among new recruits of the same class when they die within half a day of entering battle.

"By the way, yummyam, where are you from?"

Dian asked as they sat side by side eating potatoes.

"Even if I tell you, you probably won’t know. Just know that I come from a small territory in a small kingdom in the corner of the empire."

"You came from the territory? So are you a noble?"

"He was the child of a serf."

"Then shouldn’t it be incorporated into the noble army? Why are you in the imperial army?"

"Our lord is a good person, but other than that, he is incompetent. I didn't want to follow him into battle and face a meaningless death. So I applied to the imperial army."

Then Dian tilted his head.

"That’s strange. If you don't want to die, you can just run away. Even here, there is nothing different from the nobles, right?"

"You can’t do that. We can't just sit back and watch as the continent falls into chaos because of the restless Demon Lord's army."

"Of course it’s Linus. I found the right one."

As Dian mumbled something unintelligible, Linus gave her a suspicious look.

"What are you talking about?"

"It’s nothing. good. Then I will help you."

"What are you trying to help me with?"

Then a strange sound was heard.

Whigrrr-

"It’s magic!"

As soon as Dian and Linus threw themselves to the bottom of the trench at the same time, the entire trench shook with a loud roar, and a pile of dirt fell on them.

Whigrrr- Boom- Whigrrr- Quagwang-

"You’re a bastard, you really horny bastards."

Dian cursed as he looked at the salt that had spilled on the floor, making it difficult to eat. Linus' potatoes had also rolled around and were very dirty.

After a while, when the enemy's sporadic magic attacks stopped, Dian and Linus shook themselves off and stood up.

"Uproar, uproar."

Dian clicked his tongue as he looked at the pieces of soldiers who had been unluckily hit by magic scattered all over the place.

"Hey, Linus. You said you didn’t like dog deaths, right? If possible, do you want to survive until the end and end this unfair situation?"

"That… okay… ."

Linus, who was distraught at the miserable sight of corpses scattered about, stumbled and answered.

"It was good. Let's move together with me. Let's get out of this damn trench and go to the devil's castle. Follow me."

"Where are you going?"

"Follow me and you will find out."

# # # # #

"You arrogant bastards! How dare you tell me where this is!"

Battalion command post behind the trench.

The battalion staff was yelling at the two soldiers who came in from nowhere at the entrance.

"I have something to suggest to the battalion commander."

"Are all your platoon and company commanders gone?!"

"I told you, but everyone ignored you, so you ended up here."

Dian was confident despite the harsh reprimands of the staff, while Linus stood behind her looking somewhat nervous.

"What else?"

At that time, the battalion commander's voice was heard from inside the command center.

"Sorry, battalion commander. Two soldiers suddenly came to me saying they had a suggestion. It's probably not a big deal at all, so he has to be transported to the rear or something like that... ."

"Battalion Commander! We will capture enemy prisoners!"

"Shut up, you bastard!"

"Tell them to come in."

The staff, who were screaming, had no choice but to let them into the command center at the command of the battalion commander.

"Hmm."

Inside the command center, the battalion commander asked while looking closely at the faces of Dian and Linus.

"You are going to take prisoners? Why?"

"Isn’t the reason we can’t advance or retreat right now because we don’t know where the guys in front of us belong?"

"That’s right."

"Then wouldn’t we be able to find out if we capture a prisoner and interrogate him?"

"That’s true too. But how?"

"Please give permission first. Then I will tell you."

The staff could not help but be shocked at the bold statement made by a single soldier to a battalion commander. It was the same for Linus.

However, the battalion commander asked calmly.

"Before that, let me ask you one thing. Going out to capture prisoners in the current situation is tantamount to suicide. Is there any reason to do such a dangerous thing?"

"Even if you are stuck here, it is the same as dying. If you're not lucky, you'll be killed by a catapult or magic, and there's no option to retreat. If we push further from here, the sea route to Calvasar will be wide open."

At Dian’s words, an interesting light appeared in the battalion commander’s eyes.

"Wouldn’t it be possible to receive support from other corps?"

"That’s not possible."

"Explain it."

"Currently, the Empire has no reserve corps to deploy here. If there were, would you have sent only one corps? Rather, since there is a sea here, we will put it as a second priority and focus more on defending other strategic points connected by land. So, one way or another, in the end, our corps has to end here."

The battalion staff looked at each other in somewhat surprise at Dian's words. ‘A mere warrior can see that far ahead?’

"But I don’t want to wait for someone to die in the trench without even being able to draw a sword. If we could capture prisoners and determine which corps they are and whether they are worthy of our corps attacking head-on, wouldn't we be able to escape this shitty situation?"

The battalion commander, who was silent for a moment and looked at Dian, opened his mouth.

"Did you say Dian? A junior warrior?"

"Yes."

"Good. I approve."

"Battalion Commander! But the risk is too high!"

The battalion commander shook his head in response to the staff’s objection.

"It’s just as the sergeant said. Anyway, our corps has to choose between advancing north from here or being buried in the sea, and if that's the case, we'll have to use all our methods to move forward in a better direction. Approve. Dean and Linus. You two, take the prisoner."

"Thank you. I won't disappoint you."

Dian answered with confidence.

"But how?"

"Oh, it's very simple."

As Dian explained, the battalion commander's eyes, which had maintained his composure until now, wavered somewhat.

"This is crazy… ."

"War is something that cannot be fought without going crazy."

Dian grinned.

# # # # #

"Are you really okay?"

It's time for the dawn to break

The window on the second floor of an abandoned farmhouse behind the trench.

Linus asked anxiously from behind the netting that covered the window for camouflage.

"Ah, I heard it’s okay."

Dian chuckled as he peered at the enemy lines through the net.

"Write it down. two people. From east to north. Normal stride length."

Linus was skeptical and wrote down Dian's observations in his notebook.

The notebook was filled with observation records from the past week. They were all about the enemy's alert posture.

After the battalion commander's approval, Dian sat down here and studied the enemy lines persistently all day, writing down everything he saw in his notebook.

We plotted it on a map and calculated all the optimal infiltration routes, and today we are checking for the last time to see if there are any changes in the enemy's border operations.

"Okay, Linus. It's no different from before. It will be perfect if I go in today."

"I’m worried whether this can really succeed."

"What difference does it make if you worry? And this is exactly what you wanted. Contributing to peace on the continent."

Dian tapped Linus on the shoulder.

"Trust me and follow me. Then you and I can both survive with our arms and legs intact until the end of the war."

"What on earth do you believe and can you be so confident?"

"I believe in you."

"Me? What do you mean by that?"

"Let’s go. If you're late, you'll have to waste another day until this time tomorrow."

Dian and Linus came down from the farmhouse, climbed into the trenches, and moved to the front lines.

I stopped and waited at the viewpoint of the infiltration route selected by Dian, and after a while, I heard the sound I had been waiting for.

Whigrrr-

From the rear of our troops, several blue beams of light flew in a parabola and fell right in front of the trench.

Dian shouted as the magic hit the floor and thick smoke rose.

"Run!"

Dian and Linus climbed up the trench and ran toward the front with all their might.

Whigrrr-

Just as they entered the first gunfire, a second magic attack fell in front of their direction.

Dian and Linus, who broke through the first smoke, hid themselves in the second smoke that rose later.

Hiding behind the third and fourth magic attacks and gunfire, they continued to run, getting closer and closer to their target.

"This is really crazy… . That's crazy... ."

Linus muttered incessantly as the ear-piercing roar and vibrations pounded through his head.

It was an extremely reckless maneuver that could have resulted in death by being caught in a friendly attack if the speed was not matched.

However, other than this method, there was no way to overcome the empty wasteland between the trenches.

"It’s all here! There you go, Linus!"

After breaking through the fifth gunfire, they finally threw themselves into the narrow bush area located near the enemy trench, which was their target.

Whig rrr- Kwaang- Whig rrr- Kwagwang-

Our troops' magic attack passed them by and stopped after sweeping the enemy's trench once.

Dian and Linus lay down on their stomachs under a bush and waited for their moment.

The enemy's trench, which had been noisy for a while due to the allies' seemingly meaningless magic attack, gradually quieted down.

It seems that this has been overlooked because powerful bombardment without a specific target has become routine.

Dian, who was quietly lying down and squinting at the sun in the sky, nudged Linus and signaled him to move forward.

After watching this for a week so tiresomely that my eyeballs were falling out, the border at this point is the weakest.

Linus and Dian slowly crawled through the bushes with daggers in their mouths.

It must be completed quickly before the patrol team circling the trench returns.

        
            As soon as their bodies brushed against each other and the grass rustled, Dian and Linus stopped crawling and looked at the situation ahead.

Fortunately, it is early summer and the wind is quite blowing, and the cicadas are noisy again after the bombardment, so I don't feel anything.

They were able to quietly lie down on their stomachs again and crawl stealthily to reach their second target.

When I slightly move the bushes aside and look ahead, I see a lone border lake that has broken away from the long trenches that line left and right on the other side.

That is the boundary lake that Dian decided to attack as the end point of the infiltration route.

The role of the guard is to protrude into the enemy camp beyond the main unit's trenches, observe enemy attacks in advance, and sound the alarm.

Two demon soldiers work in shifts every two hours, and the demons currently on duty are deployed at dawn and are withdrawing an hour later.

Two demons were squatting in a narrow border lake, leaning their heads against the wall and sleeping soundly with their mouths open.

also. As a result of checking over the past week, everyone was very busy around this time.

Since the area is a terrain where hiding is impossible, attacks are mainly carried out at night, so people are on strict guard at night and tensions are relaxed during the day.

It seemed like he thought the magic attack from earlier was just a sporadic threat and went back to sleep.

As Dian glanced back, Linus tapped Dian's combat boots as a sign that he was ready.

The two quietly crawled right next to Kyeong-ho and drew daggers from their mouths from left and right.

The sharp dagger went into the mouths of the sleeping demon guards.

The demons opened their eyes at the feeling of cold metal entering their mouths.

Dian made eye contact with the demon and put his finger to his mouth.

The fearful demon slowly nodded with trembling eyes.

When the guards showed no signs of resistance, Dian stabbed Linus with the dagger he was holding.

While Linus held the daggers in the guards' mouths with both hands, Dian took out a rope sari from her waist.

The guards' wrists were tied meticulously, but their ankles were not tied.

This is because when we retreat later, we have to run as excitedly as before.

It would be difficult for two people to carry these heavy demons on their backs.

At that time, a loud voice was suddenly heard from the traffic tunnel leading from the rear trench to the boundary trench.

"Dian… ! Who is coming… !"

As Linus shouted lowly, Dian quickly looked up at the sun in the sky.

Surely there's still an hour left before shift and it will be even longer before the trench patrol returns? what?

Dian, who caught words meaning 'special' or 'ration' in the demonic language he heard, immediately recognized the situation.

It looks like they came out with special rations from the rear. I'm coming to share it with you.

I need to hurry up on this.

"Urgh! Urgrrgh!"

At that time, one of the demons shouted with a dagger in his mouth.

"Hostis est!"

The demon soldiers who heard the screams from the border lake began to run in a huff, following the traffic lake.

"Damn it!"

While Linus was confused, Dian stretched out his hand without hesitation and plunged the dagger into the mouth of the screaming demon.

"Krrr… ."

When the demon with the dagger stuck in it bled to death, Dian immediately pulled out the dagger and swung it at another demon.

"Uraaagh!!"

When the demon's wrist was torn off by Dian's dagger, Linus looked at Dian in surprise.

"What are you doing, Dian!"

"You just have to save it. If you're going to drag this bastard by yourself, this is better."

"What are you talking about? Am I alone?!"

Dian threw the remaining rope to Linus.

"Just stop the bleeding and jump on my back. In the meantime, I'll be blocking them."

"Nonsense! What can you do on your own? Let’s go together!"

"Can you carry a demon and evade its pursuit? Go quickly!"

Dian jumped into the traffic lane holding a dagger in both hands.

"Damn it… !"

Linus quickly tied the demon's cut end with a rope and hoisted it on his shoulder.

"Hostium incursio est!"

Just as Linus stood up carrying the demon, the demon soldiers came screaming.

Dian crossed the daggers in both hands and stabbed them.

With just two slashes, the demon's head and left arm soared high into the sky and fell outside the trench.

As the blood exploded like a fountain, the demons that followed flinched and took a step back.

Without missing the opportunity, Dian gathered momentum and began to push the demons mercilessly.

"That’s crazy… ."

Linus gaped when he saw Dian driving away the demon soldiers, who were much larger than humans, like herding sheep.

Whigrrr-!!

At that time, when the appointed time arrived, magic flew in from our side and exploded at the rear of the guard.

Linus shouted, carrying the demon on his back.

"Dian! Time to go! Come quickly!"

"You go first! I'll follow you!"

When the second magic attack landed closer, Linus gritted his teeth and went out of the boundary lake and started running.

"Gasp, gasp, gasp!"

Breathing heavily, Linus sprinted toward the friendly trenches.

The demon on my shoulder was so heavy, but if I slowed down, I would be caught in the fire without even moving!

"Here, here!"

Our soldiers stuck their heads out of the trenches, waving their hands and shouting.

When Linus slipped and fell into the trench with the demons, the soldiers caught them.

"What?! Why are you here alone?! Who went with me?!"

"I am in battle after encountering an unexpected enemy soldier... ! I'll bring it!"

"Are you crazy?! You want to go there now?!"

Soldiers pulled Linus down as he was about to go back out of the trench.

"If you go, you’ll die!"

Currently, the magic attack is getting closer and closer to the friendly trench in the reverse order of the direction Dian and Linus were moving in earlier.

Moreover, the Demon King's army, which discovered Linus retreating, also fired back, so going out in this situation was the same as saying he would die immediately.

"Dian! Holy shit... !"

Linus pounded his fist against the trench wall and shouted in anger. Losing a comrade in just a week... .

"Dian was a great soldier."

The battalion commander at the scene placed his hand on Linus' shoulder and spoke in a serious voice.

"He sacrificed himself and achieved a great feat."

"Dian… . I didn't come alone... ."

As Linus muttered in frustration, all the other soldiers also looked depressed.

"But we must not wallow in sorrow here."

Seeing those soldiers, the battalion commander raised his voice.

" Using Dian’s valuable sacrifice as a stepping stone, we will continue to move forward… ."

"Ugh!"

At that time, amidst the barrage of magic attacks that were still continuing, along with a scream, something flew into the trench.

"I have to move forward… Oh my!"

The battalion commander who was giving a speech got tangled up in something that fell on his head and rolled around ungainly on the trench floor.

"Wow, I almost died. what? Battalion commander? Sorry, haha."

Dian, covered in blood and with slightly burnt hair, giggled and helped the fallen battalion commander up.

Linus, seeing that, stuttered and asked.

"Dian… ? How did you survive... ?"

"I didn’t die, so I came back alive. It’s so heavy I’m dying."

With that, Dian threw what he was holding on the floor.

The six heads of the beheaded demons were tied to the horns with rope.

In the meantime, they even took care of the enemy's supplies... ?

"Battalion Commander. Wouldn’t this be equivalent to a first-class special promotion?"

In response to Dian’s bold question, the battalion commander nodded slowly with a dumb expression on his face.

Linus thought then. That guy is crazy.

A new soldier who had only been enlisted for less than a month went to the battalion commander and shouted that he was going to capture a prisoner.

The crazy idea was to attack in sync with our troops' artillery fire.

In the meantime, when the plan went awry, he alone blocked the six demons with two daggers to ensure conditions for his return.

Afterwards, he went through a no-man's land filled with attack magic and frugally collected the supplies of the demons he killed.

That guy is crazy... .

# # # # #

The corps headquarters interrogated prisoners and were able to determine which enemy unit was currently facing them.

The corps was transferred to Avoca, a relatively weak country, after suffering heavy losses on other fronts, and all its troops were concentrated here in the defense of Camel Ridge, leaving the rear open.

Accordingly, the Imperial Army's 8th Corps launched an all-out offensive and eventually succeeded in recapturing the Avoca Kingdom.

Dian and Linus, who contributed greatly to the corps' operational decisions, were awarded medals by the corps commander at Avoca Castle and enjoyed the honor of a first-class special promotion.

Third Class Military Service Medal: For his contribution to the strategic judgment of our forces by acquiring comrades and enemy prisoners during the defense of Camel Ridge.

"Hey, Linus."

Dian opened his mouth on the carriage returning to the unit.

"You did what I said, right? They said it would be good if you move with me."

"You are right."

"So, let’s go together with me from now on."

Linus did not answer but was quietly lost in thought.

Unable to stand by and watch the continent fall into chaos due to a group of evil demon kings, he fled the territory and volunteered for the imperial army.

Rather than being commanded by a good-natured but incompetent lord, I wanted to join the imperial army, even the 3rd corps commanded by the 2nd princess.

However, Linus was classified into the most underdeveloped 8th Legion due to his origins as the child of a serf, and was brought straight across the sea to the Kingdom of Avoca.

Trench warfare that lasted tediously for several months, meaningless repeated night assaults, and soldiers dying without even being able to swing their swords once.

Just as he was wondering if this was what he had in mind, he met Dian and miraculously succeeded in acquiring prisoners, which everyone thought was impossible.

And in the end, he recaptured the Avoca Kingdom and was even awarded a medal and a special first-class promotion.

Of course, it goes without saying that he overcame the risk of death several times thanks to Dian throughout his advance from Camel Territory to Avoca Castle.

Dian, who acted as if she had ten lives in store, seemed as if she could foresee the future.

Otherwise, it would be impossible to always be so relaxed on the battlefield. And about the Demon King Castle.

"Maybe if it's you and me, we can even go to the Devil's Castle."

"It’s the Devil’s Castle… ."

When Dian mentions the Demon King's Castle, Dian's eyes are so full of confidence that even Linus, who is always cautious, somehow harbors the illusory delusion that it might be possible with Dian.

"But… I have a question. Why me? There are many soldiers who are better than me."

"Oh, that’s right."

Dian laughed at Linus’ question.

"Because you are the main character of this world."

"What? What does that mean?"

"I don’t know until I explain it. Anyway, are you going to do it? Are you going to tell me? If it's just the two of us, there's nothing in this world we can't do. Let’s cut the devil bastard in half and end this war."

Linus, seeing Dian's firm gaze, eventually nodded with a faint smile.

"Good. Let’s do it together, Dian."
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